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 Prologue Settling herself on a wind current, the spirit-woman known as White Doe gazed around her at soft-painted hilltops. Had the warrior she sought ever looked at them the way she was, or did his responsibilities and the weight in his heart blind him to the clean beauty? She hoped he’d at least once embraced these surroundings while the birds sang and the sounds healed him. If his senses had blessed him once, perhaps they would again. Someday. Sighing, she dismissed the hills and looked down through the clouds. She’d told the wind and clouds what she needed and trusted them to lead her to the warrior. In the meantime, she’d exist between anticipation and dread. Not dread of the warrior Mahko but his dark and lonely future unless she could reach him in the most basic way -- woman to man. After tucking her legs closer to her body, she rested her head on a cloud-pillow and welcomed in her memories. She’d seen Mahko twice now, once while he was burying his father under rocks, then later as he crouched over a creek waiting to spear a fish. He’d worn the same loincloth both times, and the loose fit had given her glimpses of what lay beneath the soft deer hide. A man’s resting cock looked weak and vulnerable, making her wonder if much of the time he could dismiss its presence. But it was always there, always waiting, ready. Always holding her interest. Angry at herself, she straightened. She hadn’t come looking for Mahko today simply so she could study his cock and then entice it into her. Her task was a somber, dangerous, and maybe futile one -- one she’d nevertheless embraced because she had no choice.
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 The current bore her closer to earth, and she now smelled heated dirt and grasses. Birds called and sang everywhere, and she smiled when she spotted a mother rabbit nursing her newborns. Even with the evil that had entered Mahko’s world, nature continued its rhythm. If she could somehow get him on a cloud -There he was. Energy shimmied through her, reminding her of the way the earth felt when struck by lightning. He was bent over a thin creek, keen eyes fixed on the countless prints revealing where creatures had come to drink. His quiver was filled with arrows, his bow clutched in strong fingers. She loved seeing him like this with the sun on his broad dark back, his naked buttocks equally tanned. Because she seldom bothered with clothing, she too knew the feel of a warm breeze on her skin, the lazy and sensual caresses. Was he aware of the heated touch or did midnight thoughts stand between him and what might offer him peace? Again she sighed, this time not because of what he might be missing but in acknowledgement of her heart’s involvement. She was a Mountain Person, a spirit-woman, different from Mahko and the other Apaches who made up his family and tribe. As such her heart should remain unattached because human concerns weren’t hers. But from the moment she’d learned of Mahko’s solitary journey, his walk had become hers as well. She understood his loneliness, anger, and tears. Like him, she needed to feel a body against hers, loneliness giving way, becoming one. Embracing the primal and healing act of sex. Embracing tomorrow. Head pounding, she fought waves of emotion so she could concentrate on what Mahko was doing. Although he was now walking slow and cautiously, she sensed the play of each well-honed muscle. She didn’t understand how he could dismiss his body, how he could keep his hands off his cock.
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 He straightened. Only his head moved as he slowly, carefully took in his surroundings. When he looked up, she longed to reveal herself to him, but it was too soon. For now let him gaze at a cloud. He must have convinced himself that his world was safe because, still standing straight and proud, he slid a hand under his loincloth. In her mind, his hand became hers. She touched the fawn-soft skin. She felt blood rush into his cock and fill it. She caressed and worshipped. Her cheeks flamed. Moaning, she worked her fingers between her legs. Finding herself wet and warm, she easily entered her womb. In her mind, her fingers became his. And when she lifted one leg in invitation, his fingers became his cock. His cock. Filling her. Making her sing and cry and live. “Please let it happen,” she begged. “Give him a reason to live.” Gift both of us. But for that to become reality, she’d have to reveal herself to him.
 
 Chapter One For the first time since he’d been stalking her, the white doe stopped and looked back over her shoulder. Despite the deep woods that sheltered him, Mahko asked himself if she was looking at him. Instead of a message from a vulnerable animal, he sensed something else in her large brown eyes. Something that unaccountably hardened his cock and heated his breath. Alarmed, he gritted his teeth and blinked repeatedly, trying to focus. No matter how hard he stared, he couldn’t make her come into focus, couldn’t dismiss the heat in his loins. His world changed, lost substance, became mist. He was suddenly in a place he’d never been before -- a small meadow with a broad, clear stream flowing through it. Walk, float, his legs ordered. Come closer, experience. At first his legs shook, and his heart beat like a drum, but as he closed the distance between himself and the stream, he saw that he wasn’t alone. A woman waited for him. A naked woman with breasts made for his hands, soft lips parted, eyes glittering with unspoken emotion. Bold in a way he’d never seen a woman act before, she stood motionless on widespread legs. One hand covered her private place while the other reached for him. Come to me, warrior, she said without moving her lips. Feed from me. Trust. And in the act, find a reason to go on living. His thigh and calf muscles contracted and expanded, feet lifting and settling back to earth. His erect penis pressed against his loincloth, and he pushed the garment aside to ease the discomfort. Her fragile smile grew. I am ready, she said. My womb waits for your gift.
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 Although his legs trembled, he closed even more of the distance between them, floating more than walking. He was now so close that he could see sweat at the base of her throat and smell the rich, earthy scent of a woman’s sex. His fists clenched, and despite his efforts to relax, they remained like that. She extended her arm even further. The hand between her legs turned white at the knuckles. He could no longer see her fingertips. My hunger grows. It is the same for you. The same or even more, he acknowledged. He’d been torn from the only world he’d known, but at this moment it didn’t matter because this impossible, naked woman was offering herself to him, and he’d never wanted anything more. Would die for a night between the spirit creature’s legs. What about your tribe? The harsh question echoed throughout him, darkened the valley and sent the woman into night. The dream and vision died, replaced by reality. Gasping for breath, he prayed to the Great One to take away his madness. By the time he’d managed to slow his breathing and pounding heart, he could see again. Once more he was in the deep woods looking at the white deer silhouetted against tree trunks. Telling himself that what he’d been forced to endure since the white man had arrived was responsible for his brief journey into what couldn’t possibly have been, he concentrated on the small, beautiful doe. Do you feel my presence, sacred one? he asked. Since I spotted you, we have been predator and prey, a hunter tracking game given by the Great One. But I feel something between us that I have never felt before. Careful not to move, he reminded himself that he’d never seen a sacred white deer. No wonder his heart raced. She wasn’t the only thing he didn’t understand about his world. The doe lowered her head and nibbled, then studied him again. He sensed no fear in her. His legs shook, but skilled in the way of a seasoned warrior, he kept his hands steady as he lifted his bow and aimed an arrow at her shoulder.
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 It is destiny for deer to give up their lives so the Apache may live. I thank you for your gift. Because you are sacred, I will wrap myself in your snow-colored hide to protect me from my enemies. I -Another image filled his mind, this one so terrifying that his cock withered. He saw uncounted soldiers on horseback galloping toward his village, heard the screams of women and children, smelled gunpowder and blood. I need you, sacred one, he told the doe. Without your protection, I will never free those of my people who live. The Apache will be no more. But if you kill the White Doe, you will have destroyed something sacred. I have no choice, he replied to the voice in his head. Desperate strength surged through him. He pulled the sinew to his ear while the white doe continued to watch with her intelligent, accepting eyes. Then he released the arrow, his keen sight following its swift, brief, and deadly flight. The arrow he’d fashioned while sitting surrounded by his brothers and cousins disappeared into the pristine hide. For the length of a heartbeat, nothing happened. Then the doe shuddered, took a step, and pitched forward. Die in peace, sacred one. Know I am grateful. Know I wish there was another way. Because he had always been careful to thank game for their sacrifice, Mahko had never regretted a kill, but as he approached where the doe had fallen, he felt something akin to sorrow. He longed to share his good fortune with his tribe, to take the hide to the shaman to be blessed, to know that the parents of unmarried maidens would see him as a worthy husband. But these days he walked alone, slept alone. Dreamed alone and lonely. Mist again clouded his vision. Although he longed to return to the meadow and the naked woman who surely lived only in his mind, he took a steadying breath and blinked several times. The mist faded, revealing the small crumpled white mound. Small? Where were the long, slender legs, the graceful neck, the tapering muzzle and black nose?
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 Shock ran through him, nearly dropping him to his knees. A human form lay where the doe had been, a woman with long, black braids in a white dress. “No! Please, no!” His cry pulled him back from disbelief. He had shot a deer, not a woman! This one, unlike the one who’d offered her body to him, was dressed. Barely aware of what he was doing, he closed his fingers around the knife at his waist and forced himself to take the last few steps. He couldn’t tell whether she was breathing. No blood stained her doe-hide dress, but her wound might be under her. Much as he needed to tend to her, he first looked all around, ears tuned for any sound that didn’t belong. He half expected his surroundings to shift again and wondered whether he’d find himself back in the meadow, but the trees continued to close in around him. Their high tops all but hid the sun, trapping and shielding him from the enemy. Telling himself he was safe, he crouched beside the body. Still clutching his knife, he touched the side of her neck. Life-warmth flowed through her, and he felt the pulse at the side of her neck. Alive, praise the spirits, alive. His world shifted, darkened, then again brightened. He heard water pushing around rocks. A silvery flash in the stream alerted him to the presence of fish. The air glowed yellow. A moment ago he’d been kneeling beside the maybe lifeless body of what should have been a white doe but had turned out to be a woman. Now he was touching a healthy, reclining woman without clothing, one whose dark eyes welcomed him not just into her body but her soul. Feel my body. Make it yours. Rejoice and celebrate life. She reached for his cock and closed her warm fingers around it. Blood pulsed through him there, stretching his skin and filling her palm. Alarmed, he tried to back away, but she held on. “What do you want from me?” he demanded. Everything.
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 Everything? The word pounded through him to steal his strength and further engorge his cock. Terror lapped at his nerve endings, but instead of fighting the emotion, he embraced it. He’d been fighting so long and hard for a reason to go on living, and now it no longer mattered. He existed in these seconds, with a spirit woman’s fingers embracing the part of him that ruled everything else. She wanted his cock, did she? He’d give it to her, bury it so deep in her that maybe he’d die with it there. Die strong and fulfilled instead of alone. Grunting, he surged forward. As he did, he gripped her shoulders and pressed her against grass and earth. His attack forced her to release him. Not giving her a chance to recapture him, he straddled her hips, closed one hand around her slim wrists and held them against her belly. His free hand covered a soft, heated mound. He thought she might fight and wondered what he’d do, but she made no effort to free herself. Instead, arching her back, she pressed her breast into his palm. I want this. We both do. Alarmed because she knew so much about him, he nevertheless straightened and looked down at her. Flames smoked in her eyes. Her parted lips hinted at another cave. Her hips moved under him, challenging and testing and promising at the same time. He smelled her wet heat, even tasted it. The meadow and stream faded, leaving her, only her, only her body. “Why are you here?” The spirits know. And in time, so will we. Was she telling him that she understood no more than he did about why this was happening? Much as he needed the answer, he couldn’t think beyond his dark organ resting along her paler flesh. They were different and yet alike, strangers, creatures brought together by the gods -No! Gods and spirits had nothing to do with this. The slight, naked creature under him was his. In her woman-cave with her flesh hot against his, he could forget everything he’d been forced to endure and find a reason to live. It will not be rape. Whatever you do to me, I will want it.
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 “And when it is over?” Do not speak of that! She arched her slim form higher. Live in this moment. In our bodies. Even as her command faded, so did her soft, warm body. He continued to kneel on grass and leaves, but his hands were now empty. His nostrils brought no hint of her woman scent. His cock jerked as if searching for her, stabbing at the air instead of lifegiving moist heat. His heart twisted and burned. Hating himself, he nevertheless forced himself to focus again, his mind to accept what had happened to the white doe. And his role in the happening. With his vision clear again, he realized he wasn’t alone after all because the unconscious woman lay next to him. Several strands of hair had slid onto her temple and cheek, and he gently brushed them back. Her flesh felt as soft as a baby’s. Her eyes were closed, drawing his attention to long, thick lashes. Her cheekbones were high, proud, strong. Like the naked female who existed only in his mind. Something that felt like a hot fist ground into his belly. In his imagination, he yanked her dress off her. He saw his powerful hands close around her full breasts. His knees ground against her soft thighs and forced her legs apart. Ignoring her protests, he lowered himself onto her and forced his starving cock into her. Fuck her! And in her body find a reason to live. His fingertips tingled. Shaken by where his thoughts had again taken him, he jerked back. Had she moved? After studying her for several moments, he decided he’d imagined it. This woman who looked so much like the one he’d found in the valley sent no thought-words to him. She didn’t challenge his sanity and warrior-restraint. Wrapping countless lessons about how a warrior should behave around himself, he placed the back of his hand near her nostrils and was relieved to feel her warm, damp breath on his skin. Her breathing was slow and deep, making him wonder if she
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 was asleep. No. Whatever had happened, he hadn’t come across a sleeping maiden where a deer had stood. That might be the only thing he comprehended about today. Grasping her shoulders, he eased her onto her back. One leg was tucked under her, and he straightened it. Not questioning his actions, he ran his fingers up and down her calf, struck again by her smooth, soft skin. Whoever she was, she hadn’t known a life of hard work. Barely believing what he was doing, he pushed up on her skirt so he could study her thighs. They too were flawless, well-rounded and firmly muscled. He could remove her dress, capture her breasts, spread her legs, explore the woman’s secret places, even place his cock in her. No! He was Apache. And she -- what was she? Placing his hands on either side of her face, he tilted her head toward him. “Who are you?” he whispered. “Can you hear me? What -- what are you doing here?” And did you have anything to do with my dreams if that’s what they were? Her lids fluttered. He jumped back. Wiping his suddenly sweating hands on his thighs, he watched. Her eyes opened. Too shocked to look away, he accepted what he couldn’t deny. These were deer eyes, large, shining, and midnight black. Beautiful. Awareness grew, not just of her, but himself. He was grateful for the loincloth over his swollen penis. Could she look into his eyes and know how lost he felt, how afraid and angry because the world his people had known since the beginning of time was no more? How desperately he needed to replace fear and anger with something, anything? “Mahko,” she whispered.
 
 Chapter Two Disbelief rolled over him. If he’d trusted his legs, he would have scrambled to his feet and fled -- or would he? “You -- you know my name?” “I know who you are, warrior.” Warrior? If he truly were one, wouldn’t he have fought to the death trying to save his people? “What are you?” he demanded, emotion clogging his voice. “They call me White Doe.” Even before the words were out of her mouth, he knew what she’d say. “I saw a true deer. I know I did. I shot it, not you.” “Yes.” She hadn’t moved, and her bare legs reminded him of the liberties he’d taken with both her and the dream woman. He was no stranger to the sensations gnawing at his groin, but what he struggled to accept were the sudden and savage impulses he’d had about raping her and the way he’d touched her as if she belonged to him. “I know what you are thinking,” she whispered. “You wish to wrap ropes around me and keep me next to you. As your prisoner, I would have no choice but to serve you, to have sex with you.” “No! I --” “While we are mating, you will not have to think about what has happened to your tribe. You will laugh again and feel truly alive.” How can you see into my heart? “You have placed a spell over me?” “That is for you to answer, Mahko.” She sat up so effortlessly it was as if she weighed no more than a bird. Perhaps, like a bird, she could fly away. Leave him. Instead, reaching behind her, she picked up
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 his arrow and handed it to him. “You are worthy of being called a skilled hunter. Your weapon flew true.” “It missed you.” Or did it? “Because I am not a deer.” What are you? His head pounded, compelling him to press the heel of his hand against his temple. The forest seemed to have closed in around them. The shadows were deeper than they’d been a few moments ago, the sounds of the wind and birds clearer, the air as clean as after a rain. Now that she was sitting but still so close he could touch her if he dared, he realized she had more substance and strength to her than he’d thought at first. Good. A woman should be strong -- if she was a woman and not a spirit. “I need the truth.” He ran his fingers over his arrow and gathered strength from it. “If someone has cast a spell over me --” “Not a spell.” A shudder ran through him. “Then what?” Her expression sober, she covered his strong, rough hand with her small-boned one. “I have been sent here in part to guide you to the truth.” Her touch made him think of the energy that controls the skies during a violent storm. Although he knew to hide during the worst of a storm’s fury, he’d always been drawn to its power and heat and danger. This was no different. “What truth?” “About what will become of your people who are now prisoners of white soldiers, people you would give your life for.” His heartbeat turned savage as if it were being beaten by a master drummer. “Become? You cannot look into tomorrow. No one can.” “The Mountain People can.” He sagged. His heart stopped; then the drumming began again. “You -- you are one of them?” She nodded. “Do not run from me, warrior. I will not harm you.”
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 The Mountain People were ancient and powerful other world dwelling spirits capable of exacting great harm. If a warrior or woman was injured, an infant died, or hunters couldn’t find game, it was because someone had displeased the Mountain People. Only a skilled shaman knew the magic and prayers necessary to counter a spell cast by them, and a warrior worthy of his role spent his life walking in a way that pleased the spirits. Such a warrior didn’t dream of forcing a woman to house his cock. “Do you hear me?” she asked softly. “I bring no harm to you. Only wisdom.” He needed enough weapons to kill the soldiers who’d claimed his people’s land and place them in chains, not wisdom. At least that’s what he’d believed when he began his search for the enemy. Now everything had changed. “Give me your hand.” Wondering if he’d lost something of himself, he did as she ordered. Her warm fingers slowly lacing through his spoke to him in ways he’d never experienced and hadn’t believed possible. Although he remained in awe of her, he wanted to become one with her, to spill himself inside her and hold her until their hearts beat to the same rhythm. Only a few moments ago he hadn’t known she’d existed, but already she’d slipped into his skin and reminded him of what it was to be a man -- something he’d nearly forgotten during the days and nights since the soldiers’ deadly attack. It wouldn’t take much to break her slender fingers, but if he did, he’d never feel them on his hips, his groin, cradling his cock. Never understand why she’d walked into his uncertain world. “You feel it,” she said. “Yes.” A faint grin touched her lips to change her from handsome to beautiful. He imagined wading in a creek with her, spending an afternoon picking berries together, running and chasing and laughing the way children did. “I can choose to be either a deer or a human,” she said. “But this is better because we need to communicate in many ways. Despite what else I am, I am a woman, Mahko, and you are a man. Do not forget that during our journey.”
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 “Journey?” She brought his hand to the valley between her breasts so he felt sheltered by them. Smiling again, she then guided his hand toward her throat where no garment lay between their flesh. “This is energy and power,” she said when his thumb pressed against the vein at the side of her throat. “The great need which exists between a man and a woman and brings me to life just like a mortal woman. I give you my body. All I ask is that you listen to the truth.” He caught fire. Ever-growing flames raged through him. Unnerved and excited, he embraced the sensations. It took every bit of self-control he possessed not to force himself on her. “What truth?” “About your future. You alone escaped when the soldiers captured the rest of your tribe, did you not?” Another fire threatened to consume him, but this one was fed by regret and selfhate and fear. How much did she know about him; how much had she seen? “If I had been there --” “Stop. You cannot change what happened. Wishing things to be different will not alter reality. Say it. Where were you when the rest of your people were in their foothills camp?” How did she know where his people had been right before the enemy attacked, and how could she expect him to speak? But if he didn’t tell her, she might never -- “I had gone on a spirit quest. The soldiers were hunting for us, keeping us on the move like wolves chasing deer. I hated feeling like an animal, but my weapons and the weapons of the other warriors were not enough. No matter how many we killed, they kept coming. And their rifles -- their terrible rifles. My fear for the lives of Apache children sent me in search of courage and wisdom.” “You were driven by the children’s tears.” “And by their parents’ and grandparents’ tears.” “You did not want them to hand their tears to you, did you?” No!
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 With a start, he realized he’d closed his hand around her soft throat. When he released her, he saw he’d left marks in her flesh. Much as he wanted to stroke them away, he didn’t dare touch her again. “No spirit answered my pleas. I returned home without answers.” “What did you see?” The horror of that scene was beyond words. How could he speak of a chief with his throat slit, as many warriors as he had fingers on both hands riddled with bullets, belongings scattered or burned, even infants’ cradleboards smashed? Perhaps the silence was the worst. “Your people had been captured,” she whispered. “Made prisoners.” You saw. You know. “I will free them!” he insisted, furious because she’d forced him to relive the nightmare. “Avenge those who were killed!” “No, you will not. No lone warrior can.” “Do not say that!” Fury and fear driving him, he pushed, knocking her to the ground. Grabbing her wrists, he imprisoned her hands above her head. Only then did he take a breath -- and look at what he’d done. But as shocked as he was by the animal he’d become, the sight and feel of a helpless woman under him made his body roar. “I will kill you. Then I will not have to listen to your lies.” Her eyes remained calm and quiet, sad. “You do not want me dead, warrior, because if I am, you will be alone. Alone for all the days and nights of your life.” Cold, powerful hands seemed to be closing around his throat and cutting off his breath. Desperate to escape, he leaned over her and pressed his body against hers. Instead of fighting, she went slack, her soft, full breasts giving way beneath his chest. The raging in his head increased so that he wondered if he’d become a bull elk in rut. His cock throbbed and his thighs quivered. Instead of fighting the powerful sensations, he embraced them. Anything was better than nightmares surrounding him again.
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 “Listen to me, Mahko.” Her voice slid over him and held the rage at bay, barely. “You understand the life-way of the Apache. You have heard those truths since you were old enough to listen. You know the Mountain People give great power to those worthy of becoming shamans. Among those powers is the ability to see into tomorrow.” Even as he absorbed the hot female feel of her under him, her truth seduced him and forced him to nod. “I do not want to have tomorrow-power.” Her eyes filled with tears. “Although I embrace many of my spirit-gifts, this is one I hate. But I cannot deny the truth of what I see when I look ahead. And neither can you.” You are crying. Only a human with the gift of a heartbeat would feel what you are. “I will not listen to you!” he snapped because he still hated her words. “You have no choice, Mahko. Just as destiny says that we will have sex.” Sex. Fucking. Rutting. Mating. “Why?” She shifted under him, heat and woman-strength speaking its own language. “After it has happened, you will understand. We both will.” You, too, are on a journey to understanding? Starving for what she was offering, he released her wrists so he could grab her skirt and yank her dress up to her hips. Her eyes hard and honest on his, she lifted her buttocks off the ground, letting him know he should continue the upward journey. She sat up so he could pull the dress over her head, then indicated the ground under her. He quickly spread the deer hide. Lying down on it, she reached for him with unsteady fingers. Trembling, he gazed at the lush and honest woman’s body waiting for him. Woman? Perhaps she is not human but does it matter? No. Her breasts were even fuller than he’d imagined, the nipples and area around them dark. Her waist was so small he could fit his hands around it. In contrast, her hips had been made for childbearing -- and welcoming a man. Although he’d fucked several of the tribe’s unmarried women following furtive
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 meetings far from their parents’ watchful eyes, the unions had always taken place at night. Taught by his male elders that the organs between women’s legs were secret and mysterious, he had little understanding of what they looked like there or how the various parts worked. What mattered was that his cock fit inside the soft, moist opening, and he felt first as if he were dying and then reborn the few times his cock had exploded in a womb. For the first time as an adult, he looked, truly looked at that secret place. Fine hairs sheltered her there, creating a soft barrier that made him long to explore the area with not just his fingers but his tongue. A sweet scent seeped into his veins and made his blood race. Dark folds of skin were nestled between her legs, making him wonder if they had been placed there to shield her opening, but if that was their purpose, they were useless because a man’s cock could easily find its way between them. Shocked by his boldness, he touched the folds. The moment he did, his fingertip tingled, causing him to pull back. She sighed, then chuckled, and he touched her again. “Tell me, Mahko. Do my sex lips make you feel weak or strong?” Lips? Yes. “Both.” “Has your mind quieted?” Bending to the side a little, she placed her hand over his. “With man-thoughts claiming you, has your anger died?” He couldn’t answer. In truth, he had only scant understanding of what was happening to his mind -- and body. From early boyhood, he’d been taught to respect women. No true Apache warrior ever raped. If man-needs turned someone into a hungry and savage animal, he could never again take his place beside the men of his tribe. He’d have brought shame to his family and would have to live with that for the rest of his life. As a consequence, he and the other young men had learned to control their man-needs. It wasn’t easy. It had never been harder than at this moment. “This is my gift to you.” She pressed his hand against the hard mound of flesh in front of her woman-place. “My cunt to give you peace and escape.” “Cunt?” The mound fit perfectly in his palm, and he wondered if it had been designed for a man’s pleasure.
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 “That is what the Mountain People call a woman’s sex. Men lose themselves in a woman’s cunt. They find peace and freedom there. And…” “And what?” She took a long, slow, deep breath. For a moment he saw an untried maiden, not a wise and experienced teacher. “Nothing. Explore me, warrior. Spill yourself in me and learn that I am like you -- real. I will always be real. And when you are finished, I will tell you what you must know.” Accept her gift. Push your cock deep and rich and full into her cunt and find that thing she calls freedom. Embrace peace. Live only for this day. But even as he released her mound and began exploring what lay between the damp, heated folds, he knew it wouldn’t be enough -- not with the nightmare of his final moments at what had been his people’s camp clinging to him. “Tell me now,” he ordered.
 
 Chapter Three The tears she’d fought earlier returned to clog White Doe’s throat. Looking up at the rugged and haunted warrior should have allowed her to concentrate on creating the necessary connection between them. But although their time together had just begun, she already knew what beat in his heart. He would not simply listen to her words about Apache tomorrows, not just learn. Her hard words might destroy him unless she gave him a reason to live. And if he gave up, she might do the same. That was what the Mountain People elders either didn’t understand or refused to talk about, probably because they couldn’t hear her heartbeat. “Fucking first,” she whispered. “Then --” “No.” The sharp word didn’t surprise her. Lowering her lids so she didn’t have to gaze into his intelligent but confused eyes, she willed herself to relax. He crouched over her, his body barely covered by the rawhide loincloth, one hand between her legs, the other pressing on her belly to hold her prisoner. He didn’t yet know that no matter what he did to her, she wouldn’t fight him. “Listen then.” She spoke harshly in an attempt to separate her emotions from the necessary words. “As a Mountain Person, I have been handed a gift which allows me not only to look into the future but to understand the words the white soldiers speak.” The fingers on her cunt jerked. “You have walked among them?” Distracted by the softening, swelling sensations between her legs, she was slow to respond. “Not -- not walked. I would never want that. I have been like a bird that flies above the heads of men but is not seen.”
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 He didn’t respond. Neither did he continue the exploration that had become both alarming and vital to her. She willed herself to concentrate on something, anything other than the mortal she’d sought out. Not only had she accepted this mission because at least one Apache needed knowledge of the future if their heritage was to survive, but from the moment she’d first seen Mahko, he’d fascinated her. She’d watched him hunt and fight and had listened as he prayed to his Eagle spirit. More than that, his body called to hers and both promised and threatened to take her to a place she’d never been. Her soul had reached for his. “I know where your captured people are going,” she whispered and opened her eyes. Straightening, he glared down at her, turning her small and defenseless. She embraced her femininity. He pressed the heel of his hand against her heated tissues. “Tell me what you say is the truth.” He spoke through clenched teeth. “Hold back nothing.” And then I will decide whether to believe you, she read in his tone. “Listen then -- and learn. The white invaders call your people Chiricahua Apache because of where you live. The newcomers have gone to war against the Chiricahua and other tribes and clans for many reasons, perhaps greed most of all. They kill men, women, and children because they believe they are not human.” “No.” Leaving her cunt, he pressed on her pelvis with both hands. Although briefly painful, the sensation also reached deep into the part of her that ached to be filled by him. “Those who survived the many attacks are being taken by train or ship to a place called Florida where they will be locked up. Many will die in that hot, wet, and distant place.” Blood drained from his face. “No.” Unable to reveal the details of the horrors his people would endure in what the whites called a concentration camp, she struggled to seep deep into herself where little
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 mattered except for sexual hunger. Claws of need dug at her, but even as she felt herself giving way, she faced why she and Mahko were together. “Some whites with great power will see and disapprove of what is happening to your people in Florida and send them to another place they call Alabama. But soon after that, the Chiricahua will again be uprooted and taken to yet another place. This one is known as Fort Sill and is on land they call Oklahoma.” His palms ground into her, forcing her to grab his wrists and try to pull him off her. He easily resisted, and pain turned into something else. She loved being naked around him, to be aware of her nudity. “What are these names?” he ground out. “They have no meaning.” “Not to us, but to the newcomers, they stand for control.” Reaching for his knife, he held it in front of her. “I hate them! I will kill them!” “No,” she soothed although if she could, she would have given him enough strength to make blood flow from countless white bodies. “There are too many, and they would kill you. Please let me finish.” Had she ever seen such sorrow on a human face? Fighting the need to clutch him to her, she swallowed. “Many, many seasons from now, some of the Chiricahua who still live will return to this land of their grandparents. They will build homes on a place called a reservation near the great river and live with another Apache tribe, the Mescaleros.” “How many?” He gripped his knife so tightly that his finger bones looked about to shatter. “How many will live to go to this reservation?” “Please, do not ask.” “Only a few then, like winter leaves clinging to trees and shaking in the wind.” Sick at heart, she nodded. Even as a fresh wave of sorrow washed through her, she felt herself slipping into his mind. How much harder this was for him! He’d been born a Chiricahua. He’d known and wanted nothing else and had dreamed of taking a wife and becoming a father, holding his children close as he repeated stories as old as time about Apache spirits and told them about the ancestors who waited in the
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 Afterlife. From childhood, he’d been taught to hunt so no one would go hungry. He’d become a warrior charged with risking his life to defend others. But now the others were beyond his reach. There was only her. But she wasn’t part of his existence. Would she ever be, and why did it suddenly matter so much? She fully expected him to say she was lying about his tribe’s future. It wouldn’t surprise her if he tried to slit her throat to silence her, not that he’d succeed. Instead, his gaze went to the surrounding mountains and from there to the sky with newborn-white clouds drifting through it. Perhaps he was praying to his spirit. Perhaps he was still trying to take her painful words into him or deciding whether to kill her. Whatever it was, he must have forgotten about the body she was offering to him because his hands now rested on his thighs, the knife slowly sliding out of his fingers. Not bothering to sit up, she reached for the weapon and laid it on the ground. “I am sorry. So sorry.” “Change the future! You say you are a Mountain Person. Surely you can --” “No, I cannot. No one can.” Cannot. Like leaves giving way to winter. Something hard and hot boiled inside Mahko. It filled his veins and lungs and sent savage, desperate strength to his muscles. Although he didn’t want to look at the naked spirit woman who’d spoken those terrible words, he did. Now he saw not a beautiful creature with cunt, breasts, belly, and hips but something evil. He would not allow her words to destroy him! Instead, he would destroy her. And then? His knife was just out of reach but watching her blood soak the earth wouldn’t be enough after all, would it? If he killed her, her death would be quick and final while he would have to go on living never to touch or be touched again. After days and nights with only the sound of his own voice, he needed another presence next to him, her presence. She whose words had turned his future and the future of his people into night?
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 A throbbing, pulsing pain in his groin guided his hand to his cock. Had the organ ever been this large or felt this heated, the message more powerful? Growling, he forced her legs apart and positioned himself between them. She stared up at him with her arms reaching for him. He didn’t want her embrace! Even if he wasn’t sure who or what he hated, he needed her to feel his hatred. Didn’t he? Because he was on his knees and bent forward, he had a clear view of both his spear-like cock and her moist vulnerable opening. She’d let him undress her. Perhaps she wanted him to do what she called fucking and he thought of as rutting, but he needed to be the one in power, the act destroying the nightmare future or at least forcing it from his mind. Instinct ruling him, he placed the tip of his cock against her folds. The girls he’d briefly and furtively lain with had been dry there, and he’d carefully worked his way in so not to hurt them. By the time he’d pushed into them several times, their inner passages had moistened, and they’d relaxed. In contrast, the Mountain Woman was already wet. His cock slid freely about, dipping in and out repeatedly. Even with emotion gripping him, he held back from plunging in because she was a spirit creature capable of changing forms and looking into the future. Could her soft tissues turn deadly? Were teeth capable of tearing him apart hidden deep inside her? As if hearing his thoughts, she spread her hands over his forearms and guided him to her breasts and showed him how completely he could cover their fullness. If she didn’t want this, she wouldn’t be granting him this gift, would she? He arched forward so his tip rested just inside her moist opening. Then, quivering from belly to calves, he concentrated on the soft mounds within his grasp. Although the women of his tribe usually covered their breasts, nursing mothers seldom hid what they were doing. As a result, he’d seen many breasts. Although he’d never told anyone, he’d been curious about what milk tasted like and how much of the soft flesh he could fit in his mouth.
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 White Doe’s nipples were hard in contrast to the rest of what set women apart from men. When he caught the firm nubs between his fingers and rubbed them, she rocked from side to side. The nubs tightened. Her breathing quickened and became shallow. More of her fluid soaked his cock. “This feels -- I never expected --” she moaned. “Yes, oh please, yes.” 
 
 “You want me?” 
 
 “Yes. Yes.” 
 
 His people, captives. Forced on the great noisy beasts called trains and taken 
 
 where many would die! He, doing nothing! Another wave of fury slammed into him. No soldier stood before him. He couldn’t slit a throat or cut out a cruel heart. All he could do was punish the creature who’d handed him the future. “Mahko? You hurt --” Determined to silence her, he gave her nipples another sharp squeeze which prompted her to rake her nails over his arms. But he was a warrior. He’d been shot in the side by an enemy arrow and gored by a buffalo and chased by a mother grizzly protecting her cub. Next to those things, White Doe’s nails were nothing. “Gentle, gentle,” she chanted. “You cannot change --” 
 
 Yes, he could! 
 
 Reaching behind him, he grabbed one of her legs and then the other and forced 
 
 them over his shoulders. He thought she might try to kick or squeeze his head between her calves, but she only watched him the way a hawk studies something moving in tall grass. He closed his hands over her ribs and pulled her roughly toward him. As he did, his cock slipped in even further. Distracted from his determination to make her his prisoner, he guided her buttocks closer. He lifted her so her ass rested on his thighs. There! He’d rendered her helpless. Hadn’t he? Done something he’d never dreamed of doing to a woman. Not looking at all afraid, she clung to his arms, nails pressing into his skin. It didn’t hurt, but at any moment, she could tear his flesh. She rolled her head from side to
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 side, barely glanced at him, mouth open and eyes half closed. Seeing sweat glistening at the base of her throat, he longed to taste it. From the way she was panting, he believed she was no longer thinking of freedom -- if she had been. Instead, like him, her thoughts centered around the act of fucking. His chief slaughtered, men he’d grown up with shot and left to die, mothers forced to abandon camp without food or cradleboards to carry their crying infants in. Sucking in air through flared nostrils, he imprisoned her hands under his knees. Then, although his buttocks quivered with the need to pound into her, he again claimed her breasts and squeezed. Her features contorted, but she didn’t make a sound. Instead, she studied him with her now hawk-like eyes. Shape-shifter, future-speaker, Mountain Woman. Struck anew by her power, he willed himself to relax his grip on her breasts. Did he truly want to live? Perhaps if he angered her and her kind enough -His pelvis burned, and the muscles in his buttocks and thighs trembled even more. “I spit on your words!” Gathering himself, he shoved into her, nearly knocking her off him. Only his grip on her breasts held her in place. “I destroy them!” “Try. Try, warrior! Slash and spear them!” She hated her visions as much as he did. The revelation shook him, but with the beast within his cock growing more and more insistent, he couldn’t concentrate. Apache men said little, even to each other, about what sex meant to them. He’d wanted to ask his elders if they, too, fought demons living in their flesh, and if just looking at a woman sometimes forced them to massage and rub their cocks until seed spilled from them. But what if he’d been the only one who gripped self-control with a grizzly’s teeth? It was safer to keep his thoughts and self-fears to himself. At least it had been until this moment when a captured woman lay under him. He, capturing her? No. She’d used her powers to draw him close. No more! This moment, this punishment and pleasure belonged to him.
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 Shaking his head, he noted the way the muscles on her arms stood out. She was trying to free her hands, straining, teeth clenched, pain nearly hidden under an emotion he’d never seen on a woman and yet understood. He wasn’t the only one climbing a mountain and straining for the top, the only one desperate to begin the swift and joyous race down. He was having sex with a Mountain Woman. Powerful currents that reminded him of a swollen river rushed through him. Coming one after another, they gave him no time to make sense of or manage them. He’d never felt this out of control, scared and excited at the same time. He needed to flee. He wanted to stay. “Do not fight this,” she hissed. “Our coming together is as it must be.” Was it? Or had she cast a spell over him? “Mahko, do not resist.” She jerked one hand free and reached for his neck. “This journey must be.” Despite the distraction of her words and her fingers now resting against the side of his neck, he realized he’d stopped pumping into her. With words and caresses, she was commanding him to think of nothing except spilling himself. But if he did, would she have taken something precious from him? His people forced to live far from the land of their ancestors. Children growing up without the land’s gifts. Stories as old as time lost. Confused, he stared. Her cheeks had turned bright red; her eyes now appeared large and deep. This was a spirit-woman? How could that be when she seemed animal, when sweat slickened her flesh, and her breathing was ragged? She wanted to fuck. With every muscle, bone, nerve, and vein she wanted him. Needed him as much as he needed her. Another wave of something he had no name for surged over him and made him want to roar. Grabbing her ankles and pushing, he forced her to bend her legs and held them captive against his armpits. The shift freed her other hand. He might have been able to immobilize them again, but he needed to know whether she’d fight or caress.
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 Caress. Please caress me. Bending low over her with her knees pressing against his chest, he once more cupped and squeezed her breasts, but gentler this time. Her hands went around his neck, and she held him while her gaze caught him on fire. Trapped and trapping, he drove into her. Times beyond counting, he pounded her much smaller body. By turn she either stared at him or closed her eyes. Every time their gazes locked, he felt her heat. She could barely move. Trapped under him, she was helpless, a vessel for his energy and anger. How dare she speak of his people’s destruction! No! She’d gained no pleasure from the words and hated them as much as he did. “Go, go, go,” she chanted. Her grip around his neck tightened as she kept herself in place. “Please! Ah, please. Now!” Go! Pound, pound, pound! His muscles screamed and burned. His cock pulsed and throbbed. And he went after her, repeatedly slammed her. He held nothing back. His fingers left red marks on her breasts, his muscles grew numb from the unrelenting assault, and his cock stretched her. But even as his power grew, he couldn’t deny a simple truth. She held him in her. Heat clamped onto his cock. He’d felt this sensation before, but it had never frightened him so much. Never been so all-powerful. Too late, he tried to wrench free. Too late he struggled to stop his hot release. “Yes, yes!” she sobbed. Her cunt muscles closed down around him and held him, allowed him to fight, refused to release. “Yes!” “No!” His cock jerked, expanded, flowed. Like a wounded animal caught in a flooded river, he raced on and on. Reached the edge of the waterfall and tumbled over. “No!”
 
 Chapter Four Asleep. Curled on her side with her back and buttocks nestled against Mahko’s belly. No, not asleep after all because when he wrapped his arm around her middle, she spread her fingers over his wrist. “You smell of sex,” he whispered. “Do you like it?” “Yes.” He nuzzled the back of her neck, sending a shiver down her spine. Feeling feather-light, she turned and faced him. He looked young now, his features calm and at peace. She’d never seen any man so handsome. “What are you thinking?” she asked. “Of you.” “Nothing else?” “No.” Leaning forward, she kissed the tip of his nose and then his chin. He tasted of sweat and earth, the flavors seeping through her. “Good.” After running his fingers over her collarbone, he leaned back and regarded her. “I should have asked this before. Maybe you have a husband, an intended?” “No.” Smiling, she blew a breath on his chest, then chuckled when he shivered. “I am in no hurry for that.” “Why not?” Not ready to tell him that she hadn’t found a man she wanted to spend the rest of her life with, she gave him a mock stern look. “Men expect their women to collect food and firewood, to build and repair their teepees, care for children, horses, dogs. And they believe the women should be grateful because they sometimes drag home an
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 old coyote carcass. I would rather have responsibility only for myself, not have to listen to a man snore and watch him scratch his crotch.” He laughed, maybe the first laugh she’d heard from him. Then he took her hand and drew it between his legs, forcing her fingers here and there until they settled around his cock. His hard and hot cock. “Here is a woman’s reward.” She shivered. No matter how she tried to suppress it, he had to feel her response. Besides, even when he released her hand, she continued to hold him. “This?” She squeezed. “It has only one use which benefits a woman and needs a long rest in between. I would rather have new moccasins.” “Moccasins? You do not bother with clothing. Why should you care whether you cover your feet?” Chuckling, she turned her attention to the gift he’d given her. Mountain People spent little time or attention on sex because they’d been charged with overseeing the various Apache tribes. Although she’d enjoyed sex with the three young men who wanted her to marry them, she’d always accepted the order of things. But marriage changed so much, especially for women. She’d seen her sisters go from caring about the world to thinking of little except their homes and children. Oh, she wanted a baby at her breasts. Just thinking about a trusting little face looking up at her made her melt, but she could wait. “What are you thinking?” When she focused, she saw that he’d positioned his body so his mouth was near her breast. “Nothing,” she told him because she truly couldn’t remember. “Nothing?” “You. All right, you.” “What about me?” By way of answer, she increased her hold on his cock. Alarm flitted through his eyes to be replaced by intense interest. Lowering his head, he ran his tongue over the top of her breast. She shivered again. “You are teasing me.” “No. I am tasting you.”
 
 Vonna Harper
 
 Apache Tears
 
 - 32 -
 
 This man who carried such weight on his shoulders could also laugh and joke. Hoping she’d brought out his lighter side, she embraced the moment by using her free hand to lift her breast toward him. “There is nothing to taste. I have no milk.” “Not yet but -- tell me, can an earth man’s seed take root inside a Mountain Woman?” “I -- I do not know.” The look he gave her was unlike any she’d ever seen. It slid over and softened her, made her feel closer to him than she had to anyone in her entire life. They were standing at the edge of something new, something that could change them forever. Unnerved by the potential, she tried to distance her breast from his mouth while keeping hold of his cock. Unable to accomplish that, she sighed and scooted closer. Her grip on him was tentative, fingers just around his tip, pulling his cock away from his body but not so much she’d hurt him. Although he ground his hips against the bear pelt he’d carried with him, he didn’t try to free himself. He licked her breast again, over and over until he’d thoroughly bathed the swollen flesh and sent prickles of sensation over her belly and down between her legs. “Hmm. Hmm.” “I give you pleasure?” “Yes.” “You need nothing more?” He’d built a fire in her. Diving into an icy lake was the only way she could quench it -- but she didn’t want to. “What… If I said I need more than a licked breast, what would you give me?” “I do not have much experience.” “Neither do I.” “I thought Mountain People -- they are not like Apache, human.” “What is human? If it means to love and hate, to grow old and die, then you and I are the same.”
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 “I have never known anyone who has spoken to a Mountain Person. The shamans say they are above us, powerful spirits who --” “Stop.” She pressed her fingers against his lips. How soft and alive they felt! “Shamans say the same things over and over again until everyone believes it is the truth, but it is not always so. Do you see me as more than you, a powerful spirit?” “When I touch you, I feel a woman’s body. You are warm, you respond to my touch.” And for now nothing else matters. “Yes,” she admitted. “I do. And so do you.” Readjusting her hold on his penis, she rubbed her thumb against the swollen vein. He groaned and sucked in a breath. “Do you want to escape? I should release you so you can run away?” “A warrior does not run! And only a fool would not want your fingers where they are.” Bits and pieces of their conversation echoed in her, and yet she couldn’t turn those bits into something whole. They’d been trying to learn all they could about each other. But there was another kind of language, the language of bodies. Even though she desperately wanted her breast in his mouth, she slid down so she could get a better hold on his cock. Once she’d bracketed it between both palms, she started pressing and letting up, rolling her hands one direction and then the other. He sucked in a great breath and held it, gripping her hair so tight she could barely move her head. He didn’t completely trust her, but why should he? “I will not hurt you,” she whispered. “This --” She touched a thumb to his sleek tip. “-- is the core of a man, his beginning and end.” “There -- there is more to a man than sex.” “But not when fucking is what he wants and needs.” His silence told her that she was right, which she’d long suspected but had never had the opportunity to explore. There was something else she’d never done, an act so bold and wild that she’d barely dared dream about it. Now she’d do more than dream. She’d --
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 Heart pounding and womb flowing, she slid down even further. He kept his fingers on her hair but didn’t try to stop her. Her mouth was now in line with his cock, so close that her lips quivered. After forcing herself to swallow, she nearly told him what she hoped to do, but what if he refused? It was better, easier, safer, to simply act -maybe. Yes, yes! His hard organ touching her lips, his skin there as soft as a baby bird’s down, his warmth matching hers. Shaking and excited, she held his tip in her mouth as she accepted the reality of what she’d done. His grip on her hair had relaxed. In contrast, he’d held his breath so long she thought he might pass out. She smelled his sweat and tasted what had just oozed from his slit. This seed, this holder of life, was sweet and salty, hot, not enough. Her hips coiling toward him, she took a little more of his cock into her mouth. He’d soon fill her, his tip pressing against the back of her throat. Not wanting to risk gagging, she stopped. Her jaw and cheeks were stretched but not painfully so, allowing her full attention to remain on what she’d done. She, a Mountain Woman, had swallowed a warrior’s seed. Perhaps no Mountain Person had ever been this close to those who lived below them, but it didn’t matter. She was who she was, he a man she cared for in ways she barely comprehended. Intent on the feel, taste, and heat of him, she was slow to realize that he’d begun moving inside her. The thrusts and retreats were controlled, slow, tentative. She felt them not just in her mouth but in her cunt as well. If only she could ask him why they were doing this, tell him that his soft, strong organ had become her master. Instead, she bathed his length and wondered if what he was feeling now was the same as sex. She was in control, housing him, constantly adjusting to his advances and withdrawals, refusing to release him. Control? Hardly. The rhythm was there, a dance unlike any she’d ever experienced or suspected. Heat rising in waves throughout her, newness, slick flesh gliding over slick flesh. Smell and taste. No longer two but one. Emboldened by the dance, she ran her teeth lightly
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 over his length. She reached out, found the sacs sheltering his seed, and cradled them within her palm. “Ah, ah! By all that’s sacred.” His words came from a part of him he had no control over. She wanted to respond with her own wild sounds but couldn’t let him go. Lifting the sacs, she cradled them. “Aahh.” There! Intensity building. Power growing. Opening her mouth as far as she could, she pulled him in even more. Her cheeks, tongue, teeth explored his length. Even when the rhythm shattered and he pushed, pushed, pushed, she continued to accommodate him. He was climbing, running, racing somewhere, his body straining and past retreat. Come, come, come! Trust me. Gift me! Perhaps he heard her because he became even more frenzied. Sweat rolled off him, and he growled. Growled endlessly. With you! Hot and wild. Pulsing. Being born! Heat. A screaming growl echoing. He became a taut bowstring. His cock was his arrow, she its target. There! A man beyond control. Pounding into her, his seed rushing out of him, exploding, pausing, exploding again. His seed filled her mouth to overflowing and ran down her cheeks. Still housing him, she tried to lap up his gift, tried to comprehend. Felt her cunt twitch, tighten, twitch. Then, still growling, he collapsed and lay quivering with his dying cock still in her flooded mouth and his sac safe in her trembling hand. Her buttocks clenched and released, clenched and released. Touched the edges of a climax -- but only the edges.
 
 *** “I have never…”
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 “Neither have I,” she admitted. She had no doubt what he was talking about. He hadn’t moved since handing his seed to her and might have briefly fallen asleep. Although she was tired, she knew she hadn’t. How could she when her body still hummed from unspent lightning? “What we did,” he said, “is not what an Apache does.” “Neither do the Mountain People.” They’d been lying on their sides facing each other. Now he scooted away, and although she could barely see his outline in the dying day, she knew he was staring at her. Much as she wanted to run her hand over his chest, she clenched her fingers. “Then why did you take my cock into your mouth?” “I do not know.” After thanking the coming night for protecting her, she continued. “I wanted to be close in a way I never have, to -- to give you something new.” His chuckle rolled through her. She fell in love with it, and him. Reminding herself that what existed between them was fragile and probably short-lived, she clung to the moment by nuzzling her cheek against the base of his throat. “I succeeded?” “Oh, yes.” Hearing his deep breaths, she waited for him to go on. “Tell me something. The Mountain People will continue to see you as one of them even after what we have done?” “The Mountain People do not judge. They say that life is for those whose hearts beat to do with what they want.” She nuzzled him again. “But we are nothing like the soldiers. It is not our way to bring harm to others, to cause pain or tears.” “I wish -- I wish I could tell my people that.” He was getting too close to heartbreak when tonight should be about celebrating his life. Desperate to turn his thoughts around, she pressed herself against him from breast to pelvis and wrapped her arm around his waist. “I have heard your shamans say that the Mountain People are somber and thoughtful, that we judge and punish
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 those who do not walk the way they should, but that is not true. There is laughter, much laughter. Dancing and music and feasts.” “It is a good way to be.” One I want you to embrace. “Sometimes our music floats on the breeze.” “You say there is no judging. What if someone harms a Mountain Person?” “No one would be so foolish as to do so on purpose.” “But if --” “What are you thinking?” He lifted her arm off his waist and drew it to his mouth so he could kiss the back of her hand. Still silent, he tucked her arm between their bodies. Next he spread his fingers over her buttocks and pulled her against him. His thumb slipped between the twin mounds of flesh back there. “So warm,” he muttered. “So alive.” “Yes.” Her lips buzzed. “I never knew. I long wondered if the Mountain People were blood and flesh. Flesh.” He stroked the place no man had ever touched. “Warm blood.” Hot. Heated. “What -- are you doing?” “What my body tells me to. Do you like it?” Like barely brushed what she was feeling. With each gliding movement, he reached further, easing down to her anus and then to her cunt which had wept and laughed as he claimed it but been left hungry. She lifted her leg and rested it on his hip. “Your body is speaking to me, White Doe, letting me know there is animal in you.” Animal? Oh, yes. Thumb and fingers now circled and explored her opening. Just thinking about having some part, any part of him inside her sent flames to her throat and between her breasts. She tried to pull her arm free so she could stroke his side, but he wouldn’t let her. There. A single finger resting at her entrance. Quiet, patient, learning so much about her when she clenched her muscles in an attempt to draw him in. How could he just stay there, teasing, promising, leaving her near the cliff’s edge?
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 “Please. Please.” 
 
 “This is what you want?” 
 
 “Not enough. Please, not enough.” 
 
 “But starting?” 
 
 “Yes! Yes!” 
 
 She’d barely gotten the last cry out when his finger started moving again, 
 
 drinking of the fluids leaking out of her, testing her cave’s entrance. Then he retreated but only so he could run his wet fingertips over her cunt lips. Bathing her. Claiming her. Making her feel like rainfall. Ah, in again! Hardly any deeper than before, once more promising but not fulfilling. “Please!” “Quiet. You will not beg.” “I cannot help --” “I have a gift for you, if you trust me. Do you?” This warrior had fought and killed. He wanted to murder those who’d murdered his people. “Yes.” “Good.” Shaking like a butterfly in a violent wind, she handed her body over to him. He knelt and turned her onto her back. Gripping her hips, he drew her closer, sliding her buttocks up onto his thighs before resting her legs on his shoulders. He’d done this to her before, or had he? “What --” 
 
 “Quiet.” 
 
 When he braced his hands against her buttocks and lifted her even further, she 
 
 understood. Despite her unrelenting tremors, she helped position her woman’s place near his mouth. “We shake together.” His warm breath chased over her sex lips, causing her to sob. “Ah, I can smell you.”
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 Beset by sudden shyness, she tried to close her legs. “I want to taste you here,” he said. “Taste and drink from you.” By all that’s sacred -- “I am afraid.” “You, afraid of me?” He chuckled, then leaned forward and ran his tongue over her opening. She sobbed again and bucked, but not because she wanted freedom. He licked her again, slower this time, his tip gliding over inflamed flesh. “Ohh. Haah.” “Easy, easy.” He let out a long, warm breath. “I will not hurt you.” “Aah.” “Easy, Mountain Woman. Turn yourself over to this earth man, trust.” “I -- I do.” “Good.” His mouth was so close to her sex tissues that she felt vibrations whenever he spoke. She’d never felt so helpless, so out-of-control. So needy. Trying to gain control over her quivering muscles distracted her. A new sensation at her core brought her back. He’d taken her cunt lips between his teeth and was drawing the soft tissue away from the rest of her. Hot prickles swarmed everywhere and started her head to thrashing. Despite her attempt at silence, she made mewling sounds like a newborn cougar. Ah, he was sucking now, drinking from her, pulling on her flesh, touching nerves that had never before been touched like this. Her whole body caught fire. “Mmmm. Ha, mmmm.” More pulling. Then release. His tongue slipping inside her, tasting her, retreating and touching -- by the spirits -- touching her hard and wailing nub. “Hhaah.” She’d given away her deepest secret, revealed her greatest vulnerability! No matter how much she whimpered and sobbed, no matter that she alternately pushed closer to him and fought to escape, he teased her over and over again. She couldn’t
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 move her arms, yet her nails dug into the pelt under her. Her legs had become like water, flowing, useless, hot. “Mmhh. Hhaah.” What! Oh by the sacreds, what? She closed down, sank into herself, quivered and shook. At the same time, she was expanding, racing, unable to stop, body and soul belonging to him. “Sshh! Sshh!” Ahh, nub caught between his lips, pulling and relenting, pulling and relenting, teasing, promising, gifting. Screaming, someone was screaming. Her.
 
 *** “Hush, hush,” he said long moments later. She’d still been dancing with herself when he released her and eased away. He’d had to help her close her legs, then licked sweat off her throat and stretched out beside her. They now lay together with his arm draped over her breasts. “I am quiet,” she finally thought to say. 
 
 “Your body is not yet at rest.” 
 
 “I am exhausted. As if I spent the day chasing antelope.” An unexpected chuckle 
 
 rolled out of her. “Only much better.” “Then you approve of what I did?” “If you do, too.” “Yes.” He sounded deep in thought. “I will never forget tonight.” Tonight. What about the rest of your life?
 
 Chapter Five “Please do not leave.” Mahko was on his feet and about to sling his bow and quiver over his shoulder when she spoke. The sun had risen, but dense shadows still covered the ground. A few moments ago, he’d stood out in sharp definition, but now he appeared more like smoke than a flesh and blood man. It didn’t matter that her life had always been hers to control; she had no control over what this warrior was going to do, and that frightened her. Afraid? Her life had always been a calm lake. A wind sometimes sent ripples through it, and she’d felt the seasons’ impact, but she simply accepted what took place both in the land of the Mountain People and where the Apache dwelled. Babies were born. Men and women grew old and died. That was the rhythm of things, laughter and tears, accepting. But not today. “You have more to tell me about the Apache’s future?” he asked. The bow dangled from his fingers. “What you have said is not enough?” “No, nothing more.” Getting to her knees, she ran her fingers over his calf. Strength lay just beneath the thin layer of skin, and she had no doubt that he could walk all day if he wanted or needed to. Perhaps she would have let him go if he’d had a destination and a future, but there was nothing for him in the land of his birth. And the weight of his lonely existence might destroy him. “Then why should I stay?” Don’t look down at me like that. When you do, I feel as weak as any mortal. “I need to know -- I need to know what is in your head and heart.”
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 The bow slipped to the ground. He stared at it; she thought there were tears in his eyes. “My heart bleeds.” His simple words brought her to her feet. She hadn’t put back on her doeskin dress, and when she wrapped her arms around him and held his taut body, the slide of skin against skin reawakened the woman in her. “I wish it was not so. I would do anything to --” He pushed her away but held her in place by closing his hands around her upper arms. “You did not have to tell me what you did. Why did you not leave me alone?” Because you touched my heart. “Would you really want that?” Even with the strength that made him a highly respected hunter and warrior holding him erect, he sagged so that it tore at her. She wanted to tell him he wasn’t the only one whose heart bled. “I do not know,” he whispered. “After what we shared, you cannot want to be alone. Talk if you need to, and I will listen. Rage and rut if you must. I will not abandon you.” Bending low, he ran his lips over the marks he’d left on her breasts. “I did not mean -- I would never hurt…” “I understand.” “I do not.” He returned to her breasts. Could he possibly know how vulnerable he sounded? Although she’d spent a great deal of time studying and learning about the Apache, she’d never felt this close to one. The pale-skinned newcomers and their terrible weapons and cruel decisions had changed everything. No longer could she be content to watch his tribe live out their lives, because those lives had been torn apart. And he now understood just as she did. “I could compel you to stay,” she told him as she struggled not to let the touch of lips on breasts rule her. “If I wanted, I could slip inside your mind and muscles and command them.” “Could you?” “I will not do that to you.”
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 Straightening, he studied her. “Tell me this. What do you want for me?” Peace. Laughter. Watching your children grow up in the land of your ancestors. You, next to me. The last thought made her heart skip. Even though she hadn’t yet chosen her mate, she’d told him that what he was as a man had nothing to do with her decision to approach the last free Chiricahua Apache. But it had been a lie. “For you to embrace your tomorrows,” she said. “Can you do that? Can you give me a future worth living?” I do not know. “I can give you today.”
 
 *** They sat on the sleep pelt while she fed him dried berries and smoked venison. He’d thanked her and told her that a woman who provides and prepares everything a man needs would be a wife worthy of many horses. Then he’d asked if the Mountain People lived as his tribe did, and she’d explained that in many ways they were the same. The biggest difference was that there were no violent winter storms, droughts, or lack of game in the Mountains, and there was no need for shamans because sickness never stole anyone’s health. She’d also spoken of the laughter and dancing, happy children, skilled drummers, and lakes filled with fish where countless animals came to drink. “When I was a child,” he said, “I asked my father what I would find if I traveled to the land of the Mountain People. He told me it would never happen because they live surrounded by smoke and clouds, and I should not have such thoughts.” From where he sat cross-legged across from her, he studied her intently. “I wish he was with me now.” His father had died two winters ago after a long illness that caused him to cough up much blood. Mahko had built a sweat lodge and sat in it with his father, but the older man hadn’t gotten better. Mahko had been holding him when he breathed his last, and he’d buried him.
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 “He is at peace,” she told him. There was too much distance between them, and she longed to slide closer and to remind him that she still hadn’t put on her dress, but first she needed to try to bring him out of himself. “Now when he breathes, there is no pain or coughing. He runs as he did as a child.” “You know this?” “Yes.” Her hands on her knees started trembling. Maybe they wouldn’t if she could stop thinking about what his loincloth covered -- and what it had done to and for her, that and his mouth. “I -- I wanted to learn all I could about you.” He kept his gaze on her eyes as if determined not to look at the rest of her, but the tension in his fingers gave him away. “I do not understand why.” Neither do I. I felt compelled -- “Later, if you want, we will talk some more.” “Later?” Was there a man-to-woman message beneath his words, or was she simply hearing what she needed to? “Lie down, please.” He regarded her. “I want to help you relax. There is too much tension in you.” “You have a spell for that?” “Not a spell.” She held up her hands. “I know how to make these gentle. Lie down, please.” After studying her for a few moments, he straightened his leg. “On your stomach,” she prompted. His look said he wanted to study her, but she didn’t trust herself if his cock was within reach. To her relief, he did as she ordered, supporting his head on his hands. The sun was chasing away the last of the shadows, coating his form in soft light. Just looking at his naked buttocks made her hands ache, and she rubbed them together in an attempt to release her own tension. But how could she when she’d waited a lifetime for this? Her fingers trembled when she held them over his shoulders, but the heat between her breasts propelled her forward.
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 His muscles were like stone, the bones strong. Even his flesh, which had been deeply imprinted by the sun, spoke of ruggedness. In contrast, she felt more feminine than she ever had. Much of her life had been spent learning about the connection between earth and sky, moon and sun. At her father’s side, she’d learned how to direct lightning, which was her people’s arrows. Her mother had schooled her in the wonders of Life Giver who had created the world. Like children everywhere, she’d rather run and play than prepare for the responsibilities of adulthood and, unlike her brothers and sisters, she’d been more interested in animals than humans. How foolish she’d been not to look closer at what made men different from women. Having sex with Mountain Men had been exciting, and she’d seen sex as the main reason for taking a mate, but she hadn’t been in a hurry to invite a man to live with her. Now, with her hands absorbing his life-heat and that heat flowing throughout her, she was afraid. If just touching Mahko centered all sensation in her cunt, how could she possibly think around him? Past the point of being able to leave him to his decisions, she ran her fingers down his spine. He sighed and pressed his pelvis against the ground, compelling her to rest her hands over his buttocks so she could better track his movements. “What are you doing?” he asked. “You -- you are so tense here. I am trying --” “You make me tense.” Delighted, she laughed. Suddenly she no longer felt weight pressing against her shoulders, and the tomorrows didn’t matter. Emboldened by his words, she concentrated on trying to reach the muscles beneath his butt cheeks. After telling her fingers to probe and search, she lost herself in imagining what it would be like to touch his cock again. What would she do if he turned it over to her? There were so many things she didn’t know about him, so many things she wanted to.
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 His muscles clenched, pulling her attention back to what she was doing. She’d traveled lower and was now massaging the back of his thighs. She was surprised by how much hair he had here and how careful he was to keep his legs together. Remembering how he’d handled her, she ran her thumbs between his legs. He clamped his thighs against her. Smiling, she continued. He was so warm here, the soft skin safe from weather’s assault. Thinking to keep him off balance, she traveled even lower until she could explore the harsh ridges and angles of his knees. What would it feel like to have his knee between her legs, bone pushing against her folds? Would she struggle to get away or would she become like snow under a hot sun and melt? Would she experience what she had in the night when he’d brought his mouth to her core? Something close to the sun’s heat slammed into her and stole her breath. Overwhelmed, she ordered her fingers to continue their exploration. His calves were so hard. If he needed to, these muscles would allow him to walk nearly forever. She should steal some of the strength so he couldn’t leave her. That way, he’d be forced to remain with her -- to lay her down over and over again and guide his cock into her. Her breathing sounded strange, too quick and shallow. Her breasts had become heavier, and her nipples were so tight and hard that she longed to massage away the tension, but she couldn’t bring herself to choose her needs over what she’d promised him she’d do. Gritting her teeth, she focused. Yes, she had reached his ankles. Yes, she should massage his insteps once she was done so he could walk away from her. No, she wasn’t going to do that. Maybe never. Reversing direction, she allowed her fingers to travel back up his legs. She kept her touch light so she could experience his texture and the subtle differences in his reactions as she closed in on where his legs joined. Once again, she slid into the warm, narrow cave between his thighs. This time, instead of trying to keep her out, he spread his legs a little.
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 Taking it as a gesture of trust, she ran her hand down between his thighs. She found the underside of his cock and the heavy sacs where new life waited to be placed in a woman’s womb. Just as what lay inside a woman’s sex opening was the most private and carefully guarded place on her body, so were a man’s penis and organs around it. She’d touched the cocks of Mountain Men and had been fascinated by their texture, but those cocks had belonged to beings who saw sex as nothing more than a pleasurable and primitive act. This time she’d reached for a cock because it was part of the total man. Because what she’d done in the night hadn’t been enough. Wondering at her boldness, she bent low over him and nipped his buttocks. Gasping, he arched and reached back for her, but she brushed his hands away. Still nipping and nibbling, she closed her hand around what she could reach of his shaft. The heel of her other hand pressed against the small of his back. Remember this, earth man. Remember me. “Ahh,” he sighed. “By the heavens --” After giving him a last nip, she lifted her head but kept her hands working. “There is more than one way for a man and a woman to mate. There can be tenderness and fun, not just because one’s body threatens to explode.” “Fun?” Squirming under her, he sucked in a breath. “This is agony.” She relaxed her hold on his cock. “I am hurting you?” “Pain of a kind a woman cannot understand.” His muscles bunched, and he rolled over onto his back. Her hand fluttered over his spear, but now she was afraid to touch him. She didn’t trust herself to look into his eyes. “I did not mean --” “Silence, woman.” He pressed a finger over her lips. “It is time for you to learn.” “What?” she asked around his finger. “What I mean by pain.”
 
 Chapter Six White Doe looked up at the shadow of the man looming over her. Drawing on his greater strength, he’d easily picked her up and stretched her out on her back. He’d told her to pillow her head with her hands, and when she’d mindlessly obeyed, he’d knelt near her buttocks and lifted her legs onto his thighs. Remembering how helpless he’d made her feel when he’d done this earlier, she’d trembled, not with fear but in anticipation. Mountain People knew how to live in a world under their control; she’d never guessed the opposite could be so exciting. At the moment his fingers were splayed over her hipbones and moving slowly, so slowly toward her cunt. She loved the feel of the morning warmth on her breasts, ribs, and belly. Even more she embraced the contrast between the air and his hot hands. She’d never imagined having sex with an Apache, but she should have! Never suspected the build-up to sex could turn her inside out. His gaze was hard and strong, pulling emotions she didn’t know she had out of her. This morning was about much more than a union between man and woman. It spoke of a connection that would last both their lives even if they never saw each other again. Licking her lips, she surrendered. Questions about the decisions he had to make would have to come later; as long as he controlled her body, nothing else mattered. “Tell me, White Deer.” His thumbs circled flesh that cried out for him, briefly brushed over her wet opening, then retreated. “Does a Mountain Woman have the same needs an Apache does?” “I -- I do not know what it is to be Apache.”
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 “Oh, I believe you do.” Now his fingers rested against the join of leg and sex, challenging her to think of anything else. She couldn’t. “You would not care about my people if you had not felt inside their hearts or slipped into their skin.” Skin! Hers had caught fire. Restless, she squirmed under him. She didn’t want to be free of him but couldn’t think of any other way to manage the licking flames. “What -- what do you want me to say?” “Perhaps nothing.” His fingers started moving again and became like small bird wings brushing her here, there, and everywhere, making her forget everything she thought she knew about controlling lightning. “Maybe I only want to watch you.” “Watch me what?” “Be a woman,” he said as his nails lightly raked her cunt lips. Shuddering, she reached for his wrists. Her head rested on the ground, forcing her to look at the sky instead of him. He didn’t seem to notice her attempt to slow his exploration. He’d fucked several women, but those unions had been nothing like this. He liked being in control, as witnessed by the way he’d played with her in the dark and how he now closed his fingers around her folds and drew them away from her body. What if he never let her go? “Stop! I do not want --” “Yes, you do. You are first a woman. You are no different here --” He ran a finger into her, compelling her to arch her pelvis toward him. “Alive. Never forget that, Mountain Woman. You are alive.” She knew about his people’s future, but he had knowledge that flowed out of his hands and into her. Instead of withdrawing, he kept his finger in her. It lay unmoving as if becoming accustomed to its surroundings while she waited, waited. When he stroked the front of her entrance, she sobbed and again rose off the ground. Stripped of strength, her hands fell off him. She lived where he touched. Nothing else existed. Last night’s experience meant nothing, prepared her not at all.
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 “So soft,” he muttered. He probed even deeper, the journey melting her. “Warm and wet, as if you are weeping here.” “Not crying. No sadness.” Now. His finger became like a cock as he explored and withdrew. The first time they’d had sex, his intensity and anger had frightened her. Even though she’d understood the emotions gripping him, she hadn’t known whether he could keep them under control. Last night he’d demonstrated his ability to slip into her mind and heart and tap into her deepest needs. Now he was demonstrating his mastery. He ruled her, something she’d never experienced. He could turn her body into a thunderclap with nothing more than this one finger. With his mouth and tongue. “Please,” she moaned. “Please.” “What?” “Not this.” Instead of trying to escape, she tightened her muscles around the invasion, punishing and caressing at the same time. “This?” He stroked relentlessly. “You do not want me in you?” “Not your finger.” “Something else, then?” “Yes. Yes!” One heartbeat he knelt at her apex. The next he’d stretched out over her and braced himself on his arms and knees so he blanketed her. Intently aware of his greater size, she stroked his shoulders and arms and dreamed of spending the rest of her life protected by him. A hopeless dream? A fresh wave of heat prompted her to bend her knees and lift her ass off the ground. His cock waited for her, kissed her cunt. “Fast,” she muttered. “So fast.” “Because we do not have much time.”
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 You are going to leave me, aren’t you? Try to find and rescue your people. Crying silently, she arched upward. Although she felt the tension in her back, she didn’t care. Whatever it took, she would have him again. One more time. Perhaps he felt the same way because he rocked back and then pushed forward and buried his cock in the cave she’d provided for him. As she’d done when he was fucking her with his fingers, she tightened her sex muscles around him and brought him with her as she returned to the ground. At the same time, she wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him down until much of his weight rested on her breasts. Hold on! Live in this moment, only this moment. His buttocks clenched, and he drove into her. By planting his hands along her sides, he bore much of his weight and allowed her to breathe. And breathe she did, sucking in his scent until it became part of her. His buttocks stormed to life, and he thrust deep over and over again, creating a dance. Friction from his cock burned her passage. The sensitive hidden flesh throbbed and reminded her of the way energy from the heavens built prior to flashes of lightning. Her cunt had created its own storm. Mahko controlled it, and her. She slid her hand down his side. Determined to match his intensity, she wrapped her legs around him and held tight, further feeding her storm. Another gathering of his muscles brought him up on his arms again. She refused to relinquish her hold and stared at him, accepting that he needed to do the same. His thrusting slowed and became long and drawn out. Each time his cock slid over her burning tissues, she handed more and more of herself to him. They were becoming one as her fluids coated his journey, and yet she was aware of his entire length, especially the way his tip burrowed deep and deeper still. “More, more, more.” Grabbing his elbows, she tried to pull him even further over her. “More?” “Deeper.”
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 Grunting, he pounded against her. Only her grip on him kept her from sliding along the ground. Even pressing her legs against him until they threatened to cramp wasn’t enough to keep her in place. “More! Deeper.” Instead of obeying, he rocked back and upright, settling on his knees. She came with him, her ass on his thighs and his cock still safely buried in her. The quick change, which kept her head lower than the rest of her, made her dizzy, but she didn’t care. Leaning over, he placed his hands under her breasts. Her hands slid to his forearms. His expression said that he, like she, was trying to make sense of what was happening between them. He was fucking her in a way she hadn’t known people could fuck. Instinct must be telling him what needed to happen for her cunt to swallow his full length. His cock was everywhere, flowing through her, taking her as she’d never been taken. She worked with him. Their bodies flowed together, driving relentlessly, becoming even hotter, fighting to breathe and yet tireless. In her mind a chasm stretched out before her. Wide and deep, it frightened her. And yet she ran toward it. Closer and closer she raced as fear fed her pounding feet. Reaching the great hole, she stepped into air. She started falling and screamed, but not in fear. This was what her life had become about. She was leaving the earth, taking flight, flowing. Screaming over and over again. Cunt muscles kissing his cock.
 
 *** Mahko waited until the sun was well above the horizon before rolling away from White Doe and getting to his feet. She watched as he retrieved his weapons. “You cannot free them,” she whispered. “Even if you find them, their fate is set.” “They are my people.” All I have. “So am I.” Was she? Did spilling his seed in her make them the same? How could that be when he knew so little about her world and would never belong there? “I am a warrior. It is all I have ever been. I was given life so I could protect them.”
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 “But you cannot!” When she stood, the light playing over her took him back to when they’d been one. “You were taught how to protect your people from dangers the Apache have known since the beginning of time and to live as you have always lived, but this is different. Newcomers have changed your world, and if you are to live, you must change with it. Walk your own way.” “Where do I walk, Mountain Woman?” he demanded. Not trusting himself not to touch her, he kept his distance. “Who do I walk with? Who hears my words?” “Please, look into tomorrow, not back at yesterday.” She stepped closer, then stopped as if understanding how fragile his self-control was. “You alone remain on land that belongs to Apache ancestors. You alone can tell those who will one day make this their home what it once was like.” No matter how much her body called to him -- and it did -- his heart was Apache. Didn’t she understand that? Even if it meant becoming a white man’s prisoner, his heart needed to beat next to other Apache hearts. “Mahko, countless new people will come here. Children will be born, children who need to know of those who once lived in harmony with the land. How will they know to honor the mountains, plains, sun, rocks, animals, and water if they are not taught by someone who --” “I do not care about those children! I need to see Apache babies. To hold them.” To have my own. “The soldiers will not let you.” Because they will kill you. He heard her unspoken words. When his body had been caught inside hers, he’d forgotten that his was Apache blood and had believed he’d become a Mountain Man, but now Apache spirit once again flowed through him. “Do not tell me of my future, Mountain Woman.” Although turning his back on her was harder than burying his chief had been, he did so. “It belongs to me, not you.” “What about me?” She took a shaky breath. “I did not know this would happen, but my heart has become Apache.”
 
 Vonna Harper
 
 Apache Tears
 
 - 54 -
 
 I mean this much to you? “Return to where you belong.” The words tore at his throat. “Fill your heart with the blood of the Mountain People again.” Soft fingers like a warm breeze touched the back of his neck. He started to turn toward her, then forced himself to remain where he was. He’d never be able to face himself if he abandoned his tribe for her soft body. “Our bodies became one,” she said. “We did things to and for each other that we have never done.” Her hand slid off him. “But you are right. Before you can face your future, you must make peace with today. I will leave a path to the Mountain for you to follow if you ever --” “Go. Leave me, Mountain Woman. Find your own future.”
 
 Epilogue White Doe sat watching twin fawns hidden in deep grass. Earlier their mother had commanded them to remain in place until she returned, and although they’d been curled up for much of the day, they hadn’t moved. She wondered if they knew a Mountain Woman was studying them -- or that she could turn herself into one of them if she wished. She hadn’t shifted into animal form since she’d been with Mahko, and although her concerned family asked why she’d become so quiet, she hadn’t been able to bring herself to tell them anything beyond her failed attempt to hold onto what remained of the Apache who revered the land Life Giver had created for them. In her dreams she saw frightened prisoners being taken to land that their souls didn’t understand, but she hadn’t been able to force herself to go there. Her greatest fear was that Mahko wouldn’t be with them -- that he’d been killed. She should have worked magic to keep him with her! No! A true woman doesn’t cast a spell over a man to keep him in her arms and body. He has to choose to stay with her of his own free will. But he hadn’t. Instead, he’d chosen the people of his birth. Doomed people. Weary of her headache-producing thoughts, she tried to focus on the fawns. Although she easily found them, her attention was soon drawn to movement further down the hill. At first she thought she’d spotted the returning doe. Then her heart told her the truth. She waited for a breeze to carry her words and to accept, to truly accept, what her eyes had shown her. “I am here.” Mahko looked up. He appeared weary but well-fed, and his hair was windblown. Only three arrows remained in his quiver. Sorrow rested in his eyes.
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 “You have been watching me?” he asked. He stopped just out of reach. “I -- I needed time to believe what my eyes told me.” “You are not the only one who needed time,” he said and held out his arms. Crying, she threw herself at him. The sun had baked his chest, and he smelled of grass and dirt. She clung to him while her cunt cried its own tears -- tears created to welcome his cock. “Where have you been? What did you see?” she asked when she trusted herself to speak. “What you warned me I would. I overtook them as they were being loaded onto a train. I did not get close, but I heard the women and children crying. And the warriors also.” “Why did you keep your distance? Your heart needed to be with them.” “It did. It still does.” His arms tightened around her, and he took a shaky breath. “But watching them, I learned that I cannot live as a captured animal. My feet must feel the earth of my ancestors, and my lungs need air they once breathed.” Shaken by his somber tone, she straightened and gazed up at him. His tears glittered, but he had the look of a man who had made his peace with his decision. “Thank you,” she whispered, “for coming back to me.” “Thank you for giving me a reason.” Loving him, she cupped his face in her hands. Thank you for being my future. “What will you do with your tomorrows?” His arms tightened again, and he pulled her against him. “I kept hearing your words about those who will come to Apache land needing to know about its beginning. I want to seek them out and ask them to listen.” “They will. It will take time for newcomers to understand life’s rhythm here, but it will come.” He bent toward her. She lifted her head and parted her lips, gave him her softness and drank of his. Soon -- very soon -- another kind of connection would be
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 made, but she could wait. Their kiss went on and on, and she became part of him as her heart took him back into her. Opening her mouth a little more, she pressed against him. Just as her pelvis ground into his, he pushed her away. Holding her in place with one hand, he reached under her neckline and cupped her breast. “Full,” he said. “Heavier than before.” 
 
 Smiling up at him, she whispered, “My body is preparing itself.” 
 
 His mouth trembled, and tears glimmered. “Preparing?” 
 
 “To nourish our child.” 
 
 “Ours? I am going to be a father?” 
 
 “And maybe one day a grandfather.” 
 
 “A -- grandfather?” His confusion faded to be replaced by a smile. “I’m not 
 
 ready for that, but a father -- with you as my baby’s mother -- thank you.” “Thank you,” she whispered. “You have given me the greatest gifts a woman can have.” “Gifts? Are you saying there are two --” “No! At least I don’t think so. I’m talking about the love that created this child, as well as the child himself.” “Himself. A son.” “Or a daughter.” His smile spread. “Or a daughter.”
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