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A fast-acting virus has killed a majority of the world’s female population. With so few women on Earth, a new law is created. The Claiming Law allow groups of men to stake a claim on a female—as their sensual property. The Outlaw brothers are returning from the Terrorist Wars fully intent on declaring ownership of the women they love...and they’ll do it any way they can.

Seeking refuge from the Claiming Law, Callie Callahan hides in a deserted cabin in the Maine woods and is shocked when her ex-flame finds her. She's always craved being in Luke Outlaw's arms. Tasting him. Touching him. Taking him deeply within her. So, what's a girl to do but to delve into the sinful delights he offers.

Luke has finally reunited with the love of his life. He knows there is only one way to keep Callie safe and with him forever. He'll do it with the help of his three brothers and an assortment of naughty toys.

Rekindling the flames between them, he unleashes Callie's sensual side, taking her in ways she never dreamed possible, all with the ultimate goal of preparing her and introducing her to the Outlaw Lovers and The Claiming.
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PROLOGUE

Barlow Ranch—Maine, USA

The scent of sex hung heavy in the air as Luke Outlaw pushed the bedroom door open and stared in shock at the scene in front of him.

They were all naked. Three Barlow brothers and one very familiar woman.

Her long blonde curls were spread out on the black satin pillow like a golden waterfall, her eyes closed tightly in erotic bliss.

He couldn’t believe it was her. Laurie. The woman who had sworn to love his brother Tyler for all eternity, was here with his brother’s worst enemies.

Never mind that she believed Tyler was dead.

Yet here lay on a double king-sized bed, her naked body splayed out on black satin sheets, her wrists and ankles tied securely with long velvet straps that led to wooden bedposts shaped like a woman’s breasts.

Moans of pleasure and slurps drifted through the air as Clay, the youngest of the Barlow brothers, had his blond head buried between her legs, his long tongue eagerly lapping up her pleasure juices. Another Barlow tended a swollen breast, massaging one full globe while actively sucking on a plump red nipple as if it were a lollipop.

A third Barlow, his plump lips twisted with pleasure, kneeled on the bed near her flushed face, his short cock plunging in and out of her eager mouth.

He knew the Barlow brothers had claimed a willing woman. But this one?

By God, how could this be possible? How could she betray his brother? How could she volunteer to service the four Barlow brothers? And seemingly enjoy doing it?

Wait a minute. There were only three men here. Where was the other one?

The tiny hairs on the back of his neck prickled a warning a split second before the sharp sound of a gun cocked.

Oh, shit!

Before he could dive for cover, a gunshot seared through the air. Something hard and painful slammed through his left shoulder spinning him around and tossing him into the bedroom. He hit the plush white carpet hard. Pain sliced into him like a hot poker, bringing with it a thick blanket of nausea.

The woman screamed and there were shouts of surprise and anger from the Barlow brothers.

He didn’t know how long he lay there fighting the black waves before Laurie’s concerned face hovered into view.

She looked pretty when she got upset. There was a cute little worried wrinkle nestled between her perfectly arched eyebrows. He could understand why his brother Tyler had fallen in love with her.

“Luke? Oh, my God! You shot Luke Outlaw!”

“What the hell is an Outlaw doing here?” one of the Barlows snapped from behind her.

“Kill the bastard!” another snarled.

Shit!

He needed to tell her the truth about Tyler. Needed to tell her she didn’t have to be a sex slave to the Barlows. He needed to tell her that Tyler was alive.

He had to tell her the truth before he died.

“Get me something to press over his wound!” she yelled.

The words formed in his brain, but when he opened his mouth, excruciating pain sliced into him as she pressed something against both sides of his shoulder.

Oh man, this is bad. Real bad.

The black waves swooped in for the kill, suffocating him, preventing him from telling her the truth.

He fought the waves. Truly he did.

But they were too powerful and slammed into him from all directions.

He had no choice but to give up the fight.

Promptly, he passed out.
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OUTLAW FARM—North Section, Maine, USA—August 15, 2020

Callie Callahan just finished rinsing her dinner dishes when an odd rustle split the silence of the rustic cabin she hid in.

Over the last weeks since she’d escaped the government research labs, she’d trained herself not to panic at every little noise, but that didn’t stop the icy shiver of fear from slicing up her spine.

Taking no chances, she doused her candle, plunging the room into semidarkness. Pulling the gun out of the waistband of her jeans, she slid her lean frame against the wall and peeked out the only window that wasn’t boarded up.

As she scanned the dusky shadows, nothing moved in the dense Maine woods. Yet, every cell inside her screamed that danger lurked nearby. Her finger tightened on the trigger.

Recent events with the newly introduced Claiming Law had her nerves on edge. Simply because the law said that a group of men could capture themselves a woman, videotape a sexual consummation and lay a claim on her as their personal property, didn’t mean she was eager to be found, fucked and claimed by anyone who discovered her hiding place. As if that was bad enough, recently the government had added a one-month waiting period where they decreed more than one group of men could lay claim to a woman. 

Not only did she have to be on the lookout for groups of horny men, she was also on the government laboratories “most wanted” list for being one of the few remaining women alive who was naturally resistant to the X-virus.

Only one man knew her location and he’d sworn he’d never come unless it was their prearranged appointed meeting, especially after she’d warned him she’d shoot-to-kill and ask questions later. It was the only way she could keep herself from being caught by the government scientists or claimed.

If someone was lurking around out there, he or they were walking dead men because she wasn’t losing her freedom without one heck of a fight.

The silence rattled her and she moved the gun closer to the window turning her head to scan the interior of the cabin. From this vantage point, she had a visual of each boarded-up window plus the front and back doors.

If anyone came through anywhere, she’d plug him full of bullets.

An ear-shattering crash from right beside her made her jump in surprise as the window disintegrated. Numbed by the sudden attack, she watched helplessly as an arm reached inside and snatched the gun right out of her fingers.

Oh, my God! They’re here!

All the calm she’d so carefully gathered over the past few weeks untangled in one fell swoop turning her into a bundle of helpless nerves.

What should she do?

She stared at the front door.

No! She couldn’t go that way. They would expect her to go out one of the doors.

For a split second, she considered breaking the glass on a back window and pushing away the boards then diving through, but that would take too long.

A second later the back door burst inward with a deafening crash. In the darkness she made out the forms of two men standing side-by-side effectively blocking her escape route. Blocking her bid for freedom.

Sheer terror made her sob in frustration.

They’d found her! They’d force themselves on her. Claim her as their sexual property.

Virgins were always placed with the group of men who first took them.

A rage of defiance sifted through her.

She hadn’t saved herself all these years for one special man just so a pack of strangers would lay claim to her. She’d die before she let that happen.

Her gaze flew to the butcher knife on the counter. She could sink it into her heart with one swift plunge...

“Callie. Don’t be scared,” a man who stood in the shadowy doorway said. Immediately she recognized his voice. Noticed the white stripe of color around his collar. The black clothing. A gold cross glistened at his chest area.

Sweet Pete, it was the preacher. He was the only man she’d allowed herself to have contact with since she’d escaped, her one link to the outside world.

The one who’d promised never to come here unless it was their scheduled meeting time.

“Oh, for heaven’s sake!” she yelled at him. “What the hell are you doing here? You scared the crap out of me!”

Sweet mercy! She was actually safe! And relieved.

“You’re not supposed to come ‘til next week. What’s the matter with you? Why’d you break the window?”

“I didn’t. He did.” The preacher pointed to the newcomer.

He?

She cast her gaze to the tall figure who stood beside the preacher.

He looked so familiar she almost forgot to breathe.

It was him.

She knew it in the elegant way he held himself. Knew it, even though his features were shadowed, that his hair would be a wavy brown with golden highlights, his eyes would be a dark chocolate, and he’d have the cutest laughter crinkles at the sides of his sensually shaped mouth.

Despite that fact, her mind refused to admit he’d found her.

Could God be so cruel? Could he have brought Luke Outlaw, the man she loved with her entire being, back into her life?

“Callie? Is that really you?” His tortured whisper made her cry out in shock.

It was him!

“He’s been shot,” the preacher said quickly. “He tricked me into bringing him here. And he’s drunk. He polished off a bottle of whiskey in the car. Purely medicinal purposes, of course.”

Luke hiccupped and scowled at the preacher. “You’re a damn son of a bitch for not telling me she’s been living right here on Outlaw land and right under my nose.”

He gave the preacher a rough shove into the cabin. Then he stepped inside, closing and bolting the door behind him. 

That’s when she spied the guns he carried in each hand. One was aimed at the preacher. One pointed at her.

Oh, my gosh!

“You are supposed to be dead,” his voice echoed in the semidarkness as he waved one of the guns at her. “Or, at the very least, some crazed guinea pig hooked up to some government’s experimental lab so they can figure out why you never got the X-virus.” Hiccup. “Yet, here you are...hiding in what would have been our...home,” he frowned. “And as healthy, and prettier than I remember you...” Hiccup. “As if you never even left. As if you’d never been taken away all those years ago. As if you’re a dream.”

Concern rushed her senses. The preacher had said Luke had been shot. How serious was the injury? It couldn’t be that bad if he was still standing, could it?

He swayed dangerously, his eyes narrowing with anger.

“Are you a dream, Callie?”

“Luke, please sit down before you fall.” She stepped toward him and froze as Luke shot a bullet into the ceiling.

“Not so fast, honey.” He blinked rapidly as if trying to clear his vision. Perspiration peppered his forehead and pain etched the shadows of his face. In the darkness, she saw a dark patch staining his white T-shirt in the area of his left shoulder.

Blood.

Anxiety for his health swarmed her. She turned to the preacher, who cowered with fear.

“How bad is he hurt?” she asked him.

“Bad enough,” the preacher said. “He mumbled something about the Barlows shooting him. The bullet went clean through his shoulder. The only medicine I had was painkillers. He wouldn’t take them. So I gave him a bottle of whiskey that one of my parishioners gave me a long time ago.”

“Even if you’re a dream,” Luke sang out waving the gun at her as if it were an admonishing finger, “you’re not getting away from me this time. Light some candles, woman. I want to get a good look at my wife-to-be.”

Callie stiffened.

It had always irritated her on the odd occasion when he’d tried to order her around. He was doing it now. And he was pissing her off.

“Do as he says, Callie. Alcohol doesn’t seem to mix well with his mood. He might shoot off another round and there’s no telling where the next bullet might hit or if there’s someone out in the woods who might hear the commotion.”

Callie nodded.

The preacher was right. The last thing she needed was for anyone to hear gunshots out this way.

Her hands trembled as she searched for the matchbox on the counter. It took her several attempts before she had a candle glowing. Setting it in the middle of the kitchen table, she turned around and found Luke now sitting on her bed and the buttery candle glow had chased away the shadows to his face.

She almost wished he’d stayed in the darkness of the room.

Maybe then her heart wouldn’t have tightened so hard at the sight of the rough stubble on his face, the strong column to his tanned throat, the wide shoulders and the strong chest muscles straining against his T-shirt.

Sexual awareness glittered in his dark brown eyes as he stared at her in an intoxicating way that made heat spread through her pussy. Warm cream seeped past her plump folds to wet her panties.

Sexual tension thickened the air around them.

Callie swallowed tightly.

“How...how bad are you wounded?” She admonished herself for this overwhelming concern for a man she thought she’d forced out of her heart. She stepped toward him.

“That’s far enough, Callie. Stop right there. Let me take a look at you.” The steely cold in his voice made her halt.

She tried hard not to shiver at the erotic way his heated gaze roved along the fullness of her breasts.

“Very nice,” he whispered. “Very nice indeed.”

She followed to where he was looking and noted how her nipples were poking proudly against the thin material.

Inhaling softly, she watched his eyes travel over her curvy breasts, down her belly to the area between her legs.

Her pussy quivered with excitement against her tight jeans.

Thank God, the preacher was behind her and he couldn’t see her responding to the scorching way Luke was looking at her.

“I’ve come to claim you, Callie,” he said softly.

Claim her?

“That’s not possible, Mr. Outlaw.” The preacher echoed her thoughts. “I already told you that you can’t marry her—”

“Shut up!” Luke’s eyes blazed fiercely but he kept his gaze fixed upon her. “I came here to marry her and I’m going to do it the old-fashioned way. Legal or not.”

Callie’s heart thumped a mile a minute as she digested what Luke had just said.

Marry her? Was he seriously demented? Delirious? Yes, he must be delirious.

“Preacher man!” Luke snapped and waved the pistol in warning. “You marry Callie and me. Now!”

“Luke... I don’t think that’s a good idea,” she said.

“Callie, just stay there in the candlelight. Man, you look so beautiful.”

Her? Beautiful?

She hadn’t run a comb through her short auburn tangles all day. Her shirt was covered in flour from making bread and she didn’t even have any makeup on.

She resisted the urge to primp her hair into a more orderly fashion.

Oh, heavens! Why did she even care what she looked like? She had no future with this man. All their dreams were gone. All because of the one mistake she’d made.

Despite that fact, she couldn’t stop herself from blushing at his comment.

He said she was beautiful.

The gun in his right hand lifted and Luke pointed it at the preacher’s head.

In response, the preacher squealed in fright. “Good heavens! Please, Mr. Outlaw, don’t shoot me.”

“Luke, you’re delirious,” Callie tried to keep her voice soft and steady. Inside, she trembled. If he was delirious, Luke just might be sick enough to shoot the man. “Put the guns down, please.”

He shot another round into the ceiling, the echo piercing through the air like a missile.

Damn him!

“The gun doesn’t go anywhere, sweetheart. Not until we’re married. I’ve been dreaming of this day for more than five years...since you disappeared.”

“I...I...I can’t m-marry you two, Mr. Outlaw,” the preacher stammered with anxiety. “It...it’s against the law for a single man to marry a woman. The old ways are gone. She must be properly claimed...by at least four men...perhaps your brothers would be interested in joining you in the festivities?”

“She’s mine,” Luke snarled. His white teeth gleamed sinisterly in the candlelight. “Marry us, or so help me, I’ll kill you right where you stand.”

“Yes, sir.” The preacher promptly produced a bible from the folds of his black suit.

Callie’s head whirled.

“This is ridiculous,” she muttered as Luke’s gaze continued to graze over her breasts sending a wonderful awareness coursing through her.

Her nipples hardened even, little rosebuds that were dying to burst free. Aching to pop into Luke’s moist mouth.

“Luke, put the gun down. I’ve had enough of this.” She tried to sound stern, but there was a sensual edge to her voice that she found irritating.

“Uh-oh, the groom-to-be is in trouble.” Hiccup. “Not a good thing for the wedding night.”

He chuckled and winked at her.

Oh, dear.

The preacher’s quickly spoken words broke into the foray.

“Callie Callahan, do you take Luke Outlaw to be your lawfully wedded husband? In sickness and in health? For richer? For poorer? Will you honor and cherish him for as long as you both shall live?”

“She does. Now continue,” Luke mumbled.

She had the sudden urge to grab a nearby frying pan and smack it over his head. How dare he assume she still wanted to marry him!

“This has gone far enough—” she protested.

He lifted the gun cutting her into silence. She stiffened as he kissed the open barrel to his lips.

“Shh, the preacher is marrying us.”

“It isn’t legal,” Callie stated defiantly.

“Yes, it is,” the preacher hissed back. “The government is still in the process of revoking our licenses. Mine is still valid.”

Oh, no!

“Do you Luke Outlaw take Callie to be your lawfully wedded wife? In sickness? In health? For richer? For poorer? To honor and cherish for as long as you both live?”

“Damn straight I do.”

Callie’s stomach plummeted.

“The rings? I need the rings to make this official,” the preacher replied quickly.

Oh, thank you, God. No rings. No marriage.

“I have them right here,” came Luke’s quick reply.

To her horror, he slid the gun barrel inside the collar of his T-shirt and pulled out a chain necklace. Dog tags tinkled and behind them were two glittering gold rings.

Their wedding rings!

He still had them. Even after all this time.

The preacher hurried over to him and helped remove the chain necklace and subsequently the rings. A quick blessing over them and both Luke and the preacher were waving at her to come closer.

Callie swallowed hard.

This is not happening!

The idea of escaping rushed through her mind. She doubted Luke would shoot her. Doubted if the preacher could catch her.

It was as if Luke knew exactly what she thought for he pointed the gun at the preacher who whimpered his distress. 

“Please, Callie. I don’t want to die. I have to christen a baby tomorrow. Please, don’t let Mr. Outlaw shoot me. And I still have to visit with the Barlows and their new wife the day after. They always offer such tasty food.”

Luke stiffened at the mention of the Barlow brothers and she wondered what pitiful soul those evil boys had captured for their wife.

“Get over here, Callie,” Luke commanded. Red-hot anger flashed bright in his eyes.

In the time she’d known him before everything had fallen apart, she’d rarely seen him angry. His calmness had been one of the many things that had attracted her to him. But the anger contorting his face frightened her. Something was seriously wrong and unwanted compassion overwhelmed her.

She did as he said. On rather wobbly legs, she walked over to the bed.

“Sit beside me.”

She sat down, the mattress sagging beneath her. Even though the guns he held in his hands made her uneasy, she enjoyed the waves of sexual heat cascading through her at being near him.

“Please,” the preacher said quickly. “Hold out your hand, Mr. Outlaw. Callie, please place the ring on his finger.”

Callie’s eyes drew to the magnificent muscles that strained against Luke’s shirtsleeves as he deposited one of the guns on the other side of him and lifted his free hand, wiggling his fingers in anticipation.

She took the larger ring from the preacher, trying hard to ignore the pleading look in his eyes for her to go along with this farce of a marriage.

This is crazy!

Yet Luke’s nearness intoxicated her and she couldn’t resist sliding the gold ring onto his finger.

“And now you, Mr. Outlaw.”

Luke’s face broke into a big smile allowing those cute little laughter lines around his mouth to blossom.

Something erotic and exciting sizzled to life deep inside her and she held out her left hand.

Without hesitation, he slid the ring onto her finger.

Oh, dear. A perfect fit.

The instant the ring slipped onto her finger, she saw the tension leave Luke’s face.

“With this ring, I thee wed,” Luke slurred as he thankfully placed the remaining gun onto the bed.

The flash of lust in his eyes made Callie shiver with a pleasure she’d thought long dead.

The preacher broke in, “I now pronounce you man and wife. You may kiss the bride.”

Silence split the air.

Callie held her breath awaiting Luke’s next move. An odd tingle swept through her at actually being married to him. It had happened so fast, her head was spinning.

Her breath caught in her lungs as he moved closer. She smelled the whiskey on his breath. It was the first time in her life that she actually thought of whiskey-scented breath as smelling nice. She had to be crazy thinking these thoughts, especially with her mother having been a violent alcoholic.

His full lips parted.

She whimpered with pleasure the instant his hot seductive mouth claimed hers.

His lips were moist and rough with an erotic desperation. His hands came up to cup both sides of her head, his long fingers spearing through her short hair. He kissed her so deeply, so soundly, so hard, it was as if he were branding her his forever.

To her surprise she melted against him, the tension she’d been carrying around inside her for so many years disintegrating. She felt as if she’d finally come home, as if she finally belonged somewhere.

Belonged to him.

In total contrast, sexual heat spread through her.

Her pussy creamed with arousal, the slickness drenching her panties. She wanted his head between her legs. Wanted his tongue to lap at her throbbing clit.

Her heart thundered madly in her ears, her hard nipples raked his chest, her breasts felt so unbelievably swollen and heavy.

Five long years she’d dreamed of this moment, but nothing had prepared her for the sensual assault that zinged through her as she opened up to him allowing his strong tongue to slip inside her mouth.

He groaned and tore his mouth away.

She cried out in protest.

Breathing harshly, his head dipped sideways onto her shoulder.

“Don’t leave me again, Callie,” he whispered into her ear.

“I won’t,” she answered.

“Promise?” his voice was so soft she barely heard it.

“Yes,” she said, surprised that she hadn’t hesitated in her answer.

“Is he dead?” The preacher’s question snapped her out of the magical spell Luke had woven around her and she looked up to see his eyes wide with shock as he held his bible clasped tightly in his hands.

“You need to go to the Outlaw farm to find his brother Colter. He’s a doctor. He’ll know what to do.”

The preacher nodded and quickly headed toward the door.

“Wait!”

He stopped, his face deathly pale as he turned around.

“Don’t tell anyone else. Only Colter. I’m putting my life into your hands to do as I ask.”

“You can count on me, Callie. You know that. Don’t worry. I’ll get him and bring him here.”

Then he was gone, the rustle of black clothes disappearing as he slipped out the back door, plunging the cabin into a deafening silence that made her terribly uneasy.

“Luke? Can you hear me?”

A groan was her answer.

“I’m going to have to take your shirt off to see the wounds. I’ll try not to hurt you.”

Another groan, his eyes flickered slightly.

“Is it really you?” Disbelief etched his voice.

She hesitated. Maybe she should just leave him here and go on the run again?

His brothers only lived about five miles away. They’d be here within the hour. Luke would think she’d just been a figment of his imagination. The preacher would back her up when he realized she’d left.

“Callie?” he mumbled and nuzzled his moist lips against her neck.

Man! He felt so hot and masculine snuggled against her.

So handsome, and so unbelievably sexy.

She’d forgotten how dark and finely shaped his eyebrows were. Forgotten how thick his dark eyelashes were. But she hadn’t forgotten the way his long callused farm-worked fingers used to part her labia and massage her clit until she was moaning and begging him for sexual relief.

Callie shook the thoughts away.

Luke was seriously injured. She couldn’t leave him here alone. Not even for a moment.

“Yes, it’s me.”

A sensuous smile tugged at the corners of his mouth bringing with it those wonderful laugh lines she remembered so well.

Her heart swelled with warmth and she broke into action.

It was hard keeping him steady as she tugged his shirt off. Every movement made him groan and curse at her but eventually she had his upper torso naked.
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