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Jan Springer

The Desperadoes Series

Three book bundle.

Sizzling hot reverse harem m/f/m/m set in a post-catastrophic aftermath with a western ambiance where solar flares have disintegrated most of the Earth’s human population and destroyed electrical grids.

Inside this three-book erotic romance foursome bundle you’ll discover strong women forced into a naughty way of life and the sexy outlaw men who love and share them. 

These books are full-length, with ménage a quatre, bdsm, pleasure toys and more wickedly delightful adventures that a woman could wish for!

~
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Includes the first three books in The Desperadoes Series: 

The Pleasure Girl, In Her Bed, Awakening Eve

~
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The Pleasure Girl

The Desperadoes Series 

Book One

Jan Springer

SOLAR FLARES HAVE DISINTEGRATED most of Earth’s human population, frying electrical grids and thrusting everyone into a cold, harsh land where only the strong survive.

After the catastrophe, Teyla Sutton becomes a pleasure girl, entertaining men on her secluded Canadian farm. When she accommodates dangerous desperado, Logan Leigh and his two friends, Spencer and Cassidy, pleasure becomes addictive beneath their tender touches and their hard, muscular bodies. What she never expects...is to fall in love.

Logan shouldn’t allow the pleasure girl into his heart, but he knows it’s too late because she’s already there. He and his friends have put their lives into danger by hiding out at her farm. They’re on the run. They need to leave, yet Logan wants her so much. Dare he risk his heart and their lives to be with her? 

Soon Logan, Cassidy and Spencer are whisking Teyla on an exquisite journey into her hottest desires and forbidden fantasies. But when she learns the trio are members of a notorious outlaw gang, can she allow them to stay in her life, or will she send them away forever? 

~
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In Her Bed

The Desperadoes Series 

Book Two

Jan Springer

A fiery eruption of solar flares disintegrates much of the world's population, fries electrical grids, and throws Earth back into the dark ages. Now, it's a cold, brutal land where only the strong survive.

Before the Catastrophe, Dr. Elizabeth Brandywine would never have dreamed of surrendering to her wicked needs of being bound, dominated, and shared, but now there's no one left alive to judge her, except herself.

Ethan Durango knows sweet, uptight, sexy Dr. Liz is ready to submit to her secret most intimate needs and he's always wanted to share her. 

Ethan, Landon, and Tyrell will enjoy pushing Liz past her boundaries until she submits to her naughtiest desires.

~
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Awakening Eve

The Desperadoes Series

Book Three

Jan Springer

A FIERY ERUPTION OF solar flares disintegrates most of Earth’s human population, frying electrical grids around the world and thrusting everyone into a cold, harsh land where only the strong survive.

Passionate ménages with some of the fierce men of the Durango gang have always made Eve Wright’s body hum with sizzling arousal. Secretly, she loved three men, that is, until she suffered a head injury and forgot them. Now her memory is returning with a carnal vengeance, and she knows of only one way to relieve her naughty frustrations...by returning to the men she once loved.

When Eve shows up at their hideout, Kayne, Riley, and Maddox are pleased she wants them to help her remember what they once shared. Their hot looks, tender touches, and scorching pleasure-pain will leave Eve tangled in an erotic storm that threatens to break her heart and give up a gut-wrenching secret.

Reverse Harem Ménage Amour: Erotic Futuristic Sci-Fi Western Ménage a Quatre Romance, M/F/M/M, post-apocalyptic. Please be aware of some coarse language.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Copyright

[image: ]




Dark Solar

Copyright Jan Springer 2025

Published by Spunky Girl Publishing

Cover Design-Talina Perkins, Bookin’ It Designs

The Pleasure Girl

The Desperadoes Series 

Book One

Solar flares have disintegrated most of Earth’s human population, frying electrical grids and thrusting everyone into a cold, harsh land where only the strong survive.

After the catastrophe, Teyla Sutton becomes a pleasure girl, entertaining men on her secluded Canadian farm. When she accommodates dangerous desperado, Logan Leigh and his two friends, Spencer and Cassidy, pleasure becomes addictive beneath their tender touches and their hard, muscular bodies. What she never expects...is to fall in love.

Logan shouldn’t allow the pleasure girl into his heart, but he knows it’s too late because she’s already there. He and his friends have put their lives into danger by hiding out at her farm. They’re on the run. They need to leave, yet Logan wants her so much. Dare he risk his heart and their lives to be with her? 

Soon Logan, Cassidy and Spencer are whisking Teyla on an exquisite journey into her hottest desires and forbidden fantasies. But when she learns the trio are members of a notorious outlaw gang, can she allow them to stay in her life, or will she send them away forever? 
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This eBook is licensed for your personal use only.
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This is a work of fiction. 

Characters, places, settings, and events presented in this book are purely from the author’s imagination and bear no resemblance to any actual person, living or dead or to any actual events, places, and/or settings.
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These books were first published with Siren Bookstrand and have been re-edited for Spunky Girl Publishing.
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The Pleasure Girl
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The Desperadoes #1

Jan Springer

Solar flares have disintegrated most of Earth’s human population, frying electrical grids and thrusting everyone into a cold, harsh land where only the strong survive.

After the catastrophe, Teyla Sutton becomes a pleasure girl, entertaining men on her secluded Canadian farm. When she accommodates dangerous desperado, Logan Leigh and his two friends, Spencer and Cassidy, pleasure becomes addictive beneath their tender touches and their hard, muscular bodies. What she never expects...is to fall in love.

Logan shouldn’t allow the pleasure girl into his heart, but he knows it’s too late because she’s already there. He and his friends have put their lives into danger by hiding out at her farm. They’re on the run. They need to leave, yet Logan wants her so much. Dare he risk his heart and their lives to be with her? 

Soon Logan, Cassidy and Spencer are whisking Teyla on an exquisite journey into her hottest desires and forbidden fantasies. But when she learns the trio are members of a notorious outlaw gang, can she allow them to stay in her life, or will she send them away forever? 
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Logan Leigh sat on his black stallion and peered down at the early morning frost covered valley below. A lone spiral of gray smoke drifted from one of the several rock chimneys of an old white clapboard two-story farmhouse and to his surprise, an unusual warmth sifted through him at the thought that this place felt like he was coming home. Weird that he would think that way of this valley nestled in the Rocky Mountain foothills of Alberta, Canada, a place he’d never seen before, but that’s what he felt. 

The warmth of the sight urged him to hurry up and ride down there, but he knew the dangers for a man on the run. He needed to keep an eye on the place and make sure there were no surprises when he rode in. Aside from laundry fluttering in the cold breeze on the line, there appeared to be no sign of movement. Experience, however, cautioned him that looks could be deceiving.

Members of the gang he rode with had told him a pleasure girl lived alone down there and despite the insistent hardening of his cock at finally having some female companionship, he knew he’d have to force himself to sit up here awhile longer until he was sure they wouldn't be interrupted by a posse. 

Then he'd ride in. 

It was getting dark fast, and she needed to get cleaned up at the water pump and grab her laundry off the line before it got too creepy out here, Teyla Sutton thought as she struggled to close the damaged greenhouse door. The darned hinges had been ripped off several weeks ago during a violent windstorm and the plate glass door was so heavy she could barely move it, but she knew getting the door into the proper position would keep the heat from escaping the building and so she struggled with it until it gave a good, closed fit.

Wiping a bead of perspiration off her forehead, she wrapped her thick wool cardigan tighter around her and headed into the chilly wind toward the water pump in the middle of her farmyard. She’d been working inside her greenhouse for most of the day, planting a new crop of carrots and Boston lettuce, weeding, and watering the rest of the plants and enjoying the moist warmth compliments of a southern exposure of the building as well as the solar heating. 

But out here in the gloomy evening, it was a different story. Since the Catastrophe over four years ago, the weather had turned cold. Sure, the sun continued to shine during the day, but it just wasn’t warm enough to grow most crops or any flowers anymore.

Since the weather had turned bad, she’d had to make do without pretty much everything. Food at the store in town was priced out of her reach so she’d turned to growing her own food in the greenhouse. She fished or hunted her meat and got her water supply from the well. For her there was nothing but healthy organic living these days and she was lean, thin, and healthy because of it. 

But boy she could kill for a large double double coffee and a plate full of apple fritter doughnuts about now. As if her tummy knew exactly what she was thinking, it growled in protest, the spooky sound sending another volley of shivers up her spine, making her think of a growling grizzly bear ready to pounce on her from behind the nearby pine trees, encouraging her to pick up her pace.

She didn’t like being outside when it got dark. Every shadow became a potential murderer and every sound became a pack of wild dogs that could be lying in wait ready to rip her throat out and dine on her. Despite the spooky shivers racing up her spine at her vivid overworking imagination, Teyla forced herself to smile at her silliness.

She’d been lucky since the Catastrophe. She didn’t get unexpected visitors because most humans had been disintegrated, thanks to the deadly solar flares. Many of the survivors tended to live in what was left of the cities and they didn’t really bother with her way out here in the foothills. She had, however, heard rumors of cannibal gangs roaming around killing and eating people because meat was just simply too expensive for the average person. Those cannibals stayed mainly in the populated areas where the food, so to speak, was more accessible. 

At the pump, she quickly pushed the squeaky cast-iron handle up and down until the chilly water splashed out. Grabbing the bar of homemade lye soap, she kept beneath a tin cup; she hurriedly washed her hands and face, shivering in the cold breeze. Thrusting a bucket beneath, she filled it with water. 

Once she got inside, she’d get the fire roaring in the woodstove and wash herself more intimately with warm water. Yes, she had solar water heating in her farmhouse, but she preferred to use it only when necessary because if her solar parts broke down, they were too expensive to replace or even get for that matter. So, she tended to play pioneer with her water, lugging buckets and heating her water on her kitchen woodstove.

She was about to lift the full bucket when a jolt of alarm ripped through her, stopping her cold. At the sound of a horse neighing, her head snapped up and shock and fear snapped through her as she saw a big man wearing a black leather jacket and tight blue jeans quietly leading a black horse into her yard not more than forty feet away.

Oh darn! Why hadn’t she seen him coming?

She forced herself to remain as calm as possible. Forced herself not to make any fast moves in case he went for the rifle in his scabbard. But her fingers sure did ache to reach for the gun sitting heavy and loaded in her cardigan pocket.

"Can I help you?" she called out, wishing her heart weren’t pounding so violently against her chest. 

"Mrs. Teyla Sutton?" he asked. 

He spoke quietly as if trying not to spook her, but damned if she wasn’t ready to either run for the farmhouse or start shooting at him.

"That's right," she answered, cursing herself for the shakiness in her voice. Okay, so he knew her name. That was a good sign, wasn't it? 

"Your neighbor, Dr. Elizabeth Brandywine sent me. I'd like to purchase your services for a couple of days." 

Her services. Despite the frigid air lashing her face, her cheeks went warm. Why would Liz send a stranger to her? Teyla preferred to service only men she knew. Men from town. She had no idea who this guy was. 

"She said you might also accommodate my two friends."

Her breath backed up in her lungs. Two friends? And him? 

“I don’t accommodate strangers. I’m sorry.” 

“She’s already inspected me if that’s what has you worried. My friends will be here tomorrow.”

Teyla shook her head, fear starting to really grab hold now. What if he got violent for refusing him? Why in God’s name would Liz send her a stranger?

"She gave me this note to give to you. It gives me a clean bill of health," he said. 

She tensed as he took a couple steps forward and handed her a sealed envelope and when he did, she didn't miss how large his hands looked or how long his fingers were. They were clean, his nails clipped. It was a good sign and showed the man took care of himself.

Opening the envelope, she relaxed as Dr. Liz’s delicate scent whispered off the page and her familiar handwriting explained that she’d done a physical on him, and that he appeared clean, and he came recommended by a trusted friend. 

"A letter of introduction, I would assume?" He grinned down at her and Teyla’s tummy flip-flopped quite nicely at the man's succulent smile.

"She says she knows a friend of yours. I don't normally service men I don't know, so this doesn't make me eager to take you on as a client. Mr.?" 

"Logan Leigh,” he offered. "I'm from the States. Crossed the border a few days ago." 

His smile widened, and it reached his dark brown eyes, making them sparkle with amusement and heat. That latter thought had her thinking sex with this guy might be worth breaking her usual rules.

“Before you give me your final decision. I want to say I’ll give you five times your rate for doing my two friends and myself.”

Her eyes widened at his generosity. With that amount she could buy those pickling seeds, mason jars and pickling salt she’d been dying to get and down her beets and cucumbers when they were ready. Not to mention pay off several months of her mortgage. 

But have sex with a stranger? And two others?

She swallowed at the nervousness shifting through her.

But all your clients were strangers in the beginning, an inner voice whispered at the back of her mind.

Confidence edged away her fear. Liz had sent along a letter of reference and stated he was in good health. Teyla needed the money and having sex with men was her job. So why was she hesitating? Because it was too unexpected and he looked too damned sexy, that’s why, that inner voice whispered again.

Sighing in resignation, she nodded to her water pump.

“You can wash up here. Give me about fifteen minutes, then come in. The bedroom is at the back of the house, just off the kitchen. Please leave your weapons in the kitchen and I need to have half the money up front.”

“My horse?”

"You can put him in the barn to protect him from the coyotes. There’s some feed in some bags left over from my horse. It should still be good.”

She didn’t explain her only horse was dead and buried just last week. None of his business that she didn’t have any sort of transportation anymore. She grabbed her bucket and started toward the house, hoping he wouldn’t pull out a gun and shoot her in the arm or worse. His next words stopped her cold.

"We haven’t discussed the terms yet,” he said softly.

She tensed, placed the bucket on the ground and turned around again readying to grab her pistol from her pocket if necessary.

“I do anal, oral and vaginal. Condoms are necessary. No kissing on the mouth,” she said trying hard to keep the huskiness out of her voice. God, just talking sex with this guy was kind of exciting.

"Bondage. I want to do some bondage on you, plus you’ll have to accept three men doing you at the same time or there's no deal."

Three men at the same time! She’d never done that before.

Before she could mount a protest, he held up a hand.

"We want access to all of you, whenever we want for tonight, tomorrow and tomorrow night. You'll get half your money up front. The other half at the end of the second night. You'll wear no bra while we are here. You’ll dress the way I want you to dress. The first night is just us then tomorrow and tomorrow night will be the four of us. The next morning we’ll be gone. Is that acceptable to you?"

Teyla couldn't believe how warm her cheeks had gotten at what he’d said or how nervous she’d become too. 

She'd never agree to bondage. They could tie her up and slit her throat or torture her and she wouldn’t be able to defend herself.

"No bondage. No pain," she said firmly

"No pain, and only your wrists bound. Your legs will be free."

“Yeah, like that'll help me if I need to fight you off."

"You'll be too busy fighting the pleasure. Mrs. Sutton." 

She blinked at the sultry way his deep gravelly voice whispered through her.

His smile dropped into a serious frown. 

“Mrs. Sutton, if I wanted to harm you, I would have done it early this morning when I first saw you hanging up your laundry." 

"Maybe you need an audience,” she replied, tartly, feeling spooked at the thought he’d been lurking around here all day watching her and she hadn’t even noticed.

"I enjoy watching a woman get taken by another man and I enjoy an audience when I'm taking a woman.”

He certainly got to the point, didn't he? 

If Liz sent him to her then Teyla would have to trust he wouldn’t hurt her. She just wished Liz could have come herself with the guy and made the introduction. She shook away those thoughts. She was acting like a child. This would simply be a business transaction. No emotions. Just like all her other clients.

"We’ll see,” she said, and she noticed the heat flare again in his brown eyes. She’d expected an argument, but he was pleased with her answer.

"I want you to wear what's inside this package." 

He held out a linen wrapped item which she reluctantly accepted.

"I want you wearing it and sitting on your bed waiting for me."

She nodded. Without another word he turned away, grabbed the reins of his horse, and walked toward the barn. 

You’ll be too busy fighting the pleasure. Oh my gosh, had he really said that? My oh my he was a confident one in his abilities, wasn’t he? None of the men she’d serviced had made her feel anything. She just went through the motions and pretended she enjoyed the sex. It would be the same with this guy, she thought as on the weirdest trembling legs, she headed for her farmhouse, walking a little bit too quickly for her comfort.

After bedding his horse in the barn, Logan grabbed one of his saddlebags, emptied out the money, counted half the amount he promised and stuffed it into an empty feed sack. He eyed the interior of the barn for a good hiding place for the rest of the money and decided on putting it into the hayloft on the second floor. After the money was secure, he grabbed one of his saddlebags and the feed sack with her money in it then headed out to the water pump where to his surprise he found a folded towel, face cloth and a new bar of soap. The woman must have brought out the supplies while he'd been in the barn. 

He gazed at the farmhouse and was pleasantly amused to catch sight of the woman studying him from one of the lower floor windows. He grinned and waved, enjoying how quickly she disappeared after being caught watching him. 

She was the cutest pleasure girl he’d come across. Her hair had been brushed messily to the sides as if she’d been wiping her hair back off her forehead through the day. She looked to be just about as tall as him and as old as his thirty-three years. Her eyes were deep brown, and her lips were full and very kissable looking. And he swore she’d blushed in the twilight while discussing the terms of their arrangement. 

What was up with that? A pleasure girl blushing? Dr. Liz had assured him this woman had been in the business for at least a couple of years and would most likely accommodate him and his friends.

Well, whatever the blushing was about, she’d agreed to some of his terms. Now all he needed to do was wash up. As he grabbed the handle of the pump, he couldn’t stop but gaze around at his surroundings. Shadows were dropping throughout the yard as the golden sun dipped past the snow-capped mountains to the west.

While he’d been keeping an eye on the place during the day, he’d noticed the barn roof needed reshingling, saw that some of the fences were down and the rusty windmill squeaked with every gust of wind. 

Now upon closer inspection, he noticed she was struggling just to survive out here. The farmhouse looked in relatively decent shape, but it could use a hand of white paint and a couple of blue shutters needed to be fixed before they fell off, but the farm equipment as well as the truck were covered in dust. He understood why too. The solar flares had fried most vehicles’ systems. Those vehicles that had been fixable ran into the problem of gas, which was hard to come by. 

The Catastrophe had fried the entire world's electrical grids, the solar flares short circuiting pretty much everything from nuclear plants to the Internet. He’d heard of the odd nuclear plant melting down Stateside and realized he’d probably been exposed to radiation fall out and maybe his healthy days were numbered, but it was all out of his control, so he just took life one day at a time. 

Understandably it was taking a long-time in training survivors as replacement workers for the various factories that made parts needed to get the coal plants, nuclear plants, and other electricity producers up and running again. The lack of electricity had thrown cities, towns, and villages into the dark ages. Looting was rampant. Prices for food and water were skyrocketing. 

It seemed everybody that had the ability to make a buck had no problem exploiting the people who needed help. He didn't like what had happened to humankind. Didn't like what he'd become either. Wasn’t proud of the kind of work he had to do in order to help the less fortunate. Unfortunately, his work was illegal and now he was a wanted man.

He inhaled sharply as frigid water dashed onto his hand. 

Wow! But it was like ice! How had she been able to wash her hands and face earlier? Hell, if she could do it, so could he. Determination made him pump harder. Grabbing a nearby basin, he filled it with water and dumped the washcloth in.

Removing his jacket, sweater, and T-shirt, he shivered in the frigid air, inhaling and cursing as he slapped the wet washcloth and bar of soap against his skin and began washing himself. It was the middle of June, and it felt like a mild winter day. 

Chilly weather year-round. It was another drawback of the Catastrophe. The weather had changed worldwide. They were calling it the Little Ice Age, due to the lack of sunspots, which, after the explosion of solar flares had burned out those sunspots that gave the Earth its added heat, thus lowered temperatures on Earth were a direct result. So much for the greenhouse effect.

Logan frowned and reached for the towel. He didn't want to think about the Catastrophe and what happened right after. That dark time had changed him and made him bitter. He did, however, want to think about that sexy piece of lady in that farmhouse. Right now, she was the one bright spot for him over the next couple of days. He would lose himself inside her. 

At the thought of all the sweet things he would do to her tonight, his cock hardened. He was going to enjoy taking her. Enjoy it a lot.

Teyla was trembling as she slowly moved to the bedroom window again. He’d seen her earlier watching him and getting caught had sent the oddest tingles of excitement through her. There was something about him that made her breathless, but in a good way. Something that made her want to watch him. Maybe because now that she was a little less freaked out by his sudden appearance, she realized he was the handsomest guy she'd seen in a long time. Or perhaps because that smile of his when he’d caught her spying on him made her feel so giddy. Made her believe he wouldn’t hurt her. 

She peeked out and watched him as he washed his upper torso in the twilight. Muscles rippled across his shoulders and arms as he soaped his hairy chest. He was a big man, she thought as she licked her suddenly dry lips. A very tall man with feathery, shoulder-length light brown hair. 

And he wanted her services.

She hadn’t slept with a stranger since first starting out as a pleasure girl more than two years ago. And even those men had been familiar to her. She knew them from church or church gatherings or at the hardware or grocery store. Some had been friends of her husband. Some just acquaintances. Those had been the lucky ones who hadn’t disintegrated, just like her. Sometimes though, she wondered who exactly had been lucky. The ones who’d gone poof in a second to ash, or the ones left behind to mourn and struggle.

She blew out a tense breath as she watched the newcomer’s hand draw toward the clasp on his jeans. His head snapped up and before she could move away from the window, his gaze captured hers again. Once again, the wicked tingles zipped through her at getting caught and that cute smile of his as he looked at her made her cheeks grow hot.

Chastising herself for being a peeping Thomasina, she moved away from the window. She needed to hurry and get ready. Rushing back into the kitchen to the woodstove where she’d left some water to warm, she grabbed the pot and headed back into her bedroom. She’d wash up in a minute. First, she wanted to take another peek at Dr. Liz’s note.

Liz said he was a friend of a trusted friend who vouched for him, and he was looking for her services. Liz explained she’d given him the required physical exam and gave him a clean bill of health. Because Teyla had been so flustered at the stranger she hadn’t read the rest of the note explaining to her that Dr. Liz would give his two friends physicals too when they showed up and would send along another letter. It was the last sentence that totally caught her attention. Liz asked her to let her know if size really did matter?

Goodness, couldn’t Liz have been more specific than that? Size meaning, he was too small? Two big? Too long? What?

Dammit! As if her heart wasn't racing now at the thought of finding out. She glanced out the window again, and a very erratic butterfly feeling splashed through her lower belly upon discovering he was now totally naked. While washing his lower half he’d turned his back to her, revealing a very cute ass. She hoped he hadn't been offended at her gesture of leaving the soap and other items out for him, but he'd looked dusty, and she figured he'd like to wash up before...

Oh Lord, Teyla! Stop delaying. 

She really needed to hurry and get herself ready. Ripping her gaze from him, she quickly lit some of her oil lamps on the shelves in her room, undressed and washed herself, and gave her wrists and neck a few delicate squirts of her precious perfume. 

Then she opened the package he'd given her and gulped at the gorgeous white lace material. It looked beautiful; she thought as she lifted it up and gazed at it. 

It was sexy. Smashing. He’d given her a sheer floor length negligee set. By the fresh smell and look of it, it was brand new. 

Whispering the delicate material through her fingers, she moaned at the silky softness. She hadn’t touched something this soft in years. She also noticed the side slit would reveal her left leg and hip. A thong panty accompanied the garment too. The panty had a large hole in the middle allowing him access to her...

Another shot of warmth into her cheeks made her swear softly beneath her breath. Oh boy. Could she go through with this? Could she let a complete stranger, have sex with her? Share her? She should be running in the other direction, not getting all these mixed emotions raging through her. 

Want, need, a craving to be loved. 

Slipping on the panty, she sighed at the velvety feel against her skin, then moaned as she put on the negligee. It melted against her curves like liquid milk. Admiring the garment’s beauty in the mirror, Teyla smiled. It looked awesome.

The top clung to her breasts like a glove, illuminating them, making them look bigger and the waist was gathered making it narrower than it really was. The lower part shimmered like ribbons of silk over her hips and legs. 

Having something new made her feel almost normal again. 

She jumped as a noise at the side of the house snapped her back to reality. He was coming! The sound of stomping feet ascending the outside stairs and crossing the wraparound veranda planked floor had her biting her bottom lip with a sudden bout of anxiety. A quick knock and a creak of the screen door followed by the other door opening, had Teyla hurrying to sit on the bed. Normally, she climbed naked under the covers and waited for her clients that way, but this man was different. He’d given her something to wear, and he would like to see it on her. 

Her anxiety mounted and she clasped her hands into her lap as she heard him enter her home. Her sanctuary.
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Chapter Two
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Indecision continued to snap through her. Should she go out and meet him? Check if he had the money? No, he would have the money. Dr. Liz said he came recommended. There shouldn’t be a problem, so she would be the demure sexual object he wanted.

Something heavy hit her kitchen table, making her tense. His saddlebag? Her money?

She could hear him breathing in the next room. The sound loud and raspy, as if he were aroused at being in her home. She’d left the bedroom door open, and she listened intently. There were a few moments of silence and then her heart picked up a magnificent speed as his boots thudded against the wood plank floor of the old kitchen floor. 

She thought he was coming into the bedroom but then she relaxed again as she heard the creak of a couple of cupboard doors opening. She almost called out to him asking if he needed something, but then the tinkle of glass and something being poured drifted through the air. 

Another couple of minutes of strained silence drifted by and Teyla could only sit and wonder what he was up to. 

And wait. 

Soon the rustle of clothing followed, and she inhaled deeply to steady the frantic pounding of her heart. Suddenly, he began walking toward the bedroom door. Toward her. 

Oh dear. Here we go. She held her breath. Tensed. 

He appeared in the doorway with a bottle and two glasses in his hand. He wore his jeans and a black T-shirt. He looked good. Broad shoulders. Narrow waist. Lean hips. Sex-on-a-stick stud.

His dark gaze latched onto her and fire screamed through her veins at his potent look. Desire flared in his eyes as he studied her. His intense look screamed sex and she could feel her body answering with a raw awareness she swore she’d not felt before.

"Shaving gear. Where do you keep it?" he asked.

"In the adjoining bathroom. Second drawer to your left." She sounded too breathless. Bedroom breathless.

He nodded, ripped his gaze from her and strolled into the bathroom. Her nervousness mounted as she listened to a drawer opening. 

What was the matter with her? Usually she was so cool, calm and in control with her clients. But with this guy she was both nervous and giddy with anticipation at the same time.

"Do you have a special man in your life?" The question erupted from the bathroom, rocking her world.

"Excuse me?" She called out, wondering exactly what he meant by that question. 

"A boyfriend? Husband? Someone you're dating?" 

"N...no,”

"Good. I prefer a woman who is available."

Teyla blinked in astonishment. Odd comment coming from a guy who wanted to share her with two other guys. Three guys and her? Oh lord she’d better not think about it.

"Do you do this often?" she blurted, instantly regretting asking the question, realizing it was none of her business. But it was the first thing that popped into her mind and when she was nervous, she did have the tendency of saying stupid things. 

He appeared at the doorway, shaving utensils and a couple of facecloths laid out on a folded towel in his hand. That damned bottle and two glasses clutched in his other hand. 

He was smiling at her. That hot sexy shadow making him look both dangerous and erotic at the same time. He wore that same crooked smile as when he’d caught her watching him at the window earlier. The smile made the sides of his eyes crinkle, and she noticed tiny laugh lines at the corners of his mouth also. The knowledge that he appeared to be used to laughing made her feel so much better. Safer too.

"Why do you ask?” he asked. “Are you jealous already?"

Sense of humor. Definite asset.

"Maybe," she teased, feeling some of the tension ease out of her shoulders.

He strolled to her dresser with the mirror and placed the glasses and the bottle, which she noted as whiskey, and the utensils and towel down beside her pitcher. 

"Before we begin, I want you to shave me,” he said softly as he prepared the items, laying them out on the dresser.

When he finished, he looked at her and his intense gaze made her catch her breath. She didn't want him to lose that erotic looking five o'clock shadow. It made him look so sexy and dangerous. The look excited her. But he was paying her. If he wanted a shave, so be it.

She made a move to stand, but he ordered her to remain sitting as he whipped up the lather. When it was a frothy cream, he turned to her and to her surprise his hand fell to the stud on his jeans.

Nervousness fluttered through her again. Gosh, she thought she would have a few minutes more before they had sex. Or did he want her to shave him while they were having sex? Lordy, now that would be interesting.

"I... I thought you wanted a shave?"

Her eyes latched onto his fingers as he unzipped.

"I do."

She swallowed as he lowered his jeans. His package pressed boldly against his white briefs. Definitely big. Very big. Oh boy. Oh boy. Dr. Liz girl, what have you gotten me into?

"I want you to shave me down here," he said and stroked the outline of his big erection.

Her eyes widened at his words.

Down there? Oh-my-God.

"I'll pass you the items. I want you to just sit right where you are." His voice had gone deeper, hoarser. His eyes darker. They glistened with fire. His body scent, strong and dominant, whispered along her nerve endings making her very aware of her sexuality. Very aware of him.

"Pull down my underwear. So, we can get started."

Both their breaths shot through the silent air like rockets and her fingers trembled as she did as he asked. His flesh felt scorching hot to her touch as she slipped her fingers beneath the waistband of his briefs. Tugging, she inhaled sharply as his giant, purple-flushed cock sprang free. He was already rigid, exceptionally long and so damned thick that her pussy creamed at the intoxicating sight. As she pulled his briefs lower, his sack, swollen and huge, appeared.

Oh yeah, a big guy. Now she fully understood Liz's letter. 

She slid the briefs lower over his thighs and knees and she let them drop to the floor where he stepped out of them, moving closer to her. She realized her cheeks had grown warm. She had grown warm.

Down there, he'd said. He wanted to be shaved around his cock and balls. She'd never done that to a man. Not one of her clients had ever asked. It had never occurred to her to do something like that. Should she voice her inexperience? No, she needed to appear professional. Professionals knew what they were doing, and they followed a client’s instructions. Especially if she wanted him to come back, and with his generous size, she wanted him to come back.

She accepted the prepared brush from him. He inhaled as she slapped the lather along his hairy parts. Noticed his gut clench as she feathered her fingers around his cock, lifting the heavy shaft to lather the fine hairs beneath. She held onto his solid flesh longer than necessary, enjoying the way he throbbed against her palm.

Next, he handed her a throwaway razor. That item didn’t belong to her, so he must have brought it. Throwaway razors were another thing that were a luxury for her, so she tended to re-use the ones she had until they were totally dull before tossing them away.

Taking a deep steadying breath, she set about doing the intimate chore. His pubic hair felt fluffy and fine, a total opposite of her late husband's, which had been wiry and coarse. Anxiety almost overwhelmed her as she began to shave him, and she found herself scrambling for something to say. But what did one say while shaving a man in such an intimate area on his body? 

"Have you done this before?" he asked, his voice sounding strangled, as if he were maybe afraid? Well, maybe he should have asked before she’d gotten started?

"It's a little late to be asking that question, isn't it?" She couldn’t help but laugh.

"I hope not," he retorted, amusement lacing his voice. There was that humor again. She smiled and lifted her gaze from his magnificent size to peer up at his face. She shouldn't have looked up because his eyes were so dark with desire, she could barely stand the spear of need bursting inside her lower belly. 

The tips of his luscious lips tilted upward again, and his smile zeroed in on her like a heat seeking missile. Suddenly she just wanted to be swept away into his strong arms. To be held. To be taken by him.

Oh boy. He was a client, for God sakes! Becoming emotionally involved, even thinking emotional things was taboo! Men looked at her like an object. Nothing more. She shouldn't want to have Logan holding her and making love to her. This was just sex, remember that, Teyla.

She continued with the shave, going slowly and carefully, and keeping her mouth shut. Thankfully, he said no more and when she finished, she wiped him with the wet face cloth he handed her. A couple of rinses later, he was as clean as a newborn.

"I assume you wish to supply the condoms?" he asked after he returned the shaving items to the nearby dresser. She nodded and pointed to the night table beside the bed.

"In there. Pick your size." He slid the drawer open and skimmed the several boxes with his fingertips. Obviously, he knew the drill with pleasure girls. Most preferred to supply the condoms. She was one of them.

Condoms were expensive, just like everything else these days, but well worth the expense to ensure her condoms were fresh and hadn't been tampered with or inadvertently damaged by men who tended to keep them folded in wallets or kept in areas where tiny holes were inadvertently poked into the protection. The last thing she needed was a sexually transmitted disease or a baby without a dad. 

He lifted out a box of condoms, opened it, but didn't take any out.

“Before we begin, let’s get a little more acquainted. You've touched me and seen some of me. Now it's my turn. Let your breasts free."

To her surprise, she creamed at his instruction. She liked the expectant look on his face and for some reason he didn't make her feel like she was dirty as she usually felt with her other clients. He didn't make her feel like an object. He just made her feel kind of sexy and shy. 

Her fingers trembled as she reached for the small delicate buttons on the negligee. His Adam's apple bobbed as he watched. 

She'd undressed in front of her clients many times. Had felt embarrassed as the men eyed her as though she were a piece of succulent piece of meat. It was the opposite with this guy. 

She was ogling him. And she liked what she saw. Liked the sweet shivers of anticipation rolling through her as he watched her unbutton the top. His breath was the only sound she heard, aside, of course, from the pounding of her heart.

She swallowed, and opened the sides of her top, tugging the material further apart, allowing her breasts to spill free. He said nothing, but his facial features told the story. Appreciation glazed his eyes. His nostrils flared like a bull’s and as she dropped her gaze from his face she was greeted to a most magnificent sight. 

His cock which had already been sticking straight out was now rising proudly toward his abdomen. Such a glorious size. 

She hadn't realized she'd been so mesmerized staring at his cock until he whispered in a hoarse voice, "Nice. Very nice."

A savage look of lust zipped across his face, and she whimpered a deep guttural sound as he dropped to his knees in front of her. He maneuvered closer to her legs, his hands dropping like heat waves on her knees. He parted her knees, and he moved in closer. Positioning his hands on top of hers on each side of the bed, he held them captive, his fingers intertwining with hers as his head dipped toward her right breast.

Sweet mercy, she couldn’t believe this was happening so fast. He opened his mouth, and she cried with surprise at how tightly he sucked her nipple between his firm lips. A waterfall of magic swept through her. That's the only way she could describe the cascade of shimmering sensations washing over her as he sucked on her nipple. This felt amazing. Incredible. 

Heat and pressure kissed her flesh, and when he suddenly let go of her nipple with a loud pop, she cried out her disappointment and caught the pleasure twisting his face before he latched onto her other one.

"Oh God," she hissed.

More of those incredible sensations shimmered through her as his strong teeth held her tender nipple hostage and his tongue lashed her flesh with quick sharp darts that had her creaming harder.

Usually, she didn't like to touch the client. Usually, she let them do what he needed to do, so she could get rid of him quickly. She'd just lay back and let her mind wander to other places, but this man wouldn’t let her mind wander, and he wouldn't let her body wander either. 

Damn him, he held her full attention as he sucked her nipple slowly, leisurely pulling her out of herself. She arched against him, losing control in the glorious sensations. She sucked in a shock breath as his hot hands let go of hers and slid his calloused palms under her breasts. He cupped her, held her so tenderly that the gesture wrenched a sob from her. No man had held her so affectionately. Not even her late husband.

The clients came and they went. They used, and they paid, but this man needed her in a different way than just sex. She didn’t know how or why she knew that exactly, but she sensed it somehow.

She didn't realize he'd pushed her down on the bed until she felt the mattress touch her back. Letting her nipple go, he kissed the tips of each of them. The beauty of his mouth suddenly became lost as he danced his lips with feather light caresses across her chest and up along her shoulder blades.

Then he came over her. He didn't touch her, didn't lay on her, just kept kissing her flesh, but she sensed he wanted more than kissing her body. They had just started, and she already knew he wanted to break her rule. No kissing on the mouth. 

"Logan," she warned as his mouth touched a flaming lash of heat alongside her chin.

"You said not on your mouth," he whispered. 

He kissed his way to her right ear lobe. Sucking it into his hot mouth, she gasped as tidal waves of sensations hit. He bit her lobe, then laved her flesh with his wicked tongue.

Oh shoot, now she wished she didn’t have that no kissing on the mouth rule. She parted her lips and inhaled at the incredible sensations zipping through her as he licked a fiery line down along her neck. 

Then suddenly he cursed softly and without warning angled his head over her face and kissed her full on the mouth.

Bastard! She thought numbly as his lips melted over hers, bringing her into a heady world of sensations. Vaguely she realized if she wanted to, she could break the kiss. She could push him away. 

But she didn't want to.

She shuddered as he swept aside the bottom half of her negligee and his hard cock pushed into the opening of her panty and against her clit, giving the promise of pleasure, but then he moved his cock away again, leaving her frustrated. 

"I like submission," he whispered, as he broke the kiss, and her pussy clenched at his comment. 

Wrapping his hands around her wrists, he brought her back up into a seated position.

"I want you on the floor on your knees," he said. 

Her senses whirled at his command. He helped her to her feet, and she swallowed and shivered. Trembled, not with repulsion as she always did with the others, but with this odd sense of curiosity. She became more aware of him now. Noticed the scent of the soap he'd washed with. The whiff of the prairies. Of him. Spicy, fierce, and needy. 

The air grew heavy around her, and she got into position on her knees in front of him. Reaching out, she slid her hands onto his hips feeling a bunch of muscles as his flesh met her palms. She slid her hands to his backside and cupped his hard ass.

He was breathing rapidly, and to her amazement, exhilaration lashed her at the thought of having his large cock in her mouth. Need thundered through her. A need to please. To be pleased. 

She moved her head toward him. Toward his cock. His cock head was plum shaped and appeared flushed red. The skin felt so smooth as he pressed against her lips.

"Take me in as far as you can go," he ordered. "Nod when that happens."

She parted her lips and he sunk in, his hard flesh sliding over her tongue, his guttural groan saying he liked the feel of her mouth wrapped around his flesh. To her amazement, he stretched her lips like no other man had before. Stretched until her lips felt bruised and her body tense with awareness.

She nodded her head and he wrapped his hand around his shaft, preventing him from going in further. His other hand slid into her hair, and he clenched the back of her head, holding her there. She tried to tighten her lips around his hot pulsing flesh, but he was just so unbelievably big and hard. He pulled himself out and her tongue dashed against the heavy veins beneath his cock as he left. He plunged into her mouth again and she hollowed out her cheeks giving him a nice big suck.

He groaned. Held her head tighter, obviously enjoying her sucking. 

Surprise slashed her as she realized she loved his hot strong flesh thrusting out and back into her mouth. She slurped on his shaft, stroked him with her tongue. Looked up and watched the enjoyment flash across his face, saw his eyes close and his lips part as he panted. 

His cock jerked violently in her mouth. He kept thrusting and she caressed his thick flesh with her mouth loving the wondrous throbbing deep inside her pussy.

"I'm coming" he warned. 

His hands tightened against her head, and he thrust into her mouth faster, more desperately. He groaned and his hips jerked against her as he thrust deeper.

She struggled to take more of him. He pounded into her. Again, and again until she was whimpering as she imagined how strong and powerful his thrusts would be when he took her vaginally. In one swift jerk, warm semen pulsed into her throat. It tasted thick and she swallowed quickly and sucked his cock. Milked him until he was moaning. Then he pulled free, and Teyla warmed as she noticed his cock was still hard and he breathed in raspy gasps.

"Up on the bed," he panted. "On your back. Knees up and spread."

Her heart swept into wicked fast mode at his instruction. He grabbed her wrist and brought her to her feet. She made a move to get out of her negligee, but he shook his head. 

"Not now," he whispered. 

To her surprise, he leaned in for another kiss. Sensations rocked her as their lips melted together and she realized she’d forgotten to slap him again. He broke this kiss and nodded to the bed. 

"In the position," he ordered.

She licked her lips, tasted his semen, and lay down on the bed near the middle. Lifting her knees, she saw her breasts jiggle as he climbed up at the foot of her bed. Between her legs, she watched him climb toward her.

He'd removed his shirt, and his naked body was bronzed in places that really shouldn't be tan. It appeared he sunbathed in the nude. The thought vanished when he lowered his head and the vibrant need to be taken by him flared through her as his hot breath blasted like a furnace against the opening in her panty. 

Heat and moisture swirled between her thighs. God, she knew she shouldn't be wanting this so badly, but she did. She shouldn't be opening her legs with such ease, without feeling the least bit hesitant or embarrassed, like she usually did. 

Her belly clenched as his face nuzzled between her thighs. 

She moaned as something hot and moist touched her clit. A finger? She wondered. No, his tongue.

He licked her clitoris. Up and down with firm, unrelenting pressure until waves of exquisite pleasure pulsed and she dug her hands tighter around the comforter as he continued lashing her tortured clit. Beneath his face, she writhed and gyrated and dug her heels into the mattress.

Hot sticky moisture seeped from her pussy and Teyla gasped, her eyes widened with wonder as he thrust two fingers into her soaked pussy. His fingers were exceedingly long and felt so good as he continued to work her ultra-sensitive nub with his tongue and thrust into her with his fingers like a cock. He sucked and she cried out as his teeth nipped her clit sharply, then his tongue smoothed the hurt, bringing lashes of pleasure through her core.

She groaned as he grabbed her by the hips and brought her pussy closer into his face. Every nerve ending inside her throbbed. She jerked, cried out as a third finger slid into her. The penetration stretched her in such a good way she bucked as shudders of arousal slammed into her. 

She was about to come. Hard. 

He gripped her so firmly she cried out in both fear and wonder as the magnificent orgasm began to take hold. But he let go of her pussy and disappointment and desperation made her reach out and grab him by the shoulders, trying to bring him closer again.

He shook his head. "Condoms, baby, condoms." he gasped, and she let him go, wanting him inside her. Needing him.

Her pussy was on fire, and she thought about bringing herself off. But the tearing of plastic and foil had her touching her nipples. They were nice and tender from his mouth and her breasts felt firm beneath her palms. She yelped as the mattress moved and he climbed back over the foot of the bed. 

Grabbing her thighs, he pulled her down until her ass almost hung off the edge. She swallowed tightly as he moved between her thighs. He came up and over her, his thick cock reaching toward his belly. 

His thighs widened hers as he came down. His hard gaze pinned her to the mattress. Strong muscles bunched in his arms as he angled his body over hers. 

She struggled to make sense at how intoxicating his look made her feel. His face appeared so taut; his eyes so dark with intense need she instinctively knew he hadn't been with a woman in some time. At that thought hunger raged through her. An unfamiliar need she hadn’t experienced before shot so deep into her she moaned at its intensity. 

Then she trembled as his thick bulging cockhead nudged against her vaginal opening. He entered her swiftly and without mercy, her muscles stretching wildly as he impaled her. He filled her to perfection, his size reaching an area deep inside of her. An unexplored area that always wept with need when a man had sex with her. 

With this guy there was no disappointment. Only awe as he withdrew and thrust into her again. 

Once. Twice. Three times. 

She unraveled, jerked violently as the orgasm exploded through her. 

His mouth melted over hers catching her cries. His heated shaft slammed into her over and over. His pubic bone stroking her clit exactly right. 

She rolled from one climax right into another one. He continued to thrust and kiss her. The only sounds were that of his flesh slapping against hers and their erotic moans. Oh, she did love the way they sounded as the sounds of their union mingled through the air.

She rode with him. Rode the waves and then finally she heard him whisper he was coming. His body went rigid, and he shuddered, the condom filling with his warm semen. She felt him come up part and shift into his own world of bliss. Afterwards, in the drowsy after sex mode, her pussy spasms slowed, and he withdrew. 

Through heavy lidded eyes, she watched him as he carefully removed the condom and tied it off, then he tossed it into the waste basket she kept nearby for such purposes. The afterglow weakness of sex tugged at her, and she felt fantastic. She wanted to curl up and go to sleep, but he climbed onto the bed, bringing her up beside him. 

To her surprise, he spooned against her back side, and curled his arms around her, holding her against his hard body. 

The thick knot of his cock pushed against the crack in her ass as he held her. For a long time, she hoped he would slip his cock into her pussy from behind. He didn't, and yes, she felt disappointed, as his breathing slowed. She thought he'd fallen asleep, he'd been quiet for so long, but then his deep voice cracked through the twilight’s buttery glow of lamplight, his question shattering the comfortable silence.

"Where were you when it happened?"

She knew he was talking about the Catastrophe. Wondered why he would ask such a question at a time like this. Maybe he was trying to find out a connection they shared? Heck, everybody who survived shared the same connection. Losing their loved ones. Or maybe it just small talk on his part? 

Whatever his reason, The Catastrophe, as everyone called it, was something she tried really hard not to think about. It was still very painful. Yet, Logan's question brought it all back in vivid detail, and suddenly she ached to tell him. 

Needed to tell someone who seemed to care at least a little about her. Maybe because he was the first guy who actually thought about her pleasure instead of just his own. Maybe that's why she sensed he cared. Or maybe it was because he was her first client that she didn't have to fake an orgasm with?

“The day started just like any other,” she began. “The sun was shining brightly...”

Excitement pummeled Teyla as she drove out of the town’s mall parking lot with the truck cab full of two weeks’ worth of groceries and the early pregnancy test kit sitting in the paper bag right beside her on the seat. Glancing at herself in the rear-view mirror she couldn’t help but smile at her flushed pink cheeks or her windblown shoulder length wavy brown hair. Not one for wearing makeup, she looked a mess, but at the moment, she didn’t care because she just might be pregnant. For real. 

When she’d stepped out of the farmhouse this morning, that same weird nausea kind of feeling was anchored in the pit of her stomach. She’d been feeling a bit sick intermittently over the past week. At first, she’d thought she had a touch of the flu, but then she’d had a light bulb moment. Morning sickness?

As she watched her husband of eleven years working in the lush purple lavender fields, she’d barely been able to contain the bubbling happiness of what she suspected. She dare not raise Max’s hopes again only to find out it was a false alarm. It had happened three times over the past two years since they’d begun trying to get pregnant. 

The look of devastation on his face depressed her for weeks and it made her feel like a failure as a wife because she knew he wanted a lot of kids and so did she. This time around though, she was playing it nice and cool, at least in front of him. That is, until she found out for sure whether the early pregnancy kit gave her a positive reading or not. If it did, she would go to the doctor and have it confirmed this time before she so much as uttered a peep. 

Trying to keep her mind off her excitement she forced herself to gaze at her prairie surroundings. As always, the sparse dots of farmhouses, silver silos and fields of round hay bales baking in the sunshine soothed her rattled nerves. 

Heart Creek was a bustling farm town of five thousand people nestled in the foothills of the Canadian Rocky Mountains. It had a main street with a grocery store, a bakery, a hardware store, two restaurants and one mall. It also boasted the only outside drive-in theatre for miles. This area was her home and despite having a three-year stint as a grocery cashier in the busy city of Calgary, Alberta, after finishing high school, she’d come back home to marry her high school sweetheart, Max Sutton. 

She’d never regretted her decision, but she sometimes wondered if Max did, especially when she caught him gazing longingly at their relative’s endless stream of kids.

Since their lavender farm was around fifteen miles from town, it didn’t take long for her to swing her truck off the paved highway onto the dusty road that bordered their five hundred acres. 

They’d named their place Heart Pond Farm due to the huge man-made pond her husband had created about half a mile from their two story three-bedroom farmhouse. She could hardly wait to get home and hoped Max was still out in the fields so she could sneak into the house and take the test.

With her excitement rising, her fingers tightened on the steering wheel, and she gazed over the sparkling purple fields on both sides of the dusty road. They’d planted lavender over the last five years, finding it an extremely profitable venture compared to the mustard, corn, and hay they’d grown before. The crop was ready to harvest, and the sweet smell drifted into the open windows teasing her nostrils. She thought she saw a trail of dust in the east field and spotted a metallic glint. Slowing her truck, she braked and let the engine idle while she listened.

Birds chirped cheerfully, the wind whispered through the lavender plants, and she smiled as she heard the grumbling purr of the tractor. Yep, he was definitely in the east field. Good, now she could sneak into the house and take that pregnancy test. With renewed urgency, she pressed the gas pedal. 

Soon she spotted her white clapboard farmhouse huddled between a handful of huge pine trees and a moment later she’d pulled the truck into their parking lot. She was just about to shut off the engine when the bright flash of orange light sliced through the otherwise light blue noon sky almost blinding her. Intense heat rocked her and the truck stalled. 

She could only sit there on the bench seat and stare out the windshield, stunned, as she swore, she saw the sky waver momentarily. What the hell had that bright light been? Lightning? Why had the sky wavered like that? 

She shook her head; her heart racing like it had never done before. She thought about twisting the key in her ignition but had this really bad urge to just get out of the truck. But if the truck had been hit by lightning, how did she get out?

Frig it! What did one do to get out of a vehicle hit by lightning? One thing she did remember was to make sure she jumped out of the truck with both feet leaving at the same time, right? The rubber on her tires was preventing the electricity from parting so she couldn’t be touching the truck and the ground at the same time, right? If she did, she would be the lightning rod.

Adrenalin snapped through her, and she grabbed the bag off the seat, popped open the driver’s side and maneuvered herself so both her feet were firmly on the edge of the door opening. Wouldn’t this just be great if she died of electrocution? And what if she was finally pregnant?

Emotions, thick and raw welled and she held back a sob. Her eyes blurred and she wanted to cry. Oh crap. What rotten luck. Maybe she should just sit here and wait for Max? Oh heck, he could be out there in the fields for hours. He always got lost in his work, especially during harvest time. She could call him on her cell phone.

Sighing in relief, she dug the cell out of her back pocket and hit the button to turn it on. Nothing happened. 

“Oh, come on!” She hit the button several more times. Nothing. Dead battery? She’d just charged it a couple of days ago, for Pete’s sakes!

Okay, so she was on her own. All she needed to do was jump and not touch any metal on the truck or touch the ground at the same time. She could do that. Simple. Yeah. Right.

And what if she was wrong about how to leave the truck? No, she wasn’t. She had to be right.

She held her breath, stared at the ground. The ground was safety. Yeah, she was right. She had to be.

She didn’t know how long she stood there, perched to jump. She prayed Max would come to her rescue. Even shouted into the eerily silent air a few times. He didn’t come. Come to think of it, she didn’t hear his tractor motor anymore either. Nor any birds singing. And what was with the wind? It was getting very cold.

Creepy weird.

Anxiety mounted. She felt sick to her stomach. Nausea. Distinctive and gut wrenching. Chills took hold and the frosty wind wrapping around her wasn’t helping. Oh man, she was gonna be sick, if she didn’t get out of this truck.

Teyla prayed. Hard. She prayed harder than she’d ever prayed. And then she jumped.

Nothing happened when she hit the ground.

Except she lost the contents of her breakfast. Bitter bile lurched out of her mouth and her stomach ached like a bitch. Her skin felt cold and clammy. Perspiration blistered over her forehead and under her arms.

The flu? Morning sickness?

Oh man, where was Max? 

She shouted his name again into the deafening air. No answer. She made it into the house just in time to puke yet again into the kitchen sink.

If this was morning sickness, they could have it!

"It wasn’t morning sickness. I miscarried that day and all I found left of my late husband was a pile of ashes drifting off his tractor seat." She felt cold and numb inside of her, saying it aloud. Just as she'd felt that day.

"I’m sorry. That was tough to go through. I'm really sorry," he whispered, and Teyla sighed as he caressed her hair. 

She liked the feeling of him brushing her strands. It was soothing. Erotic. Nice. She sighed again and he squeezed his arms gently around her and for the first time ever, she relaxed in a client's arms. 

“They say it had something to do with the solar flares targeting people that contained certain genes. Those people just evaporated. There wasn’t anything you could have done for your baby, or your husband. It was just some freak science thing that no one saw coming. It was out of everybody’s control. Totally out of your control,” he whispered. 

The tone of his voice was soothing, and it just felt so normal to be lying here in his arms.

She'd lay here for just a moment, she thought to herself, then she'd get up and make him supper. But her eyelids grew so heavy. And she really liked listening to the steady way he breathed. He felt so warm and snug against her. She felt protected. Safe. She hadn't felt like this in a very long time. Too long to remember...

Logan knew the instant she fell asleep. Her body softened and melted against him. Her breathing slowed and her heart stopped hammering like crazy. Even now, after taking her, he wanted her again. There was vulnerability in her. A vulnerability he'd never seen before in the other professional women he’d slept with. An openness in her that brought out his protective side and suddenly he’d wanted to know where she’d been on that day that changed everyone’s life forever.

While she’d relayed her story, he realized she wasn't bitter or hard. While they’d had sex, he’d also sensed she wasn’t putting on an act. She hadn’t faked her pleasure at his hands. He liked that. A lot. 

Logan sighed and watched the strands of her hair move beneath his fingers as he caressed her. She had a really nice color of brown hair. In the twilight, he could see hints of gold and red twinkling there. And her hair felt so soft and silky as he stroked it. 

She shouldn’t be living out here all alone. Didn’t she realize how dangerous the world had become? She needed a man to settle here. A man to protect her from guys like him. Guys that wanted to take advantage of a woman living alone. A guy who wanted to share her with his partners. 

Logan smiled. Yeah, the other two men would like this woman. He'd make sure Cassidy and Spencer dished out lots of pleasure. She wouldn't be disappointed. Not at all.
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Chapter Three
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When Teyla awoke, she felt surprisingly refreshed. Her breasts, for the lack of a better word, felt ravenously used. Orally used, actually, and her pussy throbbed with a pleasant soreness. She'd fallen asleep wrapped in a stranger's arms feeling all safe and satisfied. But while she slept, he'd slipped out of bed and extinguished all but one of her oil lamps and tossed some more wood into the fireplace. As she stared into the semi-darkness, she heard him moving around in the kitchen. 

He was being quiet about it. The soft plop of a coffee pot being placed onto the wood stove. The slow opening and closing of the cutlery drawer. The creek of the cupboard door opening where she kept her mugs and plates. The man was hungry, Teyla thought as she smiled into the darkness.

Just then her stomach grumbled. Her smile widened. Obviously, she was hungry too. Come to think of it, she felt famished. 

Climbing off the bed, she slipped the negligee over her breasts and did up the buttons. Grabbing her robe off the bed post, she wrapped the soft pink terrycloth cocoon around her before tiptoeing across the wood plank floor to hesitate in the slightly open doorway. 

Maybe she should just stay in bed? He could join her. He could make love to her again.

Teyla linked. Make love? God, had she totally lost her marbles? She was a sex object to him. Nothing more. And she needed to make sure he had half the money up front, as agreed. Yeah, sure it was a little late in checking, but hey, he’d been damned good in bed, nicely distracting from the norm. She should be paying him. She stifled a giggle at that thought.

"Would you like to join me for a cup of coffee?" His deep voice echoed into the bedroom making her tense and her cheeks flame with instant heat. 

Shoot! He’d heard her. 

“Um, sure. Just give me a minute.” To get my red, irritatingly blushing cheeks under control, she added silently. 

“How do you take it?” he called again.

“Black.” Considering sugar and cream were extremely in short supply, she would leave what little she had for her guest. “Sugar is in the canister on the table and some cream is in the jar on the east windowsill.”

She didn’t hear him move, so she figured he took his coffee black as well. Placing her palms against her warm cheeks, she willed them to cool, ordered herself to calm down. 

Taking deep, steadying breaths, she finally managed to regain a semblance of control. Well, she may as well go out there and make the man some supper. 

Maybe he'd thank her with another scorching session of sex? 

Teyla rolled her eyes and chastised herself for thinking that way. He would take her because he wanted to, not because he was thankful for a good meal. 

Making sure the sash on her robe was nice and tight, she self-consciously clutched the lapels around her throat and stepped out of the bedroom into the adjoining kitchen. The buttery glow from an oil lamp on a nearby shelf splashed over him. 

He sat at the table, facing her. He wore only his jeans, and as she entered the room, he smiled making her tummy do some really nice flip-flops. When she spotted a couple of cute dimples pop out on each if his cheeks, she almost moaned aloud from the erotic jolt slamming through her. 

Gosh, he really did look hot! 

He seemed genuinely glad to see her. 

“Great coffee," he said as he poured some into another mug, he had sitting near him on the table. Her gaze latched onto his long fingers, and she shivered as she remembered how intensely he thrust them into her vagina.

"Come, stand over here," he said. 

She noticed his look suddenly seemed glazed with heat. 

Trembling, with an odd sense of anticipation, she went to him. She swallowed as he reached out and pulled on her robe sash. 

It fell open. 

"You won't need this," he whispered and slipped the robe off her shoulders. He let it drop with a whisper.

"Or this." 

He began unbuttoning those dainty buttons on her negligee. His fingers fumbled from not being used to such a delicate task, despite that, he did it in record time. He lowered the negligee over her shoulders, past her elbows and cool air touched her breasts as they spilled free for him to see. 

He inhaled softly as he studied them. They felt so unbelievably heavy, and she ached for him to touch her.

"I guess you figured out I'm a breast man." 

"Really? I hadn't noticed."

Oh, her cheeks were warming up again as he stared at her breasts. She noticed there was a breathless tone to her voice too. A throaty tone she'd never heard before, let alone had known existed.

"Yeah. Yours are perfect."

His grin widened and spirals of something unnameable shot through her. His gaze made her feel jittery and feverish at the same time. In a good way.

"Why no guy has taken you for himself is just unbelievable," he burst out and just kept staring.

Her brain told her not to get sucked in by his kind words. Clients said all kinds of things in the heat of action. In most cases, they were fantasizing about a woman in their own life. A woman that had died in the Catastrophe, or a woman they couldn't have or a girlfriend who didn't want to do anal or oral or wouldn't put out when they wanted. 

She knew she was second choice. Didn't have a problem with that. At least not until now.

She wondered who Logan was fantasizing about, as he gazed at her breasts. Wondered who he envisioned he was touching as he reached out both his hands and feather brushed her nipples until they grew so hard, she almost had to clench her teeth from the agony of wanting them in his mouth. She inhaled with the delightful sensations, the erotic thoughts. Her heart hammered as he pushed back his chair and stood, his fingers leaving her nipples.

He gripped her chin with his hand and tilted her head upward. She knew she was reading way too much into the awesome quiver rippling through her as she saw the sparkle of appreciation shining in his dark eyes. Despite trying not to melt against him, she couldn't help but to do just that. She pushed her lower half against his torso, feeling the magnificent bulge of his cock press against her panty, the only thing she was left wearing.

In response, he gyrated his hips against her, the hard knot of his erection pressing firmly against her lower abdomen. She moaned softly at the surprisingly beautiful feelings zipping through her and moaned again as he lowered his mouth upon hers. 

Before his lips touched hers, she smelled coffee and then tasted it as his mouth powered over hers, making her legs go weak and all her nerve endings stand to attention.

Gosh, the man knew how to kiss. His lips were firm and demanding, encouraging every inch of her to become aware of him. She gasped as a flare of need snapped through her pussy. Before she could stop herself from physically and emotionally falling into the sensual abyss of pleasure, she was already curling her arms around his neck and pushing wantonly against him.

His lips demanded, and took her breath away, made her mindless. His sexy scent filled her nostrils teasing her senses and snapping a wildfire deep inside her pussy. When he forced his way past her lips and thrust his tongue into her mouth, exquisite shivers rushed through her all the way down to her toes.

His tongue twisted with hers. Touched. Mated. Worked dark magic as his lips made love to her mouth, leaving her dazed and overwhelmed with erotic sensations. 

Abruptly, he broke the kiss, and she cried out when her feet suddenly left the floor and he was lifting her by her waist, placing her ass first onto the kitchen table. Sliding his warm hands between her knees, he opened her legs to him. She moaned as a finger slid into the opening of her panty and into her wet vagina. The onslaught of sensations from his penetration made her wonderfully off balance. She reached out and grabbed hold of a solid pair of shoulders.

"Say my name," he whispered as she panted. 

"Logan," she breathed, loving the way his name rolled out of her mouth. Loving the intense way, he studied her and the erotic way he withdrew his finger and thrust two into her pussy, this time with his knuckles massaging her clit as he slipped in, making want pound through every inch of her.

"Again," he commanded in a thick voice.

"Logan." 

Her slick vagina clenched around his finger. She loved being impaled in this way, enjoyed the sensations exploding inside her every time he entered. 

He kept pumping, this time with three fingers and leaned over, his head dipping, his succulent mouth latching onto her left nipple. Teeth tormented her tender bud as his fingers seduced her pussy. She gasped as an orgasm began to build. Closed her eyes to allow the climax to embrace her.

As if sensing she was nearing her climax, he let go of her nipple, withdrew his fingers. Grabbing her waist, he lifted her off the table, her knees almost buckling as she stood in front of him. 

The sound of foil crinkling had her looking down as he ripped open a package. From the corner of her eye, she noticed on the table, beside his coffee mug, several condoms that he must have slipped out of the package in her room. She also saw the feed bag and money peeking out. She hadn't noticed them when she’d come in. Why hadn't she noticed? Because she'd been fixated on him, that’s why. He seemed to be a magnet to her. A wicked distraction. A welcome change.

Hunger raced through her as she drew her attention downward again and watched him roll on the condom. His cock appeared flushed and swollen and very erect. 

Oh baby, come on, give it to me. Just like before. This time, she didn't even try to chastise herself for wanting him or curse herself for allowing him to kiss her again.

Gosh, was she desperate for sex or was she desperate? She whimpered as he suddenly dropped to his knees before her. Staring down at him, she watched him slip his fingers beneath the waistband of her panty and slid the flimsy piece of material over her hips and down her legs. She stepped out of them, and he tossed it beneath the kitchen table. He pressed his palms between her thighs, widening her legs some more.

"I noticed food is scarce around here," he commented as he suddenly looked up at her, his eyes laden with lust.

She nodded numbly, unable to grasp why he was talking about food when they both so obviously needed sex.

"I have something you’ll like out in my satchel in the barn. I'm hungry, but I'm hungrier for you."

Oh God.

She inhaled sharply as he licked his lips and lowered his head to between her thighs. Yelped as his tongue slid between her pussy lips and he lapped her ultra-sensitive clit. 

"I couldn't get enough of smelling you earlier. Need to taste you again," he said as he drew away and then went in with his head again. 

She undulated as he licked her pussy again, his powerful tongue turning into an erotic whip as he lashed her clit. Exquisite pleasure rushed through her. He held her hips tightly so she could barely move and literally ate her vagina. The heat of his lips fused over her pussy, and he sucked so hard she instantly exploded. 

Shuddering waves ripped her apart. He devoured her. Tormented her. She fought to breathe as emotions and pleasure shot through her like a wanton tornado.

"Perfect," he gasped as he let go of her. He rose quickly, got into position in front of her and she whimpered as his thick cock head pressed between her labia folds. Clutching his biceps, she clenched her teeth as he worked his thick cock into her. Oh, God, had he been this big last time? Unbelievable pressure pillaged her as her vagina muscles stretched and gave way accepting the huge intruder. He withdrew, and as he thrust into her again, he took her mouth in another plundering kiss that rocked her to her very core.

He stroked his cock into her. Entering her with long thrusts that were strong and pushed her toward a climax. 

He was so big inside her. She could feel every inch of him now, where their first time had been so frenzied and quick, she'd just let the sensations whipped through her. Now, he was taking his time, making sure she was feeling him. Feeling the heady kiss and the long torturously slow thrusts.

He began to pump harder, and she knew he must be feeling the power steamrolling toward them. He thrust his tongue into her mouth, matching the desperate thrusts of his cock.

And then Teyla was there. 

Ecstasy. It burst through her with a white-hot lightning speed. Her thoughts melted and she became one with him, their bodies fusing, convulsing.

He swept her soul away, stripped her emotions bare with his driving strokes and when her orgasm was finally over, the spasms in her vagina ebbed away as they held onto each other. 

She listened to his heavy breathing, committed the sound to her memory, knowing she wanted to keep every intimate detail of him in her mind so she could unbury them after he was gone. Unbury them during the long cold nights she spent alone.

"I'm going out to the barn and get some food,” he said as he finally pulled out of her. She watched him tie off the condom and toss it into the wastebasket she kept in her kitchen.

“Get dressed. I'll be back in a few minutes," he ordered.

She made a move to bend over and retrieve the negligee, but he stopped her.

"There is another package in there." He nodded to a saddlebag slung over the back seat of another chair.

"Put what’s in there, on. Leave the robe off." 

She nodded and numbly watched him stroll to the side door, where he slid his big bare feet into his boots. Grabbing a sweater he'd left on the hook, he swept it over his glistening tanned body and then donned his leather jacket.
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