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The Outlaw Lovers (Books 1 - 5)

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 have full intentions of declaring ownership of the women they love...and they’ll do it any way they can.

This boxed set contains the first FIVE books in The Outlaw Lovers series.

Jude Outlaw, The Claiming, Colter’s Revenge, Tyler’s Woman, Resistance.

Some scenes include scorching ménages, romances, light bondage, bdsm, m/f/m/m, m/f, m/f/m, m/m, anal, oral, double penetration, figging, and more...
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Jude Outlaw

The Outlaw Lovers 1

When Cate Callahan learns Jude is coming home from the Terrorist Wars and is ready to claim her under the new law with the help of his four brothers—she steals their boat and escapes to the high seas. Unfortunately, her runaway bid for freedom doesn’t last long.

Quickly capturing his lover, Jude rekindles the flames and seduces Cate back into his bed.

But Jude holds a secret that could make him lose Cate forever...

~
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The Claiming

The Outlaw Lovers 2

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 presenting her to the Outlaw Lovers and The Claiming.

Colter’s Revenge

The Outlaw Lovers 3

Revenge belongs to Dr. Colter Outlaw when he runs into the beautiful woman who broke his heart during the Terrorist Wars. Capturing her, collaring her and holding her against her will, he seduces her, fills her with wicked desires and cravings for a delicious ménage. Fully intent on breaking her heart and walking away, his plans unravel when he submits to the carnal pleasures Ashley gives him so freely.

He’d told her he loved her. Whispered promises of rescue from her life as a slave, then he’d disappeared. Infected with a version of the X-virus that leaves her sexually excited on a daily basis, Ashley Blakely has come to Pleasure Palace to bid on the cure. She never expected her Outlaw Lover to screw her plans. Nor did she expect to give him her heart and body so easily.

~
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Tyler’s Woman

The Outlaw Lovers 4

Laurie Callahan has always experienced red-hot pleasure and passionate love in Tyler Outlaw’s arms. But when he’s pronounced MIA, presumed dead in the Terrorist Wars, her world is shattered and her heart broken.

For years Tyler Outlaw and his best friend Hunter Brown endured brutal torture and worse in a terrorist prison. Finally, free of their hell, they return home intent on seducing Laurie into their erotic-filled fantasies.

Shocked to discover Tyler is alive and he’s taken a male lover, Laurie is thrust into a sensual world of sizzling seductions, scorching ménages and the carnal desires that both scarred men crave. But she fears Tyler won’t want her when he discovers she’s not the same woman he left behind.

Please note: 

This book may be not suitable for sensitive readers.

Resistance

The Outlaw Lovers 5

Fugitive female...

Renegade Resistance leader Reena “Red” Wilde is in for the fight of her life when she experiences an erotic attraction to the two most dangerous men she’s ever met.

Black ops assassin...

Months ago, Will “Blade” Smith spent one sizzling evening in the arms of a red-haired seductress. Now she’s his next assignment. One look into her gorgeous eyes and he’s wrestling his heated cravings for her all over again.

Bounty Hunter...

When Cade Outlaw nabs his bounty, sexy Reena Wilde, his profession dictates she’s hands off. But he can’t ignore the magnetic sparks between them, or that she is the biggest temptation of his life.

Resistance is futile...

After Reena escapes Cade and Will and falls prey to a band of evil hunters, she’s grateful her sexy hunks come to her rescue...and in return, saves their lives. Trapped in a solitary cabin during a wicked snowstorm, she can’t resist her two, well-hung studs, nor can she deny they’ve claimed her heart.
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Other Boxsets (ebooks) 
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Her Sexy Cowboys, Intimate Secrets, Dark Solar, Captured! (Captured is not on Amazon), Risque Girl Delights, Shades of Ménage, Pleasure Bound, Naughty Girl Desires, A Touch of Ménage, Shifters by the Sea, Vampira, and Merry Menage Kisses. More on the way!

(Please note: some stories may appear in more than one themed boxed set).
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This ebook is licensed for your personal use only.

Artificial Intelligence (AI) Training is not permitted except with special license from the author or publisher.
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This is a work of fiction. Characters, places, settings, and events presented in this book are purely of 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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The Outlaw Lovers 1

When Cate Callahan learns Jude is coming home from the Terrorist Wars and is ready to claim her under the new law with the help of his four brothers—she steals their boat and escapes to the high seas. Unfortunately, her runaway bid for freedom doesn’t last long.

Quickly capturing his lover, Jude rekindles the flames and seduces Cate back into his bed.

But Jude holds a secret that could make him lose Cate forever...

––––––––
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Chapter One
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Gulf of Maine, United States, Year 2020

“COME ON OUT OF THERE, Cate, or I’ll break down this door! ”

“Get off my boat, Outlaw! ” Cate Callahan yelled as she hid in the locked engine room lavatory of the boat she’d stolen a couple of weeks ago when she’d run from the newly invoked Claiming Law. 

Jude Outlaw chuckled. It was a free and easy laugh, a direct contrast to the fear running through her. She tightened her grip around the knife she held.

“Your boat, Cate? If my brothers’ find out you’re the one who stole it, you’ll wish you were dead. They were real upset to find you gone when we came back from the Wars. Come on out of there and let’s go home.”

“And have the Claiming Law forced on me? No freaking way! ” 

Due to the death of most of the world’s female population, the male majority had passed a new law to ease their sexual frustrations. 

With the stroke of a pen, the newly re-formed United States government had taken away women’s rights, turning women into nothing more than property. Property who could be claimed by groups of men. All that was required from men was to videotape sexual consummation with the woman they wanted and file a claim for her to the U.S. Claims Office. There was talk too that the government was toying with the idea that more than one group of men could share her during a thirty-day period. In the end, the woman would go to the largest group of men who produced the most creative sexual acts in the videotape. 

She’d been sure that when Jude returned from the Wars they could hide from the new law. Her hopes were dashed two weeks ago when she’d received a telegram from him explaining he was coming home with four of his surviving brothers, Luke, Colter, Cade and Mac, and that they had agreed to help him claim her under the new law. 

The man she loved with all her heart and hadn’t seen in five years expected her to be a wife to five men! 

In response, she’d stolen their boat in an effort to run from the insanity that now ruled the country. 

“I know you’re scared the government will extend the new law and that the Barlow brothers will want to claim you, too,” Jude echoed her thoughts from the other side of the door.

Scared? That’s an understatement.

“They’re rich. They’ll buy the judges,” Cate hissed. She couldn’t believe they were having this discussion. 

“Everything will work out fine,” he growled. Irritation laced his voice. Instincts told her he wasn’t so sure things would work out.

“The hell it will, Jude. They bought their way out of fighting in the Wars. They can buy a judge to get to me.” 

Even if the Barlows didn’t get her, she knew in her heart Jude wouldn’t look at her the same way if she slept with his brothers. The respect between them would be gone. Their special love would end. It was best if they never participated under this new law.

“Either you come out right now or I’ll lock you in until we get home. At least by then you’ll be more...sociable.”

A razor-sharp fear zipped along her nerves. She had no food down here. And she was overdue for her medicine. Medicine she needed badly to stay alive. 

It was another reason she’d stolen the Outlaws’ boat. Selling it would give her enough money to buy medicine for a long time with enough left over to help her stay in hiding.

She tensed as his footsteps headed away from where she’d taken refuge.

If he locked the hatch, she’d be at his mercy in no time flat. She had to make her move now or she would never escape. 

Quietly, she unlocked the door and pushed it open just enough to get a glimpse of the man she hadn’t seen for so long. 

Cate’s mouth dropped open in shock. Against her will, her body tightened with sexual awareness.

Heavens!  The man had filled out quite nicely.

Standing at the base of the stairs, his broad, naked back was turned to her. He stared up the staircase, appearing to be deep in thought as to whether he should follow through on his threat of locking her in. Her breath hitched as she spied his thick sinewy biceps flex and bulge while he knotted his fists with frustration.

Perhaps she’d made a serious mistake in running from him?

Even from behind, the man looked lethal.

Drop-dead gorgeous. 

His sandy-brown hair was just this side of unkempt and curled nicely against the nape of his neck. He possessed a pair of wide muscular shoulders. His torso was long, his waist slim. 

Low, hip-hugging jean cutoffs embraced a nice, shaped ass. His large feet were bare, his legs long with powerful-looking thighs. 

Past experience proved he matched her own gentle and sweet sexual appetites, but now he was a man and not a teenager. A man, who wanted to share her with his four sex-deprived brothers.

A fresh wave of fear scrambled through her. 

She would never submit to any man!  She had to show Jude she meant business. All she needed to do was scare him enough so he’d allow her to go up the stairs and onto the deck.

Mind made up and knife held high, she shot like a bullet from her hiding place. In four quick strides, she was halfway to him.

Unfortunately, he heard her coming and turned.

She moved faster.

Clasping the knife in front of her, she gasped in shock as his arm came up in a defensive move slamming into the hideous blade. The edge sliced easily into the fleshy part of his arm just below his elbow. Crimson blood splashed out of the gash. Pain flashed in his blue eyes. It shot fear and guilt through her but quickly shifted to excitement as within the blink of an eye a strong hand clamped around her wrist. He squeezed so hard her fingers instantly went numb.

She dropped the knife, and it clattered to the wood-planked floor.

Momentary shock zipped through his face when he looked at her. As if he liked what he saw, his lips curled upward. In response, her pussy throbbed with an overwhelming eagerness for his mouth to feast on her down there between her thighs. She cursed the lingering side effects of the X-virus. Sometimes the aftereffects made her react inappropriately, like she was doing now.

“Long time no see, Cate,” he growled. Instantly, he pushed her up against the wall, his thick shaft pressing intimately between her legs, his bare chest squishing her breasts. 

Anger, pain and lust flashed in his eyes. He bared his white teeth. 

“You’re going to be sorry you cut me, Cate. Very sorry.”

Before she could protest, he cupped her chin firmly in his large hand and lowered his head. 

Scorching lips came down upon hers with such fierceness it took her breath away. Her body awakened as one nerve after another short-circuited. Lusty heat uncurled and shot lightning bolts deep within her belly and she couldn’t stop herself from kissing him back. 

His sensuous lips tasted of ocean salt, and when she opened her mouth to him, she savored the taste of champagne on his rough tongue. Obviously, he’d been celebrating her capture before he’d boarded the boat! 

A hand lifted the hem of her dress. Cool air brushed her sensitized clit. Hot fingers dipped between her legs and eagerly skimmed over the tight curls protecting her mons. When a firm, scorching finger slid against her clitoris, she jolted against him as a dizzying rush of blood shot straight into her vagina.

Her legs weakened and she grabbed his shoulders as if he were her lifesaver on a sinking ship.

She whimpered beneath his lusty onslaught.

At the sound, he broke the kiss and cocked an amused eyebrow at her. “No underwear? You must have been expecting me.”

Her face flamed. “Don’t flatter yourself.”  

He grinned with a profound wickedness that made her heart thump with wild abandon.

In one fluid motion, he slid his finger between the folds of her labia. Heat seared against her vaginal walls as he dipped inside. She gasped from the pleasure.

His eyes smoldered with fiery arousal. “Never had a woman wet for me so fast. I won’t have any trouble sliding my cock into you and fucking you senseless for the rest of today.”

Son of a bitch!  Is that all she was to him? Just a woman he could fuck.

Anger tore through. Instinctively her foot came up and she stamped hard on his bare toes. He swore and let her loose.

She took off, scrambling up the stairs. The instant she cleared the hatch; she slammed it down with a bang.

“Got you, Jude Outlaw! ” she laughed as she secured the latch.

Adrenaline roared through her, and she let out a whoop of joy.

She’d done it!  She was free!  And she had Jude Outlaw as her hostage.

“I guess my brother isn’t as charming as I thought.” The amused masculine voice drifted over her excitement like a cold wave.

Cate froze as a tall brown-haired man who looked a lot like Jude stepped right in front of her. He had a gun trained at her midsection. 

Oh, darn! 

“Don’t look so shocked, Cate. My brother anticipated you’d put up a good fight, so he brought me along as backup.” Amusement tipped the sides of his lips.

She didn’t have time to be mad. Without warning, the familiar wave of light-headedness swept over her. 

Damned cursed terrorists and their virus!  The bad effects always grabbed her when she least expected it.

Weakness zipped through her spine. Her legs buckled. She fell hard to her knees. 

“That’s the perfect position for a woman about to be claimed,” Luke chuckled. 

Despite his humor, she read concern in his dark-blue eyes. It gave her little comfort.

“I suppose you’ll be needing some of that medicine?”

Cate nodded numbly as the weakness spilled into the rest of her body.

Furious pounding and shouts erupted from the locked engine room. “I think we’ll leave Jude down there until your medicine kicks in. I know you’re going to need a rest before he takes you home.”

Oh God.

She wished she could get up. Wished she could dive overboard. Escape the fear searing through her at what awaited her back home. But she couldn’t move a muscle. Her eyes grew heavy. Drifted closed. Her mind started shutting down.

She heard Luke swear softly and his hurried footsteps snapped against the deck as he went for her medicine.

Once again, she cursed the aftereffects of the sickness.

Researchers had originally developed an experimental drug so they could inject it into a target group of mentally ill people to reduce their chronic violent behaviors. Unfortunately, a brilliant but rather loony scientist by the name of Blakely managed to get his hands on the drug and altered its makeup. The resulting airborne virus was now specifically designed to attack estrogen-rich female bodies. Once contained within the body, the virus attacked the brain repressing independence while elevating the need for submission. Blakely sold the untried virus to a then little-known, but richly endowed, terrorist group called the DogmarX, thereby providing them the means to put into motion their righteous plans for female submission to the male. 

DogmarX had targeted a women’s equal rights group attending a convention in Afghanistan. The terrorists had sent a written warning to authorities informing them to cancel the convention or suffer the consequences. Unfortunately, the authorities had concluded the warning as just another hoax. The convention proceeded as scheduled. 

Within days, the women attending the convention began to exhibit signs of excessive sexual submission to men. The airborne virus spread like wildfire throughout the world, mutating independently and destructively with other illnesses until more than eighty percent of the world’s women had died. Instead of merely suppressing certain areas of the brain, some of the mutated viruses painfully destroyed then consumed the brain before attacking other vital organs, effectively acting like a cancer on speed. The survivors, she being one of them, were reduced to taking expensive medicines to stay alive. And by the way she was feeling right now, she wouldn’t be living for long.

Blackness closed in around her like a welcome blanket and she slipped into heavenly unconsciousness.
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Chapter Two
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JUDE OUTLAW WINCED at the pain shooting through his injured arm as he reached out and brushed a stray strand of hair off the unconscious Cate’s flushed forehead. 

When Luke had let him out of the engine room and Jude had seen her sprawled on the deck of the boat, his heart had frozen solid. He’d thought she was dead. Relief had swept through him when his brother told him it was the sickness and she’d already been given the injection she needed to survive.

He smiled down at her as she lay sleeping on the bed in the yacht cabin.

God, he’d missed her. 

He’d yearned to hold her in his arms. Had ached to touch her silky breasts. Most of all, he missed plunging his rigid cock deep into her sweet cavern and listening to her sexy moans like when they’d been teenagers and before he’d gone to the Wars.

She looked so feminine, so soft and sultry. Her shoulder-length hair gave the appearance of a blonde halo splashed over the pillow. Her high pink cheekbones looked stunning. Sensually curved lips were red and slightly parted. Long eyelashes lay over her closed eyes. 

Eyes that when open sparkled emerald, green, like the ocean waves at sunrise.

He should have married her before he’d run off to fight the Wars. But everything had happened so fast. The terrorists had unleashed the final blow by setting loose that sexual virus. Cate had been one of the millions of women who’d been hit by the virus. She’d almost died. Others hadn’t been so lucky, like his and Cate’s mothers. They’d died excruciating deaths.

That’s when he and his brothers had joined the fight against terrorists. They’d battled overseas for five long years. 

During that time, world economies collapsed in a domino effect. Governments could no longer sustain their armies’ occupation of other countries. Soldiers were quickly being recalled. When Jude and his brothers received word they’d be pulling out they’d been glad. The fights had been tough and long. 

They were tired and anxious about the rumors they’d heard of the surviving women going into hiding to avoid the Claiming Law. Women who were barely existing off the land and stealing whatever they could get their hands on so they could buy the medicine that would keep them alive. Living like savages until captured by groups of men who would sexually claim them. 

He’d feared for Cate’s safety and when he and his brothers had arrived home, they’d discovered Cate had run off, too. She’d gone into hiding to avoid the Claiming Law.

Jude sighed wearily. She shouldn’t have left. She should have waited for him. She should have given him a chance to tell her how much he loved her. 

“Are you both okay?” Luke asked as he entered the cabin.

“Fine.” Jude replied tightly. 

“I’m glad we finally caught her. It’ll make finding Tyler that much easier.”

Jude gritted his teeth and closed his eyes as he thought of their missing younger brother. Up until a couple of weeks ago, they’d thought he was dead, a casualty of the Terrorist Wars. 

But Clay Barlow from a neighboring farm had told them differently. Clay, the youngest brother of the Barlow’s, had snuck off to join the Wars a few years back. A couple of weeks, ago he’d shown up at the Outlaw farm declaring Tyler was alive. At first, they’d all been stunned with disbelief. But when Clay Barlow shared information only Tyler could know, they knew Clay spoke the truth.

However, their happiness had been short-lived. Clay revealed Tyler was rotting away in a prison somewhere, but he wouldn’t give his exact whereabouts unless Clay and his three brothers got something first.

They wanted Cate. 

That’s when Jude had realized why Cate had run. The evil Barlows must have told her they wanted to Claim her.

“She’s turned into quite a pretty woman from the tomboy we used to hang with,” Luke said softly. 

“She sure has,” Jude admitted as he gazed at her. She was more than pretty. She was beautiful.

“Now that we have her, you’re not going to change your mind, are you? We’ll still use her to get the information about Tyler?”

Jude nodded slowly. Bile clogged up his throat at the idea of using Cate to get the information.

“You sure? Because the longer it takes to find Tyler the more he’s gonna suffer.” 

“Dammit, Luke!  I gave you all my word. It doesn’t mean I have to like it. So back off! ”

Luke sighed. “When are you going to tell her the news about the deal we struck with the Barlows regarding Tyler?”

“I don’t know.”

“The sooner you tell her; the more time you have to prepare her.”

Jude remained silent. How could he tell the woman he loved he was going to hand her over to those filthy bastards?

“She’s going to wake up soon. Tell her. Prepare her. She might take it easier if the news comes from you.”

“That’s a laugh. Those Barlows are the cruelest men I know. If something goes wrong, they’ll use her until there’s nothing left but an empty shell of the woman I love.”

Luke’s eyes narrowed with determination. “There’s no alternative. We have to find Ty as soon as possible. And the only way is to give the Barlow brothers what they want.”

“Would you give up the woman you love?” Jude snapped.

Luke’s face paled.

Jude cursed softly, instantly realizing his mistake. Years ago, the authorities had taken Callie—Luke’s girlfriend, who had been Cate’s sister—away for experimental testing. Testing because she’d shown no signs of being infected by the terrorist’s illness. The authorities had told Luke to never expect her back alive. He’d searched for her but had never found her.

“I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have said that.”

“I’ve docked the Outlaw Lover,” Luke said tightly. “I’ll go get the Barlows and bring them back here. I shouldn’t be too long. Stay on board, okay?”

Jude nodded. He’d been so deep in his anger he hadn’t even noticed they’d stopped at the newly re-built New Portland docks.

A minute later, Luke was strolling down the wharf, his shoulders slumped, his head bowed. Jude didn’t have to be a genius to know his insensitive words had gotten Luke to start thinking about Callie again. It was too late to take back what he’d said. Luke would have to deal with it, just like Jude had to deal with the anger churning deep inside him when he thought of the Barlows’ ultimatum.

They had made it quite clear that if they didn’t get Cate, then the Outlaw brothers wouldn’t get Tyler.

That meant their youngest brother might be as good as dead.

* * * * *
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THE SOFT RUMBLE OF a boat engine drifted through the thick layers of Cate Callahan’s sleep, prodding her to open her eyes. 

“Nice of you to wake up,” Jude said softly.

He sat on the bed beside her, his warm body heat zipping through the thin material of her dress and nestling wonderfully against her skin. 

She fought against the need to move closer to him. Fought the insane hammering of her heart as his sexy, earthy scent swarmed her senses.

Her eyes darted from the intensity of his dark gaze to quickly roam the length of the room. 

Son of a bitch!  

He’d secured her in the cabin of The Outlaw Lover, the Outlaw brothers’ sixty-foot cruiser. 

Situated high in the cruiser, the cabin had always appeared small and ultra-cozy to her the few times Jude had brought her here before he’d left for the Wars. Now it seemed like a prison. Glass surrounded the entire room, allowing her to look out at the sky darkened with bruised purple clouds. Screeching white seagulls sailed around outside and she saw nothing on the horizon but rolling gray ocean waves tipped with whitecaps. 

Alarm zipped up her spine as she realized the boat was moving out into the ocean, leaving Maine behind.

It was at that same point she realized her wrists were bound by soft, velvet-lined cuffs to the sides of the bed. Her legs were spread-eagle, her ankles bound. 

Shit! 

She pulled at her bonds. There was some give but not enough for her to break free.

“This isn’t the way to treat a woman you say you want to claim.”

He didn’t say anything, but her heart hammered insanely in her ears as he reached over and caressed her jaw with a long hot, callused finger. He slid his digit off her jaw and drew a hearty line of fire down her neck and over the top swell of her left breast.

“Where are you taking me?” 

In response, he smiled warmly, and she couldn’t stop the tingles of excitement shooting through her body.

“We’re going to get re-acquainted.” 

Re-acquainted? Sweet heavens!  

Guilt assaulted her when she noted the stark contrast of the white bandage wrapped against the darkly tanned flesh of his arm where she’d stabbed him. Her guilt turned to a sweet sexual awakening as his finger intimately brushed against the tip of her nipple that poked eagerly against her dress. 

“What are you going to do to me?” She tried to keep her voice tough. Tried to show him his hot touch didn’t affect her, but the cool knowledge in his eyes made her whimper.

“You have to ask?”

“Don’t bother. I don’t love you anymore,” she lied.

“You’d better make me believe you, Cate.”

“I won’t be claimed by your brothers or any other man.”

She saw the slightest tightening of his jaw.

“How can you live with yourself, Jude? Spreading my legs like a whore for you and your brothers. Do you call that love? If you cared a little...” 

“I do care,” he snapped. Anger blazed in his eyes and muscles twitched in his jaw. She’d upset him.

Good.

She forced herself to lower her voice. She would get better results by keeping calm and talking sweet.

“Then let me go,” she said softly. 

“I won’t let you go. At least not until I give you a taste of what you’ll be missing if you decide to leave me again.”

Oh!  The heated arousal in his eyes ignited a fevered anticipation she knew only Jude could extinguish. Her self-control began to slip.

“I’m missing nothing,” she spat, as her anger rushed back with a vengeance. She hated that his touch made her weak.

“You shouldn’t have run, Cate,” he said.

“How’d you expect me to react? Having to be a wife to five men. And others...” 

He winced at her words. “The old days are gone, compliments of the terrorists. We’re going to have to get used to it.”

“I won’t get used it! ”

Ignoring her outburst, he whispered, “I’ve missed looking at you.” 

An anxious shiver of delight racked her as his hands skimmed upward to the collar of her dress. Shaky masculine fingers opened one delicate button at a time, his gaze transfixed to hers. She tried to look away but couldn’t. She wanted his hands on her flesh. 

He stopped unbuttoning the dress just above her belly button.

“I’ve missed touching you.” His voice sounded hoarse. “For years I thought about you. Thought about how you’d welcome me home. And now I’m going to find out...”

Ripples of fire rumbled through her as he spread the material wide open, allowing her breasts to spill out to his hungry appreciative gaze. She wasn’t wearing a bra. There had been no need to, out here on the ocean all alone. She sucked in a breath as his work-roughened hands slid erotically over her generous mounds, cupping them, making them swell. Beautiful sensations raced through her as his rough thumbs massaged her nipples until they became stiff and the size of marbles.

“Your nipples are an enchanting color. Just like the color of sparkling pink champagne,” he whispered.

He lifted a hot hand away and reached for a bottle she hadn’t noticed settled beside him on a night table. Using his teeth, he pulled on the cork. It opened with a loud pop, and he gulped a generous drink. 

His Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed the pink liquid. When he finished, he looked at her. His gaze burned a searing path straight into her. 

“Now it’s time for me to get a taste of what I’ve been missing.”

Suddenly, he tipped the bottle over her breasts. The cool liquid shocked her flesh, making her cry out.

Her heart thundered as he bent his head. Flames of heat zipped across her flesh as he lapped the wine off her. She shivered beneath his lusty licks, her breaths coming in sharp gasps. Instinctively she arched against him, wanting more. When he took one of her hardened nipples into his mouth, pleasure and heat torched a line straight to her pussy.

The scent of wine in the air and the steady pressure of his mouth suckling her nipple had her gasping as her body hummed with appreciation.

“You bastard! ” She cried out and arched against him as her resistance slipped away.

As he suckled, his large hand slid like a hot brand upward along her inner thigh. She bolted against her restraints when a hot finger nudged at her vaginal opening. She struggled as she tried to reclaim her senses. She couldn’t allow him to do this. Couldn’t allow him to force her to remember how good it felt to have him making love to her.

“Jude, don’t...”

He tore his mouth from her nipple with a popping sound and blinked at her. The mesmerizing blueness of his eyes hypnotized her, calmed her. Well, maybe calm was the wrong word. 

“Your sweetly drenched channel says otherwise, Cate.”

Damn him, he was right. She was wet for him. Wanted desperately to gyrate her pussy against his hot hand. She’d always been wet whenever he’d looked her way. Had been weak in his arms. He’d always been so gentle and sweet with her. 

But this time was different.

Five years had passed, and there was a new desperation in his touch and a wonderful confidence she couldn’t ignore. A confidence that made a spear of jealousy shoot through her. How many of those conscripted women had he taken to his bed while he’d been away? She’d heard about them. Women who were ordered to sexually pleasure the troops. There had been rumors that some of those women had been kidnapped from their homelands and made into sexual slaves for the higher-ranking officers.

A thumb smoothed against her clit making all thoughts of the Wars vanish. She clamped her jaw together in an effort not to cry out from the fascinating sensations ripping through her senses.

She felt hot. Feverish. Felt the cream of her arousal seep from her pussy. A finger slipped into her tightly drenched channel, making her whimper with want. He inserted two more fingers, then slid out and with an erotic rhythm until her vaginal muscles clenched around his fingers. Instinctively, she wiggled her hips and pulled at the restraints, wanting more of his pleasure. It had been too long since she’d had sex.

Oh, yes!  Keep going.

She moved her pussy against his hand. Sucked in an excited breath as a fourth finger slid inside her.

The fit was tight. So hot. Like pieces of velvet-covered steel impaling her.

His furnace-like fingers sent slurping sounds through the air as he thrust.

In and out of her.

Oh, yes!  That’s it!  Her breasts rose and fell as she inhaled with the escalating pleasure. Her eyes closed, readying her body to fly. She was almost there. Tension mounted. Just a few more strokes and she’d be there...

Without warning, his fingers slid out of her. 

“You always look so beautiful when you’re about to climax, Cate. But you’ve had enough for a while.” 

“No,” she whimpered with frustration. Her eyes snapped open to find him standing. His face had softened, and a sensual look glazed his eyes. Her heart clenched in remembrance. He’d always looked at her that way before he fucked her.

Oh God!  Her mind screamed in desperation. Don’t stop!  Don’t leave!  I want you, Jude. Please, fuck me! 

He smiled warmly, knowingly, and then he was gone. She tried to pull her thighs together to bring some relief, to douse the furious fire he’d stoked, but the bindings held her legs tightly in place.

“Damn you, Jude Outlaw! ” she cried out.

Her answer came in an amused chuckle that left her to whimper in frustrated sexual distress.
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Chapter Three
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CATE MUST HAVE DRIFTED off to sleep, because when she awoke, she discovered Jude leaning over her. His eyes were glazed with lust as he stared at her bared breasts. He said nothing as he slowly reached down and lifted her dress up over her hips, tucking the material in around her waist, exposing her pussy to his full view.

Why he didn’t just rip the awkward clothes from her body and start making love to her, she didn’t know. The heated look in his blue gaze gave her the feeling he wanted to do just that, and have mercy, she wanted him to do it too.

“I’m so glad you remembered I prefer you without underwear,” he cooed.

Her pussy clenched as his eyes drifted downward over her breasts to stop between her widespread legs. It was then that she noted the bowl in his hand.

“What are you going to do?” she asked as the earlier sexual frustration quickly returned.

He tipped the bowl slightly. Her heart hammered as she spied the whipped shaving cream, a steaming cloth and a straight razor set inside.

“I only eat a woman who is bare,” Jude commented huskily. The idea of his mouth suckling her pussy made her lower belly clench wonderfully.

The instant the cloth slapped onto her pussy, she sucked in a sharp breath at the intoxicatingly hot impact. He grinned at her reaction, then inserted parts of the cloth snugly against her labia folds. The heat whipped her pubic area, arousing her to new heights. 

“How’s that feel?” he asked.

“Go to hell! ” she spat. Anger at herself for being so weak, for wanting him to make love to her, made her see red.

He grinned knowingly and she clenched her fists in frustration. “Why are you doing this to me?”

He didn’t say anything as he reached for the shaving cream.

“Are you sure you aren’t preparing me for your brothers?”

His lips tightened at her words. Obviously, the Claiming Law didn’t sit well with him either. That was an encouraging sign.

She held her breath as he tenderly ran his fingers through her tight blonde pubic curls. Her pussy throbbed with anticipation, eager for his touch. Her clit swelled and dropped past her labia betraying her. Warmth fused her cheeks.

He chuckled as his fingers scorched and pinched her labia lips. Her belly muscles clenched in reaction. “You sure as hell would be in my position! ” 

“I think I would enjoy you shaving me down there.” 

“Not in this lifetime.” Cate lied. The idea of doing just that made erotic visions of float through her mind. Of watching his cock thicken and jerk as she shaved around his scrotum. Yeah, she’d love to get him back for what he was doing to her, and she would love doing it too.

He began to hum softly.

“I don’t see why you’re so happy. You’re only doing it for a group of men who want an easy fuck.”

His humming stopped. Cate smiled sweetly at the dangerous way his eyes darkened.

“Ouch!  Did I say something wrong?” she purred.

“You might want to be careful at what you say, Cate,” he warned. “This next part requires delicate concentration on both our parts.”

“Oh, you’re so right. The last thing I need is a pussy full of nicks and cuts. It might make you look like a bad barber.”

An angry muscle twitched in his jaw, and he yanked the washcloth away. Breezy air slapped against her flesh, making her grimace.

His hand was rough as he liberally lathered the cool shaving cream over her entire crotch area. The soothing sensation tickled and sent pleasing vibrations cascading over her flesh.

The razor was sharp, the raspy soundproof as the knife-edge cut through each and every strand of pubic hair. When his fingers touched her labia, she sucked in a tense breath at how intimately gentle he handled her. 

“Nice and puffy,” he chuckled.

He was precise as he pushed a nether lip this way and that way, allowing the cool metal to graze the skin of her outer folds. To her shock, the blade slowly lowered and scraped the fine hair around her tight anus.

Sweet heavens!  What did he have in store for her?

Her sensitive skin tingled as he finally wiped at her shaved area with the warm wet cloth.

Her face flamed with both anger and arousal as he inspected his work of art.

“No need to be embarrassed Cate, you have a beautiful pussy. Nice and naked. I’m sure I’m going to enjoy every delicious bite.” 

Enjoy every delicious bite!  Her vaginal muscles contracted wonderfully. No way. He’d never been interested in doing that to her in the past! 

The air grew tight with tension as she watched him casually stroll to the foot of the bed. She swallowed as she spied an impressive bulge pressing against his tight jean shorts.

Damn him!  Why didn’t he just pull out his gorgeous penis and bring her the pleasure he wanted? The pleasure she now craved.

She couldn’t stop the fevered excitement from sweeping through her as the mattress moved and he kneeled between her widespread legs. Slipping his hot hands intimately under her buttocks, he tilted her hips upward and shoved two soft pillows beneath her ass.

This maneuver made her legs pull against her restraints, not painfully, but tight enough for her to remember she was totally at his mercy.

He reached out and grabbed the champagne bottle, which was a quarter full of pink liquid, and slid the bottle between her upper thighs. The coolness of the bottle felt wonderful against her hot skin.

Curiosity grabbed her. Was he seriously thinking...

“Jude? What are you doing?”

“Shh, you’ll enjoy this.” 

Her eyes widened as he tenderly caressed her sensitive clitoris with the open, smooth bottle mouth.

Her clit immediately reacted. She tensed as her pussy clenched, and wetness seeped from her vagina. Instinctively, she arched her hips.

“Yes, that’s it, Cate. Move your hips for me.” 

Oh God!  

The smooth lip of the bottle teased her vaginal opening, making flames of want rage through her system. Stick it inside!  Please stick it inside.

His knowing eyes met hers, dark with desire.

Her body and mind weakened. She wanted to pull his cock from the restraints of his shorts. Wanted to see his red-hot arousal pulse—just as he was seeing hers.

The mouth of the bottle circled her hot bundle of nerves until it made her thrash on the bed. 

“Jude,” she managed to croak, wanting him to stop this exquisite torture. 

No, don’t stop. Just fill me with pleasure. Fill me! 

“Just enjoy it, baby.”

She twisted against her restraints as he inserted the long, smooth neck of the bottle into her. Her muscles eagerly clenched hold of the foreign object and her wetness allowed it to slide easily in several inches. 

He tilted the bottle slightly.

Cool wine seeped into her vagina; some of it gushed out and dripped over her anus, pooling in the pillows beneath her buttocks.

He left the neck delectably stuffed inside her quivering pussy and leaned over to kiss the insides of her knees.

Have mercy! 

Hot lips tenderly kissed their way up along her inner thighs. She tried hard not to cry out as the stubble from his five-o-clock shadow grazed erotically against her tender flesh. When his face delicately touched the end of the bottle, he stopped and gazed at her.

“During the Wars I had plenty of time to think up ways of pleasuring you,” he whispered tenderly. “Sipping wine mixed with your cum was one of them.”

The man was deliciously mad! 

“You want to know what else I’m going to do to you?”

She held her breath at his words. Heated blood raged through her veins. She wanted to shake her head no. Wanted to pretend she didn’t care one way or the other what dark desires his heart craved. But she couldn’t deny it. She wanted him to do savage and sensual things to her. She wanted him to take her any way he wished.

“Do you want to know?” he prodded and delicately kissed the end, making it wiggle ever so wonderfully inside her clenched channel. His blue eyes gazed so intensely at her she nodded in agreement.

“How about I show you instead?”

“Jude, please,” she whispered meekly. She didn’t know how much more of this exquisite torture she could put up with.

He pulled the neck out. She tensed as his finger slid firmly against her swollen clitoris. Fire crawled through her pussy and flamed outward into her belly. 

He slid the long neck into her. Her vaginal muscles clamped around the smooth glass walls. His fingers groped her labia lips, pulling them apart until a sweet burn swept into her flesh. 

Then he let go of her lips, sliding his finger over her clit dampening the fire and increasing the pleasure all the while whispering to her in a calming voice as she whimpered her sexual frustration.

Her legs trembled beneath his torturous touches. Her breath became heavy. Her heart beat out of control.

When he finally looked up at her from between her legs, his pupils were large and dark with desire. His sensual lips parted in a sexy smile.

“This is the way I want to see you, Cate. Naked. At my mercy. Your face all flushed with arousal. Your pussy soaked with desire and readying itself to take me. ”

Oh God! 

“Do you want me to take you, Cate? Do you want me to fuck you?”

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Say it, Cate. Say that you want me to fuck you. That you want it bad.” 

“I want you...to make love to...me,” she hissed.

The bottle slid out of her with a sharp pop, leaving her suddenly empty vagina weeping and longing to be filled by his penis.

But he didn’t pull out his penis from his shorts. Instead, his hands slid to the outside curves of her hips, his fingers dug into her sensitive flesh holding her still.

“First, I will administer your punishment for not welcoming me home,” he whispered.

She cried out as his hands tilted her hips a little higher and his head lowered between her trembling legs.

His feather soft hair brushed erotically against the insides of her thighs increasing the sexual tension in her body. The instant his mouth fused over her intimate flesh, she exploded. 

Her mind and body shattered. She twisted against her restraints and undulated against his powerful hands. Shudders rippled through her as moist lips suckled her labia and he flicked his tongue against her throbbing clit. 

Her breath seared her lungs as she thrashed beneath his onslaught. Her breasts swelled tighter. Her nipples stabbed into the air, wanting to be touched too. But he stayed between her legs. 

His hot mouth sipped at her with loud slurpy sounds. His sexy groans encouraged her to arch harder into his face. His tongue plundered into her vagina, her muscles spasmed magically. The slick cream of arousal slid down her heated channel and onto his tongue. Slurping sounds mixed with his masculine moans, and he devoured her as if he were a famished man. 

He sucked harder.  Agonizing pleasure made her convulse. Heat raged through her. Ecstasy pulsed through her nerve endings. 

Oh, she was going to die inside this incredible bliss. 

Blackness hovered at the edges of her sight. She shuddered against her restraints. She was flying. She was totally under his control.

Through heavy lids, she barely saw him pull away. Barely saw his face, all flushed with arousal, his lips wet with her cum. 

He grinned with satisfaction as he slipped off his shorts and she cried out as she spied his magnificent shaft nestled in his hands.
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Chapter Four
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HER EYES WIDENED WITH surprise. His erection looked so long. Unbelievably huge. He was even bigger than she remembered!  The purple mushroom-shaped head pulsed with desire. The slit covered with precome. 

Fierce-looking veins bulged along his entire length. His balls hung heavy and near to bursting, the contents ready to be emptied into her.

He looked magnificent! 

“That’s right, Cate. I’m a man now. Not a gangly teenager anymore. I’ve got a man’s cock. A man’s needs. Not clumsy little-boy wants.”

Her breath jammed up in her lungs at his hushed voice. Her pussy clenched she kept her gaze to his sex. 

He rose above her, his hands beside her shoulders. His pupils were wide and black. Perspiration glistened on his splendidly naked body.

He eased down on her. His body was heavy as he lay upon her, every hard muscle molding into her soft curves. His hipbones sidled against hers. 

Cate trembled as his thick cockhead slid into her wet entrance. His shaft stretched her vaginal muscles to an unbelievable width. 

His chest sizzled against her breasts, flattening them as he lowered more onto her.

His hot male breath fanned her face. “Even if my brothers fuck you, you will still be my woman.” There was a desperate, erotic edge to his voice. “They could bring you the ultimate joy, Cate.” His mouth brushed lightly against hers and her world tilted wonderfully as she tasted her cum on his lips. “Their cocks plunging inside you while I watch. Your moans and cries of arousal ripping through our bedroom while their mouths suckle your breasts.”

His words rocked her to her very core. Unbelievably, this time though she wasn’t afraid. The thought of him watching her getting fucked was turning her on! 

He rocked his hips a little. His hot flesh slid deeper into her vagina making her gasp at his immense size. The sexual tension inside her kept growing.

He grinned. Damn him, he knew he was arousing her with his talk about his brothers.

“Bastard,” she whispered, not wanting him to know that maybe, just maybe, she wouldn’t mind experimenting with several men pleasuring her. Deep in her heart, though, she truly craved only Jude. 

“I’ll not have your brothers fucking me,” her voice sounded aroused. Too aroused.

His eyes sparkled with teasing glints. 

“It’s the new law, Cate. Besides, I know you’d enjoy them. No woman can resist an Outlaw cock.”

Arrogant bastard.

She moaned as he drove his rod deep into her. Her muscles contracted beautifully, squeezing around his thick shaft. Big hard balls pressed solid against her flesh. 

“We fit together,” he growled. He slid out and then quickly thrust his cock into her. She shuddered and twisted against the pleasure. His mouth clamped over hers, catching her gasps. She kissed him back with all her pent-up hostility, her confined desires and descended deeper toward the gratification he offered as he continued to piston into her.

“I’m glad you waited for me,” he ground out and slammed into her body yet again.

“Who says I waited?” she gasped as her muscles clenched, readying for an orgasm.

His eyes flashed at her answer. “You’re too damned tight, that’s why, darling. Besides, you’re a loyal woman. You wouldn’t be protesting multiple lovers if you weren’t.”

Damn you! 

He thrust harder, faster.

“Yes!  That’s it!  Harder! ”

Pleasure racked her. Her inner muscles constricted around his thick intrusion. 

“You’re so beautiful. I don’t want to share you,” he groaned. His lips brushed her quivering mouth.

He didn’t want to share me! 

Her momentary excitement disintegrated as he pumped her pussy faster driving her toward her release. Perspiration drenched her. His hot muscular body pulsed over her.

She’d missed sex with Jude.  She’d missed it so much.

But according to the Claiming Law he had to share her with his brothers. If his brothers were half as good as Jude was... 

Her breath caught as the explosion tore through her. Sharp. Agonizing. Beautiful. Shudders zipped along her vaginal muscles. Clenched her lower belly. Shook through her body until she cried out from the wicked impact.

His heated length pulsed inside her with warning. His corded muscles tensed, and he shouted as he reached his own climax. 

It was a fantastic guttural sound. Primitive. Sexy.

He cried out again, and his hot sperm shot into her very depths.

Afterward, he lay on top of her, his softened flesh still buried inside her, his hot breath fanning her face as he slowly fell asleep.

Cate smiled. He’d always done that. Fallen asleep after making love to her.

Rest up, darling. Rest. For when you wake up, I want you to fuck me over and over again.

Cate shuddered as realization washed over her.

Despite the Claiming Law being thrust upon them she now knew in her heart that no matter who fucked her, her body would only belong to Jude Outlaw.

* * * * *

[image: ]


WHEN SHE AWOKE, CATE discovered her bindings were gone and a warm blanket covered her nude body. There was no sign of Jude, and she immediately knew why.

The boat was dipping and rising so badly it tugged a sour knot of nausea at her stomach. A quick look out the rain-streaked windows confirmed her suspicions.

A storm had hit.

Giant, frothing white waves splashed over the bow and decks of the cruiser. Beyond she saw nothing but gray mist and silvery sheets of rain.

Scrambling out of bed, she ignored the gentle ache between her legs and quickly donned a white peasant-style dress she found on a nearby bolted chair before rushing outside. 

Cool rain slashed over her and a strong salty wind blew against her as she headed up the metal stairs to the pilothouse situated directly on top of the sleeping quarters. 

She found Jude struggling at the wheel. Rain slanted beneath the awning pummeling his body.

Immediately, she noted the blood staining the bandage on his lower arm. Guilt assailed her for doing such a horrid thing to him. But this was no time to feel guilt. She had to do something to help him fight the storm and she had to do it fast! 

An idea quickly formed, and she headed toward the coiled rope in a corner of the pilothouse.

When he spotted her he yelled angrily, “Go down below!  Stay there! ”

“No! ” She screamed back, wiping the rain from her eyes and sifted through the oily smelling coil, frantically looking for one end of the rope.

“I said get your ass below! ” He shouted again.

She ignored him and found what she was looking for. Looping the end of the rope through a hook bolted into the floor, she secured it. 

Beside her, Jude swore. “Dammit woman!  Listen to me!  Get your ass into the engine room and stay there! ”

“What? I can’t hear you! ” she lied.

Fumbling through the coiled rope, she found the other end. Tugging it along with her, she quickly looped it around Jude’s waist and tied it with another knot.

Damned if she was going to lose him now.

He cursed again but she knew he was helpless to stop her. If he removed his hands from the wheel there was no telling what would happen to the boat.

“For God’s sake, at least tie yourself down too,” he cried frantically as the wheel jerked in his hands. “I don’t have time to worry about you! ”

She nodded and searched for another coil of rope. Finding one inside a cabinet, she quickly pulled it out.

A moment later, she had herself secured and joined him at the wheel. He seemed relieved when her warm hands slid over his cold ones.

The wheel miraculously steadied. To her surprise, he smiled at her. 

Stubborn man. Didn’t he know that a woman was just as strong as a man?

Another ocean wave heaved itself over the bow, spilling water in a V above the decks and into the pilothouse slamming into both of them with such a fury she tumbled against Jude.

“Spread your legs!  It’ll give you balance! ” he shouted above the screeching wind. 

Cate nodded her understanding and did as he instructed.

They fought the storm that way for hours, their hands gripped tightly to the wheel. She stood behind him, using his body for much-needed warmth against the cold elements. Finally, when the storm eased a little, they’d taken turns at the wheel. While one manned the boat, the other rested in the nearby captain’s chair.

Just as Cate was doing now. Damn her!  She looked so cute in that dress.

Jude’s grasp on the wheel tightened and his cock pushed hard against the restraints of his jean shorts as he watched her sleep. If the ocean still wasn’t so rough, he’d be untying that safety rope from her waist and nibbling on those bare feet she’d tucked beneath her cute ass when she’d climbed onto the captain’s chair.

His heart picked up speed as he observed her generous curves outlined against the simple dress he’d laid out for her earlier before the storm hit. He’d purchased the pretty peasant-style dress through Soldiers Mail-Order Catalog service a couple of years ago. He’d kept it with him while he’d driven the tanks through the hot dusty deserts. He’d taken it out every night, touching its softness, imagining it on Cate.

The thought of her wearing the simple dress at their own wedding had saved his sanity amidst the harsh fighting of war. It had eased his sorrows as the painful cries of his fallen comrades had seared through his brain and it had dampened the sounds of sniper fire exploding all around them through yet another terrorist attack.

Jude shivered at the gut-wrenching memories. He forced aside his sadness and drew his thoughts back to his sensual Cate.

The dress fit her perfectly, and it looked a whole hell of lot better on her than he could ever have imagined. With a low daring neckline, the simple dress gave her an innocent, sexy look. The drenched cotton material embraced her lush breasts, barely concealing those big, sweet tasting nipples from his view.

While she slept, her wet golden hair was tangled over her face; her cheeks were flushed a pretty pink from the wind and her stunning mouth pouted at him.

His shaft throbbed as he remembered the snugness of her pussy. 

Man!  She’d been so achingly tight. Her slick velvety vaginal muscles had trembled around his flesh as if she were a virgin. The deeper he’d dove into her, the more intense the pleasure became. 

He’d held his own gratification at bay as he’d concentrated on making her come over and over again, totally transfixed at the exquisite delight etched in her face. When she’d cried out her enjoyment, he’d finally come undone and sought his own pleasure.

Jude closed his eyes and inhaled the salty air. He’d found such superb satisfaction in her body, and he’d find even more when this storm was fully gone.

The boat pitched against a wave, and he held tight to the wheel wincing at the soreness in his arms. They’d worked well together, and they’d put up a good fight against the storm. He frowned, his heart heavy with sadness as he thought of the Barlow brothers waiting for him to show up with Cate. She was the bargaining chip to get his brother Tyler back.

Taking her away in the boat had been a spur of the moment, selfish last-ditch effort to bring both of them some pleasure before he turned her over to those wicked men. 

Ah shit!  Who was he kidding? He’d whisked her away because he’d been terrified. He wanted her safe. 

Deep in his heart, he knew there was no way in hell he could turn her over to the Barlow brothers even if doing so meant saving Tyler’s life. 

Narrowing his gaze, he noticed a ray of sunshine beaming far ahead on the ocean’s wavy horizon. Soon the sun would shine again, and he would have to face reality. The reality was when he returned to shore he would set Cate free. The plan had been to talk her into pretending she would go with the Barlow brothers. They would get the information about Tyler’s whereabouts and then they rescue Cate before the men could do anything to her. But there was too big a chance for something to go wrong. They would have to figure out another way to get the information they needed about their brother.

His heart felt heavy in his chest when an hour later the sea shone as calm as a mirror and Jude’s arms ached so badly he could barely lift his sleeping Cate off the captain’s chair. Bright sunshine streamed through the salt-encrusted windows and bathed him in a warm glow as he carried her to the sleeping quarters.

He was exhausted yet his shaft stirred violently as he quietly stripped away her wet dress and admired her shaven pussy, her plump pink nipples and those luscious breasts that felt like silken globes when he held them in his hands. 

As if sensing his thoughts, she smiled and mumbled something but didn’t wake. 

Unzipping his wet jean shorts, his cock sprang free of its prison. It pulsed thick and hot and despite his exhaustion, he was ripe and ready for a good fucking. He flirted with the idea of kissing her awake or playing with her clit until she was so wet he could slide inside her and bring himself relief.

He did neither. He didn’t deserve her. She was too good for him. He’d lost any future with her when he’d kidnapped her, tied her down and fucked her. 

Shoving his shorts off, he climbed into bed and spooned himself around her backside, his pulsing cockhead pressed between her ass checks and poked intimately against her back door. 

Sighing, he draped the warm blankets over both of them and cuddled Cate’s sleeping body into his arms. She felt so right nestled against his body. How would he be able to live after she left him?

His chest tightened with anxiety, and it suddenly felt hard to breathe.

“Darling, I have to set you free,” he whispered as he buried his face into her tangled, damp hair and inhaled her sweet scent. 

Catching a sob in his throat at the horrible thought that this could very well be the last time he would hold her in his arms, he forced himself to relax.

There was nothing he could do right now. He needed to rest. Needed to think things over again, when he could think straight. Maybe there was another way out of this mess. 

Exhaustion soon overpowered him, and he drifted into a restless sleep.
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Chapter Five
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JUDE AWOKE TO THE DULL throbbing of odd aches and pains in his arms and legs and also to an unusual tickling sensation prodding the feverish cockhead.

He grit his teeth to the killing pleasure and opened his eyes to find himself lying totally naked on the bed with Cate seated cross-legged between his own widespread legs.

She wore nothing but the cutest little smile.

The she-devil!  

Obviously, she’d been having her way with his cock while he’d slept. His arms and legs were tied to the bedposts, and his erection was in full swing. Thick and hot, his shaft stuck up like a solid pole from between his legs.

His entire body tensed as she fanned a plume across the rounded head of his pulsing penis.

“Glad you could join me for the festivities,” she purred.

Jude swore softly. The tables had turned, and now he was at her mercy. 

“What are you up to, Cate?” 

Stupid question. He knew what she was up to. 

Revenge. 

“I could tell you, but I’ll show you instead.”

Her eyes smiled as the feather tenderly crisscrossed the powerful weave of veins. 

Jude’s shaft twitched quite pleasantly, and he smothered the need to groan.

When she reached the thick base, she slid the plume lower brushing it to and fro across his bulging sac. Lust shot through his heavy balls, spreading upward and spiking his erection with such sweet pain he couldn’t stop the groan from escaping his lips.

“You appear to be in distress,” she whispered.

“Perhaps you should come to my rescue, Cate.”

“Perhaps you should come...”

Shit!  

She dropped the feather. Her lips tilted upward into a delicious smile. His body burned as he looked at her mouth. It made him think wild thoughts. Made him want her lips wrapped tightly around his erection, her hot little tongue licking his balls.

He wanted to be loose, to ask her to do these things to him.

“Cate, I want...”

Her hand felt soft and warm as she clamped it over his mouth, silencing any requests. He noticed the soft dusting of freckles across her nose, noticed the seductive way her green eyes sparkled as she gazed down at him. His chest constricted at her natural beauty.

“Shh. I’ve had five years to think of things I want to do to you too, Jude.”

Her soft words made his body hum.

Holding her hand tightly over his mouth, she reached out with the other hand and cupped his testicles. Despite his best efforts to keep himself under control, his body tightened with tormenting need.

It wasn’t supposed to happen this way. He was supposed to be the one in control. The one who would make her beg him to fuck her and not the other way around.

Gentle fingers kneaded his balls until a moan slid up his throat. 

He cursed softly when she let go of his scrotum and lowered her head. Taking a rock-hard ball into her hot little mouth her velvety tongue poked diligently, and her sharp teeth nibbled at his flesh. 

His cock sparkled with fire. Heated blood shot through his veins until he felt as if his entire body might explode.

Suddenly she let go of one ball and started in on the other. Within seconds, she had both his testicles on fire, his shaft primed and his entire body shuddering with anticipation.

The instant she lifted her hand, he hissed hoarsely “C’mon Cate, quit torturing me.”

She smiled sweetly and he fought against the desires swamping his body.

“You’re trembling like a man who hasn’t been properly fucked in years, but I’m sure you’ve had your share of those women.”

“I stayed true to you, in my mind,” he admitted.

She grinned, obviously pleased with his answer. In the beginning, he’d tried to stay faithful to her, but eventually sex had become a required part of R&R for a soldier. Some women had volunteered for the duty of satisfying the troops. Others had been conscripted, drafted by the homeland or even kidnapped by recruiting officers and trained as sex slaves. He’d always made it a point to seek out the women who’d come voluntarily. He’d learned so much from them.

“They taught me things, Cate. How to please you in so many different ways. Besides, I didn’t hear any complaints from you earlier,” he growled.

She laughed and winked. “And you won’t either.”

Her bare breasts jiggled wonderfully as her blonde head dipped again. She licked the underneath part of his shaft all the while purring sweet erotic sounds.

Perspiration tingled over his flesh.

Her moist tongue swept over one side of his bulging head and down the other side and then she whispered, “I wanted you the minute I saw you again.”

She’d wanted him. A zip of relief shot through him and niggled away the guilt he’d been feeling at tying her down.

“Don’t you remember how wet I was for you when you first slid your finger into me down in the engine room? I haven’t worn any underwear since you left. Every time I thought of you all I had to do was reach down and pretend it was your finger...”

She opened her legs wide, allowing him to see her wet pussy. Allowed him to watch her slide her hand over her bare pussy, between her swollen labia. Her purple, aroused clitoris all wet and gleaming.

His penis pulsed with excitement, and he groaned as her finger disappeared inside her tight slit.

With a sucking sound, her finger slid out of her vagina. It looked moist and luminous in the sunshine.

“I still love you with all my heart. I was just scared of this Claiming Law.” 

A dark uneasiness zipped through him. Maybe he should tell Cate everything. Tell her about the deal his brothers had made with the Barlow brothers. 

No, he wouldn’t tell her. It would be easier for her if she never found out what he’d contemplated asking her to do to help his brother.

“Change always scares people,” she continued. “At least it’s always scared me. But past experience has shown me that things don’t usually turn out as bad as I fear. A lot of times, change brings better things.”

Her ocean-green eyes sparkled. Her hot velvety hands slipped around the root of his penis, and she lowered her head again, kissing the tip with her warm pink lips. Jude closed his eyes as a white-hot fire raged down his shaft and rumbled through his balls. He could feel his sperm building. Could feel his love for her swelling inside his chest.

“I want to come back home with you, Jude. I want to be claimed by the Outlaws.” Her hot breath caressed his swollen flesh. He could barely hear her soft whisper as the heated blood roared through his ears. 

He should tell Cate the truth. Tell her she couldn’t come home. He wouldn’t allow it. Wouldn’t allow her to be claimed by his brothers or do what they had suggested that she should do concerning the Barlow brothers. If his brothers had truly cared about Cate, they would never have even thought about putting her in harm’s way. Hell, if he had truly cared about her, he should never have even considered that idea. Not for a minute.

He sucked in a harsh breath as her satiny soft lips fastened over the head of his erection, making all coherent thoughts vanish. 

Ah hell, he would tell her about his deception. She needed to know what an asshole he was. He’d do it. Later.

Arching his hips, he pressed his swollen aching flesh deeper into the velvety depths of her hot mouth.

He groaned as her teeth scraped his sensitive skin. Her tongue lashed his shaft, and the tip of his aching cock touched the back of her throat. The insides of her satiny cheeks pressed intimately against his engorged flesh as she eagerly suckled him. 

His body tensed wonderfully, and he slid quickly to the sharp edge of a climax.

She withdrew her mouth and then she pushed in over him again.

“Oh, Cate!  You’re so damned good! ”

Once again, her succulent mouth tightened around him. Her hot tongue branded his cock. She sucked harder.

He growled as the arousal built to a feverish pitch, threatening to explode at any second. He groaned and pulled on his restraints wanting to be free. Wanting to grab her by her shoulders. Aching to push her down onto the bed so he could mount her. So he could take her over and over again until they both screamed with arousal.

Her hands slid off his shaft and he inhaled sharply as her fingers curled over his swollen balls.

His abdomen tightened.

Her mouth released his flesh again.

“Come for me, Jude.” Her hot breath whispered against his penis before she slid her lips over his shaft again.

He groaned. Her warm fingers squeezed his aching balls in a gentle motion. The pressure inside his scrotum doubled and built to an intoxicating ache until he thought he’d surely explode. 

The sweet warmth of her mouth enveloped him again. “Come for me, Jude,” she whispered as she released him.

His entire body trembled and tensed as she drew him in and sucked harder. 

“Oh God! ” He shouted his warning and lost control.

The orgasm shot through him like a scorching bolt of lightning. Forking through his veins, blazing down his shaft into his balls and crashing through his body in mind-numbing explosions.

His limbs trembled against his bonds. His lungs labored for air. His cock shook valiantly, and he released his hot load into her beautiful waiting mouth.

She sucked on him hard. Really hard. Draining him of his sperm until he was bone-dry.

When she finished, she rested her head on his thighs, her fingers still curled around his pulsing balls. 

He wanted to lift his hand and touch the blonde tangles of her hair. Wanted to reassure her that he would return the favour, but he needed to recuperate from the fantastic orgasm.

Instead, he smiled and closed his eyes. Damn, but she was good!  

* * * * *
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“I HOPE YOU’VE LEARNED your lesson, Jude Outlaw,” Cate mumbled as she untied the bonds from the sleeping man’s ankles and wrists. 

A soft snore answered her.

Damn him!  

She’d gotten herself all hot and bothered sucking his flesh, bringing him to climax and now he’d fallen asleep on her. Her drenched pussy quivered and wept against the sheets.

She sighed in frustration and sat cross-legged between his widespread legs. She frowned. Veins bulged and pulsed up his entire length and his balls were hardening again.

Hmm!  The man appeared to be aroused in his sleep.  Perhaps she could use his semi-erect shaft to her advantage. A partial erection was better than no erection.

No, she wouldn’t take him while he slept. She wanted him wide-awake. She required the full power of his strength as he pistoned into her.

In the meantime, she’d use her vibrator.

Cate grinned. She never went anywhere without it. It had become her best friend over the past few years while Jude had been away. Until he decided to awaken, she’d amuse herself. Just like old times.

Reaching overhead, she popped open a compartment and drew out the trusty old friend she’d stashed up there when she’d stolen the Outlaw Lover.

The plastic vibrator felt smooth in her hands and a tingle of excitement zipped up her spine at the thought of masturbating right here in front of Jude while he slept. She was so hot and bothered, so on the edge that she knew it only would take a few quick thrusts deep into her aching channel with the built-in clit stimulator rubbing against her clitoris and she’d be riding the rod into a climax in no time flat.

Her finger slid onto the switch and her body hummed in anticipation. She was just about to flick it on when a strong hand clamped over her wrist.

“Not so fast, Cate,” Jude’s strangled whisper curled around her sending shivers of excitement zipping along her nerves. He sat up on the bed, his hair all ruffled and damp with perspiration, his blue eyes flashing brightly with lust, his lips puffy from their earlier kisses.

“You’re awake! ”

“I’ve got something better than masturbation planned for you.” He grinned and took the vibrator away from her. “Turn around. On your knees. Ass in the air. Face into the mattress.”

Cate swallowed. Excitement knotted her belly as she spied his cock, now fully erect and primed for another delicious fucking.

“What are you up to, Jude Outlaw?”

“If you want to find out, you’ll do as I say. And don’t forget to spread your legs wide for me.”

Feverish heat flared inside her. “You can be a demanding fellow, can’t you?”

His dark eyes locked with hers. “Years without my woman can do that to a man.”

“Years without her man can do that to a woman too,” she breathed.

Turning around on the mattress, she got onto her hands and knees and wiggled her bare ass in the air for him.

“Your face all the way down, Cate.”

At his soft command, her face heated. Placing her arms down against the mattress, she nestled her face sideways against the cool sheets and spread her knees wider.

“Fuck me, Jude. Fuck me hard and fuck me now,” she demanded.

Cream dripped from her channel. Her heart crashed against her chest as the bed moved, and he got into position behind her.

She heard the vibrator hum to life. 

Here we go! 

Her eyes widened as the tip of the vibrator sunk into her vagina in one quick fluid motion.

“Not wasting any time, are you?” she gasped as he slid the plastic rod out of her and thrust it into her again. Every muscle in her body tensed as the clitoral stimulator on the machine massaged her clit and the vibrator shivered against her pussy walls. Her vaginal muscles, already stimulated from her earlier session of orally pleasuring him, clenched tightly around the plastic object. The scent of her arousal pierced the air. 

“I’m sure we’re both too impatient this time around,” he chuckled as he withdrew again. 

It was true. This would be the first time they were both free of their bonds and she was just as eager as he was to get quick satisfaction this time around.

She massaged her sore nipples against the soft bed sheets, imagining it was Jude’s roughened tongue lapping at her.

He withdrew the vibrator again. This time, though, he slid it intimately between her ass cheeks. Her legs trembled with the realization he wanted to take her anally with the vibrator.

Her pulses skittered as he dipped the moistened tip inside her ass. He eased the plastic object into her slowly, carefully, every soft stroke going deeper into her ass. She forced her muscles to relax. Forced herself to keep calm. To float with the odd sensation of being filled like she’d never been filled before. By the time he stopped the insertion, she was shivering and poised on the edge of something untamed and new.

“I’ve wanted to do this to you for as long as I can remember, Cate. I’ve wanted to be the first to double-penetrate you.” he whispered as he eased the hot tip of his cock between her drenched labia lips and entered her too tight sheath.

A mixture of both fear and excitement slammed into her. Her breath caught in her throat.

Oh goodness!  Double penetration! 

He was preparing her for his brothers. He was getting her used to the idea of several men fucking her at once. 

Double penetration. It was a requisite of the Claiming Law. Double penetration by two men and a third coming in her mouth.

Madness!  Sensational madness! 

She could get used to this awesomely stuffed feeling of being double penetrated.

“You’re so tight,” he groaned as he slid his cock deeper. “So beautifully tight. I never imagined you could feel like this.”

He thrust his hips slowly in a gentle but powerful rhythm, forcing her channels to accustom quickly to the double penetration.  

Fire zipped up her vagina and soon her muscles gave way, surrendering to his thick intrusion as he plunged the rest of the way into her. Her fear about why he was doing this quickly vanished into arousal as his finger massaged her quivering clit.  Incredible pleasure drenched her. Automatically she bucked her hips backward into him allowing his cock to slide even deeper. Her inner body clutched frantically at his searing flesh.

When his flesh lay buried deep inside her, he whispered into her ear.

“We belong to each other.” 

He spoke the truth. She did belong to him. He’d taken her heart a long time ago. She understood that now. Knew she could go back home with him. Recognized that their bond was stronger than any man-made law. 

If it came to it, then she would allow his brothers to fuck her. She would accept their straining cocks inside her. But that’s all it would be for her. Just sex. Pleasure with sensual men she’d always cared about but had never loved. At least, not loved in the sense of wanting to sleep with them.

Except with Jude, it would be more than sex. It would be true love. She would do anything to be with him and if she had to be the wife to his brothers too, so be it.

As she accepted her new way of thinking, the last of her resistance dissolved and her love for Jude grew.

“I love you, Jude,” she whispered.

“I’ve always loved you, Cate,” he replied. “Believe me when I say I don’t want to share you with anyone else.”

“I believe you.”

He withdrew his penis and impaled her again to the hilt, his balls squashing against her. 

Passion pulsed through her body as he plunged in and out of her in a steady rhythm and at the same time leaving the vibrator firmly impaled in her ass.

He plunged into her tightness with long, heated strokes that left her gasping. She quickly became lost in his masterful thrusts and felt her vaginal walls clench around him.

Soon her body dripped with perspiration and her anguished moans of pleasure intermingled with his groans. She pushed harder against him straining toward her climax. Her muscles tightened. Her body shuddered. His rhythm increased and she struggled to breathe.

Closing her eyes, she slipped over the edge.

White-hot pleasure raged through her double-penetrated body.

From somewhere far away she heard herself scream out Jude’s name. Heard herself begging him to never leave her.

She heard his hoarse affirmation, as he spewed his heated release deep inside her. 
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Chapter Six
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WRAPPED WARMLY IN HIS arms, Cate couldn’t stop the smile from sliding over her lips and her heart filled with happiness.

Jude Outlaw was a fabulous lover, better than she remembered. 

“You’re almost due for another shot of medicine,” Jude’s soft whisper caressed her cheek.

“I know.”

“I heard they’re coming out with something new. Instead of daily injections, you’ll be able to take the medicine in pill form once a day.”

“I just wish they’d come up with a cure for it,” Cate sighed and snuggled deeper into his embrace.

“The researchers are working on it. They say it’s only a matter of time. They just have to find out how to stop the trigger that switches on the sickness in the DNA. Once they find it, they can turn off the switch then no more sickness and...”

“No more medicine. I know many other women have it even worse than me but sometimes when the sickness hits I wish...” 

“What?”

“Oh, never mind.”

“Tell me,” Jude nuzzled his raspy five o’clock shadowed face against the nape of her neck. 

“Sometimes, I wish I would just die.”

Every muscle in his body tensed against her.

“Don’t ever say that again. Don’t even think it, do you hear me?”

“Why? Would you have missed me?”

There was a long hesitation before he replied in a soft tone. “If you had died, I would have been walking around like a zombie. Just like my brother Luke has been doing these past few years. He was so careless in the Terrorist Wars he almost got his head blown off a few times. Cripes, he was in the hospital more times than I can count.”

“He still misses Callie.”

“A love like they had never dies.”

Cate worried her lip. Now that talk turned to her sister Callie, she figured it was time to tell him something she hadn’t had a chance to tell him.

“I promised I’d never say anything about this, but I think I better say something about Callie.”

“Is she dead? Did they send you word?”

“No, she’s not dead. She escaped from an experimental facility.”

Jude tensed against her.

“What? You’re kidding? You’ve seen her?” Disbelief etched his voice.

“No, but my other sister, Laurie, spoke to her.”

Jude unwrapped his arms from around her and bolted upright in the bed.  His eyes blazed dark with excitement.

“Where is she?” 

“I have no idea.”

“Shit, Cate!  When did all this happen?”

“She dropped by Laurie’s place weeks ago. She needed some money. Laurie gave it to her and Callie left without telling her where she was going. She said she didn’t want to put anyone’s life into danger.” Cate forced back the stab of intense worry she’d felt for her sister ever since she’d been taken by the government.

“Did she at least say how she can be contacted?”

“She said she’d be in touch with Laurie. I don’t know where she went, Jude. She said the authorities were after her.”

“Shit! ” Jude stood and began getting dressed.

“What are you going to do?”

“Heading back to shore. Luke has to be told.”

A shiver of nervousness skittered up her spine. They were going back. Back to reality. 

When he was dressed, he sat down on the bed beside her and caressed her hair. “You’re due for an injection. I’ll give it to you and then I want you to rest. I’ll wake you up when we get back.”

Cate nodded.

He quickly left the cabin to retrieve her medicine.

She bit her bottom lip and stared out the windows at the sunshine streaming down onto the ocean.

She hoped Laurie would forgive her for telling Jude about Callie. Cate shivered and hugged herself. She’d heard horror stories about those experimental facilities, and she didn’t want Callie to get caught and sent back there.  It would be best if Luke could find her and protect her somehow.

“Everything is going to be okay, Cate. Trust me. Luke will find her and protect her,” Jude said as he re-entered the room with her medicine. There was an odd look in his eyes that unsettled her, but he smiled, and the look quickly vanished into something beautiful she could only call love.

He unwrapped the plastic from a new needle and jabbed the point into the vial of pink medicine, sucking up the required amount that she needed to take every day to stay alive. She flinched as he injected the medicine into her shoulder.

“Rest now, my lady. Rest.”

She nodded. He tucked the blankets in around her naked body and left.

* * * * *
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SHE DIDN’T KNOW HOW long she slept, but when she awoke the sky was pitch-black and she heard two men’s voices drift through the nearby open window from the cockpit directly above where she slept. 

Looking through the windows, she noted the familiar silhouette of the New Portland skyline and the buttery lights glowing in some of the building’s windows.

Obviously, they were docked at the wharf and Jude had picked up his brother Luke. It meant they’d be heading to the Outlaw farm, and she would begin her new life as their wife.

She sighed heavily. Doubts swirled. Could she handle it? Could she handle having several men making love to her? Cate squared her shoulders in defiance. Of course she could. It was a new way of life for all of them. Besides, she wasn’t in this alone. Jude would be standing by her side. 

Confidence soared inside her. With Jude behind her, she could do anything.

If he felt certain that he could protect her from the Barlows and that their relationship could survive this new Claiming Law she would put her trust in him. 

She slipped on the pretty white dress that Jude had given her and then, head held high with pride, Cate pushed open the cabin door and halted when she heard Luke’s strained voice sail through the night air.

“It was the agreement we made with the Barlows, Jude. Cate was to be theirs. You know the plan. Didn’t you tell her?”

Cate’s blood ran cold. 

What agreement with the Barlows? What did he mean Cate was to be theirs? Were the Outlaws giving her to the Barlows? 

Sweet God!  No! 

She stood stiffly in the doorway, barely feeling the cool breeze blow against her shivering body.

Anxious minutes drifted by as she awaited Jude’s response. 

Say something, Jude. Tell Luke what you told me!  Tell him the Outlaws would protect me! 

She didn’t hear him answer.

Son of a bitch! 

Her legs wobbled and threatened to collapse. Hot tears of rage bubbled into her eyes.

She shut the door behind her and flung herself onto the bed burying her head into the pillow to stifle her sobs.

How could he? How could Jude betray her like this?

When was he going to tell her? Or was he simply going to let her think she was heading back home to the Outlaw brothers and when they got there they would hand her over to the Barlows?

She’d honestly believed he’d loved her. Instead, he’d used her for his own sexual gratification. A few good fucks to remember him by?

The bastard had betrayed her. She would kill him. That’s what she’d do. She’d cut off his...

She cringed as a hand curled gently over her shoulder.

“I’m sorry we woke you, Cate. I saw the light switch on. I guess you heard us talking.” Jude said softly. “I should have told you.”

Whirling up in the bed, Cate couldn’t stop the red-hot anger from streaming through her as she slapped him against his cheek. 

The sharp sound of her sudden violence, the surprised look on his face and the sting to her palm did little to dampen her hurt.

“Yes, you should have told me you were betraying me, you bastard! ” She wiped away the tears streaming down her face. “God!  How could I have been so stupid in trusting you? The only reason you were fucking me was to prepare me for those cruel men. God!  I was so naïve. I was so pathetic, clinging to your lies like an idiot. I thought you loved me. What a laugh.”

Jude frowned.

“I do love you, Cate. I love you with my whole being.”

Cate shook her head with puzzlement. “Why then? Why are you so casually throwing away what we feel for each other?”

”He’s not, Cate,” came Luke’s voice.

Anger burned anew when she spotted Luke Outlaw standing in the cabin doorway. His sharp eyes gazed back at her. He looked uncomfortable. Maybe even ashamed? 

Good! 

“You’re no better than he is,” she spat.

“Jude didn’t meet the deadline, Cate. Jude took the damn boat and took you and left me high and dry to deal with the Barlows. They came and they went. They called off the deal.”

Jude reached out to caress her cheek, but he flinched as she pushed him away. 

“I wanted to tell you, Cate. Wanted to tell you about the deal with the Barlows. About Tyler. About our plan that you pretend you’ve agreed to go with them. That we would get you out before they could do anything to you.”

“We would have gotten you out after they had given us the information.” Luke explained.

Cate’s head spun with confusion. “What deal? What information? What news about Tyler? I thought he was dead?”

“The Barlows have information about Tyler. He’s alive, but they wouldn’t say where he was unless they got you by the end of this week. When they showed up tonight, they said the deal is off. They’re rich men, and apparently their money attracted a woman who willingly wanted to be claimed by them. Apparently, they’ve already claimed her.”

Jude sighed with relief. “So, they’ve no reason to not tell us about Tyler. Where is he?”

“They won’t say yet. Now they want us to give them our land for the information.”

“Shit! ” Jude cursed.

Luke smiled at her. “At least Cate is safe.”

Jude squeezed her closer to his side. “Besides, if Tyler had found out we’d thrown his woman’s sister to those bastards just to try to free him, he would have killed us all. I may just have saved all our lives.”

Luke grinned. “You sure are right about that.”

Suddenly he reached for Cate’s hand and shook it. “I want to thank you for telling Jude about Callie.”

Happiness burst through her heart as Luke’s eyes twinkled with an eagerness she hadn’t noticed before.

“You’re going to look for her, aren’t you?” she asked.

“Yes. But before I go, I have to say to you welcome to the Outlaw family. My brothers are tough on the outside but big, romantic teddy bears on the inside.”

“Cate’s not going to be claimed by any of our brothers,” Jude said softly.

She trembled with excitement at his words. 

Luke blinked in shock. “But the Claiming Law...how are we going to protect her from other groups of men who might want to take her? I mean, it’s only a matter of time before the law comes looking for her to make sure she’s claimed...”

“Screw the Law. I’m not taking her home,” Jude said.

“But where will you go? The entire world is adopting the Claiming Law. All the states have agreed to it. It’s north and south of the borders. The authorities will question you wherever you go. You’ll need papers to show she’s been claimed. If they suspect she isn’t claimed, then they’ll take her away and give her to anyone...”

Anxiety burst through Cate.

“It’s a chance I’m willing to take,” she said quickly.

“And I am too.” Jude agreed. “Besides, we’ve made connections during the Wars. Claiming papers can be forged.”

Luke chuckled and slapped his brother on the back.

“Okay, stay put in New Portland for a day. When I get back home, I’ll wire you money. In the meantime...”

Luke reached into his back pocket and dug out a wad of bills.  He held it out to Luke. “Here take this. You’re going to need it.”

Jude’s arm snuggled warmly around her waist. “No. You keep it. Use it to help find Tyler and Callie. I’ve got enough money to keep us going for a while. We’ll live on the boat. Maybe find us an island somewhere and stay low. But first we’ll bring you back home.”

“No, you stay with your lady. You two have been apart long enough. Don’t worry about me — I’ll be fine. Just make sure you send word home every once in a while that you two are okay.”

“Will do,” Jude agreed. 

His arm around Cate’s waist tightened and suddenly she couldn’t wait for Luke to leave. Couldn’t wait until Jude was nestled snugly between her legs again. 

The man truly did love her. He’d sacrificed his own brother to keep her safe. Yet it pained her that Tyler would suffer because of the Barlows’ greed.

She watched as Luke closed the cabin door. With a final wave through the windows, he disappeared into the night.

“Why the frown? I thought you’d be happy?” Jude whispered in her ear.

“I’m thinking of Tyler. All this time, and we thought he was dead. My sister Laurie loved him. It broke her heart when she was told he was dead. We have to get word to her.”

“Luke said he’d tell her. We’ll find another way to get him back. I just pity the woman the Barlows claimed. But I’m glad I opted out of the plan to use you. I just wish I had told you everything that was going on about Tyler. I’m a sorry son-of-a-bitch, Cate. Will you ever forgive me?” 

“Oh I don’t know,” she breathed. “Why don’t you ask me again when you’ve put me into a better mood?”

Cate curled her fingers against the zipper of his jeans shorts. Lowering it, she grinned at the sharp grating sound. His mouth-watering erection sprang free. It was long and thick and deliciously swollen. 

Her blood heated at the gorgeous sight. 

“Not wearing any underwear, Jude? You must have been expecting me,” she teased.

He inhaled sharply as her hands curled around the base. 

“Never had a man ready for me so fast, Jude. I won’t have any trouble sliding you into my wet pussy and fucking you senseless for the rest of the night.”

He grinned at the similar words he’d used on her only yesterday morning, when he’d first caught her trying to escape him in the engine room.

“Fuck me, Jude Outlaw,” she commanded as she pulled his cock closer to her.

“I never say no to a lady’s demands.”

His head lowered and his sizzling mouth clamped over her lips in a searing fusion of love.

The End
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The Outlaw Lovers 2

Jan Springer

A FAST-ACTING VIRUS has killed a majority of the world’s female population. 

With the creation of The Claiming Law, groups of men suddenly have the right to claim a female as their sensual property. The sexy Outlaw brothers are going to declare ownership of the women they love...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 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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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 she 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 red nipple as if it were a lollipop.

A third Barlow, his 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.

Laurie 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 if she were 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 that 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, but 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. 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 vagina. 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’ve 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’d 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 anxiously. “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 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, and 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.

She cringed at the sight of blood bubbling out of a hole in his shoulder and she prayed that Colter would come through the door this instant.

He didn’t.

Two hours later, he still hadn’t arrived.

In the meantime, Callie had done her best to cleanse the ragged exit and entrance wounds with boiling water and soap and covering them with strips of boiled linen she’d dried by the woodstove.

The preacher had been right. The bullet had gone clean through Luke’s shoulder, missing bones but creating an awful-sized exit wound. She’d pinched the ragged edges together and expertly stitched up the tattered flesh with needle and thread.

Now he lay on what would have been their marriage bed, a gorgeous oak with thick beams as posts, which fit perfectly with the décor of the rounded log walls.

He seemed agitated in his sleep, mumbling words she couldn’t make out as he tossed his head restlessly back and forth on the pillow. Unwanted compassion ripped her apart as she watched the troubled expression twist his face.

She had the urge to hold him in her arms and tell him everything would be okay, but that gesture would only hurt his shoulder. Instead, she reached out and let her fingertips trail along the thick bands of his chest muscles, touching his hot flesh, tangling in the thick mat of downy brown chest hairs.

Immediately, he calmed, and she relaxed, if only a little.

A question kept rolling around in her head. Why would the Barlows shoot Luke? She wished the preacher were here so she could ask him everything he knew. And question him as to why he’d brought Luke here instead of getting him directly to Luke’s brother who was a doctor.

Speaking of the doctor, he should have been here by now. Even if he had been out on a call or something, the preacher would have come back to tell her.

Something must have happened to him. Something bad.

Whatever it was, she could only pray that he wouldn’t give away her hideout.
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Chapter Two
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“CALLIE?” THAT ONE RASPY whisper ripped Callie right out of the first nap she’d taken in two days.

Luke had been feverish and lay naked, drenched with perspiration while she’d tended to his every need. Finally, weariness had caught up to her and she’d dared to lay her head upon his hot chest.

Listening to the steady pattering of his heartbeat, she’d reassured herself she would wake up if, God forbid, his heart stopped.

Now, after hearing him call her name, she blinked away the sleep from her eyes, and her breath backed up into her throat as she noted there were very little signs left of the fever.

The flush of fever was almost gone from his face and his eyes sparkled clearly.

“You’re awake?” The question slipped out before she could stop it. She needed to reassure herself this wasn’t a dream.

He licked his chapped lips, prompting Callie into action. Sliding her hand beneath his head, she brought a cup filled with cool water to his mouth.

“Easy, not too fast,” she said as he gulped too quickly.

He frowned but heeded her warning.

After taking several more sips, his eyes fluttered closed. She thought he’d fallen asleep when he whispered, “Where’s...the preacher?”

Oh, darnit!  She’d been hoping he wouldn’t remember their marriage vows.

“He...left.” And he’d never come back with the doctor.

“So, he...wasn’t...my imagination.”

Clearly, he was offering her a way out, whether he knew it or not.

“No, he was here,” she said slowly.

Luke’s eyes flickered open again, a caring smile on his lips.

“Strange...dream I had...about us.”

She held her breath and waited anxiously for him to reveal what he remembered.

He didn’t. His eyes fluttered closed and his chest rose and fell in sleep.

She sighed her relief. Thank heavens. He didn’t remember.

He’d always been an old-fashioned guy. There was no telling what he’d do if he recollected the hurried ceremony. Most likely claim his rights as her husband.

She couldn’t stop the excited shiver from ripping through her at the thought of what it would be like on their wedding night. How his heavy penis would slide into her eager and waiting pussy.

Although they had been engaged to marry before she’d gone to the experimental labs, they’d never made love. She’d wanted to, but he’d wanted her to remain a virgin until they were married. And she still was a virgin, although it had been difficult with the unwanted attentions of the scientist who had taken over her life at the lab a few weeks ago.

She shivered as she recalled the last encounter with the mad scientist. Her food had been drugged, and she hadn’t been able to stop herself from falling asleep. When she’d awoken, she’d discovered they’d done something to her. Something very bad. She blew out a shaky breath and her hands slid over the still-sensitive scars on both sides of her abdomen.

The bastard of a scientist!  If she ever saw him again...

On the bed, Luke snored gently, and she forced her attentions back to him. Now they were married and according to the preacher, it was legal.

Her gaze strayed to Luke’s well-muscled chest. Despite being so weak from loss of blood, he looked so strong. So masculine. So sexy. And for the moment, he was all hers, to do with whatever she wanted. Reaching out, she lightly ran her fingers through the light dusting of soft chest curls.

In his sleep, his lips twitched.

Her hungry gaze followed the thatch of hair that arrowed down in a straight line over his belly and dipped downward to swaddle his cock and balls. For two days, she’d resisted the urge to touch his shaft the way she’d touched him all those years ago when they’d been in love.

Now that his fever had diminished and she knew he’d be all right, she couldn’t resist the urge to re-explore his gorgeous body while he slept. Consider it a little something to get her by during the lonely nights ahead after she disappeared on Luke once more.

As she visually examined his enormous penis lying limp between those two swollen testicles, her empty vagina ached to be filled. His erection was much bigger than she remembered, and a little sliver of jealousy rippled through her when she recalled learning about how sexual release with conscripted or volunteer women was mandatory during the Terrorist Wars.

How many women had made love to Luke while he’d been in the army? Had they been beautiful? Or plain everyday types like herself?

Holding her breath, she reached out and ran a finger along one of the blue veins that ran down each side of his thick shaft. Her eyes widened in surprise as his cock thickened and elongated right before her very eyes. The engorged head popped out from its sheath and a trickle of pre-come slid out from the slit.

Oh, my goodness! 

She cast a quick glance at Luke. Was he feigning sleep? His eyes were closed. His chest heaved slowly up and down. Could he actually respond to her in his sleep?

She’d had limited sexual experience with men. Some heavy necking with guys in high school, but when Luke had come along, she’d only been with him. Aside from orally pleasing each other in a hurried, desperate way to gain sexual release, he’d never penetrated her vaginally. She noticed the edges of his lips curl upward slightly in a smile.

Maybe he was dreaming? About her?

A silly schoolgirl type giggle erupted from her, and she shook her head at her silliness. He wouldn’t be dreaming about her. While she’d been rotting away in the labs he’d been out there exploring life to the fullest.

Now maybe it was her turn to explore.

She cupped her fingers around his hot cock. It thickened further in her palms.

Callie’s excitement grew.

Despite wanting to continue touching him, she knew if he awoke and caught her touching him it would only encourage him and give him false hope that they would pick up their engagement where they’d left off.

Obviously, that’s what he’d had in mind by forcing the preacher to marry them. But Luke needed to know about what had really happened all those years ago. And what they’d done to her in the experimental labs. She knew she wasn’t brave enough to tell him the truth. If he found out, he would hate her forever.

Callie bit back a sob.

Reluctantly she let go of Luke’s hard shaft and lay her head on his muscular chest. The strong steady thump of his heartbeat eased away some of her pain. He would get better, and then she would leave him.

It had to be that way.

* * * * *
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LUKE HAD THE SENSE that someone was nearby. He couldn’t hear anyone, but he just had the sensation someone was with him. From somewhere far off came the bone-chilling howl of a lonely coyote and nearby the crackle of a fire.

They’d had trouble out in the west pasture with some of the cows being butchered. His brothers and he had spotted numerous tracks.

Not coyote tracks, but human. Women, not men.

It was bound to happen. Women who’d defied the new Claiming Law. Women who hid like animals in the woods, evading capture from the numerous groups of men who were desperate for female company.

He himself was desperate. But forcing a woman to submit wasn’t his way, nor was it the way of his brothers.

But still, the idea of going out there and finding a woman to ease the ache and erase the memory of Callie...

The thought of Callie made his heart pick up a mad pace. He’d had dreams about her while he’d been in the Wars and since he’d been back home. Lots of dreams. But these recent ones had been different. So real.

He’d had nightmares of getting shot by the Barlows. Stumbling to the church. The preacher finding him...

Then he’d seen Callie. Of course, she’d just been a dream, but she’d reassured him she wasn’t.

Suddenly, her sweet feminine scent swarmed around him like a teasing lover and along with it came a bitch of an ache in his shoulder.

What the hell had happened to him?

Visions swooped over him. Naked bodies, the slurps of mouths on a woman. Screams. Overwhelming pain.

Luke opened his eyes, and he blinked at the familiar ceiling filled with pine rafters.

It was the tiny log home he’d built for Callie. After boarding it up years ago, he’d purposely stayed away from here because it reminded him too much of her.

Yet here he was.

Why? How did he get here? He tried to move his head, but a dull throbbing erupted between his eyes, making him stop. He licked his lips. So dry. Man, he was thirsty.

He heard the rustle of someone moving, and then he smelled her again. A delicious combination of flowers and her own unique feminine scent. A scent he’d never been able to forget even when he’d been surrounded by the stench of dead soldiers. Was he hallucinating about her now?

Conflicting emotions spiraled through him, threatening to sink him back into oblivion. He fought it and recalled more things.

Holding a gun on her, making sure she wouldn’t disappear again. Ordering her to stand in front of the candlelight, so he could admire the outline of her long legs, the seductive silhouette of her shapely hips.

Where was she? She had to be somewhere nearby. Her scent was everywhere making him heady with desire. Making him scared, that maybe he’d somehow gone nuts.

“Callie?”

At least that’s what he thought he’d said. The only thing that escaped was a groan. Disbelief sifted inside him and yet there was a wonderful hope simmering too.

She was here. She had to be. 

Clothing rustled and she appeared, a concerned smile on those luscious lips he’d been dying to kiss since she’d disappeared all those years ago.

“Welcome back,” she said softly. “How do you feel?”

He tried to talk but nothing came out.

“Would you like some water?”

He nodded.

Momentary panic shot through him as she dropped out of his view but then came the tinkling of water and a moment later, she was back, pressing the cool cup to his parched lips.

He drank eagerly, relishing the liquid as it washed away the dryness and when she pulled the cup away, he groaned in protest.

“Not too much. I don’t want you getting sick.”

He nodded again.

Man, did she ever look good.

Her long auburn curls were gone in favor of a very short, basic cut that gave her a tomboy look.

A very sexy tomboy.

He couldn’t help from grinning or stopping himself from exploring every inch of her flawless face. Her high forehead was barely concealed by wisps of short bangs that sat just above perfectly arched dark eyebrows. A dainty spattering of light freckles were sprinkled on her rosy cheeks and a perfect nose.

His eyes fluttered sleepily. No!  He couldn’t go back to sleep. She wouldn’t be here when he woke up.

She must have sensed his fear for her fingers intertwined with his and she held his hand to the generous swell of her left breast.

The hard pounding of her heart relaxed him. Reassured him that his fiancée was very much alive.

Before he drifted off, he imagined his wedding ring glittering on her ring finger. But that wasn’t possible.

They’d never gotten married.

* * * * *
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THE NEXT TIME LUKE awoke, Callie was sliding a pleasant-scented ointment over the sensitive flesh surrounding the tattered exit wound in the front of his shoulder.

Immediately he remembered the ring he’d thought he’d seen earlier. He looked down at her finger.

The ring wasn’t there.

A dream. Just a delirious dream. Like all the others must have been.

He hadn’t held Callie at gunpoint. He hadn’t savored her curvy silhouette as he’d made her stand in front of the candle glow with the preacher watching in the background.

But it had seemed so real. Too real.

He lowered his lashes slightly so she wouldn’t notice he was awake and let his hungry gaze ravish her pretty features.

She was sleepy — he could tell by the way her eyelids fluttered as she softly massaged the ointment into his flesh.

Her eyes were just as he remembered them. Long black lashes that framed the prettiest pale-blue eyes just like the color of the June sky at high noon. He’d always loved looking into them. Loved the way they’d flashed with laughter when he’d joked with her. It had always brought a gentle warmth coursing through him. And the way they darkened when he’d teased her had always made his breath back up into his lungs. Most of all, he’d loved the way they’d sparkled when he’d orally taken her clit into his mouth and later sucked her sweet feminine cream from her vagina.

Those familiar sparkles in her eyes were gone now, replaced by a look of wariness. A look of the hunted.

He frowned.

There were other things he hadn’t noticed. Like the dark circles beneath her eyes and the faint worry wrinkles lightly etched into her forehead.

He didn’t know what horrors she’d gone through over the past five years, but whatever they were, he’d help her through her pain. They’d get through it together.

He lowered his gaze to where her breasts pressed tightly against the cotton material of the dark-green blouse she wore. Every detail of her silky globes were etched in his memory forever, from the hot pink of her firm plump nipples, the darker pink of her areolas, to the blush on her face as she caught him watching her.

“Good morning,” she said cheerfully, too joyfully.

Immediately, he knew something was amiss.

“What’s wrong?” he whispered.

She shook her head and to his surprise, she laughed. It was a real laugh, and it filled him with that wild happiness he’d always experienced when she was joyful.

“You always did know when something was wrong.”

“So? What...is it?”

“I think something happened to the preacher.”

Luke’s blood ran cold. The preacher. Yes, he had been here. Something flickered in the back of his mind. Pain. Confusion. The nervous preacher. An angry Callie. The preacher reading wedding vows?

Luke blinked the silly thoughts away.

“It’s been two days since I sent him for your brother,” she explained. “Neither of them showed up.”

Damn!  She was right. Something had happened. If Colter knew he was in trouble, he would have come.

“Can we trust the preacher not to give you away in case he’s been stopped by the authorities?”

She seemed shocked at his question. “He’s a man of the cloth. He won’t betray me if that’s what you mean.”

“Are you sure?”

“He hasn’t turned me in yet. He’s reliable.”

He became painfully aware of the sharp ache in his heart as he realized she’d gone to the preacher for help instead of him.

It hurt. Bad.

A red-hot anger uncurled through him, and he caught her gaze. “Exactly how long have you been here?”

She looked away, opting to concentrate on smearing more of that goopy stuff around his wound.

“Callie? I asked you a question.” He tried hard to contain his anger, but his rising voice gave him away. “And why the hell didn’t you come straight to me? Which leads to my next question — where have they been hiding you?”

Fear flashed in her eyes. Fear of him? Or fear of his questions?

Calm it down, Luke. You’re scaring her.

She pulled away from him and slapped the lid onto the container holding the ointment.

“You weren’t supposed to know I was here.”

He wasn’t supposed to know. His gut twisted as if she’d just stabbed him. The pain hurt worse than the bullet wound that scorched through his shoulder.

“Why not?” he asked.

“It’s too dangerous. I don’t want you involved in my troubles.”

She didn’t want him involved. What the hell kind of answer was that from a fiancée? His anger twisted tighter. He tried to relax.

He couldn’t.

His mind whirled with questions. Questions he needed answers to. Answers she obviously didn’t want to give him.

“I asked you a question, Callie. Where have they been keeping you?”

Her face whitened in the candle glow.

“One of their top-secret labs. They have one in Bangor,” she whispered as if she was afraid to say it too loud.

It was what the police department had told him when they’d located her car in a shopping mall in Bangor right after she’d disappeared. They’d said she’d most likely been taken against her will by the government. They’d said if that was the case, there was nothing they could do. All records regarding X-virus-free women were sealed. They’d pretty much told him not to expect her to ever be released.

He hadn’t stopped looking for her after hearing that news. He’d mortgaged his piece of the Outlaw farm and used his entire life savings to hire a lawyer to cut through the bureaucratic red tape in his efforts to find her. In the end, the lawyer had gotten rich, and Luke had nothing.

Despaired and depressed and utterly hopeless, he’d followed his brothers overseas and taken his rage out by fighting the terrorists who’d ruined his life.

“Are you hungry?” she asked meekly. She acted as if she were still scared of him.

Her timid attitude toward him angered him more.

“What the hell did they do to you in there?” And why was she cowering away from him like some submissive woman who was being berated by an overbearing husband?

Tears bubbled up in her eyes.

Oh, man. He’d made her cry.

She’d never been able to handle anger very well, compliments of an irate mother who’d enjoyed yelling and beating her three daughters when she was drunk.

Man!  He was a nasty son of a bitch. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have yelled at you. I’m just pissed off. I don’t understand what the hell is going on here. They told me not to expect to see you again.”

The burst of anger he’d just experienced had bitten away at his strength. Weariness washed over him.

She said nothing as she headed over to the cast-iron stove he’d installed after he’d built the cozy home for them. A home they hadn’t been able to use.

He fought the sleepiness, but it was getting stronger, like a current trying to pull him under. He closed his eyes and listened to the clattering of a spoon hitting the side of a pot.

She was preparing something for him. He wasn’t hungry.

He wanted answers.

He forced the visions of Callie to the forefront of his mind. Visions of pinning her to the bed, removing her clothes piece by piece, until she lay naked before him. Her legs spread wide. Her pussy fully exposed to him, her juices making it easier for him to slide his engorged cock into her tight channel.

Luke’s shaft hardened painfully.

Well, at least that part of him wasn’t tired or sick.

He gritted his teeth in annoyance. He’d better get on the mend and pretty fast, or she’d slip away before he could show her that he wanted her more now than ever.

* * * * *
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CALLIE TURNED FROM the stove with the cup of broth and saw his eyes fluttering sleepily. She didn’t miss the breathtaking erection bulging against the sheets she’d covered him with before he’d awoken.

She trembled at the sensual sight.

Fear, excitement and a fierce sexual hunger shot through her all at the same time and all those sensations of desire and lust she’d had for him, along with some new and powerful emotions she couldn’t put a name to, swarmed over her, leaving her hot and breathless.

By the way his erection was pushing up the thin sheet, it appeared that Luke Outlaw was definitely on the mend.

Soon, he’d start pursuing her.

Despite him being injured and weak, she knew Luke had a ferocious sexual appetite. He hadn’t been able to go more than two days without asking her to go down on him. Right now, though, wasn’t the time to be hot and bothered. She needed to get some food into him so he could fight off the rest of the fever.

“Luke?” she said as sat on the bed trying hard not to look at those bulging muscles in his arms or the way his chest muscles flexed magnificently at the sound of her voice.

His eyes snapped open, and his gaze snared her.

Lust shone in his brown depths and the sensual sight of it whispered seductively over her skin, making her want to tear her clothes off and have his hot hands running all over her, touching her in the most intimate places, kissing her...

Oh, dear. Resisting Luke wasn’t going to be half as easy as she’d thought.

“I’ve got some broth for you. Open your mouth,” she instructed trying to act as if his nearness wasn’t affecting her.

“At the moment, broth isn’t what the doctor would order.” His voice trailed dangerously over her, and he watched her carefully for a reaction.

In response, she shoved the warm spoon against his sensually shaped mouth.

“Open.”

The pink tip of his tongue snaked out and dabbed at the liquid and she couldn’t help but remember all those times that same rough tongue had dabbed at her pussy opening or teased her clit with strong sensual strokes.

“Chicken soup, my second-favorite type of liquid,” he whispered softly.

Her breath caught at his words. His favorite being her pussy cream, if memory served her correctly.

He smiled, his white teeth stark against the flushed skin of his face. “It’s good,” he whispered as he licked his lips in a sensual way that had her moaning with want.

“It’s your mom’s recipe. I had all the ingredients except the boullion cubes. Those are pretty hard to get these days in the store.”

His heated look vanished, replaced by a dark anger that frightened her.

“You were in a store?”

“That was the preacher’s job. Do you think just because I’ve been locked up in the labs that I didn’t know what’s been going on in the outside world...or in the Wars?”

A flash of guilt shot into his eyes, and she knew instantly he’d been unfaithful to her during his tour of duty. As if she’d expected him to be true to her when sex was mandatory for a soldier.

Besides, Luke Outlaw had had no idea if she were alive or dead, so why should she care what he’d done with those women in the Wars?

“Callie...” The sound of his voice shot her back to the present. Instinctively, she knew he wanted to explain his infidelities.

She didn’t want to hear it. At least not right now.

“Don’t talk, Luke. I want you to save your strength and concentrate on drinking as much of this soup as you can. You still have a slight fever, and I want you to sleep it off. We can talk later.”

“Will you be here to answer my questions later?”

The dark undertones of his question made her frown.

She didn’t answer. Couldn’t guarantee she would be here when he got better. As if sensing her thoughts, his eyes narrowed into dangerous slits.

“If you leave, I’ll hunt you down until I find you and rest assured I’ll make you mine in every sense of the word. Do you understand what I’m saying, Callie? You’re mine.”

Okay, so those words pretty much confirmed his intentions toward her. She nodded, trying hard not to cave into the lusty excitement shooting through her at Luke’s dark threat.

He opened his mouth and awaited the next spoon of broth. His wet tongue was now lying dormant. Resting. Waiting for when he was strong enough to pleasure her.

Callie trembled and creamed hot with anticipation.

Despite her need to walk away from him to keep him safe, she had a feeling she’d never be able to walk away from Luke Outlaw again.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Three
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AFTER SHE’D SPOON-FED him, Luke had fallen into a deep satisfied sleep filled with erotic dreams of Callie.

She arched against his mouth as he tunneled his tongue deeper into her wet pussy. Eagerly he sipped the warm, sweet cream sliding down her channel into his mouth.

Her whimpers of pleasure made his cock rock-hard. Made his whole body hum. Made him want to brand her his forever. Made him want to claim her legally, even if it meant asking his brothers to join him...

Delicate fingers slid sensuously over his injured shoulder, making him open his eyes. He relaxed beneath her seductive touch as Callie smeared a thick greasy substance around the edges of the bullet hole.

To his surprise, his wound wasn’t hurting near as bad as the last time he’d woke up. And he wasn’t as tired either.

He smiled. He was on the mend.

And that meant he could soon concentrate on seducing Callie back into his life.

“What is that stuff you’re using?”

Her hand stilled for a moment. He’d surprised her. She hadn’t realized he was awake.

“Comfrey plants and lard melted together. Promotes healing.” She shrugged and smeared more of the thick greasy substance around the angry, red-ragged hole. “It’s the best I can do.”

“It’s working.” The soothing balm extinguished the throbbing pain.

“Good. Do you think you can get onto your side? I need to check the other wound.”

He nodded.

It wasn’t a feat he wanted to do anytime soon as with her help he managed to get into the position she wanted him in. When he was on his side, he breathed through the pain that lanced his shoulder and when the pain became less intense, he became very aware of the mild air slapping his ass.

His very bare ass.

It was at that moment he understood that he was totally naked, and the sheets had slipped down over his hips. An odd excitement rippled through him as he looked over his shoulder and caught her gazing at his butt.

“You like what you see?”

“Nothing I haven’t seen before,” she answered quickly as a pretty pink blush swept across her cheeks.

Gingerly she removed the tape that held the bandage in place and soon he was sighing his relief as she smoothed more of that goopy stuff onto his injured flesh.

“Why did the Barlows shoot you?”

The question caught him quite off-guard. How could he tell her he’d walked in on the Barlow brothers having sex with their new wife, her youngest half-sister?

“Why the hell didn’t you tell me you were hiding here?” he snapped, trying to take focus off the question she’d just asked.

Her fingers stilled on his flesh.

Immediately he wished he hadn’t asked. For years, he’d wondered and worried about her. For years, he’d fought the terrorists with a burning rage inside him. It was because of them that his fiancée was gone from his life.

As far as he was concerned, all terrorists were in the same barrel, rotten to the core.

Especially the DogMarX, a group focused against women’s rights. A group of men who believed a woman should be subservient to men in every aspect. The bastards had released the X-virus into an unsuspecting women’s rights convention. The virus had targeted estrogen-rich women, turning them into virtual zombies. Mindless women who did whatever they were told to do by men.

The X-virus had spread like wildfire. Unfortunately, as it had spread, it had mutated into many forms. Most of them deadly to women.

Callie had been exposed over and over. When her mother and half-sisters had gotten sick, she’d taken care of them. When his mother and sister had gotten sick, she’d taken care of them, too.

He’d been pissed off at her for exposing herself. She’d done it anyway.

They’d fought about it all the time.

In the end, both their mothers and his sister had died. Her sisters had lived and now required the daily doses of expensive medicines to keep them alive.

Nothing had happened to Callie. She was immune, as were a minority of other women around the world.

Then the government had created the experimental labs, looking for unaffected women to volunteer themselves as guinea pigs in the name of womankind.

Callie had come to him, telling him she’d wanted to volunteer to give them some blood samples. He’d vehemently told her no.

Then she’d disappeared without a trace.

Luke’s guts crunched as he recalled waiting anxiously on their newly built porch for her to return from grocery shopping. He never should have let her go alone. Men were already getting crazy at the prospect of so few women available to them.

He’d waited until he could wait no more, then he’d hopped into the truck and rode into town. He hadn’t been able to find her and no one, not even the grocery cashiers or the mall’s security video, had seen her inside.

Immediately, he’d gone to the cops. A day later, they’d located her car at a shopping mall in Bangor, Maine. 

Deep inside, he’d known the government had taken her. He’d heard horror stories of what happened to the X-virus-resistant women in those labs. About how they eventually snapped under the loss of their freedom as the government scientists housed them in isolation units for weeks even years in a mad attempt to find a vaccine to help the girls who would ultimately turn into women and get the deadly virus.

“Are you hungry?”

She was changing the subject. He’d let her. For now.

He took a moment to see if maybe he had an appetite and to his surprise, discovered his stomach felt quite empty. “I think I could manage something,” he admitted.

He watched her ladle more of that chicken broth from the steaming pot she had on the stove into a tin cup.

A concerned frown marred her luscious lips and fear for her safety rammed into his stomach.

“Maybe you should go to the Outlaw farm. See what happened. It might be better if you don’t stay here. Someone might see the smoke from the stove...” and come here to claim you, he added silently.

Her head snapped up. A look of insult twisted her face. Her blue eyes flashed with anger. “I don’t need anyone to protect me. I can take care of myself.”

Her confidence was unnerving. It angered him. “You didn’t do so good when I showed up.”

“You surprised me, that’s all.”

“And you think a group of sex-starved men, won’t?”

“If it hadn’t been you, I would have handled the situation.”

“Oh, yeah? How?”

Her eyes strayed to the kitchen area where he noted the long gleaming knife on the counter.

“I don’t think a knife against a horde of men would do much damage.”

“It wouldn’t be for them.”

Shock sucker-punched him. Sweet shit!  She would have killed herself.

She came toward him, a grim smile on her face confirming that yes, indeed, she would have committed suicide. “Like I said—I would have handled the situation.”

He nodded numbly and comprehended exactly how close he’d been to losing her yet again.

* * * * *
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IT WAS A FULL BLADDER that prompted Luke to awaken the next time. Immediately he understood he felt stronger, his thoughts less foggy. It was night.

He could tell because the front door of the cabin was wide open and bright moonlight spilled inside.

Bullfrogs croaked in the pond outside the cabin. It was windy, too. Refreshing gusts of it blew into the room, splashing all around Luke’s naked flesh. He knew Callie loved to take walks when a stiff wind was blowing. She’d said she liked the way it caressed her face. A direct contrast to the hard fists of her mother when she got drunk and beat her and her half-sisters.

He’d taken a few windy walks with her in the past, but never in the middle of the night.

A sliver of uneasiness coursed through him. Had someone broken in and taken her? Surely, he would have heard. He wasn’t a light sleeper, but he wasn’t a heavy one either.

Instantly his fears were put to rest. From somewhere in the distance he could hear her humming. It was a delicate mournful song he couldn’t put a name to. Nonetheless, it tugged at his heart and made him sad.

He lay on the bed for a few minutes listening to her gentle voice and tried to will himself to go back to sleep. But he couldn’t. The bathroom wouldn’t wait too much longer.

Either he could call out to her for some help, or he could do the deed on his own. He opted for the latter. Making a sudden move to sit up, a brief swirl of dizziness assaulted him. Thankfully, it quickly subsided. The pain in his left shoulder, however, was another story. It was if a fiery arrow had lodged itself right through him. With a few controlled inhales and exhales and instinctively holding his arm close to his body to prevent any unexpected jarring motions which would shoot more dreaded pain into him, he sat up.

Moving his legs to the edge of the bed, he swung them over the side. Managing to push himself off the mattress, he cursed at the tremors weakening his knees.

The urge to call out to Callie for help almost overwhelmed him, but pride and independence urged him to step forward. The mere movement sent agony shooting into his wounded shoulder.

But he persevered. One wobbly step at a time. One bolt of pain after the other.

Using first the night table beside the bed and then a couple of chairs and the couch, he managed to make it to the door. With trembling legs, he stepped outside. The mildness of the refreshing wind felt fantastic on his skin as he quickly went about his business while he listened to the rustling of the trees as the branches swayed wildly in the breeze and inhaled the musty scent of damp earth.

When he was finished, he stood there for a few moments, his fingers curling tightly around the porch railing for support as he slowly inhaled the fresh air, trying hard to ignore the weakness in his knees and the throbbing pain shooting through his shoulder.

Callie’s humming grew louder and then she was there right in front of him ready to come up the stairs. In the moonlight, he noticed her short hair was stringy, her face wet. It appeared she’d taken a dip in the pond.

When she saw him, she stopped cold and stared wide-eyed with surprise, the surprise quickly flashing to unmistakable lust.

He remembered he was naked and thoroughly enjoyed the way her hungry gaze immediately lowered to his cock and her tongue erotically darted out to lick at her full upper lip. Plump lips meant for sucking.

His penis stirred to life. She was almost naked.

The skimpy T-shirt she wore did little to conceal her delicious curves. Her breasts hung heavy and full, her large nipples vivid pinpoints against the white clothing.

Her bikini underwear hid practically nothing. Her pubic hair shadowed most of the front and he swore he could see the fleshy outline of her clit in the moonlight as it pressed against the cloth.

His flesh thickened and lifted at the delicious sight.

Oh, boy. He was getting better.

He continued to stare at her, admiring how her hips had filled out. They were wider. Perfect for grabbing her so he could impale her from behind.

His balls grew tighter.

Her legs were long and shapely. Just right for curling around his thighs as he plunged deep into her warm and waiting slit.

“What are you doing out of bed?” her whisper was soft and sultry.

“Answering the call of nature.”

Her breath caught at his answer. Obviously, she’d mistaken his meaning.

He held her gaze, his erection sending her blatant signals he hoped she’d react to.

Heck!  Did he even have the strength to perform? His rock-hard cock said yes. The rest of him said no. His legs trembled. Pain gnawed at his shoulder and a cool perspiration popped out over his skin.

She shook her head slightly and his hopes were dashed.

“You’re in no condition for anything but resting. Those wounds won’t mend if you’re...” she hesitated, apparently searching for appropriate words.

“Making love to you?”

She looked away but not before he saw the cutest little blush sweep across her cheeks.

Hot damn!  He needed to get better, pronto! 

“Get back into bed,” she said again.

“Just give me a minute.” He didn’t know if he could even walk on his own now that he had a massive hard-on to contend with.

“Okay, but just a minute.” Biting her lip, she slipped past him and went into the cabin.

He reacted more violently this time around when her feminine scent drifted into his lungs. Fresh and clean. No flowery aromas clinging to her skin, just her own sensual odor of arousal.

From the doorway, he watched as she headed toward his bed and gave him a great view of her rounded ass as she bent over the bed and quickly rearranged the rumpled sheets.

He stifled an aroused groan at the erotic sight of the dark outline of the crack in her behind. The thought of impaling her in the rear end smothered his senses.

Swallowing the tightness in his throat, he grabbed onto the doorjamb and stumbled back inside.

She heard him and turned around. She watched him with hungry eyes as he headed toward her, his stiff cock bobbing painfully up and down with every lurched step.

Damn!  He wished she wouldn’t look at him like that, with a ferocious sexual hunger in her eyes and large nipples poking against her top. His shaft elongated even more and flushed with a wild heat demanding satisfaction from her. He inhaled sharply as he imagined her taking his shaft into her mouth in a desperate effort to soothe him. At that thought, he almost stumbled and fell.

“Do you need some help?” she said taking a step toward him.

“No,” he said defiantly. The sooner his legs got used to walking the faster he could mend. A touch of anger gnawed at him for wanting to fuck her so bad that he ached with the need for release.

He didn’t remember his attraction to her being so intense. So forceful. Surely, if it had been this way in the past, he wouldn’t have wanted to wait for them to get married before he made love to her.

He could only believe that he’d waited due to his sexual inexperience at the time. Or perhaps his sexual attraction for her had grown over the years of being apart.

When he reached the bed, she moved out of the way and he sat heavily upon the mattress, grimacing at the pain shooting into his shoulder. The walk had been tiring, to say the least.

Unfortunately, his cock wasn’t tired in the least. It pulsed with heat and throbbed with need, demanding relief, but he was too weak to bring himself off.

“Luke?”

Her voice dripped with seduction capturing his immediate attention.

He hadn’t realized she was still standing there. His weariness forgotten, he looked up and caught the sexual yearning shining in her eyes. She stared directly at his penis, the tip of her pretty pink tongue sticking out of her mouth.

He could read the hunger in her eyes. Could sense her feminine desire to satisfy him. Excitement roared through him, and he moved his ass closer to the edge of the bed and spread his legs wide, giving her full access.

She hesitated, as if unsure if she should do this.

“For old times’ sake,” he whispered hotly. It wasn’t as if they’d never taken each other orally before. They had. Many times.

She sank to her knees on a cry, her face still flushed, her eyes twinkling up at him with passion, her mind waiting for his instruction.

“Open your mouth, Callie.”

She wiggled in between his legs, leaned really close and parted her curvy lips. Her ragged breath brushed across the bulging head, and he almost climaxed on the spot.

Without making him suffer any longer, she took his mushroom-shaped cockhead into her moist mouth making him groan as the hot flesh of her plump lips wrapped tightly around his aching flesh.

Sweet mercy!  That felt absolutely fantastic.

Her small hands reached up and she cupped each of his balls like he’d taught her to do years ago. Her fingers dug painfully into his tender scrotum, and she began a slow erotic massage that had him blinking back tears of arousal.

Damn, he’d missed this. Missed having her between his legs. Missed tasting her sweetness.

His cockhead twitched and jerked in her mouth as she took more of him all the way to the back of her throat.

“Yes, Callie!  That’s it! ” he cried out as his gut clenched tighter.

He winced when her teeth raked his hard flesh. Then she alternated with a fierce sucking motion that almost blew his mind.

Oh, man!  She hadn’t forgotten a thing he’d taught her.

Slurping sounds mixed with his strangled gasps as her lips caressed seductively one moment and then her teeth nipped at his hard shaft the next.

With his good arm, he leaned forward, grabbing her shoulder, making sure he didn’t fall over from all the pleasure slamming through his cock and searing into his swollen balls.

Agonized groans spilled from his lips while he watched with fascination as her eyes closed dreamily and her head bobbed faster.

In the past, she’d told him many times that she enjoyed sucking his penis. Told him how she loved the velvety feel of his rigid shaft sliding in and out of her mouth. Had told him she enjoyed the taste of his cum on her lips.

He stiffened. The orgasm was coming. His grip around her shoulder tightened and his head swam.

As if sensing his impending climax, her head bobbed quicker, her hot lips sucked his stiff shaft deeper until he was going down her throat.

He gyrated his hips harder in a delicious dance of desire, searching madly for the relief he so craved. He found it.

“I’m coming,” he warned as the delicious blade of lightning sliced up his cock, almost lifting him off his bed. The wild explosion slammed into him like a tidal wave, jerking him so violently he would have toppled backward if his fingers hadn’t been clenched tightly over Callie’s shoulder.

He closed his eyes and allowed the release. She whimpered as his sperm spewed into her mouth and down her throat.

Wow!  There was nothing like the sexy muffled sounds of a beautiful woman between a man’s legs as she serviced him.

She continued to suck hard, draining him of every drop, and too soon the erotic rush was over, leaving him spent and gasping like a fish out of water.

He barely felt her warm lips release him. Barely felt her fingers pry his hand off her shoulder.

When her hands curled over his shoulders, his eyes popped open.

“Let’s get you further back onto the bed, Luke,” she whispered, a satisfied smile on her face. Her lips glistened in the flickering candle glow from his arousal and perspiration dotted her forehead.

He nodded weakly and let her to guide his body back. She swung his legs up and left him in a seated position.

Damned if she didn’t waste any time in covering him up to his waist with the sheet.

“What’s the matter? You don’t like looking at my shaft anymore?” he teased fighting the sexual fatigue flooding him.

She ignored his remark and hustled away. “You think you can handle a few minutes of sitting up while I change your bandages?”

“Avoiding my question. A very good sign.”

She said nothing as she washed her hands at the sink then returned with a makeshift shoebox containing rolled up white bandages and that comfrey ointment she’d been using on him. It took her only a moment to unwrap the bandages.

“Tell me if anything hurts.”

“Not anymore, thanks to you.”

She smiled shyly, a direct contrast to the bold way she’d taken his cock into her eager mouth only moments earlier and prodded gently the sensitive areas around the entrance wound at the back of his shoulder.

“What were you doing out at this hour anyway?”

“Couldn’t sleep, so I went outside.”

Her soft scent was doing a number on him again. Making his balls tighten. Urging his cock to press harder against the sheets.

Shoot!  Was he horny or what?

She cocked a puzzled eyebrow at him. “What? No arguments that I went outside alone?”

“Would it help if I did argue?”

“No.”

“We’ll argue when I have my strength back.” There was no way he would let her wander around aimlessly on her own. He didn’t care if it was in the middle of the night. These days there was no telling what strange men might be lurking around out there looking for the women who hid in the woods.

He winced as she pressed some ointment into the fiery wound, and then quickly taped a thick patch over it.

“Things are healing quite quickly back here. You can lie back now.”

He did and she repeated the gentle poking around the ugly, ragged edges of the wound in the front of his shoulder then quickly followed up with a healthy dose of that salve.

A sudden stab of pain shifted through his shoulder, and it was quickly accompanied by déjà vu. Visions bombarded him. Pain claimed his senses.

He saw guns in his hands. One pointed at a terrified preacher. One pointed at a rather nervous Callie.

He saw her standing beside a candle. The buttery lighting gave him an eyeful of her long legs, curvy hips and those luscious nipples as they poked proudly against her tight shirt. Then she sat next to him on this bed.

The preacher’s words rang in his ears.

“You may kiss the bride.”

“You’re looking too pale. Are you feeling sick?” Callie’s voice slashed through his vision.

“No,” he managed to croak.

“I shouldn’t have done what I did. It was too early. I’ll just put a patch onto the front here and then you can sleep.”
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