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    Sometimes life throws opportunities you couldn't pay us to take.

Thing is, you can't return it. Can't get rid of it. And once received, it never goes away.

This book is dedicated to those who took a chance on Fate's fickle hand…

…and came out the other side stronger, wiser, and forever changed.

      

    


Ending from Forever My Jane, Jungle Island Series, Book 2:

Submission. Complete trust. 

Tremendous need for his mate broke over his body in a fine sheen. The impatient longing slammed into his hardened sex. Jane’s long legs curled around his hips and she dug her heels into his back. The familiar tingle started at the base of his spine. His balls drew tight.

Tarzan caressed his way down to cup her soft breast. The weight in his palm felt heavier, the size larger, but when she moaned and thrust her hips, he tossed his thoughts aside and gently pinched her rosy nipple. Fascinated, he pulled and felt her answering squeeze on his male part below. He kept thrusting, sliding into her wetness in the way of jungle mating. Her other nipple looked lonely, so he switched sides to stroke and pull some more.

Jane’s eyes shut tight, as a look of agony crossed her features. “Tarzan...I can barely breathe.”

Shocked he had somehow injured his squirming female, he froze and placed his palm over the rabbit-quick beat of her heart. “Jane hurt?”

Beneath him, she stilled, then pushed his shoulder to roll and reverse their position. Her moist, hot core cocooned his tool. A huge smile stretched the corners of her mouth, and her fawn-brown hair, lifted by the breeze, floated over her shoulders to tumble down her back.

“Not hardly,” Jane replied, her mouth tones sounding rough. Bending low, she brushed her lips across his throat and ground her damp female center into him. “I meant, you have me so turned-on, who needs air?”

The mind-numbing drag and slide on his male part as she glided up and drifted down, staggered each breath released from his lungs. 

“Tarzan...understand,” the admission left his mouth, followed by a hard pulse from his tool. He gripped her rounded hips, guiding her. Pumped upward between her widespread thighs and watched the veins of his glistening sex disappear in and out. He kept her moving in the special way that rolled his eyeballs to the back of his head. 

When she leaned forward to seize his lips, he took his time touching their tongues and enjoying her taste completely. He sucked her lower lip into his mouth, only releasing when she straightened to sit up and ride him harder. Her head arched back, hair and tits bouncing as she raced to the place when their bodies clenched and breathing became ragged. An emotion welled inside of him, clogging his throat. 

One day, Jane would bear Tarzan young ones. He tenderly caressed her stomach with the hopeful thought. Many babies, if possible. The loneliness in his past as the only human on the jungle island would soon be nothing more than a distant memory.

“I’m gonna....” Jane cried out, her female channel tightened. “I love you, Tarzan.”

“Tarzan love Jane,” he gasped, arching his back as he drove his mating tool deep within his female’s body to reach his favorite peak. 

In the jungle beyond their nest, the huffing of apes went wild. Monkeys shrieked as the thumping of solid chests beat in the background. Gorillas called their acknowledgement of the rising passion between their alpha male and his mated female. 

Two thoughts swirled in Tarzan’s love crazed mind as he cried out and spilled his essence: Forever. My Jane.
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Chapter One
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“Race you!”

Jane’s nimble feet weaved a crooked path as she dodged sharp rocks and jumped over spiny plants. In the warm, late afternoon sun, her shiny brown hair reminded Tarzan of a fox’s summer pelt. The breeze caught the long strands, but it was the occasional glimpse of her bare butt beneath the grass wrapped around her hips that teased Tarzan into chasing her. 

In her wake, the nosey little white-faced monkey she named Chee-tah scrambled from branch to branch to branch above their heads, its thick tail wagging in the air.

Under the man-sized flap of the protective animal skin Tarzan wore, his mating tool gave a strong twitch. At the start of every new day, the man-part’s unrelenting need to take his female rose with the dawn of the sun. A desperation would consume him, forcing him to follow her around like that irritating monkey, while his pole remained stiff and hungry.

Leaves and dirt flew out behind as her tanned legs ate up the distance in brow-raising time. Those same legs often wrapped themselves around his waist like ravenous vines, gripping him tight until he filled Jane’s warm, wet core to the hilt with his tool.

The corners of his mouth lifted. The drape of his hide did, too. Tarzan idly scratched the biter bugs attacking his neck, fighting an urge to stoop over and knuckle lope to Jane’s side. No reason to kick heels-to-ass and rush; his female could never make the climb on her own.

Not with all the weight she gained.

“I win!” Jane slapped her hands on the wide trunk of their nest tree. She twisted to look over her shoulder through eyes sparkling as though the sun’s light were caught in their waterfall-blue depths.

And as always, whenever his beautiful mate’s heated stare fixed on him, Tarzan’s breath hitched in his chest. With Jane, vines swung to the rhythm of love. I will die willingly if the happy never leaves her face.

She turned back to the tree, gazing into the branches that towered high above. The ends of her softly curled hair brushed the top of the silly grass skirt she insisted on wearing. He much preferred Jane in her birthing-day skin, which turned a rich golden brown since her arrival on the island.

Another twitch from below roused his drifting mind. Small ground-scratching birds burst from a berry bush as he passed, moving closer to his mate’s wiggling ass.

“Where’d it go?” She leaned to reach around from one side to the other, her hands searching the rough bark of the tree. “I can’t find it.”

Her sideways stretching motion parted the grass blades of her skirt, revealing the round lushness that drew him closer. 

He took himself in hand and aimed for the target. “Tarzan have what Jane need.” 

“Well, good. It’s about time.” She slid her hands above her head, pushing her lovely rear-end out and up.

Tarzan grasped Jane’s hips, pressing his thumbs into the small of her back, tilting her forward into position. “Ooh-ooh.”

“One, two,—”

“Ahh-yahyahyah—-oomph!”

Jane’s elbow cracked him in the ribs. Then she spun around and shoved him back a step. “What the hell, Tarzan? We just did it this morning.”

“Ooh?” 

The stiff throbbing between his legs demanded his female’s attention. Perhaps he should use the man-hers he’d been learning, though it seemed foolish for a man to learn a female’s way of behavior. 

Stretching his lips back into a huge smile, he indicated his mating tool with both hands. “Please?”

“Gah, men!” Jane stalked to the back side of the tree. Out of sight, her stomping feet crunched leaves and snapped twigs. “It’s all you think about these days.”

“Cheep-cheep.” Chee-tah sat with his tail wrapped around a lower branch and watched them, chattering nonstop. 

“I have an idea.” Her frowning face reappeared, having made a full circle. “Instead of sex, why don’t you think about how I’m supposed to climb this damn tree without the vine?”

The vine in question, placed specifically to help Jane reach the sleeping nest without his help, had grown weak over time and eventually snapped. He crossed his arms and smiled, thankful it had been his weight, not hers, that caused the vine to break last night. It would have been impossible for his mate to brace herself with a solid foot-grip and not fall to the jungle floor.

She studied his grinning face through narrowed eyes. “You did this on purpose, didn’t you?”

“Ooh?” He unfolded his arms and dropped his smile. “No, Jane. Vine broken.”

His female cocked a hip and rested her open palm on the cord of the grass skirt. “So you broke it? What the hell, Tarzan?” 

Tarzan shrugged and stayed silent. He doubted she could drink water with her mouth pinched so tight. No matter the answer or nice man-her he learned, he was in deep elephant shit with her present mood.

“Then it’s your fault,” she said and turned away.

~*  *  *  *~
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Unreasonable and bitchy. Jane knew it, yet she couldn’t seem to slap a filter over her mouth to save her life. 

Tarzan’s muscular shoulders heaved with a heavy sigh. Not the first time the jagged edge of her sharp tongue ripped her jungle lover up one side and down the other. She should be asking herself what the hell, not him.

Framed by a wild disarray of dark-blond hair, his sad puppy-dog eyes peered from beneath slashed brows. Cursing herself every vile name in both English and ape, she forcibly relaxed the tight set to her lips and curved the ends up.

At the sight of her changed appearance, a flicker of hope crossed his face. “Tarzan sorry. Take Jane to nest?”

When it came to survival, she was inexperienced. When it came to co-existing with the only human on an uncharted island...she’d probably win Second Place for that, too.

Her turn for a deep sigh. “Yes, please.”

Tarzan turned and presented his broad back, crouching low. She pushed the makeshift skirt out of the way to lift her thigh and straddle his waist, then impulsively kissed his cheek after climbing on.

He patted her locked ankles in front of his hips. “Hold tight, my Jane.”

One arm slung between his neck and shoulder, she wrapped the other under his opposite arm. Braced crosswise over his chest, she locked her fingers together. “Alright, babe. I’m ready.”

As he’d done the first day on the island, Tarzan rocked back on a split step and leaped high into the tree. His fingers gripped the tree’s knobby texture, and his strong legs propelled them vertically toward the sky. At each powerful boost, the grass skirt rustled with movement.

She could just imagine an advertising brochure now: Piggyback jungle adventures at its best. Not to be mistaken with zipline-style vine swinging, also offered. 

Damn, Jungle-boy was a theme park all on his own.

Hand over hand, strong muscles bunched and flexed under the cheek she pressed to Tarzan’s back. The gentle rocking motion rubbed in juuust the right spot with her legs clamped around his waist. He gave a couple hops to reach handholds, and a moan drifted from between her clenched teeth.

“Jane?”

“Yes?” Unable to stop herself, she licked the back of his neck.

At four months pregnant, the baby bump grew and to Tarzan’s delight, so did her breasts. But after their talk last week, it was clear he didn’t understand that in five months he would become a father. Where it stood with her body’s curves for the time being, the boobs still held position over the bump.

Not like there was much to worry over, though. First and the most obvious, she was the only game in town. But second and just as important, in the words of her lover, “Tarzan like all parts of Jane.”

She hoped it was true because in a few months, there’d be a part of her and a new part of him to welcome into the jungle.
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Chapter Two
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Jane’s lips slowly nibbled along the back of his neck, distracting him greatly, and then she gently bit his ear. His hide-covered mating tool jerked, hitting the side of the tree he climbed. Tarzan closed his eyes and took a deep breath to concentrate on gripping hand and footholds while balanced ten man-lengths from the ground with his female’s added weight on his back. 

She sucked his lobe into her hot mouth then alternatingly pulled while her tongue lazed and played. 

Thump.

He stared at the tree sitting at the end of his nose and clenched his jaw, trying to ignore his male part. Did she not remember that climbing was serious work? 

Feet planted in a wide-bracing stance, he jostled Jane one-handed with a stiff ruck, moving her up higher on his back.

“Oh yeah, baby.” Her coiled legs squeezed tighter, and she ground her fiery dampness into his back.

Thump-thump.

He felt his female’s unfulfilled need call to him in blasts of heated waves. Confusion over her rejection of him one moment and a readiness to mate the next did not slow the blur of his hands as he climbed faster. Tarzan ready, too!
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