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

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 men crave. But she fears Tyler won't want her when he discovers she's not the same woman he left behind. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Outlaw Lovers Series


[image: ]




Jude ~ Book One

The Claiming ~ Book Two

Colter’s Revenge ~ Book Three

Tyler’s Woman ~ Book Four

Resistance ~ Book Five

Pleasure Burn ~ Book Six

Want to get updates on new releases? 

Join Jan’s newsletter ~ 

http://ymlp.com/xguembmugmgb

Other language newsletters ~ 

https://janspringerauthor.wordpress.com/newsletters/

Tyler’s Woman

Published by Spunky Girl Publishing

Copyright 2016 Jan Springer

Coverart by Talina Perkins ~ Bookin’ It Designs



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


License Notes

[image: ]




This ebook is licensed for your personal use only.

The ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.

If you would like to share your ebook with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient.

Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Author’s Note

[image: ]
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Six years earlier

Rackety Falls, Maine, USA

LAURIE CALLAHAN WHIMPERED as sensual heat flared through her body. White mist floated in front of her eyes, blocking her true surroundings, and she knew the faceless phantom men were here again. Surrounding her. Wanting her.

Waiting to penetrate her.

Eager hands drifted out of the haze, their hot fingers touching her, making her moan from the sensations they created. She loved their hands on her body. Needed them touching her. Caressing her.

Intimately.

She gasped as a hot mouth latched on to her aching nipple. Teeth pinched and the sweetest pain bit into her flesh. A hand slid between her legs, spreading her thighs. She whimpered as her pussy lips were stretched until they burned.

A finger boldly massaged her swollen clit. Within seconds she was soaked and gyrating her hips, enjoying the pleasure.

Oh yes. Nice. Very nice.

Her eyelids grew heavy. Her breathing labored. A hot, thick erection slapped between her ass cheeks and prodded at her tight sphincter muscle, making her cry out in anticipation.

More hands drifted out of the fog. Fingers caressed. Smoothed over the curves of her hips. Feathered over her abdomen. Their touches made her body hum. Made her pant shamelessly. Made her want them.

Wet mouths kissed her arms. Hot tongues licked her thighs.

She spread her legs wider. She needed them there. Between her legs. Please!

A faceless shadow moved in front of her. Something solid and hot nudged against her slit. Oh yes, another cock. That’s it. Right there. Push into me!

Do me!

The smell of her sexual need kissed her nostrils. The scent of their masculine lust embraced her. Held her captive. Made her want all these men fucking her mouth, her ass, her pussy, her breasts.

“Yes,” she found herself whispering as the solid, ultra-thick erection began to sink into her soaked vagina.

No! a part of her mind screamed. Don’t give in to them! Fight them. You have to fight or you’ll stay here forever! It’s the X-virus! It’ll drive you mad if you surrender. Fight it or you’ll never see Tyler again.

In a heavy breath of defiance, she mentally pressed away the white haze. Pushed herself from the hedonistic pleasure that consumed her. Away from the phantom men who would ultimately drive her forever into their pleasure world if she gave in to what they offered.

Suddenly silver stars burst in front of her eyes and her true surroundings exploded into view. Dragging huge, frantic gulps of air into her lungs, she looked around the room.

She was back in reality. In her mother’s dress shop in Rackety Falls, Maine. Safe from the dark, mysterious men who haunted her X-virus-induced fantasies on a daily basis. Fantasies that popped out of nowhere and seemed so real, so wildly intense she wanted to stay in the erotic fantasyland forever. But the thought of never seeing Tyler again always made her pull herself out.

She had the X-virus, Mutation F. Extremists had unleashed a submissive virus in the hopes of making the world’s female population submissive to men. Unfortunately the virus mutated into many faceted forms, most of them deadly. F stood for Fantasies and this version left her highly sexed. She was considered one of the lucky ones. She was a survivor. More than eighty percent of the female population had been wiped out after contracting the virus. The survivors battled with various forms of virus mutations. Some, like her sister Callie, remained untouched, their immunity making them targets—hunted by the government or scientists who wished to use them as experimental guinea pigs to find the valuable cure.

But Laurie had been infected. As a result of the illness, the fantasies threatened to drive her mad on a continuous basis. She tried to still her pounding heart and her pulsing pussy as she looked around the small room. Colorful bolts of material lay stacked on the numerous shelves. The smell of vanilla from a nearby votive candle drifted through the air and she noted the pattern pieces she’d earlier laid over the material of what would soon become Mrs. Barlow’s funeral dress. The pattern was still waiting to be pinned. She’d get to it as soon as she calmed.

This latest fantasy had been harder to escape. Probably because she’d delayed taking her medication. Sometimes she became so busy she simply forgot to take the weekly pill that kept her in reality. Research showed if a woman infected with the F-type virus delayed taking her medication for too long, she would remain in the fantasy world permanently, eventually going insane.

Laurie reached into her pocket and pulled out her pillbox. A moment later, the medication was swallowed and despite the arousal that would grip her for the rest of the day unless she had sex, she forced herself to focus. No use crying over the unexpected fantasies, she thought as she reached for her box of pattern pins on a nearby shelf. There was no cure. Just medication that barely dulled the part of her brain creating the fantasies.

If she was lucky, Tyler Outlaw might show up sometime today and she could seduce the socks off him.

She smiled as she thought of him. Since surviving the sickness, he’d been quite attentive to her new sexual needs. The fantasies she’d had before falling ill were nothing compared to the ones she now had. Vivid visions of hard muscles pummeling against soft curves. The scent of sex in the air. The musk of male sweat. The twist of pain as her nipples were tweaked. The promise of a cock—or multiple cocks—sliding into her pussy, or her anus, or both.

The clanging sound of the cowbell hanging on the dress shop door ripped Laurie Callahan from her thoughts and she looked up to see Tyler Outlaw sauntering inside. Well, speak of the devil.

Seeing him had her breasts tightening even harder in awareness and her pussy pulsed, sending another volley of hot cream down her channel, readying her for his penetration. He always seemed to sense when she needed him, and by the steamy way he was looking at her now, she knew he was ready to give her some red-hot loving.

His boots stomped on the old wood floor as he strolled toward her. His long legs made her quite aware of how petite she was compared to his six-foot-three-inch frame. The youngest of the six Outlaw brothers, he was—according to her—the sexiest.

He wore his traditional hip-hugging blue jeans, plain tan T-shirt and a black cowboy hat pulled so low over his high forehead she could barely see his hungry blue eyes. From what she could see, he was already visually undressing and fucking her.

His mouth was full and perfectly formed. Her lips tingled as she remembered the confident way he always kissed her. He didn’t grin as he came toward her. Didn’t utter a word of greeting.

“Well, good morning to you too,” she muttered, and pretended she hadn’t noticed the hot look that spoke of sex on demand. She also pretended she wasn’t so damn aroused that she just might scream if she didn’t get fucked by him.

Mornings were always when she was the horniest. Since contracting the X-virus, her appetite for sex was furious and sometimes even left her so physically weak she was barely able to work the rest of the day.

Today, however, she needed a quick loving to take the edge off so she could get back to work. The four Barlow brothers had come into the dress shop early this morning with the terrible news their mother had passed away after contracting one of the lethal mutations of the X-virus.

She felt sorry for the woman. Slaving after an ungrateful husband and four spoiled sons. At least now their mother was at peace. She, on the other hand, might not have peace from the Barlows. Especially considering the way they looked at her. Not an ounce of grieving for their mother on their faces. Only lust for her.

She was barely able to stay civil to them as they picked out a pretty green material for their mother’s funeral dress amidst sexual innuendoes about her and her two sisters Cate and Callie. Their raw looks frightened her. It was a far cry from the fierce yet tender hunger shining in Tyler’s eyes.

Tyler didn’t say a word as he grabbed her around the waist and hoisted her with ease onto the table. Lucky for her she hadn’t pinned the pattern to the material yet or her butt would have been full of ouchy pinholes.

“I can see it in your eyes. You’ve been fantasizing about those mystery men. I’ll make them go away. Spread your legs for me, Laurie.” His strong voice was lined with lust and slid over her flesh, making her blood boil. Sometimes he was jealous of her fantasies, but today he looked more intent on the task at hand, which was bringing relief to both of them.

The raspy sound of his jeans zipper lowering made her heart pick up a frantic pace.

“Jesus, Ty. I’m working here. Let’s go in the back room...someone might...” Her words died as his erection popped out and greeted her.

Shit! Was he ever swollen! The bulging length of his cock was thick and hard. The mushroom-shaped head was smooth and flaring a deep purple. Her lower belly quivered in anticipation.

“I said spread your legs for me, Laurie.” His strangled whisper broke her from her appreciation. She did as he asked and just about came up off the table as his warm hands slid beneath her skirt and caressed her inner thighs.

“I love the silky feel of your thighs,” he whispered, holding eye contact. She gripped the edge of the table as his hands left her thighs and moved to her hips, his fingers slipping beneath the waistband of her panties. Without waiting for instruction, she eagerly lifted her butt and felt the silky-smooth material being pulled down and then removed from her body. He tossed the panty onto the table beside her before spreading her legs wider, his hands then sliding up her inner thighs again, moving until a calloused thumb swept back and forth over her clitoris. The sensation made her breath catch and her pussy quiver with longing for him to be inside her.

“And you’re always so wet and ready for me.”

His eyes were drooping now. Half-lidded, sexy, fuck-me bedroom eyes.

“Unbutton your blouse,” he whispered.

“Ty, someone might come in and see,” she reminded him.

“Don’t worry. Hunter’s on lookout duty.”

The thought of Tyler’s best friend being on the other side of the door, maybe even peeking in the windows, watching them, made her pulse quicken.

“As long as he doesn’t join us,” she teased.

“Well, maybe he should...”

She trembled beneath his intoxicating gaze. He knew her fantasies made her curious about ménages. That she fantasized about a ménage with Tyler and his good friend Hunter.

“Someday definitely.” She found herself blushing.

Neither said anything more and his eyes darkened with need as she slowly undid her blouse buttons. His thumb continued to rub her clit, stroking those tender nerve endings until she was panting. Her breath grew rougher and faster as she opened her blouse and unclasped the front of her bra. The cups fell away, revealing her firm breasts.

“Fuck,” he swore softly. “I get so turned-on by your breasts. Especially your mouthwatering nipples. If they were pierced, I’d be pulling those loops and kissing your tender flesh at the same time, showing you the true meaning of pleasure-pain, baby. Maybe even make you wear weights to keep you all hot and bothered.”

She was already hot and bothered by the lazy strokes on her clitoris.

“Ty...”

“Shh, baby. Just let me look at you.”

She trembled as he continued to leisurely caress her clit and stare at her breasts. They’d had many discussions about her nipples. He wanted her to have them pierced by his brother Colter, who was a doctor. She didn’t feel comfortable with the idea, if only because she was afraid of something going wrong, like an infection or maybe something horrible like her nipple having to be removed. Tyler said she had an overactive imagination. But she had to live with the consequences if something went wrong.

Sexual intent glazed his eyes and she could feel her breasts heat with the familiar longing to be suckled by his mouth. Other things happened to her body as she breathed in his strong masculine scent. She felt flushed. The muscles in her lower belly clenched and heat roared through her.

Her gaze drifted to his cock again. The sight of it spearing straight out at her, long and stiff, swollen and eager for action, made her body hum with anticipation.

“Are you going to take a picture? Or are you going to put us out of our misery?” she teased as he continued to stare at her breasts.

“Misery is an understatement, baby,” he whispered in a strangled voice, and she suddenly realized he sounded too tense. Now that she thought about it, he looked a little different too.

His clean-shaven appearance for one. Usually he walked around with sexy day-old stubble on his face, even in the morning. And from the short wisps of golden brown hair she saw peeking out from beneath his cowboy hat, she wasn’t impressed.

“Oh God. The barber scalped you,” she gasped. “You know I hate it when he cuts your hair too short. It makes you look like a businessman, not a sexy teacher.”

Irritation flashed in his eyes and then it was gone. His hands smoothed away from her clit, came out from under her skirt and slid inside her open blouse to settle on her waist. His palms felt hot and damp. His fingers hard as he dug into her flesh.

“I don’t have much time, baby.”

“Since when don’t you have time to fuck your woman? What’s wrong anyway? You never get a haircut unless I beg you to do it, and I haven’t begged lately.”

He grinned at her wording, obviously taking it sexually, and her heart leapt.

There, he’s smiling now. Nothing is wrong. It’s just your overactive imagination kicking in again.

“Bring me inside you, Laurie,” he instructed.

She blew out an aroused breath as she wrapped both hands around his shaft. He was hot and satiny smooth. So perfect. She could feel the tense muscles jerk against her palms as she squeezed his thick shaft. He inhaled sharply, his fingers digging deeper into her waist.

“Don’t ever forget you’re my woman,” he growled. “Now fuck me, beautiful. Make me believe you’ll always belong to me.”

“What’s gotten into you? Of course we’ll always belong to each other. I’ll always be yours. You have my heart. You know that.”

“Swear to me, Laurie. Swear to me you’ll always be Tyler’s woman.”

Desperation etched lines around his mouth. In direct contrast, his eyes blazed with arousal.

“I swear, Tyler Outlaw,” she whispered as she soothed his jerking cock with her fingers. She gave him the light, caring strokes she knew he enjoyed. Teasing soft touches that had the veins in his shaft pulsing against her fingertips and his even, white teeth gritting as she brought him to the edge of a climax.

Then she led him between her legs. They both moaned as she slid his cock into her slit. Without warning he bucked his hips. In one fierce stroke, his shaft burned into her. Stretched her. Impaled her.

Oh yes, this feels so perfect, she thought as he began a fast pump. Ripples of pleasure seared through her. He thrust into her. Long, hard strokes she loved. Within seconds he brought her to the rim of a climax.

Her body tightened. Her eyes closed and her fingers clenched the edge of the table as she lost control of her senses. The smell of her sex drifted to her nostrils and her pussy spasmed around his thick flesh.

Tyler groaned.

“Oh yeah. That’s it, baby,” he hissed, and thrust harder. His hands came off her waist and he smoothed them over her breasts, massaging them as he continued to ride her. Then his hot mouth clamped over her right nipple, his teeth biting and nipping, making her cry out in pleasure-pain. He soothed her hurt by laving with his tongue and then began biting her again.

She loved it when he did that with his mouth. She arched her hips, signaling she wanted a deeper penetration. His hands left her breasts and a moment later he slipped them underneath her knees. Her eyes popped open as he leaned her upper body down on the table while he brought her legs up over his shoulders.

“Beautiful woman,” he whispered thickly. Their eyes locked and he started pumping into her again. This new position allowed him a deeper penetration and she could feel him sliding into the deepest recesses of her pussy. His shaft felt thick and swollen, hard and long. She climaxed on a hiss, crying out as the intense pleasure vibrated through her. His hands continued to massage her breasts, bringing a wonderful tingling to her flesh. At the corner of her eye, she spotted movement and noticed a face peering in the window.

Hunter stood there.

Watching them have sex!

When he captured her gaze, he held it, showing not one ounce of embarrassment at being caught.

Her face flamed with the heat of shyness, but try as she might, she couldn’t look away. Fierce sexual hunger brewed in his eyes. Tyler must have noticed they had company too for he suddenly cooed, “Let him watch, baby. Let him watch.”

Oh, how wanton she must look with her skirt bunched up around her waist. Her legs hung over Tyler’s broad shoulders. His hands massaging her naked breasts while he pumped his heavy cock into her. As the lusty vision formed in her mind, she closed her eyes and exploded on a rocketing orgasm.

“Yes,” she heard Tyler groan as her pussy spasmed around him.

She let herself go insane with the sizzling sensations. Allowed them to lift and carry her to some wonderful place. A place she wanted to stay for as long as possible. She bucked against Tyler, desperate for a more solid plunge.

“More. Oh God. More. Harder!” she pleaded as she spasmed over and over again.

He swore and slammed into her tender pussy. She was climaxing as she’d never done before. Cool perspiration erupted onto her hot forehead. Stars exploded behind her closed eyes. Liquid heat coated his cock as he slid in and out of her. Slurps from her vagina suctioning his rigid flesh split through the air. As she started to come down from the best climax she’d ever had, his cock tensed, jerked, and he came inside her on one hell of a loud shout.

“Jesus, baby, maybe we should let Hunter watch all the time,” he breathed as he withdrew from her.

Lifting her legs off his shoulders, he began adjusting his jeans.

“Definitely,” she found herself answering, feeling amazed at the wonderful loss of control she just experienced by having someone watch them. Her gaze snapped back to the window and disappointment melted over her. Hunter was gone and she wanted him back there again.

Watching. Wanting her. Just like the men in her fantasies.

Her tummy twisted at the thought of having Hunter join them. The thought was followed by a volley of guilt.

Oh stop it!

She loved Tyler. Yet she fantasized about ménages on a daily basis because of the X-virus, and now after experiencing such a mind-blowing orgasm with Hunter watching, she realized she would welcome Hunter into their sex life.

Hunter’s late girlfriend, who also was Tyler’s late twin sister Melanie, had told Laurie about Hunter’s ferocious sexual appetite and excellent lovemaking skills. At the unexpected thought of Melanie, sadness swooped around her. Melanie, as well as Pamela, the mother of the Outlaw brothers, died of a lethal strain of the X-virus a couple of months ago. Their father Gord died soon after of a massive heart attack, but everyone knew better. He really died of a broken heart at the loss of his soul mate.

Subsequently, the Outlaw brothers had sworn revenge on the terrorists who unleashed the virus and caused their family so much pain.

“You okay?” he asked softly.

Uneasiness zipped through her as she noticed Tyler watching her closely.

“Sure,” she replied quickly, not wanting to bring him down with talk about his sister.

The room whirled slightly as she sat up too quickly. It righted itself and she buttoned her blouse. Her legs felt wobbly and her pussy pleasantly sore as she stepped onto the floor. And dammit, she really wanted Tyler to make love to her again!

The sound of crinkling paper caught her attention and she realized pieces of the pattern for Mrs. Barlow’s funeral dress were stuck to her damp bare bottom. Tugging the pieces off, amidst Tyler’s chuckles, she balled them, tossing it into a nearby wastebasket.

He took her into his arms, hugging her tight, his muscular body pressing into her while he kissed the edge of her mouth softly just the way she liked it.

“Baby, that was fantastic. The best ever. I hope it’ll hold us,” he breathed against her lips.

“Hold us? Until when? Tonight? Let’s go into the back room and do it again,” she urged. “Come on, sexy stud. You know once we start, I can’t get enough of you.” She grabbed his hand and tried to lead him toward the back room where they could continue, but he didn’t budge.

He looked at her oddly and cleared his throat. It was a nervous sound that instantly caught her attention. Tyler sounding nervous was unheard of.

“Laurie, will you marry me, when I get back?”

She blinked at the unexpected question. Confusion swirled around her. He’d proposed to her months ago. They were planning a wedding for next spring.

“When you get back from where?”

Even before he said it. Even before he whipped that carefree smile back onto his face. She knew what he meant. She had asked him not to tell her when he would join the Terrorist Wars. She’d convinced herself he wouldn’t leave her. That given time he would forget the promise he and his brothers made in going after those terrorists. She’d tried to protect her sanity by pretending everything was okay. Now reality crashed in around her and red-hot anger roared.

She let go of him. Kept her hands fisted at her sides. If she didn’t, she knew she would slap or maybe even hit him.

“You bastard. You joined?”

Blood drained from her face as he nodded. A scream started up the back of her throat. She tried to stop it, truly she did. She swore when this day came she wouldn’t freak. She swore she’d take it like a trooper.

Slapping a hand over her mouth, she screamed against her palm. It came out as a horrible squeak that made Tyler groan.

“Ah shit, Laurie. It’s not like you weren’t expecting it. I’ve told you I’d join at the first opportunity. You knew I was getting my affairs in order, sweet baby. We’ve enlisted. We’re pulling out today.”

“Today?” She could feel the pull of hysteria, but she clamped down on it hard.

A rap at the door made them both jump. Hunter was there again. Waving at Tyler to go out to him. To leave her.

She felt none of the earlier excitement at seeing him back at the window. Instead she flicked him her middle finger and received a small satisfaction in the way he grimaced. Too fucking bad.

Damn asshole!

She wanted to give him shit for letting Tyler do this to her. Wanted to scream at Hunter for being so stupid in joining too.

Tyler frowned and grabbed her wrists. He nodded at his friend, who returned his nod and disappeared.

When Tyler focused his attention back on her, his face was twisted in agony as he finally allowed his full feelings to show. It was so obvious he didn’t really want to go. Had to because of the pledge the Outlaw brothers made to help put an end to the terrorists. He wouldn’t back out.

“I’m sorry, baby. I’m sorry for leaving you like this. I promised Melanie I would kill those bastards. It’s not a matter of what I want, or what you want. It’s a matter of what has to be done. I’ve given you joint access to my bank account. Use it. And keep taking your medication.” So she wouldn’t die like his sister and mother had, she added silently.

“You’re a teacher. You don’t know about war. You’ll get killed.”

“There’s mandatory basic training. Then I’m transferring over to the Teachers Without Borders unit. Those kids over there, they need my help. If I can keep even one of them out of the clutches of terrorists, it’ll have been worth the sacrifice in leaving you. I know you understand, baby.”

She understood. It didn’t mean she had to like it.

“I want you here with me. I want you safe! I don’t care about your crusade,” she snapped, letting the anger roll out in a raw wave.

He ignored her outburst and winked at her. “When I get back, we’ll get married. Put it all behind us and start our lives new.”

Her tummy hollowed and she suddenly felt sick as she said the dreaded words. “What if you don’t come back, Ty?”

“I’ll be back, baby. I promise.”

He truly looked sincere. Truly believed no harm would come to him.

“Shit! Are you really this naïve? Do you really think you’ll be immune to a bullet in the brain because you want to go over there and help?”

His frown deepened at her outburst.

“It needs to be done.”

“What about what I need? Huh? I need you here.”

“C’mon, Laurie. Don’t let it end this way before I go. Don’t be mad.”

“You’re a selfish son of a bitch! I think I have a very good reason to be pissed off at you, Tyler, don’t you?”

She flinched as he let go of her wrists and raised his hand to touch her chin. Using his thumb, he tilted her head up so he could look into her eyes.

God. She wanted to strike out at him. Slap some sense into him. But as he gazed into her eyes, she found her anger melting. She didn’t want him leaving thinking she was mad at him. It would be bad karma.

She should be supporting him. Kissing him. Telling him she loved him. Telling him to be careful. But she couldn’t say a thing, dammit! If she did, she’d start crying and she’d never be able to stop.

A stray tear stained her cheek and she trembled as he wiped it away with a calloused thumb. His gentle touch smoothed across her flesh, making her ache inside. Ache for him to stay. To be safe. But he wouldn’t be safe. Not in the middle of all that violence.

Her stomach lurched with sickness again.

“It’ll be over before you know it. You and your sisters stay out at our farmhouse or at the ocean house. I’ll write when I can.”

Another sharp rap from Hunter at the window had Tyler kissing her. His mouth slid softly against hers, his lips sipping at hers as if she were some treasured possession. She wished the gentle kiss would last forever. But it was over too quick and he was pulling away from her.

“I have to go. I love you. Don’t ever forget that I love you.”

And then just like that, he was gone.

* * * * *
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One year later

Afghanistan

ONE MINUTE TYLER OUTLAW and his eighteen-year-old American teaching assistant Reena Wilde were teaching English class to fifteen teenage Afghan girls who’d passed into puberty and had been lucky enough to survive the X-virus, the next minute he happened to glance out the cracked window of the makeshift schoolhouse and froze.

Uniformed soldiers were heading toward the dilapidated building and the group of men sure as hell weren’t allies. He had two minutes, three tops, before the soldiers reached the classroom full of young girls.

Fuck!

“Get into the basement! Go!” he spoke quickly as he turned to his students. “This is not a drill! Go! Go! Now!”

His assistant swore softly. She and the young teens moved like the well-oiled unit he trained them to be for such emergencies. As they grouped behind his makeshift desk, Reena yanked the tattered carpet off the floor and Tyler whipped open the heavy trapdoor. He wasted no time in urging the girls to hustle down the steep ladder into the blackness.

Teachers Without Borders had been assured by the locals that he and Reena would be safe here so they could teach the girls English and other primary education. It was a test project for the United States Army. They hoped by educating the girls as well as boys, these kids would in the future realize they were being recruited as terrorists and suicide bombers simply to fulfill some religious extremist’s plan to dominate their people.

Tyler knew some of his students’ fathers hoped that with an education their daughters would have a chance at a half-decent future with some English-speaking soldier. He also heard some of the fathers planned to sell their daughters under the guise of something called the Claiming Law. A law that would remove all female rights, turning them into sexual property. Those fathers hoped their daughters’ newly learned English, which was now one of the primary languages used in the area, would give their daughters a better chance at having educated men Claim them along with the fathers receiving a higher price for their daughters.

Several of the surrounding countries were also considering adopting the Law. It was a sick, twisted decree conjured up due to the lack of women in the world. A law that allowed several men to Claim a woman or any teenage girl over sixteen as their wife. He hoped the States didn’t adopt it. He didn’t like the sound of it. Didn’t like it one damn bit.

He didn’t like the sound of the soldiers’ angry shouts either as they approached his school. Apparently someone had sold them out. Educating girls and women in this country was extremely illegal. The girls, Reena and himself would pay dearly if they were discovered. But not if they moved fast.

“Everything will be okay. Do what I’ve told you to,” he hissed as the last girl climbed into the basement. Several sets of frightened eyes peered up at him from the darkness. Some of the girls were sobbing. He wished he could comfort them. Wished he could assure them they’d be safe. But there was no time.

His young assistant made no move to join the girls.

“Get down there, pumpkin. You know the drill,” he snapped.

“I’m not leaving you here alone, Teach.” Fear glittered in her eyes, but there was also a proud defiance in the way she held her shoulders back. She was a stubborn young woman. He just hoped she wasn’t too stubborn to see how much danger she would be in if she stayed here with him.

Because her high-ranking US Army father wanted Reena safe, she’d been shielded from the mandatory R&R sex most Allied soldiers had to partake in. But if these particular soldiers got ahold of her and the girls... His gut clenched and he forced his thoughts from the horror that flooded his mind.

“Now is not the time to argue, pumpkin. Get your ass down there and keep the girls safe. I don’t want to worry about you, okay? I’ve fought too long to keep you out of harm’s way. Don’t fuck up on me now.”

She nodded and wiped aside a stray strand of the strawberry blonde hair that peeked out from beneath the kerchief she wore on her head.

“Okay.” She started down the ladder then hesitated and looked up, lifting her cupid-shaped lips into a nervous smile. “You better take care of yourself, Outlaw. You’ve got that pretty woman you’ve been telling me about waiting for you at home. And you promised you’d introduce me to those sexy brothers of yours, especially Cade. You seem to think we’d make a great match, so I’m holding you to your word.”

He chuckled uneasily at his promises to her. Promises that may never happen. When she neared the bottom of the ladder, she looked up at him. He could barely make out the tears that shone in her hazel eyes before she threw him a peace sign and stepped off the ladder to join the girls.

“But vat about Teacher?” a couple of his students asked as they huddled around Reena. He found himself smiling at their broken English. They’d taught the girls well, he thought proudly. Some of them would hopefully become allies and spies for the US government.

One of them, the oldest girl in his class, who’d just turned seventeen and rumored she would be sold the instant the Claiming Law came into effect, began to climb back up the stairs.

“We will stay. We will fight,” she hissed with anger. Her green eyes snapped in defiance.

“No!” His harsh shout made the young woman stop. The look of hurt flashing across her face just about brought him to his knees. He wanted to apologize but this was no time to be soft on them.

“You must do as you’ve been instructed,” Tyler growled anxiously. “You must stay safe at all costs. Protect yourselves and teach others secretly of what you’ve learned here. Teach your children.”

Some of them nodded and Tyler lowered the lid, plunging them into darkness. Slipping the tattered carpet back over the trapdoor he headed for his makeshift desk, a piece of plywood set on two wooden horses.

A split second after he sat down, the troops poured in.

“Americana! Americana! Stay right there!” one of the soldiers yelled as Tyler stood. Immediately he didn’t like him. Hatred unlike anything he’d ever seen before brewed in the man’s almost black eyes. Devil eyes.

His face was pockmarked, his teeth yellow and rotting as he smiled at Tyler. The man made him feel like running for his life. He resisted the urge, knowing he wouldn’t get far.

Each of the soldiers held an assault rifle and aimed their guns straight at his head. The guns were nice and shiny. Newly purchased. Strange that he would think of something so stupid at a time like this.

There were at least twenty of them, dressed in traditional rebel military fatigues. Twenty against one. Not the best odds. He’d been in tight situations before and managed to talk himself free. Most people considered a teacher not being much of a threat. Unfortunately he didn’t feel confident of getting out of this situation this time around.

“Sobh bekeir.” He greeted them in the Farsi language many of the people in this part of Afghanistan used. It meant good morning. Not that it was turning out to be so good for him, especially with the soldiers circling him like vultures wanting to rip apart a piece of fresh meat.

“May I help you, gentlemen?”

Shit! He couldn’t believe how calm his voice sounded under the circumstances.

One man answered by cracking the butt of his rifle against Tyler’s temple. It happened so fast he didn’t even have a chance to react. Stars burst behind his eyes and a fissure of pain zipped through his head. He grabbed the edge of his desk to keep himself from collapsing. A sharp explosion of anger made him swear. That only gave him another whack at the side of the head.

Shit! That hurt!

“Don’t speak unless spoken to, Americana,” the soldier with the rotten teeth growled.

Son of a bitch! Tyler forced himself stiff and kept his hands on the desk within their view.

He dared not move. Dared not give them an excuse to shoot him.

“What is your name?” The pockmarked man spoke English very well. Obviously he’d been educated in English and now denied education to others. Too bad he hadn’t taken care of his teeth.

“My name is Tyler Outlaw. I work for Teachers Without Borders.”

“Where are the students?” the soldier growled.

“I sent them home. It was too hot for them to work.”

The soldier’s eyes narrowed with suspicion as he surveyed the small schoolroom. His gaze swept over the open books, the pencils laid precariously on their desks as if the girls had left in a hurry.

Tyler’s stomach sank as he noticed a kerchief one of the girls had removed from her hair and left behind. Obviously the soldier saw it too. He frowned.

Oh shit!

“You lie! Where are they?”

“I told them to go home.”

Outside he could hear the frantic wails of the girls’ family members as they were stopped from entering the schoolhouse.

“I will ask one more time, Americana. Where are they?”

“Gone.”

The soldier grinned and Tyler’s stomach plunged.

“You do not know what happens to teachers who defy our country’s laws? You do not realize we do not allow educating girls?”

“There were no girls here,” he lied.

“My source tells me you teach all girls. We want them for our soldiers. If you do not produce them within the minute, you will take their place.”

Not good.

Tyler forced himself to laugh.

“Listen, I’d love to accommodate your men with the company of beautiful girls but your source is incorrect. I know very well what happens to teachers who educate girls or women for that matter. Do you think I’m stupid enough to defy your country’s rules?”

The soldier nodded to another who quickly yanked Tyler from behind his desk and pushed him roughly against a nearby wall.

“Hey, easy on the threads, man,” Tyler snapped as the top two buttons on his shirt popped loose.

The soldier with the rotting teeth moved behind Tyler’s desk and kicked aside the tattered carpet. He wasted no time in lifting the trapdoor.

“What is that?” the soldier asked, pointing to the darkness beyond.

“I have no idea. It came with the building.”

He tensed as the man nodded to another soldier who quickly climbed down the stairs and disappeared. A moment later he came back out and slammed the door shut. He said something to the head cheese in the Farsi language, but spoke so fast Tyler couldn’t make out a word. The English-speaking soldier turned to Tyler. His gut clenched as he noted the smug grin plastered on the man’s face.

“He says the pit is empty and there is a small tunnel, big enough for only skinny girls to get into. Where does the tunnel lead?”

Tyler shrugged his shoulders. “Like I said, it came with the building.”

He tried not to panic as the soldiers gathered around him in a threatening manner. Before he could so much as defend himself there was a loud pop and something hard slammed into his side, spinning him around.

Fuck! That hurt!

White-hot pain blew the air clean out of his lungs. His legs buckled. The pain quickly turned dark and heavy, spreading into his rib cage.

Rough hands grabbed him. Held him. He couldn’t move. Couldn’t think straight.

The pain spread, squeezing more of his breath out of his lungs.

Ah damn! This was it. The end.

Tyler, please don’t go. The sweet feminine voice floated out of the dark haze blinding him.

Laurie? He blinked wildly. Tried to focus. Tried to find her.

Tyler, you know you have my heart.

“I know,” he found himself answering. Suddenly she was there. Right in front of him. Plain as day. Her beautiful long blonde hair dressed up in curly ringlets, just the way he liked it. Her blue eyes blazed with love.

“You promised, Ty. You promised me you’d come back.”

Ah shit. He was hallucinating. She wasn’t here. She was back home. Waiting for him.

Laurie, I’m so sorry! The words of regret whipped through his head so swiftly he almost called out her name.

Someone grabbed his hair. Pain seared through his scalp, yanking him back to reality. Back to the son of a bitch with the rotting teeth whose face now hovered inches away from his own.

“Americana teacher. You should not have crossed the borders,” the soldier hissed. Tyler winced at the man’s sour breath. The pain in his side jerked a pathetic moan out of him.

“Surely you know what we do to Americana prisoners here with so few women left in the world?”

Great. Just great.

“Easy, boys...take it easy...I come in peace,” Tyler managed to say. He didn’t have to be a genius to know he’d been shot at point-blank range. He could feel the liquid heat of his blood flowing down his waist, pooling into his underwear.

“Let us see what prize we have captured, shall we?” The soldier giggled.

Fingers grabbed at his fly. He tried to buck the guy away, but the movement sent pain screaming through his side, making him freeze. Powerful hands grabbed his arms and legs, effectively holding him hostage. The sound of his zipper lowering mingled with the harsh pounding of his heart beating in his ears.

He cursed them violently as his pants were dropped to his knees. His underwear quickly followed. Hot air whispered against his balls and cock. There were a couple of sharp inhalations that Tyler could only interpret as appreciation.

“Very nice.”

“I get no complaints from the ladies.” He tried to chuckle. Tried to interject humor into his voice to show he wasn’t scared. The last thing he wanted was this guy to know he was suddenly afraid. Very afraid, as he struggled to blink away the patches of blackness that hovered like vultures at the edge of his sight.

“The warden will be pleased. Very pleased.”

“Go fuck your warden,” Tyler growled.

The soldier smirked and nodded to another who moved quickly in front of him. The hands holding his arms and legs tightened. He could literally feel his freedom slip away as a thick metal chain belt was lashed around his waist. Clangs of chains followed as cold metal snapped around one ankle and then the other. His wrists were similarly shackled with all chains leading to the waist chain. The bastards were hobbling him so he wouldn’t run. Not that he could escape at this point anyway.

But he would. Someday he would escape. He had to. He had to go home to Laurie, just as he’d promised.

A moment later the soldier stepped aside and the English-speaking one grinned at him.

Tyler’s stomach plunged again.

“As of this instant, Mr. Teacher, you are officially dead. Your blood is on the floor. See?”

Tyler looked down to where the man pointed and saw the increasing splatters of blood at his feet. Then he noticed the red liquid oozing from the fiery bullet hole in the side of his waist. Definitely not a pretty picture. And damn if it didn’t hurt like hell.

“Do not look so worried. We don’t let Americana prisoners die this easily.”

Tyler cried out as the man slammed a fist into the area where he’d just been shot. Pain scorched through his side and without warning his legs gave out. The soldiers holding him let him go and he slumped like a rag doll to the floor.

“God!” he spat as the pain continued to wrap through his flesh, screaming up into his stomach and abdomen.

“There is no God where you are going, Americana. Only hell.”

The soldiers’ laughter was the last thing Tyler heard before he passed out.
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Chapter One
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Five years later

Barlow Ranch, Maine, USA

“WHERE IN THE WORLD is Blade?” Laurie muttered anxiously to herself as she pried two slats of the kitchen blinds apart to peer out the window. Her four husbands’ trucks were still missing from the driveway, including Blade’s.

She wished her newest husband would get his ass in gear. He’d agreed to pick up some peppermint leaves from the creek out on the main road on his way home from town. She needed them for garnish on the chocolate mousse cake she’d promised the men for dessert. If she didn’t deliver on her promise, they’d be exceptionally rough on her in bed tonight.

She enjoyed rough sex, but only with her late boyfriend Tyler. Certainly not with these men. With the three Barlow brothers, her orgasms were faked and her words of love for them a lie. As far as she was concerned, those three could go straight to hell.

Not Blade though. He was different. He wasn’t a Barlow. She hadn’t been forced into having sex with him. The Barlows didn’t want to share her with Blade. They bribed a judge into allowing Blade to Claim her without the mandatory sex tapes required to prove they were together.
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