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  SATAN'S SLAVE [PIRATES OF LONDON BOOK 1]




  by




  Emma Wildes w/a Annabel Wolfe




  Prologue




  London, 1816




  He entered the ballroom from the terrace doors, adjusting his cravat with a practiced hand. That he didn’t have a formal invitation stung his pride somewhat, but then again, the aristocratic host of the festivities disliked him intensely and the feeling was mutual.




  Lord Tansley’s daughter on the other hand he liked all too well.




  His gaze swept the room, skimming the melee of people chatting, dancing, drinking tepid champagneand he found her, for her red-gold hair was unmistakable, as was the graceful symmetry of her profile. It was going to be a bit tricky to approach her and not have her father notice his presence, but then again, Charles was quite good at subterfuge.




  Melting into the crowd, he bided his time, as inconspicuous as possible.




  All he needed was an opportunity to get her alone for just a moment.




  It came just after she’d completed a waltz with a particularly eligible young baron, the sight of them dancing together making him grind his teeth from where he hovered in the shadows.




  And thenit happened.




  Caroline smiled at the insipid bastard and obviously excused herself, heading for the hallway and no doubt the ladies’ retiring room.




  It was all a matter of delicate timing. She slipped inside, he ducked into an advantageous doorway, and when she emerged, there was no one else in sight.




  She was breathtaking in peach lutestring, her hair upswept in a simple chignon that emphasized the graceful column of her neck, her ivory shoulders and a hint of the upper curves of her bosom enough to draw a man’s eye.




  It certainly drew his.




  Fate could be cruel, but it could also be benevolent. He stepped out and said quietly, “Caro.”




  Her startled gaze met his, her aquamarine eyes widening. “Charles” she faltered. “I didn’t realize you were in attendance.”




  “Trust me,” he said sardonically, “I wasn’t invited. We both know how your father feels about me. Can I have a word?”




  He saw it then. A stiffening of her shoulders and she looked away. “No,” she said succinctly.




  And then she walked away in an imperious swirl of long skirts, leaving only a hint of rose perfume.




  Damnation.




  He’d truly lost her.




  Chapter 1




  The Caribbean, two months later




  The commotion that had awakened her seemed to be getting worse. The sound of running footsteps echoed thunderously and there were shouts punctuated now and then by women screaming.




  Good God, what is happening?




  The man who burst into her stateroom was huge and bearded, with a wickedly curved sword he waved with what looked like skillful precision. Only dressed in a flimsy chemise, the gown she’d hurriedly pulled out of her trunk still lying on the bed, Lady Caroline Kendrick gasped, snatching up her dressing gown and clutching it to her chest. She ordered bitingly, “Get out.”




  Dressed oddly in tan breeches and a red vest that bared his brawny arms, the big man smiled, revealing crooked teeth. His gaze ran over her, from the long loose tumble of her hair, to where the material of her robe didn’t quite cover her bare legs. “Oh yes, my lady, you’re the one all right.” He chuckled, his eyes small and gleaming in his dark face. “Hair like golden fire and as bright as a sunrise over a turquoise sea. Eyes blue as a summer sky. Come with me, beautiful one.”




  Such poetic drivel from such an unlikely source rendered her speechless for a moment, but while the description might be flattering, the scimitar in his hand was hardly reassuring and his presence in the small space was intimidating.




  “Come with you?” She desperately clung to her poise, though it really wasn’t easy because to say she didn’t have the upper hand was a terrible understatement. The brute was about a foot taller than the average man, and about twice as wide. “I think not.”




  To her surprise, the invader swept her a stately bow. “Satan has requested your presence.”




  Satan. At the mention of the famous pirate’s name, Caroline experienced a quiver that was decidedly more fear than outrage. If half of what she’d heard about the blackguard was true that was terrifying enough to make her go cold.




  Her father had objected to her journey to Jamaica on the grounds there was too much danger involved but she had insisted. Perhaps he had been right.




  “If you wish to rob me, do so and be on your way,” she said with credible dignity, considering she was clad only in her lacy shift. She nodded at the corner of the cabin, her personal possessions suddenly not important. “My jewels are in that chest.”




  “Oh aye, I’ll take your valuables, make no mistake, my fine lady, but first I need to deliver you abovedeck. I always follow orders.”




  “Don’t touch me.” She stepped back, bumping into the bed; panic flaring as he approached her with purpose. She wildly looked around for a weapon but there was nothing but the chamber pot, which she contemplated for a brief moment. But before she realized what was happening, Caroline found herself heaved face down over the giant’s shoulder, her head barely missing the top of the narrow doorway as she was hauled out of her cabin, bare legs dangling and her bottom up in the air. Too frightened to be mortified over the indignity of the position, she squirmed in protest, her long hair streaming down the back of the man holding her and obscuring her vision. His arm around the back of her knees, he carried her as easily as he would have a sack of meal, making absolutely no response to her furious objections or the pummel of her fists on his broad back.




  When they gained the top deck and the warm tropical breeze washed over her thinly clad body, Caroline fell silent suddenly, her struggles ceasing as she saw through the veil of her disheveled hair the bound and gagged members of the ship’s crew sitting on the sea-worn boards, guarded by two rough-looking men with pistols. Other passengers huddled in a frightened group, most of them like her in various states of undress or nightclothes, since it was barely dawn.




  “Ah yes, Henricus, I see you have my prize. I would recognize that enticing backside anywhere. Set her down please.”




  At the sound of the cool, familiar drawl, Caroline stiffened in disbelief. And when she was deposited with a flourish in a flurry of tangled hair and trembling limbs on the deck, she whirled around in confused apprehension. Her lips barely moved. “Charles?”




  The man standing before her smiled. Not the polite charming smile she remembered from elegant London ballrooms and shadowed summer gardens, but a wickedly sensual curve of his well-shaped lips as his gaze deliberately traveled slowly up and down her half-nude body, examining every inch. “None other than. Surprised to see me, my dear?”




  Shock held her speechless. It was Charles Somerset, she saw in numb immobility, but not at all the same well-dressed, well-mannered man she knew back in England. Instead a tall, arrogant-looking stranger stood before her, dressed in a loose white shirt open carelessly to show his strong neck and muscled chest, his attire completed by black tightly fitted breeches, and polished knee-high boots. His hair, dark and glossy, brushed his shoulders and a rakish stubble of black whiskers ran along his jaw. A very businesslike pistol was stuck in the belt slung around his lean waist and in his hand he held a sword similar to the one her abductor had brandished as he invaded her cabin.




  But his eyesthose were the same, Caroline realized with a tremor. Dark as a moonless night and as intense as ever, long-lashed and yet starkly masculine. And the achingly handsome features of his face were unmistakable; high cheekbones, straight nose, firm lips




  They’d last seen each other two months ago and she’d thought he’d departed on one of his long journeys for the shipping company he’d started.




  Not that it matters. She did her best to conquer her stunned surprise.




  The sword dangled from his hand as if he only held it carelessly, but she had the impression there was leashed power behind his negligent pose, and honestly it fit him better than that of elegant courtier.




  She’d never felt she really knew him, and when they’d last parted, it had not been a harmonious moment. She’d disdained him, and in retrospect, maybe that had been a mistake.




  Not that he hadn’t fully deserved it. She squared her shoulders. “Why are you here?”




  “I belong here.”




  “I don’t understand,” she whispered, her hair, tugged by the capricious breeze, blowing softly across her shoulders. A second ship rocked next to their vessel and even her inexperienced eyes could see she was impressively armed with cannon and guns.




  Charles lifted one ebony brow and said softly, “You will, sweet Carobelieve me, you will.” Then he turned and nodded to several of the men who crowded around him, openly staring at her in an unsettling way, though their faces were impassive. “Take her to the Tempest and lock her in my cabin. If the lady offers any resistance, tie her up.”




  “Aye, Captain.” One of them grabbed her by the arm.




  Tie her up? Caroline jerked free, making the young man laugh. She demanded, “Captain? Does he mean you?”




  “Yes, indeed. Now go along and behave yourself like an obedient captive.”




  “Charles!” Caroline gasped in affront, feeling as if she’d fallen into some kind of farcical fantastic dream. “You arekidnapping me?”




  His smile showed a gleam of white teeth and he laughed lightly, standing with his long legs braced against the gentle movement of the ship on the swell of the sea. “See, Lady Caroline, I told you you’d understand.”




  * * * *




  He’d been generous with the crew and passengers of the Dove, but then again, he could afford to be since he’d gotten exactly what he wanted more than anything on this earth. Charles had ordered his men to take nothing but coin, leaving other valuables like jewelry and watches, and though his crew grumbled a little, they had obeyed as always, though he had no illusions. Their loyalty was born of both a respect for his famed sword arm and the recognition that when they sailed with him, they gained not only infamous legendary status but spoils unequaled by any other pirate ship sailing the seven seas. Fear and money were both powerful motivations.




  Why did he still do it?




  He was, he mused as he watched the mainsail being adjusted with narrowed eyes, a very wealthy man. In fact, he could have quit this dangerous second life a long time ago, but his restless nature had kept him from retiring both his sword and his sinful nickname. That and his obsession with the one woman he could not have; the gloriously beautiful daughter of the Marquess of Tansley, Lady Caroline Kendrick.




  But now, she was his for the taking.




  Turning on his heel, Charles nodded at his first mate, a burly Frenchman who bore hideous scars on his back from some long ago crime and intensely hated Bonaparte. Charles had never asked what happened, and Henricus had never offered an explanation, but it didn’t matter. They’d understood each other from their first meeting and that affinity had seen them through both danger and success. Henricus was both a friend and a fierce fighter, and Charles trusted him implicitly.




  “I’ll be in my cabin.” He smiled thinly. “Though I have my doubts over the lady’s welcome of my presence.”




  “Louis tied her to the chair.” Henricus grinned. “And it was his pleasure to do so, he mentioned. She has lovely ankles, I’m told.”




  Everything about her was lovely and Charles was illogically annoyed anyone else had noticed—which made no sense since he’d ordered her bondage himself, and he was fully aware other men wanted her, which had precipitated his reckless kidnapping in the first place.




  The news of her engagement in the Times had driven him first to a tavern where he’d done something he never did and indulged in too much drink, swilling blue ruin until the wee hours and stumbling home so drunk he was ill for two days.




  Eventually the announcement of her upcoming marriage had led him back to the sea.




  “From now on, no one touches her but me.” Charles said the words with steely authority.




  “Good luck then, mon Capitanfor Louis said she was spitting mad like a treed cat when he left her.”




  Considering that Caroline had lived a privileged, pampered existence and probably never had to do anything against her will in her life, Charles could believe it. Not that she was unintelligent or selfish, she was just the daughter of an autocratic, powerful man, used to having her way in all matters.




  That was about to change. He said with a reckless grin, “I accept the luck then, Henri, but I have never shirked a battle.”




  With a sparkle in his black eyes, his companion laughed, a booming sound that echoed over the deck. “Until later then, Satan, my friend.”




  Thinking of all the months he’d spent courting and trying to win the incomparably lovely Caroline, Charles said with cynical conviction, “Yes, indeed.”




  Minutes later, when he opened the door to the captain’s cabin, he found that Henricus was right, the woman in question was trussed to a sturdy chair with the tie to his own dressing gown, one of his inventive crew cutting it to pieces and using the silken cloth to bind his prisoner instead of a rough bit of rope. Her spectacular strawberry blond hair, gleaming and flowing over her slender shoulders, glimmered red-gold in the sunlight coming in the porthole, and her flawless alabaster skin was flushed with both anger and frustration. Caroline apparently had at least a little recovered from her shock over his identity being revealed as an infamous pirate for she glared at him, her aquamarine eyes full of resentful accusation.




  “You are a coward, a liar, and no gentleman,” she said flatly, her delicate features ablaze with emotion. Clad only in a lacy chemise, she looked delectableand undeniably incensed. Her trunk had been brought in at his orders, Charles saw, and it sat in one corner of the cabin on the finely woven Oriental rug.




  “Perhaps the latter two,” Charles agreed, stepping inside and carefully latching the door shut behind him. “But forgive me if I refuse to agree to the first.”




  “Only a coward abducts a woman against her will.”




  Her slim, shapely ankles were bound together, her fragile wrists looped to the back of the chair. Charles noted that she didn’t seem to be in any physical distress and decided it was prudent to not untie her at once in her current state of mind. “Or,” he corrected softly, “a man who is not perhaps a coward, but a frustrated lover who cannot think of another way to gain the woman he wants so desperately.”




  Her fury seemed to abate a fraction, but her soft mouth set stubbornly. “You could have just about any woman—and have had—if the rumors are at all accurate, in England, Charles. Do not try to make me think you have been pining away for me alone, for I will not believe you.”




  “Whether or not I have been celibate is not the issue,” he said, just to taunt her, for the memory of her dancing and flirting and charming other men back in London still stung, not to mention her recent engagement. “But I most certainly can’t seem to forget you, so here you are. The invitation to visit Lady Lowell at her Jamaican plantation was made at my behest, for I knew you would pressure your father for permission. We share a passion for adventure, you and I.”




  Her stare widened. “Youplotted all this?”




  “Oh, yes. Satan never leaves anything to chance—not if he can help it. How else is it I can move through the exalted circles of highest English society and still command the most daring pirate ship on these seas?” He strolled over to the sideboard and picked up the brandy decanter, pouring himself a measure into a crystal glass.




  It was actually difficult to live such a volatile double life and he hadn’t entered into it lightly. Had it not been for his mother’s illness, he wouldn’t have ever contemplated such a course of action, but he’d been admittedly desperate when he realized how depleted the family fortunes were. Even then, he hadn’t set out to rob anyone, but to merely get back what was rightfully his from the man who had fleeced his father. Once Satan was born, he had thrived, effectively ruining his enemy and at that point, once his mission had been fulfilled, he’d discovered he liked the adventure of it. It was a lawless existence; he didn’t try to justify that even to himself, but he only targeted those merchant ships that he knew—through his social contacts in England—were deserving of a setback or two because of how they ran their business ventures at the expense of others.




  The common people applauded Satan’s exploitsand the rich feared him. Were he ever caught he knew he would be executed without mercy. He’d been aware of that all along. There was a long list of powerful—ruthless—men who wanted his blood.




  Caroline’s father was one of them.




  She rasped, “You are insane.”




  “And you aredelicious.” He turned, letting his gaze travel insolently over her body, fastening on the luscious mounds of her quivering breasts. “And every inch of you is my prisoner and at my disposal.”




  There was no mistaking his meaning or the way he examined her half-exposed curves with lascivious interest. It was deliberate, but truthfully, now that he had her at his mercy, he was more uncertain how to proceed than he’d anticipated. He expected at least some resistance to a seduction because her anger at his highhanded tactics was justified.




  Thinly, she whispered, “You wouldn’t rape me, Charles. Whatever you are, pirate or gentleman, I know you would never force yourself on me.”




  She was absolutely correct, but he wasn’t about to give an inch of the advantage he now held. He’d been the supplicant far too often. Their last meeting still stung.




  It had fairly ripped his heart out of his chest, but he wasn’t about to admit it now.




  Standing there in his comfortable cabin, arms crossed over his chest, Charles lifted one brow slowly. “I do not think, if my memory serves me well, that I will have to, now will I? Unless you were acting back in London when we both attended that fete given by Lord Hampshire, in which case, a career on the stage awaits you. I know well what it feels like to have a willing woman in my arms.”




  “I am sure you do.” Her voice was bitter. “Lady Hanover kindly provided me with a long list of your past amours when the rumor of your visit to my father to ask for my hand in marriage surfaced. Tell me, is there any woman in England you haven’t bedded?”




  That was one mystery solved anyway. His carefully cultivated reputation as a libertine was to protect his identity as Satan, for no one would believe the charming rake Charles Somerset was a bloodthirsty pirate, but he hadn’t counted on falling in love, either. Most of the rumors of his past liaisons were either false or greatly exaggerated. It had become fashionable to have had an affair with his dashing social persona and he hadn’t refuted any of the gossip because it served his purposes so well.




  Until Caroline.




  “You,” he said with a cynical smile.




  No doubt he deserved the scathing look he received in response.




  “I want to know why you believed her without even asking me.” He said the words quietly for he’d wondered all along why Caroline had refused to see him after her father had declined granting permission for them to marry. The woman he knew, the one he’d fallen so madly in love with, had more spirit than to give up so easily.




  She lifted her shapely chin. “Let’s say that between my father’s concerns and Lady Hanover’s condescending visit, I began to have severe doubts over your ability to be faithful. Give me one reason to think you wouldn’t simply lie to me. Obviously the infamous Satan is not the most trustworthy man on this earth.”




  “You didn’t know I was Satan then,” he objected.




  “I sensed you were lying to me in some way.” Her gaze was direct.




  And he couldn’t deny it for she was absolutely correct. Deception had a price, and apparently he’d paid it. Lady Hanover’s vindictiveness was no doubt due to his polite refusal of her invitation into her bed. But, because he was considered a promiscuous courtier, she could say what she liked and be believed.




  He could explain to Caroline he’d never been in love before her, but he doubted now was the time for declarations of undying devotion. Instead he smiled lazily. “How many names on the list, might I ask.”




  “Thirty-four.”




  A gross exaggeration if there ever was one. Lady Hanover really had been in a spiteful mood.




  Damn the woman.




  “My, my, I’ve been busy, haven’t I?” Rubbing his chin, relishing the fact he undoubtedly looked quite different unshaven and dressed so informally, he added in mock contemplation, “Just think, it could have been thirty-five. Do you remember at the Christmas ball when we found that little alcove and celebrated the season with a kiss that I still recall with amazing clarity? You were like melted wax against me, Caroline, and I resisted the temptation to lift your skirts only because I was certain your pompous father would accept my marriage proposal.” It was still galling to recall her father’s reasons for refusal of his suit. Lack of character, wanderlust, a propensity for cards and women




  None of which were really true, but it had been impossible for Charles to defend himself. Then with a hint of aristocratic disdain, the lofty Marquess of Tansley had pointed out the one flaw Charles could do nothing about; his lack of a title.




  It had been difficult to admit that was true. His beautiful daughter could do better and the arrogant marquess didn’t know the half of it. Had he known, Charles would have hung from the gibbet long ago.




  “You wanted a virgin bride? How touching.”




  He couldn’t help it, he flushed. If he admitted he’d had some romantic notions about their wedding night and initiating her into the art of pleasure when she was finally his bride and they were pledged to each other forever, he would lose control of this volatile situation. “I thought I did, but should have just fucked you when I had the chance.”




  “Don’t be crude,” she stammered hotly. “I would not have allowed you tothat is, Oh! To think, I once fancied myself in love with you!”




  Narrowing his eyes, he replied, “You would have most certainly allowed it and we both know it. You will allow it now, for I am done with the niceties of proper courtship.”




  Chapter 2




  With a pounding heart Caroline watched the man she’d vowed to forget set aside his empty brandy glass and approach the chair where she was bound.




  Damn you to hell. He was even more devilishly attractive as the infamous Satan than he had been as the rakish Charles Somerset.




  She now understood why there had always been something about him that intrigued her beyond his outward facile charm and flashing smile. Always she’d known there was more substance than the face he showed society and his role as Satan certainly explained how he was able to afford to launch his younger sisters into society when his father had been a wastrel who had reputedly decimated the family fortunes. His mother, he’d once told her in a rare moment of personal disclosure, was very ill and in a sanitarium that provided constant care.




  He squatted down so they were eye level, his wrists loosely balanced on his muscular thighs, his dark eyes direct. The shadow of a dark beard graced his lean jaw. “I missed you, Caroline.”




  Nothing he could have said would have disarmed her more and it was with effort she reminded herself she was even now tied to a chair after having been abducted and his intentions were certainly less than chivalrous.




  It was idiotic to trust in that poignant look in his mesmerizing dark eyesthe man was a master at deception.




  “You are as beautiful as ever.” His fingers trailed over the curve of her cheek and down the length of her throat, making her skin tingle. “Perhaps even more so half-dressed and with your hair unbound. This moment,” he murmured as he skimmed the outline of one breast through the lacy material of her shift, “is the culmination of my dreams, my lady.”




  “How romantic you are, Charles.” Her voice was caustic but her lips parted slightly as he stroked over the soft tip of her nipple with his thumb and her lashes half-lowered as she swallowed and fought the shiver of reaction to his touch. She was shocked at the intimacy of the brush of his fingertips, and not so much that he dared it, but that she liked it. A flush touched her skin that wasn’t all embarrassment or anger.




  He laughed, still caressing her, his thumb slowly circling her nipple through the thin fabric. “I feel quite certain most women would think it was romantic to risk the gallows for their favors.”




  “Or that you are a damned fool.”




  “Twice damned, yes. For wanting you, and worse, loving you.”




  That declaration rendered her speechless, or maybe it was the fact her body reacted in telltale response to his deft manipulation, the nipple growing into a firm bud as it hardened. Pulling the tie of her chemise loose, he slipped his hand inside and Caroline made a small sound at the intimate feel of his long fingers against her skin.




  He loved her?




  No, she didn’t believe it. Look at where they were now, captor and captive. Of course, he’d gone to a great deal of trouble to arrange her trip and waylay the shipmaybe it was true.




  No, no. She couldn’t give into charming declarations just because he was so close and more handsome than ever. Devil take it




  “Untie me,” she whispered. “Please.”




  Her bare breast cradled in his hand, Charles grinned devilishly. “I rather like you this way. Submissive is not at all your normal pose, my haughty lady.”




  “I am not submissive. It seems to me that I am bound hand and foot.”




  “Good, I was jesting. I have no desire for you to be. I want you to be eager and hot and wild in my arms.” Slipping out a wicked-looking knife from his belt, he deftly cut the bonds holding her arms and then freed her ankles. Then he pulled her to her feet and stared down into her flushed face. “Just think,” he said persuasively, “there are no rules here, lovely Caroline. We are miles from home in the middle of the lawless seas. You can give yourself to megive us both what we have wanted since the moment we met a year ago, without recriminations or censure.”




  It was tempting to listen to him, but she also needed to think of the women who had fallen victim to that rakish smile. She gazed up at him defiantly. “Charles, if I did wish toto lie with you back in London, it was the foolish yearnings of a naïve girl captivated by your easy charm and handsome face.”




  “I recognize your father’s words. Did he also mention to you that my lack of title was his real objection to our marriage? I do not mind being chastised for my sins, my fine lady, but his snobbery also played a part in his refusal of my suit. I have enough money to suit him, but my bloodlines aren’t pure enough.”




  No, her father hadn’t mentioned that, but in truth, she wasn’t surprised. He’d been pressuring her to accept a proposal from the Earl of Landsdale and the only way she’d gotten him to give his permission to the voyage to Jamaica was to agree to the marriage. She’d resisted—because of Charles, and if he hadn’t been so infernally highhanded, she might have even confessed as much.




  “I can see from your expression he failed to mention it,” Charles drawled sardonically. “Well, let me see if I can convince you I wasn’t just a passing fancy, like a treat at the dessert table.”




  Caroline gasped when he swept her up and strode across the room. Light streamed in the window, the summer sun warm across the golden wood of the well-appointed cabin. He dumped her on the bed and his hands went at once to the lacings on his shirt as she struggled to hold her unfastened bodice together and simultaneously jerk the hem of her chemise more modestly down over her thighs.




  Deliberately pulling his shirt off his head, he laughed when Caroline’s eyes widened at the sight of his bare chest, and even in her innocence, she recognized the bulge in his tight breeches for what it was. Unsure if what she felt was panic or anticipation, she said beseechingly, “Charles, wait. You cannot mean to do this.”




  “You are already ruined, my lady, for you have been taken by Satan in front of witnesses and whisked away. No one in society will believe you were not properly ravished.” With a lifted brow, he added, “And I mean to make sure you are very properly ravished.”




  Color burned into her cheeks in a furious blush. “Youyou—”




  “Lascivious oaf?” he supplied, reaching for the fastenings on his pants. “Blackguard? Rapacious pirate? Lustful villain?”




  “Yes, all of those,” Caroline said tartly, but she didn’t try to scoot away, instead lay supine on the soft coverlet and watched with widening eyes as he stripped out of his boots and breeches. His erection drew her entire attention, the long length of it high and pulsing against his stomach. It was no doubt unladylike to stare but she couldn’t help it. His body fascinated her; tall, lean, corded with muscle, but his arousal was not quite what she expected. Not that she really knew what to expect in the first place, but she did know it involved her body being somehow joined with his and that was daunting.




  But she traitorously wanted to find out.




  Lightly stroking his erect cock with one finger, wiping off a smear of semen from the throbbing tip, he said huskily, “See how much I want you?”




  “It’s too big.”




  At that breathy declaration, he laughed. “Try it first, my lady, and then let me know if you still think it is too large.”




  Reclined on the blankets, Caroline whispered, “I am not some wanton strumpet.”




  Charles eased down next to her and reached for the hem of her chemise. “If you were would I want to make you my wife?”




  “Wife?”




  “Lady Satandoes it appeal to you?” He eased the material up her thighs, his voice teasing, but she sensed a definite watchfulness in his gaze.




  Caroline caught his brawny wrist and he instantly stopped, though she was fully aware he could do whatever he wished. “I am not sure I know who you are,” she confessed, “Charles, I—”




  He kissed her then, at first softly, their lips clinging, and then with greater urgency.




  And she wanted him to kiss herand more. He’d been right about that fateful kiss back in London of course. He could have convinced her to do anything that evening and she would have been perfectly willing.




  Was she willing now?




  If she was truthful with herself, she was. The same reckless passion she’d always felt when Charles Somerset was near shook her resolve to forget him, to marry another, and lead a predictable, respectable life. And when he lifted his head and smiled at her with that sensual curve of his well-shaped lips, she wanted to swoon from the sheer need she felt to be in his arms. The dangerous glint of raw male passion in his dark compelling eyes spoke of an equal desire, his long-fingered hands gentle yet insistent as they slid over skin, pulling her shift upward and over her head, leaving her nude.




  “Sweet Caroline,” his mouth nuzzled her neck, his breath warm and tantalizing, “you are too gloriously desirable. My fantasies did not do you justice.”




  Denying him was futilenot because she was a hostage and at his mercy, but because she wanted him with an equal fervor. With a deep shuddering breath, Caroline turned toward him, her arms sliding around his neck as she pressed closer. “Kiss me again,” she commanded, letting her lashes drift lower. “Kiss me like you did the night of the Christmas party, Charles.”




  The light in his eyes grew heavier at her request and obvious capitulation. “I wish only to please my lady.”




  His mouth captured hers, firm and tangy with brandy as his tongue pressed between her lips and began a skillful, leisurely exploration. His hands moved with the same exquisite expertise, cupping her breasts as he kissed her with scandalous possession, kneading the pliant flesh in a way that made her body tingle, sliding down to measure the curve of her buttocks and urge her closer. His body was hot and hard and infinitely different from hers, and that part of him that made him male lay against the softness of her stomach, rigid and alive.




  Instinctively she rubbed against it, a slight undulation of her body that rewarded her with a small sound coming from the depths of his throat and the tightening of his arms.




  “Be careful,” he growled against her mouth, “for while I wish to go slow for your first bedding, I cannot promise finesse if you push me. I have wanted you a long time.”




  Artlessly kissing his stubbled jaw, her hands running impatiently over his strong back, Caroline said truthfully, “I’m not sure I want finesseoh, I feel sorestless. Do something, Charles.”




  In a flat second she was on her back, his mouth ravenous at her breast, closing over the aching nipple with heated ownership. Sensation streaked to the pit of her stomach and she arched backwards with a low cry, offering herself freely. A low pulse seemed to center between her legs as he kneaded and suckled her breasts, his roaming fingers dark against her pale, sensitive skin. Licking and nipping, his mouth trailed lower, across her stomach, his hands sliding between her thighs and pushing them open wide.




  Caroline stiffened in brief resistance, the vulnerability of her position and what was going to happen giving her pause even through the haze of passion. He kissed her inner thigh and murmured, “I want to give you everything, my sweet. Trust me.”




  Trust the man who’d lured her from England and kidnapped her? Who might or might not have bedded all those women on that blasted list—though she’d seen the expression on his face when she’d said the number and she now rather doubted Lady Hanover’s credibility—who had declared his intention of taking her innocence with or without her consent?




  No, he wouldn’t force her. Caroline was certain he was bluffing about ravishing her which was borne out by how even now, with his weight balanced on his elbows, he waited for her to relax, his lips feathering against her skin.




  “Caroline?”




  With a deep breath, she parted her legs willingly as he nuzzled her pubic hair and she felt the first incredible foray of his tongue slip into her sex. Acute pleasure made her tremble and moan, the sight of his dark head nestled between her thighs shockingand somehow arousing her in a wicked, wanton way. A wave of pleasure swept through her and she gasped, arching her spine.




  “Delectable.” Charles pressed his mouth closer, tasting her in a way she didn’t know was possible, and the magic of the sensation caused her hands to fly into the thickness of his hair.




  He parted the secret folds of her female cleft and teased with both tongue and lips until she shook uncontrollably, her hands frantic in his hair as she panted and reached for something elusive.




  And found it finally. It came, the release astonishing, a revelation, a small muffled shriek of surprise and rapture escaping, her body rocked with tremors of sheer erotic delight like nothing she had ever known. Charles kept her there, pressing his mouth to that throbbing center of her pleasure until she twisted slightly away, unable to take it a second more. “Stop,” Caroline pleaded weakly. “OhCharles, you truly are a devil.”




  Grinning, he shifted a little and she realized he had settled between her damp thighs, widening them with his knees. His hard chest brushed her peaked nipples as he braced himself over her, his eyes alight with wicked promise. “My legendary talents are ever at your disposal. As is any part of me you wish to pleasure you, my passionate Caro. I think we just established you like my mouth, my lady, shall we try my cock? Don’t tighten. Just let me in.”




  Already Caroline could feel the thick nudge of his shaft at her burning entrance, the sensation of invasion slick and hard. Still limp from that marvelous physical climax, she breathed out slowly as he pushed his rigid penis into her vaginal passage, making only a small sound of protest as she felt the stinging loss of her innocence. When he was completely inside her, Charles kissed her, his mouth warm and erotically beguiling.




  “You are mine now,” he whispered. “There is no going back. I am your lover, the only man who has carnal knowledge of your body, your master and yet your slave, my lady.”




  With intemperate longing for whatever other marvels he could give her, Caroline lifted her hips a little. “Never my master,” she corrected breathlessly.




  “We’ll see.” Charles laughed, a low, masculine sound. “For instance, would you like me to move?”




  While she was resentful of the smug expression on his handsome face, she was infinitely more curious about the rising need again inside her. The sensation of fullness, of possession, was new, overwhelming almost, but he was right, she instinctively wanted him to move. “Yes,” she admitted. “Show me what comes next.”




  “Are you sure I am not too big?”




  “Damn you, Charles, stop teasing me and do something.”




  “For a prisoner, you are very demanding, my dear.” His teeth shone in a wolfish smile. “I suppose I can accommodate you, being the gentleman that I am. Hold on, darling, for the ride might be a little short. You are too damned hot, and so tight I’m barely in control.”




  The slide of his sex backwards within her made her suck in a breath, and when he plunged forward she felt a delirious friction that tantalized and consumed her senses. Within moments she was moaning and clutching his wide shoulders, moving with him in the pattern of give and take, and when he reached between them to stroke the sensitive spot between her legs, she shattered wildly, uncaring of anything except the sublime red-hot pleasure coursing through her body.




  Charles stopped moving as she rippled around him, his expression fierce and dark, eyes shut, his rangy body rigid as he flexed hard inside her passage, releasing a flood of warm liquid against her womb. The moment hung between them, private yet shared, primal but subtly charged with emotion.




  He was right, Caroline realized in dazed comprehension of how her life had just dramatically changed. She was irrevocably ruined, bedded by an infamous pirateand she had loved every minute of it.




  What the devil was she going to do now?




  Staring down at her, their bodies still intimately joined, Charles said huskily, “You are beyond compare, Caroline. I knew you would be a vixen in bed, both temptress and lady, and every inch a woman.”




  She lifted her hand and lightly touched his face, wiping away a bead of sweat from his lean jaw. “Did you happen to think beyond the bedroom when you plotted to abduct me?” There was a trace of unhidden insecurity in her voice. “My life in England is forfeit, for as you say, not only will everyone think I am ruined, it is true.”




  “Yes, indeed,” her lover said, his voice deepening in timbre. “I plan to whisk you away, my glorious lady, and keep you forever.”




  Uncertain, a little confused by her feelings for this unpredictable, enigmatic man, Caroline demanded, “Where are you taking me?”




  His smile was dark. “Paradise.”




  Chapter 3




  “We’ll change our course then, now that all is well.” Henricus held a glass of the finest whiskey that could be stolen on the seven seas, and leaned against the railing of the ship, his brows slightly raised.




  “I don’t know if I would say all is well,” Charles admitted, joining him, watching the moon glimmer over the water. He never tired of the sea, so beautiful and changeable, dangerous and yet beckoning. “She’s asleep, but I was restless.”




  “The mademoiselle has had a tiring day, has she not?”




  True enough. Charles had won his prize and seized it most thoroughly, but now he found himself faced with the challenge of making sure she was satisfied being the wife of a pirate and a pretend gentleman when she could have been the toast of London society. He said neutrally, “I did my best.”




  The Frenchman laughed and slapped him on the shoulder, not a familiarity usually shared by captain and mate, but then again, they’d understood each other from the beginning. It was part of the reason the crew worked so well together, their united front not in question. “I am sure you did,” Henricus said, his grin widening. “Having seen her, I think I understand your obsession, my friend.”




  “I’ve irrevocably changed her life.” That it was all a reality was incredible, and Charles was still trying to assimilate it. To plan a nefarious abduction and seduction was one matter—to carry it out another. “Now it is my task to make sure she counts it worth it.”




  “She shared your bed willingly, didn’t she?” Henricus gave him a knowing look. “You’ve the air of a satisfied man.”




  “Let’s hope she has the air of a satisfied woman.”




  His first mate chuckled. “I think so, from the sounds I could hear on deck.”




  Caroline hadn’t been particularly quiet in her pleasure, which was gratifying. Charles had to allow a small grin. “Let’s not forget, one never knows how a woman will feel the next morning. It is as unpredictable as a summer storm.”




  “True.” Henri nodded solemnly, taking a solid swallow of his whiskey.




  “And when we get to the island, I’ll wed her as soon as possible.”




  “A sound plan.”




  It might be, or might not—yes, he needed to marry her, but Charles also wanted to make her happy. It was important to him that Caroline not only accept her new life but that she embrace it. One of the obstacles he knew they faced was that she was her father’s only child. As such, she’d received more attention than a daughter might normally and the marquess might not be the easiest man, but he did cherish his sole offspring. “There’s a chance he’ll come after her,” Charles said quietly, one arm braced against the rail. “He could send the entire blasted English navy. He’s not without power.”




  “But he has never taken on the devilish Satan.” Henricus shrugged his brawny shoulders. “I defy even the British Navy to defeat you.”




  “Perhaps.” But Charles had an uneasy feeling that it would not be such a cut-and-dried issue between him and his potential bride. “I’ve a premonition that the British Navy is not quite as formidable a force as Caroline.”




  “You have already vanquished her in the most pleasurable way possible, have you not?”
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