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Captive hearts, dark romances and scorching ménages.

SEVEN naughty captive themed books for readers who love their heroes and heroines in a forced proximity or confined scenario. 

Genres include post-catastrophe, contemporary, vampire, science fiction, and erotica.

Inside you’ll find Colter’s Revenge, Roman and Julietta, Dark Heat, The Biker and the Bride, A Hero’s Welcome, Taken by Two Cowboys, and Taken by Two Prison Guards.
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Here’s a peek at the stories:
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Colter’s Revenge

Jan Springer

(m/f with ménage)

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 allows 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...here is Colter’s story.
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COLTER OUTLAW HAD TOLD her he loved her. He'd whispered promises of rescue from her life as a slave, but when he suddenly disappeared, she'd been devastated. 

Infected with a version of the X-virus that leaves Ashley Blakely sexually excited on a daily basis, she has come to Pleasure Palace to bid on a cure for her illness. She never expected her Outlaw Lover to be there and screw her plans. Nor did she expect to give him her heart and body so easily...

Revenge belongs to Dr. Colter Outlaw when he unexpectedly reunites with the beautiful woman who broke his heart during the Terrorist Wars. 

Capturing her and collaring her, he seduces her, fills her with wicked desires and naughty cravings for a delicious ménage. Fully intent on breaking her heart and walking away, Colter's plans unravel when he submits to the carnal pleasures Ashley gives him so freely. 

Please note: You can get the other Outlaw brothers’ stories the Alpha Outlaws Collection Set or individually.

Book 1 ~ Jude Outlaw, Book 2 ~ The Claiming, Book 3 ~ Colter’s Revenge, Book 4 ~ Tyler’s Revenge, Book 5 ~ Resistance.
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Roman and Julietta

Jan Springer

(m/f Contemporary Erotic Romance)

Her perfect lover...

Ship hijacker, “The Pirate Queen”, Julietta Black’s life has always been immersed in the violent and traditional ways of piracy. When her family’s arch enemy puts a hit out on Julietta’s family after they are seen stealing cargo from their enemy, she knows there’s one sure way to lift the hit; kidnap the enemy’s sexy grandson and quite literally get impregnated by him, thereby forcing a union between the two warring families.

His dream angel...
When Roman Prince’s mysterious captor offers him a luscious woman to bed on the luxury yacht, he’s being held hostage on, fierce desire ignites, melting his usual tight self-control. Lust quickly turns to passion as he enjoys their naughty trysts more than he should.

Captive Heart

Night after night, wrapped in Roman’s strong arms, Julietta can’t deny the searing attraction blazing between them. Nor can she deny he now holds her heart as well as her life in his hands.
But how will he react when he discovers he’s been sleeping with the enemy...kidnapped not for a ransom, but captured for his seed?
~*~
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Dark Heat

Jan Springer

(m/f/m paranormal vampire erotic romance)

Warrior Queen Megan Bloodrayne was betrayed by her two mates. Fleeing them, she hides within Vampira, a secret coven of vampires who live undetected among the humans.
Recaptured, Megan learns she's been framed for crimes she did not commit. Her mates, kings Christian and Zane, believe she may be a traitor, and they'll try anything to get the truth out of her.
Megan's got a secret, and she'll do anything to keep it, including enduring scorching sessions of red-hot sensual torture.
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Other stories in the Vampira series include:

Sweet Heat - m/f/m paranormal vampire menage romance (Book 1)

Wet Heat - m/f/m paranormal vampire menage romance (Book 3)

Crimson Heat - m/f/m/m paranormal vampire menage romance (Book 4)
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The Biker and The Bride

Jan Springer

(Contemporary Romantic Suspense m/f)
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Avery Daniels plots to murder the man responsible for the death of her son. But her plans are dashed when her ex-husband crashes her wedding to the man she plans to murder and whisks her away on his motorcycle to the rustic Canadian wilderness cabin they’d once honeymooned.

Police detective Mason Daniels is fighting for Avery’s love with everything he has. 

Armed with whipped cream, handcuffs and his undying devotion, Mason vows he will make Avery love him again.

But it’s only a matter of time before the man she’d planned to kill hunts them down...
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A Hero’s Welcome

Pleasure Bound Book One

(Sci-fi m/f erotic romance)

BEING INJURED AND HELD captive isn’t what astronaut Joe Hero had in mind when he agreed to explore a newly discovered planet for NASA. But a man would have to be dead not to fall for the sexy female doctor in charge of his care.

Scorching passion in the arms of the stranger from another planet is enough to convince Annie that there’s much more to males than she’s been taught. Who is this sexy hunk and why does she feel like welcoming him into her bed every chance she gets?

Other stories in the Pleasure Bound series include: A Hero Escapes, A Hero Betrayed, A Hero’s Kiss, A Hero Wanted & Captive Heroes.
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Taken by Two Cowboys

Jasmine Black

(Contemporary erotica m/f/m)

SIERRA ALLAN WORKS hard at her late father’s horse ranch. When her stepbrother adds her handy girl services to a private auction to help raise money for the failing ranch, she figures there’s no harm...but she’s stunned when she’s “sold” to two sexy cowboys who demand she submit to their dark desires...

The Sequel is Taken by Three Cowboys...Sierra’s story continues.
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Taken by Two Prison Guards

Jasmine Black

(Contemporary erotica m/f/m)

TWENTY-THREE-YEAR-OLD Madeline “Mad” Madison has quite the temper. She got ten to life in prison due to her getting mad at her late boyfriend and there’s only one way she knows of to keep herself calm and she’s not getting that type of rehabilitation in prison. That is, until she’s assigned hard labor and taken by two naughty prison guards.

The Sequel is Taken by Three Prison Guards...Mad’s story continues.

Other stories by Jasmine Black include:

Taken by Two Doctors, Taken by Three Doctors, Taken by Two Bikers, Taken by Three Bikers, Taken by Two Billionaires, Taken by Three Billionaires, Taken by Two Bosses, Taken by Two Cowboys, Taken by Three Cowboys, Taken by Two Firefighters, Taken by Two Carpenters, Taken by Two Personal Trainers, Taken by Two Santas, Taken by Two Elves, Taken by Three Bodyguards, Taken by Two Cops, Taken by Two Prison Guards, Taken by Two Lifeguards, Taken by Three Prison Guards, Taken by Two Sugar Daddies, Taken by Two Doms, Taken by Two Best Men...
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Her Sexy Cowboys, Intimate Secrets, Dark Solar, Risque Girl Delights, Shades of Ménage, Pleasure Bound, Naughty Girl Desires, Alpha Outlaws, A Touch of Ménage, Shifters by the Sea, Vampira, and Merry Menage Kisses. More on the way!

(Please note: some stories may appear in more than one themed boxed set).
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NO AI TRAINING: Artificial Intelligence Training (AI) is not permitted without a specific license.

Without in any way limiting the author’s [and the publisher’s] exclusive rights under copyright, any use of this publication to “train” generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies to generate text or audio is strictly prohibited. This author reserves all the rights to license the use of this work for generative AI training and development of machine learning language models.
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This is a work of fiction. Characters, places, settings and events presented in this book are purely of the author’s imagination and bear no resemblance to any actual person, living or dead or to any actual events, places and/or settings.
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(m/f with ménage)

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...here is Colter’s story.
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COLTER HAD TOLD HER he loved her. He'd whispered promises of rescue from her life as a slave, but when he'd suddenly disappeared, she'd been devastated. Infected with a version of the X-virus that leaves Ashley Blakely sexually excited on a daily basis, she has come to Pleasure Palace to bid on a cure for her illness. She never expected her Outlaw Lover to be there and screw her plans. Nor did she expect to give him her heart and body so easily...

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

Please note: You can get the other Outlaw brothers’ stories in the Outlaw Lovers Collection Set or individually.

Book 1 ~ Jude Outlaw, Book 2 ~ The Claiming, Book 3 ~ Colter’s Revenge, Book 4 ~ Tyler’s Revenge, Book 5 ~ Resistance.
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The Terrorist Wars

Baghdad, Iraq

General Black’s Mansion

Five year earlier...

“How does it feel having two of us making love to you, Starry Eyes? Does it live up to your ménage à trois fantasies?”

Ashley Blakely shivered at Dr. Colter Outlaw’s soft question. She trembled at the unbelievable fullness of his massive length impaling her and his friend Blade’s thick, lubed flesh nestled deep inside her rear.

She wanted to answer him, but the erotic way Colter’s finger rubbed one of her most intimate areas made it really hard to concentrate. If only she could massage her wrists where they burned beneath the silky scarves holding her hostage. And now her shoulders were beginning a seductive ache at being strung up by the arms.

“She’s at a loss for words,” Blade chuckled from behind her.

His hard chest pressed against her back. Steel-like muscular arms encircled her torso as his long, eager fingers pulled and squeezed her sensitive nipples. She cried out from the pleasure-burn and craved more.

Colter’s gaze met hers. In the depths of his green eyes, she recognized the fierce love. The raw hunger for her. The look always made her catch her breath and her heart race.

The last thing she had ever expected was for the handsome soldier Dr. Colter Outlaw to take her serious when she had answered his question a couple of days ago regarding her number one sexual fantasy. She admitted it was a ménage à trois.

Was it really only a couple of weeks since they'd met? He’d come to live at the mansion and attend to the general after he’d suffered a serious gunshot wound. A sizzling attraction cumulated between her and Colter. With the general recuperating, she enjoyed a meagre strand of freedom available to her, enabling her to talk with the doctor about the advances in the medical profession concerning the X-virus.

He appeared surprised when she admitted she had wanted to train to be a gynecologist back in the States. Ashley chose to limit telling him the entire truth about her stepbrother Dr. Blakely. He invented the original X-virus that had killed so many women. He was the bastard that sold her to the Army because she had rejected his advances. The general purchased her and she became his sex slave in Iraq. The soldier doctor didn’t need to know the horrors of her past, because with Colter enjoyed the best sex in her twenty-five years of life.

Ashley was stunned when earlier this evening the general had left the compound for the first time in weeks. Colter had also disappeared for a couple of hours and reappeared with the tall, dark tanned stranger named Blade. Quite a looker, too beautiful for a man. He had sensitive eyes the color of chocolate pudding and golden blond hair that turned brown when it was wet with perspiration as it was now.

The sexual hunger brewing in Blade’s eyes had about made her come on the spot. After she was sold into slavery, she learned to live on the edge. To take each day as if it could be her last. And that’s what she had been doing since this soldier doctor came into her life.

“I want you to come away with us, Ashley,” Colter whispered in her ear as he began a slow, erotic plunge that made her quivering pussy muscles wrap tighter around him. Her heart picked up a frantic beat at his words. She belonged to one of the most powerful generals in the United States Army. The future held a death sentence for both Colter and Blade if she went with them.

“She’s so tight,” Blade hissed as he started a perfect thrusting rhythm. She moaned at the powerful way his cock stretched her anal muscles, muscles that had been well maintained by the general’s butt plugs and sadistic toys.

“We can get you out of here, Starry Eyes,” he whispered.

“I...I...can’t. The general...he’d kill you.”

She winced at the pleasure-burn as Blade’s hard erection slammed deep up inside her ass.

“He’ll never know.”

“He’ll know. He owns me. I can’t go with you,” she cried. Desperation mixed with the wonderful fullness of Blade’s hard cock as it nudged deeper into her anal channel.

As if disappointed with her answer, Colter’s thrusts became harder, harsher, and more desperate. More arousing. Blade sensed his friend’s change in mood and became gentler with his own seductive plunges.

“I don’t care. I want you with me.”

“He’ll know you took me. He’ll kill you both. God! Don’t talk about this now.”

Her legs shook. Without the silky scarf restraints holding her arms up, she would have melted to the floor by now. The shattering orgasms the two men had blessed her with through the night had exhausted her. Perspiration dripped from her forehead. Tremors laced her aroused body. Erotic shivers made her wonder if she would ever be able to go back to her life of sadistic sex with the general.

“We’ll all be safe,” Colter ground out between clenched teeth. His body tightened. His time was near. The blossom of yet another violent climax took root deep inside her belly.

She hated the general more than anything and she wanted to be with Colter so bad it hurt. Wanted him to take her from this horrible life as a sex slave.

Deep inside her heart she knew she would never be able to live the same way after her experience with this soldier doctor and his friend. But the last thing she wanted was for Colter, or anyone, to be hunted down for stealing her.

The orgasm snowballed. Excitement roared through her. She dug her fingernails into her palms.

Oh, my God! This one is going to be the biggest of them all!

“Come with me, Starry Eyes. Please say yes.” The desperation in his voice, the excitement at the proposal of being free roared through her and tangled with the pleasure, snapping her hold on common sense.

“Yes...yes... I’ll come with you,” she hissed against his tasty mouth.

Colter’s nostrils flared and an erotic smile tipped his lips.

“Fuck! You are so beautiful, Starry Eyes,” he ground out, and then his succulent mouth captured hers. Her world spiralled into a splintering orgasm.

He took her hard. Harder than he had ever taken her during those times they'd been together in secret. She cried out as he plunged so deep inside of her. It unleashed a torrent of erotic sensations that slammed into her like she was on a roller coaster of pleasure-pain.

For a moment she stiffened with erotic fervour. She convulsed between the two men. She pumped her hips against Colter’s thrusts and bucked backward into Blade’s rock-hard shaft.

The scent of their sex spun beneath her nostrils. The sounds of flesh slapping against flesh drifted past her ears and intermingled with the grunts and groans of the two soldiers.

She became lost in her carnal delirium as they slid in and out of her. Panting for air, she held on for dear life as the sensual euphoria gripped her and dragged her under.
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Outlaw Farm

Maine, United States of America

Five years later...

“That’s a hell of a way for a medical doctor to make a living.”

The woman’s familiar voice drifted through the late morning mist, making Dr. Colter Outlaw stiffen with anger. Elbow-deep in cold mud, he had worked all morning on getting the tractor wheels unstuck from the field he was tilling. The last thing he needed was for his former S.K.U.L.L. chief and commander Bev White to show up and start throwing jokes.

“I’m finished with the Terrorist Wars, Bev. Get lost.”

“That lovely S.K.U.L.L. tattoo nestled just above your gorgeous cock and balls says different, sweetheart.”

“You know why I got it. A reminder never to trust you or S.K.U.L.L.,” he said, allowing the anger to brush through him. “Now you better make yourself scarce, Bev. The Wars are over. As far as I’m concerned, the special permission you had to hold rank over me doesn’t wash in this country. A woman alone has no rights in the States anymore. You could be Claimed right here on the spot. Lots of sexually starved men around.”

“Speaking about yourself?”

Bitch. 

She knew him too well. 

“Go away, Bev. I’m busy.”

“Not that it’s any of your business, but I’ve got my minimum four husbands waiting right at your farmhouse. Your brothers and a certain pregnant lady are keeping them entertained so we can talk.”

“What do you want?” He kept his gaze glued to where his wrists disappeared into the mud, not wanting to give away the burst of excitement ripping through him that a woman stood mere inches away. A woman he had fucked on a weekly basis as per mandatory US government regulations for the soldiers participating in the Terrorist Wars. She was one of those rare women who received special permission to hold rank over men during the Wars, only because she had the connections in very high places enabling her to keep her position when the Claiming Law came into effect. Yes, she had been his boss, but she was also a woman. A woman who was ordered to have sexual relations with her men. She made it no secret she enjoyed sex and had eagerly spread her legs.

“S.K.U.L.L. needs you for one more assignment,” she cooed from behind him.

“Fuck off. I’m retired.”

If he were lucky, she would take the hint and leave. 

“Why don’t you turn around and let me try and change your mind?”

Obviously today wasn’t his lucky day.

He refused to move. The last thing he needed was to see Bev and her trim, muscular, feminine body. It would just remind him of the steamy sex they had shared. Sex he hadn’t had in a while.

He kept his concentration on the tractor tires and continued to scoop away the mud.

“I quit S.K.U.L.L. and you. I’m quite happy working on the farm.”

“And quite happy not fucking your wife on a daily basis, as per Claiming regulations?”

Her words stung. “That’s none of your business.”

“I could very easily make it my business if you don’t at least hear me out.”

He didn’t like the cool tone in her voice. With her connections, she had the ability to follow through on her threat. All the government needed was one complaint and he and his brothers would be required to perform sex with their Claimed wife. Visually, on a daily basis, via live video feed to the government to prove she was being used properly to alleviate her husbands’ sexual tensions.

“She’s what? Seven months pregnant?” Bev continued. “Word through the grapevine is you haven’t fucked her in several months now. The Claiming can easily be revoked.”

“My brothers and I Claimed her legally. We’re all satisfied with the arrangement. And you can take your grapevine and shove it right up your—”

“I’m sure you don’t want to annoy me, Outlaw.”

Bitch. 

“What do you want, Bev?”

“What would you say if I told you that you could have your very own pleasure slave during this assignment?”

“I’d tell you again to fuck off.”

“And if I told you there was enough money in it to help get the Outlaw farm out of debt?”

Colter swallowed at the surge of hope. Dare he trust her? She had nailed him quite nicely when he asked for S.K.U.L.L.’s personal help in finding Ashley when she suddenly disappeared after the ménage with himself and Blade. They point-blank refused him. Blade had tried to help find her, but he came up empty.

“Sorry, hon, once a backstabber, always a backstabber,” he snapped.

By the sharp inhalation of her breath, he had hit a sore spot.

“I can’t trust you, Bev,” he continued. “You proved it when you refused to help me.”

“It’s against government regulations to use our organization for your own personal benefit. You knew that coming in.”

“And you made damn sure I knew it going out.”

“Oh, come now, Outlaw. Don’t be so sensitive. We trained you better than that.”

He closed his eyes as her warm, feminine fingers gently curled over his naked shoulders. The welcome warmth of a woman touching him, rubbing her bare knees against his naked back, had his shaft growing hard and his balls swelling tight.

He didn’t have to be a brain surgeon to know she had come to him totally naked.

Dammit! 

He hadn’t been with a woman in months. Not even with Callie, the woman he and his brothers had Claimed in order to protect her from the government. When he discovered she was pregnant he opted not to participate in the ménages. Up until then he had thoroughly enjoyed their sexual relations, but it hadn’t meant anything to him except alleviating his sexual needs. What he really wanted was a woman to look at him the way Callie looked at his brother Luke. What he wanted was unconditional love not just sex.

One time he saw the look he craved in another woman’s sparkling blue eyes. A woman he could never have.

He jerked as Bev’s feminine fingers slipped down his sweaty chest to latch onto his nipple rings. She pulled gently and he clenched his teeth as a sweet bite of pain flamed through his buds.

“On top of all that money plus your very own sex slave there is an added bonus of why you should take this assignment.”

“If fucking you is one of them, I want no part of it.”

“Oh, Outlaw, I thought you miss our weekly mandatory sessions. I’ve always told you that you’re my favorite lover. Believe me, you’ll want to take this S.K.U.L.L. assignment.”

She pulled a little harder on the nipple rings and he gasped at the pleasure-pain.

“I’ll be the judge of whether I need to accept the assignment—not you,” he ground out. Wet heat from her pussy splashed against the back of his neck as she ground herself into him. A moment later, her bare legs came around to his sides.

Holy crap! She’s going to straddle me.

“Bev...” he warned, not knowing if he could keep himself from giving in to the delicious lust her touches were creating.

“Don’t move, sweetheart,” his former chief and commander whispered as she gyrated her hips against the top of his head. “I want to fuck your head and then your other head, and then we’ll talk.”

“Talk now, Bev. Or I’m out.”

She released a quaking breath and continued to ride him; the musky scent of her arousal slammed into his nostrils making his cock pulse hotter.

“All right... I figured you’d be very interested for a couple of reasons.”

Shit.

“You’re a doctor who’s available at such short notice. And you once expressed an interest to me in pursuing research for the X-virus cure. Why didn’t you?”

“I decided family doctoring was a higher priority these days,” Colter lied. Truth be told, financial reasons had been the stumbling block. He couldn’t afford to leave his brothers high and dry on the farm. Life was easier if he set up a doctor’s office at the farm and helped with the chores between patients.

“Your assignment involves the widow of Dr. Blakely. I believe you remember the scientist. He’s the one who invented the X-virus and almost killed your Claimed wife and your brother Luke a few months back.”

Oh, he remembered that psycho, all right. If he and his brothers hadn’t shown up at the farm when they did, Luke would be dead, and Callie and her unborn child would be the mad doctor’s guinea pig. She had been involved in ménage à trois with the evil scientist and his wife. Thankfully, things had worked out differently.

“Go on.” He held his head still as Bev moaned and gyrated her hips faster, pressing her hot, wet pussy harder against him. His cock hardened painfully, and he couldn’t stop the groan from escaping as the thought of another woman entered his mind. A dark-haired, blue-eyed beauty named Ashley. Ashley instead of Bev. Standing behind him, her heavy breasts dangling like ripe fruit above him, elongated burgundy nipples inches from his mouth, her bare legs on each side of his shoulders as she fucked his head with her bare, hot pussy.

“Dr. Cheri Blakely has a convention booked at the nearby Pleasure Palace. Word has it she’ll meet with several doctors who are representing drug conglomerates...oh yes! Your head feels so damned good, Outlaw. Just like the old days.”

Her breath came out in sexy pants. The weight of her body pressed heavier on his head.

“Why is she meeting with these doctors?”

“She claims to have an instant cure for one of the X-virus’s less lethal mutations. If you can get S.K.U.L.L. that cure...ohh...yes!”

She ground her hips harder now, soaking his flesh with her hot juices, making his neck sticky and ache like a son of a bitch. His teeth clenched as visions of Ashley sliced through his brain. Visions of her wrists being tied above her head. The erotic way her sparkling blue eyes glowed when he made love to her. If he ever got his hands on Ashley again, he’d exact the sweetest revenge. He’d brand her. Brand her so she never forgot what she lost out on by doing what she had to him.

Then he’d let her go and never look back.

“Oh yes! Oh beautiful!” Bev’s lusty shouts split the air. He held himself still until her moans died away.

“Are you interested?” she finally puffed, and she climbed off him.

“No.” The farm was mortgaged to the hilt. Too soon the bank would foreclose. But there was still a chance they could make payments with this year’s crops. If not, they could sell off more of the Outlaw land. Selling had to be a last resort.

“Oh, and before I get to your other head...there’s the other incentive for you to accept the assignment.”

The smug, confident tone of her voice made him pull his arms from the muck and stand. He wanted to tell her where to take her assignment but stopped short when he turned and his gaze fixed on the thrust of her pert, naked breasts with the small pink nipples and the hot, sassy, shaven pussy. He always had fun fucking her during the Terrorist Wars. Had enjoyed until he met Ashley, a conscripted sex slave for one of the American generals stationed in Iraq.

He’d be lying if the sight of a naked woman didn’t make him hot and horny. Any red-blooded American male would be turned on. Especially one who hadn’t had sex in several months.

“If you think seeing you naked is the incentive, think again,” he lied.

“S.K.U.L.L. knows where your missing brother is being held.”

Holy Shit! 

Did he hear right?

“If you bring us Blakely’s cure for the X-virus, S.K.U.L.L. will reveal Tyler’s exact whereabouts. Maybe even bring him home.”

“We’ve already got a plan in motion that will see him released in a couple of months.”

“We know all about you extorting the Barlows. That you have threatened to tell the government they don’t have the required number of husbands for Laurie.”

“Where the hell did you hear that garbage?” 

How did she find out?

“Don’t bother denying it, sweets. Sorry to tell you this, but you lost the blackmailing angle a few days ago when the Barlows secretly took on another man and legally reclaimed Laurie with another Claiming. They have no reason to keep your brother alive. He’s been turned back over to the terrorists who used to hold him. He’s not in the States anymore. He’s been moved back overseas. You know how much terrorists love to torture Americans these days. Only a matter of time before he’s used up or killed. If you tell me you’ll accept the assignment, we can keep him alive. If you bring us Blakely’s cure, S.K.U.L.L. will bring your brother home. If not...”

Pleasure Palace, Maine

Two days later...

Colter tried hard to contain his anger as the armed guards at the gate motioned them onto the property where the meeting with Cheri would take place.

Gazing out the side window of the sleek white limousine S.K.U.L.L. had supplied him with, he could easily make out the newly erected three-story white marble hotel called Pleasure Palace. The lush property contained hundreds of acres of pine forests, rocky cliffs, gentle streams, and beautiful meadows. Land once owned by the Outlaws. Now it belonged to the Barlow brothers who were quick to erect the bordello for the numerous sex-deprived men who craved to fulfill their sexual fantasies in a world where women were rare, after most had died from the mutated versions of the X-virus.

Bad enough that this had once been Outlaw land, now he actually had to come here and see what they had done with it. Tension ripped through his shoulders. His expensive monkey suit tightened like a straitjacket. He reached up and adjusted his tie, trying to loosen the stranglehold from around his neck. Why S.K.U.L.L. had insisted he wear this business outfit was beyond him. He would have preferred to break into the widow’s suite and search for the cure, grab it and clear out. But S.K.U.L.L. had gone to great lengths to create an elaborate, foolproof, fictional cover for him as a doctor who worked for a research facility. They had supplied him with a fake ID and arranged for anyone who might recognize him there to be away on business. S.K.U.L.L. had also arranged for him to have a private cabin along with a private sex slave to cater to his every whim while he was there. How the hell could he turn down his own slave? He’d have to be mad to do that, wouldn’t he?

Colter frowned. There really was only one black-haired, blue-eyed woman who held any appeal to him. Unfortunately, he didn’t have a clue where she was, and she had made it perfectly clear she didn’t want him anyway.

“We’re here, Dr. Van Dusen,” said the limo driver.

Pleasure Palace looked even fancier close up. Colter stepped out of the vehicle and scanned around. Red ceramic tiles covered the multi-peaked roof. White marble walls sparkled in the bright sunshine and blood-red shutters adorned the numerous barred windows.

A moment later his driver ushered him past the heavily armed guards and inside to a main foyer.

The place was extravagant. Beyond his taste in civil or sexy. Crystal chandeliers hung everywhere, the floors were pink marble and plush, red velvet furniture adorned the lobby.

Colter’s jaw dropped when he walked past the side foyer. A fully dressed man sat on a couch casually reading a newspaper. A naked woman with an obviously just spanked, flushed red ass knelt on her knees in front of him. Her large breasts jiggled as she busily shined his shoes.

Unbelievable.

“Dr. Colter Van Dusen?”

A woman’s soft voice snapped him from the shocking scene. He turned to face a beautiful brunette of about fifty with sparkling brown eyes. He recognized her instantly from the pictures S.K.U.L.L. had asked him to memorize.

Dr. Cheri Blakely. The widow of the scientist he had killed.

Now that he was meeting her in person, His mind refused to accept this gorgeous woman was married to the mad doctor. The man who had almost wiped out the female race by selling a submissive virus to the DogmarX, a group of terrorists who believed all women should be submissive to men.

“Please take care of the doctor’s luggage, driver,” she directed his limo driver.

When the man left, she extended her elegant hand to him. Her fingers, laden with diamond and sapphire rings, were velvety warm against his palm. Her wrists were adorned with an array of gold bracelets that clinked as they shook hands. He didn’t miss the extra squeeze she gave him just before they parted.

“I recognized you from the portfolio your company Lamp Light Research sent to me. I’m Dr. Cheri Blakely. I’m pleased you could take the time out of your busy schedule to make it for the conference.”

“I’m pleased to be here,” he lied. “My company is very interested in purchasing the cure for the X-virus mutation C.”

“My, you do get down to business rather quickly, don’t you?” she chuckled. “Didn’t anyone tell you that all business and no pleasure make for a very boring convention?”

Before he could answer, she clicked her fingers.

Two burly, bare-chested men came down a nearby hallway with a barely clothed, very young woman walking between them.

Sweet Jesus. She’s stunning.

A roar of heated blood coursed through his veins at the sight of the black leather halter-thong teddy. Her young, curvy body was barely concealed beneath a delicate mesh cloth. It left little to his imagination.

Her head was bowed in a subservient pose. Long strawberry blonde bangs were draped over her forehead and tangles of silky hair dropped over both her shoulders.

A ball and gag held her mouth captive.

When Bev said he’d get his own sex slave he hadn’t quite pictured one this young or presented to him quite this way.

He remembered not to swear with anger and demand her immediate release.

Beneath the sheer mesh her pussy was partially shaved, the remaining curly pubic hair in the shape of butterfly wings. A small opening in the cloth allowed shiny, delicate golden butterfly weights to dangle brilliantly from labia rings. Her pierced belly button contained a tiny gold butterfly that hung from a gold ring with a short one-inch chain.

Red marks lashed across plump breasts and giant nipple rings adorned too-small red nipples. Too-big butterfly weights dangled off those rings.

“By your frown I take it Reena does not please you, Dr. Van Dusen?” The surprised tone in Blakely’s voice made Colter’s head snap away from the young pleasure slave. How the hell could he take this young woman to his room and enjoy sexual relations with her? She was barely out of her teens.

“She pleases me.”

“Good. I’m glad to hear it. Reena is as yet an unClaimed woman. She was recently captured in the Maine Woods. She’s rumored to be part of the growing Resistance. Sexual torture among other things hasn’t proven useful in getting information from her and so the government has given her to Pleasure Palace to put her to work here satisfying men. I’m sure you’ve heard about the Resistance. A group of unClaimed women along with some sympathetic men who’ve banded together and are using illegal means to try to bring down the Claiming Law?”

At her comment Colter’s heart picked up speed. Yes, he had heard there was a group calling themselves the Resistance. His brother Cade, who was now a bounty hunter, had mentioned them. He also mentioned that capturing members of the Resistance and turning them over to the government could be a very lucrative enterprise.

Colter eyed the woman with renewed interest. Was she a member of the Resistance?

“She’s been fully trained as a pleasure slave now. Her need for independence squashed. She is eager to please.”

Despite a shard of shame flashing in her eyes, she lifted her head for a quick peek at him. He noticed a roar of defiance in the way she held her shoulders back. Her slight action proved they hadn’t broken this woman. He stifled an inner smile of encouragement and realized he couldn’t take advantage of her.

Cheri’s gaze dropped to the area between his legs. 

“She’s looking for a well-hung man such as yourself to show what she’s learned during her training. I’ll have her sent to your cabin.”

“For me, business always comes before pleasure. I won’t be partaking in any until the business aspect of my trip is over and I win the bid for the X-virus C cure.”

“You’ll have a long wait then,” a familiar woman’s voice curled through the air and Colter couldn’t help but stiffen with both dread and excitement. He smelled her fresh, clean scent a split second before she stepped into his view.

Am I hallucinating?

She looked so different than the last time he had seen her. She was a beauty when he bedded her years ago. But now she was even more beautiful. The buttery chandelier light made the luxurious black hair piled high on top of her head absolutely glow. Delicate silver ribbons were beaded intricately through the lush black curls. A couple of sexy tendrils hung down on both sides of her face.

Tiny silver chains draped around the long column of her neck, and he didn’t miss the single sliver of silver metal trailing from the necklaces to drop between the luscious swells of her generous breasts. Breasts pushed up high and pressing hard against the tight, glittering silver dress that boldly hugged her curves. To his irritation, he found himself intrigued with the possibilities of where that single strand of chain led.

“I didn’t expect you until later, Ashley.” Cheri’s cold voice sliced through Colter’s shock. But try as he might, he just couldn’t seem to tear his gaze from Ashley. Her skin was paler than he remembered. She shot him a quick smile and then her eyes darted back to Cheri.

“My bodyguard was able to push through all the checkpoints quickly with the bribes the general gave me to use.”

“Bribes by the general are most impressive,” Cheri commented. “I trust you have the general’s document giving you permission to be here and to act on his behalf?”

Ashley nodded.

Her fingers trembled as her dainty hand dipped inside her glittery silver purse. She withdrew a document and handed it over to Cheri.

He could have kicked himself for staring at Ash like some dumb, love-struck teenage boy. But he couldn’t help it. She was sophisticated, more hauntingly beautiful than he remembered. Was it any wonder the general had kept her hidden, preventing him from finding her and exacting his revenge?

Conflicting emotions raged through him, happiness at seeing her again, burning anger that of all times for her to come back into his life this was the most inopportune. Obviously S.K.U.L.L. had had no inkling she would be here, or they would have prevented her from coming. She could easily blow his cover. He had to eliminate the problem. Pronto.

She turned her dark blue eyes upon him again. Heated blood surged into his cock at the memories of them together. Of her soft whispers, her hungry touches upon his flesh, her cries of arousal every time he made her orgasm. His member grew, thickening, pressing hard against his pants—wanting to escape. Wanting to bury itself deep in Ashley’s channel.

The tightest, warmest, wettest channel he had ever encountered.

An odd emotion he couldn’t quite put his finger on glittered in her eyes. If he had to venture a guess, he’d say she looked relieved to see him.

“I’m glad the general allowed you to attend the convention in his place, Ashley,” Cheri said coolly. “I, of course, will need to speak to him and get verbal permission for you to be here.”

“I already told you over the phone he’s out of the country on his latest quest for an art collection. When he calls, I will tell him to call you.”

“You make sure that you do.”

“The general, of course, is concerned for my safety. I trust this document will ensure it until he has a chance to get in touch with you?”

“It looks official enough.” Cheri gave the paper a cursory glance. Her eyes narrowed and her voice lowered so that only the three of them could hear. “As to that other matter we discussed over the phone. I trust your hysteria has been resolved and I will get what I want when the general returns?”

A look of utter fear flooded Ashley’s face. Colter couldn’t stop the pang of uneasiness that gripped him.

Something is wrong.

Terribly wrong.

Ashley rebounded with a bright smile on her luscious lips. Were his instincts incorrect?

“Yes, the general has made it quite clear that I have nothing to say on the matter.”

What matter? He wanted to ask the question but forced himself to center his emotions. He couldn’t allow Cheri to get an idea that Ashley and he knew each other, and he could only hope she wouldn’t blow his cover.

“Good.”

“But the general did say he is most interested in obtaining the cure for your husband’s virus, Cheri. I intend to make sure he gets what he wants.”

“I bet you always give the general whatever he wants,” Colter couldn’t stop himself from commenting dryly.

Ashley bristled at his remark. 

Ouch, sore spot?

“You two know each other?” Blakely cocked a curious well-manicured eyebrow at the two of them.

“Actually—” Ashley began.

“No, we don’t,” Colter cut her off. “I’m Dr. Colter Van Dusen. My company is Lamp Light Research. And I aim to get them the cure.”

He extended his hand.

She hesitated a moment before slipping her warm fingers against his palm.

So soft. So fragile.

Both concern and arousal coursed through him as he shook her hand. He didn’t miss the traditional slave chain jewelry on her wrist, fragile strands that reached out and encircled each of her fingers. Nor did he miss the nervous way her long, black lashes fluttered as her eyes once again darted from him to Cheri and then back to him again.

Instincts about something being wrong kicked in again. Big time.

“Well, Dr. Van...Dusen. It looks as if we want the same cure. I should quickly eliminate my competition?”

Colter stiffened at her remark. Was that a threat? Would she divulge to Blakely his real identity and screw his chances at getting the cure and exchanging it for his brother?

“Perchance we should meet and discuss this over drinks?” Ashley said. “Maybe I can change your mind about acquiring the cure?”

He was just beginning to register the six-feet-seven-inch-tall, burly, bald-headed man standing behind Ashley. He was the same bodyguard who had allowed Ashley and himself many spontaneous rendezvouses while he stayed at the general’s mansion in Iraq. He knew that the man couldn’t speak due to his tongue having been cut out by the general and he had also been castrated among other things to ensure he would never take an interest in Ashley.

The man was eyeing Colter with an intense scowl of hatred. Despite his inability to speak, he knew instinctively this guy would break his cover if Ashley gave him the word to do so. He forced himself to take a deep, calming breath and returned his attention to Ashley. A lusty happiness edged away the nervousness in her eyes as she gazed back at him. Rest assured, he’d make sure that look changed to one of pleasure-pain soon enough.

“If your...bodyguard will allow you?”

“He won’t mind. I would be honored to meet you at shall we say five? At the bar?”

“I’ll be there.”

“Well, I’m glad to hear there will be a little healthy competition going on for the cure,” Cheri Blakely cooed. “Just remember there will be three other doctors who will bid, Ashley. You may have to spread your legs for them also.”

At Cheri’s comment, Colter’s self-control slipped a notch.

“I’m sure you’ll get to them before I do,” Ashley said cheerfully as if it were an everyday occurrence for both women to spread their legs for men.

Fuck. Who was he kidding? Ashley had done exactly that for Blade and him at the general’s Iraq mansion. He forced himself to bite back a scalding retort that was sure to grab unwarranted attention.

“I must get a move on and check myself in. I’ll see you later, Dr. Van Dusen.”

The intense way Ashley looked at him swelled his balls even harder. Now that he had access to Ashley once again, revenge plans quickly formulated in his thoughts.

The bodyguard followed close behind the woman Colter had fallen in love with during the Terrorist Wars. Her cute, rounded ass shimmied against a tight silver dress that hugged her every delicious curve as she headed to the check-in counter.

“Take Reena back to the dungeon to await another customer. When Dr. Van Dusen decides he wants to be serviced by her, be sure she is quickly made available for him,” Cheri instructed the two muscle men who had brought the pleasure slave forward for him.

Colter forced himself to stifle the flicker of concern when the men grabbed onto the young woman’s pale upper arms and quickly ushered her back down the hallway. He’d have to mention her to S.K.U.L.L. See if they would extract her based on the rumor of her being with the Resistance.

“Come with me, Doctor, I’ll introduce you to a most wonderful shoeshine while we wait for your turn to check into Pleasure Palace.” Cheri chuckled as she linked her arm through his.

Just before he entered the side foyer, he allowed himself a quick glance over his shoulder. A glance that allowed him another breathtaking view of the only woman he had ever wanted to spend the rest of his life with.

Ashley couldn’t stop her trembling even when she spotted guest cabin 23 nestled beneath a team of weeping willow trees. The white saltbox-style wooden cottage with burgundy shutters and white picket fence looked utterly adorable. White French lace curtains adorned the numerous windows, and she gratefully slid the electronic key into the slot in the door. A beep zipped through the air and the door opened. To her surprise, she discovered her suitcase and her bodyguard’s duffel bag had already been delivered. They sat just inside the door of the luscious Pleasure Palace two-bedroom cabin she and her bodyguard were assigned.

Thankfully, she was alone. At least for a few minutes.

She didn’t think she could deal with her bodyguard right then. Especially at the sympathetic way he had looked at Reena. Ashley had wasted no time in writing a note and telling him to go back for her and pretend that Ashley wanted the pleasure slave for herself over the course of the next few days.

Such a shame that the general had done so many horrid things to Mike just to ensure he wasn’t attracted Ashley. Despite that fact though, the general didn’t realize Mike still found immense pleasure in pleasing women, Ashley included. In the end, what the general hadn’t known hadn’t hurt him.

Now that she was alone, she could concentrate on herself. Concentrate on the familiar sexual hum racking her. The intense lusty cravings she had to live with on a daily basis compliment of being infected by one of the mutations of Blakely’s X-virus, the virus of which she was there to obtain the cure for.

She hadn’t expected Colter Outlaw to be here. Hadn’t expected to ever see him again. Especially since their last sex-fest together had been under such false pretenses. He was the one man whom she dared allow herself to fall in love with. The one man she allowed herself to trust. The one man who had ultimately betrayed her.

Ashley blew out a confused breath.

So, if he’d betrayed her, then why was she reacting like this toward him? Why did her breasts feel so tight? Why were her panties soaked?

The X-virus must be kicking in. She was due for her medication soon. The mutated version she had contracted didn’t make her pass out or kill her if she didn’t take her medication on time. This mutated version of the virus allowed her some leeway. The virus made her horny. Horny and, despite not wanting to, she occasionally became submissive to men, especially when under stress. But she definitely had to take the medication within a certain timeframe, or the virus would begin to attack her brain, altering signals and eventually making her a permanent sexual submissive.

And that’s one thing she’d never allow.

A quick survey of the small main room gave her a feeling of friendliness, which edged away a little bit of her tension. The walls were painted a plain peach. Light golden brown wooden beams laced the ceiling, and a large sofa sat against one wall. She noted some eight by ten black and white photos hanging on the walls, pictures of several men and a woman in naughty ménage poses.

Explicit poses that made her suddenly feel too hot as visions of her ménage à trois with Blade and Colter sprang to mind.

Oh dear. I need to find my vibrator and quick.

Blowing out a quick breath, she grabbed her suitcase and entered the bedroom. It was similarly decorated as the other room except with a huge king-size bed and a cabinet against one wall. Flinging the suitcase onto the bed, her thoughts immediately strayed to the erotic way Colter had looked at her in the foyer. So much pent-up passion waiting to be unleashed. So much lust raging in his eyes. Lust she knew all too well. Lust she had never been able to forget.

But there was something different about him now. No trace of the laughter or gentleness she remembered. That sexy five o’clock soldier shadow he had worn on his handsome face was gone in favor of a hot, clean, business look.

Her pussy quivered and creamed harder as images of wide and muscular shoulders flittered through her mind. How hard and powerful his thighs pressed against her soft flesh as he slammed his hips against hers, fucking her, thrusting his gorgeously long cock into her over and over again.

She couldn’t go out there meeting Colter for drinks and tell him his identity was safe with her with her pussy sopping wet and bothered. She needed relief, for heaven’s sake. Relief first, then later, to take the lusty edge off, she would take some medication. Then she’d be okay to meet with him. She hoped.

She unzipped her suitcase, tossed back the lid, and then her trembling fingertips fell upon her makeup bag. A warm, fuzzy feeling caressed her as she opened it and touched the long, slender plastic item she used on a daily basis to bring herself relief.

A nice, hot shower would be the perfect atmosphere to shake off her lust and to fantasize about what life could have been like with Colter Outlaw.

* * * * *
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COLTER GAZED OUT THE window of the cottage he managed to get himself assigned to and surveyed Ashley’s big bodyguard as he walked the beautiful pleasure slave Reena past his building toward Ashley’s cottage. “She’s a gorgeous creature,” Blade whispered from beside him. “I wouldn’t mind being alone with her for a few months. I could teach her a few new tricks she hasn’t been taught yet.”

“Just make sure the bodyguard disappears. He can ID me,” Colter said to the S.K.U.L.L. member. Blade was an excellent gynecologist and had always been a solid, dependable backup. His devilish good looks, wavy blond hair and chocolate-colored eyes, however, were a detriment. His looks got him too much attention and that’s why S.K.U.L.L. usually made him work behind the scenes, never giving him the juicy assignments he craved.

“Who is that guy anyway? He looks familiar. Like I’ve seen him somewhere before.”

“Let’s just get him out of the way, shall we?” Although Blade had only seen the bodyguard once and at a distance, he’d figure out soon enough why the man looked familiar. And when he did, all hell would break loose.

“Okay, but the slave will have to disappear too. Can’t leave behind any witnesses saying the man you wanted removed was actually kidnapped,” Blade whispered, a wide grin on his face.

Once the S.K.U.L.L. team members had her in their possession they would see if the pleasure slave would be receptive to them. They wouldn’t force her, but they wouldn’t leave her in peace either.

“Just make sure the boys don’t harm her. She’s too young to be in a place like this.”

“She’s a pleasure slave, Colter. She probably doesn’t even remember her life before being one. If her training was effective, she needs sex on a continuous basis just to keep herself from going mad. And if she’s with the Resistance as rumored, then she’s probably forgotten about them too. But we can try to debrief her and see what we can come up with. So, what about this Cheri Blakely chick? Have you got any info on the cure she’s selling?”

Irritation nibbled at him, and he couldn’t stop himself from snapping at his friend, “What’s with all these questions? I just got here, Blade. We haven’t discussed it yet.”

“Hey, man. Take it easy, bro. You’ll get the cure, don’t sweat it.” He nodded out the window. “Looks like S.K.U.L.L. is on the move.”

A small band of men in camouflage and laden with assault weapons quickly and quietly emerged from clumps of nearby bushes behind the bodyguard and the pleasure slave. The slave lifted her head. Her eyes widened at the men bearing down on them. The ball gag in her mouth prevented her from crying out in alarm.

Before the bodyguard knew what had happened, he was unconscious and being dragged back into the bushes. The pleasure slave kicked and punched fruitlessly as one of the team members hoisted her tiny frame over his wide shoulders and disappeared into the pristine wilderness.

“I’ll report back to Bev that you’ve made contact,” Blade said as he headed for the door. “And I’ll check back with you at our scheduled time.”

“Sure thing.”

With his heart hammering violently against his chest, Colter followed him outside. He watched him disappear into the nearby woods where Blade would keep an eye out to make sure Cheri didn’t leave the compound without him knowing about it.

When he was sure Blade wouldn’t see him, he headed toward Ashley’s secluded cabin. Before long she would discover she had lost her bodyguard and inherited a heap of revenge from an old lover.
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Chapter Two
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The hard spray of hot water pulsed against Ashley’s aching breasts. Needles poked and sliced into her flesh, and she smiled at the way her nipples reddened and elongated. Her pussy heated as she sank the thin, long, waterproof vibrator deep inside her vagina. Sensual vibrations ripped through her. She cried out at the violent impact.

Oh yes! Horny was an understatement. She was so aroused she couldn’t stop the shudders of pleasure from washing over her in a gush of maddening waves. She enjoyed the way her wet vagina clenched the long, thin intrusion. Loved the way her hips gyrated as if with a mind of their own. The erotic tremors sliced wonderfully into her engorged flesh, making her moan and mewl into the steamy shower. Lodging the vibrator deep inside her pussy, she allowed the clitoral seducer free rein.

It slid, bit, and licked.

Oh yes.

Sucked, breathed, and heated.

Oh my.

She could almost imagine Colter’s presence there with her. His big hands holding her hips steady as he pushed her against the wall. His fingers sliding over her inflamed clitoris. Rubbing her there. Rubbing her hard.

Another climax washed over Ashley. She cried out Colter’s name, wishing him there. Wishing him to step inside the stall. To have his broad shoulders beneath her eager hands, her fingertips moving over his pierced nipples, grabbing tightly onto his nipple rings, holding him captive as he thrust that big, massive cock of his into her tight channel.

From the corner of her eye she thought she detected a shadowy movement on the other side of the frosted glass enclosure, but she didn’t care. She was too far-gone enjoying her Colter fantasy to care that her bodyguard had returned with Reena the slave.

They’d hear her masturbating. She didn’t care. She had to do it on a constant basis anyway, compliments of the X-virus.

Each stroke of the vibrator filled her, but not full enough. The state-of-the-art piece of machinery the general had given her had never been able to totally fulfill her X-virus-induced lust.

Nothing had. 

Only Colter. And Blade.

The two of them holding her. Making her suck their cocks. Stretching her arms up over her head and tying her, making sure she couldn’t run away while they did naughty things to her. Things she’d loved.

When the second climax finally ebbed away, she sighed and shut off the vibrator. Her climaxes had barely taken the edge off.

The only thing that would permanently get rid of this constant lust was the cure Cheri toted around. And only then could she start living life like a normal woman.

* * * * *
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COLTER QUIETLY CLOSED the door behind him, thankfully escaping the overheated bathroom.

If that frosted glass hadn’t been there, he would have stepped right into the shower and taken her right then and there. The sensual outline of her shadow and her erotic mewls, and moans had about made him
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