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      Kitty Spencer has been in love with Judge since before she can remember. But when he asks for her sister’s hand in marriage her heart may never heal. But one turn of events changes everything and maybe things weren’t always as they seemed. 

      Judge Russo has had his plan in place for years. But just when he thinks he’s getting everything he wants Kitty goes and runs off. If only she knew how far he was willing to go to have her.

      Warning: this grouchy alpha in a Stetson is exactly what we need right now. Get this quick and dirty cowboy romance and see how he handles the happily ever after!
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      “Is there something I can help you find, Kitty?” I look back at Jackson, who’s standing behind the register at the feed store. 

      I try not to cringe because I hate when anyone calls me Kitty…except Judge. The way it rolls off his tongue in his deep Southern drawl has my stomach fluttering.

      Jackson gives me a big smile as his eyes roam down my body and back up. He lingers on my breasts, and it makes me feel gross. Jackson was a couple of grades ahead of me in school, but he didn’t pay me a lick of attention like he is right now. I think my dress might be a bit too snug. 

      “Y’all hiring?” I ask as I step away from the cat supplies I was mooning over. I asked for a kitten for my birthday, and once again I didn’t get it. I actually didn't get anything from my parents, but that’s pretty typical. Mom did manage to bake a cake with me but couldn’t let me get through it without her telling me I was doing it wrong. I didn’t listen because she’s a horrible cook. 

      Mom brought me to town with her while she went to run some errands. I’ve been roaming around with nothing to do, but this is the story of my life. I’ve got to figure out what I’m going to do now that high school is over and I’m eighteen. If this is all I have, I’ll go insane. 

      At least I got to spend most of my birthday yesterday with Dotty. Mom and Dad were pissy when she took off, but now that she’s with Clay and he’s saving their farm, they are over the moon about it. And there hasn’t been another word about Judge since. The man who graces my dreams every night, whether I want him there or not, has gone silent.

      I still don’t understand how my parents mixed up that he was asking for my hand in marriage and not my sister’s. When I found out about the arranged marriage between him and Dotty, it was like a knife to my chest. For as long as I can remember I’ve had a crush on him even though he never paid me any attention. 

      For months I had to pretend it didn't bother me that my sister was going to marry Judge and that my heart didn't ache every time I saw that wedding ring on her finger. I forced a smile when I felt like I was dying inside. She wasn’t excited about the arranged marriage either, but I never let her know how I felt about Judge. I didn’t want her to feel worse about the situation at the time. 

      Then Judge showed up at Clay’s, demanding they hand me over to him, and it was one of the hottest things I’d ever seen. We were so confused at first until we figured out he’d never asked for my sister’s hand and it had been me the whole time. I stood there in shock and then started to get mad about the months of heartache I’d been through. But when I didn't fall in quick enough, Judge threatened me, and it only made me want to rebel. 

      I might have stolen his car and possibly side swiped a few others in the process. He demanded I marry him or he was calling the sheriff. When he didn’t follow through with the threat, he got back in his truck, and I haven’t seen or heard a peep from him since. 

      “I could use some extra hands around here.” Jackson’s smile grows wider as I walk back to the front of the store. 

      “You got an application or something?” If I could get a job I might be able to save enough to move out from my parents’ house. I really hadn’t thought much about what I was going to do after I graduated high school. The only thing I really love to do is bake. I should see if Trudy is hiring over at the Sweet Spot. I think I could handle two jobs if it got me out of my parents’ place faster. 

      I might have to take my sister up on the offer to come stay with her and her new man. I would have said yes immediately, but they’re planning a wedding and are still in the honeymoon phase. I don’t want to intrude on their special time. My older sister Dotty has spent her whole life always doing what she thinks is best for me, and it’s time I did the same for her. 

      “I know you, Kitty. You don’t need to fill out an application.” He does, however, slide a notepad over toward me. “I could use your number though.” I pick up the pen and scribble down my number for him. 

      “When do you think I can start?” When I look up, I see Jackson’s eyes are wide as he stares over my shoulder. Before I can turn around to see what he’s staring at, a hand comes down on the counter and makes me jump. 

      When I see the hand, my body heats, knowing who it is. He grabs the paper with my number on it and crinkles it into a ball. I turn around to glare up at Judge, and for a second I forgot how big he is. In all fairness, I don’t think I’ve ever been this close to him before. 

      My heart flutters in my chest, and I fight the need to lean into him. Nope, I’m mad at him. For years he’s ignored me, and all of a sudden he’s noticed me? I guess he couldn't find a wife so he settled on me. I’m suddenly worked up and without thinking I lift my foot and stomp it down on top of his boot. 

      I let out a scream because I’ve only hurt myself. His hand comes around my waist as his face grows angrier.

      “Kitty,” he growls, and my entire body heats up. How does he make me excited and needy with just the sound of my name? 

      “What are you doing here?” I try and push on his broad chest, but he doesn’t budge. He’s built like a brick wall. 

      “I came to get my bride. We’re getting married today.” 

      “What?” I manage to say as he lets me go. His hand grabs my wrist, and he pulls me from the store. It’s then I see Sherriff Howell standing there. “Are you going to stop him?” I ask as Judge tugs me along. 

      “He’s with me,” Judge says, and my mouth falls open. The sheriff gives me an apologetic shrug and a bonfire of anger ignites in me. 

      “You called the cops!” I shout as his dark eyes stare into mine. 

      “I’m a man who gets what he wants, Kitty. You know that.” I swallow because it’s true. Everyone in town knows it. “You have two options today. You can marry me and come home with me, or you can go to jail.” 

      I purse my lips, and he stares at my mouth. There’s a flash of heat in his eyes, and damn it, I have to clench my thighs together.

      “I’ll make you regret this.” I point my finger at him, trying to get in his face, but he’s too damn tall. “I’ll be the worst wife in the history of all wives!” 

      His mouth pulls into a slow smile. “I’m glad you’re seeing things my way,” he says before he’s walking again and dragging me behind him to the courthouse. 

      “Didn't you hear me? I’m going to make your life hell. You’re going to have to sleep with one eye open!” 

      “With you in my bed, Kitty, I don’t think I’ll be sleeping at all.” 

      He stuns me into silence, which might be the first time ever. I have a feeling it’s not going to be the last time either.
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      “You can’t do this,” Kitty mumbles as we walk into the courtroom and toward the judge’s bench. 

      “Looks like I just did.” She tries to jerk her arm out of my hold, but once again I don’t let her go. 

      “You’re an ass,” she hisses while we walk through the wooden gate and up to the front. 

      “Did anyone ever tell you how cute you are when you’re mad?” I don’t look down at her as I say it, but I can feel her hot glare on me when I raise my chin to the front of the courtroom. “Let’s get started, Earl.” 

      The town’s notary public waddles around from behind the desk and holds out a little booklet with a piece of paper in front of him. The squatty man that reminds me of a penguin clears his throat and begins to read. 

      “Dearly beloved—” 

      “Nope,” I say, cutting him off. “Skip to the end.” 

      “Uh okay.” He looks at Kitty, who just curses me under her breath. “Do you, Judge Russo, take…um…” He searches the piece of paper for her name.

      “Kitty Spencer,” she grits out unwillingly. 

      “Oh yes of course, it’s right here on the license. Do you, Judge Russo—”

      “Yes,” I cut him off once more, and he nods as his glasses slide down his nose.

      “A resounding yes.” He smiles at us, but then quickly looks down at his paper when he sees Kitty scowling.

      I’ve paid off the people in this town well, and although what we’re doing might not actually be legal, nobody is about to stop me. 

      “And do you, Kitty Spencer, take Judge Russo to be your husband?” 

      There’s a pause and I look down at her. “Do I have a choice?” she asks, and I shake my head. “Well, then I guess I have to.” 

      Earl looks uncomfortable as he turns the paper over and offers me the pen. “If you’ll both sign on the license, please.” 

      I scribble my signature and hand the pen to Kitty. For half a second I think she might not, but I watch as she grits her teeth and scratches what looks like a K and an S beside mine. 

      “Now you may kiss the bride.” Earl smiles broadly as he looks between us, and I turn to face Kitty.

      “Try it and I’ll bite your face off,” she hisses. 

      “Goddamn, you’re beautiful,” I tell her, and her cheeks flush. She tucks her chin and turns to stomp out of the room, but I’ve still got a hold of her. “Not so fast.” 

      She squeals loudly as I scoop her up in my arms and carry her across the courthouse. I didn’t realize we’d had all of City Hall come in and watch us, but all of the guys that work here hoot and holler as I carry my bride over the threshold. I get a pat on the back from the mayor as I walk outside with our marriage license tucked in my back pocket. 

      “You put me down right now, Judge, or I swear to god—”

      “What are you gonna do, Kitty?” I call her bluff, and she presses her lips tight together. “It was marry me or jail, and I think you made the right decision.” 

      “You call that a choice?” She tries to push on my chest as I hold her close. “I should have chosen jail.” 

      “I wouldn’t have let you do that.” 

      “Then there was never a choice to begin with,” she hisses, and I nod. 

      “I never said I’d play fair when it came to you. Now where’s my ring? I want it on your finger.” 

      “I lost it.” She turns away and crosses her arms over her chest.” 

      “Liar.” 

      She juts her chin out and refuses to answer. 

      “I’ll get it back on you,” I threaten, and she peeks up at me before quickly looking away. “One way or another.” 

      “You’ll regret this. I’ll make sure of it.” 

      I kiss the top of her head, and I feel her body tense for half a second. When we walk into the sunshine, I see a small crowd of people have gathered at the courthouse steps. 

      “Oh no,” Kitty whispers, and I can’t hide my smile. “I think it’s time for the old City Hall tradition, don’t you?” 

      “You can’t,” she says, so quietly I can barely hear her.

      “Oh I can, and I will.” I start to walk toward the fountain, and she kicks her feet trying to get loose. “Calm down or it’s going to be worse.” 

      “Judge, this is the dumbest tradition this town has ever had, and I won’t be a part of it.” 

      Since the town was founded, every bride that’s wed in the courthouse gets thrown in the fountain for good luck. I don’t know whose idea it was to start this tradition, but I can almost bet it wasn’t the blushing bride. 

      “Quick kicking or I’ll just toss you in there.” 

      “No!” she squeals, and the crowd cheers. 

      “Throw her in! Throw her in!” the crowd begins to chant as I get closer. 

      “Judge.” She looks up at me with big pleading eyes as her small hands grip the front of my shirt. “Don’t.” 

      “Do you trust me?” There’s a long pause where her eyes search mine, and after she sighs she nods. “Okay then.” 

      I step up to the fountain, and the crowd goes quiet as I lift her up and slide her shoes off. When I’m at the point where I could let her go, I tip her feet down and place her toes in the water. She clings to me with tense arms, but after a second when she sees I’m not going to drop her, she relaxes. 

      “Just enough to keep the bad luck away,” I say to her as I let her kick her feet in the fountain and then straighten up. 

      “You’re gonna need more than that,” she snaps and scowls at me. She pokes her little finger in my chest and grits her teeth. “The first thing I’m doing when I get to your house is setting something on fire.” 

      There’s a glint in her eyes that says she means it, and I smile bigger than I have in longer than I can remember. “Then we should probably make sure you’re safe.” 

      With one quick move I toss her into the fountain, and the crowd goes wild. Before she can go all the way under, I pluck her out and toss her soaking body over my shoulder and carry her out of the town square like a fireman. 

      “Judge!” She beats on my back as I walk to the truck, but one good smack on her ass and she stops. 

      “You wanna go back in?” I ask her, and suddenly she’s limp against me. “Keep it up, Kitty. You’re worth fighting for.”
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      “What do you think?” Judge asks as he stares down at me.

      I’m sitting at the giant kitchen island after Judge showed me his beautiful new home. Everyone has been talking about it for months, but no one has seen it. I thought he was building it for my sister. How wrong I’d been, but apparently I've been wrong about a lot of things when it comes to my new husband.

      Water drips from my hair, and I secretly hope it makes a little puddle for him to slip on. It could make me a rich widow if he broke his neck, and I don’t recall signing a prenup. This is his second mistake. Judge isn't prone to mistakes, so I’ll be snatching up any I can get my hands on. 

      “I think you ruined my cell phone.” I hold up the phone my sister got me. It isn't like those fancy touchscreen ones everyone has, but it was mine. It was my first cell, and now it’s ruined. 

      “I’ll get you a new one. This one is junk anyway.” 

      I snap my head up at him. “Junk?” I whisper at first. “Junk!” I jump up from the high-top stool I’m sitting on and I’m the one that ends up almost tripping in the puddle. Judge manages to catch me before I can fall, but I smack at his hands to get away from him. 

      “Careful,” he growls when I finally get a good three feet between us. 

      That’s the farthest we’ve been apart since he put me into his fancy truck. I was soaking wet and probably ruined the seat, which made me smile. Any other time I’ve tried to get space from him he’s right there manhandling me. I hope the inside of his truck smells like mold in a few days.

      “Junk. Of course you think it's junk because you can buy anything you like. My sister busted her ass because she was the only one that was allowed to get a job so she could buy us those”—I hold my fingers up to make air quotes—“‘junk’ phones because we can't stand the idea of not talking to each other every day. And because, well, we love each other, which is something I suspect you don’t understand.” I let out a breath, feeling better that I got that all out. It feels good to yell. I should probably do it more often. 

      “I’m sorry.” He actually looks a little sheepish, and I stand there in shock for a moment wondering if I misunderstood him. “I’ll have a new one here in the morning.” 

      “Of course you’re sorry now,” I sputter, unable to think of anything else to say, and his lips twitch. I turn around because he’s too handsome to stare at. I’m just happy I’m not turning into the lovestruck girl that I used to be when I heard his name or saw him around town. 

      That died the day he asked for my sister's hand in marriage. Though he really hadn’t in the end, none of this would have been a mix-up in the first place if he didn’t spend his whole life ignoring me. Is this how he plans to make it right? 

      “Would you like to get changed?” 

      “I liked the outfit I had on before I was tossed into the water like I was nothing more than a rag doll.” I turn back around to face him, which is a terrible idea. It’s hard to keep my anger when I’m staring at how hot he is. I hate how I’ve dreamed of his big body on top of mine, holding me close when I needed it most. 

      “I’m sure you can find something to your liking in your closet.” 

      I perk up at this new information. All my stuff is back at my parents’ house. 

      “You’re taking me home?”

      His smug look turns into a full smile, and I want to smack it. And possibly do other things to it, but I can’t focus on that right this second.

      “You are home.” 

      Before I can come up with my own reply, he’s lifting me into his arms and carrying me up the stairs.

      “I’m not a doll. I know how to walk, you jerk.” 

      A second later he plops me down on one of the softest beds I’ve ever felt. I look around the beautiful bedroom in shock because it’s perfect. There’s light gray wood flooring and giant windows overlooking the fields in the back. 

      This place could be in a home interiors magazine, and I know because I love them. I steal them out of the mailbox each month and bookmark my favorites by turning down the corners of the pages. 

      “No, you’re not a doll, you're my wife.” He stands at the edge of the bed, looking down at me. 

      One of these days I’m going to get to look down at him. Then my mind flashes to how that would be possible, and I instantly feel heat lick through my body. 

      “This is a really lovely guest room you have here, Judge. I’ve been wondering what the house was going to look like.” 

      He’s been building it for over a year now. I heard the other house he used to live in is now where the foreman lives. Judge can be a jerk, but it's never been said he isn't generous to the people who work for him. 

      “You can call our bedroom whatever you like, wife. Just know your ass will be in that bed every night.” With that, he leaves me alone in the middle of the bed. 

      I sit there thinking that he’s going to come back at any moment, but after five minutes I roll off the bed. I walk over to the door and poke my head out, seeing if anyone is there, but the hallway is empty. 

      This is really happening. 

      I step back into the bedroom and lock the door. He broke my heart once, and I refuse to let him do it again. Married or not.
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      It’s only an hour before I walk back into the house, but it’s as long as I can give her. Being away from Kitty doesn’t sit right with me, but it’s even worse because she’s my bride now. 

      Mine. 

      I don’t like to think about all those thoughts I had of her before yesterday—before she was legal. So instead I push them out of my mind and go in the house to search for my wife. 

      I kept an eye on the cameras while I did some things outside. I felt like a jackass for destroying her phone and made sure another one would be here first thing in the morning. It’s not often in my life I’m put on the back foot, but Kitty has me practically on my knees. That little dark-haired thing is going to wreck me, and she damn well knows it. 

      When I get inside, I walk straight up to the bedroom and test the door. I smile to myself when I feel it’s locked, then reach above the doorframe and take out the hidden key. I use it to open the door then put the key back for what I’m sure will be the next time she tries to keep me out. Joke’s on her—there’s not a fucking thing that could keep me from her. 

      In the distance I can hear water running, and heat crawls up my back. It sounds like the tub has been turned on, so I kick off my boots and pad to the bathroom. As quietly as I can, I walk to the attached bath and see the door is opened a bit. I ease it open a little more and on the other side of the room Kitty is soaking in the bathtub and turning off the tap with her toes. 

      I clench my jaw as I step closer, and she closes her eyes. I can only imagine what she’s thinking about while the water washes over her body. The tub is big enough for the two of us, I made damn sure of that. As I walk closer, all I can think about is stripping bare and sliding in behind her. Sliding in other places too. 

      My cock aches as it swells in my jeans. A man can only jerk off so many times a day, and I’ve been hard for years. I can feel my dick now, readying to have what belongs to us. I bought and paid for that sweet little pussy she’s got soaking in my tub, and I intend to own it. 

      There are several things I could do now to draw attention to the fact that I’m here, but instead I walk silently to the edge of the tub and stare down at her naked body. Her tits float just above the edge with the water lapping at her nipples. Her hands rest on her belly, and her knees are spread apart. The dark patch of curls between her legs is covering what I’m dripping for, but I’ll have it soon enough. 

      A soft moan comes from her, and my heart stops as I see one hand move between her legs. Her small fingers slowly spread her folds while the other hand helps itself to the treasure hidden between her lips. I can feel my eyes widen as she rubs herself slowly for just a moment, then faster. Her arm flexes as it passes over her little clit, and I think to myself that she needs to take her time. She’s rushing to her peak, and her body doesn’t even know what that is. I see a flush on her cheeks as her eyes tighten, and frustration creases her brow. 

      Without giving my own hand permission, it’s shoved down the front of my jeans, and I’m grabbing my cock. I stand there fully dressed with my hand down on my dick as I watch her try and give herself what I’d die for. Just one little baby orgasm on my face and I’d put a knife through my heart if that’s what she asked for. I lick my lips wondering if she tastes like sprinkles, because she’s as innocent and untouched as cotton candy. 

      My hand moves faster with hers as I try to keep up with her pace. She’s rocking her hips, and the water is moving all around her, but the frustration is still there on her face. Her orgasm is so close but still out of reach, and if she’d let me use my tongue for one second I’d get her there. 

      “Damn you, Judge,” she grunts, taking her hands away from her pussy and closing her legs. 

      My cock pulses in my hand at the sound of my name, and I grit my teeth as I kneel down at the side of the tub. “Spread them,” I demand, and Kitty gasps as her eyes fly open. 

      “Oh god.” She tries to sit up, but I keep my eyes on her. 

      “Lay back.” She doesn’t move, and I lean forward. “Now.” I manage to say the word through clenched teeth. 

      This time she does as I ask and slowly leans back against the tub where she was. Her heart is beating so fast, but I lean over and just touch the top of the water with my fingertips. 

      “Spread your legs, Kitty. Let me do it for you.” She licks her lips as her knees slowly fall open, and I dip my hand into the water. “Just relax.” 

      When my fingers reach her silky soft folds, she hisses and raises her hips. I touch her as softly as I can, and it feels like rose petals. 

      “So damn beautiful,” I say, looking over her body and then into her eyes. “The most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.” 

      I rub her clit just like I know she needs: slow and steady with only a little pressure around her clit. I make circles while my thumb dips lower and just barely inside of her. She’s so fucking tight I can’t get much more in, but that’s enough. For now. 

      Her breath catches in her throat as her hips begin to move, and I smile. 

      “Good girl.” 

      She grits her teeth and scowls, but it’s gone quickly when I graze her clit. “Judge.” 

      “I got you,” I say, using my other hand to lift her ass up to where her pussy is just above the bathwater. 

      Leaning down slowly so she knows what I’m doing, I lower my mouth to hover over her mound. I wait until her eyes lock with mine before I swipe my tongue between her folds. 

      With one slow lick, I watch her come undone in my arms, and I know my smile is smug as I sit back and lower her body back into the tub. I rub her clit, still being gentle as her orgasm goes on and on. She doesn’t seem to have much experience getting herself off, but she doesn’t have to. That’s what I’m here for. 

      After I’ve gotten it all out of her, I regretfully take my hand out of the tub and lick my fingers. I can taste a trace of her sweetness there, but it’s not enough. The one lick wasn’t enough either, because now it’s all I can think about. She doesn’t look at me as she sits up in the tub, but I take her chin in my hand and wait until she does. 

      “There’s nothing to be embarrassed about. This is what husbands and wives do.” When she still doesn’t say anything, I lean forward and place a soft kiss on her lips. 

      I linger just a moment to breathe her in and then stand up. She opens her mouth like she wants to say something, but then changes her mind and snaps it shut. 

      “Come downstairs when you’re finished. There’s something I want to show you.”
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      I pull my knees up to my chest as I sit alone in the giant bathtub and let the water get cold. I know I can’t stay here forever, but I’m still trying to wrap my mind around what just happened. I let him touch me, and he took me to a place I’ve never been able to find on my own. 

      How does that man always knock me off kilter? I think I’m going to do one thing and then I end up doing another. The other being what he’d thought I was going to do. You’d almost think Judge knows me better than I know myself, and I’m starting to wonder if he does. 

      I hit the knob to drain the tub before standing and grabbing one of the big fluffy towels. When I go in search of my clothes, I do in fact find mine in the closet. Except they aren't only mine. The walls and drawers of the giant closet are also lined and filled with new pretty things all in my size with tags still on them. 

      Seeing my old clothes there as well, I have no doubt my mom knew what was going to happen when she asked me if I wanted to go to town with her today. How else was all my stuff packed up and here at Judge’s? This really isn't shocking when I think about it. It’s something my mother would do. She thinks there is nothing wrong with arranged marriages, and it’s how things should be done, in her mind. 

      I take my time getting dressed and putting on my own clothes out of willful spite. I need some kind of control, so I’m trying to grab it anywhere I can find it. I’ve never had any before, and just when I thought I might, it slipped through my fingers like water. Water, which is now clearly my kryptonite. 

      When I make my way back down the stairs, I find Judge standing in the kitchen at the stove. He looks over his shoulder at me. 

      “Sit. I’m making you something to eat. We need to talk about something.” 

      “I think we should have talked about something a long time ago,” I mutter under my breath. 

      “That’s one, Kitty.”

      I scrunch my face. “One what?” He turns the stove off before looking at me. His eyes roam up my body and back down. 

      “Make it two.” 

      “I have no idea what you’re talking about. But what we should talk about is how you don’t know how to knock.” I have no idea why I’m poking at him because I didn't enjoy being tossed into the fountain. I know he’s not one to bluff, yet here I am. 

      “Three.” 

      “Stop counting.” He strides over toward me, and I think he’s going to grab me and kiss me. My whole body starts to buzz when he lifts me by the hips and puts me on the same high-top stool as earlier today. 

      “Spankings, Kitty. I’m counting how many times I’m going to smack that plump ass of yours.” My mouth falls open in shock, and I see a hint of a smile tug at his lips. “Fuck, you’re beautiful.”

      His big hands grab my face, and now he kisses me when I least expect it. His touch is soft for a man with rough hands, and I think about how they’d feel on my ass. His tongue slips into my mouth, and he takes his time lazily exploring me. I find myself doing the same and wanting to taste him too. I wonder what he thought of me when he had his mouth between my legs.

      My hands find his shirt as I dig my fingers into it. It’s me that pushes the kiss harder and demands more. I slip my hand up his shirt and around his neck, pulling myself closer to him. He jerks back, and I gasp for air as we stare at each other. The look on Judge’s face is one I’ve never seen before. 

      “The things I want to do to you.” He shakes his head as he lets out a long sigh. “You have no idea, and I pray you never find out.” 

      My lips tingle as I watch him go back toward the stove. He works about the kitchen before he slides a plate of food in front of me, and I stare down at the enchiladas. My favorite. 

      “You made this?” I ask, taking the fork he’s offering me. 

      “I can make the basics. I won’t let you starve, but I can’t take credit for the enchiladas. That’s all Kelly.” With the bite almost to my mouth, I stop as I feel jealousy bubble up inside of me. “Kelly is a man. Eat. You haven't eaten since breakfast.” 

      “How do you know when I ate?” 

      He gives me a look, and I shove the bite in my mouth because of course he knows everything. It tastes wonderful, and I think I’ll like Kelly now that he’s a man. 

      “Jealousy looks good on you.” He sits down next to me with his own plate. I want to throw my plate at him, but the food is too good to waste. “Not that you have a reason to be, because I’m all yours, wife.” I believe him. Judge is a man of his word and steady as a rock. He’ll be a faithful husband, but that doesn’t mean I want another woman around him. I guess I really am the jealous type. Not that I want him to know that. 

      “I don’t cook,” I inform him. 

      “I know, but you bake, and it’s why we have Kelly.” 

      “I don’t clean either.” That’s a lie because I can, I just don’t like it. 

      “I have a cleaner. I don’t need a wife to clean up after me.” 

      “What do you need one for then?” As soon as I say the words, I wish I could take them back. Judge opens his mouth, but I press my hand against his lips to stop him from talking. I can feel his smile under my hand before he kisses my palm, and I slowly take it away. 

      “Eat your dinner and I’ll show you your surprise.” 

      “More fancy clothes?” I lift a brow. 

      “I never thought I could buy you, Kitty. The clothes and extras are just because, but they’re not so you’ll stay.” I start to wonder what it could be then. “You’ll stay because you want to. I’ll make sure of that.” He’s so certain of it that it makes me wonder what he’s got up his sleeve. 

      Some people don’t care for surprises, but not me. I love them, and I wonder if Judge knows that. If I had to guess, I’d say yes because he seems to know every other little detail about me. 

      When I finish my plate, Judge snags it and puts our dishes in the sink. He takes me by the hand, and I don’t stop him as he leads me outside. 

      We head toward one of his barns and as we approach, he lets out a low whistle. The barn doors slide open, and I see my horse, Bow, standing there. I cover my face with my hands. Judge pulls me into his big body, and I feel strong arms hold me in a safe embrace. It takes me a second to get myself under control because I can’t believe what I’m seeing. 

      “You-you have Bow?” I finally manage to say. 

      “I tracked her down when I heard your dad sold her.” 

      I wrap my arms around Judge and hug him as tight as I can. I can’t believe he did this. I was so heartbroken when my father sold her because we needed the money, and she was a big expense that couldn’t be justified. 

      “Thank you.” I look up at him. “I will accept this as an apology for throwing me in the fountain.” I smile around my tears, and he nods. 

      “I’ll take it.” 

      “I’m still going to make your life hell.” I tilt my chin up in defiance. 

      “I wouldn't expect anything less, Kitty.” The smile he gives me is going to make it a lot harder to live up to my words.
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      “Can we take her out now?” Kitty asks as she nuzzles Bow. 

      “Anything your heart desires, beautiful,” I answer, lifting her up on the saddle. I grab my readied horse from the stable and hop on. I trot out to where Kitty is waiting, and the way she’s looking at me, I don’t understand. It’s as if she’s really seeing me for the first time—and maybe she is. 

      “Where to?” She looks ahead and then back at me. “I don’t know these trails as well as you do.” 

      “Let’s follow the creek down and to the lake.” I look up at the sky and then back at her. “We’ve only got a couple of hours of daylight left and I don’t like the idea of keeping you out after dark.” 

      “Afraid I’ll turn into a werewolf?” She winks as she trots ahead. 

      “Nah, if you were a wolf, I’d just mount you from behind and fuck you under the moonlight.” When she whips around to stare at me with her mouth open, my horse moves past her, and I pop her in the ass on the way. “Don’t give me ideas, wife. It’s our wedding night.” 

      I see the blush stain her cheeks, and it thrills me as well as my cock. I know exactly how innocent she is after getting a taste of her earlier. It wasn’t enough, and just the sight of that blush has me hard and achy. She’s a damn tease, but I’ll have her soon enough. 

      “Why do you have to be so dirty?” she spits out at me, and I see that fire in her eyes again. 

      “Because you like it.” I ride alongside her now, and she won’t look at me. But she isn’t denying it either. “I bet you’re wet right now thinking about me doing it to you.” 

      “Judge!” She straightens her shoulders like she’s prim and proper. 

      “Beautiful girl, I know exactly what you were doing in that tub before I helped you out. Don’t pretend you’re so pure.” I take her hand and bring it over to cup my hard length. “Feel how bad I want it?” 

      I take my hand off of hers, and it takes her a second before she pulls it away. She clicks her heels to make her horse speed up, and she trots ahead of me. 

      “It’s all right, I like the view from back here too.” 

      She cuts her eyes back at me, and I lick my lips. I’m more than happy to watch her ass bounce in the saddle as she moves up and down on it. 

      “I didn’t know I was marrying a-a…” She searches for something mean to call me and then just ends up huffing. 

      “An asshole?” I try helpfully, and she makes the cutest growling sound. I honestly can’t remember the last time I had this much fun. “A pervert? Oh, what about an aggressively arrogant billionaire?” 

      “Yes to all of the above.” She’s looking away from me, so I speed up and ride next to her again. 

      “Kitty.” I hold my hand out, and she turns to face me. “Hold my hand.” 

      “What for?” She purses her lips, and I want to laugh again, but I keep it under control this time. 

      “Because I want you to.” She glares at it and back at me. “Because you want to.” 

      We slow our horses to an even pace, and after a moment she puts her hand in mine. We ride like that for a while until we reach the edge of the water. There’s a dock with a gazebo on it, and I stop when we get close. 

      “Let’s go see if the swans are out,” I suggest, getting down from my horse and then helping her off of Bow. 

      “There’s swans in this lake?” She can’t hide the excitement in her voice. 

      “Well, just the one pair,” I say as I keep her hand in mine, and we walk along the wooden dock. “There’s fish here, and a mean old turtle I’ve been trying to run off for years.” 

      “I love to fish.” She surprises me by saying that. 

      “Really? Me too. I’ll have to take you out on the boat sometime.” 

      “Yeah, that sounds great.” She looks down at her feet, and I can see her trying to hide a smile. 

      I hate that she’s hiding her excitement, but I’m happy to have some further inside information. “Here they come.” 

      We walk inside the gazebo and to the edge that faces the water. The swans are swimming in the distance, but when they see us, they begin to paddle in our direction. 

      “Oh my goodness, they’re beautiful!” Kitty bounces on her toes as they come closer and closer. 

      “I keep food out here for them. Here, lift up the seat.” She reaches down and pulls out a bag of food. I hold it for her while she cups her hands and then tosses some out to them. 

      “How long have they been here?” She’s throwing by the fistful now as they get closer and closer. 

      “I’m not sure really, but not long. They showed up a few weeks back and never left.” 

      “Do they have babies?” She looks around as if babies are going to appear next. 

      “I think babies are on the way. Little Lady has been nesting on the edge of the trees over there.” 

      “Will the boy hurt them?” She looks up at me with pleading eyes, and now it’s my turn to tuck my chin to hide a smile.

      “Uh, no, swans aren’t like that,” I tell her, pouring more food into her hand. “They mate for life.” 

      “Really?” She looks so relieved and excited at the same time, and it’s adorable. 

      “He’ll be there for her when the babies hatch, and he won’t hurt them. Then when they’re older and leave, he’ll still be with her.” I stare at her as she watches the swans, and I think about forever with Kitty. “He’ll be with her and only her. Forever.” 

      “That’s kind of romantic.” She looks up at me through her lashes as I take a step closer. 

      “That’s the forever I’m looking for.” I touch the edge of her chin and make her tilt up to look at me. “I’m mated for life too, Kitty.” 

      “Judge,” she says softly, and I lean down and touch my lips to hers. 

      She’s soft and small against me, but I love the feeling. She’s so delicate that she needs me to protect her and keep her safe. All I want to do is give her everything she never had and love her for the rest of her life. What could be so bad about that? 

      She rests her forehead to mine before she turns away and looks out at the lake. “You make me feel things, Judge. And I don’t know if I’m ready for so much all at once.” 

      “I’m not going anywhere, Kitty.” I wait for her to look back at me. “And neither are you.”
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      I sit on the fluffy sofa watching television to kill some time. I’m not paying my favorite reality show a second of attention because all my thoughts are on my new husband. When we got back from our ride he took a shower. 

      He teased me about washing his back, but I’d quickly declined and gotten flustered. I was tempted, but my mind is all over the place, along with my emotions. How many times have I wondered what Judge would look like naked? Too many to count. 

      I groan and turn off the TV. I’m going to have to go up to bed sooner or later. I should be tired, but I’m filled with adrenaline at the thought of what’s going to happen tonight. Judge said he would give me time to get used to all this, but it’s technically our wedding night. Not wanting to torture myself with what’s going to happen next, I make myself get up and walk toward the bedroom. 

      What would he say if I told him I’m going to sleep in one of the other rooms? He might already have plans to sleep in a spare room for all I know. My stomach sours at the thought because I’m a nutball. 

      When I enter the bedroom, I hear the shower water still running, so I slip into the closet to find something to wear to bed. I open one of the drawers in the island that sits in the middle of the closet. This space is twice the size of the bedroom my sister and I used to share. My eyes almost pop out of my head when I see it holds rows and rows of beautiful earrings. I shut that drawer and open another. It’s the same, but this time with bracelets and watches. 

      “What the hell?” I let out a sigh of relief when I open another and find panties this time. Each pair is soft and pretty and puts my cheap cotton to shame. I decide to actually wear some of the things he got me but don’t mess with the jewelry. 

      I don’t know why it’s giving me extra anxiety, because it’s all so beautiful, and I itch to run my fingers across each item. Maybe it’s because I think everything will look funny on me, just like the wedding ring Judge gave me. I’ve got it hidden away, but I don’t want to give it back to him. I’m just not quite ready to wear it either. 

      This jewelry is so out of my range of reality. It makes me wonder what kind of wife Judge is expecting me to be. He’s bought me all these things, so I'm sure he expects me to wear them at some point. 

      My mind drifts back to us having dinner and him saying he doesn't need me to cook or clean for him. That really only leaves a few things he could need me for. I can have his children and be his arm candy, although I’m not arm candy. I’m rough around the edges, but I guess he thinks he can polish me up. 

      I hate where my mind is going, so I grab a large oversized shirt to put on instead of one of the silk sleep sets Judge bought me. It’s another small act of rebellion on my part—I refuse to be dressed up like a doll. Plus, the shirt smells like him. As irritated as I get at Judge, I think there will always be a part of me that romanticizes the idea of him. I’ve been doing it my whole life. 

      He got Bow back for me, and that’s the Judge I fantasize about. That while everyone else thinks of him as a gruff, no-nonsense cowboy, for me he’s sweet and maybe a little dirty. At least the dirty side of Judge is a reality. 

      I didn't think he’d be a virgin with how all the girls in town talk about wanting him, but he’s not one to ever talk about things like that to other people. I never understood how all the girls in town talked about how sexy he was while being a bit afraid of him. 

      I never felt that fear before, even though he was big and loud. He barks orders, and everyone jumps to, but I’ve always been the one to push back. I can’t help myself, and sometimes I just want to see how far I can go. 

      When I step out of the closet, I think Judge will be there, but the sound of the running shower has me moving toward the bathroom. I lean in a little to see the space filled with steam and the huge shower that could hold a handful of people. 

      I suck in a breath when I see every powerful naked inch of Judge Russo. Water runs down his hard body as he braces himself against the glass with one big hand. The other is wrapped around his cock as he works himself up and down in quick hard strokes. His head bowed, he’s hiding his face from me, but the muscles down his back are so tight they look painful. 

      I should step back. Or go forward. My mind screams for me to move, but my body doesn't, and I stay rooted in the spot. Even as his head comes up and his dark gaze locks with mine, I don’t flinch as he groans my name and starts to cum. 

      His whole body goes rigid, and all those big muscles flex as he spends himself. His eyes never leave mine, and a whimper of need escapes me. I was so lost in him I failed to notice how turned on I was. My nipples are tight, and my new panties are soaked. He pushes off the glass and stands to his full height. 

      “Kitty.” The way he says my name has me sucking in a breath. 

      He starts to say something else, but finally I get my feet to move and run from the bathroom. I hadn't realized how far I’d let myself walk in as I watched him stroke himself. 

      I hit the light in the bedroom before jumping into bed. I pull the blanket over my head and lie there as I try to calm my rapid heart. I listen to him in the bathroom while he gets ready for bed and pretend to be asleep.

      I hold my breath, wondering what he’s going to do next, and I’m not sure what I want him to do. A few moments later, the bed dips, and he climbs in on the other side. An arm wraps around me and pulls me across the bed until I’m flush against his big body. 

      He wraps himself around me, and his hand goes under my shirt to rest against my stomach. Our legs tangle together before he buries his face in my neck, and he places a kiss there. It’s so natural and easy, I don’t know how I’ve been in bed without him before now. 

      When I close my eyes and let out the breath I was holding, I realize he did exactly what I needed him to do, and I fall asleep in seconds.
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      Hours. This has been pure torture for hours, but I don’t ever want it to end. 

      Kitty moves just slightly, and the shift is like a lightning bolt directly to my cock. I’m stretched out on my back because at some point in the night she turned over and then decided to climb on top of me. She’s got her knees on either side of my waist and the shirt she has on has ridden above her chest. Her panties and my boxer briefs are the only thing separating us from the neck down, and my dick has already managed to jut above the waistband in a desperate attempt to get skin on skin. The first couple of inches are bared and wedged between my stomach and her soft belly. It’s heaven and hell all at once. 

      I close my eyes and pet her ass as she rocks in her sleep. She’s been doing this for so long I thought at some point she’d wake up. But she’s deep asleep as her body enjoys the feeling of grinding on my dick. 

      My hands are down her panties and cupping her ass as she breathes deeply and rocks her hips. I can feel how wet she is, and although I want to give her release, I like how this feels too. She’s needy and clingy, and I can’t say I don’t enjoy this version of my Kitty cat. 

      “Judge,” she moans, rocking again, and I close my eyes. 

      “Why are you doing this to me, baby?” I ask quietly as I hold on to my iron will. 

      My hands squeeze her as her wet pussy soaks her panties further, and I grit my teeth. I’ve been strong enough, and she’s so damn desperate for relief. 

      “I got you,” I whisper, pushing her ass down so her pussy is on top of my cock. I hold her there as I thrust so it pushes my boxers down more and her panties to the side. 

      I have to stifle a groan when I feel her hot lips on my cock, and I pause for a second to take a breath. She’s so fucking slippery, the tiniest little movement and she’ll come off of me. As gently as I can, I pull my knees up so I can get some purchase on the sheets. I rise up and down so she can slide along the ridge of my cock, and her clit can get the attention it needs. 

      “Judge,” she says against my neck sleepily. 

      My cock is swelling to a size I didn’t think was possible and leaking all over my stomach. When she rocks against me, her pussy slips a little, and then the head of my dick is at her opening. I think about how easy it would be to cum in her like this without her knowing. I could get her pregnant and bind her to me, so even if she tried to run, she wouldn’t get far. 

      I close my eyes as her warm, wet pussy kisses the tip and then takes just a little of it. She’s so small there’s no way we’ll fit right now, not without getting her ready. But she can take this little bit, and nobody has to know. 

      How many times did I dream of sneaking into her bedroom and doing this exact thing? Just playing with her pussy and giving her the tip until she was old enough to take all of it. God, I’m a bastard, but I waited. I did the right thing, and now maybe I’m tired of always making good decisions. I want to be selfish and take what’s owed to me after biding my time. 

      I hold her against me and keep her from rocking as I push my cock in just a little more. I grunt and strain as I close my eyes and feel the wave of cum leave my body. It rushes out so fast, I gasp at the hot sensation and throb of my cock. I keep going as pump after pump pushes into her. She’s my wife, goddamn it, and I can only take so much teasing. Filling her full of cum will go a long way to settle the animal in my chest that begs to rut into her. 

      “Oh god.” My eyes open, and I see Kitty’s awake and looking down at me. “Are you—” She looks between us where we’re joined and then back at me. “Are you inside me?” 

      “Only the tip,” I tell her as another wave of cum pumps into her. 

      Her eyelids lower as she rocks her hips as if to test what it’s like to feel me there. She circles them and the cum-slippery head pops out of her warmth. She groans like she’s disappointed, and I grab the base and hold it up for her. 

      “You can have more if you want it.” I watch a few drops of cum leak between us. 

      She bites her bottom lip as she slowly lowers onto it again and holds it there. I take my hand away so I can brush my knuckles over her clit. 

      “Judge!” she hisses, and I feel her clamp down on the tip, but she doesn’t take it deeper. Probably because it’s still so fucking swollen right now. 

      I pet her little clit as she circles the head and moans. Seeing her like this with her panties pulled to the side is so damn hot. 

      “Take this off.” I tug at her shirt, and she pulls it off in one quick movement. The motion sends her just a little deeper, and she stays sitting up on top of me. 

      I want to flip her over and thrust all the way, but watching her on top of me is a goddamn fantasy. Her tits are tight, and her legs are spread wide with a few inches of my cock inside of her. I stroke her clit with the pad of my thumb, and her thighs tremble with need. 

      “So fucking beautiful.” 

      A few quick touches between her petals, and I watch as a flush comes over her body and she leans back with her hands braced on my knees. Her body tenses, and she cries out as the orgasm she’s been searching for all night finally rockets through her. 

      “There’s my girl.” I love seeing her lost to her pleasure, and the sight is enough to send me over the edge with her. Once again I cum inside her, and the feeling of relief is so fucking sweet. 

      I pet her body and touch her breasts as she comes down from her peak. Eventually she opens her eyes and looks at me, and there’s a smile tugging at her lips. I pull her to me so she’s still on top, and I wrap my arms around her. 

      “Holy shit,” she says, and I begin to laugh. 

      “Good morning.” I kiss her neck and then work my way up to her lips. “Good dreams?” She nods, and her cheeks flush, but I don’t know how she could be shy after what we just did. “I think it’s time for my breakfast.” 

      “Wha—” 

      Before she can finish her question, I roll her over and pin her down to the bed. “You’ve had your fun, now it’s time for mine.” 

      I slowly kiss my way down her body and push her knees apart. If she thinks she’s walking out of this room without taking every inch of me, then she’s in for a treat.
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      I watch Judge work his way down my body, unable to pull my eyes away from him. I should tell him to stop and that we’re moving too fast. We’ve already done too much, but when I open my mouth, the only thing that comes out is a moan. My mind is overloaded with what he’s doing to my body.

      His tongue swirls around one nipple before sucking it into his mouth. My hips try to rise off the bed, needing friction, but I’m pinned under Judge’s massive body, and I’m not going anywhere. The thought only turns me on more. 

      He could do anything he wants to me, and there’s nothing I can do about it. He releases my nipple and gives the other the same attention. I had no idea my nipples could be so sensitive. Of course I’ve read about it before, but it seemed so far-fetched. Now I see how wrong I was.

      “Judge,” I moan when he releases the other nipple and starts to travel farther down my body. His fingers slip into my panties, and he pulls them down my legs, then tosses them away. He spreads my thighs wide, making room for himself, and he needs a lot. 

      How can I still be so turned on? I’ve already come, but my body is begging for more. I can still feel his warm cum inside of me, and some of it is even leaking out. I gasp when Judge thrusts a finger into me and pushes those drops back inside. His eyes watch me as he pumps his finger in and out before adding another. 

      “So fucking tight still,” he grits out. “I’m going to have to stretch you and get your little pussy ready to take me.” 

      I whimper at his filthy words as he adds yet another finger, and his mouth comes down on my clit. The small burn I felt at being stuffed full fades away when his tongue circles my clit. When he sucks me into his mouth, my hand flies down to him, and my fingers dig into his short hair. My whole body tightens, and I cry out his name as another orgasm hits me. 

      This one is harder than the last, and my back comes off the bed while I scream his name. Pleasure consumes me and courses through my blood. It leaves me an exhausted mess in the center of the bed, and I close my eyes as I feel Judge brush his mouth against my thighs.
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      I must have passed out because I jerk back awake in an empty bed. When I look at the clock I see it’s almost eleven, and I wonder how the hell I slept in. I don’t think I’ve ever slept this late in my life. Pulling myself from the bed, I get dressed for the day. I’m not sure what I’ll be doing today, so I braid my hair and put on jean shorts, boots, and a flannel shirt that I tie at the bottom because it’s too big.  

      “Judge,” I call out when I make it down to the kitchen, but no one is there. 

      I see a note that says there’s bacon and pancakes in the microwave if I’m hungry, but I’m not. I grab myself some orange juice and sit down at the island. Quickly I grow bored, so I start roaming the house, unsure of what I’m supposed to be doing.

      Most of the house doesn't look lived in. All the furniture is new, and some of the rooms still smell like fresh paint. The only rooms that look to be used are the master and Judge’s office. I sit down in his office chair, and the space smells like him. I lean back in his chair, wondering if there is something I can do to help around here. I also wonder how I feel about that. 

      I should do my part because that’s the way things work around these parts, but then again, I’m a forced bride who’s supposed to be making my new husband's life hell. He keeps giving me orgasms and buying me things, and it makes it hard to be a jerk to him. I need to remind myself who Judge is and what he’s done. 

      There was no courting, and he bought me as easily as he bought everything else around here. Now I’m in his home twiddling my thumbs and feeling a bit lost. When I felt like I'd finally had a plan, Judge went and threw me for a loop before tossing me into a fountain. Now my life is once again out of my control. 

      I sigh as I get out of his chair and think about how I sound like a spoiled brat. Am I not getting what I wanted for so long? I bite my lip, knowing that I want more. I don't want all the pretty things Judge buys me; I want him to love me. 

      With my head swimming, I remember Bow is out in the barn. Whenever I was having a bad day, she could always cheer me up. I head out to the barn and still don’t see Judge anywhere. A few of the hands glance my way, but none of them speak to me. Is this how my life will be? All day I’ll sit around and wait for Judge to come home? Sounds lonely and boring. I guess it’s not as boring as sitting in a jail cell. 

      I was stupid to steal his car. I never in a million years thought this would be the outcome. I was mad that I thought he was marrying my sister, and that seemed like a good way to show it. Am I trying to get his attention? Oh no, I don’t want to think about that. 

      When I see Bow, I smile, and her eyes light up when she sees me too. I give her nose a kiss and pet her mane.

      “Let’s go for a ride, sweet girl.” I put her saddle on and head out, thinking I’ll be back before anyone knows I was even gone. 

      At least that was the plan, but I should have known better. When it comes to my life, nothing ever goes to plan.
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      “This storm is coming fast,” one of my guys calls as hops in the truck. 

      “I know. That’s why I got out here as fast as I could.” I think about Kitty sleeping in our bed, and I work faster to try and get to her. 

      “I think that’s the last one,” another one says, jumping in the back. 

      Some of the cattle got out earlier, and we were rounding them up before the storm came in. I got an alert about a flash flood and thunderstorms getting closer, and I didn’t want to take the chance. Once we got out here, I’m glad we didn’t ignore it. The sky is pitch black in the distance, and the clouds are moving in fast. 

      “Thanks, guys. When we get back to the barn, make sure everything is locked up tight. This should blow over quickly, but I want to be safe.” 

      As I take the back road to the barn and pull up outside, I see the door is ajar. I know it was closed when we left, to make sure no other animals tried to scurry out. I hop out of the truck, and the guys do the same while the other men on horses round in the last of the cattle. I help them get the stragglers into the barn, and we lock up that side. 

      “Boss, there’s a horse missing,” someone calls, and I walk over to the stalls. 

      Walking down the rows one by one, I count off until I get the empty stall. Confusion pulls at me because I’ve counted all my horses, but then it hits me. Bow. I haven’t had her long enough to factor her into the count, and I take off like a flash to the truck. 

      Already it’s pouring outside, but I don’t care. Why the fuck would Kitty take her out in a storm? The horse would have been nervous to ride, knowing that bad weather was coming. Most animals can sense these kinds of things, so I’m shocked she let her ride her. 

      Maybe it had been too long, and she missed her owner, because that damn horse loves Kitty. Either way, I’m going to slap Kitty’s ass when I get my hands on her. 

      Sheets of rain come down as I take off back down the road and think about which way Kitty would have gone. Would she go back to the lake? The trail is off road, but it’s not hard to get to. If she went on it once, she could probably find it again. Taking the chance that might make all the difference, I stomp my foot on the gas and take off in that direction. 

      By the time I make it to the gazebo, I can hardly see more than ten feet in front of me. I jump out of the truck and rush over to it, and I see Kitty with Bow beside her taking shelter from the rain. 

      “What in the hell do you think you’re doing?” I shout, but the second I get under the gazebo, Kitty throws herself in my arms. 

      “I’m so sorry, I’m so sorry,” she pleads, and I hold her close. 

      “Shhh,” I say softly when I feel her body shaking. I was so angry on the way here because she put herself in danger, but I didn’t stop to think about how scared she might be. “It’s okay, it’s going to be okay.” 

      “Oh god, Judge, I’m so sorry. I just wanted to go for a ride, and I wasn’t paying attention to the storm until it was right on us.” She sniffs, and I lean her back so I can look in her eyes. 

      She’s soaking wet, and yet I can still see the tears falling down her cheeks, so I wipe them away. “I’m here now, don’t worry.” 

      A loud rumble of thunder rolls, and Bow moves nervously around the small shelter. I look around to see if this kind of thing will hold in a storm, and I don’t know if it will. I also don’t know if Bow can make it back to the barn in this rain, but I don’t have a lot of options. It’s only going to get worse the longer we stay here, so I have to make a split-second decision. 

      “Can you hang on to me?” I ask, and Kitty looks at me and then at Bow. “We’re going to have to ride her back, and I’ll need you to hold on to me while I help her.” 

      Kitty nods and swallows hard as she straightens her shoulders. “I can do it.” 

      Just then the swans come into the gazebo and nestle into what looks like a little doghouse I had built for them. Kitty looks at them and a wave of relief washes over her. Was she out here making sure the swans were okay? 

      “We don’t have time to waste,” I say, picking her up and placing her on Bow’s back. 

      I take the horse by the reins and look her in the eyes. “You take care of my girl, and I’ll take care of you.” As if she understands my meaning, she nods her head. “Let’s do this fast.” 

      Thunder rolls again, and Bow stamps her feet like she’s waiting on me. I get on the saddle and feel Kitty wrap around me tightly. As soon as I feel her lock on, I grab the reins and call out for Bow to gallop. 

      Quick as a flash, we take off in the storm, and it’s much worse than I thought. Hard rain hits us like needles, and I try to hold on tight to the reins while Bow races to the barn. It’s a long trail on horseback, and I’m afraid the whole time. I’m afraid the storm is going to turn on us, that Kitty will let go, and that I’ll lose her forever. All of my fears are on the tip of my tongue as I call for Bow to go faster, faster. 

      She digs her hooves into the mud and cries out as we go. Kitty’s fingers dig into me, and I pray she’s strong enough to hold on. The leather of the reins cuts into my hands, but I steer Bow straight and true. We are running out of time as the thunder follows on our heels, and I can feel Kitty behind me beginning to falter. 

      “We’re almost there!” I shout over the rain, and Kitty’s arms tighten a little more. “Hold on tight.” 

      In the distance I see a light and then the barn doors open. Several men are outside calling us in as fast as we can. Bow tucks her head and barrels toward it as if she can see it too, and I’m thankful for this beautiful creature that is helping me save my wife. 

      Fear and adrenaline are the only things I can feel as we make it to the barn just as lightning strikes behind us. I pull on the reins to stop Bow once we enter the barn, and with a quick tug she stops, and the doors of the barn close behind us. 

      Kitty still has a death grip on me as I try to get off the horse, and I have to pry her hands loose so I can get down and then help her off. I cradle her in my arms as Bow turns around and smells her, as if to make sure she’s okay. 

      “Thank you,” I say to Bow, and she nods her head. “Get this horse some towels and treats!” I call out to the farmhands as they move into action. 

      “J-J-Judge,” Kitty tries to say with chattering teeth. 

      “It’s all right, beautiful. I’ve got you.” I hold her close, grabbing a towel for her and wrapping her in my arms. 

      We can’t go to the house yet because of the rain, so we’ll have to wait it out here for a little while. Thunder and lightning roll around us, but the barn is safe and strong. I carry Kitty over to the old cast-iron stove where they have a fire going. I sit down in the log chair with her in my lap and close my eyes. 

      I’m trying not to think about how quickly I could have lost it all, and how damn lucky I am that I found Kitty when I did. I’m also thinking about building Bow her own suite in the barn.
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      Judge grabs a blanket and puts it over my legs as he sits down with me in his lap. He mutters something about my shorts, and I snuggle in closer to him, happy he’s not mad at me. Well, he might be mad, but he’s hiding it at the moment. 

      When he found me, I saw a mixture of fear and relief in him. I was surprised because Judge never shows any emotion for the most part, and he’s hard to read. I bury my face in his neck to steal some of his body heat while I breathe in his scent. He holds me close and leans back in the chair, his long legs kicked out in front of him. 

      I hear others talking, but my mind is so focused on Judge I can’t concentrate on anything else. I could have gotten Bow and Judge hurt today because I’d been so lost in my own head and wasn't paying attention to my surroundings. I should have seen the storm rolling in, but it wasn't until Bow started to get antsy that I knew something was wrong. By then it was too late. 

      I slip my arm up his chest so I can lock it around his neck. Thunder shakes the barn, and my whole body tenses. Judge tightens his hold on me, and I relax a little. 

      “I’ve got you, little one. I won’t let anything happen to you,” he tells me, kissing me on top of my head. 

      Everyone stops talking for a moment, and I notice the farmhands staring at us. I’m guessing they are as surprised as I am about Judge’s comment, probably even more than I am. I’m quickly learning there is a sweet side to Judge, and apparently, he doesn't care who sees it. 

      He must give them all a look, because everyone immediately glances the other way and goes back to talking. I settle in deeper against him, suddenly feeling exhausted. The rush of adrenaline I felt earlier is quickly leaving me. My body relaxes as I start to warm up, and I close my eyes.

      “You all right, boss?” I hear someone ask Judge.

      “Not really,” he admits as I try to stay still. I’m pretty sure he thinks I’m asleep. 

      “She’s fine,” the man tries to reassure him. 

      “This time.” He rubs a hand up my back. “I don’t think I’ve ever been so scared in my life.” 

      “Not even when she stole the car?” I can tell he’s trying to tease Judge to lighten the mood. 

      “I had a tracker on the car.” 

      “Put one on her,” he suggests. 

      Judge only grunts an agreement. I would tell them both I’m not a dog, but I keep my mouth shut. I don’t have room to talk. I could have gotten someone hurt with my own stupidity. Maybe I do need a tracker on me. 

      I listen to them talk about work as I drift in and out of sleep until my stomach lets out a loud growl. 

      “Let me guess. You didn't eat anything today.” I keep my eyes closed, hoping he lets it go. “I know you’re awake.” 

      “You’re not putting a tracker on me,” I huff when he stands with me in his arms. 

      “We’ll see about that.” 

      I rest my head on his chest as he carries me out of the barn. It’s still raining but not as bad as it was. When we get inside the house, he goes straight to the master bathroom, then sets me down on the sink before filling up the tub. 

      He comes back over to me and starts to slowly undress me. I should bat his hands away, but the gentle way he’s taking care of me has my heart clenching and a whole bunch of emotions I don’t understand overwhelming me. 

      When I’m completely naked, he puts me in the tub before slipping back out of the bathroom. I don’t want him to go, and as if he can read my thoughts, he comes back. He’s changed his clothes and has brought some pajamas for me.

      “Meet me downstairs.” 

      This time he leaves me alone without another word. I pull my knees up to my chest and guess he’s mad at me after all, because he’s barely making eye contact with me. I sit in the tub until the water starts to get cold and force myself to get out. 

      I don’t know why I’m so nervous to see him again. I think it’s because I’ve disappointed him. Why doesn't he yell? That's what he does when he’s mad, but this silence is worse. 

      I brush my hair out before putting on the clothes he left for me. When I make it back to the kitchen, he has food out for us. I look at him, and he stands, his face devoid of emotion. 

      “Something to drink?” 

      “Some juice?” He nods and gets me a cup. I sit down in front of a plate filled with stir fry. “Did you make this?” His only response is to nod as he places the cup down in front of me before he takes his seat. 

      “Eat,” he orders, and I pick up my fork and dig in. When the first bite hits my tongue, I realize how hungry I really am. In no time, my plate is cleared. “More?” he asks, and I shake my head. 

      “No thank you. I don’t think I can eat another bite.” He gives me another one of those nods before taking my plate away. I watch him put the dishes away and the quiet is starting to drive me crazy. 

      “Judge—” 

      “You can watch TV if you like. I’ve got some things to handle in my office.” Before I can respond, he’s walking out of the kitchen and leaving me alone. A few moments later I hear his office door close. 

      For the second time today I’m all alone, only this time I want to burst into tears. I hate that he’s mad at me. 

      I stand up and debate if I should follow him, but it’s clear he wants his space. Still my feet move me toward his office until I’m standing outside the closed door. 

      Unable to convince myself to open the door, I turn around and go back into the living room. I grab the throw blanket and turn on the television, wondering how long he’ll be in his office.

      At some point I drift off to sleep, because when I wake up, the TV is off and it’s two in the morning. Is he still in his office, or did he leave me on the couch to sleep? 

      When I walk into the bedroom, I see it’s empty, and I bite my lip, not wanting to get into bed alone. Last night I was going to ask about sleeping in a different room, but tonight my chest is tight because Judge isn't with me. 

      Unable to get in the bed, I venture back toward Judge’s office with a knot in my stomach. When I push open the door, I see him passed out on the leather sofa with a bottle of whiskey on the floor next to him. 

      I think Judge is already starting to see I’m not cut out to be his wife. I had a feeling something like this was going to happen. He can try and dress me up in all the pretty clothes and jewelry he wants, but I’ll still be me. The girl who is always biting off more than she can chew and getting herself in trouble even when I don’t mean to. 

      I step out of the office and close the door behind me with my chest aching. It doesn't look like I have to try to make Judge’s life hell, because it turns out that being myself is enough. None of this is going how I thought it would, and Judge is a whole lot more than I could have ever dreamed up. 

      It’s just too bad that he’s disappointed with the woman he forced to marry him.
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      When I wake up it’s still dark outside. I check my watch and see it’s around three in the morning. I didn’t mean to fall asleep, but with enough whiskey, that’s bound to happen. I sit up on the couch and rub my eyes with the heels of my hands. 

      I was a mess when we got back to the house, and I felt like I had no control. I still don’t know what the fuck I would have done if I hadn’t made it to Kitty in time, but when she was safe in the house again, I needed a drink. A lot of them. Not only to calm my nerves but to keep me from going to her. All I wanted to do was rip her wet clothes off and take her right there on the floor in the bathroom. But I held off and decided I needed to put some walls between me and her naked body. 

      At some point I thought she’d come find me, but I must have fallen asleep before that happened. Thoughts of where she is now have me standing up and searching for her. 

      In the living room it looks like she was here with the messy blanket and pillows, but it’s quiet now and the lights are off. I make my way to our bedroom, and although my mind is still a little foggy, my heart is leading the way. 

      When I get there, I see her curled up at the end of the bed and not hardly on it at all. I shake my head as I go over and scoop her up in my arms and carry her to her side. 

      “Judge,” she says softly as I place her down. 

      When I go to stand up, her arms stay locked around my neck, and the action makes me smile. “I’m coming right back,” I say and brush my lips across hers. 

      She releases me, and I stand up to strip off my clothes. When I’m finished, I slide the straps of her nightgown off her shoulders and peel it down. 

      “Why are you taking my clothes off?” she mumbles, half asleep. 

      “Because I need you,” I say simply, and she blinks a few times at me. After a moment she nods and lifts her hips for me to take it the rest of the way off. 

      We’ve both still got on our underwear as I get in the bed and pull her to me. I close my eyes and breathe her in for a long moment, wanting to feel her skin against mine. 

      “Are you sorry you married me?” she asks, her voice startling me. I thought she’d fallen asleep. 

      “What?” I’m so shocked by her question that I turn her over to face me. “Why would you ask that?” 

      “I don’t know.” She shrugs and worries her bottom lip, and I can see tears forming in her eyes. 

      “Kitty, no.” I cup her face and shake my head. “Don’t you ever think that I’m sorry for one second to have you in my life.” I close my eyes and take a breath. “I’m so damn scared.” I let out a long sigh because it’s almost painful for me to admit it. “I can’t lose you.” 

      “But you didn’t want to see me tonight, and then I found you asleep in your office—” 

      I rub my thumb across her lip to cut her off. “I’m so damn sorry I made you think for even one second that I didn’t want you.” I lean in close and kiss her softly before I look into her eyes. “I love you, Kitty. I know that it may take time for you to feel the same about me, but I fucking love you.” I roll her over so she’s pinned under me, and she can’t miss the meaning behind my words. 

      “Kitty, you have always been the one for me, and I’ve been biding my time for the moment I could have you.” As I move between her legs, her thighs wrap around me, and I touch her cheek. “There’s nothing I want more than you being a pain in my ass for the rest of my life.” 

      She smiles a little when I tell her this, and I lean down and kiss her softly once more. This time her body relaxes, and I feel her hands on my chest. 

      “You don’t have to say it back, or say anything, but let me show you just how much I need you.” I rock against her so she can feel my hard length against her pussy. “You’re my wife, beautiful girl, and you’re mine forever.” 

      Kissing her again feels like I’m sealing my words with a promise, and I intend to keep every promise I make to her. “You are perfect exactly like you are, Kitty. I don’t want to change you, and I don’t wish you were different. I want you to be exactly whoever you choose to be, and I want to love you until the end of forever.” 

      “Stop it, you’re going to make me cry,” she laughs, a tear escaping, and I wipe it away. “I love you too, Judge.” 

      I’ve longed to hear her say those words for so long, and as soon she says them it’s like something finally settles in my heart. Kitty has always been a woman with a free spirit and a strong will. That’s not something I ever want to change or am looking to tame. 

      “Who you are is who I fell in love with.” I kiss her again, and this time I don’t stop. 

      When her mouth opens and I taste her, there’s a need there that matches my own. Her hips rise, and she moans as my hands grab her ass. I hold her still, rubbing my cock between her legs, and now we’re both groaning for relief. 

      My lips move down her neck and to her bare breasts as I kiss between them and then underneath. They’re so soft and heavy in my hands, and I pinch her tight peaks and suck on each one. Her body is moving in time with mine, and although I want to go fast, I keep telling myself to slow down. 

      I kiss lower down her belly and then place a kiss on each hip. I take my time removing her panties and rubbing the inside of her thighs. I press my nose to the small patch of curls and inhale her scent. I want to possess all of her body inside of me, and I want to be inside of her too. 

      My mouth waters when I use my thumbs to spread her lips and then lick her soft, pink clit. She cries out and tries to move away, but I lock her down against the mattress. I trace small circles around the tight bud and then press my lips to it and hum appreciatively. Her scent reminds me of spring on the farm when all the flowers are blooming. I bury my face in the wet heat and lap at her desire. 

      She’s so fucking wet and needy, but I’m right here to give her what she wants. I slide two fingers inside of her, and she cries out as I suck on her clit at the same time. She’s so fucking sweet, like honeysuckle fresh off the vine, and I can’t stop. 

      “Oh god, Judge, I’m close.” She grips the sheets tightly on either side of her, and I smile against her pussy. 

      “You think I don’t know?” I growl as I lick her faster. “This pussy is mine.” 

      “O-oh, don’t stop.” She bears down on my face, and it’s pure fucking heaven when she cums. 

      Her body is tight, and she calls out my name as I get her pussy ready to take my cock. While she’s lost in the climax, I push my boxer briefs off and move up her body. While her pussy is still gripping my fingers, I use my other hand to rub my cock through her wetness. 

      Her eyes widen as she stares down at me, dick in my hand, ready to fuck her. “Just relax, Kitty, we’ll make it fit.” 

      I take my fingers out of her and lick them clean, pressing my cock into her just a little. She begins to tense, but I come over her and kiss her softly to distract her and help her relax. 

      The taste of her pussy between us is dirty and hot all at once. I thrust in a little more, and she cries out but doesn’t try to push me out. “Good girl,” I say, trying to encourage her. “We’re almost there.” 

      She nods, and we kiss again until she’s rocking her hips with me. With one final thrust, I go all the way inside, and she cries out against my chest. There’s no way to help a small amount of pain, but even that little bit, I wish I could take away from her. She’s too fucking perfect, and although I should give her more time to adjust to my cock, I can’t. I’m fucking selfish and desperate for her in a way I didn’t know was possible. I’m like a shark smelling blood in the water, and it’s a frenzy I can’t control. 

      “I need you,” I groan, burying my face in her neck, and begin to thrust. It’s out of rhythm at first, but once the grip of her pussy isn’t so tight, I slow down and relax a little. I feel her relax too, and it’s easy after that. Her silky smooth pussy welcomes my cock, and her legs fall open on either side of me. “That’s it.” 

      My cock is so full and heavy as it enters her, and when I feel her nails dig into my chest, I begin to lose control. It’s too fucking tight, too fucking sweet, and I know I won’t last. Gripping her ass with both hands, I thrust so that my cock rubs across her clit with every stroke. She clenches around me and cries out, and I know she’s on the edge too. 

      “I-I’m, oh shit, Judge, I think I’m going to—” 

      Her orgasm takes her by surprise, and right when it hits, I roll us over so she’s on top of me. I thrust up deep inside and hold her hips tight as I grind it out for her. She falls on top of me as her orgasm goes on and on, and I finally let myself follow her into paradise. 

      It’s so powerful that I see black spots in my vision, and I’m thankful that I’m not on top of her anymore because I would have passed out. I wrap my arms around her and squeeze her to me as I shout my own pleasure into the room. It’s more like a roar of triumph, and I realize that this must be what it feels like to be an animal. It’s primal and base, yet somehow this moment is sacred and pure. 

      I might be taking her as a husband takes a wife, but I’m claiming her soul tonight as well. Whether she knows it or not, her fate has been sealed.
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      I stare at Judge as he chews on the eggs I made for him and wait for his reaction. He keeps on chewing before he audibly swallows. “It’s great, babe.” 

      I roll my eyes. “You’re so full of it.” I laugh and walk over to the tray of muffins on the stove and bring him back one. He bites into it and moans. The lesson I’m learning is I should stick to what I know. 

      “I can bake like a god, but I can’t make much else to save my life. I don’t even know how that’s possible.” 

      “You know I don’t care if you cook. Why would you want to put Kelly out of a job?” If it wasn't for Kelly, Judge and I might have starved to death by now. After that first night together we couldn't manage to leave the bedroom. We spent a solid week in there before coming up for air, and thankfully Kelly kept leaving food outside our bedroom door. 

      “It’s true, that man is a killer in the kitchen.” I point my finger at him. “But I’m better with the sweets than him, and don’t you forget it.” 

      When he pulls me against his side, he kisses me like it's the first time all over again. I can taste the chocolate from the muffin and the feel of lips on mine has me lost. 

      We break apart when there is a knock at the door. “Come in,” Judge says as he puts me back on my feet, not looking too happy about it.

      “Mrs. Russo.” John takes his hat off, giving me a nod. 

      “Morning, John, would you like a muffin?” I ask him. He looks over at Judge, who has his arms folded over his chest, and I smack his shoulder. “Be nice, I can make more.” I fight a smile as Judge mumbles about not having to share and I'm his wife. I swear he’s almost pouting and it’s adorable. I love that I get this sweet soft side of Judge all to myself. 

      I give John a muffin while the two of them talk about things Judge needs to check on. I walk over to the coffee pot and make Judge a to-go coffee, knowing he’s going to head out for a few hours. We can’t stay holed up in this house forever, no matter how much we want to. He has a farm to tend to, and I need to figure out what I’m going to do with myself. 

      “I’ll be back in a few hours,” Judge tells me when John goes out the front door. I hold up his thermos of coffee and he leans down and presses his lips to mine. “You’re an angel.” 

      “And I promise not to make you lunch,” I tease, getting a laugh from him. 

      “What are you going to do while I’m gone?” 

      “Don’t worry about me. I’ll find something to do.” I pull him down for one more kiss, and he gives my ass a squeeze before he’s gone. When I get to the master bedroom, I tidy up and get dressed. There isn't much to do around here because Judge is so clean. I had no idea it was possible, but I think I’m messier than he is. 

      I grab my phone to check the time and see I have a text from my sister. She lost it when she found out what Judge had done, but I calmed her down when I told her I was in love. I explained that I’ve always loved him, and she was a little hurt that I never told her before now. I’ve been running scared of Judge from the start and worried about protecting my heart. I didn’t think I could stand it if he broke it, but I know that’s not going to happen anymore. I know he won’t because Judge has more than shown me this is forever. 

      He’s so madly in love with me that he waited years to have me. He didn’t give another woman the time of day and even built my dream house for us. I look down at the ring he put back on my finger, and it feels right. The pink diamond catches the light, and it sparkles along the walls of the room. I have to admit when I think back to our wedding day, I only smile because it was exactly like the two of us—a little bossy but with a lot of passion. 

      I know I can be a brat sometimes, but Judge has proven to me he doesn’t care. We’re a perfect fit, and he’s keeping me no matter what. I actually think he gets turned on when I sass him. 

      I text my sister back, telling her I want her to come over for dinner this weekend, and she quickly agrees. Who would have thought both of us would fall madly in love and get everything we ever wanted? I grab my purse and make my way downstairs with a giant smile on my face. 

      My sister gave me the idea about making my own little online store for my sweets. She said she'll help me do the back-end stuff like getting a website and all that as long as I handle the cooking and baking. Right now I want to get my name out there, so I’m going to see if the coffee shop in town would be open to selling my treats. I also need to start making items and taking pictures. 

      Going into Judge’s office, I try to open the drawer where I know he keeps the extra keys, but it’s locked. It’s never been locked before, but I know he keeps other sets in the barn. That’s how I got my hands on one of his cars before, so I’m sure I can find some keys in there. Hopefully to a car that’s not a stick this time. Judge only just got that car fixed after my joyride a while back. 

      When I step outside, I pause when I see Nick standing there not doing anything. “Mrs. Russo,” he greets me, and no matter how many times I tell everyone to call me by my first name, they don’t. 

      “Hi Nick.” I smile as I head down the stairs, but he steps in front of me. 

      “Where are you headed?”

      I stare up at him, wondering why he’s asking. “To town.” I try to step around him, but he blocks me again, looking uncomfortable. “Nick, is everything okay?” 

      “I can’t let you do that. I was told you’re not allowed to leave the house.” I stand there for a moment, digesting his words. “I’m sorry.” He looks sheepish as he stands there waiting for my reaction. 

      “Is this why I can’t find any car keys?” He nods, and I burst into laughter. I know where Judge’s keys are, but his truck is giant. I’d rather have a word with him than attempt to drive that beast. “Where is my husband?” 

      “He’s over at the horse barn.” 

      “Thanks.” I start to walk again, only this time I move around Nick quicker. 

      “Where are you going now?” I ignore his question because I’m going to murder my husband. 

      He jogs to catch up to me as I enter the barn near the house. I stop and give Bow an apple and kiss on her nose. “You can’t take Bow out either.” I roll my eyes as I head straight for the Gator. I’ll give Judge the Bow rule because I wodn't make that mistake again. 

      “Mrs. Russo, please.” 

      I slip into the driver’s seat. “I’m guessing you’re not allowed to touch me.” It’s not a question, because I know just how jealous and possessive my husband can be. 

      “No, ma’am, I can’t.” 

      “Then how are you really going to stop me?” I reach under the seat and grab the keys, and he jumps into the passenger seat. I let him stay there because I know he’s only trying to do his job. 

      It doesn’t take long for me to find my husband leaning up against a fence with a few other hands around him. When he sees me, his nose flares, and I stop only a few feet from him. 

      “You got something you want to tell me?” I get out of the Gator and stomp over to him. “You think I’m a captive here?” I poke him in his broad chest.

      “Kitty,” he warns. 

      “Don’t you Kitty me! You can’t keep me locked up in that house, it’s ridiculous.” He closes his eyes for a moment, and I have no doubt everyone is enjoying the show. No one talks to Judge the way I do, because I’m the only one that can get away with it. There might be a small punishment later, but I’ll enjoy it. 

      He grabs my finger as he barks an order that has everyone scrambling. He pulls on me and I fall into his chest. “You know how hot you are when you’re pissed?” 

      “Judge.” This time it’s me issuing the warning. 

      “I have to say I like you tracking me down when you’re mad as hell. We should do this more often.” 

      “To be honest, I knew that if I ran off while you thought I was tucked away safely it would kill you. Not to mention I’m not running from you anymore. But you listen to me, Judge Russo. I am here to stand my ground, cowboy.”

      His face softens. “Kitty, I’m terrified something is going to happen to you.” He cups my cheek with one hand. “You’re my world, and I can’t lose you when I only just got you.” 

      My damn heart melts, and although I want to stay mad, I can’t. I was ready to lay into him, but now I want to kiss him senseless. 

      “Okay then, let's talk about this. I don’t want you worrying, but you also can’t keep me locked up in that house. Soon we’ll have kids, and you have a farm to run. I have to be able to leave.” 

      He lets out a long breath knowing I’m right. “I want to get you a car that works for you. Not too big or small with all the safety shit I can get.” 

      “Okay,” I agree. 

      “And a tracker on it.” He lifts his eyebrows like I’m going to fight him on this. 

      “You can put a tracker on me for all I care. If it makes you feel better, have at it.” I don’t want him worrying himself all the time. “And I’ll always let you know where I’m going.” 

      He lifts me off my feet and smiles at me. “You aren't getting mad that I’m being a possessive asshole?” 

      “No, I love you how you are.” It’s the truth. I enjoy that he worries over me because it’s so different from how I grew up—another reason why we work so well together. 

      “I’m going to hold you to that.” I wrap my legs around him as he starts to walk with me in his arms. 

      “Where are we going?” 

      “I told you that you looked hot when you were pissed. Now I gotta have you.” My body heats as he enters the barn. 

      “You’re going to fuck me in the barn?” I ask before I nip his bottom lip. 

      “Watch your mouth,” he growls. 

      “Make me.” I raise my chin in challenge and lick my lips. 

      “You asked for it.”
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      When we walk into the barn, I kick the wooden door closed behind us, and it echoes through the empty building. This is one of the smaller barns on the edge of the property. We just keep tolls and wood for fencing out here, and there’s a little room in the back for storage. 

      That’s where I’m headed as Kitty wiggles in my arms. 

      “Is the big bad cowboy going to give me a ride?” Her eyebrows rise and her hips move as I go into the room and set her ass on the workbench. 

      “I’m thinking of putting you on a saddle so I can keep you ready when I want it.” I push up the front of her sundress and yank her ass towards me. 

      “Mmmm.” She hums appreciatively at the idea, and I shake my head. 

      “You think of punishment as a reward.” I open the front of my jeans and pull out my hard length. “But what if I kept you from cumming the whole time?” 

      With one quick tug of her panties to the side, I thrust into her wetness in one hard stroke. My cock is buried, and she cries out as I hold it there and let her adjust. 

      “You wouldn’t,” she moans as I grip her ass with both hands and start to pump in and out. 

      “Oh, you think so?” I stop my rhythm, and her eyes pop open to stare at me. “I love it when you’re good and pissed off. Imagine what you’d be like if I did this to you all day and didn’t let you get off.” I grin at the thought and she narrows her eyes. 

      “You are evil.” She grips the front of my shirt and rocks her hips. She stops when I don’t let her get any purchase. “Two can play that game.” 

      Suddenly I feel her pussy clench around my cock over and over, and I nearly choke on the tight grip. My knees threaten to buckle as she keeps on clenching, and I can’t take it anymore. 

      With one hard plunge I’m pulling out and then fucking her like a desperate animal. “Goddamn that pussy of yours.” 

      Her grin is wicked, and she knows she’s got me wrapped around her little finger. There isn’t anything I wouldn’t give her, including orgasms. 

      “You’re lucky I love you so damn much,” I say before I lean forward and kiss her. 

      Her mouth is hungry for mine as I fuck her hard and fast. Her fingers grip my short hair, and I’ve practically got her lifted off the table with the hold I have on her ass. 

      “I love you too, Judge,” she moans while I rub my cock over her clit. 

      “Did you get this wet on the way over here to yell at me?” The sound of her desire is sticky and slick. “Bet you knew what you’d get when you raised your voice at me in front of everyone.” 

      I smack her ass hard and then thrust deeper at the same time. She cries out and throws her head back as her body tightens. 

      “Yes, oh shit, Judge, yes.” 

      “Watch that mouth.” I slap her ass again, and this time it’s the sting that sends her over the edge. 

      She’s panting and sweaty as I cum inside of her, and I feel the pulses of her orgasm on my cock. Her climax is pulling my own from me, and even now, I’m ready to go again. 

      As she catches her breath, I rest my forehead against hers. “Think you can stand?” 

      “No.” She laughs and shakes her head. “My legs are jelly.” 

      “Guess I’ll just hold you up for round two.” 

      Her eyes widen as I pull out and turn her over on the table. “Ass out, Kitty. You’re not going anywhere.” 

      She calls out my name when I enter her from behind and thrust deep. I grab her thigh and raise her knee up so she’s open wider and can take more. She’s so fucking wet from her own climax and my cum. I love the sound of how slippery she is when I thrust into her soft pussy. 

      “Oh god, it’s too much,” she protests, yet her ass pushes back against me on every stroke. 

      We’ve done this before, and I know she can take it. She’s afraid of the orgasm coming before it feels too big, but it’s always worth it. 

      “Do it for me, Kitty.” Deeper and deeper I take her until I feel my balls slapping her pussy. “Take all of it for me.” 

      She lies forward on the table, and I reach around her hip to play with her pussy. It’s drenched, and the feel of it makes me growl. 

      “So close,” she breathes, and I know because I can feel it coming. 

      “Whose is it?” I demand as I smack her ass. 

      “Yours, Judge,” she answers quickly. “Always yours.” 

      “Tell me you love me.”

      “I love you so much.” 

      When I thrust deep, I pop her pussy with my hand one quick time, and it’s enough to send her over the edge. She cries out so loudly her throat is going to be sore, and I smile like the devil that stole an angel and follow her over the edge. 

      This time is so much harder than the last, and damn, does it feel good. My own legs are protesting right now, but I have to stand up in order to catch Kitty. I give her a moment to catch her breath before I pull out, and we groan at the loss of connection. 

      I put my wet dick back in my jeans and then put her panties and dress back in place. It doesn’t matter because her panties are ruined, and there’s already cum all over the inside of her legs. 

      When she turns over, I pull her in my arms and carry her over to the small chair in the corner. I sit down with her in my lap, and she cuddles against me like a baby lamb. 

      “That was fun,” she sighs dreamily, and I shake my head. 

      “This is no way to teach you a lesson.” 

      “I don’t know. I think you did a great job.” 

      I kiss the top of her head and rest my cheek there as I hold her in the quiet of the barn. There’s still so much we have ahead of us, and although I might always be worried about losing her, I can’t wait for all the ways she’s going to push boundaries. Maybe that’s really the secret to a long and lasting marriage. Always have that little extra push and pull so that it makes the moments in between so much sweeter.
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        Many months later…

      

      

      “Look at this line!” my sister squeals with excitement. I have a booth set up at the town fair this year with my sign—Sweet Treat by Kitty Russo—hanging over the front. It was a surprise from Judge this morning, and I might have cried. 

      I even have a few girls running the booth for me since I prefer to bake. I’m not sure how great I’d be at customer interaction, plus I know I’m going to need extra hands with how things have been going. 

      “I know, it’s crazy to me.” It’s only been eight months since I started this venture. When the coffee shop in town, Brew Up, started selling my treats, it exploded. 

      They ran out of stock every day, and people wanted to place orders as well. It was overwhelming at first, but my sweet, supportive husband went and added a catering kitchen to our home. Along with hiring a couple of girls to help out every day. 

      “I knew you could do it.” She bumps her shoulder with mine. “How does Judge handle all this?” 

      “He’s proud of me. I mainly work when he does so I think the only thing he’s not a fan of is the attention I get around town now. Everyone knows who I am.” 

      Dotty lets out a giggle in understanding. Her husband is the same way. I’m just happy that our husbands get along so well. 

      “Should we go find the guys?” I ask, looking back over my shoulder. I’m surprised they haven't hunted us down, but they might think we’re busy working. 

      “They’re over at the rodeo.” I take off the long-sleeve shirt I’m wearing over my tank top and tie it around my waist. Dotty raises her eyebrows at me. 

      “What? I have a shirt on underneath it and it’s burning up.” 

      “If you say so.” She smirks. “Your boobs look bigger.” 

      I look down at them, and she’s right. The bra did feel a little snug when I put it on this morning. 

      “Are you saying I should lay off my own treats?” I tease her. 

      “Shut up. I was fishing to find out if you’re pregnant. How wonderful would it be if we were pregnant together?” 

      “I wouldn't be upset about it. It’s bound to happen with how Judge and I go at it all the time.” I’m a little shocked that I wasn't knocked up months ago. 

      “When was your last period?” she asks under her breath so no one else can hear. 

      My mind blanks. I’ve been so busy I haven’t really paid much attention. “I can’t remember,” I say, and Dotty’s whole face lights up with excitement. 

      “You should use my doctor. She’s wonderful.” 

      “You want to get a corn dog? I’m craving some mustard.”

      “Mustard? You hate mustard. Why are you changing the subject?” 

      “Cause I’m hungry?” I also don’t want to get my hopes up. I’m not too worried about it because it will happen when it happens. Judge hasn't said much about kids, but I know he wants some. He knows I’m not on birth control, and he’s never used a condom. 

      “Yeah, I could go for a corn dog too. Fair food is the best.” I nod in agreement as we start our search but get distracted by fried Oreos. My phone starts to buzz in my pocket when we finally find a corn dog stand. I can’t answer because my hands are full, and Dotty looks to be having the same problem. 

      “I guess I need to eat fast,” I joke, taking a giant bite of the corn dog so my hands will be free. “Oh man,” I complain as mustard drops onto my white shirt. “I think my husband planned that so I’ll have to put my other shirt back on.” Dotty laughs as I try to polish off the rest of my food quickly. 

      “I’ve never seen someone deep throat a corn dog like that.” I turn to see a couple of guys about my age staring at me. “Let me get that.” The man reaches out and swipes the mustard off my shirt with his thumb, right across my breast. 

      “Oh man, I made it worse.” He starts to bring his thumb to his mouth, but a giant hand wraps around his wrist to stop him. 

      “Did you just touch my wife?” Judge growls, and I love that sound because it can turn me on instantly.

      The man has to lean his head back to look up at Judge. My husband looms over the guy, looking fit to be tied. 

      “I-I didn't know, sir,” he stutters. 

      “She’s got a giant fucking ring on her finger, not that it matters. You don't reach out and touch a woman without her permission.” His hold on the man must tighten because he lets out a low whimper. 

      “Everything okay here, Judge?” Sheriff Kent asks. The man looks relieved that the sheriff is here—as if that would stop Judge. 

      “This asshole thinks he can touch women any way he wants.”

      Kent narrows his eyes on the guy. “I’ve got it from here,” he tells Judge. 

      After a moment of hesitation, Judge reluctantly lets the guy go. Kent puts him in cuffs and I’m sure he’s getting kicked out of our town. We watch as both of them are escorted out of the fair while Dotty fights a smile. Clay’s got his arm around her, and they’re both enjoying the show.

      “I didn't want him to swipe my boob.” I really hadn't, but damn, that possessive look Judge has got on his face is making me tingle all over. 

      “Are you ready, wife?” he asks. 

      “I don’t think you’re really asking.” I take the last bite of my corn dog and nod.

      “Right,” he agrees, and I let out a squeal when he lifts me off my feet into his arms like a brute. I wrap my arms around him as we head toward his truck. 

      “Are you gonna fuck me in the truck?” I ask as I bite my lip with excitement. 

      “Mouth,” he growls.

      “Okay, you can fuck my mouth,” I tease him. 

      “You’re lucky your little ass is pregnant, or I’d bend you over the tailgate and spank you.” I lift my head to look at him. 

      “You think?” 

      “I know, sweetheart.” 

      “I love you so damn much, Judge. You really do know how to make a girl's dreams come true.” 

      “Only yours. You’re all that matters.”
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        Ten years later… 

      

      

      It’s so sunny outside that it’s hard to open my eyes as we lie stretched out on the blanket. I hear the kids arguing about whose turn it is to feed the swans, but I just ignore them as I burrow deeper against Kitty. 

      “Those swans are going to be so fat,” she laughs as I squeeze her thigh. 

      “Let them enjoy it, and we can enjoy the alone time.” 

      Kitty sighs as she rolls over next to me, and I feel her hand on my face. “Have I ever told you how much I love you?” she asks, and I smile. 

      “Not today, so you better do it.” When I open my eyes, she’s sitting up on her elbow to look down at me, and there’s a halo of sunshine around her. 

      “Mama, can we go to the barn and look at the baby lambs?” our oldest asks, and she looks over and nods. 

      “Just ask Shane to help you with the latch.” 

      Our three boys take off in the direction of the barn and Kitty watches them go. “How long do you think we have?” I ask as I run my hand down her arm. 

      “Probably about fifteen minutes.” She looks down at me and smiles. “Tops.” 

      “I can work with that.” 

      I hop up and take her hand, and she squeals when I pull her into my arms. “Where are we going?” 

      “Just over here. We’ll be fine.” 

      “Judge, what if someone sees us?” Her cheeks flush, and she looks around, but she doesn’t pull away to stop me. 

      “Nobody will see,” I answer as we walk into the gazebo and I take a seat on the bench. “Just pull your dress up and we’ll be fine.” 

      She stands between my legs, looking over her shoulder in the direction the kids came, but I tug on her hand to get her attention. 

      “Hey.” When she looks at me, I grin. “Come sit on my lap and let me love on my wife.” 

      She only hesitates for a second before she’s reaching for the edge of her dress, and I’m unbuckling my belt. I’m so damn excited to be inside her warmth, my cock nearly bursts through the zipper on its own before I can get it out. 

      I grunt when she reaches for it, and her small hand wraps around the shaft. She squeezes it, and I grab the back of her knee to pull her forward. I lean back a little as I help her straddle me and push her dress up. When I see she’s not wearing any panties, I look up at her with wide eyes. 

      “You mean you’ve had this out and ready for the taking all day and I’m just now finding out?” 

      “Surprise.” She wiggles above my shaft, teasing me and testing her wetness. 

      “Damn you, Kitty, I’m going to spank your ass red.” She whimpers when I slap one cheek and she lowers slowly onto my shaft. “Fuck.” 

      “Mmm, you always feel so good.” She closes her eyes and lets her head fall back as my cock sinks deeper and deeper. 

      “It's been hard since I woke up and you weren’t in bed with me.” 

      When her pussy settles all the way down on my dick, I hold her there and just feel her tightness surround me. It’s hot and wet, and I just want to stay joined like this forever. 

      She rocks back and forth, testing my girth, and I feel her pussy clench as she grinds her clit. It’s always like the first time, and I can’t ever get enough. The more I make love to my wife, the more I want to do it. 

      Even with all she has going on with her business, and me running a farm, our family is always the priority. But every night when we get into bed, there’s only the two of us and nothing else. Those nights and early mornings are moments I live for. And when we can get a quick afternoon delight like this, all the better. 

      “Next time you try to get out of our bed without me, I’m going to remind you why I need you when I wake up.” 

      “That doesn’t sound like a threat at all, cowboy.” She rocks again, and this time it’s my turn to moan. 

      “You’re going to make me cum like this, and you know it.” I grab her hips, and she pouts a little. 

      “But I like when you cum. It feels so good.” She clenches again, and I curse. 

      “Stop it.” 

      “I can’t. Now all I’m doing is thinking about you cumming inside me.” She clenches over and over, and I bury my face in her tits. 

      “You’re killing me.” I reach between us and rub her pussy with my thumb as I stroke her clit. 

      “Oh god, right there.” 

      I do as she demands, and I rub while I thrust up. She’s so fucking wet and needy that I know I’m not going to last much longer. I’m just trying to make sure she gets off first. 

      With a few more quick passes over her clit, her legs tense, and she arches back as she comes apart in my arms. Her pussy slicks my shaft as she grinds down and calls out my name. I love watching her climax because there’s nothing sweeter than seeing her lost in pleasure. 

      Just as I thrust up and I’m about follow her over the edge, I hear our kids calling for us in the distance. 

      “Fuck,” I growl as Kitty’s eyes widen, and she tries to scramble off my lap. “No, no, no, no.” I go to stop her, but the evil wench laughs. 

      “Sorry, big guy, but looks like you’ll have to wait a little longer.” She puts her dress in place as I try unsuccessfully to stuff my soaking wet cock back in my jeans. 

      “It won’t fit,” I complain, and she licks her lips as she looks at how big and swollen it is. “Stop that or I’ll have you on your knees.” 

      “Mom! Dad!” the kids call, and I groan as I finally put my cock away and fasten the buckle. 

      “Don’t worry, I’ll still be without panties all afternoon.” 

      “Kitty,” I warn, because I’m so fucking close to the edge I’m not in the mood to play. 

      “Just try not to think about it the next time I’m bent over.” 

      She has the audacity to laugh and wink at me as she hurries out of the gazebo and toward the sound of the kids. 

      I chase after her, and her squeals echo across the hills as I toss her over my shoulder and stomp toward our home.
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      Dotty Spencer is desperate. She’s been promised to a man she doesn’t love and is looking for a way out. When she answers an ad for a cleaning woman, she never expects her new boss to be the one.

      Clay Walker takes one look at Dotty and knows this was a mistake. He isn’t ready for a woman to steal his heart and make him feel things he doesn’t want to. He’s mad as hell that she’s forcing him to open up to what could only be described as love.

      Warning: This cowboy is stomping his boots while saving the damsel in distress…and we are here for it! Giddy up with this happily ever after.
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      “Dots! It’s going to be the worst without you.” Kat throws herself across my bed in a dramatic huff, making all the wild curls in her hair bounce everywhere until she blows one out of her face. 

      My baby sister Kat and I look completely different but yet similar. My hair is straight and icy blond, where hers is wild dark. I’m only five six, but next to her five one, it’s a big difference. 

      At a glance we look nothing alike, but our features are all the same. Our noses turn up a little at the end, and we each have a dimple on our left cheek. We’ve even got the same eyes. 

      “I’ll be back,” I remind her. I made a promise, and it’s one I have to fulfill if I want to save everything my family has worked for. According to my mom, I’m also doing my part to save the family name. 

      I guess “saving” is a whole lot better of a word than “selling.” In reality, that is what’s happening. It’s all on my shoulders to save this failing farm, and I feel like a piece of me is failing with it. I’m not dying or anything, but I think my heart will die the day I have to marry Judge. 

      Kat reaches out and touches the gaudy engagement ring that I hate. I want to roll my eyes every time I look at it because the man I’m supposed to marry didn't even put it there himself. He gave it to my father and told him the date I’m supposed to show up to marry him. Isn't that the most romantic thing you’ve ever heard?

      “I don’t understand why you aren't excited to marry Judge. He’s so—” 

      “Angry?” I supply. 

      I’ve seen Judge a handful of times over the years. I have no idea why he would agree to a marriage with me. I’m not sure we’ve ever actually spoken a word to one another. We've been around each other while talking to other people, but he never once made me think he has an interest in me. Which makes me wonder why he jumped all over the idea of marriage when my father offered it like the good old days and selling off your daughter was normal. 

      “Dreamy.” She lets out a long sigh as her hand drops away from the ring on my finger. I stare at my sister, who looks like she’s lost in a fairy tale. Kat has been boy crazy her whole life. I always thought she would be the first of the two of us to marry even though we’re only eleven months apart. 

      “Dreamy?” I pick up my pillow and hit her with it. “You need to stop reading all those romance books.” 

      “I will, right after you.” She lifts a brow at me. 

      “Hey, I’m not the one calling Judge dreamy.” 

      “You’re marrying him.” 

      I let out a small laugh as I turn around and straighten stuff on my dresser because I don’t want her to see my real reaction. My throat goes tight because if Kat knew what was really happening, she’d lose her mind. She can be a bit dramatic. 

      “I know, that’s why I’m doing this,” I manage to get out. I take a slow breath, trying to mask my emotions, which is hard to do with her since she reads me well. “I don’t want to go from our parents’ home to my—” I can’t say the word. To call him my husband feels so wrong. “To Judge’s house.” 

      I might wear the ring, but I don’t want him. I’ve not been handed over to him yet, so I’m going to enjoy the little time I have left until then. I don't want to think about Judge at all until I’m out of time. 

      “I guess.” 

      I peek over my shoulder at Kat and see it’s going to be hard being away from her. I know I’m not going to be able to leave if she has that look on her face, and I’m supposed to leave soon if I want to be on time. I’m guessing it’s not a great idea to be late on your first day of work, but my sister's happiness has always weighed on me. 

      “I got you something.” I pull open my top dresser drawer and grab the two cell phones. Kat jumps up onto her knees on the bed, and I turn around and hold one out for her. Her eyes widen, and I smile. “I figured since I got a job now I could use some of my savings.” 

      Kat and I have to be the oldest people in the world without cell phones. Our parents didn't think we needed them or the added expense, but I’m eighteen and I can do what I want. At least for now. Call it a small act of rebellion, but it’s probably the same as me taking this job. I agreed to get married. I didn't agree that they could control my every action until that day. I felt I’ve earned this, and honestly there isn't anything they can do to stop me. 

      “How?” she asks, taking it from my hand. 

      “Four years of babysitting.” Over the last year I was able to scrape up more money with odd jobs after I got Gram’s old car. After picking up random jobs cleaning homes and helping at the Sunday farmers’ market in town, I have a nice stash of cash. Well, what I would think is a nice stash. To someone like Judge, I’m guessing it’s nothing. 

      “I shouldn't take it because it’s your money and you worked hard for it. But now this means I can text you every day.” She throws her arms around me, hugging me tight. My eyes sting with tears because I’ve never been without Kat. Unless you count the first eleven months of my life, which I don’t remember anyways. 

      “It’s nothing fancy.”

      “It’s perfect. It calls and texts you, and that’s all that matters.” She lets me go. “Did you put our numbers in?” She’s smiling now, and a weight lifts off my shoulders. 

      “Of course.” 

      “Good. I want to know everything about this Clay Walker.” 

      “Why?” 

      Clay Walker is the man I’m going to be working for. He needs a live-in housekeeper that can cook too, and it’s part of the reason I applied for the job to begin with. I won't have to worry about where I’ll be staying, and I can save extra money. If someone looked close enough, they might think I’m trying to save enough money to run away and take Kat with me. 

      “I might have done some poking around,” she hedges, and I roll my eyes. Of course she did because she’s the nosiest person in the world. 

      “Well?” I mean if she has some info, I want it. 

      “I think he could give Judge a run for his money. And I mean money.” 

      Wow, that’s saying a lot. Clay lives two towns over and it will take me an hour to get there. Not forever away, but it’s far out enough to give me a taste of real freedom for a moment. 

      “Clay’s money is none of my concern.” 

      “I heard he’s handsome too.” She wiggles her eyebrows. “You might fall in love.” 

      “I’m getting married.” Something flashes across Kat's face, but she masks it quickly. I’ve caught it a couple of times now. 

      “I know.” She gives me a bright smile. “Let me help you get your stuff into the car.” She hops off the bed, changing the subject. I want to push, but pushing Kat never works well. When she gets backed into a corner, she runs, and she can be as skittish as her name. 

      I grab her hand and pull her in for another hug. “I need an adventure. You know I’ll always come back for you.” She nods and hugs me tighter.

      I just had no idea what kind of adventure I was getting myself into.
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