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Devil’s Pact, Part 1

Epitome of pure evil, born without a heart, soul, or conscience...even his
parents did not claim him.

An Outlaw Who Takes What He Wants...

The moment Devin Spawn stumbles upon the exquisite beauty bathing alone
in a river, he wants her. Morality non-existent, yet he struggles to keep his
distance. His sexual excesses and massive proportions would be too much for
the tiny girl who appears more waifish and innocent than womanly.

A Widow With So Much to Give...

The instant Megan Spawn feels his heated touch and potent sensuality, her
flesh burns with wanton desires. It matters little he is the devilishly handsome
outlaw known as the Devil’'s Spawn, the most feared, lethal gunslinger in the
West—and her stepson.

Together They Risk Everything in the Devil’s Playground...

Where sexuality is as untamed as the bloodthirsty savages roaming the
western frontier, and childhood sweetheart Caleb Walker is guilty as sin, the
dark side of lust and passionate surrender comes at a hefty price when you
forge a Devil’s Pact.
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PART ONE

Chapter 1

When Devin first spotted the wanted poster, that peculiar feeling he dubbed
his “best friend” crept up on him. What a man wouldn’t do for that much gold.
Ten thousand was a hell of a lot of reward for just one man.

Bemusedly, he patted the missive in the pocket of his buckskin jacket.

It would necessitate more backbone than brains to go after that bounty. He
was half tempted himself.

Only problem, it was him the law wanted. The Devil’s Spawn.

From the looks of it, they wanted him alive. That in itself was implausible,
cause for circumspection. No one in his right mind would dare try to take him
alive. Why not dead? Then any young buck out to make a name for himself,
money-hungry bounty hunter, or plum crazy old coot would be after his high-
priced blood. Sneak up on him in the dead of night while he slept, perhaps shoot
him in the back from high atop a mountain, or, if they had a large enough posse,
chase him down.
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Regardless the ceremony, they’d be buzzard pickins before they ever saw him.
He grinned with assurance.

For now, Devin didn’t know whether to be flattered, shocked, or amused.
Definitely not scared or worried. Few men in life were born without a scared bone
in their bodies. He was one of the elite few—exceptional in more ways than the
simple fact he knew no fear. Perhaps there was some sort of sentimental gene that
eluded him.

Not that he would blame God for the deficiency due to religious beliefs. More
like he stopped believing in the divinity all told. Same time, he stopped living like
a normal human being at the ripe old age of ten. Nineteen years later and no less
roughshod, there was no way in the infernal fires of damnation the name *God’
ever passed his lips.

What he lacked in sentimentality, he gained in other ways. His senses were
sharpened to a heightened awareness that kept him alive when he should have
died many times over. His strength, size, and agility were not that of any normal
man. Whether an asset or curse, it was his lot in life to make the average man
flinch upon staring into his eyes, mothers snatch their children off streets
whenever he rode into town, or women coil in fear at the sight of his nakedness.
He dealt with the latter best he could. The rest, he didn’t give a damn.

The past three years, he stayed away from civilization. Roamed the wilderness
alone, ventured into towns when the need to rut grew so intense, he could no
longer control the lust. Finding the nearest brothel, he’d pay handsomely to every
willing prostitute brave enough to take on “The Cannon.” After long absences
without a woman, he would ride them hard, fast, and merciless.

Unlike most men, he took what he wanted only after he gave them what they
needed. And the women always looked grateful to see him walk through the door,
going so far as fight for his attention sometimes. He was eager to fire up “The
Cannon,” nicknamed by the girls at the Titillate Trove, his favorite whorehouse in
Montana Territory. The only nickname he was partial to.

Having been called every name imaginable to go along with the tales attached
didn’t bother him none, mainly because the tales were true.

He was often described as pure evil. They claimed he murdered so-called
innocent men in cold blood, simply because they crossed his path. Of course, that
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was after he helped himself to gold, money, horses, weapons, or whatever they
had that he wanted.

Flat on his stomach, hidden in the dense brush overlooking the river, he stared
down at his hands, half expecting to see dried-up blood or some trace of the melee
that always followed wherever he went. He had no inkling as to what the fuss was
about. As far as he could tell, his hands were just like the next fellow—perhaps a
mite larger and faster than most, but two just the same, with four fingers and a
thumb on each.

He recalled the same unshakable feeling gripping him when he heard the news
about his father. The gut warning had little to do with learning his father was
ailing in the worst way possible.

Every man’s father died sooner or later. It was a fact of life. Nothing changed
that. Same could be said about marriages and births. Only exception was, word
about Devin’s kinfolk was non-existent. No one suspected the devil had kin. And
he liked it that way. Since word traveled to Comanche territory, it was especially
peculiar.

For the past month, he lived with the Comanche, spent the winter with the
Cheyenne, and roamed the wilderness before that. Two weeks ago, a weasel of a
trader doing business with the Indians mentioned an old man by the name of Reed
Spawn, who lived in the Tejas Territory.

“Dangled one foot in ground,” the scalawag said. He dared enough to ask if
the old man was any kin of his.

Detached, he listened to the account and neither confirmed nor denied it.
Devin rode out as soon as the trader left the village. Two weeks of hard riding in
the saddle, only stopping long enough to rest and feed Deuce, his sidekick, sole
confidant, and whom he considered his only family in the world, brought him to
this point. He was hidden in the brush, ignoring the poster in his pocket, and
admiring the exquisite apparition in front of him.

He pushed all thoughts of the bounty aside along with every feeling other than
the one rock hard and aching between his legs. In front of him, not more than
ninety yards, swam the prettiest female form he had laid eyes on in a long time.
He’d watched her play in the river without a stitch on for the last forty minutes.
Grimacing, aware his over indulgent arousal was now a painful need, he tried to
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remember the last time he buried deep into the lusty wetness between two plump
thighs.

With the sun long departed beyond the horizon, the sky streaked with hues of
blue, pink and purple, darkness would soon set in. His vision strained to make out
the fine details of every exposed feature on the luscious vision before him.

In water to the bottom curve of her buttocks, she stood, her long, sandy-
blonde hair clinging to her heart-shaped backside and one wet lock covering a
perfectly cone-shaped breast.

She brushed the hair off her shoulder with the sweep of a hand. He guessed
the movement grazed the indiscernible nipple, for her body suddenly quivered as
though an arousing sensation swept through her.

Much to his surprise and delight, her hands slowly and sensuously ran down
her slender hips, then back up her flat stomach and finally cupped her small
breasts. If he didn’t know any better, he would think she was no longer bathing or
swimming, but actually taking pleasure in exploring her young, budding body.

Was it his imagination?

Was it wishful thinking?

Only whores took pleasure in sex, not respectable women. And this pretty
little gal couldn’t be a whore. She looked too pure and innocent, like a fine
porcelain figurine. A far cry from the women he encountered in brothels.

If judged by pubic hair so sparse, it looked as though it just sprouted or else
been plucked, he guessed she was fifteen or sixteen, not a day over seventeen. Old
enough for marriage, but not old enough to fend for herself against four-legged
predators, much less the more dangerous two-legged variety.

His throat went dry when she caressed her breasts, rolling her fingers over the
faintly colored tips that almost blended with her milky complexion. Licking her
lips, her right hand slowly descended lower, lower, and lower over the soft curves
of her skin, until a single finger disappeared between her dampened thighs. He
swore he heard a breathy moan escape her lips, and her head fell back when the
hand covering the damp golden curls on her mound seemed to move up and down
or more like in and out.

Devin let out a low, pained groan as the woman’s legs drew slightly apart, and
he imagined her fingers tunneling through the slick, hot flesh, pulsing with her
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own desire. He would give anything to sink a finger, tongue, cock—hell, he didn’t
care what he sank between those legs, just as long as he could taste, touch, smell
or suck on that sweet pussy. It seemed an awful waste for such a pretty young
thing to resort to self-pleasure alone in the woods. Whoever the man, husband or
father, to leave such an alluringly sensuous female alone was one ace shy of a full
deck.

To his dismay, she was rather frail looking and very petite. Her rib cage was
well defined and her breasts pathetically small with faint tips. Her hipbones stuck
out prominently. If a strong wind blew, he swore she would break in half, or else
take to the air.

He was aware girls much younger worked the bawdy crib houses. Personally,
he stayed away from little lassies and forced the raucous men he used to lead to
do the same. She was nothing like the robust women he preferred. Well-built to
withstand the dark desires he craved, full breasts to sink his teeth into, plump
thighs to ride him all night long, and a strong back. Oh, hell, yes, they definitely
needed strength to withstand the hard-core sex he demanded from his partners.

Prim and proper ladies never appealed to him, either. A good thing,
considering he seldom ran across any in the wilderness—at least, until now. There
was something about her that tempted him beyond reason, despite the fact it had
been too damned long since he coupled with a warm body.

When he came upon the river, he planned to take a bath before heading to his
father’s ranch. Scrape off two weeks of frontier dust and grime. Instead, he found
a bathing beauty who aroused feelings in him distinctly out of the ordinary.
Normally, he would have ventured further down the river, leaving the little lady to
her privacy, as was his custom whenever he stumbled across the Indian women in
the village bathing with their children, but he was drawn to her, rooted to the
ground, unable to move or look away.

He was imagining all sorts of ways to make an exception to his one virtue,
compliments of growing up with two elderly aunts. Innocent women and children
were off-limits.

With a mind of its own, his rioting erection grew more and more convincing
when she suddenly fell backwards and floated away. A rough groan escaped his
dry throat, and his entire body stiffened.
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Like a creamy white log, she now drifted along the river, a treasure trove of
deep gold floating around her head.

He shifted his hips, attempting to find a more comfortable position as his cock
grew painfully hard to the point of bursting, crushing the bed of dried pine
needles beneath him. He reflected on the groove a tracker would find in the event
someone trailed him. He’d laugh if he weren’t already struggling to breathe.

It wasn’t until she floated spread-eagled atop the water, baring her pussy for
the world to see—or at least, for him and the other forest animals—that he
hunched on all fours in a swift silent motion. He was too far. He had to get closer.
He wanted, needed a better look at what was shielded by the curls and sunless
shadows between her legs.

Of all the rivers, lakes, and ponds he’d come across during the past two
weeks, why did he have to find her in Tejas of all places?

Long ago, he made an unspoken oath to himself. Never start any trouble in
Tejas as long as his father lived. Every other territory or state was his to plunder.
Tejas Territory was off limits.

Sweet little missy was going to have to wait until some other randy cowboy
put her out of her misery.

Anywhere else, he couldn’t care less. Already wanted in almost every state
and territory, what was one more infraction?

But he was in Tejas, and if he couldn’t have her, at least he could wake a
snake. He made his way to the tree stump a good distance from the single horse-
drawn wagon, where he spotted her dress neatly folded. He was careful not to
startle the animal and alert her to his presence. He knew that for a man his size, he
moved stealthily and generated no sound in his moccasins.

He reached the area as she waded out of the river. Via the cover of the
shadows of the fading light, he took two steps from behind a large tree, reached
out, and grabbed her dress in a rapid motion while she leaned over to retrieve the
shift she’d discarded earlier on the bank.

He became more intrigued by the young girl, watching from the concealment
behind the wide tree trunk in the duskiness as she flapped her shift in the air to rid
it of any trace of dirt before tossing the frayed garment over her head. Had she
been waiting for a lover who obviously failed to appear, or was she awakening
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her lust, to be satisfied soon in waiting arms when she returned home? From the
lack of a clearly identifiable reaction to an orgasm, she hadn’t made herself come.

Oddly, he couldn’t help but wonder what she would have looked like in the
throes of passion, her skin flush, eyes glazed with arousal, and her body trembling
as her orgasm washed over her. Was she a screamer who liked to dig her nails in
her lover’s back, or did she close her eyes and whimper softly? It would be a
helluva shame if she were one of them prissy girls who just lay there while her
man huffed and puffed.

With a shake of his head, he decided that was out of the question. A gal horny
enough to stick her fingers up her twat out in the open had to know the ins and
outs of passion.

Despite her age, she behaved like no virgin.

He thought the whole situation downright odd. If someone started something,
may as well go whole hog. She could have come in the river, again at home, and
if it were up to him, on the way home to boot.

His tenet for carnality: anywhere, any time, any way.

* k% * %

Megan felt refreshed. She looked up at the faint moon in the darkening blue
and pink sky and inhaled deeply as the twilight air whipped softly around the
green canopy above. She exhaled, then chuckled. Funny, she thought as she
peered toward the river once more, how a swim could make her feel clean, guilty,
and naughty. A small luxury seldom afforded, privacy, time alone, and a bit of
indulgence.

For a moment, her eyes followed a passing tree branch carried downstream by
the lazy current. She turned away and sighed, wondering what it felt like to be
swept away, have no worries or cares, travel along an unguided path with only
faith and heart to guide her.

She glanced at the worn-out buckboard with rusty springs and her old gray
mare hitched to it and smiled. With one or two exceptions, her life was better than
most. There wasn’t anywhere else in the world she would rather be than right
here, right now.
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Heading toward the tree stump to retrieve her dress, Megan glanced behind
her at her long, wet trail in the cool earth. She wrung out her hair between her
hands, drained what she could from the soaked strands that hung over her
shoulders and down her back. Rivulets drenched her shift, causing goose flesh in
the evening breeze as the damp, oversized shift clung to her.

As shivers ran through her, she shook her head in an attempt to wring more
water from her hair before wrapping it in a loose bun at the nape of her neck, the
most sensible style for the thick, unruly hip-length ringlets. Long, wayward
strands hung over her shoulders and down her back.

Within a few feet from the stump, she frowned. She crossed her arms against
the chill of the wet gown, fanned by the light breeze ruffling through the leaves in
the tall trees, and her gaze swept the area. Her eyes darted to the wagon. No, she
thought, certain she didn’t leave her dress in the wagon.

“It has to be here,” she muttered aloud to herself. She stepped closer to the
stump, thinking it must have fallen off in a swift breeze. Nervousness began to
creep in. The early spring winds weren’t strong enough to blow her dress away. If
Shelby or Emma had woken up and meant to play a trick on her, she would have
noticed, since her gaze instinctively went to the buckboard every few minutes.

Alarm ripped through her at the realization of the only other possibility.

She froze at the ominous figure emerging from behind the tree.

“Is this what you’re looking for?” The deep resonate voice was hauntingly
low and utterly menacing. The owner of that intimidating voice held her dress up
in his right hand, his left thumb hooked over his double holster, strapped low on
his waist and tied-down the way gunslingers wore their belts. His fingers
strummed casually over his left pistol, a long dagger sheathed by its side.

She gaped, and as she studied the huge bear of a man, transcendent fear rose
in her. It gripped her heart so fast, she thought she was going to die where she
stood. At around what must be six-nine, he towered over her four-eleven frame,
and even seemed to dwarf the hundred-year-old elm tree he stood beside.

A wide-brimmed charcoal grey hat sat low on his forehead, completely
shading his eyes. Dark wavy hair hung over the collar of his buckskin-fringed
jacket. His sun-faded black shirt with the buttons undone midway revealed hard,
bronzed flesh underneath and a spattering of dark curls across an impressively
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wide chest. Well-worn buckskins clung to his long, massive thighs and legged
moccasins that reached his knees, where a hunting knife was strapped to both
sides of each calf.

The huge trespasser looked every bit as dangerous as he sounded.

Quickly, she weighed her options, concluded there were none.

She drew in a deep breath. Her first thought was the children. Hopefully, it
wouldn’t be her last. She needed to think quickly if they were to survive.

She eyed him defiantly, squaring her shoulders for the forthcoming battle. Her
death, if it came to that, would not be that of a coward. She dropped her arms to
her side, unconcerned the wet homespun shift now molded her body, transparent
thanks to the river water dribbling from her soaked hair.

A grin curled the corner of his lips, as if he derived enjoyment from unnerving
her. She glared at him as her heart thundered.

“Seems | am in possession of a calico, and you have need of one.”

She willed herself not to move, run, or show fear, holding her ground with
great difficulty. Despite the shadow concealing his eyes, the heat of his scrutiny
was apparent. She could see the outline of his cock twitching beneath his
buckskins. She wanted to scream bloody murder and bring about every man in the
territory, gun in hand to shoot the brazen heathen. It was impossible. If she
screamed, no one was around for miles to hear. Only Shelby and Emma, sound
asleep in the back of the wagon, would come to her aid. What could two small
children do but only add to the harrowing quandary?

“Sir, I’m much obliged you found my dress.” Her tense-free tone came as
quite a shock considering her limbs were unsteady. Mindful charitable sorts
offered, not pilfered, she held out her hand. Bold. Foolish. It was risk worth
taking.

“Oh, no, missy, it ain’t gonna be that easy,” he replied in a tone hinged with a
self-indulged diversion, a warning of sorts. Her eyes widened as he took a
predatory step closer, lofty and menacing.

She yanked her hand back instantly. Her wildly beating heart plummeted to
her stomach. A chill of terror grated over her body. She gaped up into the dark
shadow concealing his face and could only blink at the blatant insinuation.
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“It’s gonna cost you.” He waved the dress in his hand and narrowed the gap in
two broad strides.

“Sir, 1 have no money with me,” she responded in an unwavering tone,
staggering backward. She feigned an ease she did not feel as her innards quivered
by the nearness of such a powerful body. “If you follow me...”

His deep chuckle caused her to falter for a brief moment.

“...follow me home, I’ll pay. Name your price.” She didn’t have any money,
even at home. Doc, and his assistant, Caleb, were waiting for her. They would
pay, or better yet, shoot him on sight. Silently, she prayed it would be the latter.

* Xk k%

Devin studied her up close, her hazel brown eyes and long, sweeping lashes.
Her soaked hair, he imagined when dry, would be the color of fiery gold. Her
straight nose, with a few freckles across the bridge and high cheeks bones, were
delicately carved.

She had a very appealing mouth, a delightfully sinful mouth with full, pink
lips. With a quick intake of breath, he visualized those perfectly lined lips on his
and other places as well. His cock jerked in response.

An oval face framed exquisite features, her only flaws were the shadows
under her eyes, which he suspected were from the daylight fading fast behind the
dense canopy of trees.

And with a voice so soft and melodious, it sounded as if she were singing
rather than speaking. It suited her perfectly, as did the dimples sparking near the
corners of her lips.

This little lady wasn’t pretty. Rather, she was a dream come alive. Downright
the most beautiful lassie he ever laid eyes on, and that was saying a lot.

He stood close enough to witness the fear in her eyes, despite the notable calm
in her tone. She was definitely afraid of him, and with good reason. If she knew
who he was, she would have turned tail long ago. Strangely, he wondered why
she hadn’t made a run thus far.

This woman definitely intrigued him.

“Little miss, I don’t want your money.”
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A sharp gasp escaped her gaped mouth, which she abruptly clinched. Her eyes
darted frantically around, as if looking for an escape.

“If you want my horse, take it and ride on out,” she urged, her voice quavering
slightly.

He didn’t answer right away. Instead, his steady gaze bore into her. Her entire
body trembled with fright—of that, he was certain. Nevertheless, she stood,
facing him with her arms by her sides. Chin held high. She was not making a
move to cover herself. She no doubt knew full well he could see right through the
thin wet garment that clung to her every curve.

The woman had balls of stone, which was more than he could say about most
men he came across. His were hard as stone and ready to crack any second.

“If that ol” mare was worth more than half a red cent, | would’ve taken it long
ago.”

“I have nothing else of value.”

His gaze traveled over her trim figure, the outline of her breast clearly visible,
the taut nipples straining against the soaked fabric, calling out to him.
Impulsively, he licked his lower lip as his sights rested on the dark wet hair
shielding her mound. His cock twitched for freedom, aching for the glory between
those thighs.

He fought to hold onto the scrap of control that remained. It had been too
damn long. He silently cursed himself for not stopping at the nearest brothel along
the way. The way he felt now, he could come just by staring. Shit, six months
without a woman could do that to a man.

“From where | stand, you got plenty assets.”

“...1...”

“I mean you no harm. If | wanted to molest or kill you, I would have done so
by now.” He could see her fear of imminent ravishment in her eyes.

“Wha—what then?”” She looked fairly relieved.

Her relief was short-lived.

“A Kiss.”

She watched as he tossed aside her dress. The calico with the pretty green
floral pattern landed near the tree stump.
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With his hands on the butt of each six-shooter, he waited patiently. He felt his
rock-hard cock twitch as he imagined what they could be doing right now. How
her small body would writhe beneath him as he held her slender hips and buried
his cock between those slender thighs. Damn it! Why weren’t they anywhere else
but Tejas? He’d have to settle for a meager Kiss.

That was, if she was willing.

Thanks to the damned teachings on the proper treatment of the dainty gender
ingrained in his subconscious by his two spinster aunts, if this dandelion said no,
then by golly, it had to be no.

Shit!

He stood firm, looming out of the dark brush like an indomitable sequoia,
ensuring she had no doubt that if he wanted, he could easily change his mind and
kill her on the spot, though he never would.

Leaving her no choice but to eventually accept.

The tense silence lengthened.

“One kiss?” It was a breathy, nervous utterance.

“Yes.” Though her consent came as clear victory on his part, his voice
remained without inflection.

“And you’ll leave us, me alone.” She bit her lip quickly.

“Just drifting, I’ll be on my way...after.” He held his grin at bay. This was not
going to be his first kiss. He was no green boy. Hell, he was doing more than
kissing grown women at a tender age, so why the sudden excitement and
anticipation of a simple kiss from half a sliver of a young lady a step outside of
puberty?

Judging from the size of her apple-sized breasts, impossibly tiny waist, slight
roundness of what he didn’t even want to refer to as hips, and the fresh innocence
in her hazel eyes, he figured she couldn’t be well into her teens yet.

If only she were a little older...

“I have your word as a gentleman. One kiss and you’ll leave?”

“Hell, yes, you have my word as a gentleman,” he said firmly and let out a
slight chuckle. He’d been called plenty of things in his life, but a gentleman was
never one of them.
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Before she could utter another word, he tossed his hat in the vicinity of her
dress and closed the short gap between them. He encircled her waist, amazed his
long fingers overlapped. He lifted her. She weighed nothing at all.

“What are you doing?” she shrieked as her feet left the ground. Her hands
barely curled over his forearms as she grabbed onto him. She was a tiny thing. He
walked toward several boulders a few feet away, holding her at arms’ length.

He stood her on the closest boulder, keeping his hands on her waist until she
steadied herself. Calmly, he explained, “So I don’t strain my neck bending down
so far.”

Barely reaching mid-chest when firmly planted on the ground, the added
height of the boulder brought her to within a few inches of his towering height.

She closed her eyes, inhaled deeply as if to ease her nerves. The subtle move
caused her breasts to rise and fall in a beguiling way that caught his appreciative
attention.

He cleared his parched throat and wondered how he was going to get though
this in one piece. “Don’t worry. | won’t hurt you,” he offered, more as a reminder
to himself.

* k*x k%

Megan repeated to herself, she could do this. One minuscule indiscretion, a
simple kiss from a brute she doubted ever kissed a woman in his life. If one
judged from his squalid clothes and unkempt whiskers, no decent woman would
dare near him. Perhaps if she kept her eyes closed and thought of someone else.
With her pistol hidden in the pocket of her dress yards away, there was no other
choice. For the children, she replayed in her mind.

She felt a gentle brush of his hand against her cheek.

“You’re beautiful.”

Her eyes darted open at his unexpected touch, the softness in his tone and the
honesty in those two words. For the first time, she gazed into piercing silvery gray
eyes. She witnessed a torrent of emotions and lust flaming in the darkening depths
that stole her breath.
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She realized there was every reason to fear this man. More so than the guns,
knives, and sheer brute strength of his size, which clearly proved he was a man
capable of murder. The glimpse into the depths of his very soul revealed a
brutality of one possessed by the devil himself.

Her heart skipped a beat, and her mouth fell open in awe as she continued to
peer into deep caverns of granite that mesmerized and beckoned her.

“Do | frighten you?”

Whatever it was she felt, it wasn’t fear. Yet she was frightened—not by him,
but by the way she was responding to him.

Slowly, she nodded her head as she held a trembling hand to squelch the
fluttering low in her belly. She tried not to notice the blatant desire in his silver
gaze, the invitingly sensuous, full lips parting in anticipation, surrounded by the
sable brown beard and mustache that matched his wavy, shoulder-length hair.

She couldn’t believe or deny the instantaneous thrill of the forbidden rushing
through her veins, igniting every nerve while he ran his thumb along her jaw in a
smooth caress that seared an indelible path in her skin. A simple touch beckoned
the wanton woman in her. That sinful nature Mrs. Walker warned she was cursed
with.

“Don’t be. I won’t hurt you,” he promised in a husky, pained tone as though
he was the one compromised.

For some unknown reason, she believed him. A huge, powerful, and
formidable man with piercing eyes that seemed to read her deepest thoughts.
Long-forgotten urges made her ache with desire.

It was true.

Everything they said about her was true. Respectable women weren’t
supposed to take pleasure in mating with a man. Yet here she was with a complete
stranger, the epitome of evil, touching her, about to kiss her, and her body was
coming alive, tingled with lustful awareness, a warm gush of liquid settled
between her thighs.

With her arms by her side, she clinched her hands into tight fists as he twined
his fingers in her soaked hair, disturbing the bun she just made. His warm breath
against her ear sent currents of heated blood surging to her toes.
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“I’ll be gentle,” he whispered as his fingers curled in her hair and drew her
yielding body close with his other hand.

Before she could say or do anything, his lips covered hers in a surprisingly
soft, warm, and inviting kiss.

Megan groaned, caught off-guard by his sweet lips, talented and persuasive.
His rugged, musky scent of fresh pine, baked sweat, trail dust, and ferine male
arousal drugged her. She grew dizzy. Her head spun as his hands moved down the
length of her back, pressing her body into a hard wall of rippled muscle.

Foreign sensations coursed through her body as he boldly swept his tongue
over her lips, asking, probing, caressing, and tempting an invitation to a state of
complete bliss—paradise.

She melted against his strength and clutched his jacket to keep from falling as
her legs turned to mush. He nipped her lower lip between his teeth and bottom lip.
Her mouth opened with a small startled gasp, and his tongue slid into her mouth,
tasting every inch, exploring every crevice, teasing her senses.

Instead of pulling away and breaking the illicit kiss, she found herself
responding willingly. Deepening the kiss, she captured and began to suck on his
tongue.

In return, he devoured her mouth with his own hunger that took her unawares.
His lips were firm, yet passionately demanding, too sensuous to resist. His velvet
tongue was greedy, influencing her traitorous body to submit mercifully as she
surrendered to the incredible sensual pleasure he roused in her.

Unable to resist, her hands draped around his neck, splayed across his back as
she pressed closer to his body. The bulging heat beneath his buckskins pressed
against her belly, and she felt a flame of arousal race down her spine and flare
deep in her core.

He slid his hands lower and cupped her buttocks, lifting her off the rock,
pulling her body tightly against his. He easily positioned her mound against the
engorged head of his cock without breaking their bond. Slowly, he started to
move her flushed body up and down, rubbing the tender flesh against his cock.
She couldn’t distinguish his groans from her moans.

The heat of his hard cock building a roaring fire between her throbbing legs
made her want to wrap them around him. She clung to his neck, her nipples
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growing harder, breasts flat against his massive chest. Her breathing grew uneven
as her entire body writhed in his grasp. She ground her hips against the solid flesh
jutting between them and allowed the burning ache to transcend any trace of
reality, every aspect of decency, surrendering to the exquisite torture he deftly
inflicted.

* k%

What in the hell was he doing? Devin thought. If he kept this up, he was going
to either spend in his buckskins or rape her any second.

“Shit,” he growled, unprepared for the sheer force of a single kiss. Never had
a need so great consumed him with the capacity to hinder his self-restraint. He
was unable to get enough of her, as though his skin wanted to breathe her into his
pores, brand her body to his. Senses inundated with furious intensity, he used
every last drop of willpower to lower her feet back to the boulder. His chest
heaved with each rasping breath, and the Cannon throbbed at the violent denial,
so close to erupting. He was in physical, bone-searing pain.

As he straightened, a pitiful sigh of protest escaped her. She sounded as if she
wanted more.

His hands went to the back of his neck to loosen her unrelenting stronghold.
At that moment, she pulled him closer. She stared wide-eyed and hopeful into his
eyes, bewildered and darkened with unsatisfied, fiery lust.

“Don’t stop,” she pleaded breathlessly.

He stared at her for the briefest of moments. A flood of emotions clouded her
glazed eyes. Whatever it was she struggled with, her red-hot desire was stronger
and he wasn’t about to disappoint her.

It wasn’t rape if she asked for it. Lady or not, Tejas or not, young’un or not,
he wasn’t about to pass up the raw hunger blazing in her eyes.

She wanted him as badly as he wanted her.

Hell, maybe even more.

It wasn’t too often he came across a woman like her. Those luminous hazel
eyes revealed a ravenous sexual appetite capable of fulfilling his darkest needs
and carnal demands.
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Megan reeled from an unspoken promise broken. She was unable to believe
he actually stopped after one long, passionate kiss that boiled her blood, aroused
her lust, and left her desiring more.

She rose on her toes. Her lips possessed his in a kiss so passionate it was
almost savage in intensity as his arms wrapped around her. Her fingers clutched
his hair as she moved against him. Her tongue asked, begged, and demanded what
she could not.

Something had come over her. Never would she be able to explain it. Perhaps
the truth suddenly became all too real. Maybe it was the simple fact he said she
was beautiful, the heat of his silken touch, or her shameless disappointment.

Maybe it was a combination of everything, including too many years going
without love or closeness, for fear of what might happen. Fear of her doubts, her
sexuality of everything she’d been taught about the sins of the flesh.

Whatever it was, it overpowered her completely.

This was her only chance to experience what she’d witnessed all those years
working at Madame Jazelle’s whorehouse. To bring consciousness to what caused
her so much shame and sent her life spiraling out of control years ago.

With this stranger, consequences mattered little.

Long after they found his dead body, no one would ever suspect her.

The opportunity he presented was a revelation, a newfound freedom, a sexual
awakening.

Empowered, her hand found its way underneath his holster and into the front
of his buckskins. An impossible heat burned her skin as her fingers touched silky
smoothness and something incredibly hard and large.

It couldn’t possibly be?

* k% * %

“Dang, woman, slow down,” Devin groaned. Apparently, his reputation as the
fastest two-handed slinger throughout the western frontier wasn’t quick enough
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for her. Normally, he would be the last man to ever tell a woman no, but as it was,
he was “bout ready to burst.

In a flash, he swept her up into his arms. He carried her closer to the river
where the trees were not as dense, allowing the grass to flourish into an ideal
green carpet for what he intended.

He laid her down and knelt beside her slightly parted thighs. Anxiously, he
lifted her thin, dampened shift above her breasts. His gaze took in the delectable
feast before him. She might have been pint-sized, but what she packed was pure
prime.

Like a wild coyote about to feast on its kill, he licked his lips and splayed a
dark hand over her young, firm breasts, dragging his fingers impatiently over her
smooth, soft belly, skimming down slowly until his fingers covered the sparse
curls on her mound. She closed her eyes, arched her body to meet his heated
caresses while strangled moans escaped from her throat.

Half mad with desire, he no longer cared how old she was. Perhaps only a
sawed-off shotgun to the head above his shoulders could stop him, ‘cause nothing
was stopping the throbbing head below. He dipped his thumb between her
swollen labia, barely touched the sensitive nub. She cried out with open delight.
Spurred by her obvious eagerness, his fingers separated the saturated lips. His
breath caught as her legs fell further apart. So hot and so hard, he fought to
maintain control upon seeing her hips arch instinctively.

“Is this what you want?” Not waiting for a reply, he stroked her silky folds
with a knowing touch. She gasped for breath as he teased the slick entrance just
enough to stir the fire to keep her arousal on edge. After she glimpsed what he
kept hidden from her view and didn’t want her to touch, she may get a hankering
to not only change her mind but run for the hills.

He smiled. One look at what raged beneath his buckskins, even flaccid, and
ladies would clamp their legs out of sheer fright. Another reason he paid
handsomely for his deviant pleasure.

This little lady had no idea what she was in for. Propped on an elbow, he
stretched out beside her, maintained their intimate contact. He took her mouth in
another hungry kiss.
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This time, she responded without hesitation, parting her lips readily. Her arms
clutched his neck and pulled him down. It fired his blood when she boldly swept
her tongue over his lips, against his teeth, down his throat. Like a little vixen, she
tasted him, explored his mouth, tempting urges he could no longer resist.

Careful not to put his weight on her, he held himself up on his forearm. His
leg was draped over her thigh, keeping her legs open for what was soon to come.
She panted breathlessly in his mouth while his fingers stroked and probed her
intimate, drenched flesh and built the fiery need that glazed her eyes.

“Damn, you’re too tight,” he groaned roughly against her mouth as he tried to
nudge a finger into the depths of her wet pussy to test her readiness. She
whimpered with pleasure into his mouth and arched her hips to meet him.

It wasn’t going to be easy. Already near the edge of madness, her body was
soft, inviting, and tempting—too tempting as he fought to hold back the raw,
explosive dark desires. He imagined his cock thrusting in wet, dripping flesh
tighter than his fist, milking him dry. If he didn’t hurry, they would both be out of
luck.

He withdrew his finger and quickly untied his buckskins while he kept her
distracted in a long, deep kiss that was hard and demanding.

* Xk Kk %

A lusty moan rose from her throat as Megan gave herself over to him
completely. She felt on fire. His kiss, his touch, the potent heat of his strength was
all powerful. The attraction sizzling between them was undeniable. She played a
dangerous game with a complete stranger, but somehow, she knew with utmost
certainty he could satisfy the burning passion he aroused with a mere look, a
warm touch, and a soft word.

She did not know him. She did not desire him. She did not even want him.
Nonetheless, she needed him desperately, just as assuredly as her very survival
was dependent upon the sunrise tomorrow.

He moved between her parted thighs. With his free hand, he spread her legs
farther apart. She felt her pussy throb, and a rush of fluid seeped between her bare
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thighs. If he was as skilled at lovemaking as he was at kissing, she was eager to
experience pleasure and forget past dissatisfactions.

“This may hurt. I’ll go slowly.” His tone resonated with a dark primal hunger,
a hint of warning as he nibbled along the curve of her throat. She felt his erection
at the entrance to her untutored body.

Her eyes flared open as she tried to comprehend his meaning.

While working at Jazelle’s brothel, they forced her to look through the
peephole at the girls with every man who had the price to pay for their body.
She’d learned secondhand all about sexual relations between a man and woman.
Somehow relegated to a mechanical process where a woman would climb on top
and grind a fella until he felt lucky if he lasted a full two minutes. A few seemed
to enjoy what they did with the men, though most never seemed to suffer distress.

Was sex supposed to be pleasurable, or merely an endurable means to absorb
the excess lust of men?

Or was Mrs. Walker correct with her morally righteous ideals that all coupling
other than the necessity of child bearing was a lewd act, painful and degrading to
sinners who partook in lustful desires of the flesh?

Surely Mrs. Walker was wrong.

Whatever her dark, mysterious stranger touched her with felt like heaven,
wonderful. There was no pain, only unbelievable pleasure. Never did she imagine
something could feel so incredible and tantalizing—even his sensuous, dominant
kisses took her breath away.

A sudden consciousness radiated through her, a sense of panic, as she felt
something hot and very large touch her throbbing vagina.

“Oh, you want it bad.” His voice rolled deep from his throat.

She shuddered beneath him. Her breath caught as she felt his cock stroke the
slick folds of her pussy as if teasing her, tempting her entrance with the conquest
to come.

“So hot and wet.”

Megan ignored his brazen comments, feeling her all but virginal skin start to
stretch impossibly wide. Alarm burst through her system. She stared down where
his flesh nudged hers.
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“Ready for me.” He suddenly groaned, his face taut with the insane, lust-
driven need to fuck that she also had given in to.

Her entire body tensed as her mouth opened, then clamped shut, catching the
scream trying to escape between her now-clenched teeth. She ground her teeth
and grimaced. Withheld each scream as the pain roared from between her thighs
to every panicking nerve in her body. Desperate, she buckled against the painful
intruder in an attempt to throw him off her, every muscle clenched in protest. It
was like a duckling trying to topple a mountain with its tail feathers. He didn’t
budge, and another tortuous shot pierced through her as the first inch pried her
apart.

“Don’t rush.” His voice sounded strangled as if he too were desperate, but for
an entirely different reason. “Take it easy. Relax.”

The man was crazy, absolutely crazy. He thought she encouraged his
barbarism. As though she wanted to be split in two. The destroying intensity of
the pain was too much for her weakened state to fight against, let alone
understand why his dominance excited her, heated her blood.

Her mind was telling her one thing and the need throbbing between her thighs
another. She could feel hot liquid spilling out of her. Despite the pain and the
pleasure she wouldn’t admit to, she felt each quivering muscles stretch around his
thickness, more than willing to accept him. Ashamed at how easily he could bend
her to his will, she wanted to scream at the sinful depravity pouring over her.

* Xk k%

Devin used every shred of control to ease the head inside, but it wasn’t easy.
That small contact alone had him seeping from the tip and pulsating in her grip. It
wasn’t even halfway in yet, and she was already rushing, tightening on him and
coating his cock with her hot cream as she arched into him. He could easily tear
her apart if he pummeled into her. But damn, she felt so good, so fucking
fantastic. Tightest, sweetest, prettiest pink piece of cunt he ever had. He wanted to
give it all to her in one hard thrust, send her careening out of control. Make her
scream. Beg.
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Next time, he’d do all of that and more, certain there was going to be a next
time.

He felt her body tighten and knew any tighter and his near-bursting cock
wouldn’t last another minute. His hand smoothed upward to caress a breast until
the little peak was pebble hard. He kissed the tendon along the base of her throat
and felt her body soften. When she moaned into his kiss after his lips found hers
once more, he sank another inch into her tight wetness.

Her face contorted with observable pain as he drove into her tight heat. She
squeezed her eyes shut, breaking their contact. He watched amazed how her tiny
body let him in, heels bolstered in the grass to arch her hips to accept him.

“Oh, yeah,” he rasped tightly, pulling away slightly as his gaze dropped
between her thighs. “We’re almost there. Get the feel of me.” The bulky
mushroom-shaped head was buried within the tightest wet heat imaginable, so hot
it seared his flesh. Her vaginal muscles clamped around his hard flesh—so silky
tight, he was ready to come. The sight of his twelve-inch, thick, red cock wedged
between two slender thighs of pale cream was maddening to his control. It was a
challenge to restrain his impetuous need to plunge into her with a reckless fury.

“Damn, you’re so tight.” The tight pinch of her cunt bordered on a sharp edge
of pain and pleasure, burning him alive as he slowly worked his cock further into
her sensitive tissue. He knew she was going to be tight, but he felt like he was
drilling into a fiery hole. He felt her tremble as her slick, hot, inner muscles
stretched around him. “Does it feel good?”

He stilled, breathing hard, fast, waiting for the urge to thrust pass. For a rare
moment, he wished they were somewhere else. A bed would be nice, or at least
four walls and a roof for privacy. Anywhere else, where she would be
comfortable as he rammed his steel rod into her tight pussy.

Oh well, can’t have everything. At least out here in the woods, when she
screamed, the only ones to hear her would be the birds, squirrels, deer, and other
animals, him included.

He ran his tongue along the hollow of her shoulder, tried impatiently to inch a
little deeper. She moved against him, her head thrashing in the grass. A low,
throaty moan escaped her lips. Hungrily, he sought her mouth again. “You can’t
wait to be fucked, can you?”
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Quickly, he brushed aside her hair and captured her mouth with his. He drove
his tongue deep, mimicking the motions he longed for. His fingers, plucking,
teased the already hard nipple roughly on her swollen breast until she whimpered
in his mouth.

* k%

Dear God, no. Megan refused to allow herself to surrender to his madness, to
be ripped apart because her lascivious nature had a weak mind of its own. She had
to clear her mind and free her body of the growing haze of sinful pleasure. To do
that she had to break the phenomenal kiss as the agonizing pain of being
plundered shattered every nerve ending. She wiggled her hips attempting to break
free from his restrictive grasp. Unable to see through the tangled mass of hair
covering her face, she shook her head. Who in their right mind would let him kiss
her or touch her with whatever he possessed between his legs? Her only thought
was to escape the brutal assault on her senses.

Gasping, she clenched her fist into the front of his jacket, hating herself for
being vulnerable and weak as she felt her depraved flesh dripping over him,
tightening, begging to be filled. Beneath her tresses, her eyes widened catching
sight of the wild fire in his darkening gaze. She realized with amazement this was
but a glimpse into the overwhelming strength of his passion, the force of which
seemed too powerful for even him to govern.

Her body trembled with renewed fear as her heart pounded in her chest.
Underestimating his power of seduction she’d allowed his skilled kiss in the first
place. Her traitorous body thrived on the sharp bite of pain. Like a demon she
could not rule, her body wanted this stranger to take her, no matter the
consequences.

Heaven help her, the man was dangerous on so many levels.

“I’m inside. Don’t move,” he demanded in a strangled tone as he moved his
hand to steady her hips. His cock jerked sharply. “Damn, did you feel that?”

The burning heat, intense ache, throbbing need, tunneling inside was a
sensation unmatched, seemingly intolerable as her muscles stretched around the
hard flesh lodged between her thighs. Through half-lidded eyes, she watched him
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as he seemed to struggle. That strained expression on his face she’d seen before. It
matched those of men desperate to withhold their beckoning climax, eager to get
their money’s worth, one she spied often at Jazelle’s. If he was too close to the
edge, thanks to the frank talk among women, she knew what to do to free her
body of this depraved misery.

Suddenly, she felt another inch of his thick shaft force its way into the
confines of her trembling moisture. A jolt of unbearable pain tore at her sensitive
flesh once again as she clenched her teeth on the scream bubbling in her throat.
The violent charge whipped through her body. In a last feeble attempt to break his
strong hold on her, deny further entry to the foreign invader wedged snuggly
within her weakened body, she twisted her hips side to side. She clenched her
inner muscles around his cock and began to milk him.

* Xk Kk %

“Nooo,” Devin growled in torment, throwing his head back. That slight
movement of her tight muscles gripping the sensitive underside of the embedded
head sent his essence exploding into her in long, hot spurts. His body shuddered
from the magnitude of the force that slammed into him. His angry cock, so long
denied, was no match for such a young, hot-blooded temptress, now hidden
behind a tangled mass of damp hair.

In agony, he braced his weight over hers and convulsed uncontrollably as a
seemingly endless stream erupted from the head of his cock throbbing within the
tight confines of her pussy. Each spurting jet of his seed was detrimental to his
strength, weakening him until he lowered himself over her frail body.

With only the head jammed into her hot depths, he was frustrated, mad as hell
that he lost control, unable to hold back his release. Every instinct told him to
thrust in her tight inferno, take his pleasure freely as he had done so many times.
He knew he needed to hurry, and yet, he waited too damned long. It didn’t do her
a damn bit of good. It left him lusting for more.

Content in knowing he would soon be ready to go again, and for much longer,
now that the ravenous hunger was satisfied, he nestled his face in her hair and
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caught his breath. Perspiration beading his forehead, and he delighted in her rosy
scent and reveled in her frailty beneath him while his heartbeat eased.
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Chapter 2

The only discord spoiling the serene, deep blue sky and still cool water of the
mountain-fed river was his ragged breathing. Moments afterward, to her shame,
Megan added a sniffling noise. He opened his eyes, and she tried to avert his gaze,
hide her weakness and humiliation by turning her face from his. She felt his eyes
burn into her, and she knew her attempt at bravado would be all for naught if she
cried. Heaven help her, she couldn’t hold back the single tear that ran down her
cheek.

Gradually, he lifted his arm as though it weighed a ton, and brushed away the
damp hair matted around her face. “Sorry if I hurt ya. Next time, it will be all
about you. We’ll do it right.”

Next time! Next time! Her fitful emotions went into overdrive at the unabashed
arrogant statement. There wouldn’t be a next time. There wasn’t even supposed to
be this time. What had she done? She had to get away. Carefully, her hand made
its way to his hip. Whomever this stranger was who lay on top of her, poured his
seed into her, she was about to make sure he knew there would never be a next
time.

She felt his body scarcely tense at the recognizable clicking sound of a
hammer being cocked as the cold, hard steel in her hand pressed into his ribs. A
dark shadow flickered in his silver gaze. His eyes locked with hers, yet he didn’t
make a move, didn’t say a word.

“Get off me,” she demanded in a low, firm tone as she pressed his pistol
further into his side.

“Said | was sorry,” he replied in a tone that undermined the fact a gun was
pressed in his gut. His gaze softened somewhat, which only irritated her more.

“And | said get off me. Now!”
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He shook his head slowly. “I’ve never seen a woman so fired up for not
getting hers. Don’t worry little lady, I’'ll guarantee you come next time,” he
pledged in a tone more amused than apologetic, bracing his arms on either side of
her shoulders as though he was about to rise off her. Instead, he looked down into
her eyes and thrust his hips forward. The head of his diminished cock slid several
inches into her well-lubricated passage.

She gasped, eyes flaring wide. All pain momentarily forgotten as she reveled
in the erotic delirium of such a captivating sensation. Her cheeks heated, and she
actually felt her inner muscles grip him, welcoming his flesh. She hated herself,
her body, her lapse of control over the flagrant sexual urges tormenting her and
for nearly begging him not to stop—again.

With a wicked glint in his gaze, he shifted to his knees and slowly withdrew,
as if giving her a chance to enjoy every thick, slick, heated inch. The arrogant
bastard was doing it intentionally. She fought for breath, fought the pleasure
building in her body and the temptation to wrap her legs around him.

Through clenched teeth, she fought back the moan of pleasure deep in her
throat. Her body quivered as she felt her muscles clutch his flesh to keep him
buried deep inside. The intoxicating extent of the carnal sensations made her want
to cry out for more, much, much more as her hips instinctively arched upward
slightly, following his departure wantonly as he pushed to his feet.

He straightened to his full, formidable height, hands on his wide hips and
faced her. She scrambled to her feet, breathing a tad easier. Her eyes never left
his. Stay strong. She held the gun leveled at his broad chest and readjusted her
crinkled, dampened shift, which had bunched into her underarms.

Her pulse raced. Between ragged breaths, she ordered him to raise his hands,
which he obliged with a silly smirk on his face. She held the gun, so why did he
appear amused by the transfer of power? There wasn’t an ounce of fear in the
man. He wasn’t normal. Good God, who or what was he?

“l don’t know who you are mister, but there won’t be a next time.” She hoped
she sounded convincing, because her tingling body sure as heck didn’t concur.
She smoothed the grass-stained shift with long sweeping strokes. A hot, sticky
fluid trickled down her thighs, his seed. At that betraying reminder, she clamped
her legs together.
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“Well little lady, I usually ask for my partner’s name before | fuck them...not
after.”

“l...you...” Turning beat red from her roots to her toes she shook the gun at
him. Dear God, she wanted to shoot him dead so bad.

“l only asked for a kiss. You’re the one who went reaching for my cock.”

As if on cue, her eyes strayed to his glistening penis and testicles, coated with
his release and her lubrication and dangling heavily out of his opened fly. It
jerked in response to her gaze and came to life. The specimen of manhood rose to
a full, glorious sight in a matter of seconds. It stood straight out of its dark hairy
nest, pointed directly at her. Helplessly, she couldn’t drag her gaze away as he
shifted his weight from one leg to the next, thrusting his hips forward slightly in
the process, as though daring her to speak, look away, or spread her legs. Her
body throbbed with carnal desire, hot and intense.

“See, dimples, it likes you.”

Before she knew what happened, he was in front of her, removing the gun
from her grasp. Mortified, she looked up at him in disbelief. Confidently, he used
that thing jutting out of his groin surrounded by lush dark curls to distract her.
Harlot that she was, she fell for it. And because she was drawn to it, she lowered
her mesmerized gaze once more.

She licked her lips.

Just like him, it was enormous. Never before had she seen a man built so large
and she’d witnessed quite a few. She shuddered at the mental picture of him
trying to put that thing inside her. Where would it all go? It would probably take
both her small hands to span its girth, and its head was the size of her fist.

Oh, my God.

It was dark red, thickly veined in blue, very long and so very, very tempting.
Dear God, Oh Lord, Mother Mary, she wanted to touch it. The burning ache,
outlandishly occurring with increased regularity since she’d first kissed the
wickedly alluring stranger, spread through her, renewed the wetness between her
thighs.

There was no other way to explain it. She was a wanton, shameless hussy.

Mrs. Walker had been right all along.

They were all right.
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She could tell by his smug grin he found some sort of perverse pleasure in
watching her drool over his cock. So thick, dark, and engorged, it seemed ready to
explode once again. Mockingly, the heavy beast angled downward at her as
though waiting to burrow deep within her pussy.

He returned his pistol to its rightful place. Then he stuffed his hard-on back in
his buckskins and spoke in a slow drawl. “Show’s over.”

Bastard, she raged in her mind as her eyes locked with his, followed by her
new name for herself, Hussy. The blush on her face deepened.

After redoing his laces, he adjusted his holster. “That is, unless you changed
your mind...again?” he offered with a grin. “In that case, | insist on knowing your
name.”

She shot him a look to assure him she wouldn’t be changing her mind anytime
soon.

“You...you said you would ride out.”

“Word of advice before I go: draw a gun, pull the trigger. Hesitate, and you’re
dead. Lucky for you, I don’t go round killing women. Anyone else, and you
would’ve been dead as soon as you reached for my gun.”

Megan grasped the sudden realization and a lump caught in her throat. At any
moment, he could have taken the gun from her knowing full well, she wasn’t
going to use it on him. He spoke of killing with such ease, as though it was
second nature to him.

“Who are you?” The question left her mouth before she could stop it.

“A lone rider passing through. Like | said miss, | mean you no harm.” His
bass voice remained reserved. Although he appeared to be sincere, the profound
soreness between her thighs proved otherwise. It hurt like hell.

“If you don’t mind, I’d like to know who I’ve had the pleasure of...” He
cleared his throat, “...spending my time with.”

For a moment, she considered his request. He was a drifter, and so far, had
kept his word. No real tragedy had befallen her. She’d never see him again. What
harm could there be in revealing her name? “Megan Spawn.”

His brows deepened in a curious scowl.

“Miss?” he asked with a cautionary note in his tone. His eyes studied her as if
he were sizing her up.
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She crossed her arms over her chest, averted his obscure gaze and feigned
interest in visually locating the whereabouts of a chirping cricket nearby. “That’s
missus. Mrs. Reed Spawn.”

He nearly fell over with robust laughter so uncontained that birds took flight,
disengaging leaves from branches in their haste. Crisp, new leaves floated out of
the darkening sky around them in a slow descent to mother earth.

With growing contempt, she watched him as he continued to laugh. She
wondered what was so hilarious. So what if she were a married woman? The title
of missus also applied to widows, which she was soon to become, barely two
weeks into her twenty-third year. He didn’t know her circumstance. And more
importantly, it wasn’t any of his concern.

He walked back to where he’d left his hat on the ground, chuckling as he
went. In seething rage, she followed several feet behind.

“| fail to see the humor,” she said rather snippily.

He picked up his hat and brushed the leaves off, then he turned to face her.
Plopping the hat back on his head, he offered his hand. “Allow me to introduce
myself. I’m Devin Spawn, your son.”

Everything went black.

Dazedly, her heavy eyelids opened sometime later. She found herself leaning
against his broad chest, perched on his massive thigh as he knelt with one knee in
the grass. Her first thought was she must have fainted. Suddenly she became
aware of blatant heat penetrating the thin layer of fabric, branding her hip. Afraid
to look down, she realized she was virtually sitting on his penis. Feverish shivers
of excitement and need, instead of fear and anger, sent her senses scrambling for
clarity.

“Perhaps | should have said your stepson, Mother.” Devin grinned, and she
cringed, shooting him a ‘go to hell, and this time, stay there’ look that only
broadened his smile.

“Take your hands off me.” She came to her feet, slapped his hands away and
took several steps back.

“Whatever you say...Mother.” He straightened. “Although | won’t complain
if you care to put your hands on me again, minus the gun of course.”

“Stop calling me that,” she snapped, feeling her cheeks heat with shame.
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Devin turned to retrieve her dress from the tree stump, remembering the last
time he rode through the area over eight years ago. His father was married to
another woman—of that, he was certain. This had to be wife number three. One
thing for sure, his father knew how to pick ‘em.

This one was young enough to be Reed’s daughter. Hell, at twenty-nine he
was much older and he was Reed’s first born.

“Reed married you fresh outta diapers?” He asked without looking at her as he
picked up the dress.

“Not that it’s any of your concern. | was eighteen when we married five years
ago.” Her lips drew into a thin, tight pink line.

Dress in his hand, he strolled toward her. With a few shakes, he let loose
fallen leaves and whatever else may have crawled inside. His gaze traveled over
her with new regard. At least she wasn’t a mere child. “Are you daft, woman, out
here alone, unprotected?”

“l have protection or at least, | thought I did. My gun is in the pocket of my
dress.” With a flippant wave of her hand, she indicated the blue calico in his tight
grip.

He searched the garment pockets until he found the small pistol with a pearl
handle, sized to fit the palm of a woman. He held it up with his thumb and index
finger. “Protecting you from what, rabbits? That’s about all this peashooter is
gonna kill.”

“I’m not out to kill anyone,” she stated with proud condemnation. Her eyes
suddenly narrowed when he stuck her pistol in his pocket.

“Where guns are concerned, it’s shoot to kill. If the boys would’ve been with
me 1’d run out of lead dropping ‘em like flies just to keep ‘em offa you. With the
way you were swimming in the river, even a preacher man would’ve turned a deaf
ear to the holy gospel to partake in the sin ‘tween those legs.”

“A...a gentleman would have turned away,” she chastised vehemently.
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“Don’t waste your breath trying to fool yourself. We both know there ain’t a
damn thing gentlemanly about me. You were showing the goods and | was
looking ‘em over.”

“Well | hope you took a nice, long look, ‘cause that was the last.”

“Looked, touched, felt...” He brought the finger he had inserted inside her to
his nose and inhaled deeply. Then swirled his tongue along it seductively, licking
every inch. Her eyes widened. His lust filled eyes challenged her to look away.
Finally, he added, “Smelled and tasted. My father is a helluva lucky man. You
have a damn fine pussy, Mother.”

“Stop calling me that,” she bit out furiously. The heat on her cheeks spread to
her throat.

“You don’t mind my talkin’ “bout your pussy, so long as | don’t call you
Mother.”

“Yes, no, yes, no, stop calling me Mother and stop talking about my...” She
clamped her mouth shut and crossed her arms beneath her breasts in an obvious fit
of outrage. The shift dipped dangerously low, stretching the thin material over the
hard, pink peaks.

He quirked a brow, and his gaze rested brazenly on the bunched up mounds of
flesh as he gave her a moment to finish, knowing that was one sentence going by
way of the wind.

“Reed should know better than let you out of the house at night practically
naked,” he chastised yet kept his tone and expression unattached. This seemed to
infuriate her even more from the way her eyes were burning daggers in him.

“l was properly clothed when I left. If you would have given me my dress
when | asked, | would be so now.”

“You didn’t have a stitch on when | rode up. And with the way you were
acting, didn’t give a flip if anyone was around.” He threw the dress at her, causing
her damp hair to whip up at the abrupt burst of wind.

Beet-red skin turned to vivid scarlet under his blatant scrutiny. He watched
silently as she slipped her dress over her head and encountered difficulty getting
her hands through the twisted sleeves when the bulky material caught around her
shoulders.
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For a moment, he lost his mind, thought about offering assistance but
promptly came to his senses. During her minor struggle, his gaze never strayed
from the waist down. He sighed wearily, frustrated at the fact he still wanted her.
She turned her back to him and gave him a nice view of her round ass through the
thin shift. Somehow, she managed to work her arms through the correct holes and
button the tiny green beads running down the front.

He rolled his eyes but held his tongue, annoyed by her sudden pretense at
modesty. It was a bit too late. He knew his mother as intimately as his father did.
Couldn’t help but speculate how many others knew Mrs. Spawn, as well. He
began to wonder if his father was even alive.

“How is he?”

She glanced fleetingly over her shoulder. He noted her expression suddenly
changed, took on a sorrowful ambiance. After the last button was completed, she
turned to face him and finally answered, “I’m grateful he lasted this long.”

Mother dear thought her words would shock him, beget some sort of
emotional response. He could tell she grievously disappointed. He didn’t care one
way or the other. As long as Reed was alive, he was going to get what he came
for.

“I’ve heard so much about you. You’re—"

“A vicious killer, a lowlife thief, Indian savage, no-account bastard, or the
closest description yet, the Devil’s Spawn,” he finished for her.

For a quiet moment, he studied her. She simply stared back at him, as if
thunderstruck by the self-description of which he was neither ashamed nor proud.

At last, she calmly stated, “I was going to say you’re finally here. He’s been
waiting for you.”

Cautiously, his eyes narrowed as she sat on the tree stump and slipped on her
shoes, unsure of whether to believe her. Perhaps his father sent word, after all. If
so, his gut instinct for the first time would have been wrong.

A faint smile curled her lips and the dimples on her cheeks deepened. “Would
you like to meet your sisters?”

Slender hips swayed gently under the calico as she made her way to the
wagon. He followed silently.
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Standing next to the buckboard, she gestured inside. He rested his hands along
the railing and peered into the wagon. The tops of two small, blond heads peeked
out from under several blankets. If they were girls, it was sure hard to tell from
the wrapped bundles.

“What’s wrong with them?”

“They’re asleep.”

To him, they looked dead, but he kept the morbid perversity to himself. It
became clear to him why she didn’t run, fight, or scream. As long as they quietly
slept, remained out of view, they were safe from harm.

From the corner of his eye, he admired the courage and inner strength in one
so young and undeniably delicate. The way of the untamed frontier was survival.
Mrs. Spawn did what she had to in order to survive, held her tongue like a trained
mute while he tried to have his wicked way with her.

A pity he didn’t succeed completely.

His stepmother was damned lucky though that he was the one who stumbled
across her and not some other no-account murderer. Certainly she would have
been raped and tortured. Dependent upon who ran across them, the girls might
have been turned into Indian slaves or killed by desperados.

His gaze drifted to the sleeping bundles, doubting Mrs. Spawn would agree
with his assessment as to her good fortune.

First and foremost, if he found his mother out in the woods spreading her legs
for some other man beside his father, the man would be dead instantly. Present
company excluded. Then, he would do something he had never done before—xkill
the bitch.

No one cheats a Spawn.

Her soft, melodious voice dragged him from his disturbing speculation. He
turned his attention to her as she climbed onto the high seat in front of the wagon
and took the reins in her hands.

* k% * %
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Megan caught sight of where he was looking, nowhere near her face. With a
huff, she smoothed her skirt and covered her exposed ankles drawing his eyes to
hers as she stared at him disapprovingly.

“| asked if you were passing through.” Inwardly, she prayed he said yes with
no thought of stopping by the ranch. Why else would he be there? She held her
breath.

He cupped a hand to his mouth and made what sounded to her like a
convincingly realistic birdcall.

She glanced at the deep blue sky, searching the canopy of tree branches,
expected some sort of bird to come flying out of nowhere and rest upon his
shoulder.

Much to her amazement, within seconds, an extremely large golden horse,
black from the knees down, appeared and quietly made its way to his master’s
side. He took the dangling reins in his hand.

Devin stroked the horse’s nose with a gentleness Megan found so out of place
for the veritable giant. From her guess, he stood nearly seven feet tall and was
endowed with a well-muscled physique and strength to match. Her extended
family member appeared to be capable of bringing instant death to both man and
beast with his hands alone.

Yet, strangely enough, he continued brush a hand tenderly along the horse’s
nose and neck until the golden animal seemed to purr like a kitten. In one smooth
motion that took her by surprise yet again, Devin hopped on the horse with the
grace and agility of a well-practiced rodeo rider half his size.

“Seeing how you’re in a hurry to be rid of me, Mother.” She cringed. “Let’s
get this over with. Lead. I’ll follow.”

The wagon lunged forward, and she couldn’t help but be reminded of who he
was and what they’d done by his use of the word “mother” as if the tingling,
stickiness, and soreness between her thighs weren’t reminder enough. She
clamped her legs together as a shudder of lusty awareness passed through her
body and more of her own juices added to his.

* Xk Kk %
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Devin followed behind in silence until they neared the ranch. The little girls in
the back, he assumed, were accustomed to the rough journey since they remained
sound asleep. As they turned the bend leading to the front of the sprawling ranch,
he noticed two saddled horses tied to the hitching post in the courtyard. His
trained gaze intuitively searched the perimeter. To his immediate right was the
barn and corral. Just beyond a bunkhouse and vegetable garden. In front was the
well-lit, single-story plank house he had seen only once before. To his left was a
grove of pecan trees and the outhouse.

He hurried to the front of the wagon, jerked on the reins and brought it to a
halt.

“Who’s there?” His wary eyes read her thoughts, intent on leaving her no
doubt he expected the truth and would settle for nothing less.

“It’s just Doctor Keeling and his assistant, Caleb Walker. The doctor comes
over at least once a week to check on Reed. It’s the only time the girls and | go to
the river. The only fun they have since...” Her eyes misted over and her voice
trailed off.

The quarter moon reached overhead, its light shining bright, radiating in her
eyes. He’d be a fool to believe what he saw was genuine. Something was out of
sorts when it came to his stepmother. She didn’t look and certainly didn’t act like
the wife of a hushand who was at death’s door.

Then again, what the hell did he know about how wives behaved?

Over his shoulder, he glanced back at the house, then at her. The explanation
was believable at least. With a golden price riding on his head, there was no space
for risks.

“Get rid of them. Quick. Say a word about me, and they’re dead.”

She gasped. Her face turned pale.

He noticed her mouth move and waited. Nothing came out. “Go on. I’'ll be
listening.” He slapped the mare’s rump, and it lunged forward. “Their lives are in
your hands.”
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Chapter 3

As Megan wheeled the wagon in front of the house, a chilly forewarning
began to roost. Her body shook with fright. What if they noticed she was nervous?
What if Devin misconstrued something Caleb said? Surely he wouldn’t kill them.
Deep down, she knew he meant every shrill word.

Dear God, she prayed for strength.

“You’re late, I was about to go search for you.” Caleb Walker’s frantic voice
reached her from the doorway as he came barreling out of the house.

The wagon came to a creaky stop. She looked at her dearest childhood friend,
and terror shook her body. The past years had been exceedingly noble to him.
Caleb had grown taller, much more breathtakingly handsome and refined in his
finely tailored three-piece suit. His splendid, chiseled features and exquisite deep
blue eyes, along with his charm and grace, only added to what one could assume
was perfection—God’s true intent at the male species. In an effort to gather
strength and courage, anything to keep the man that touched her heart; alive, she
closed her eyes and inhaled deeply.

“l was worried about you.” His voice thrummed with emotion as he
practically yanked her off the wagon into his tight embrace. “You’ve never been
this late before.”

Quickly, she pushed away from Caleb and stepped back. Worried, her eyes
roamed the dark shadows cloaking the various structures, looking for a sign. He
was out there lurking, watching, and listening.

“You’re trembling.”

“I'm cold. 1 was swimming. My hair is wet,” she rambled. To avert his
questioning gaze and hide her shakiness, she fumbled with the chaotic bun at the
nape of her neck. She paid no mind to the loose tendrils dancing in the light
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breeze around her shoulders. The back of her dress was soaked from her partially
dried hair, which further aggravated the unpleasant situation.

“How does one get grass in their hair from swimming?” Caleb asked as he
picked blades of grass from her tousled hair.

“Caleb, I can’t answer all these questions.” She swatted his hand away. An
inappropriate thrill blazed through her at the picture the answer brought to her
mind. Hussy. She hurried to the back of the buckboard. “I’m tired, cold, and wet.
Please, help me with Shelby and Emma. | want to get them inside.”

“Yes, yes, of course.” Brows in a tight knit, he stared at her. “Are you sure
you’re okay?”

She could feel Devin’s eyes watching her. He was near. Of that, she was
certain. And if she wasn’t careful, dear, sweet, worried Caleb was as good as
dead. Her pulse raced.

“I’m fine, really. The girls need to get to bed, and | want to check on Reed,”
she reassured him after taking a calming breath.

“Very well, though next time, I’m accompanying you. It’s not safe to be out
by yourself.”

“I’m not by myself. | have the girls with me and my gun.” Her hand went to
her pocket and suddenly realized it wasn’t there. Devin kept it. She tried to
swallow her heart back down her throat.

“Precisely why you and the girls should not be alone.” He scooped up six-
year-old Shelby and handed the wrapped bundle to Megan.

“Look at you.” His gaze raked over her disapprovingly from head to toe. “You
look ready to swoon. How would you protect yourself against a gang of outlaws?
Let’s not forget the reason the mountains are called Apache Mountains.”

“I didn’t come across either,” she countered nervously. Does one outlaw
constitute a lie? she wondered as he gathered ten-year-old Emma in his arms and
followed her into the house. Who she had encountered was far worse in her mind
than any red-skinned savage or ruthless band of outlaws.

The ruffian was not only dangerous and deadly, he was related. And if that
was not horrendous enough, he was ruggedly handsome and kissed so sensuously,
all her resistance vanished. She’d found herself not only instinctively responding,
but yearning for him something fierce, which aggravated her to no end.
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“Consider yourself fortunate,” Caleb said as his booted foot kicked the door
open. He stepped aside to let her pass first. Once inside, he kicked the door
closed.

“Doctor Keeling,” she called out, ignoring Caleb’s ongoing rant about the
dangers of a single woman traveling alone with two small children.

“In here.” The portly older gentleman’s soothing voice traveled from Reed’s
bedroom.

“l apologize for my tardiness. How is Reed?”

With Shelby cradled in her arms, Megan strolled into Reed’s bedroom while
Caleb left to put Emma to bed. She flashed the doctor a warm smile that quickly
vanished when her gaze fell upon her husband lying motionless on the bed: skin
and bones, his skin ghastly, the color of death. Yet the man had a will of iron. He
clung to life with every last breath in his emaciated body, refusing to relinquish
life until his only surviving son returned.

Devin Spawn, the most notorious, ruthless, double-gun cutthroat to roam the
western frontier.

As luck would have it, he’d finally arrived.

What would happen now?

She knew in her heart it was the only reason Reed remained alive. He’d told
her many times he wanted to see Devin one last time, set the story straight before
he died. His son deserved to know the truth.

Day after day, week after week, month after month after his second wife, Ella,
died, he’d stop by the Silver Nugget saloon while in town for supplies. Nursing
the same mug of beer for hours on end sometimes, reminiscing with Megan while
she mopped the floor, wiped the tables, or washed the dishes. Sometimes, he’d
follow her outside while she did laundry.

No matter where she was, Reed would seek her out. After the first few visits,
she started looking forward to his company. Reed was the only person who was
truly kind to her, expected nothing in return except a sympathetic ear. Their chats
continued until he unexpectedly asked her to marry him days before her
eighteenth birthday.
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Ecstatic at the prospect of never setting foot in the Silver Nugget again or
becoming one of Jazelle’s girls on her eighteenth birthday, she graciously
accepted.

They left together that same night, went straight to the preacher, and never
looked back.

That was, until Reed’s condition became increasingly worse. Her memory and
realization of what the future held also became increasingly apparent and
terrifying her due to the resemblance to her past.

The enormity of Devin’s arrival sent shivers rippling through her body for
more reasons than the obvious. Sure, he was so utterly masculine that if most men
stood beside him, they would be reduced to mere boys. The potent male heat
radiating from his body was intoxicating. His silver eyes were strikingly
seductive, and in a blazing fury, awakened a need in her she laid to rest long ago.
The most impressive, potently virile part of him that embedded forever in her
memory was beyond compare, beyond description, and stole her breath away. The
thought of it trembled her heart and stimulated places she didn’t even know
existed with an overwhelming arousal that transcended her knowledge and dazed
her consciousness.

She brushed each carnal desire, stark image, and wayward thought aside.
Instead, she worried how his presence would impact Reed’s condition. After all,
awaiting Devin’s arrival was the sole reason Reed held on. If he passed on now,
what would become of the girls? Unfortunately, she had a good idea of what the
future held for her, and she wanted no part of it.

What of Shelby and Emma? Who would take them in? Would they be safe?
Would they end up like her, working at the Silver Nugget Saloon or upstairs in
Jazelle’s Place?

Doctor Keeling sat in a wooden chair beside the bed, his expression full of
kindness and understanding.

“Don’t fret none,” he said in a comforting tone. “Doing my job. Besides, you
and the girls need a break. Just wish I could come by more often to lend you a
hand. Glad Caleb’s here to help you out. Now, you go on and put Shelby to bed.
We’ll talk when you’re done.”
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With a smile, she offered her thanks. Leaving the doctor, she carried the
sleeping child into their bedroom. The room was simply furnished with two twin
beds, a dresser and mirror, small table and chair, and two chests, one for each of
the girls. On the wall, she hung a single shelf and filled with books. That was her
contribution to the girl’s education since taking over their upbringing.

* k%

Caleb looked up at her as he pulled the covers over Emma, now sleeping
snugly in the bed closest to the door. He smiled and pulled the covers back,
making room for Shelby.

At the Spawn ranch often enough, he knew their sleeping arrangements. For
the time being, they suited him just fine. Shelby and Emma shared one twin bed,
and Megan slept in the other whenever she found the time.

“Here, let me help you,” he offered, moving to take Shelby from her arms.

“Quite all right, 1 have her. Thank you.” She moved past him and settled the
small girl next to her big sister, tucking them both in.

He sighed out of frustration as he watched her kiss them both on the forehead.
No matter how hard he tried, she refused his assistance. Sooner or later, she was
going to need him, and he was ready. For now, he was biding his time and waiting
for the inevitable. A horrid way to look at it, but such was life.

Reed was going to die any day now. And he was ready to take her husband’s
place in every way possible.

Take care of her, provide for the children. Oh, yes, love her the way she
deserved to be loved.

From the first day laid eyes on her, a scared, bony thirteen-year-old girl who
lost her family in an Indian raid, he loved her. That would never change.

If only she gave him a chance to make up for what his parents had done. The
day his father found them doing more than playing in the horse stable, his mother
shipped him off to Europe. Not once did he forget her, stop loving her, nor stop
dreaming of the day they would eventually marry. News of Megan marrying a
man old enough to be her father turned those dreams into nightmares.
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After completing his medical education abroad, he returned to Tejas a year
ago when his own father fell ill. He intended to relocate to Boston after his father
later died and begin his own practice, along with a close friend he met in school.
Reed suffering his first stroke halted his plans. He remained in Tejas in order to
be of assistance, help in any way he could as Megan cared for her ailing husband.

When Reed suffered his second stroke, he vowed he wouldn’t leave without
her, aware it was a matter of time before she was a widow. Months later, he was
still waiting, his patience running thin.

Soon, he kept telling himself, she would be his bride, then his lover.

For now, he had to settle on being her friend.

He closed the bedroom door and locked it as she crossed the room. She gave
him a look of ‘not again’ as though expecting his weekly ‘will you marry me?’
plea.

“Listen to me. You’ve lost so much weight you’re almost as gaunt as Reed.
Your dress is practically falling off you.” He hoped she would see the concern in
his expression, the heartfelt desire and willingness to take care of her and the
girls, and come to her senses. Intentions of a good friend, or any way she would
have him. Unwilling to watch her suffer, he wanted to be there for her.

“Thanks. You’re much too kind,” she said wearily. She straightened the
scooped neckline hanging off her shoulder, causing the front of her bodice to dip
dangerously low and reveal the swell of her taut bosom sitting high on her chest.

“Wasn’t meant as a compliment,” he said roughly, struggling to resist the
pathetic urge to look down and try to catch a peek at her breasts.

“None taken.”

“Those circles under your eyes are more noticeable. You look ready to fall
over any moment from exhaustion or malnutrition. Take your pick. Why don’t
you admit you need help?”

“And you’re the one to help me?”

“Yes. If you’ll stop being stubborn.”

“What would your mother say? That woman hates me.”

“Something she’ll have to deal with. All that really matters is how | feel about
you.”
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“Not tonight. I’m tired. Doc is waiting for me.” She closed her eyes, and
released a heavy sigh.

“Then when?” He grabbed her by the shoulders, because she really did look
about ready to fall over from exhaustion. The movement shifted her neckline
lower, and just like a man, he used the opportunity to glimpse the pink tips of her
pale breasts, visible through the low, gaping neckline. He felt a stirring in his
groin. His heated voice suddenly took on a strained quality. “When can we
discuss our future?”

“Lower your voice, please.” She glanced at the sleeping girls. “You’ll wake
them,” she whispered.

“We both know after they spent the afternoon swimming, they’ll sleep so
deeply, a tornado wouldn’t wake them.”

They both knew it was true. Even now, he could hear Shelby’s light snoring.
There was no way she could get around it—he knew the running of her household
backwards and forwards. Each morning he came by to take the girls to school.
Then he returned for coffee and grown-up conversation afterwards. He was
certain she enjoyed the pleasure of his company, probably more than she dared
admit. Always a chivalrous gentleman, he kept it innocuous, but tonight was
different. He was unable to brush off that sense of doom he felt when she didn’t
return on time.

“Tonight, I’ll take your advice and get to sleep as soon as you and Doc leave.
I promise.” She tried to shrug out from under his grasp, but he held his ground
and tightened his grip slightly.

“You know good and well you’ll constantly wake up throughout the night to
check on Reed. The man’s practically de—"

“What a horrid thing to say,” she snapped, cutting him short.

“Forgive me.” His hands slid down her slender arms, then released her. “My
patience is on edge tonight. When you didn’t return, 1 was so worried about you.
That’s all. Why don’t | return tonight after I see Doc into town? That way, you
can get rest, and I’ll watch Reed.”

“Caleb, we’re not kids any longer.” She looked up at him.

He saw a sadness in her eyes as if she wanted to cry. A bitter reminder of their
childhood innocence, their lost youth stolen. A pitiful feeling he shared but never
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revealed. He wanted to take hold of her until the pain and disappointment
subsided and make up for those lost years.

“What would people say? It wouldn’t be right.”

Out of frustration, he exhaled deeply. “Meg, I’'m here all the time. Practically
everyone in town knows how | feel about you.”

“I’m a married woman. What is Dr. Keeling thinking, the two of us locked
away in my bedroom while he sits with my sick husband?”

“Doc knows Reed’s condition. Knows my intentions are honorable. He
doesn’t gossip.”

“Does this fall under doctor/patient confidentiality?” Her voice held a touch of
amusement, and he concluded he was finally getting through to her.

He grinned. “You can call it that if you wish.”

“You’re incorrigible. What will 1 do with you?” She shook her head and
amusement rang in her voice.

“It’s what | can do with you that matters.” There was no mistaking the
sultriness in his tone.

“Not tonight, Caleb. Tomorrow.”

“You promise.” The pink flush on her cheeks made his blood boil and his
chest puff with hope.

“You’re impossible.” She swatted her hand across his chest playfully.

He caught it and held it close to his heart. He wanted her to hear his heart
beating for her.

“I don’t know how you ever passed medical school,” she said, “with your
mind always in your britches.”

“Passed Female Anatomy with an all-time high score, thanks to you and my
britches.”

“Glad to be of service.” She smiled sheepishly.

Gently, his fingers nudged her chin upward. He focused on her soft, hazel
eyes as they glimmered with longing. She may have been teasing, but he knew
she was remembering being his first patient so long ago, just as he was. How
could her body ever forget his touch, his hands caressing her young, developing
breasts, his naive fingers on her unsullied flesh exploring every heated inch and
the warmth of his lips on hers anymore than he could?
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“Any time you’re ready for your exam, I’ll be glad to demonstrate my
professional skills,” he offered softly.

“Perhaps tomorrow. For now, let me pass. Doc is waiting on me,” she said
quickly, ducking away from him.

“Till tomorrow, milady,” he whispered close to her ear as he leaned over and
opened the door. He bowed and waved her through. Caleb immediately
contemplated removing that godawful dress. Sparks of blazing arousal leapt from
his cock to his balls at the thought of what he would do next.

“After you drop off the girls at school, we’ll talk.”

“Talk?” He jerked upright, glaring at her back as she made her way to Reed’s
room.

For a moment, he really thought they’d made headway. Tomorrow sounded
promising. Now, he wasn’t so sure tomorrow wouldn’t end up like any other
morning—Ieaving him stonewalled and blue-balled.

* k%

Megan chuckled quietly, aware Caleb would be deeply offended if she
laughed outright. She loved him too much to ever cause him any amount of
distress. However, there was no room in her life to give him what he wanted. At
least, not now. Her smile fainted once again as she stepped inside Reed’s
bedroom.

Doctor Keeling moved toward her. With one last look over his shoulder at the
sleeping invalid a breath shy from death, he turned to her and softly murmured,
“Still no change, I’m afraid. Continue to keep his last days comfortable as best
you can.”

Caleb came up right behind her. He remained silent as he stared at the frail
man’s body. She took comfort knowing he was there.

“You’ve been doing a mighty fine job. He’s clean, no bed sores, and you’re
keeping plenty liquids in him. Reed’s a lucky man to have you for...” Doc
paused, cast Caleb a fleeting glance, then smiled at her. “...a nurse.”

“Thank you, Doc.” She feigned a smile in return. The entire town probably
thought Caleb Walker was her bedmate. For the second time tonight, she may as
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well spread her legs, and this time, let Caleb take her. Get it over with. At least
then, he would finish what he started long ago. Perhaps the rumors, or more like
half-truths, would end.

“The girls and | work hard to ensure his comfort. 1 would ask you to stay
while 1 make a fresh pot of coffee, but they were having so much fun, we stayed
later than usual. It’s left us all tired, though. I hope you understand.” She felt a
wee bit guilty for blaming the girls for her wanton misdeed, but they couldn’t tell
from her sincere apologetic expression.

“Perfectly. You get plenty of rest.” He followed her past the kitchen into the
great room.

“Come, Caleb, let the young lady sleep tonight.” He gave Caleb a wink and
patted him affectionately on the back.

Caleb took one look at her and grinned ear to ear. She felt her cheeks heat
from embarrassment. The man must want everyone to suspect they were more
than friends. In a way, they were.

“Goodnight, gentlemen,” she bid cheerfully after they exchanged a few
pleasantries and mounted their horses. She remained on the porch for a moment to
watch them ride away. Their shadows, one tall and refined and the other short and
rotund, disappeared around the bend before she returned inside.

Shaking her head at the outrageousness, Caleb didn’t even try to hide the fact
he would return in the morning to take the girls to school or clear up the doctor’s
esoteric hint as to why she was not getting enough rest.

It wasn’t as if her reputation was untarnished. Everyone knew she used to
work at Jazelle’s, though not as an upstairs girl. But that didn’t stop men from
making crude remarks on those few occasions she ventured into town alone, or
the way women turned their noses as she passed. Probably the reason Dr. Keeling
assumed she allowed Caleb liberties. The thought made her blood boil.

Older and wiser now, the thought of escaping into another marriage out of
necessity was not appealing. The last thing she needed was to be indebted to
another man, even one she cared for.

Never again.

Besides, it seemed that whole sex thing between a man and a woman was
more painful than it was worth. There had to be something wrong with those rare
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women at Jazelle’s who seemed to find pleasure in an act so animalistic. On many
occasions, she witnessed the horses and other farm animals copulating. Though
the act itself was rather interesting, nature’s way of bringing new life into the
world, the animals didn’t appear to enjoy it. Climb on, climb off. It was all over in
seconds.

Perhaps Mrs. Walker was right all along: carnal knowledge was work of the
devil.

That didn’t explain kissing. Kissing was different, very different. It made her
weak and breathy, ache in some places and wet in others. Yet it always left her
unsatisfied somehow, made her yearn for something more, something just out of
reach that she could never seem to grasp. Exactly what that was, she hadn’t
figured it out just yet. Like when she inserted her fingers in her vagina, it made
her skin tingle and her pulse race, nothing more.

But when Devin touched her...

Dear Lord, she had to forget him, put him out of her mind completely.

Think only of her and Shelby and Emma. What would happen to them after
Reed passed? Marriage wasn’t exactly an option she was partial to. No, instead,
she planned to take the girls and make a new life elsewhere. Start fresh and
independently. Somewhere no one ever heard of Megan Adams or Mrs. Reed
Spawn.

Maybe even change their names. At least, that was the plan after her debt was
paid off. An ordeal she was not looking forward to.

As usual, the house turned quiet after the girls were tucked in. Collecting
Caleb’s cup and saucer from the long rectangular dining table in the center of the
great room, she left them in the copper tub she used as a sink. As she retrieved the
doctor’s coffee cup from the small table next to Reed’s bed, she watched the
gentle rise and fall of his chest. The movement was so imperceptible. Sadly, she
wondered how many days were left for the once-robust man.

Though she never loved him as a husband, she loved him dearly in a fatherly
sense.

Reed was always there for her. Never asked for anything in return. He opened
his home despite everything that happened. He trusted her with the care of his two
daughters.
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The third and final stroke a couple of months ago left him unable to move or
speak and only able to open his eyes and stare in silence at the world passing by.

She missed their conversations over coffee while they sat on the porch and
watched the girls play in the yard. Missed his generous spirit and sense of humor.
The unconditional acceptance.

The comfortable arrangement was ideal. She truly looked forward to standing
by his side and helping as the girls matured into prosperous young ladies. With
the understanding it meant relinquishing any chance of ever falling in love,
getting married, and having a family of her own.

Reed, Shelby, and Emma—they were her family now.

She was happy and content with her choice, for as long as it lasted.

Ready to pass out from exhaustion, she stepped into the kitchen with Doc’s
half-empty coffee cup in hand. Her featherbed called out to her. As she rounded
the edge of the kitchen counter, her gaze caught sight of the imposing dark
silhouette filling the opened front entryway. Devin entered the house so quietly it
caught her off guard. Her heart skipped a beat, and the cup slipped out of her
hand, breaking in three as it hit the floor. Cold coffee splattered the front of her
calico.

He actually needed to dip his head to clear the doorframe. His powerful
demeanor, part animal, part diabolical, and one hundred percent male, undersized
the house instantly.

Her eyes roamed the towering length of him as he bolted the door. Cloaked in
a dark and dangerous mystique, she couldn’t pull her gaze from him.

As he turned, the dim lit kerosene lantern hanging over the table did little to
reveal the features hidden behind a full beard and mustache of cinnamon brown
that blended gloriously into a thatch of wavy, shoulder length hair that spilled out
of his hat that concealed his penetrating silver eyes she remembered so well.

She continued to stare. Luckily for her—or was it unlucky?—his perfectly-
lined, ruby lips were in plain sight and invoked the recent memory of their
riverside amour. Her knees went weak, yet she could not stop her gaze from
drifting over every manly muscle from his broad shoulders, flat abdomen to his
massive thighs, and long legs, straight down to his large, moccasin-clad feet. She
finally rested her gaze on the most riveting part of him that inundated her
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sensibilities, shattered her control, tempted her beyond reason, and made her
conscious of her own compromised femininity.

* k%

Devin’s entire body tightened with a familiar ache at the intense way she
stared at him. He felt like a hungry wolverine who hadn’t eaten in ages...or been
properly fucked. He clenched his teeth and fought to stifle the tension building
deep inside his loins. No, he did not come here to fuck his stepmother. No matter
how much it appeared she wanted or needed it, and he sure as hell wanted to give
it to her. There was only one reason he was here. Then, he would high-tail it out
of Dodge.

He needed to hear his father tell him in his own words. Why? Why did he give
Devin away? Why had he never wanted him?

“Where is he?” His tone impatient and rough, too rough to sit well with a man
who prided himself on always being in control, absent of emotion, and bound by
no familial ties.

She motioned toward the open bedroom door behind her.

Without a word or so much as a glance, he strode past her. Silently, like a
pillar of cold, hard stone, he soaked in the sight of the motionless, dying body
lying on the bed.

His father.

The man who brought him into this wretched world.

The very same man who gave him away the day he was born.

He felt...what did he feel? Nothing. No, he felt cheated. This man, practically
on the other side of death’s door, could tell him nothing.

He’d ridden two weeks straight, crossed the desolate desert plains, scoured
mountains, went without sleep and food to reach the territory of Tejas in time to
stare at a corpse.

“May | get you anything?” Megan asked softly from near the doorway.

“Leave us,” he ordered quietly. He heard the rustle of skirts, and as she turned
to leave, he added, “Close the door.”
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Chapter 4

Megan awoke with a start. With a jagged swipe of her fingers, she wiped the
sleep from her eyes. She glanced out the lace-covered window. A pale
resemblance of dawn streaked the fading blue. . That meant only one thing. She
overslept. Hastily, she jumped out of the small, twin-sized bed. When was the last
time, if ever, she’d overslept?

She rushed to the dresser to find something to wear. On the cold floor, she
stood in her bare feet, rummaging through the dresser drawers. She caught sight
of her reflection in the looking glass, and paused.

Seldom did she ever take a moment to consider her appearance.

Barely touching the dark circles under her eyes with her fingertips, she
frowned. The crinkling furrow did little to help the bleakness tainting her once
creamy complexion and youthful good looks. She should be so vain to believe
Caleb whenever he remarked her beauty was unrivaled.

Of course, he’d told her the very opposite last night. And judging from her
appearance this morning, he was right.

With her palms screening her cavernous cheeks, she felt much older than her
twenty-three years. Her gaze dropped to the small swell in front of her sleeping
gown. As slender as a willow, her figure was that of a girl much younger. She
lacked the voluptuous curves she always wished her body would develop. The red
robin had taken its sweet time to call, waiting until she was fourteen. She cupped
what was left of her small breasts. They’d lost some of their roundness during the
past months. She wondered if the reason she never quite fully developed was her
woman-time only flowed every other month.

Taking a cautionary glance at the girls’ reflection in the mirror, her pulse
quickened. She lifted the hem of her gown above her hips once she was satisfied
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they were still sound asleep. Her head tilted slowly from side to side. She
examined the sparsely covered mound between her narrow hips. There was more
pale flesh than golden curls. She couldn’t help but ponder what he thought when
he looked at her.

As if her body remembered the pleasure of last night, his fingers stroking her
intimate flesh, she felt her pussy throb with arousal. An unmistakable heat rushed
through her veins. She felt her nipples harden and brush against the front of her
gown. They ached for his touch.

Biting her lower lip, she raised her gaze to the sleeping bundles in the mirror
once more and tentatively lowered one of her hands. She parted the pouting lips
with her fingers, revealing the inner flesh, slightly red and still sore from last
night’s unpleasant incident, the brazen assault on her shattered senses and an
illicit assault on her willing body.

“...even a preacher man would’ve turned a deaf ear to the holy gospel to
partake in the sin ‘tween those legs.”

His heated words echoed in her mind. A thrill of the forbidden washed over
her at the mere thought of his huge cock, hard and long, yearning to be inside her.
He’d been unable to resist the carnal temptation he said she presented, or how he
struggled to restrain the depth of his overwhelming passion as he strained to
pierce her flesh with the bulky, flared tip of his cock. The memory of those few
minutes lying in the grass made her juices pour forth.

“Dear God,” she breathed on a gasp, releasing the gown abruptly and shutting
her eyes. Why did she feel this way?. How could her body respond so easily by
just by thinking of the man? How could she warm at the thought of his touch, and
tingle and moisten at the sight of him?

She braced her hands on the dresser, breathing in ragged pants, and she stared
at her flushed reflection. There was no way she desired him, would not allow
herself to desire him. He was Reed’s son, for Christ’s sake.

Evil. The epitome of pure evil.

There was a slim chance she could very well be carrying his baby. No
innocent herself, she knew where babies came from and was well aware the
tragedies of bearing a fatherless child.
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At Jazelle’s, she learned a thing or two from the women about preventing
pregnancy. Later, when she was alone, she would mix her herbs and wash herself
of his seed. She’d have done it as soon as she returned home, but conceiving was
highly unlikely. She hadn’t had a flow in several months due to her recent bout of
stress-induced weight loss from the lack of eating properly or perhaps her failure
get much sleep. What little food they had, she made sure the girls ate first. Often,
that meant she did without meat, even if she was lucky enough to shoot a bird or
trap a rabbit that day.

She picked up the brush to try and tame the unruly ringlets that had become a
frizzy, tangled mass during the night. With another glance in the mirror, she put
the brush down, deciding she didn’t have time to mess with her hair when the cow
needed to be milked, water hauled, eggs collected, and breakfast made before the
girls were off to school. Hastily, she gathered her hair in a loose knot atop her
head and searched through the open drawer for something suitable to wear.

All her clothes were threadbare from too many washings and no longer fit
properly. She didn’t even have time to make new clothes for her and the girls.
Even if she did, there was no money to buy material.

Sadly, she sighed. Had her life truly come to this?

She was once a happy, precocious little girl with parents rich only in love for
her, and a younger brother whom she adored. She’d been taken in by Reed, who
provided security and hope for a future. Soon, she would be left vulnerable.
Without the protection provided by a marriage license. Prey to any man. One
thing was clear. If she didn’t move away, with her reputation, she would
definitely be in need of a bigger gun.

Unshed tears welled in her eyes at the memory of her long lost family and her
current situation. She held her chin high. “No use thinking about them. Ain’t
going to bring them back. Nor change things,” she whispered to her reflection
with a bold gleam rising in her eyes.

To persevere, she had to be strong, refuse to submit to helplessness or
hopelessness.

If she survived the savagery of an Indian raid, living with an overbearing,
fanatical religious simpleton, four years in a bordello, five years married to a man,
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she didn’t love, raising two kids on her own and caring for an invalid husband,
then by God Almighty, she could survive anything.

Her choice for the day was an oversized, faded green blouse and brown skirt.
On her way out to the privy, she shot a glance at the closed door to Reed’s
bedroom. By the time she reached the barn doors, her pulse raced. In less than an
hour and a half, Caleb would arrive like clockwork to ride the girls to school.

She squatted on the low stool beside the milking cow, both hands reaching out
and latched onto swollen udders. The bucket started to fill with milk while she
speculated why Devin hadn’t already left. Perhaps he intended to leave after
breakfast. She crinkled her forehead as she tried to hold on to that last shred of
hope.

The cow snorted and swatted its tail as Megan’s fingers twisted and squeezed
its udders distractedly.

Their small town was just like others. Gossip and tales of Devin Spawn’s
exploits ran rampant. Whenever a bank was robbed or man shot down, the news
hit the wires, and the saloon filled with the wildest and most gruesome stories
ever told. Besides herself, no one knew the notorious outlaw was Reed’s son. No
one probably would believe it if Reed himself stood on the church steps on
Sunday morning, rang the bell, and announced to anyone who would listen the
cold-blooded murderer was his flesh and blood.

A genteel, honest, law-abiding citizen who helped his fellow neighbor
whether he was asked or not, if he saw a need, someone struggling or going
without, Reed Spawn was there.

It wasn’t that Reed was ashamed of Devin—more like he was ashamed of
himself. Guilt-ridden, he held himself accountable for the misfortune befallen his
first born.

During weekly visits to the Silver Nugget, Reed confided his inner most
thoughts. He spoke of Devin and the love he still held for his boy’s mother,
Grace, the true love of his life. Sometimes, he would also speak fondly of his
second wife, Ella.

Devin’s unflinching eyes, brute strength, quick draw, and cold heartedness
crowded every claim. Not one person, including Reed, ever mentioned how
breathtakingly handsome he was or the overwhelming power of his sexuality, the
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sensuousness of his mouth or softness of his hands. Then again, if he stole your
horse or bank safe full of money, or filled a neighbor with lead, a person may tend
to slight those trifling qualities.

* k%

Dressed and ready for school, Shelby and Emma were ordered to quietly sit at
the table like good little girls and finish their breakfast. Meanwhile, she absently
tended the garden, waiting for Caleb to appear.

Every few seconds, she’d glance at the dirt road on the side of the barn,
searching for a cloud of dust, a sure sign a hoarse approached. If Devin’s threat
still held salt, Caleb’s fate more than likely continued to rest in her hands.

For once, she wished Caleb was not a man of his word. Since he took his
biblical name to heart, it was highly unlikely.

The thought sent a chill down her spine. If rumors were true, could Reed’s son
be heartless, shoot and kill an innocent man without recourse or provocation, with
no regard for human compassion or life itself?

Her blood ran cold.

* k% * %

Devin’s eyelids fluttered as his ears picked up the faint sound of movement
across the plank floorboards. He sensed he was not alone. His eyes remained
closed and breathing steady as the faint sound neared.

Devin had settled back low in the armchair next to Reed’s bed. Sometime in
the wee hours of the morning, he had fallen asleep, his. arms dangling over the
sides, long legs stretched out in front of him.

The vibration was too faint for a grown man, and the scent wasn’t that of a
woman. Certain it wasn’t Megan, his right hand slowly journeyed to his pistol,
fingers curling around the buitt.

In a flash, he bolted upright in the chair, colt cocked, out of leather, and by his
side. His gut wrenched at the sight in front of him. One more second, and his two
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sisters, whom he’d completely forgotten about, seeing as how he only saw the
tops of their heads last night, would have been dead.

He gulped down the lump in his throat and returned the gun to its rightful
place. Unaccustomed to being in such close proximity to children, for once, he
didn’t know what to do or say. He stared at them, overwhelmingly dumbfounded.

The bigger girl sat on the foot of the bed, staring wide-eyed at him as though
she was ready to bolt at any moment. The smaller one stood by his side, her arm
frozen mid-air as though she was about to touch his whiskers. His brows drew
together as the little one brought both hands to her mouth and started to giggle.
The other one looked on warily.

The hand-hewn wood creaked under the tension as he clutched the chair arms
in a death grip. The older one, with long, blonde pigtails, a button nose, and tight-
lipped with familiar silver eyes looked older and wiser beyond her minimal years.
The youngster, with a head full of silken curls, big round blue eyes, cute little
nose and cherubic cheeks, appeared the opposite of what was considered proper
for nineteenth-century children. Obedient. There was little calm and quiet to the
bubbly child, who beamed with a naughty and rebelliousness spirit in her eyes.

These two tiny creatures were his half-sisters.

His gaze narrowed as the oldest continued her appraisal with the intensity of a
hawk.

The smallest was the first to speak, and she did so with a guileless exuberance
that he found unnerving. “Megan says you’re our brother. My best friend in the
whole wide world has a brother. They play together. Will you play with me?”

“Shelby,” Emma’s small voice rang out, chastising her younger sister and
drawing her attention, albeit temporarily. “He’s too big.” Her eyes swept over him
with an air of disapproval, and she quickly concluded, “And too old.”

With a slight tilt of his head, he glanced in Emma’s direction, raising a brow.

“l don’t mind, Emma.” Shelby moved closer to Devin’s side, and when her
pudgy palm landed on his hand, he stiffened.

Damn it if the little girl wasn’t scaring the living shit out of him. He quickly
wondered if this was how other men felt in his presence. For the first time in his
life, he understood their unease.

“He’d be good for climbing trees.”
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His gaze jumped from one girl to the other while they discussed his merits
between themselves, as if he wasn’t even in the room. He wished he wasn’t.

“Megan says he won’t be round long ‘nough.”

“We can play hide-n-seek while he’s here.”

“He’s visiting Pawpaw, not you.”

Devin noticed the little girl’s disposition changed instantly. Her bottom lip
puffed out. Her big, blue eyes cut to her father, lying eerily still on the large bed.

“He’s sick.” Her innocent voice sounded both pained and worried, yet there
was a touch of hope glistening in her eyes even he could comprehend.

“He’s dying,” Emma corrected Shelby in a remarkably stern tone. She pointed
in Devin’s direction. “And he’s leaving, so don’t go getting used to the idea of a
brother.”

Very little escaped Devin’s intuitiveness, and there was a hurt so deep in the
girl, it drowned the childhood right out. A troubling so intense for one so young, it
showed in the stiffness in her form, harsh sound of her voice, and in the dark aura
emanating from her stone-cold heart. Was he describing the young girl who
shared the color of his eyes, or himself? The likeness was uncanny.

A large, round tear formed in Shelby’s sky-blue eyes. “You goin’ way?”

Devin watched the tear slide gently down her pink cheek until it trailed down
her chin, then fell, leaving a small wet spot on the front of her yolk-colored dress.
He glanced at Emma, sitting with her hands crossed daintily in her lap, a
challenge in her eye as though daring him to deny.

He faced Shelby and replied with a single nod.

“Told ya, Shelby.” Emma’s face radiated with smug satisfaction as a new,
bigger tear formed in Shelby’s eye. “They all leave.”

Devin watched Emma with an intense regard and realized she wouldn’t stop
the torment until her younger sibling was left as bereft as she. At that moment it
came to him, he was clearly a new pawn in an old game. A game of torment she
probably used often.

“Damnation, I’ve heard enough.” He rose out of his seat, and the one called
Shelby bolted out the door.

“He said a soap word,” Shelby screamed over and over as she ran through the
house.
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“Don’t tell,” Emma called out after Shelby, but it was too late, as the swift girl
had already thrown open the front door and dashed outside.

His full attention was riveted on Emma as she slowly swung her legs off the
mattress. She stood at the end of the bed. Her hands gripped the round knob on
the end of the short bedpost.

“You’re not afraid of me.” Now that they were alone, she didn’t have to put
up a brave front for her little sister, and he could tell she was clearly terrified.

She hesitated for a moment. He could almost see her mulling over whether or
not to tell the truth. Slowly, she shook her head.

“Why not?” He took a step closer.

Her head drew back and she looked way, way up at him until she had to take
two steps backward.

After a big gulp, she confided, “Cause you’re in trouble. Shelby’s a squealer.
She’s a tellin’ Megan you said a soap word. Then, you’ll get it.”

He laughed, which seemed to confuse the little girl. Apparently, punishment
for uttering a “soap word” was severe enough that even he should be shaking in
his moccasins. “What of your misdeed?”

She stared at him in wide-eyed wonder.

“You were told to stay out of this room.” He gathered at least that much from
the girls’ effort to keep their shaky introduction private.

Her eyes narrowed in defiance.

“It’s my home, and you can’t tell me what to do,” she shouted.

In a stern tone meant to intimidate, not frighten the child, he ordered, “Leave,
now.”

She glanced at her father. Reed’s eyes flickered. “No,” she shouted defiantly.

“Get out of here before | pick you up by your pigtails and toss you out the
window,” he said with a bit more emphasis. To prove his point, he took a step
closer and reached for her ponytail.

He chuckled as Emma ran out of the house, screaming for Megan. Flicking his
wrist, he closed the door. This time he locked it. He resumed his seat and took
Reed’s hand. Despite his father’s eyes being closed, Devin began where he left
off last night, recounting the less gruesome and noteworthy misadventures in the
wilderness.
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* Xk Kk %

“l told you girls, best stay out of his way while he’s here. Calm down,
Emma.” Megan brushed wayward strands of hair off the quivering child’s
forehead in an attempt to settle her nerves. She understood all too well just what
effect the virile bushwhacker had on the female psyche. What she didn’t know
was how it seemed to transcend through the generations.

“You gonna make him eat soap, Megan?” Shelby yanked on her skirt, looking
up at her eagerly, eyes full of expectation.

The sound of hooves turned them around. Caleb was trotting around the bend.

Megan dropped to her knees, gathering the girls in her embrace. “Now girls,
we aren’t supposed to breathe a word of this to Caleb. Remember what | told you
earlier?”

The girls nodded in unison, acknowledging their brother’s visit was to remain
a secret, even after he left. Megan promised that if neither girl spoke a word to
anyone, in one month, each would receive a half-pound of rock candy. As they
licked their lips and their eyes took on a greedy quality, she was sure they would
keep their word.

With a nervous glance toward the front door, Megan stood and shook the dust
from her skirt. She brushed a few wayward strands of hair behind her ear, and
prayed silently for a quick departure.

Her praying was disturbed midway when Shelby yanked harder on her skirt.
“But Megan, he said a soap word.”

She managed a nervous smile. “Not to worry, Shelby. He doesn’t know the
house rules. I’ll speak to him. Okay?”

“Okay!” She nodded happily, as if satisfied at least he was going to get a good
talking to, and not she or Emma for a change.

Both girls ran up to meet Caleb as he dismounted. He hugged and kissed them
both as they squealed with delight, the blatant display of affection conveying
equally.

“Good morning, Caleb. If you don’t mind, the girls need to get to school early
this morning.”
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With Shelby propped in one arm and holding Emma by the hand with the
other, he sauntered to the garden. Megan knelt down and began to yank swiftly at
the weeds, desperate to appear occupied.

“No time for coffee this morning?” His tone was casual, yet the suggestive
undertone was clear, reminding her of last night’s conversation as he gave her a
quick wink.

“Afraid not. The girls are ready. Right, girls?” The hint was apparent, and she
dreaded what would happen when he returned shortly, expecting if not coffee,
then a whole lot more.

In unison, they both nodded and replied with a quick and unusually polite,
“Yes, Uncle Caleb.”

“Very well, if higher learning is their pursuit, who am | to dawdle?”

He placed Shelby in the front of the saddle first, then lifted Emma up and sat
her directly behind her sister before remounting. The girls were small enough to
easily fit in front of him.

With a lusty gleam in his eye, stirring a part of Megan that had no business
being stirred, he tipped the brim of his hat, turned his reins, and off they went.

Breathing a sigh of relief, she relaxed the tight-fisted grip on her skirt she
hadn’t even realized she held.

* k% * %

The distinct sound of a rider garnered his attention. Devin watched the
friendly interaction between his father’s wife, his father’s children, and another
man from the kitchen window. Not just any man, one he deemed too handsome
for his own good. He was the same fellow that dashed out of the house last night
and threw his arms around Megan when she rode up.

A bile bitter taste rose in his mouth as his lips tensed with scorn.

Blond hair and blue eyes were wasted on men, better served on a woman for
when a man looked into her sultry eyes while he fucked her. Pretty Boy was too
much of a dandy, clean and proper, dressed in an Eastern-style suit complete with
vest and tie. He was out of place in the untamed frontier. Same as an Indian in a
loincloth would be in the big city. This was where manhood was based on how
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tough a man was, how fast he could draw, and how much whiskey he could drink.
From the looks of it, one shot of rot would do Pretty Boy in.

Once again, proof God didn’t exist—worthless good looks on an even more
worthless man.

Just then, Megan walked through the front door and paused in her tracks when
she noticed he was leaning against the kitchen counter. His deceptive, mellow
stance didn’t quite fit the bitter reproach he felt.

“l...” From the way she stammered, Devin figured she knew he’d at least
witnessed the other man’s departure. “Would you like breakfast?”” She reached for
the egg basket on the table. “How do you take your eggs?”

“I’m not hungry.”

He couldn’t remember exactly when he’d eaten his last good meal. Aside
from what he scrounged during his trek to Tejas, it was probably two weeks ago.
Awakening to find little girls staring him down, his father’s condition no better,
and now, Pretty Boy eyeing his father’s wife rendered all thoughts of food
pointless. The bitterness still lingered on his tongue and wrenched his innards.

“Coffee? | can make a fresh pot.” She hurried to the pot sitting on the stove.
“Won’t take but a minute.”

“Maybe later. I’'m going for a ride.” He took two steps past her and stilled
when she shouted unexpectedly for him to wait.

A nervous energy had her rushing into Reed’s room. Puzzled, he watched her
kneel before a wooden chest sitting in the corner of the room.

It seemed she located what she was searching for, a sealed letter Reed wrote
before he fell ill. She briefly explained how he told her about it after his first
stroke and her promise to give it to Devin if he showed up. When she handed it to
him, she asked if he wanted her to read it. He looked at her coldly, stuffed it in his
pocket, and walked away.

On the way outside, he cursed her to hell and back and felt a twinge, a very
minor twinge, of remorse when he noted his horse, Deuce, had already been
supplied with oats and fresh water.

For half a sliver of a woman, she possessed unparalleled nerve and courage.
She’d assumed he was not only illiterate, but deaf and blind to not notice the other
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man and offer no explanation as to why the good doctor’s assistant behaved as
though he retained ownership of the family while Reed lay dying inside.

There was one sure thing he knew about women—the effect they had on a
man. That sinful look a man gets in his eye when all he wants to do is bend her
over, throw up her skirts, and burrow so deep into her snow-colored mounds that
no one would be able to find him until the first defrost of spring. Hell, it was
spring, and Pretty Boy definitely wanted to be buried.

And Devin was more than willing to make his wish come true. Bury him six
foot under, that is.

* Xk k%

Devin had been gone no less than thirty minutes by the time Caleb returned.
As usual, she heard him waltz into the Spawn home as though he lived there. He
smiled, charming as ever, as Megan exited Reed’s room, holding a plate with a
half-empty bowl of vegetable broth.

“How about that cup of coffee?” he asked, tossing his brown Stetson over his
shoulder. It latched onto a peg of the hat rack near the door. He settled into an
armless chair at the table and his gaze trailed over her boldly, appreciatively.

Megan felt the simmer of sexual awareness deep in her womb. The sheer
potency of his maleness stroked the long-forgotten fire Devin awakened. She was
shocked how readily her body now stirred with sensuality, when only this time
yesterday, the presence of strikingly good-looking Caleb purely warmed her heart.

She cleared her throat and stepped over to the sink. Her face flushed with
embarrassment. She felt the heat coursing through her veins at the unmistakable
attraction.

“Caleb, there is nothing better 1I’d like to do all day than sit around with you
drinking coffee. But Reed needs his morning bath,” she replied calmly.

“Let’s skip the coffee and go straight to what we both long for,” he suggested.
His voice was low, filled with wicked intent as he made his way to the small
kitchen.
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Stunned by his boldness, she swirled around. A shiver of alarm raced through
her. Her gaze darted toward Reed’s bedroom door, as if expecting him to barge
out and defend her honor in light of the other man’s crude remark.

With that same boyishly wicked grin she had seen numerous times in the past,
he was there, trapping her between his arms against the sink. A familiar lust shone
in his eyes as he peered down at her, only inches from her upturned face.

“It’s been too long, Megan,” he said softly. “I’ve been a very patient man. I’ve
not laid a hand on you since...”

His voice trailed off. She gasped when he lifted her tiny frame effortlessly,
sitting her on the edge of the counter.

She felt the arousal emanating from the only true love of her life. Try as she
might, she could not ignore the answering sensations surging through her
quivering body. The need in his beautiful blue eyes weakened her resolve, her
strength to resist the carnal temptation of her heathen flesh.

“Please, Meg,” he pleaded. His warm lips brushed over her cheek and along
the delicate curve of her throat, making her moan softly. He stood between her
legs, pressing his upper body into hers. One hand cupped her buttocks, grinding
the thickness of his arousal into her pussy lips, the heat penetrating the layers of
fabric and sending a jolt of sinuous vibration coursing through her veins. His
other hand traveled beneath the layers, searing her skin. Through her stockings,
she felt the heat of his fingers running over her calves and inching upwards.

His gaze darkened with lust. His hands smoothed up her bare thighs. “You’re
not wearing pantalets.”

“Caleb,” she breathed with arousal, but in her mind, she begged him to stop.
For more reasons than one, this was wrong. Yet her body arched into his. She felt
his hand touch the skin of her upper thigh, and she parted her legs even wider,
allowing him full access.

“Oh, yes.” He groaned roughly into the base of her neck, kissing and licking
the skin. His cock throbbed against her sensitive tissue. She gasped when his
fingers fondled the silken curls over her mound. “Oh, God, how I’ve missed you,”
he struggled to speak, his fingers lowering to the slick crack. Her thick, creamy
essence coated his fingers, which teased the outer folds of her pussy.
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She whimpered, fighting the urge to push against his hand. She lost. Her
aching pussy, drenched with anticipation, wanted him there. Her hips shifted
upward, sliding his fingers along the swollen folds, closer to the waiting entrance.

Something that sounded like rough words or a primitive groan escaped his
throat. He buried his head against her neck and suckled on the responsive tendons.
Excitement flared inside her. He recalled that always made her nipples pucker.
Her breasts ached for his mouth. She grew dazed when he parted the female folds,
and a thumb circled her engorged clit. Megan arched, moaning and thrusting
against his hand. Her juices coated his fingers even more, and her cunt throbbed at
his intimate touch. She felt him trace the outline of her channel, probing,
preparing for entry.

His breath was hot against the sensitized skin on her neck. Wildly wicked
sensations ripped through her body, pulsating from her wet channel to her swollen
breasts and hard nipples that ached for his touch. Megan gasped at the wondrous
melting sensation of his finger nudging her entrance. He teased and tempted her
beyond reason, a trace inside sanity.

That was all she needed.

One last flicker of sensibility reminded her she loved Caleb too much to put
him in danger. Despite how it would hurt and disappoint him, not to mention
confuse him. She had to put a stop to what was happening. The madness.

“No,” she shouted with a strangled breath, easily pushing him away in stunned
bewilderment. She hopped off the counter quickly and hurried across the room on
wobbly legs. She stood on the other side of the table, trembling, desperate to put
as much distance between them as the room afforded. “No, Caleb, we can’t.”

“Megan,” he pleaded, sounding both shocked and confused, the fiery arousal
still burning bright in his eyes. “Why the hell not? It’s not like it’s the first time |
ever touched you.”

The hurt clouded her gaze. This was Caleb—sweet, gentle Caleb asking her to
do the unthinkable.

“I’m married. Don’t you understand?” she cried out.

“In name only.” The exasperation showed clearly on his face, frustration
heating his voice.

“As long as Reed’s alive, | won’t be unfaithful.”
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“Meg, please, I’m begging you. The man’s been holding on for months. Look
at me.” He gestured at the huge bulge tenting his finely tailored trousers. “I don’t
know how much longer I can wait.”

This was quite different from the last time she saw Caleb naked. Her eyes
gaped downward at the impressive sight. The memory of Devin’s enormous cock
pointing straight at her in the darkness, tempting her, calling to her and promising
her unimaginable pleasure, flooded her mind. The tip of her pink tongue licked
her lips; every nerve ending in her body trembled with awareness, raged with
unmet need.

“l know you want to. | can see it in your eyes.” He started to move across the
room.

“Stop, Caleb, please.” She held out a staying hand, her breathing erratic to the
point that she sounded they way she felt—weak. “It doesn’t matter what | want.
As long as my husband lives, I’ll not bed another man.”

Dear God, she surmised what she and Devin did out in the woods wasn’t
technically considered adultery if he failed to enter her completely. The thought
made her pulse race and her wanton vagina moisten and throb in response. Oh,
sweet mercy, she was going to burn in hell for her sinful ways.

“Lest you forget the pleasure we can give one another without fornication.”

“Caleb!” The memories came flooding back. She burned with mortification.

“Very well, Megan, I’ll wait for you as long as | have to. Thinking of you,
dreaming of you, being near you will have to do for now.”

She felt tears pushing behind her eyes. He looked crestfallen. A gentleman,
though, he kept his distance.

For that, she was grateful.

“I think its best if you leave now,” she gently suggested, not knowing how
much more of a strain on her emotions she could handle.

With a glance over his shoulder, he retrieved his hat. The look upon his
crestfallen face reminded her of a scolded puppy retreating with his tail between
his legs. Poor, Caleb. It was for his own good that she turned him away. His very
life depended on it. He returned the Stetson to the coveted position atop his finely
molded head with its crop of blond waves, and turned to face her.

“I love you, Megan Adams.” He pronounced each word slowly, deliberately.
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Use of her maiden name was a vivid, intimate revival of when they explored
an innocent, young love within each other’s arms.

Her heart sank.

“You’ll always be the only woman for me.”

Without waiting for a reply, he walked out the door.

She wanted to die.
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Chapter 5

Deuce ambled along aimlessly while his master found he exhibited some
semblance of a conscience after all. In the middle of the vast countryside, the air
was clean, crisp and timeless and called to mind all-too-familiar memories better
left buried.

What had he accomplished by returning? This place, this land, was never his
home. He didn’t belong here. Reed couldn’t even speak, though his fading gray
eyes were filled with sincerity, almost a pleading.

He gritted his teeth, realizing there was no chance of redemption, of
understanding why he was brought into this world, to be given away the same
day.

The anger and resentment was so profound, it squeezed his chest and swelled
the nerves along his temples and neck.

Devin recalled the ten years he’d lived with his two spinster aunts. They tried
their best to turn him into a respectable lad of good breeding. They’d hired the
best nannies which he’d always managed to frighten away with his unsavory
antics. Refused to wear the starched clothes they bought him in place of his worn
jeans and tattered shirts. They sent him to the fanciest schools, each of which
threw him out as easily as the mop water.

“Where did we go wrong?” he’d heard them ask when they thought he wasn’t
listening. Such was the reason he found himself on a locomotive headed west
after he nearly killed a boy two years his senior for pushing a girl to the ground at
the park. He didn’t know the girl or the boy. Something inside him clicked when
he saw her hit the dirt and then cry. He charged the boy, kept pounding the other
lad’s head into the ground until two men came running and pulled him off the
body, beaten into a bloody heap.
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Devin’s gaze drifted over the rolling grass gently swaying in the soft breeze as
he thought of what transpired afterward.

* k%

Nineteen years ago, on a clear day much like today, Devin watched the world
of vivid greens and browns whiz by the window, the chugging of the iron wheels
lulling him to sleep as the train headed to nowhere.

There was no trouble remembering the masked gunmen shouting their way
down the narrow passageway between the rows of seats, rousing him sharply
from his slumber. At first, he thought it exciting, the Wild West he heard so much
about come to life before his youthful eyes. Guns drawn, the train robbers
separated. Each took a coach. With a handkerchief concealing his nose and
mouth, the remaining gunman ordered the occupants to give up their belongings
or die.

It was the most thrilling experience of his young life. True to form, when
everyone was told to put their faces down, he ignored the command and watched
in amazement as the desperado collected wallets, watches, and jewelry. One
young lady didn’t want to hand over her newly acquired wedding ring so easily.
Disregarding her husband’s pleas, she’d foolishly sat on her hand in a futile
attempt to conceal the diamond on her finger. The tall, slender masked man
grabbed her by the wrist and dragged her down the aisle.

Devin took one look at her husband, ash white and near fainting, then the
poor lady crying hysterically, and something inside him clicked once more.

Without thought or concern for life or limb, Devin lunged over his seat. He
knocked into the gunmen, causing him to release his grip on both woman and gun.
The poor woman ran for cover, leaving Devin punching and kicking the outlaw.
As loud as his ten-year-old lungs would allow he warned the outlaw to leave the
woman alone.

Each time the train robber tried to stand, Devin knocked him down. The
outlaw scrambled for the gun that had fallen beneath a seat. With no holds
barred, he kicked Devin hard into the aisle. Standing, he slipped the hammer on
his Colt and took aim. Devin rose, ready to pounce again.
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“Stretch,”” a booming voice rang out, filling the compartment with a tense
silence. Riveted, all eyes turned toward the opposite the end of the cabin. A large
hand reached down and lifted Devin by the collar.

Devin turned mid-air and looked up at his future.

John Laredo was an older, formidable force. Not one to reckon with. A scar
graced his left cheek from ear to mouth. He had black eyes that warned a man to
stay away, scraggly gray hair, and weathered skin that spoke of years of a life of
crime and living to tell about it. There was no fear in the mountain man. He went
without a mask and walked like he owned the place.

OI’ John found what he always wanted that day—the son he never had. A boy
with enough guts and fury to rival his own, to carry on death and destruction with
a vengeance. “From the looks of it,” OI’ John boasted, ““the kid still has lots of
growing up to do.” Oversized and strong, Devin’s body hadn’t caught up to the
rest of him. The leader of the infamous Laredo Gang couldn’t have been happier
with his spoils.

Tied up and thrown over an extra horse, he left that day with the gang that
soon became his family, and he’d never lived a civilized life again.

* k%

Devin swung his leg over Deuce and eased out of the saddle. He allowed the
horse to ramble at will underneath the shade of a large oak tree, nibbling the lush
carpet of grass. Devin stretched out nearby, propping his head on his hat in the
knee-deep grass. He gazed up at the puffy white clouds drifting in the pale blue
sky, the memory of the sole time he spoke to Reed stirred an unknown emotion—
regret.

On a whim, Devin rode through Tejas close to eight years ago. He’d had no
intent to stop until he noticed the boy about the age of five or six running in the
yard. Something he didn’t care to identify tugged at him as he recalled seeing his
father in person for the first time, recognizing him from the pictures his aunties
kept around the house. Reed was a tall, well-built man who looked like he could
hold his own. A faint smile tilted Devin’s lips at the fond recollection.
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He’d never forget the look on his father’s face when he introduced himself,
nor the look when he rode out less than an hour later. Twenty-one at the time, he
wasn’t about to start taking advice from a man he didn’t even know, who’d
discarded him like an old boot, then tried to tell him to change his lawless ways.
Find a good woman and settle down, Reed had the nerve to tell him. There wasn’t
a man alive who’d dare tell Devin Spawn how to handle his business without
risking his life, and Reed wanted to interfere, convert his ways.

Galled by the memory, Devin muttered an obscenity. For some odd reason, he
remembered the little curly-haired girl ranting something about a soap word. That,
in turn, brought to mind the letter Megan had given him. From inside his pocket,
he pulled out the letter. An aged, imprinted ‘S’ held the pages sealed. Breaking
the wax stamp, he glanced at the hard lines and sharp angles of the script and
guessed Reed handwrote it. He sat up and leaned back against the rough bark of
the tree, then began to read the two-page letter.

By the time he finished, his brow furrowed in a deep scowl, every muscle
tensed, and his gut wrenched.

Devin bolted for Deuce and galloped like the wind toward the ranch.

* k*x k%

Megan’s stomach tightened as the front door pushed open with such a loud
bang, it sliced fiercely through the silence. Next she heard what she could only
assume were Devin’s heavy, purposeful footsteps headed her way. The man had
terrible timing. Reed’s bathwater was sure to get cold, all because his son was
heartless, bitter, and apparently riled up about something. Why did he even bother
to return at all?

Her fingers gripped the warm, wet washcloth in her hand. Riveted on the
doorway, she held her breath, waiting for his inevitable appearance.

Fury emanated from him in thick waves. He stepped aside from the doorway,
his presence daunting, intimidating and dangerous. Suddenly, she realized before
her was the real Devil’s Spawn. The overwhelming sense of power and
aggression he evoked left no trace of the silver-eyed, sensuous man with lush lips
by the river. Every rumor regarding the legendary force came to life in horrific
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detail. Eyes wild, dark, and blazing with rage turned her blood cold as she tried to
remain calm and show no fear in the face of evil.

He ordered her to leave. From the anger shading his voice, she did not intend
to object. Not knowing if his anger was directed at her, Reed, or some other
outside source, she wasn’t about to leave her husband lying naked—exposed and
completely vulnerable. With her back to him, she took her time covering Reed’s
frail body with a sheet, then a thick blanket, and finally prop his pillow.

With forced calm, she walked out of the room without so much as a glance his
way.

Once she crossed the threshold, he slammed the door shut. The gust of wind
lifted her skirt and cooled her ankles.

She hadn’t known him very long, but she knew anger when she saw it. Devin
was beyond angry. Best if she left him alone. She never imagined a person could
possess so much fury, and the intensity was frightening. It left her wondering
what trials and tribulations a young boy alone in the world had to endure to end
up a demon other men feared.

Outside on the porch, Megan inhaled the fresh spring air deeply into her
lungs. She lifted her face to the warmth of the sun and tied the sunbonnet she kept
near the front door. While the sun lightly kissed her skin, she had no desire to
resemble weather-beaten animal hide, so she diligently wore her bonnet. Circles
under her eyes, freckles on her nose, dimple cheeks—besides her dowdy clothes,
she didn’t need anything else adding to the homeliness into which she had been
born. She doubted anyone with more than one weak eye would even glance at a
short, plain, hazel-eyed, scrawny female with unruly spiral curls lost somewhere
between brown and blond, who looked more girlish than womanly. Certain the
fondness they developed long ago blinded Caleb. She was dubious whenever he
told her she was pretty, especially now that she lost what little shape she used to
have.

Perhaps for the very reason Devin wanted to kiss her the evening they met—
frontier women were scarce. Average two females per one hundred men meant
there were some desperate men seeking female companionship.

Jazelle’s Place would not be hurting for business any time soon.

For the second time today, she caught herself thinking of her appearance.
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Flippantly, she shrugged her shoulders and set off to work in the garden.
There were too many chores to let Devin Spawn upset her or brooding over her
homely looks to hinder supper from being on the table.

* Xk Kk %

“Why?” Devin grunted pacing the room. His chest rose with each ragged,
frustrated breath. “How dare you ask this of me? You send me away, and now,
you ask for the impossible. The most ludicrous.”

He stopped and glared at Reed, wrapped snuggly in the bed, motionless.

“Why, damn you? Why?”

He stepped closer to the bed and looked straight into Reed’s eyes.

“Do you not know who | am? What | have become and all that | have done?”

Reed’s silver eyes blinked wearily in response.

“Speak to me. Speak to me. Tell me why.”

The question went unanswered.

Devin waited, his own silver eyes imploring, begging for some type of
response.

Reed’s eyes fluttered, and then closed for the final time.

“Don’t do this to me,” he growled tightly with pent-up emotion. He grabbed
his father by the shoulders and shook him vigorously. As if by sheer force of will,
Devin could shake life back into the dead man. “Breathe, damn you. Breathe.”

Reed’s head flopped boneless until Devin realized it was useless. He let him
go. Once more, his father had deserted him.

This time, for good.

He didn’t know how long he sat on the edge of the bed, staring absently at the
lifeless body.

In deep thought, he remained stock-still until he heard the front door open and
the light steps of Megan cross the puncheon floor.

Devin took a deep breath and stood.

* Xk Kk %
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Megan decided it was best to act uninterested, ignore the brooding tyrant. She
went about her business, rinsing the fresh-picked vegetables in the kitchen sink.
She kept her back to him as he took a seat at the table.

“Got a moment?” He said blandly as she cast a brief glance his way. From
under the table, he kicked out the chair across from his, indicating for her to join
him.

“Not really,” she said, returning her full attention to the vegetables. “I have—

“Don’t wait for a written invite.” Devin’s tone elicited a prompt response.

With a sigh, she wiped her hands on the ragged-edged cheesecloth tied around
her waist in place of an apron. From across the room, she glared at him. She tried
in vain to swallow her indignation through tight lips. Failing, she replied saucily,
“Such a warm request. Only a fool spurns a skunk.”

From the corner of her eye, she could tell he wasn’t the least bit pleased by
her insolence by the way his eyes crinkled at the corners as though he was only
able to stomach looking at her in tiny increments.

To spite him she ignored the token chair and chose to sit in the armchair at the
head of the table. She clasped her hands tightly in her lap. After the first good
night’s sleep in eight months, she felt a renewed confidence this morning. She
considered herself strong enough to resist the sexual magnetism of such a
horrendous brute. As long as those silvery eyes didn’t gaze upon her dreamily,
and he remained callous, didn’t bathe, and left before nightfall, it would be easier
than tying a bobcat with a piece of string.

Satisfied and content with her fortitude, she smiled.

“Don’t go tryin’ to apple pie me.”

She blinked, and her polite smile faltered. Well, callousness was one less risk
factor she need worry about.

“Have you read it?” He tossed the crumpled letter on the table.

Megan took a deep breath. From the dark look he was giving her and the
seriousness of his tone, there would be no chance for dreamy eyes or whispered
endearments, she surmised a bit wistfully.
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In silence, she eyed the letter sitting in the middle of the table. She lifted her
chin and replied in the most haughty tone she could muster, “No, but | have an
idea.” And a thought: how about a bath?

The law favored men. Women were deemed mere possessions. Reed often
mentioned he wanted his son to inherit the ranch, as was customary. If it were
true, Devin Spawn could put her out in the street, with or without the girls. That
was the reason she told Shelby and Emma he was their half-brother. Though only
six and eight, respectively, and they had a right to know their future was in his
hands. As was hers, to a certain degree.

Megan could walk away, but not without Shelby and Emma.

“Reed was under the impression you need protecting.”

Her eyes narrowed, certain she heard him incorrectly.

“Surely you meant Emma and Shelby.”

“No, Mrs. Spawn. You.”

“Me?” she snapped, aghast by the absurdity.

“Yes. And he wants me to do the protecting.”

Clearly, this was even more absurd than the last statement. Was this the cause
of his foul mood? She took a steadying breath as her fingers covered her gaped
mouth. Befuddled, she didn’t know what to think or say.

“Don’t fret. | have no intent on following his request. Not now, not ever.”

Most unladylike, she slumped back in her chair—from relief, outrage, shock,
she didn’t know.

“I’m neither savior nor babysitter.”

Insulted, that’s what she was. Her blood boiled at the iciness of his tone. How
dare he demean her with flagrant, contemptuous rudeness? She didn’t ask him to
come. Now that he was here, she didn’t want him to stay. Moreover, she did not
need him to babysit her.

Her back straightened and her hands gripped the chair arms firmly. The
challenging move rearranged her loose-fitting blouse. “Perfect, since there is no
need for either one here. I’m a woman, Mr. Spawn, not an imbecile. I’m perfectly
capable of caring for myself.”

Scowling, Devin drew in a deep breath.
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She became aware his gaze focused on the neckline draped over one shoulder,
baring an immodest portion of her skin and the embroidered edge of her chemise.
Disheveled ringlets hung over her shoulders and down her back. A slight flush
heated her cheeks, yet she refused to cower. She fought the urge to tuck her hair
in place or adjust her clothes.

Megan seethed, but her stomach tightened with an odd sensation.

Was he just going to sit there and stare at her? Come to think of it. The way he
looked at her was below suspicious. As if, he remembered the feel of her body
beneath his. Her insides began to melt at the memory of his touch. His gaze
drifted lower. She felt her breasts swell, press uncomfortably against the green
blouse. Her nipples hardened underneath the thin layers. He seemed to undress
her layer by layer with his lascivious gaze. An arousing torrent of desire ran up
and down her body and settled near her lap.

For land’s sakes, if she didn’t say something soon, from the look in his face,
he’d have her stripped naked soon.

“Now that’s settled. What of Shelby and Emma?” she muttered, unable to
finish the rest of her thoughts regarding their future.

He settled back in his seat, bumping his hat off his forehead.

She blinked. There were those glorious, silvery spheres of temptation, staring
back at her intensely. A maelstrom of thoughts clouded her mind and enticed her
senses. The full force of his gaze could not be ignored, nor the surge of heat
touching parts of her that ached with need. Why did her traitorous body respond
so readily, as if she had no control? All he had to do was give her that look, and
her legs would fall open. Damn him! Why was he still here?

“Yours to do as you see fit.”

Finally, he spoke. She breathed a sigh of relief. In the event of Reed’s
untimely death, she’d keep the children. More importantly, Devin would move
on. A faint smile tugged at her lips. If he got up and left now, it wouldn’t be soon
enough. She didn’t know how much more of him she could handle.

“Nothing would please me more than to raise the girls as my own. When the
time comes, rest assured, I’ll do right by them. They’ll be loved and sheltered as
best as possible.” Megan noted his demeanor was aloof, despite her reassurance.
Had she imagined his interest in her? Wishful thinking on her part? Outlandish!
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Of course not. “All that | ask, Mr. Spawn, is to refrain from using a colorful
vocabulary and leave your firearms at the door while you are under this roof.”

His eyes narrowed ever so slightly. “You can cut out the bullshit formality,
Mrs. Spawn. You and | are ‘bout as intimate as two can get. And as for my
gunbelt, again, you should know | seldom take it off, no matter where |1 am or
what the fuck 1I’m doing.”

Deliberately using foul language, referencing last night—not once but twice,
and out and out refusing her polite request to leave his weapons at the door was
downright insulting and disrespectful. The man was a scoundrel. Worse than a
scoundrel, he was, he was...Oh hell, she couldn’t think of what was worse than a
scoundrel, but whatever it was, Devin Spawn was ten-fold. It just made her that
much more determined not to give him the benefit of a reaction.

“Well, Mr. Spawn,” she replied politely, “I seem to recall your word as a
gentleman. If the rules of this household are too stringent for you to follow, then |
suggest you continue your journey as promised.”

Dear Lord, the man was a murderous outlaw. The rules of polite society didn’t
apply. No one could handle him, let alone govern control. As long as they were to
exist under the same roof, she couldn’t ignore him. She couldn’t pretend he
wasn’t the most seductive, handsome, dangerous man to ever set foot of God’s
green earth or deny how she envisioned what he looked like without buckskins, or
how the heat of his touch melted her resistance, scorched her skin. How his lush
lips took her breath. His kisses sent a surge of steamy liquid down her thighs.

Nor could she forget her foolishness in thinking his finger was his penis, or
the pain when the actual thick, huge thing almost ripped her sensitive flesh in two.

Devin Spawn had to go. There wasn’t any question about it.

His steely gaze locked with hers in a match of wills. He appeared in perfect
control of his emotions. Made her feel the sexual attraction was purely one-sided,
which only irritated her further.

After a tense moment of silence, she felt triumphant when he looked away
first.

Rather impolite, she thought when he reached out and crumpled the letter. He
stuffed it inside the pocket of his jacket and drawled in his usual deep resonate
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tone, without the least bit of inflection, “My word is *bout good as the ink on this
here paper in an August downpour. I’ll leave when I damn well please.”

His eyes seemed to light up, amused, when she shot him a go-to-hell look. If
her nails were longer, she would claw his eyes out.

“You must be a simple-minded fool to take the word of a stranger while you
stand in front of him naked.”

Megan felt her face turn beet red first, and the rest of her body soon followed.
A knot of anger twisted her stomach. She clamped her hands in her lap to squelch
the desire to throw something at him, seeing how there wasn’t anything within
reach except a chair.

“If a fool is willing to do anything out of desperation to save the lives of two
innocent, young children, then yes, I am a fool. | would have done almost
anything you or any other blood-thirsty savage asked of me if it meant they
wouldn’t be harmed.”

The overwhelming temperature of her emotions brought her close to tears. She
needed to get away.

“If you’ll excuse me, I need to finish Reed’s bath,” she said contemptuously
as she pushed her chair under the table.

“Don’t bother. He’s dead.”

“Reed,” she barely whispered, glancing toward his bedroom door before her
legs gave out.

* Xk k%

Devin saw it coming. He’d be damned if he caught her. There was no way
he’d fulfill his father’s dying wish. He plain refused to do it. No matter how quick
on his feet he was or how many other females he saved from a fate much worse
during his lifetime.

Not her.

Not Megan Spawn.

Not Reed’s young, impetuous widow.

No matter how tantalizing a distraction, he wouldn’t touch her with his bow
and lance at a distance of five hundred yards.
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Slowly rising from his seat, he looked down at her limp body.

All he asked for was a kiss. What she offered went well beyond her
impassioned claim out of necessity to save the children. Lust, pure and
undeniable, drove her.

If she wanted nothing to do with him, going so far as tell him to leave, he’d be
damned if he picked her up off the floor. As far as he figured, that fell under the
protection category.

The hard, throbbing bulge in his buckskins was just going to have to find
another itch to scratch. He stepped over her on his way outside.

He’d seen plenty “go-to-hell” looks in his days, but none that quite matched
her intensity. He found it laughable and surprisingly refreshing.

Hell, he had a mind to stay put just to spite her. To break that facade of
composure until she was begging him to fuck her again, screaming as he shoved
every last inch of his cock into her tight little pussy. The harder, the better. Treat
her like every other whore he’d ever fucked. He’d make no allowances for his
dainty stepmother, so tiny she most likely fit in the palm of his hand.

As he rode into town, he decided to stay long enough to give Reed a proper
burial: a preacher man, a pine box, and perhaps a flower or two. Lay him to rest
next to Devin’s mother on the hill behind the house. He figured another day at the
most. That should rattle the young widow’s bones once she picked herself off the
floor.
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Chapter 6

With detailed instructions on how to care for his prized possession, Devin left
Deuce at the livery. He sought the undertaker and arranged for Reed’s funeral.
Immediately, Devin sent the thin, balding man out to the ranch to retrieve the
body before his sisters returned from school.

When informed the customary waiting period for burial was three days, he
was not too chipper about the delay. He offered to pay extra to speed things up,
which the stubborn old man refused. He had only two choices, to shoot the
bastard and bury Reed himself, or to stick around and ensure his father received a
proper sendoff. Unfortunately, his choice meant sticking around longer than
expected. Damn.

Given directions from the man at the livery, he crossed the dusty roads and
made his way to the bathhouse for a hot bath, close shave, and clean clothes. With
only a few hours sleep last night and wearing the same filthy garments the past
two weeks in the saddle, he was not only hungry and tuckered out, but disgusted
with his own reeking filth.

An hour later, he stood in the bathhouse corridor, feeling like a new man. He
tossed his saddlebags over his shoulder, rifle in hand. Disregarding the bath
attendees’ hospitable suggestions where to go for a hearty meal, he headed
straight for the saloon to find some grub.

Not in the mood for mingling with civilized folks, he seldom interacted with
decent, law-abiding citizens, unless one considered crossing them in his line of
work “interaction.”

Dressed in black britches, charcoal gray shirt, gray cowboy hat, and black
snake-skinned boots, he turned the heads of the females, young and old along the
boardwalk. Mexican, Indian, and white, it did not matter. He was accustomed to
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eliciting interest from both men and women—for completely different reasons, of
course.

Something about the way he walked, his bearing, cleared the boardwalk. It
stirred a frenzied buzz among the men. Though no one would guess his identity,
he had the mark plain as day as to what he was.

Devin tried to be inconspicuous. He’d left his bow and lance back at the
ranch. He was the only gunslinger in the west known to be equally skilled in
Indian weaponry, double six-shooters, and Bowie knifes.

By nature, he ignored women who didn’t look like they’d ruffle their skirts,
even if the price was right. From the corner of his eye, he sized up the men. Most
looked like they didn’t know which way a bullet exited a gun, and therefore, he
deemed them tenderfoot. If anyone had the misfortune to recognize him then it
was time for target practice.

What was wrong with this town? There wasn’t a formidable foe in the whole
damn place. With only one main street, several blocks long, it was too small for
someone like him to get lost. He could get into a whole heck of a lot of trouble if
not careful.

Devin wandered over to the Silver Nugget saloon and pushed open the
batwings. He stepped to one side, and put his back to the wall. An unconscious
move out of years of ingrained behavior since one never knew where enemies
lurked.

At this time of day, there were a dozen locals spread at the tables and a few
lined up at the bar. Most turned and looked over the new arrival to see if they
recognized him. Once they made up their mind, the majority returned to their
drinks, card game, or bar girls. He shot a warning glance at the few remaining
gawkers. They quickly followed suit, going about their business.

Noise blared in the smoke-filled saloon as the piano player battered the
timeworn keys on a rickety piano in the corner of a small stage, making what only
the player could deem music. Devin cringed as the sound pierced his eardrums.
He made up his mind right then-and-there to find the farthest table, or else, put
everyone out of their misery and shoot the hell-raiser. The piano player was sure
to raise the dead. With Reed freshly departed, Devin wanted no chances at seeing
his father walk any time soon.
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He ambled up to the end of the bar and rested one foot on the leg rail. With an
elbow on freshly polished mahogany, he motioned to the barkeep with a single
nod.

“What’s your interest?” the barkeep asked, making his way down the long bar.

“That’s after | eat.”

The bartender grinned. “Until then, what you drinking?”

“Whiskey, and no watered-down shit.”

The barkeep’s face crinkled as though insulted. Without a word, he placed the
frothy glass in front of Devin.

Devin slipped him a coin, which he picked up as soon as it hit wood.

“How much?”

“For what?” the barkeep asked curiously.

Devin tilted his head in the direction of the piano player. “For him to shut the
fuck up.”

“Mister, if you don’t like the music, just say so.”

“Just did.” He took a long swig.

The barkeep called out to the musician, told him to take a break.

The piano man closed shop so fast, Devin figured he didn’t like listening to
himself, either. The barkeep’s brow knit in a tight row as he studied Devin’s
clean-shaven face.

“Ya look familiar. Do | know you?”

Devin restrained the urge to laugh as the man struggled to place him. On his
way to the bathhouse, he’d taken note of the post office, bank, and jail. Habit.
Eyes like a hawk, he spotted his missive hanging outside the post office from
across the street. He already knew what it said. The same wanted poster was in his
pocket neatly folded.

Ten thousand dollars in gold for Devin Spawn-alive.

He hated the drawing. It didn’t do him justice. The ears were too big and eyes
were wrong. Too close together. He looked dirty and unshaven. At least they
accurately listed his wrongdoings.

“No.”

“Been in town ‘fore?”

“No.”
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“Ya look awfully familiar. Like I’ve seen ya somewheres ‘fore.” The barkeep
grimaced, slowly shaking his head in deep contemplation.

As usual, his hat sat low on his forehead, shading the silver eyes known to
make lesser men wince. There was little chance of Devin being recognized.
Unless he took off his hat, and he only did that while in the intimate company of
women.

“Take a seat yonder.” The barkeep gestured to a few empty tables in the far-
off corner, where a lone diner was finishing his meal. Devin offered few words,
making it difficult to place him. With a steely gaze, he watched as the burly man
scratched his head, scowling as he wracked his brain. “I’ll send someone to take
yer order.”

“Keep ‘em coming.” Devin raised his glass, indicating he didn’t want an
empty glass, and started to walk away.

“Mister,” the barkeep called, and Devin cautiously turned with one thought on
his mind. The grip on his rifle changed slightly. Bartenders usually kept a shotgun
behind the bar. If the man finally recognized him, he wouldn’t have to worry
about serving drinks where he was going.

“After, go through that door ov’r yonder.” He pointed to an unmarked door in
the center of the back wall and grinned. “The ladies will tend to whatever interests
you got.”

Devin offered a slight nod of thanks.

No sooner had Devin settled into a small round table a few down from the
other diner, his back to the wall, when he was greeted by an old woman. She had
brown, leathery skin, dried from the sun and wrinkled to a crisp. Her silver hair
was tied in a severe bun on top of her head, yet her yellow smile, or what was left
of it, was genuinely friendly.

“Howdy mister. What can | get for you this fine afternoon?”

“Anything edible. I’'m hungry, not picky.”

She chuckled. “Man with a hearty appetite deserves someum’ special. Got
some mighty nice steaks in couple of hours ‘go.”

“Good. Along with whatever else you have.”

“What’ll it be? Green beans, mashed taters with gravy, beans, corn, carrots,
biscuits, or cornbread?”



86 Samantha Cruise

“Everything.”

Her dark blue eyes roamed over him boldly. With legs too long to fit under the
table and shoulders broad as the tabletop was wide, he was used to being gawked
at like some kind of circus act. If only he earned a nickel every time. Her
appraisal lit up her eyes and put a mischievous grin on her face.

“Reckon ya got’s a place to tote it all.”

“You bring it. I’ll eat it.”

Her smile broadened.

“Coming right up, mister,” she said, hurrying off to the kitchen with vigor in
her step.

In his element, his gaze wandered the room. None of the drinkers posed a
threat. From what he could tell, they were cowboys and drifters, most wearing a
gun for show, from the looks of it. When Devin glanced to his right, the bartender
was still studying his profile.

Abruptly, the man realized he chose the wrong stranger to infringe upon his
privacy by the facial indication Devin gave him. The bartender went back to
wiping the used glasses with his soiled apron, setting them among the unused
ones.

Devin finished off his glass in two swallows.

Before the empty glass hit the table, a sweet-smelling barmaid strolled up to
Devin’s side with drink in hand. Her heavy bosom flounced with each
exaggerated movement of her hips. She took a seat without an invite.

He greeted her with a cold, hard gaze, a warning her presence was
unappreciated. She slid the mug across the table. Despite the twinge of fear
glinting in her green eyes, she remained. His first thought was she must really be
hard up for money. That or she figured he was the only one in the room who
looked like he knew how to hit that female spot just right.

She leaned over the table, somehow managed to squeeze her arms together,
pressing the plump swells of her breasts until they spilled over the tight confines
of her bodice and the tops of her brown areolas appeared.

It was definitely the latter, which didn’t surprise him none. Men that knew
how to ease a woman’s needs had a certain air about them. He saw the excitement
flare inside her at the prospect of well-charted territory.
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Scarlet red lips curled into a smile, and he felt the coldness in his expression
slowly drift away. His cock barely stirred as her nipples strained against the satin
dress she wore. She was too easy, too perfumed, too whorish, if that was even
possible.

“Looking for company?” She batted the dark lashes framing her heavily
made-up eyes in a manner meant to seduce him, implying she would be up for
anything. He played out this scene dozens, if not hundreds of times, in joints
notches above this two-bit, flea-ridden hellhole.

“Later,” he curtly answered, surprised her blatant offer didn’t tempt him as it
should have.

“I’m here now, big guy.” She practically cooed so provocatively, he wanted to
ram his cock down her throat just to see how accommodating she could be.

Instead, he replied evenly, “After | eat.” He put the emphasis on “after.”
Bathed, a good meal in his belly, and a few drinks, the Cannon wouldn’t fail him.
Not again. Not like it did last night with... Shit! He was thinking about her again.

“Might be tied up later.” She batted her eyelashes, reached across the table,
and slipped a deft finger under the cuff of his sleeve. He felt her sharply
manicured nails rake over the fine hairs on his forearm.

A single brow rose, and a smile tilted his lips. He wondered what she’d do if
she really found herself tied up later. His slight smile disappeared when he
remembered he left his rope on his saddle back at the livery. Damn.

From years of practice, he could tie a woman to a bed with a single rope in a
matter of seconds. It used to be a sport whenever his gang rode into a town where
there weren’t enough women to go round. Lined up, his men would time him.
They’d hoot and holler as Devin went from room to room. The women were of
disreputable virtue, paid well for the special bonus, which added to the already
overly excited ruffians. Even in the fanciest parlor houses, so-called gentlemen
forgot their manners behind closed doors. Whores in run-down cribs fared no
better. However, he never allowed his men to inflict violence, rape, or poke
without paying. Everything else was free bidding.

From the saddlebag draped across his thigh, he retrieved a gold coin, and
placed it on the table.
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Her interest seemed to perk up as she reached for the coin. His palm was there
before she could grab it. Disappointment shone in her eyes as she stared at him.

“| said, later.”

She casually shrugged her shoulders, red waves falling over her bosom. “Suit
yourself, sweetheart. The name’s Hattie. I’ll be waiting for you upstairs.”

Hattie rose from the table, and walked away in the manner in which she
arrived.

Devin watched the swing of her robust hips until they disappeared behind the
closed doorway. No real beauty, but she’d do. Nice and plump, like he preferred.
Her breasts were big enough to warm his cock while she sucked on the head. He’d
ride those hips hard until she was saddle sore. Then, he’d flip her over and lose
himself in the taboo entrance between those fleshy mounds.

Out of view, the faint interest easily dissipated. He was able to return his full
attention to the room.

His decision to stay out of Tejas while his father was alive worked in his
favor. No one knew him. With anonymity, he had free reign to come and go as he
pleased.

Except now that Reed was gone, there was no reason to stay or keep out of
trouble. Yet the more he thought about it, the deeper a scowl creased his brow.
There were two reasons, perhaps three. He lifted his glass to his mouth then
downed the entire contents in one long swig.

Damn if she wasn’t sneaking in on his thoughts again. The memory of his
father’s lifeless body continued to taunt him. Big hazel eyes glazed over at the
mere mention of Reed’s death. Her dainty body sprawled on the floor as he
walked past. Did she love him? It was common for girls as young as fifteen and
sixteen to marry. How old was she when they married? Was their marriage real?
Were they man and wife in every way? Was that little curly-top girl their love
child?

Lost in thought, he didn’t even notice when the barkeep came over with a
refill.

Devin was certain the older girl belonged to his second wife. The woman had
been carrying a babe about a few weeks old on his first and only visit years ago.
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Their oldest child, Reed’s second son, must have died some time ago. Probably
the same time his second wife did. Who knows?

It didn’t matter.

Nothing mattered anymore.

As soon as the funeral was over, he was running himself out of town with no
intention of ever looking back.

Dear Mother could take up with Pretty Boy for all Devin cared. Torment him.
Let him believe he was going to get the fucking of his life, just to have her
squeeze them slick, taut muscles, force him to spill before the head of his cock
made it past the tiny slit.

Bloody-hell'! He groaned, envisioning her dainty, warm body splayed
wantonly for Pretty Boy. The thought riled his blood. Devin shook his head.
Certainly, he didn’t care if that dandy plunged into the tightest, hottest pussy to
grip a man’s cock.

Devin’s head rolled backward. He closed his eyes, lingering on the vision of
Megan’s dainty form, posed seductively on a bed of grass. Her chemise bunched
below her underarms while he worked a finger inside her moist heat. Wet and
ready for him. He felt the lasting heat of her small hand inside his buckskins,
stroking and tempting his aching cock until he was ready to explode. He could
still feel her slender legs cradling him as he inched his way into the tightest cunt
ever. Not even virgins he deflowered as a well-endowed teenager were that tight.

His hips lifted slightly from his seat, whilst he imagined thrusting inside her,
impaling all twelve inches in one hard thrust. He needed to hear her scream in
pleasure, have her hips rising to meet his, feel her climax milking him until he
filled her body with his seed.

A distinct aroma forced his eyes open as the cook put three plates in front of
him. One plate was filled a thick, juicy steak, one overflowed with all the fixin’s,
and the last was piled with cornbread and biscuits.

He inhaled sharply and read the appraisal in the old woman’s gaze.

“Musta been some dream. There’s willin” women over yonder can make it
reality.” She flashed her gap-toothed grin, pointing toward the famed center door.

He was amazed the old woman still held a knack for spotting lust in a man’s
eye.
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“Right now, sugar, you’re all the woman | need,” he offered truthfully, not
knowing if he was hungrier or hornier. Either way, he was in the right place to
satisfy both needs.

After handing over the utensils wrapped in a napkin, she brashly replied,
“Iffin 1 was forty years sprier an’ my bosom were up here.” She cupped her
breasts and lifted the sagging flesh high on her chest. “I might believe ya and give
ya a wild, woolly ride.”

Devin shook his head and laughed. “I’m afraid if you were a mite younger and
your breasts were sitting up high, you’d be more woman than this ol’ boy could
crawl into.” He leaned over and swatted her ass playfully.

“Sunny, | doubt there’s a woman alive you couldn’t handle. You enjoy. I’ll be
back to check on ya.”

“Ma’am, if you made it, I’ll enjoy it.”

Laughing, she made her way back to the kitchen.

Devin wasted no time cleaning off all three plates and emptying three more
glasses of whiskey. He expected the food to be a notch above trail grub. It was
surprisingly good.

* k*x k%

Once he settled his account with the barkeep, he learned the old woman’s
name was Ida Boyd. Mrs. Boyd looked about ready to fall over when he walked
into the kitchen and handed her a tip bigger than she made in a year.

With no desire to hear the extent of her graciousness, he excused himself and
made a hasty retreat toward the unmarked door.

The makeshift hallway that connected the two abutting buildings was long. It
gave a fellow plenty of time to think. A robust, scantily clad brown-haired woman
who showed her years of experience despite the heavy makeup caked on her face
greeted him on the other end.

The one thing he hated about whores was their makeup. It never failed to
smear as they worked up a sweat. Even worse, it rubbed off on him. Why couldn’t
a woman be self-assured enough walk around bare-faced? Some men preferred a
natural appearance, as though she just stepped out of the river.
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“Hello, cowboy,” the mature woman said in a baritone voice that sounded
strangely seductive for a woman. Then again, maybe it was that thinking he did in
the long corridor that had him questioning why he was here in the first place.
“May | be of service?”

Brazenly, her eager gaze trailed up and down his length. He was well aware
when it stopped at his groin. Even without an erection, he knew she was getting
an eyeful by the way her eyes glimmered with lusty satisfaction.

“You’re a big one,” she gasped, smiling wickedly.

“Where’s Hattie?” If a big old woman started to sound sexy to him, then it had
been entirely too long since he rammed his cock into the heated depths of
womanly flesh. He needed to fuck something, anything before he went plum loco.

“Whom shall I say is calling?”

“A man starved for pussy.”

At his unabashed response, the woman didn’t even blink. She named her price
and he paid. With an overt sigh of regret, she gestured toward the staircase.
“Hunger no more. Room twenty-one is down the hall to your left.”

He started up the stairs as she offered, “Name’s Madame Jazelle. | own this
here establishment. Let me know if | may assist with any unmet needs.”

With a tip of his hat, he climbed the steps three at a time.

* k% * %

Hattie was, indeed, waiting for him, sprawled on her back on a comfy bed.
There wasn’t much else to the room besides a small table, chair, and trunk where
each girl usually kept all the belongings she owned in the world, including
clothes. From what he could tell even before she threw back the flimsy covering,
she was naked under the satin bed sheet.

Devin wasn’t one for wasting time or making small talk. A swift kick and the
door behind him shut. He didn’t bother to take off his hat, gun belt, or anything
else, for that matter.

Hattie was pushed back into the mattress with her legs spread wide, three
fingers in her dripping pussy. The rosy tips of her heavy breasts received much-
needed attention as he took turns cupping each breast and sucking the stiff peaks.
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He sucked on one breast and pinched the hard knot on the other between his
fingers. Her eyes closed. She arched against him, gasping with delight while his
thumb mimicked the motion on her clit.

Her hips gyrated on the bed as he admired the bountiful view in his grasp. Big
breasts were always a temptation too good to pass. Hattie’s were full and firm
with plump nipples. Then why had their taste not made his mouth salivate or
hunger for more?

The blasted situation irritated him. He wasn’t here to please her—at least, not
until he was assured she was able to reciprocate, give as well as take, that was for
damn sure.

Unmoved by the ease his hands alone could cause a pleasurable response,
afford a prostitute the luxury of forgetting her one and only objective: his
gratification. Devin released her abruptly to her unabashed disappointment,
moving to the edge of the bed. He directed her to his groin with a nod of his head
and demanded curtly, “Take it out.”

With a heavy sigh, she followed orders. He leaned back and spread his thighs
to allow her plenty of room. She knelt between them. Without hesitation, her
manicured hands went to the buckle on his holster. His hand closed over hers.

“Not yet,” he rasped, the primitive urge resonating in his ears. The surge of
his blood rushed downward. Clearly indicating his intent, he moved her hand to
the fly of his britches. This had better be good. He needed it too damned much.

He watched her bite her lip with growing frustration they both seemed to feel.
Her fingers struggled to push the buttons through the holes of the
uncompromising fabric, stretched beyond its limit. “Damn, you’re big,” she
hissed, grimacing and forgoing the well-versed voice of seduction.

When his rock-hard cock finally sprang free, the bulbous head bobbed
forward with anticipation, nearly hitting her in the face. She stumbled backwards,
flat on her plump ass. “Holy shit, cowboy, you’re too damned big.”

Hattie gawked at the exceptionally long, thick shaft pointed directly at her.
“There’s no way in hell that horse dick is coming near me. You ain’t ripping my
pussy in two,” she shrieked, clamping her legs tightly.
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Normally, his reaction would have been one of humor and understanding.
Today, he was on a dire mission, growing more painful and critically urgent by
each passing second.

Miss Hattie was a baseborn whore with a stretched-out pussy probably the
size of the Colorado Rockies. Here she was, acting unceremoniously like a fresh,
scared, untried virgin on her wedding night.

So what if he was hung like a horse? A damned twelve inches long and nearly
eight round. Tarnation! He was in a whorehouse, not out by the river with a
sniveling tease. He came here to be fucked, and he wasn’t leaving until he was
good and fucked.

Though not known for urbane charm and benevolence, he proved how hot,
horny, and ornery he really was. “Bitch, are we gonna fuck or not? If not, get the
hell out of here and find me a loose cunt I can bury my dick in,” he exploded at
the top of his lungs, not caring if the people in the next town heard him.

Not a second was wasted. Hattie yanked the sheet off the bed and wrapped it
around her shoulders. She scrambled out the door quickly.

Down the hallway, curious onlookers came out of their rooms, all similarly
wrapped in sheets or pulling on their pants and undergarments. He heard her
cursing, complaining, telling all who would listen that she wasn’t going to let him
rip apart her moneymaker with that beast between his legs and let him leave her
high and dry.

Devin was undone by a newfound level of malcontent at an old situation
replayed countless times since he became a fully developed teenager with an
insatiable appetite, who practically fed entirely off whorehouses. He fell back on
the linen-covered mattress with a loud plop, arms extended at his sides, hat falling
to the side.

* k*x k%

Madame Jazelle was no fool. Once she learned of the delicate situation and
who the unassuaged patron was, she stepped lively to address the problem by any
means necessary.
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She rushed down the carpeted hallway to allay the ruckus, directing the other
paying customers back to their rooms. Money didn’t exchange hands if services
weren’t rendered. If men weren’t flat on their back or holding a mug in their hand,
then no one earned a plug nickel.

The position of sole proprietor of one of the best run brothels in the Tejas
Territory was a feat accomplished by shrewd business sense and an even keener
understanding of the male consciousness.

A starved patron is how he’d referred to himself. The man was no ordinary
customer. Everyone from outlaws, to docile husbands, to innocent bucks, with an
occasional preacher or passing politician, patronized her establishment.

The girl who stepped forward and volunteered to service him called him
simply “The Cannon,” and Jazelle knew who he really was. The assured
confidence in his walk, steely eyes, and authoritative presence had ‘ruthless’
written all over him. Clearly, he was someone who wasn’t afraid of shooting up
what she worked so hard on and spent so many years building if his itch wasn’t
aptly scratched.

Even though she carried a pistol in the specially made garter strapped to her
thigh, and the bartender downstairs kept a sawed-off shotgun under the bar, they
would be no match for the likes of him. Their spineless Sheriff would be the first
to run for cover once the lead flew.

Within minutes, Madame Jazelle stood solicitously inside the doorway,
apologizing profusely, offering her often-used lie used to rectify most situations.
Hattie was new and he was not to be discouraged. Her customers always left
satisfied. Guaranteed.

“l have just the girl for you, sir.” She motioned down the hallway to hurry
Hattie’s replacement along. “Says she knows you.”

She took note of the glorious sight stemming from his groin as it reached
toward the ceiling and added quickly in a tone that disclosed her heightened
discriminating arousal, “If this one doesn’t work out, I’ll do you myself, on the
house.”

It was the first time she’d made such an offer during her twenty-five year
career history. She eyed him with a certainty from a woman’s standpoint hell-bent
on seeking pure pleasure rather than an entrepreneurial concern.
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Devin flatly ignored her last comment. He lifted his head off the mattress,
brows arched in curiosity. Someone in Tejas knew him. Before he could speak, a
long-legged, golden-haired, blue-eyed beauty appeared in the doorway. Dressed
in a black gown with pink ribbon ties down the front and a plunging corset that
served to boost her ample breasts to their place of honor, he recognized Cheri
instantly.

Propped on his elbows, they passed a knowing glance. Thin lips painted rosy
red curled into a wickedly sinful grin, directed at Devin. Her eyes filled with
unspoken promise and down-right carnal intent.

Cheri placed her hand on Madame Jazelle’s shoulder and gently tried to
encourage her out the door. “I’ll take it from here.”

Hesitating, Madame Jazelle looked Cheri over as though she was sizing her up
and then glanced toward Devin. Devin nodded his approval. With a sigh of relief
and a last offer to let her know if he needed anything, she left the two of them
alone.

Cheri locked the door, giggling like a little girl who just found her favorite
toy. With her back to the door, her blue eyes rose to meet his, glistening with
serious arousal now. He watched as she languidly undid the first bow of her
gown, revealing the cleft of her bosom.

“Devin, | knew it was you. Only one man could fit Hattie’s description. I
thought you were playing Indians.”

Her hourglass figure swayed provocatively under the sensuous swirl of gauze
as she neared the bed. The second bow, then a third came undone, exposing her
uplifted breasts and corset-covered abdomen.

He sat upright. The flare of sheer male lust heated his blood. She stopped
several feet in front of him, beyond his reach, in case he decided to grab her. A
real professional, she knew exactly what she was doing. Another tease. It made
his cock even harder.

Her hand dropped to the last tied bow, above the apex of her thighs. She
twirled the pink ribbons with a single finger. He was going to lose his mind. With
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that steamy look in her eye, he knew she savored the anticipation and delighted in
what little control she imagined holding over him. He let her have that, at least for
now.

Over a year had passed since they were last together in Montana. Known for
her shaved pussy and ability to give good head, he mused why he didn’t seek her
out a long time ago. VVoluptuousness was just what he needed, a means to forget a
wisp of a beauty.

When his eyes locked with hers, he blurted the first thing that came to his
mind. “What are you doing here?” Not that he was complaining. He was more
surprised at his luck to find one of his favorites in a dump, compared to the fancy
Titillate Trove. The high-class brothel was not only lavish, it boasted the most
beautiful, highly skilled, and well-paid women that only men with weighed-
downed pockets could afford.

“I could ask the same of you,” she responded softly, drawing the last tie loose
and allowing the gown to fall from her shoulders to the floor in a whispering
swish.

Her smile flourished as his gaze raked over her body, bare except for the lacy
corset. The small gap between them narrowed. She ventured cautiously, “I heard
you avoided Tejas like the plague.”

She straddled his thighs carefully. Worked her knees under the holster
strapped to his hips as his hands intuitively caught her around the waist.

“Is that why you’re here? Hiding from me?” Roughly, his hands gripped her
buttocks, pulling her shaved pussy in line with his cock. He felt the heat and
moisture of her plump vaginal lips coating his cock, and grinned with relief.

Her fingers wasted no time attempting to unbutton his shirt. “Sweetheart, do |
look like I’'m hiding?”

In a display of strength, brawn, and dominance, he flipped her flat on her back
and impaled her with one savage thrust. She screamed at the fury of the powerful
invasion, acting out of bodily reflex, but he didn’t care. He needed this, hard and
deep and savage. He was dying to forget hazel eyes, cone-shaped breasts, and a
sweet, pink cunt. The only way was to slam into another hot pussy that was open,
willing, and eager to consume his aching shaft.
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He growled as her tight, unprepared pussy muscles clamped around him at the
brutal intrusion. She bucked against him, her protesting muscles relaxing as he
continued to slam his cock into her with long, hard thrusts.

Her fingers curled around the wrought-iron bars in the headboard to prevent
her head from hitting them as her body thrashed beneath him. She arched her hips,
tightened against him. He knew she was close to coming, moaning as though this
was her first real fuck in a long time. His hands braced on the wall above the
headboard, he drove harder, deeper, desperate to ease the insane torment boiling
inside him.

“Devin, don’t stop,” she screamed, and he knew he was hitting that perfect
spot that always sent her careening over the edge. “Oh, yes.”

“Stop? I’'m only beginning,” he growled roughly. Each orgasmic spasm
gripped his cock erotically as he plunged furiously inside her heated wetness. Her
cries drove him higher as he tore through her flesh. Her cunt drenched him as she
thrashed beneath him.

The bedsprings creaked viciously, and the headboard thumped loudly against
the wall. The grunting, huffing, and puffing split the paper thin-walls letting
everyone know he finally was getting the fucking he came for.

He felt her pale, long thighs wrap around his hips as she rose to meet his
pounding thrusts with a matching fervor of her own. Her body trembled with
desire beneath his. He held himself above her, bracing his hands on either side of
her shoulders. Hoping she’d forget the potency of his arousal, the dominating,
lustful desires he was known for. Inwardly, he cringed when he felt her hands
around his neck. She wanted to draw him closer. The raw, hungry look in her eyes
was unmistakable.

He wanted to keep this what it was, a sex act and nothing more than a way to
release pent-up frustration from the past six celibate months. This longest dry
spell ever had damned near drove him crazy, drove him into the arms of his
stepmother.

As always, one woman was as good as the next. He kissed, sucked, and
fucked them all. Paid and left until the next time. No ties. No emotions.
Sometimes, no names.
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Devin stared at the sun-faded wallpaper in front on him, ignoring her silent
plea. He longed for the moment when the edge of oblivion freed him. Everything
he needed was here: a warm body with big breasts, and wet pussy to bury his cock
deep inside. It did little to ease the dark shadows tearing at him. It was never like
this before. A blinding agony struck him. In the past, the solace that usually came
with sex was non-existent. He drove harder, each driving stroke ripped a wild,
abandoned groan from her throat.

Oddly, he had no desire to kiss Cheri, though he’d often spent hours in joyful
bliss with her whenever in Montana. Although she was only twenty-six, her line
of work had begun to manifest, rendering her appearance to be much older.

Still quite appealing, her ready and willing, cock-loving pussy suited his
purpose quite pleasurably. Cheri was accustomed to a certain degree of
attentiveness and passion from him. Without it, her perceptive curiosity would
arise. Though this was entirely a business arrangement and she was well-trained
submissively, he dreaded the possibility of having to explain his fragmentary
enthusiasm out of obligation to their long-standing acquaintance.

His gaze fell to her rose-painted lips, open in expectation. He shut his eyes,
covered her mouth with his and visualized perfect pink lips, full and pouting. The
kiss was hard, devouring. He claimed her mouth in an intoxicating, passionate
kiss that spoke of unguenchable yearning, possessive desire and unfathomable
emptiness.

* Xk k%

Cheri tried to keep up with the intensity of both rhythms as he plunged harder,
faster, deeper into both orifices. His tongue pushed against her tonsils as she
fought for each breath. Her inner muscles stretched wide to accept each powerful,
frenzied thrust as her body buckled helplessly.

A second orgasm built deep in her loins. She tightened her vaginal muscles
and squeezed his cock in an erotic grip that drew his balls tight. Her hands
clutched the fabric covering his back, pulling her body up to his and ground her
throbbing pussy into his groin. Her breasts flattened against his muscled chest.
The rough material of his shirt scratched her tender nipples sensuously and she
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ignored the sting through the pleasure as her head banged against the wrought
iron rails.

The intensity of his feral lust raged out of control. She had never seen him like
this before. He thrust inside her over and over again, like a man hell-bent on
dying. Beads of perspiration formed on his forehead. Sweat dripped down his
back, dampening the fabric within her tight-fisted grip.

And then, it hit. Her body tightened as her pussy spasmed around his
penetrating flesh, milking him, gripping him as her juices gushed, soaking her
thighs.

She cried out into his mouth. He refused to release his stronghold until she felt
his own climax spurt from him, filling her with one powerful explosion after
another as every muscle on his body convulsed.

In the far corner of her brain, she heard his guttural cry. He thrust into her one
last time before he fell into a dead heap over her weakened form, without so much
as a thought of crushing her under his weight.

Several minutes later, as her heartbeat returned to normal, she murmured
through strangled breaths, “Sweetie, | can’t breathe.”

Without a word, he rolled his two-hundred-plus frame off her, breaking their
intimate contact. Chest heaving between ragged breaths, eyes still closed, he just
lay there.

She propped herself on one elbow, and began to brush sweat-dampened
strands of auburn hair from his beaded brow. Cheri took in every detail as her
gaze ran down his long length. He hadn’t even taken off his boots, let alone his
holster, and his hat had fallen off the bed during their lewd tussle.

Bold as she was experienced, she muttered, half-amused and a bit indulgent,
“If you wanted to fantasize, you should have told me. | would’ve played along.”

Opening his glazed eyes, he cast a bewildered sideways glance. “What in the
hell are you talking ‘bout?”

“Sweetheart, this wasn’t your style.” She rolled onto her hip and leaned over,
slowly stroking her hand along his left arm. Her breasts spilled over the top of her
corset that now hung loosely around her waist, due to their zealousness.

The movement seemed to hold his attention, but only for a moment much to
her chagrin.
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“Whoever she is, she’s wrapped you good.” The Cannon, she remembered,
possessed enough stamina to share with a dozen others. Always ensured a female
was ready to take him by bringing her to orgasm after orgasm before entering her.
Most importantly, he never climaxed so quickly, no matter how long he’d been
out in the wilderness.

“Cheri?” The tone alone demanded an explanation.

“Megan,” she answered.

He shot off the bed, staring at her with a wild disturbing look that told her he
had no earthly clue as to what she referred.

“When you shot your wad, you called me Megan,” she offered as further
clarification.

He did something else that both surprised and pleased her. Cursing, he quickly
undressed, tossing the garments around the room as fast as he could take them off.

Not one to be overdressed, she happily followed suit and unlaced her corset.

“Cheri,” Devin ordered, “find a friend.”

She smiled. Ah, the Devin Spawn she knew so well. The Cannon.

In a flash, she jumped off the bed, pulled on her flimsy gown, though it did
little to conceal the naked flesh bouncing underneath. She took the time to tie a
single bow at the waist before rushing toward the door.

“Cheri,” he called out, taking off his britches.

With her hand on the lock, she turned to face him.

“Bring two.”
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Chapter 7

In the dark of night, Devin stood on the porch steps and listened to the sounds
coming from inside the well-lit Spawn ranch after he settled Deuce in the barn.

When he left Madame Jazelle’s, he was the most well-sated, contented
customer to have paid for a broke bed, busted chair, and hole in the wall. Not to
forget the hanging light fixture one of the girls used for a swing.

His troubles were forgotten until the small whimpers permeated the quiet
night sky. He glanced over his shoulder in the direction of the barn, telling
himself there was still time. Wouldn’t take much to saddle up Deuce and ride on
out. Megan didn’t want him here. She didn’t need him any more than he needed
her in his life. And those kids. Little girls. What good were they?

Trouble.

That’s what they were, pure Trouble with a capital T.

The whole bunch of them. Nothing but trouble.

Yet something kept him here, drew him. There was no reason to return. Yet he
did, not understanding exactly why. In town, he’d mounted his horse. Without
realizing it, he had led Deuce here.

“Must be the oats,” he huffed under his breath, grinding his teeth.

He’d decided long ago it was best if he not question his misfortune. He
strolled inside and hung his saddlebags on a hook near the door.

“Devin,” Shelby exclaimed, jumping off Megan’s lap. The little girl ran
toward him, big tears streaming down her eyes.

Rifle in hand, he froze, unprepared when Shelby grabbed onto his leg.
“Pawpaw’s gone to heaven,” she cried.

He glanced at Megan, seated on the Victorian-style couch against the wall that
connected to the girls’ room. Signs that she, too, spent the day crying were fresh
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upon her face. Her gaze turned icy. Her mouth thinned to a narrow line. The
assistance he sought from her clearly was not forthcoming. Well, at least she
hadn’t changed her mind about wanting him around.

Emma was seated at the table, hands perfectly crossed in her lap, little legs
dangling off the chair, crossed daintily at the ankle. Not a flicker of emotion
shone in the girl’s eyes as they slowly joined his before quickly returning to
resume their position, staring into the empty space before her.

His full attention dropped to the tiny, curly-haired package at his feet.

He lifted her in one arm, and carried her outside.

“Devin, | knew you’d come back. Emma said you wouldn’t. But I told her you
was,” she whimpered, big tears filling her eyes.

When they reached the middle of the front yard, he stopped. He dried her tears
with a gentle wipe of his thumb.

“Look up, and tell me what you see.”

Shelby wiped her messy nose with the back of her hand. She blinked up at the
dark sky, then at Devin, shrugging her shoulders, she quietly replied, “Nothing.”

“Ah, look again,” he encouraged her softly.

Big blue eyes darted upward. “Stars. | see lots of stars.”

“You know what those stars are?”

She shook her head.

“The Indians believe each one is a spirit.”

“Angels.”

“Yes,” he hesitated. That word didn’t sit well with him. Not a damn thing
concerning sacred matters agreed with him. “Angels.” The word grated off his
tongue. “Your father—"

“Our father,” she corrected.

His eyes narrowed. The girl was giving him no breaks. “Our father’s spirit is
up there watching over you right now.”

“Megan says Pawpaw is in heaven.”

“Nighttime is when the spirits come closer to watch over you while you
sleep.”

“Which one is Pawpaw?”
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“That one. The great big one.” He pointed to the North Star. Picked out the
most obvious, ensuring she’d be able to find it if she ever cared to look for it
again. That is, if she believed him. *“He was a big man. Now, he’s a big spirit.”

Shelby’s big blue eyes became even larger. “Not as big as you.”

Devin tipped his hat back and couldn’t help but grin.

“If anyone tells you different, you tell me. I’ll set ‘em straight.”

His gaze roamed to the front porch, where Megan was standing with an arm
around Emma’s shoulder, quietly observing them.

Emma had a smug look on her face as if she knew the last part was meant for
her. It was.

“You ‘bout ready to head back inside?”

“Not yet, please. | wanna stay here so’s he can see me plain. Pawpaw might
be missin’ me.”

“Suit yourself.” He would have called her by name, if only he remembered
what it was.

Devin strolled the yard with her nestled in one arm. Her gaze never drifted
away from the biggest, brightest star in the black sky.

Luckily, for him, he remembered the story from when an old Indian woman
used it to console the young daughter of a warrior who died on a buffalo hunt. At
the time, he dismissed her words, returning to whatever task he was doing.
Somehow, though, the tale came flooding back in his time of crisis.

Nearly an hour later, arm growing numb from being in one position so long,
he carried the sleeping child inside.

“Where does she belong?” He looked at Megan, curled up on the couch with
her mending. Apparently, she’d sent Emma to bed and waited on him to ensure he
didn’t run off with the kid, or who knows what. That was the problem with the
world—no trust.

“1’1l take her,” she said plainly, reaching for Shelby as she neared.

“Point me in the right direction. I’ll do it.” He glanced at the sleeping child,
not ready to hand over the small blonde bundle just yet. He had never held a child
before. She was sort of cute and soft, like a furry critter right before he skinned it.
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“Shelby belongs with me, Mr. Spawn. | wouldn’t want you bothered any more
than necessary.” Her voice was the same melodious tone, yet the coldness in her
eyes was anything but harmonious.

Devin deposited the child in Megan’s arms. Her message was loud and clear.
She took his words to heart.

He paced the floor in Reed’s bedroom, his room for the time being.

They were his sisters. His flesh and blood. Two tiny little girls. What did he
know about raising girls? Not a damn thing.

He knew women. That’s all. More like how to pleasure them. Aside from that,
he didn’t know a damn thing about them, either. Megan was a woman,
experienced with kids. He couldn’t care for one without the other.

Frowning, Devin rubbed his jaw. Who said anything about caring for them?
There was no call to be wasting time worrying over them.

“Ah, shit, I’m going to bed,” he grumbled, kicking off his boots.
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Chapter 8

The aroma of potatoes and eggs frying woke Devin. Yawning, he stretched his
limbs toward the four bedposts. It had been a long time since he’d actually slept in
a real bed. No one except Cheri knew who he was. Her continued loyalty and
silence would be well-rewarded in more than monetary gains. The threat of a
bounty hunter tracking him to the ranch was slim. Last night he’d slept with both
eyes closed.

His feet stuck out from under the sheet draped over his mid-section. He patted
the comfy, yet firm mattress. There was plenty of room for three of him, with
room to grow.

He grinned.

Obviously, his father knew the added benefits of a large, sturdy bed.

From the wedding picture his aunts had hung in his childhood room, Reed
stood over six feet, not much taller than his mother did. Devin took after her, his
aunts had always told him. Grace was a beautiful, well-built woman with dark,
reddish-brown hair and eyes that lit up a room. She had a bold fire in her spirit
that attracted Reed instantly, despite her unladylike height.

This custom bed must have been made for them. He sighed wearily, glancing
at the empty space by his side. He wondered what the current Mrs. Spawn would
look like lying naked by his side, the heat of her adorable little body warming his,
innocent eyes darkened with arousal as she gazed up at him. He imagined her soft
lips panting for breath, her sweet pussy slick and hot, ready for penetration as he
moved over her and plunged his hard flesh into the tightness of her fragile body.

He groaned, staring at the sheet tented over his groin. Shit. He couldn’t go
outside looking like this. For damn sure, he wasn’t about to act like a snot-nose
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kid and dirty the sheets, then have her wash them, knowing what he had done and
not dare guess he was thinking of her when he did it.

His gaze turned upward to the straight pattern of nails holding up the ceiling.
He thought of Big Grizzly, the bear that had nearly killed him. Much younger
then, believing he was unrivaled, he’d left his rifle and holster near his campsite.
The bear came out of nowhere before Devin picked up the danger signals Deuce
gave off. Caught bathing in the stream, there was barely enough time to grab his
dagger. Big Grizzly was dead, and he’d been mauled, left plumb naked, with
hardly strength left to climb on Deuce before passing out. If it had not been for
Deuce leading him to the Comanche widow of OI’ John, and the Indian herbs and
cures she applied to kill the infection, he would have died for sure.

* k%

“Smells good.”

Megan and the girls turned at the same time toward the source of the deep,
groggy voice that filled the great room. Her expression remained cool and level,
but her body heated and stomach fluttered with arousing betrayal.

So what if he found time to bathe and shave? Revealed what she feared most,
glorious features to go with those glorious silver eyes. Apparently, he also found
time to go into town yesterday and come back fresh as a fiddle and smelling of
cheap perfume.

“Devin,” Shelby said happily.

Emma gave the well-muscled form dressed in black a quick, dismissive glance
before stuffing a fork full of scrambled eggs in her mouth.

Good for you, Megan praised Emma’s fortitude.

Shelby was easily swayed by a childish need for a male figure in her life, but
not Emma, and Megan was no silly schoolchild. She knew exactly where the
grieving son sought comfort for his loss. There was only one place in town that
bought that florid perfume by the gallon.

Not only was he a lying, thieving, murdering scallywag, he was a cheating,
womanizing, lily-livered pig who could rot in the infernal fires of eternal
damnation for all she cared.
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He ran a hand through his thick, auburn head of hair, stretching his shirt over
his broad shoulders, and her heart sped up. She recalled the peephole at Jazelle’s.
She would have given anything to have been there last night and steal a glimpse
of those hard muscles forcing apart female legs, his massive cock poised to
conguer. The thought caused her pussy to tighten in need. In the best interest of
her sanity, she shifted her stare to the girls once more.

“Have a seat. I’ll fix you a plate.” She turned her back to him, her voice
coming out unsuitably strained.

Feeling somewhat refreshed after a second night without waking every hour to
check on Reed, she fought the urge to smile. So what if it had been a long while
since a man walked out of that room in the morning seeking breakfast? Moreover,
never a man rough around the edges. Confident from his shoulder-length hair
slicked back to black boots polished to a high-shine, she had to admit he looked
both sexy and dangerous.

What was she thinking? He was dangerous. A danger to her nerves, a danger
to her already raw emotions, a danger to their future, not to mention a danger to
her weak, traitorous body that possessed a mind of its own. A mind that wanted
him, craved him on sight.

“Sit by me,” Shelby piped up excitedly.

From the corner of her eye, Megan watched him take a seat next to Shelby as
she went to the sideboard for an extra plate. The sight of his tight, round rump
made her feel both wanton and guilty for staring. A widow less than twenty-four
hours, and already she lusted after another man—her stepson no less.

Had she no shame?

Of course not. She had been a married woman out by the river, and that hadn’t
stopped her from spreading her legs. Hussy.

Once again, she gave in to lusty temptation and studied his every move. He
looked down at Shelby, and then across the table at Emma. Poor Emma, Megan
thought to herself as the little girl continued to quietly eat her food, pretending
Devin didn’t exist. Megan knew all too well Emma waged a losing battle. Devin’s
presence was too daunting, too overwhelming a physical force for anyone to
dismiss.

“Sleep well?” he asked Shelby.
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“Oh yes, | dreamt of stars and angels.”

His brow shot up, as if he was taken aback by her reply.

“Do you think Pawpaw will be here tonight?”

“Ask your sister.” He titled his head in Emma’s direction and managed a half-
quirked smile. Megan noticed an amused glint in his gaze as she filled a cup with
coffee.

Emma considered him a moment, turned up her nose, then simply replied,
“Guess so, Shelby.” She went right on eating.

In one hand, Megan held his plate level with her waist, and in the other, she
balanced a cup and saucer. He watched her approach the table, his silvery gaze
intense and appreciative. Appreciative in the sense she was a woman, not that she
was about to feed him. She noticed his eyes were focused about six inches above
the plate heaped with eggs and potatoes.

“Oh, goodie, | can’t wait.” Shelby tugged on his sleeve, diverting his attention
away from her once again.

Megan took a shallow breath of relief. Her insides melted from his mouth-
watering proximity as she set his plate in front of him, along with the coffee cup
and saucer.

“Will you help me find him tonight?” Shelby asked softly, her dark blue eyes
full of hope. Megan watched tensely, hoping by some small miracle he would let
her down gently. Both girls had already suffered enough disappointment in their
lives without Devin Spawn adding to their misery.

“Sure,” he agreed loudly, as though he wanted to ensure Megan heard him.

Her body stiffened. That meant he was staying. Her pulse raced. She rounded
the corner of the table, cautiously glancing at him. Beneath her lashes, she
detected a faint grin curl the corners of his lush lips. Suddenly, she wanted to feel
those soft lips on hers.

“Hope you like your coffee black. We seem to have run out of sugar.” Hastily,
she resumed her seat next to the one Emma had vacated earlier. Seated across
from him gave her a small degree of comfort, the wide table between them
providing a false sense of security.

“We haven’t had sugar in a long time.” Shelby held out her two little arms
wide to indicate the lengthy timeframe.
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At times, Shelby was too honest. Megan frowned slightly. Devin was not the
type to miss anything. In case of further inquiry, she hid behind her coffee cup as
she took a hurried sip.

“| prefer cream.” His deep, male voice drew her and their eyes met across the
table. A blush heated her cheeks as he pretended to wipe something from his
bottom lip with his finger. The devilish move was meant to evoke memories of
their riverside dalliance. Sexual intent glittered in his gaze.

Her unease was replaced by the memory of his finger moving inside her,
sending a shocking flare of arousal rushing through her body. She blinked
nervously. As though that minor effort could counter her heart pounding in her
chest. Dear Lord, not even in front of the girls did the potency of his sexuality
diminish.

“We don’t have cream, either,” Shelby offered matter-of-factly.

He broke eye contact with her and stared down at Shelby, as if annoyed by the
childish interruption when evidently more mature matters filled his mind. “You
have a cow, don’t you?”

Shelby nodded enthusiastically.

“Then you have cream.”

“Shelby, let him eat in peace.” Unable to cover the note of exasperation in her
voice, she would just have to deal with it. Abruptly, she left the table. If he saw it
as a pathetic attempt to escape him, so be it. She needed to flee and she didn’t
care if he realized it or not. “Help Emma clear the table.”

Both girls jumped out of their seat and hurriedly did as requested.

Megan kept them busy cleaning the kitchen while he finished eating alone.
She sent brave little Shelby to collect his dishes after he picked off the last bite of
potatoes.

“Care for more coffee?” Megan asked calmly from a guarded distance across
the room.

* k% * %

Devin shook his head.
“I’m going into town. Need any supplies while I’m there?”
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Last night he slept soundly for a change, deep enough to dream of moistened
skin glistening in the moonlight lying on a blanket of green, dark blonde hair the
color of honey splayed wantonly around a delicate oval face flushed with arousal,
arms outstretched and legs parted in a silent plea. He’d awakened in the morning
to envision her beside him in a big lonely bed only to sit across from her at the
breakfast table surrounded by little girls wasn’t exactly what he expected or
needed.

What he needed was to get as far away from her as possible.

He wanted to ride into town and find solace in the arms of Cheri, Pearl, and
Violet. Who knew when he would return? At least the trip could be beneficial in
more ways than one.

“No thanks,” she said dryly. Unexpectedly, he detected a slight stiffening of
her shoulders as she rinsed soapsuds from the plate in her tense grip.

“But Megan, there’s lots of stuff we need,” Shelby offered helpfully.

Megan quickly shushed the little girl.

His gaze darted to Shelby, who pouted, and then narrowed on Megan. “Which
IS it, yes or no?” he asked Megan sternly, rising from the table. She was hiding
something beyond her pride and disapproval of his unwarranted presence. There
was no doubt it was just a matter of time before he found out what it was.

“Perhaps, we can use an item or two.” From the nervous glint in her eye, the
admittance came under duress.

“Can | go with you to town?” Shelby ran to his side.

He looked down at the little girl and shifted his gaze toward the reserved
Emma, drying the dishes next to Megan.

“Only if your sister joins us.”

Emma turned to face him.

He looked at her square in the eye, waiting for her expectant decline.

Her eyes widened with a surprisingly defiant glint.

“Oh, Emma, please,” Shelby shouted over and over again as she jumped up
and down excitedly.

“Okay.” Emma’s innocent reply brought a happy shriek from Shelby, but he
was positive the smug smile on her face was for his benefit alone.
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“Shit,” he muttered under his breath. He didn’t think the little muskrat would
say yes.

“Are you sure they won’t be too much trouble?” The worry straining Megan’s
voice was palpable.

Hell, yes, they’ll be trouble, he wanted to yell. Looking down her nose at him,
what she really meant to ask was “would that be wise?” Did she expect, him to
corrupt the lil’ darlings in one afternoon? Maybe she thought he’d teach the girls
how to shoot on the way into town, take what they needed without paying, or steal
a few horses on the way home. His next words shocked even him. “Not at all.”

Soon, he would be kicking himself. He exhaled deeply. Shelby ran into her
room cheerily to look for her sunbonnet. Emma followed primly, with her slender
nose in the air.

Dammit. He really needed to visit Jazelle’s again. Asleep under the same roof
and sitting across from hazel eyes, pretty pink lips, and pert little breasts was too
much for his rejected libido to handle. Now, stopping at the saloon and drowning
his frustration was out of the question. He cursed inwardly.

“Very well, I’ll make a list.”

He watched, burning to possess her, as she moved to her writing desk. Her
tiny waist and the small curve of her hips and rounded bottom swayed enticingly.
She was dressed in a faded brown muslin dress that looked like it was about to
slide off her slender shoulders. It took all his control not to throw her on the table,
rip that dreary dress from her body and sink between her trim legs.

“I’ll be outside.” His was voice rigid as he stalked into the bright morning sun,
eager to breathe space unscented by females. Three of them: small, smaller and
smallest. How did his father do it?

“Easy,” he muttered aloud. “He got to fuck small every night.” In a sudden fit
of rage, he kicked at the dirt, sending a cloud of dust and rocks barreling into the
barn wall with resounding clunks.

* k% * %

Shelby and Emma kept him laughing on the trip home with stories about
Megan’s arrival at the ranch, their lack of knowledge regarding the farm and
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cooking techniques. Their teacher’s attempt to teach the boys how to dance with
girls was also amusing.

Not once could he remember when he’d laughed so hard. Aside from the
stares and whispers from curious townsfolk, it wasn’t a bad trip after all, he
concluded when they pulled up to the house, the wagon loaded down with
supplies. Megan handed him a list with a few items. Thanks to mile-a-minute
Shelby, the list grew while they were in town.

Shelby ran inside to show Megan her new rag doll. Emma followed, doing her
best not to look just as excited about the new book she’d picked out. Considering
her attitude from the get-go, Emma wasn’t such a bad kid after all. The kid had
spunk. He had to admire her. Though she’d opened up a little, he knew she was
holding back. She was a kindred spirit that only he could understand. There was
more to the girl waiting to be unleashed—that is, if he took the time and decided
to stay awhile.

He shook his head broodingly, leaving the small items on the porch. On his
way back, he would carry those in the house for Megan. Leading the wagon to the
barn in order to unload the larger supplies for the animals, he wondered about the
money situation. The Spawn name had vast holdings in three Eastern banks that
he knew of. Unless Reed was the type to squeeze a dollar until it bled, there was
no reason for them to do without a damn thing.

It wasn’t his place to question Reed’s financial habits he decided and pushed
the matter aside. He began to unload the wagon. One more day, he reminded
himself.

* k*x k%

“Mr. Spawn, may | have a word with you?” The censure in her voice several
minutes later caught his attention, as she hoped it would. If not for a tiny stiffness
in his bearing, Megan would have guessed otherwise, from his failure to
acknowledge her with as much as a glance.

Without a reply, he continued to unload bags of oats from the wagon and pile
them in a corner of the barn as she trailed behind.

“My concern is in regard to your purchases.”
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As he tossed a sack on the growing pile, he rolled his eyes. Megan ignored his
indifference and kept right on talking. “Much more than what was on the list. Are
you extending your stay?”

He pulled a bag out of the wagon, pausing long enough to glare at her. She
wasn’t about to cower. Throwing the bag over his shoulder, he stalked off. She
followed a few hurried steps behind.

“Not that | have a right to refuse if you so choose. You see, herein lies my true
concern.”

He walked faster.

She had to lift the front of her skirt above her ankles as she scurried to keep up
with him. The hem of her oversized brown dress dragged in the dirt.

“The girls, you see, Mr. Spawn—Shelby and Emma.” She lied. She was eager
to have him leave to preserve her sanity. One look at him and her stomach
muscles tightened in need. Even now, her breath started to catch. She tried not to
notice the sweat glistening on the dark patch of skin beneath his partially
unbuttoned shirt or how his rolled sleeves revealed each flexing muscle and
corded vein on his strong forearms while he worked. His buckskins clung to every
muscle along his powerful thighs and tight rear like a second skin. Such a view
made her long to feel his legs wrap around her.

“Their gifts, it’s...it’s improper. Considering how the money was obtained,”
she snapped, covering her heightened state of arousal.

When he cast a fierce glance over his shoulder, she knew she’d touched a raw
nerve. There was no proud haughtiness lurking in the dark shadows in his eyes
often unduly warranted by men living the way of the gun, but she sensed a deep-
rooted bitterness.

Not accustomed to running, she paused a moment to catch her breath. Undid
the top two buttons of her bodice to fan herself with the loose muslin material in
an attempt to cool off and calm her trampled nerves. Her pulse seemed to race
beyond control. A lecture was not her intent. No matter the intended duration of
his visit, ground rules were in order if she were to survive.

Her breathing restored, driven by determination, she rambled on hurrying to
keep pace with his long strides again.
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“If you’ll be departing as proclaimed, it is best for all involved if you have as
little involvement with the girls as possible.”

On his way inside the barn he stopped short and she ran right into his back
with a resounding grunt. Tossing the bag of oats off his shoulder, he grabbed her
roughly by the upper arms.

Startled by his powerful display of dominance, she gasped. Her arms were
pinned to her side, toes barely touching the ground, leaving her helpless. Fear and
excitement raked over her skin, leaving her terrified at what he would do to her.

“What are doing? Unhand me.” She meant to shout, but it came out needy,
desperate. Her eyes widened, witnessing the fury in the taut, determined lines in
his strong-edge face. The piercing silver in his eyes deepened to dark charcoal.
She drew in a ragged breath, and the outdoorsy scent of his hard body filled her
nostrils, making her feel faint.

“I’ve been listening to you yap. Now you listen, and listen well. I’ll leave
when | damn well please. I’ll buy what I damn well please. I’ll speak to my own
sisters whenever | damn well please. As for where the money came from, it’s
none of your damn business.”

He released her so abruptly she stumbled backwards. She rubbed her arms, not
that it hurt, but because the blaze of lust she felt at his rough touch was wickedly
intense. It scorched her senses and frightened her. Her chest heaved with shock at
the arousal racing through her system and her willingness to accept the extremely
intoxicating lust he exuded.

She stared at him, wild-eyed and furious. Without regard, he turned his back
to her. Her nerves and emotions were in shambles, rioting while he calmly picked
up the bag of oats and swaggered off.

“l...1 just didn’t want them to get attached, that’s all,” she stammered feeling
as though she’d been reprimanded. His arrogance and mistreatment left her
aflame, puzzled. What was she thinking? She’d never treat a rabid dog the way he
treated her, much less a child. Megan couldn’t take another moment being near
him. Part of her wanted to kick him off her land, and something deep inside her
wanted to throw herself at him, cling to him and never let go.

She’d lost her mind. There was absolutely no other logical explanation.

Devin Spawn had to leave, and soon.
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Terrified by the shocking longing washing through her body, she snarled,
“You don’t know the first thing about children.”

“Hell and damnation, woman,” he growled as he swung around. “You don’t
know when to quit.” He tossed the fifty-pound bag of oats aside as if it were a loaf
of bread, and with long, purposeful strides, started toward her.

Her heart flipped at the menacing glint in his eyes. In an attempt to escape,
she backed up until flush against the barn wall. She was a few feet off from her
intended target, the opened barn door to her right.

With a hand braced on either side of her head, he leaned close, trapping her
against the wall. His heady, masculine scent was alluring, arousing her weakened
system further as his eyes burned into hers.

Unable to drag her eyes away from his, she eyed him nervously. He was much
too close. She needed distance. Plenty of distance. Miles and miles of distance.
Megan splayed both hands against his chest to shove him away but they stilled the
instant her fingers touched his bare, sweat-drenched flesh. The heat generated
from the hard muscles of his chest seared her skin, and the pounding of his heart
rivaled her own.

“Don’t fret over what you can’t control. Bonds don’t form in a few days,” his
tone hard, disciplined. His gaze was dark and intense, yet his full lips parted
softly. His handsome face hovered inches from hers as if he wanted to Kkiss her. A
kiss she’d welcome as she had by the river.

“You’re right,” she breathed, and he blinked as if startled by her assent.
Besieged by her desire, hot bolts of arousal and lust raged through her blood
straight to her throbbing pussy. The heat of his body whipped around her,
mesmerized her and depleted her strength. She felt her knees weaken. She was
mad for wanting him, but heaven help her, she did.

“It takes an instant,” she whispered, finding her gaze coast to the fullness of
his lips, deep rose and lusciously sinful. She wanted to moan at the heated
memory of his kiss, the silkiness of his lips and velvet moistness of his tongue.
The lingering taste of him left her hungry for more. His nearness stealing what
remained of her breath.

As though he read her thoughts, his eyes wandered down the length of her
body and settled on the swell of her breasts, visible beneath her gaping neckline.
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She felt her nipples hardening from the intensity of his gaze, aching for his
caress. Desperate to feel his lips on hers, his touch on her skin, she waited, dying
to scream in frustration at the need pulsing through her.

Sexual tension swirled around them in droves, drawing out the lengthy
silence, filling the air with their fevered breathing.

When he finally lifted his eyes, the glaze of lust in the heated depths had her
heart pounding in her chest. She knew he felt the same. Their instantaneous
attraction had ignited at first touch. The desire for more simmered beneath the
surface, ready to blaze into a raging inferno of passion. Neither of them could
deny the sexual heat sharpening their breathing, heating their skin or darkening
their expressions.

Did they dare?

He leaned closer. Her head titled up, and her lips parted in anticipation.
Daringly, her fingers slid over his bare skin beneath his shirt. She felt him
shudder, his breath growling from deep within his chest. She struggled to keep her
eyes open, holding her breath. Desperate, she awaited the heated touch of his soft
lips, now only a breath away from hers. So close, she felt the heat of his lips
caress hers like a moistened kiss.

“Megan.” It was the tiny voice of Shelby, calling from the front porch.

In a fit of rage, his curse cut through the silence like a savage dagger
leavening no prisoners. He straightened swiftly and punched the wall to the side
of her head. Her eyes closed as the loud bang echoed in her ears, vibrating the
debilitated planks at her back. Several cracks formed in the wooden plank in his
wake.

Unmet yearning. Oh, yes, she understood devastation all too well. Her own
displeasure would drive her to a similar reaction if she claimed the strength.
Powerless to her desire, she watched him, unable to move or speak.

He promptly saddled Deuce and raced off, just as Shelby skipped into the
barn, new doll in hand.
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Chapter 9

Tired and perfectly content after spending the past several hours taking Cheri,
Pearl, and Violet in every way imaginable several times until they passed out
from exhaustion, Devin was ready to put up with anything. With no desire to
remain in town and sleep on a lumpy mattress too small for his long legs, he
looked forward to his last night in the luxurious comfort of Reed’s oversized bed.

After settling Deuce in the stall for the night, he pushed the front door open,
took a step inside, and froze.

“Devin! Don’t look,” Emma and Shelby shrieked as they tried to cover their
nakedness with their little hands while standing in the tin washtub in the middle of
the parlor area while Megan rinsed their soapy hair.

He slapped a hand over his eyes, apologizing profusely while he eased out of
the house. He felt his way along the wooden door with his free hand.

In shock, he shut the door and stared wide-eyed at it.

Safely on the porch, he shook his head, never realizing little girls could
scream so loud. His heart was actually racing. That was one spectacle he didn’t
want to repeat.

He stormed toward the barn, saddled Deuce, and away they galloped as the
cool night air clipped around them.

Little girls didn’t do a damn thing for him. Add little sisters, and the mix
became that much more appalling.

“Women and children—the whole lot of them aren’t worth the time or
trouble,” he spat.

Months of solitude in the wilderness only intensified his dark desires. His
sexual demands were rough, intensely dominant, and sometimes downright
abusive. He would never intentionally hurt his partners, but his twelve-inch
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cannon left first timers raw and aching for days. Like a lust-driven disease he
couldn’t control, it seeped into his blood and ravaged his system until he was left
succumbing to his explosive impulses.

He didn’t know how to behave around ladies, instead seeking release with
two-bit whores, and often times, Indian squaws, built strong and trained to endure
the pain he so often enjoyed inflicting.

Protection!

His father had asked him to protect his beautiful young widow. Did Reed not
know what his son had truly become? Who would protect Megan from him? He
wanted to fuck her until she screamed, begged him to stop. He wanted to
dominate her, to possess her, to tie her up and force her to submit to his every
depraved demand.

He was an animal, a savage beast. A beast to be driven back to the seclusion
of the wilderness, among other unholy creatures of nature.

Dear frail Megan, so tiny and childlike—if she knew what he wanted to do to
her, she would be horrified. Never intentionally would he hurt a woman or child.
He’d even gone so far as to take the lives of members of his own gang if they
dared tried to harm one in front of him. Megan needn’t fear for her life, only her
innocent body being dominated by primitive lust so potent, it combined forbidden
pleasure and searing pain.

For now, she was safe, but he didn’t know how much longer he could contain
the fury welling inside him. She was his father’s widow, legally his stepmother. It
was wrong, even to him, a man who knew no bounds legally or morally. Visions
of her in his father’s arms ran rampant, eating away at him like a vile poison.

After tomorrow’s funeral, he’d turn Deuce’s reins to where he belonged, lost
in the vast openness of the wilds and never look back.

* k%

Kerosene lights in the great room were dim, and the house was quiet. Devin
breathed a sigh of relief as he approached the porch. It was late, and he and Deuce
had ridden for miles. All he wanted to do now was crawl into bed and go to sleep.
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With the assumption he’d given them plenty of time to bathe and go bed, he
lightly tapped the front door. There was no response. Slowly, he opened it,
stepped inside, and took in the dimly lit surroundings. A smile of satisfaction
curled his lips as he carefully barred the door behind him, making sure not to
make any noise.

Like a mountain lion in sight of his prey he catfooted across the room.
Perched slightly on the edge of the couch, he gazed into the bathtub only a foot in
front of him.

There, Megan slept, submerged in water just below her breasts, arms resting
atop the rim of the large tin bathtub. Both legs bent, leaning to one side, shielding
his view of her most intimate charms except the very top curls on her fleshy
mound. White rose petals floated softly atop the steaming water.

Her head tilted backward, lips slightly parted, and her honey-colored ringlets
cascading to the floor in a silken waterfall. Her skin, flushed from the warmth of
the water, glowed in the soft, flickering lights from the fireplace.

His darkened gaze rested on her breasts, and he counted each deep breath as
they rose and fell just above the waterline. The nipples, only tiny pink beads
waiting to be touched, pinched, nipped, and sucked, centered teasingly in round
areolas so pale, they almost blended in with her cream-colored skin.

He lounged back on the sofa, allowing his legs to spread wide. His engorged
erection throbbed in his buckskins like a beating drum. A little more than three
hours ago, he left not one, not two, but three women back at Jazelle’s Place,
thoroughly and totally fucked and absolutely certain they wouldn’t be able to get
out of bed tomorrow.

He sought release to cleanse his mind and satisfy the deep craving to take
what wasn’t his.

All because of a skinny, flesh-and-bone girl who was too small to be
considered a full-grown woman. Though at the moment, judging from the boiling
blood surging through his veins, the lust blurring his eyes, and the hefty size of
his erection, every necessary quality was in perfect form.

Damn, she was beautiful. Soft firelight blended with shadows, contouring the
swell of her breasts and her delicately slender neck. Moistened porcelain skin
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only enhanced her svelte figure with a sensuality that negated her childlike
appearance, much to his satisfaction.

Dammit. He wanted her so bad. His skin was fraught with tension so tight, it
vibrated in his eardrums. She was so close, he could feel the heat of her skin
caress his and smell the scent of roses and innocence swirling around him.

Unconsciously, he stroked his cock through the material until the pain became
unbearable. He gritted his teeth at the memory of her tight, hot wetness gripping
him as the flared head stretched her wide. Oh, hell, if he kept this up, the front of
his buckskins would be as soaked as she was. It was then he dipped a hand in the
warm water and splashed a few drops in her face.

* k% * %

Megan jerked her head upright, waking with a start. Her heart beat madly.
Slowly, her eyes focused on Devin leaning over the tub. He stared at her, his hand
idly making circular motions in the water. She clutched her bent legs to her chest
and curled into a tense ball.

“Get out,” she snapped, her tone heavy with distaste, jerking her head toward
the front door.

He regarded her quietly. The lust, raw and unbridled, blazed in his eyes.

“Why?” Devin sat upright slightly, hands dangling between his parted knees.

“Extend me the same courtesy you extended Shelby and Emma. Allow me to
dress out of common decency.”

“You’ve had plenty of time, mother.”

“The water had to be reheated...” Suddenly forgoing her superfluous need to
explain, she changed her tune when the endearment sank in. She shook her head,
annoyed by her rambling. “How many times do | have to tell you I’m not you’re
mother? So please stop calling me that.”

“Precisely why I’'m staying.” His tone was low and provocative as his eyes
seemed to melt liberally over her body. He grinned and settled further back into
the couch, resting his powerful, muscled arms along the back, extending his long
legs on either side of the bathtub. “You’re not blood.”
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Her gaze lowered to his erection, thick and hard, gloriously outlined and
strained against his form-fitted buckskins. Without volition, she gasped. He tried
hard not to notice how her body trembled with desire and how her eyes grew
heavy. Mesmerized, she licked her lips and forgot to breathe feeling a heated
wetness gush between her thighs.

“We need to talk.”

Her mouth fell open, yet not a sound escaped. Briefly, she met his gaze and
dropped it involuntarily to the riveting bulge once again. The grand image of what
was beneath bombarded her senses. Amazingly, his cock throbbed under her
blatant stare, and she literally heard herself whimper.

Pure lust, clear as day is what she felt. The same as when she looked up at him
down by the river and whispered, “Don’t stop.” Her body was on fire, she could
feel the juices of her pussy leaking into the bath water, her desire raising the
temperature.

“Megan.” His voice sounded pained, heated with arousal as he sat upright.

It drew her attention instantly. The first time he called her by name. Not
Mother, not Mrs. Spawn, and not Dimples, but Megan. Dazed by the enchanted
music to her ears it took a moment to clear her mind.

Then, she noticed his eyes roaming over her, consuming her as if he fought
the temptation to drag her out of the bathtub and pull her into his strong embrace.
If he reached for her, took what he wanted, she wouldn’t stop him, couldn’t stop
him. She needed him deep inside her. She wanted him to make her forget the past.
Wanted to lose herself in his arms and not even think about the future, just live for
the here and now and the pleasure she’d tasted on his lips.

With bated breath, she waited for him to make a move, give her a sign,
anything that would give them permission to cross dangerous boundaries beyond
sanity’s existence.

Say yes.

Reach for me.

Anything.

The dreaded silence lengthened.
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Megan stared at him, unable to breathe or move. Forbidden sensuality washed
over her in waves. She waited. Waited for him to reach out and take what she was
too afraid to give.

His expression was pained, frustrated and angry, but his eyes blazed with a
primitive lust in the dark gray depths. Like a force of steel, he appeared to be
fighting his own inner demons.

“Why is the ranch in such ruin?” This was the one question she feared.

Her heart stopped. Nightmares flooded back. She swallowed, gaping at him.

How did he know the ranch had been thriving? Reed was making a name for
himself as a well-respected rancher. His illness alone should not have affected the
running of the ranch.

“l want the truth.” He sounded as impatient and frustrated as he looked.

“Now?” she asked hesitantly. All she wanted to do was scream never, not
now, not ever.

“Yes, now. Tell me what happened.”

“Can’t this wait till tomorrow, or at least until I’'m dressed?” she ventured in a
tone that was both low and guarded.

“You’ve kept me waiting long enough. 1 would’ve have asked you earlier.
Listening to your nonsense drove me away.” His dark brows deepened in a scowl.

“Back to Jazelle’s,” she bit out and chided herself silently for showing the
remote hint of jealously. She held no claim over him. He could do what he
pleased. Apparently, he had, visiting Jazelle’s twice in two days and returning
smelling like he’d bathed in cheap perfume. Horny toad bastard.

“Don’t try my patience,” he replied instantly. “I guarantee you’ll regret the
consequences. | won’t ask you again.” His deep voice resonated with warning.

Further backward she sank, her backside butted tightly against the tub. She
stared at her trembling kneecaps and took a deep breath. There was no getting
around it—she either answered him or else turned into a prune. Only specifics.
Don’t offer more than necessary.

“After Reed’s second stroke, he wasn’t able to get around much. The field
hands started to ask questions about the outlook of the ranch. I tried to assure
them things would work out.”

“Go on. Tell me, what happened to the cattle?”



Devil’s Pact, Part 1 123

“I rode out to the fields every now and then to check on things and noticed the
cattle weren’t being branded properly. I brought it up with the foreman. He said
he would take care of it. They stalled with excuses. Insisted the hands wanted to
be paid up front. | paid what I could, but they said it wasn’t enough. I didn’t have
any more money. One day, they were gone.”

“Who was gone?” His questioning gaze turned to annoyance, as if she wasn’t
providing answers fast enough.

“Everything. The foreman, the field hands, the cattle, pigs, everything.”

“What happened?” His jaw tensed

“They took them.”

“The hands?” he asked with a cold finality, and her pulse raced.

“They took every last head of cattle and supplies and everything else they
could carry.”

“Where did they go?” Devin’s face turned to stone.

A vision of a tombstone flashed before her eyes. If she read the look in his eye
correctly, whomever she mentioned would be dead before tomorrow’s sunrise. A
chill ran down her spine.

“It doesn’t matter. It’s too late now. Don’t you see? You’ll never get them
back. They won’t let you.” Fear and remembrance shrouded her eyes.

“Who, Megan? Who?” he growled.

“He won’t let you. They’ll kill you as soon as you set foot on his property. It’s
no use. Don’t even ask. They’re gone.”

“I’ll be the judge of that. This ranch is mine now. No one cheats a Spawn. Tell
me, what is his name?”

“Devin, he has hired guns for hands. He owns the Sheriff. It’ll do no good.
You’ll only start more trouble for me and the girls. Please, let it go.”

“I’ll not ask you again. Either you tell me, or I’ll drag you out of that tub as-is.
We’ll ride all over town till we find every last damn head of cattle and the sorry-
assed bastard who was fool enough to think he could cheat a Spawn and get away
with it.”

“Hardin. Leroy Hardin.” The name rolled off her tongue as though it was the
most contemptuous, tainted, hated name to ever pass her lips. “Owns the ranch
budding ours.”
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In a flash, he grabbed his rifle off the rack and headed for the door.

“Devin,” she cried out, terrified, jumping to her feet. “They’ll kill you.”

“They’ll try.” He turned and faced her. His brows arched in surprise.

“Even if you survive, what will happen after you leave? The girls and | will
still be here. Hardin will still be our neighbor.” Her voice filled with concern and
fear for not only him, but herself and the girls.

“What are you willing to offer to keep me here?” His darkening gaze roamed
openly over her body, causing her to look down at herself. She gasped, suddenly
realizing she was naked. She plopped back in the tub, sending water splashing
over the sides in big waves as her body burned with humiliation.

“That’s what | thought.” His voice turned cold as he stormed into the
darkness.

* Xk Kk %

Like a moonless phantom, he would creep in silently and kill them. Slaughter
‘em one by one as they slept. Fifty, one hundred, the number was unimportant. He
wanted to murder every one of the bastards. Moreover, he could.

If it weren’t for Megan’s tormented face haunting him. She’d just stood there
with a pleading, worried look on her face, arms by her sides, completely nude and
dripping wet. Water streamed down the peaks of her round breasts, the sparse
thatch of dark blond curls matted, dribbled water between the hollow of her trim
thighs and trickles of droplets slid down her smooth belly and slender legs.

At the sight, his cock had grown hard instantly. With the way he felt, it
wouldn’t have done either of them any good if he stayed. The only thing on his
mind now was red. Blood red. His wrath would be directed at those deserving.

He understood all too well range wars between neighboring ranches could get
pretty ugly, especially with cattle rustling involved. But to cheat a defenseless
woman! A Spawn, no less. There was hell to pay, and it was up to him to collect.

The truth of her words burned in his ears. Tomorrow after Reed was laid to
rest, she and the girls would remain to face the aftermath alone. It wouldn’t be
right.

Hell, when did he grow a fucking conscious?
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His sight was set for the most grandiose spread nearby. He found the large,
two-story adobe ranch house easily. It was lit enough to give off the impression
activity was still taking place inside. Outside the home and around the outlying
parameter, several lowlife ruffians patrolled, armed and alert.

Though not alert enough to spot him as he crawled through an upstairs
window. With a whispered instruction and quick nod from his master, Deuce
sauntered off into the night’s blackened shadows.

Once inside, Devin acclimated to the darkness rather well. As he suspected,
judging from the size and amount of windows on the outside, this had to be Leroy
Hardin’s bedroom. It was large, took up an entire end of the second floor. It was
decorated rather comfortably with dark, masculine furniture and a huge bed butted
up against the windows.

Devin opened the bedroom door a crack and concentrated for a minute on the
jumble of male voices coming from downstairs. Satisfied he was at the right
place, he closed the door. There was nothing else to do but wait for his host.

He positioned himself in the far left corner of the room, opposite the direction
light would fall from the opened doorway.

His wait was not long. Keenly, he listened to the advance of footsteps over the
carpeted hallway and the soft muttering of voices, one male and one female. He
heard the distinct male voice wish someone a goodnight and then a rustle of
skirts, as though the female leaned over to kiss him farewell.

Accustomed to execution of his duties at night, he eased a bowie knife from a
sheath strapped to his calf. He waited, not moving a muscle, for the right moment
as the knob turned and the door opened. From the hallway light, he could
distinguish a, tall, slender, balding man step into the room and close the door
behind him as he reached for the oil sconce.

With a resounding thud, the knife pierced the red plaid wallpaper inches from
Leroy Hardin’s hand, just before he touched the wall sconce.

“I wouldn’t do that if I were you.” Devin’s deep voice warned instantaneously
as Hardin reached for his gun. Another knife pierced the door inches away from
his now stilled hand above the six-shooter strapped to the man’s hip.

“Wouldn’t do that, either.” His tone was now a vicious warning.
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Mr. Hardin raised both hands in the air, squinting as if trying to make out the
dark figure and voice coming from the darkness while he stood in the faint
ambient light shining through the windows.

“My boys will—" he started arrogantly.

“Find your throat slashed,” Devin finished for him, guessing the gutless man
was ready to shout for backup. He hired gunslingers to do the dirty work he was
either incapable of doing or didn’t want to dirty his hands with.

“What do you want?”” Hardin bit out.

“Make amends amongst neighbors.”

“Neighbors use the front door.” Hardin’s tone was quick and sarcastic.

“Backdoor’s more to my liking.”

“Do you mind if I sit?” He nodded in the direction of the plush side chair near
the window closest to the lamp outside. “My legs are tiring out.”

“Nice chair. Wouldn’t want you to stain it.” Devin could hear the man’s deep
exhalation at the implicit threat.

“Start talking,” Hardin said bluntly, standing absolutely still.

“I’m here on behalf of the Spawn Ranch.”

“I have no beef with Reed,” he snapped back.

“| say you do.”

“Look here, mister. Don’t know what you heard—"

“Heard you took some cattle didn’t belong to you from an ailing old man and
his wife,” Devin interrupted.

“Whatever yarn she wove is a lie. No one round here listens to a two-bit
whor—" The knife slicing the top of his ear off halted the ending of his sentence.
Instinctively, Hardin’s hand went to what was left of his bloodied ear, and he
grunted.

“Speak out of line again, and the next will cut out your fool tongue.” Devin
spewed pure hatred, and Leroy Hardin’s eyes widened as he swallowed harshly,
blood gushing from the gash in his ear, spilling down his arm.

“Where’s the cattle?”

“Done drove *em to Louisiana.”

“Mighty neighborly of you to go through the trouble. Mrs. Spawn will
appreciate the money from the bill of sale you made on her behalf.”
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“Why, I—" Hardin stammered.

“You have a problem with that?”

“No. No, of course not. Don’t have that kind of money lying around.”

“Bank’s open tomorrow. She’ll wait till then.”

“Look here, she doesn’t know what’s owed her. We can make some sort of
deal. I like how you handle things. Ride for me. I’ll pay you well.”

“Wouldn’t you like to know who you’re hiring?”

“Doesn’t matter. | could use a fella like you ‘round.” Hardin’s tone grew in
confidence.

“Turn on the light,” Devin instructed in a throaty whisper, smoldering in the
darkness.

Steadily, Hardin reached for the oil sconce ensuring no moves were
misjudged. As the light filled the room, his face went pale when he faced Devin.

Devin had leaned casually in the corner with a foot planted on the wall behind
him. He nudged the brim of his hat off his forehead to give Leroy a good, long
look.

“Name’s Spawn...Devin Spawn,” he drawled.

Leroy Hardin’s face turned a nasty shade of green, and his eyes bulged in their
sockets.

No doubt, Leroy Hardin had heard a story or two. Within gun sight of the
devil himself, Hardin should be guessing right about now he was damned lucky to
still be alive.

Across the room, Devin moved but kept his eyes on the other man. He
extracted the knife near the wall sconce. Hardin flinched.

“Seeing as how | own the ranch,” Devin stated matter-of-factly in his deep,
calculated tone as he reclaimed the knife near Hardin’s hip and returned both to
their sheaths, “don’t think I’ll be able to take...” He pulled the blooded knife that
sliced through the man’s ear from the door and wiped it on Hardin’s upper arm.
“You up on your generous offer.”

Devin stepped back, and returned the bowie knife to the sheath strapped to his
waist. “You have till noon tomorrow to make amends.”
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Chapter 10

Devin chose the cover of the pecan trees to the right of the ranch house, a
position to give him a clear view, unrestricted shot and cover from approaching
riders from different angles. The small hill behind the barn and larger hills behind
the house meant riders had to travel over the hills, or take the dirt trail leading to
the house and risk detection. A bigger risk to anyone sneaking up tonight would
be to angle across the open land to the left of the house or cut through the pecan
trees, where he could easily hear them. Whichever way they chose, he could see
them, yet they couldn’t see him. Thanks to his Comanche friends, he was a master
at blending into his surroundings and moving about undetected.

He didn’t bother to go inside and inform Megan of the situation. She’d find
out soon enough when the fireworks began if Mr. Hardin didn’t take kindly to
Devin’s suggestion.

There was nothing else for him to do but wait.

When the stars dimmed and the blackened sky turned to gentle hues of yellow
and blue, he couldn’t help but bemoan his annoyance. If Hardin started in on him,
as Devin hoped he would, then he could finish off the no-account scum.

Appears Mrs. Megan Spawn was coming into some money.

“Lucky bastard gets another day,” he grumbled as he drifted silently into the
house, bearing an armload of firewood for the hearth and a bucket of water to
make a pot of coffee before Megan woke up. Since he wasn’t able to get any
sleep, he needed the jolt a hot cup of black coffee supplied.

His sense of hearing was acute. The squeak of the mattress told him she’d
climbed out of bed. Moreover, the shuffling of tiny feet slipping into her house
slippers and rustle of clothing as she donned her robe lent an intimacy to his
mind's eye. The light patter over the wooden planks moving toward the bedroom
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door made him more anxious than he had a right to be. He sat in the chair
positioned near the parlor window, his gaze focused on the landscape before him.

He gathered from her startled gasp when she opened the bedroom door that
she was very surprised to see him alive. With his back to her, she couldn’t see the
smirk on his face.

“Morning,” he offered quietly without turning around.

She rushed to his side, a white eyelet robe wrapped tightly around her small
frame. Underneath, an oversized, long-sleeved eyelet nightgown buttoned to the
neck dragged on the floor.

Did none of her clothes fit properly? he wondered. Her long, honey-colored
ringlets tousled down her back and over her shoulders. Her face was drawn, and
there were dark shadows under her eyes. From the looks of it, he could tell she’d
had a rough night.

“Devin,” she breathed. Her eyes seemed to absorb him like a venerated
apparition. As if requiring reassurance he was real and not a dream, she laid a
hand on his shoulder

He stared at the dainty hand resting on his shoulder and followed it up to her
eyes. The heat of that one little unexpected touch burned right through his clothes
and stirred his groin. Covered from neck to her toes, she looked damned sexier
than any naked, sprawled-out, highfalutin whore he’d ever laid eyes on.

“Made coffee,” he offered, dropping his gaze once again to the small hand
searing his flesh through his clothing because he couldn’t bare to look at her a
moment longer without touching her.

* k*x k%

Megan looked where he did, withdrawing her hand from his shoulder quickly.
She tucked the robe tightly under her neck, suddenly feeling as exposed as last
night when she stood in the washtub. The intensity of his silvery eyes washed
over like heated waves, seeping through her pores and ignited what she could only
name as forbidden arousal.

The only fate worse than Devin Spawn’s death would be his continued
existence on the Reed Ranch.
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Dear God, how would she manage to ignore this man when she could scarcely
breathe whenever he was near?

“What happened?” she asked uneasily, afraid to acknowledge last night’s
vexing exchange had truly transpired, but she had to know. She held her breath,
and waited.

“Son-of-a-bitch is still alive.” His voice weighed heavily with distaste. “He’ll
pony up.”

A miserable dread filled her soul at his declaration. Her tightening heart
gripped her. Hardin is alive. She wanted to get away from Devin’s searching
eyes, but he followed her to the kitchen,

“Since he hasn’t done so by now, | doubt he’ll trouble you again.”

Since he hasn’t done so by now. She paused mid-motion, reaching for one of
the cups stacked on the shelf. Her body stiffened.

“Whether I’m here or not, he’s aware the ranch is mine.”

His voice brought her out of her reverie. She swung to face him, cup clutched
in a death grip to her chest, and practically shrieked, “Are you certain?”

“Only way to be certain is to return and Kill the slimy snake.” Devin leaned
his hip against the counter, arms crossed over his chest. He tilted his head, his
silver eyes studying her. As though he could read her thoughts and see the fear
gripping her soul, he goaded, “A nod will do.”

Briefly closing her eyes, she shook her head. Though she didn’t want anything
more than to see Leroy Hardin get what he deserved, if she said yes, that would
make her no better than him.

“No, if you scared him well enough to leave me—the ranch alone, that
suffices.” She breathed a sigh of relief.

Reputation alone could ward off a lesser man. Face to face with solid-
muscled, six-foot-nine Devin Spawn was menacing to all others. Truly, she
wanted to know what he’d done to the morally reprehensible man, but held her
tongue.

“Sure?” he asked.

“Quite,” she replied, pouring a cup of coffee. “I’ll start breakfast as soon as |
change,” she added quickly to change the subject. To avoid further discussion, she
took a sip of coffee while hurrying to her room. She really meant to visit the
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chamber pot, but those silvery eyes followed her everywhere. The last thing she
wanted to do was give him any ideas of watching her in the most compromising
of positions. The man had seen her do everything else. She needed some element
of mystery.

* k%

After breakfast, he heard them in the distance, felt the faint rumble beneath his
feet. Riders, seventy or more, approached fast from the north at least five miles
away.

Hardin’s ranch was to the east. Without question, Devin knew it wasn’t him.
There was only one other possibility. On intuition alone, he finished hitching the
wagon for Megan and the girls, who were inside dressing for the funeral. When
that was done, he made his way to the barn.

Deuce was clamoring in his stall, seemingly aware of the impending situation.

“You’re ready to fly.” He walked over to his horse and stroked his nose,
calming him down. “Not this time, fella. Best if you stay behind.”

He saddled up one of Reed’s stallions. Whether it was an act of bravery or
gutlessness, he decided against going into the house to retrieve his rifle.

Outside of the barn, he mounted the black stallion and stared at the ranch
house for a good long while.

No need for goodbyes.

Who knew if he would ever return?

One thing for certain, he wasn’t one to run. In the past, he would have stayed
and fought. Not now. Not with the girls nearby. Today, he’d face his future head
on. With the decision settled, he flew north to whatever lay ahead.

* Xk Kk %

Megan heard a horse gallop off and ventured outside to investigate. Devin was
nowhere to be found. Deuce was in his stall, and Shadow, Reed’s favorite horse,
was missing, along with Devin’s saddle.
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The wagon was already hitched and ready for her and the girls. He had given
his word that he would follow them to the funeral. With the services to begin less
than an hour from now, her imagination ran rampant. If he showed up smelling of
stale flowers again, she’d shoot him on sight and bury his whoring remains next
to Reed. In a huff, she climbed the steps leading to the porch.

As she reached the front door, she heard the rumbling of hooves charging
wildly through the bend and swung around. Her heart stopped the moment she
saw Leroy Hardin riding in her direction, with eight of his men following closely
behind.

“I’m looking for Mr. Spawn,” he stated abruptly, pulling to a stop in front of
her while a few of his men spread around the yard, their trigger hands perilously
close to their firearms.

“Reed has passed on. Funeral is this morning.” Her eyes swept over the men.
A few of them she didn’t recognize. A couple used to work for Reed. And the one
by his side, Rusty, she hated almost as much as she hated Hardin.

“My business is with Reed’s son, Devin Spawn.”

“l expect him back shortly,” she lied, but his sort of scum didn’t deserve the
truth. Hardin’s left ear was bandaged, and she couldn’t help but speculate Devin’s
involvement. She would have felt a sense of morbid satisfaction, except upon
hearing Devin wasn’t there, Hardin’s guarded gaze turned malicious.

Her stomach churned.

At a half shake of Hardin’s head, Rusty leapt from his saddle and joined her
on the porch.

“Nice to see ya again, Megan.” Hardin’s right-hand man grinned, displaying
his tobacco stained teeth as he leaned in to pass her an envelope. His foul onion
breath and squalid odor assailed her nostrils. She turned her face away from his,
and took a step back.

Rusty gave a raucous laugh that raked Megan’s ears.

Inwardly, she flinched. That laugh echoed in the deep recesses of her memory.
Her teeth clenched. She fought to hold back the tears threatening her eyes.

Rusty leaned in closer to drop the plain white envelope by the hem of her
skirt. He whispered, “You’s a widow now. Lots of lonesome nights ahead, huh?”
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Without waiting for a reply, the red-haired gunslick jumped back on his
horse.

“Tell Mr. Spawn | hope it is to his satisfaction.” Hardin’s cool tone sounded
forced, and the evocative look he gave her was anything but cordial.

As soon as they turned the reins on their horses, she ran inside and heaved her
breakfast in the chamber pot.

* Xk k%

It wasn’t long before Devin reached them. From his estimate, there were
closer to one hundred riders, an entire well-armed regiment of blue sitting straight
in their saddles.

Now, that’s mighty strange, Devin thought. He was expecting a U.S. Marshal
and a shitload of trailing posse, not the United States Calvary. He was fully aware
the army abstained from civic affairs, concentrating mainly on Indian and Mexico
relations in these parts. That’s when they bothered to venture this far south, since
there weren’t very many white settlements in what was still considered Mexico.

As soon as they spotted him, the first squadron followed orders, prepared to
fire. Their rifles jerked in a straight row like a tightly strung clothesline, every
barrel pointed at him.

Without a break in stride, he held his course until he reached what he assumed
was the commanding officer off to the side of the front line. He brought the black
horse to a snorting, dusty stop in front of a stern, gray-haired man in full military
garb. Devin grinned. “Mornin’.”

“Devin Spawn, you’re under arrest.” The captain faced his second-in-
command by his side and ordered their prisoner be searched, stripped of all
weapons and hands bound.

“Mind if I ask why the military has taken a fancy to me?” Devin inquired
directly, maintaining his calm demeanor as several soldiers approached him
cautiously.

“You may take it up with my superior officer, Colonel Thomas O’Roake.”
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“Where is this Thomas fellow?” He asked informally, just to piss off the
stuffy officer.

Captain Derby sneered at him. “Colonel O’Roake is at Camp Griffin. We shall
arrive tomorrow evening.”

* k%

The following evening, Devin and his captors descended upon Camp Griffin.
A bugle rang out, heralding their approach. Immediately, Captain Derby rushed
him inside the colonel’s office. Colonel O’Roake sat behind a large maple desk,
with several officers seated nearby.

“Mr. Spawn, have a seat, please.”

Devin glanced around the room. He was the one with a ten-thousand-dollar
hide. Nonetheless, the tension these rigid military men exuded couldn’t be sliced
with a razor-sharp knife. The fine hairs on the back of his neck raised in
heightened awareness. The bounty money, the Indian trader, and the twist of fate
tied to Reed’s decline—it all boiled down to this.

Like a good soldier, shackled, weaponless, and out of uniform, he plopped in
the chair indicated directly in front of the colonel’s desk.

Without delay, the colonel placed the wanted poster in front of him. Devin
eyed it dismissively.

“These posters have been forwarded around the country.”

“I have one. Don’t like the drawing much. Doesn’t quite capture my eyes.”

The colonel regarded him fleetingly and continued to speak. “As noted, it
states alive. The constraint can easily be revised.”

“Why bother? You already have me under arrest.” He shrugged his shoulders
and rattled the shackles binding his arms behind his back to prove his point.

“Mr. Spawn,” the Colonel stated heatedly, “my orders come from the top.
Personally, I am appalled to sit across from a lawless, vicious killer who has no
regard for human decency. | wouldn’t trust you with my worst enemy’s mangy
multt, let alone your word, but your skills are legendary.”

Were all prisoners treated this way? Devin wondered. His gaze darted to the
other men seated in the room, who were listening very intently while scrutinizing
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his every move. Tied up and unarmed, what did they really expect him to do?
Well, he could think of a few things.

Leaning back in his chair, he exhaled deeply to give the impression he was
bored. It didn’t sit well with the colonel, whose tone grew agitated.

“Your association with the Laredo Gang is why you are here. Although you
haven’t ridden with them for a few years, you may be aware of their actions. Your
reputation as a fearless marksman and tracker exceed—"

“Quit fluffing my feathers,” Devin interrupted gruffly. “What is it you want?”

“My directive is to petition you to track down the Laredo Gang.”

“Why.”

“They raided a wagon shipment of ours. Murdered the entire garrison of fifty
men. The wagons carried enough rifles and ammunition to arm the entire
Cheyenne nation. That’s where we suspect they’re headed. The Chickasaws and
Choctaws are refusing to sign a treaty to cede their land in Mississippi and
relocate to a reservation. We have word if the Cheyenne get hold of the arsenal
beforehand, the other tribes, along with the Potawatami, will join them. We’ll
have a bloodbath on our hands. Hundreds of innocent lives, women and children,
will be lost.”

“What’s my part?” Devin didn’t fault the Chickasaws or Choctaws. No man
wants to be run off his land. He figured the men in the room hadn’t dragged him
here for his opinion.

“Track them, dispose of them and return military weaponry.”

“And?”

“If you agree to assist your government in this very delicate matter, you will
receive the reward money for the return of the weapons and each member you
bring to justice. In addition, President Adams will grant a full pardon.”

“If I don’t?”

“In the event you consent and fail to follow through, then “dead” will be
added to the poster, and the award will be increased. You’ll spend the remainder
of your days looking over your shoulder. We both know there won’t be too many
of those.”

Devin quirked a brow. The Colonel didn’t know him too well.
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“You’ve gone through an awful lot of trouble to find me. I missed my own
father’s funeral.”

“We hope it’s been worth it. What’s your answer?”

“Why the hell not? I could use the target practice.”

“We’ll discuss the plans tonight. I’ll have supper brought in for you.” With a
brief a nod from Colonel O’Roake, a low-ranking officer left the room to fulfill
the meal request. “How many troops will you require? Lieutenant Allen will
assign them immediately.”

A young man stood, tall and stiff as a pine tree. Devin eyed him
disapprovingly, assumed the spiffy toy soldier was Lieutenant Allen. He shook
his head. It amazed him how the colonel didn’t even have to snap his fingers, and
yet, these boys still jumped at the slightest provocation. If he ever joined the
army, he doubted not more than an hour would pass before he punched someone’s
nose in at the first order.

“How many wagons?” Devin’s eyes narrowed on the colonel.

“There are four wagons. Three loaded with rifles and one with ammunition.
We estimate one hundred, perhaps two hundred troops should suffice?”

“Four.”

“Four hundred? We don’t have that many troops available. It will—*

“Do you have a doctor here?” Devin glanced up at the straight-arrow
Lieutenant Allen, standing a few feet from him.

“Yes, do you feel ill?” A worried looked creased the Lieutenant’s face.

“Colonel O’Roake needs his hearing checked.” He faced O’Roake. “I said
four, as in four men. Best shots available, if you want them back alive.”

“Four men? That’s preposterous. We have reports there are nearly thirty men
riding in the Laredo Gang.”

“Four men,” Devin repeated. “Take off these damned cuffs, and we’ll leave
within the hour. After I collect my horse back at the ranch, I’ll go after ‘em.”

With a nod from the colonel, Captain Derby quickly removed Devin’s
shackles.

“You’ll need to eat and rest after the journey, and we have plenty of horses,”
Colonel O’Roake said matter-of-factly. “You may choose—”

“My horse or the deal is off. We leave tonight, or the deal is off.”
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Later that evening, Megan still hadn’t managed to dress for bed. Settled on the
couch for the past hour, frowning with worry, she stirred her spoon in the cup of
cold coffee. The girls were snuggled in their beds, and she’d sent a persistent, yet
thoughtful Caleb away earlier that day.

With Reed laid to rest yesterday afternoon, there was no reason for Caleb to
call daily in the pretense of a medical capacity. The only thing his presence
accomplished was to feed the rumor mill.

Leroy Hardin’s bank draft was deposited. Mr. Pierson, the banker, told her it
would take several days before the money cleared. “Bank regulations,” he said
with a smirk. More like Hardin up to his old tricks, she figured after hearing the
rumor. The army had arrested the notorious outlaw, Devin Spawn, just outside of
town. It was all the townsfolk paying their last respects to Reed wanted to discuss.
If it were true, she’d never see a cent of the money Hardin earned from selling off
Reed’s cattle.

The money would really come in handy. Debts paid sooner than expected,
insuring her and the girl’s safety. With enough money left over to move if she
decided. At least the issue of remarrying could be dealt with in due time.

Caleb Walker was her childhood sweetheart, best friend, and a kind, gentle
man who loved her in return. She’d loved him since the moment she laid eyes on
him as he slinked down the stairs the day Doctor Keeling dragged her, kicking
and screaming with shock and fright, through the Walker’s front door. It was the
day after a rescue team searched the raided stagecoach and found her, the only
survivor. She lost her father, pregnant mother, and younger brother, including the
two drivers and a few other passengers. She was scared, dirty and downright
scrawny. He was all arms and legs, with a mop of blond curls in permanent
disarray and a smile filled with hope and joy. But his eyes, like brilliant sapphires,
touched her heart instantly.

They became joined at the hip.
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Only thirteen and alone in the world, she felt safe, secure, and loved with him.
A love that intensified as the weeks passed. Deep and profound, strong enough for
a young girl to risk her belief in propriety and do the inconceivable.

Her parents had been deeply in love, eager for a large family. Why couldn’t
she and Caleb have the same? Sometimes late at night, when her parents thought
she and her brother were asleep, she’d sneak a peek at them cuddling in their bed.
Or she lay awake and listen to their subdued moans as her body warmed.

Privacy in their one-room house back east was non-existent. Once in a while,
the covers would slip off their joined bodies, giving her a good idea how she and
her baby brother came to be.

With a teenaged exuberance, she longed to share the same intimacy with
Caleb.

By the time they reached fourteen, they were cuddling like her parents used
to. At least, at the time, she thought it was the same. Mr. Walker caught them in
the horse stable. Mrs. Walker put Caleb on the next train to Europe to live with
relatives, threw her out of their house, and warned every decent family in town
not to take her in unless they wanted to board a trollop. Their husbands and sons
would become ensnared by the witchery of a temptress with sin in her soul and
lust on her mind and become tainted with mercenary desires. With a claim like
that, no one dared take her in.

If not for Mrs. Walker’s bitter hate and Megan’s memory of the outcome of
that fateful afternoon, there wasn’t a doubt she and Caleb would be married at this
point. As it was, Caleb never learned the entire lurid details of what transpired
after he was dragged from the house.

Ten years later, she still didn’t have the strength or desire to tell him.

For the next four years, her life had been full of dread and uncertainty, back-
breaking work, and later, indoctrination. A true test of her trust, faith, and moral
fiber, she resigned herself to live behind the only door opened to her, a sinkhole
of depravity—1Jazelle’s Place.

And so it was as she sat on the couch in deep thought, unsure why Devin
Spawn rode off two days ago. Certain there wasn’t a man alive who could take on
Devin, she refused to believe the rumor. It didn’t seem like him to give up so
easily without a fight. It just had to be sensationalism. No matter what, it didn’t
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explain why he missed Reed’s funeral, deserted them without a word. From the
beginning, he said he was only passing through and was neither baby sitter nor
protector. At least he could have said goodbye.

Her parents never had the opportunity to say goodbye. Reed passed away,
unable to speak. Now, Devin was gone.

If the rumors where true, she’d be left with only one conclusion. Hardin’s
check would never clear. With her debt unpaid, she’d be left no choice but to
return to Jazelle’s.

Caught up in musing, the sharp knock at the door made her jump. When the
Sheriff’s voice rang out, her first consideration was Devin. Her next was the
absurdity of Sheriff Tucker showing up with news of Devin Spawn, when no one
other than Leroy Hardin was certain he was Reed’s son.

The alarm going off in her head was too late as she opened the door. To her
wide-eyed shock, a bold hand shoved her inside while another aimed a pistol at
her, and a booted foot kicked the door wide open. As the scream left her mouth, a
familiar red-headed figure rushed inside. His large, calloused hand covered her
mouth as he pinned her arm behind her back and pushed her against the wall.

“Soon, you’ll be screaming for a different reason, Megan,” he snickered
against her throat, his whiskey and tobacco breath throttling her senses, chilling
her blood. She shook her head furiously, her eyes wide with fear as the sheriff and
two more men pushed their way into the house.

The girls! Her heart pounded against her chest. Not the girls!

She kicked and clawed, biting the hand ground into her face as all four men
pinned her to the floor, gagged her, and tied her up.

Please, dear God, not the girls!

Once subdued, Rusty tossed her hog-tied body over his saddle, mounted, and
settled her deviously across his lap. He rode off, talking about old times, her skirt
flying in the breeze. Tears of shame, humiliation, regret, and unknown fear spilled
from her eyes.

This was her fault. Whatever happened to her was the least of her worries. But
the girls. Whatever happened to the girls was her fault. She was the only one to
blame. If not for her wanton nature, none of this would be happening. A flood of
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raw, angry, frightful emotions bubbled deep inside, tightening her throat as she
choked on her sobs.

Rusty urged his horse into a brisk trot. He started laughing when the jarring
sensations forced her belly against his erection. Disgusted, she could taste her
stomach fluids as they descended through her upside-down body. Her body
stiffened as she felt his calloused palm trail down her back through the layers of
fabric.
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Chapter 11

The moon, a faint sliver, hung amid the changing hues lingering in the sunset.
A magnificent display of colors danced over the pinons and grassy slopes.
Oblivious to the serenity, Devin flew at breakneck speed across the wild, brushy
country toward the ranch. The four baffled, uniformed soldiers and packhorse
kept the frantic pace at a modest distance.

Devin didn’t know how he knew. He just did. Just like he didn’t question
where his next breath came from, he also didn’t question his intuition. It kept him
alive. It revealed things to him no else could see, hear, or even understand. Since
he arrived at Camp Griffin, he felt compelled to return to the ranch for reasons
beyond Deuce.

As the rambling ranch house came into view, his gut wrenched. There were no
lights. Megan always kept the kerosene fixture above the table on low at night.

With barely a break in gait, he jumped off the black stallion. In two long
strides, he was up the walk.

The door was ajar.

His heart pounded.

In one leap, he was over the porch and through the front door, pistol in hand.
Finely honed silvery eyes acclimated to the surroundings instantly. The signs
were there, the ones that had plagued him for the past two days. Megan and the
girls were in trouble.

The hearth was cold. A full cup of coffee sat on the small, round table next to
the couch. The girl’s beds were unmade, sheets tossed haphazardly on the floor.

Before the sergeant and his men gathered a breath to speak to him as they
entered the house, Devin grabbed his rifle from the rack and dashed past them on
his way to the barn.
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A touch of respite washed over him when he spotted Deuce clamoring in his
stall, hungry and feisty, but none the worse for wear. The horse caught sight of
Devin. Straight away Deuce snorted his discontent.

Devin wasted no time exchanging saddles. Reed’s old saddle was already
strapped down on the black stallion by the time Sergeant Major walked in,
followed by the three soldiers.

“Mr. Spawn, is everything all right? Will we be staying here the night? We’ve
been riding hard for two days, the men and horses need rest.” Sergeant Major’s
tone was direct and cool.

In a sidelong glance, Devin noticed the wariness in the man’s gaze. The
officer eyed the rifle, then the two saddled horses.

“Need to go into town. I’'ll be back. Follow. Stay. It’s up to you.” Devin
already knew they would follow. Come hell or high water, he was going to find
Megan and the girls and bring them back. No one was going to stop him. Of that,
he was confident.

* Kk Kk %k

With the military breathing over his shoulder, he thought it best not to shoot
up the town first, then ask questions. He decided to start with the sheriff and go
from there. Follow the trail wherever it led, then start shooting.

In no time at all, he reached Sheriff Tucker’s office and barged right in.

The Sheriff was dozing, reclined back in his chair with his legs propped on his
desk. With the jarring sound of the door banging open, Sheriff Tucker bolted
upright, cursing up a storm at the disturbance.

“Where’s Megan Spawn?” Devin demanded heatedly, glaring at the portly
older man. His reddened cheeks, blotchy nose, and glazed, red-lined eyes gave off
more than a hint of recent alcohol consumption.

“Who the hell wants to know?” Sheriff Tucker bit back with a slur, his beady
eyes squinting as he tried to focus on the four soldiers entering his office, then the
huge man in front of him.
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“Her stepson,” he growled. Inwardly, Devin winced. If she heard him now,
she’d be madder than a barrel full of rattlers. He didn’t like saying it any more
than she liked hearing it.

From the way his eyes bulged and darted to the wanted poster hanging on the
wall behind his desk, Devin detected the moment Sheriff Tucker realized to
whom he spoke—right about the time the color drained from his face.

“She’s working,” he blurted, his forehead starting to bead with sweat as he
glanced at the four soldiers who stood quietly inside the door.

“Where?”

“Don’t want no trouble.”

Devin slammed his fist on the desk, causing the Sheriff to jerk back a step and
everything that wasn’t bolted down on the desk to vibrate. “Damn you, little man,
tell me where before | beat next week’s shit out of you.”

“I’ll tell you, but you gotta know, it’s legal. Either she works, or she’s jailed
for default on a lawful contract.”

Devin grabbed him by the shirt and back-handed him across his face with
such force, the shirt ripped right out of Devin’s grasp. Sheriff Tucker fell
backward into his chair, clutching his crimson cheek.

“You’ve seen him, officer. Arrest him,” he shouted, staring helplessly at
Sergeant Major and his men, seemingly afraid to look at Devin again.

“Qur orders are to follow this gentleman wherever he travels and assist him.
We do not interfere in civil matters,” the Sergeant responded reverently. Devin
leaned over the desk and grabbed the Sheriff by the front of his torn shirt again,
yanking him out of his seat.

Sheriff Tucker cowered at the news. This time, he began to tremble. His last
thread of hope appeared to vanish along with any shred of his surviving dignity.

Devin’s hand came up, and Sheriff Tucker blurted, “Jazelle’s. She’s at
Jazelle’s.”

Sheriff Tucker was breathing raggedly, eyes glazed with fear as Devin
released him. Abruptly, he slumped back into his chair, thankful for the reprieve.
Devin thought the good-for-nothing sheriff looked ‘bout ready to whistle Dixie
and dance a jig if Devin felt a hankering to request.

“Emma and Shelby?”
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“Shelby is at the Garrison farm, and Emma is over at the Johnson’s place,
behind the café.”

* k%

Very few dared disturb Madame Jazelle while she tallied the week’s receipts.
Everything happened at once at the loud bash brought on by the door to her
private office being kicked open. Anger raced her blood and her gaze shot up.
Underneath the desk, she threw up her skirt, reaching for the derringer strapped to
her thigh, set to shoot the trespasser.

Her eyes widened and her hand stilled. Jazelle instantly recognized the
forceful Cannon from his two previous visits. Another dilemma with one of the
girls, she surmised. With a relaxed smile on her face, she sat back in her chair,
positive she had the perfect remedy—new blood.

However, she intended to save the coveted arrival for her most discriminating
client who expected to utilize the girl exclusively. Since he was out of town at the
moment, there was no harm earning a little extra on the side. If the price was
right, a profitable deal more to her liking was always attainable. Her excitement
increased as the dollar signs flittered in front of her.

Known only by “Cannon,” she couldn’t very well call him that, so she greeted
him in her usual seductive tone. “Darling, there’s a favorable outcome to every
entanglement.” She liked the play on words.

“Where is she?”

“Who?”

“You know who the hell I’'m talking about,” Devin growled.

“Cheri?” she asked with a valid air of curiosity. Inwardly Jazelle grumbled,
thrown briefly by the dark challenge in her formidable client’s voice.

“Megan Spawn.”

“Word travels fast. Interested in the new girl? It’ll cost you.”

“l ain’t fucking paying for kin.” His muscles tightened every line taut in his
face.
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“Sorry, sweetie, this one you are.” Madame Jazelle took a deep, steadying
breath as her pulse sped out of control. Her mind raced. Hardin promised good
money for the girl, and she wasn’t about to let Megan slip away so easily.

“Like hell 1 am.” He loomed over her desk, wiped it desk clean with one
sweep of his arm.

She gasped, watched with chagrin as the night’s receipts scattered across the
floor, along with the tiffany lamp, ink bottle, her favorite shot glass, and
everything else.

“Assuming you’re Devin, then your pa should have enlightened you about
your stepmother.” Practically shaking in her chair, she fought to control her
nerves. She could hear her own voice quaver. She hadn’t become a successful
proprietor by allowing anyone to see her sweat, backing down from a fight, or
letting someone pull a fast one over her, and she wasn’t about to start now.

“Look here, bitch. I don’t know what the fuck you’re trying to pull, but you
have two seconds. | always wondered what it would be like to skin a woman
alive.” She stared at the huge hand curling over the handle of the long blade
sheathed at his waist. “One.”

Her wide eyes shot from the long blade to the fiery warning in his black gaze.
She swallowed hard, gripped with fear.

“Fine, I’ll tell you.” She was fond of her skin just the way it was—every
flabby roll and wrinkle. Hardin’s deal failed to provide round-the-clock
protection, though the eager beaver expected to show up later tonight to partake in
widow Spawn’s delights in privacy after her customers left. Hardin assured her
Megan Spawn’s stepson, the notorious gunslinger, had been arrested. Had she
known the outlaw was the same man standing in front of her, Jazelle would have
thought long and hard before dragging Megan back.

“Megan worked for me before she married your pa. | put a roof over her head,
fed her, and clothed her. Could have made lots of money off that gal. Still can.
Men pay top dollar for young and attractive girls, with fresh little—"

“Take care of what you say.” His tone was a cold warning, and she heeded
every word.

Madame Jazelle countered with a sneer. He might be wearing a lethal
collection of weapons designed for considerable harm, but she had the supply to
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his demand. That pretty much kept her in charge of the situation. “All I’'m saying
is, Reed offered to buy her, and I accepted. He’d been paying for her since day
one. Still owes me money, and | ain’t letting her go until I collect every damn
cent. Whether she earns it on her back or you pay up, doesn’t matter to me.”

“How much?”

“Fifteen thousand.”

“Fifteen thousand! What, you dress her in diamonds?”

“Interest, sweetie,” she bit back with smug satisfaction. At her age, the thrill
of negotiation aroused her more than sex. “Either you pay the full amount, or for a
tidy sum, we can work you around her other clients.”

He pulled out a pouch tucked in the inside pocket of his jacket. It plopped
with a deep thud in the middle of her desk. “Keep the change,” he said dryly.

Her eyes widened with sheer ecstasy. She knew the sound of gold when she
heard it. And baby, that was the sweet knock of pure gold, and lots of it.

“Sweetie, she’s all yours.” Her voice hummed with elation as she started to
pull out gold nugget after gold nugget, lining them along the top of her desk.
“Truth of the matter, I’m glad you’re taking her off my hands. She’s been spitting
fire from hell ever since she stepped foot in this place. Hasn’t worked out like 1
hoped.”

“Where is she?” he demanded menacingly, towering over her desk.

“Up front in the saloon, probably scaring off the customers,” she offered
happily, hauling a scale from the bottom drawer to the top of her desk.

“Come near her again, and you won’t live long enough to see this hellhole go
up in smoke.”

Madame Jazelle’s gaze rose to meet his. For once, she was rendered
speechless at the icy viciousness in his tone. Never would she forget the look in
his eyes, black orbs boring the conviction behind the pledge before he stormed out
the room.

* k% * %

“Ah, Sarge, can’t we have at least one drink? Colonel don’t hafta know,”
Corporal Sam Webster grumbled at the same time Devin was learning of Megan’s
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whereabouts. Sam glanced forlornly at the bar where the soldiers sat in a corner
table in the saloon, nursing their glasses of water.

“We’re on duty. When you become Sergeant Major, you drink all the whiskey
and beer you want. For now, we have to keep our wits about us.”

“Why, the Laredo gang ain’t round these parts,” Trooper Vic Morrow piped
up, frowning as he pushed his glass of untouched water in the center of the table
and crossed his arms over his chest in objection.

“They’re not the ones concerning me at present. If Spawn doesn’t come
through that door within the next five minutes like he said,” Sergeant Major
nodded his head toward the connecting door that led to Jazelle’s Place, “we’re
going to have to go after him. And fellas, it’s gonna take all four of us to handle
him.”

“Don’t knows ‘bout you guys, but I’d rather have a double dose of honey any
night than the best whiskey any ol’ town has to offer.” The three other soldiers
followed Sergeant Edgar Toledo’s line of vision to the newest attraction at the
Silver Nugget.

They smiled and mumbled their agreements at the petite figure dressed in a
mid-calf red satin skirt with black ruffles, black fishnet stockings, and a black-
and-white corset that pushed up her small breasts dangerously above the plunging
neckline. So low, it looked as if one wrong move and her nipples would pop out.
Golden-colored hair curled atop her head with several loose tendrils falling down
her back and around her shoulders.

“Can’t | stay in town whilst the rest of you go back to the Spawn ranch? I’ll
be back in the morning, | swear, Sarge.”

“You’re the randiest rooster in the hen house, Toledo. I’ve noticed that one—"
Sergeant Major responded just before Corporal Webster interrupted.

“A fella can’t help but notice a warm body ripe for the plucking,” Webster
added grinning at Toledo.

“And Toledo wansta do the plucking,” Trooper Morrow joked.

“Plucking ain’t what | had in mind.” Toledo elbowed Morrow in the arm,
snickering. “Mores like fucking.”
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“Well, you fellas can forget it. Since we sat down, she hasn’t been overly
friendly to anyone. Don’t think she’s setting her sights on your sorry flat bultt,
Toledo. And besides, we ain’t got the time.”

“My butt ain’t what | was gonna use. B’sides, only needs a few minutes with a
real man to set her straight, not that drunk she’s with now.” Toledo grimaced as
they all intently watched the ruckus unfolding several tables away.

* Xk k%

For the hundredth time today, Megan tried to sidestep groping hands as she
deposited a whiskey bottle on the table with a loud thump. She would have
succeeded in her hasty escape if not for the persistence of her current patron.

“Chickie, where’s ya scurrying to?” The drunk rose out of his seat slightly,
grabbing her by the arm. The three other cowboys sitting at the card table laughed
when he yanked her across his lap.

“Unhand me. You have your whiskey. That’s all you’re getting from me,” she
hissed as she attempted to unhook his tight grasp from around her waist.

“Tonight, I’m lucky at cards and gettin’ luckier with the ladies.”

“Don’t see no ladies round here, Hoss,” a buddy from across the table sneered.

“This is one lady who’ll be passing you up,” Megan declared heatedly as she
attempted to stand.

“Not so fast,” he muttered, tightening his grip. He pulled her back onto his lap
and kissed her on the neck. She slapped his face, yelling vehemently for him to let
her go. Her loud voiced captured the attention of another saloon girl walking
nearby.

“Hoss, why you wasting time on a rattle-boned mouse?” Hattie said sweetly,
draping an arm around his shoulder, staring at the large pile of money sitting in
front of the drunkard. With her hand on Megan’s forehead, she pushed Megan’s
face from Hoss, who was leaving a slobbering trail down Megan’s neck.

Megan gave off a shrill noise and her neck jerked sideways.

Hoss grinned up at the other woman. His body swayed in its seat. The other
men looked on, baring stained-toothed sneers.
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“She’d be nothin’ but a worthless poke.” Hattie pulled Megan off Hoss’s lap
by the hair, knocking her to the floor.

Megan shrieked and landed on her rump with a loud thud, several of her light
golden strands dangling from the other woman’s long fingers.

With mixed emotions, Megan scrambled to her feet. The other woman happily
took her place on Hoss’s lap. Part of her was thankful for her replacement, yet her
temper escalated by the unceremoniously removal of herself. Unruly customers
came with the job. It was to be expected. If she had to work here for who knew
how long, then there was no way she was going to allow the other females to
trample over her.

“Who ya calling worthless, you festering barrel of lard?” Megan hollered,
yanking the other woman’s red hair until she was halfway off Hoss’s lap.

The redhead screeched, clutching at Megan’s wrist frantically.

The men started hollering and laughing. Hoss grabbed Hattie’s plump ass and
shoved her forward. She landed on Megan, and they both tumbled to the floor
while several other patrons started to gather around the quarreling females.

Megan tried to push the woman off, but estimated Hattie had at least a good
thirty pounds or more on her big-boned frame. The other female straddled her,
twisting painted fingers in Megan’s updo, and banged her head against the
wooden floor.

With all her might, Megan made a fist and landed a punch across the woman’s
right cheek. Megan rolled the woman off as the redhead fell sideways, crying out.
They continued to roll on the floor—arms flaying, legs kicking, clothes ripping,
and hair flying.

The entire crowd gathered around, including the soldiers. Enthusiastic men
pushed the tables and chairs out of the way as the tumbling mass rolled across the
floor. They went right along with the women, hooting and hollering, giving them
plenty of space to carry on. Some were even taking bets as to who was going to
win.

Toledo whooped the loudest when Megan’s strap busted and her left breast
popped out, so firm, it scarcely bounced when the satin-striped corset ripped
apart, soon followed by the other breast.
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The buxom redhead spared no modesty as her robust tits spilled out of her torn
neckline. Legs kicked in the air, hiking her skirt up around her waist, revealing
her bare ass and proof she wasn’t a natural redhead.

* Xk Kk %

In a rage, Devin barged through the crowd, knocking people over in the
process. He shouldered his way to the center and reached down into the middle of
the fracas to scoop Megan up with a single arm wrapped around her waist.

The crowd booed and shouted their protests. As soon as he shot them a
warning look, most quieted down.

Swiftly, Hattie scrambled to her feet. She took a blind swing at Megan.

With a mild nudge of his hand on her forehead, Hattie fell to the floor landing
on her butt with a grunt. She gaped up at Devin through her tousled red locks.
Recognition soon shadowed her wide-eyed expression. She scuttled backwards on
her hindquarters,. Apparently, coming to her senses and forgoing the fight. She
quickly covered her bottom half with what was left of her skirt.

Megan continued to flail, kicking and screaming at an invisible opponent.
Obviously, she didn’t realize he was holding her. He balanced her on his hip,
ignoring the verbal and physical tumult.

The remaining patrons seemed to possess enough sense to recognize the
ferocity in his gaze. They quieted down and backed off as he turned to walk away.

Evidently, Hoss, not known for his good judgment—whether inebriated or
not—choose that moment to confront Devin, who towered over him a good foot
and a half.

“Looky here, chum, this ain’t no cern of yurs. These tarts were a fightin’ ov’r
me an the win’er getsta ride me pony,” Hoss slurred, drawing his gun and waving
it in the vicinity of Devin.

With a single, powerful right, he knocked Hoss clear off his feet. The man
landed on a table several yards away. Devin stalked toward the kitchen with
Megan buried under his arm.
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“Let go of me. Take your hands off me,” Megan shouted, scratching at the
hand cupped around her bared breasts. She seemed unappreciative to be concealed
from raunchy, bug-eyed onlookers.

“Cannon.” The sultry voice of Cheri rang out behind him, making him stop in
his tracks right before he entered the kitchen.

“Still like it rough, 1 see. Is this the Megan I’ve heard so much about?”” Cheri
gave him a saucy wink, reminding him of the time he’d called out Megan’s name
while pumping sperm in Cheri’s pussy.

Megan finally ceased screaming and fighting, and he knew she was listening
to Cheri. He caught her glancing backward from her bent-over position and
noticed the sudden heated glare as her eyes took in the overly made-up woman,
half-dressed in a pink- and black-satin low-cut gown that left nothing to the
imagination.

His lips thinned into a grim line. He tightened his grip possessively on the
small bundle safely tucked under his arm. The scathing warning in his eyes went
unheeded as Cheri suggested seductively without so much as a pause, “The girls
and I wouldn’t mind a fourth.”

He caught sight of the soldiers making a beeline toward them. Oh hell, just
what | need. An audience. Not likely to tell Cheri to “fuck off’ in case he was ever
in need of her services again, he replied in his deep, blunt tone, “Not tonight.”

“What is she talking about?” Megan’s tone was quarrelsome, as though
mindful the voluptuous woman plied her wares upstairs. He suspected she already
guessed by now they were on intimate terms.

“Shut up,” Devin ordered, ducking through the kitchen maze of stoves, tables,
chopping blocks, and racks hanging from the low ceiling filled with pots and
pans.

“Put me down.” Megan protested, squirming so her nipples tickled his palm.

“Where can we be alone?” he asked his new friend, Mrs. Boyd.

“Ov’r yonder.” Mrs. Boyd quickly pointed down the narrow hallway toward
the storeroom.

“We don’t want to be disturbed.”
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“No one comes in my kitchen unless | let’s ‘em in,” Mrs. Boyd replied in an
keyed up tone before heading to block the kitchen door with a iron pan in one
hand and wooden rolling pin in the other.

With a swift kick, the door to the small, dusty room opened. One more Kkick,
and it shut with a boom.

* k%

Promptly released, Megan stumbled backwards and struggled to cover her
exposed bosom with the scraps of material remaining from her torn top. Assured
not enough material survived for the job, she settled for crossing both arms over
her breasts, meager in comparison to buxom Cheri. At least what she did have
were perfectly round, perched high on her chest, and were as firm as her rounded
behind—unlike Cheri, who was going soft on both ends and the middle.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” He barred the doorway, stuffing
his hands in the pockets of his jacket, eyes roaming over her angrily. “I’m gone
for a few days, and this is where you wind up? Whoring? Shelby and Emma?
Thought you wanted to care for them. Was this how you figured going about it?”

“You know nothing of the situation.”

“You were a whore when my father married you. Couldn’t wait to come back
and spread your legs? Is that why you were in such a hurry to be rid of me?”

“No, it’s not like that,” she bit out. The stabbing accusation struck her with
alarm.

“| favor a good tale and a good fuck as much as the next fella. Start talking, or
I’ll handle you like any other piece of ass in the place and finish ripping off
what’s left of your clothes.”

“There’s rules. Everyone pays up front. Besides, I’m working in the saloon,
not upstairs alongside Cheri.” She tossed him a dismissive look and attempted to
walk past him, well aware she tempted fate.

“Where the hell do you think you’re going?” He caught her roughly by her
upper arms and held her, looked down at her with half-crazed eyes. “Back outside
like that?”



Devil’s Pact, Part 1 153

Despite her fear, her body trembled with anger. She would be damned if she
allowed him a sign of weakness. She showed an inkling of disgrace as his heated
gaze roamed freely over her bare breasts. Her puckered nipples were so hard, they
ached from what she wanted to believe was the cool air outside and not the wild
flutter in her belly.

“Fuck the rules. Within two minutes, you’ll be face-down on a mat upstairs.”
His breathing escalated, and her heart pounded with excitement. He pulled her
closer, just enough so the hard peaks brushed against his cloth covered stomach.
She knew he heard her breath catch, saw the flush on her cheekbones that
matched his. For an insane moment, she found herself wanting to press against
him, rub her half-naked body against his. Oh, dear Lord, what was she thinking?
His harsh, unsympathetic tone broke into her delirious reverie. “Rules don’t apply
to a bunch of randy cowboys after they done got an eyeful and their bellies are
full up with whiskey.”

“1’d rather take my chances outside than listen to you degrade me.” She turned
up her nose, and looked away, refusing to be governed by him or any other man,
to see the lust in his eyes or acknowledge her own pitiable desire, nor the untold
need for his protection.

“I’m gonna do a whole helluva lot more than that. | done took up where my
father left off.” Megan glared at him. “’Cept | paid in full for you. Mother dear, |
own you.”

“That can’t be. It was too much,” she whispered in shock, unsure of what she
was even saying. Her head started to spin—or was it the room?

“There’s something we can agree on.” He released her, stuffing his hands
back in his pockets. “Fifteen thousand for your skinny ass is robbery.”

For the briefest of moments she hesitated, eyed him defiantly. No one owned
her as though a piece of property. “A thief should know. | didn’t ask for a
protector, or for your handouts.”

His brow darkened. “Reed did.”

“As | recall, you refused his request.”

“I’m not here on your behalf.”
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“Did | interrupt your nightly visit to that...that harlot?” She clamped her
mouth shut, mortified to hear herself whine like a jealous wife. His eyes glittered
in a smiling fashion aware of her envy.

“If not for Shelby and Emma, I’d leave you here, where you belong to rot.”

“Leave me here, then. Walk away. I’ll make amends by myself. Get the girls
back on my terms,” she grumbled. The fact he didn’t flinch, affirm or even try to
deny her charge angered her more than his taking a lover. After all, their brief
encounter was less than satisfying, mildly passionate, more pain than pleasure.
Cheri could keep the brute and that, that glorious thing between his thighs. Oh,
no, she was mistaken—not that.

“Done tried that and you failed miserably. They need a mother, and you’re the
only one they know. Stay here and this town will run you out before they ever
return those girls. Of course, if you don’t care for them...” He trailed off.

“l love them,” she snapped tensely, in fear of losing them. “There isn’t
anything I wouldn’t do for those girls. They’re all that | have.”

“Prove it?”

“How?”

“Return to the ranch and continue mothering them.”

“And where will you be?” she asked with disdain.

“About.”

“Lurk roundabouts as their babysitter. Keep an eye on me so | don’t sneak off
again.” she sneered, resenting the way he defied her without bating an eyelash.

The awkward moment of silence told her she was way off the mark. Under the
wide, charcoal brim, his dark brows arched faintly. “Not exactly. I’ll help
however | can. My interest leans more towards Reed’s entitlements.”

“What do you mean?” She eyed him cautiously, ignoring the lust burning in
his piercing silver eyes.

“Share your bed.” His voice was silky smooth unlike the huge bulge she
glimpsed visibly throbbing in this britches that presaged his wicked intent.

“Have you lost your mind?” She felt her cheeks flame at his barefaced sexual
offer. A shameful offer that aroused and terrified her, slammed into her eager
cunt.
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“As far as | see it, you don’t have much choice. Pay me off, or do what | say.
What’s it gonna be?”

“Reed and | were husband and wife. | can’t simply fall into your bed. | don’t
even like you.” With a need all its own, her body tightened with sexual
awareness.

“And with Reed, it was love at first sight? Humph. Sex is strictly a means of
scratching an itch, no emotion involved. That’s how I like it, that’s how | aim to
keep it. Forgot your whoring days, you’ll get used to it again.”

“You’ve gone mad.” She shook her head nervously, panic-stricken.

“It’s getting late, and we have to collect the girls. They’ve been broken up.”

“Who said I’ve agreed to your less-than-idyllic offer?”

His silvery gaze flickered amusedly, softened, and then darkened as it swept
up and down the length of her. In a fluid motion, his muscled arms caught her by
the waist, brought her flush against his body. The heat of his massive body seared
her bare flesh. She drew in a startled breath and grew dizzy by his strength and
scent, so utterly male and so deliciously pleasing.

Before she could mumble a protest he captured her mouth in a kiss so heated
and carnal, it took her breath. She melted in his arms, accepted his sweet mouth,
his sensuous lips, and his gifted tongue. Her body trembled with fiery sensations
deep within her belly. Afraid of collapsing at any moment, she clutched the fabric
over his biceps for support.

She moaned her need in his mouth as the warmth of one hand molded her
breast in a sensual caress and the other splayed over the curve of her buttocks,
lifting her slightly against his erection. The heat from his hard cock warmed her
partially exposed belly.

Furious is what she should feel for not fighting, resisting his arrogant
dominance. Instead, she climbed atop his feet, reaching up, grinding her mound
against his engorged cock, thick and hard between their bodies. A burst of lust
curled through her, moisture settled between her thighs preparing her body for
whatever he wanted.

Megan shuddered at the depth of his passion. He kissed her hungrily and she
kissed back, as if long-departed lovers reunited. His fingers milked her nipple. An
erotic flame raced from her breast to her trembling vagina, frightening her as he
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squeezed the sensitive bud firmly, a slight tug of pain/pleasure driving her insane
with a shocking flood of arousal.

That edge of pain threw her into a maelstrom of sensations and she nipped his
lip hard. Sent his lust spiraling as he deepened the kiss, his tongue spearing her
mouth forcefully. Both his hands roamed down her back, clutching her tightly to
him.

She felt his entire body tighten with need. He seemed to fight for control over
his body, emotions, sensations, as though a dark fury raged within him. Terrified
of the lust pulsing through her own body, the overwhelming need to be possessed
by him, and the thought of him struggling to restrain the sexual urges he spoke of
earlier, the ease at which he could dominate her with his overpowering strength.

Just as abruptly as he grabbed her, he released her, his breath quick and
ragged as her own. His eyes were dark, glazed with lust, a wild intent. With the
tip of his tongue, he tasted the blood trickling from his nipped lip. He raised a
brow in a sinful tribute.

She stepped backward, claiming much needed distance, took a deep breath to
calm her shattered nerves and her wet pussy throbbed in frustration.

“Jazelle doesn’t want you, and | saw why. Bad for business.” He shook his
head broodingly, and she couldn’t help but wonder exactly what he knew of her
sordid past.

“Other than walking the streets, you don’t have an option, unless you got
twenty thousand hiding in here pretty good.” With a dash of jollity in his tone, he
reached over and lifted her tattered skirt, the black laced ruffle partially torn from
the hem flipped up with the movement brushing against her belly. “Cause | sure
didn’t feel it.”

“It was fifteen.” Indignant, she swatted at his hand while keeping one arm
draped over her breasts in a vain attempt at modesty. Though he just felt her up,
that didn’t mean he could have free reign. If only her body was as easily
governable as her intentions.

“Interest.”

“Vile, despicable, arrogant varmint,” she spat.
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“For someone nipple deep in arrears, you shouldn’t be name-calling. Now
let’s get a move on. It’s getting late, and we need to get to bed.” He grinned, and
she fumed at his overtly suggestive statement.

“When...how will we determine my obligation has been satisfied?” Fury
growing by leaps and bounds, unable to allow him to strip her of the last bit of
dignity by granting him full control over the matter. It was her life, her body they
were discussing. She needed some resemblance of authority no matter how
minuscule.

“Going rate here can be doubled.” He frowned, glanced briefly around the
small, cramped storeroom, dusty shelves stocked with kitchen supplies. His eyes
narrowed, disapprovingly. “Hell, even tripled. | don’t give a damn. As long as you
do whatever | say. No matter what | ask. No don’t sit well with me. Disobey, and
I’ll add on.”

Her eyes flared at the implications of his well-heeled promise. At the triple
rate, it would take over three years to work off twenty thousand dollars,
depending upon his sexual appetite. If she judged from his daily visit to Jazelle’s,
it meant he’d want to have his wicked way with her every night. If she dared tell
him no, then she’d be at his mercy for several years. Dear Lord, the thought of
him so enormously endowed, sharing a bed, being intimate, sent ripples through
her body. It frightened and excited her at the same time. Did she even want to tell
him no? Yes, of course, she hated him, or so she kept reminding herself.

“What shall | receive in return?” she muttered, pushing away the thought of
his lips on hers, his large hands caressing her body, holding her close, touching
her where an ache suddenly throbbed uncontrollably between her thighs.

“Reckon my name alone oughta do ya. No one in these parts will dare harass
you or the girls again. You’ll have a roof over your head, plenty of food, and
money to buy you and girls new clothes that fit. Run the ranch, turn it into a goat
farm, or knit all day. I don’t give a damn as long as you pull up your skirt and
spread your legs when 1 tell you.”

She made a small whimper at his callousness, total arrogance based on the
truth of the facts. Even so, the reality, plain as day, gripped her senses. Her
imagination began to soar at the thought of being forced to submit to him. Her
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head began to spin with anger, humiliation, and fear, and though she didn’t want
to admit, anticipation and arousal, as well. Unshed tears filled her eyes.

Devin’s unanticipated move caught her by supreme shock, undid her last
fragment of emotional control. He removed his jacket, and carefully arranged it
around her. Gently, he brushed what was left of her styled updo from her face. He
bent down and tenderly brushed his lips along her temple and whispered, “Don’t
cry, Megan. I’ll keep you safe.”

Familiar with his foul language, overt confidence, sultry good looks, and
dangerous demeanor, along with the reputation to back it up, she thought she
could cope with whatever he dished out. His pity and shred of compassion was
entirely unexpected. So out of the realm of his cold, hardened character, the
floodgates unlocked, and every suppressed tear since her parents’ deaths released.

Megan rested her head over the beating of his heart, clinging to him in a
manner that seemed desperate, needy. She sagged against him like a limp rag doll.
He gathered her up in his arms and made his way outside to the waiting horses
and soldiers in the back alley.

Moments earlier, she’d wanted to hate him forever. Now, she wanted to
believe him. His strength, powerful and infallible. His warmth, comforting and
full of hope. His scent, so utterly masculine and tantalizing, enveloped her senses.
Tears streamed down her cheeks non-stop. It had been far too long since she felt
truly safe, yet somehow, deep down, she knew without a doubt if anyone could
keep her safe, it was Devin Spawn.
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Chapter 12

It was well past midnight by the time they drew up at the ranch with the girls
in tow. Sergeant Toledo quickly dismounted seconds before Devin, who held
Shelby tucked in one arm sound asleep. Sergeant Major grimaced as Toledo beat
Devin to Megan’s side.

With growing concern, Sergeant Major watched her smile graciously at
Toledo as he offered to help Emma down from Megan’s lap. Wrapped in Devin’s
oversized buckskin jacket, it almost completely covered the woman’s ripped red
satin saloon dress. As if Toledo remembered the firm breasts every man back at
the saloon had gotten an eyeful of, his hands tried to slip underneath while
helping her off the horse.

Taking note of Devin’s scowl, Sergeant Major shared expressive glances with
Trooper Morrow and Corporal Webster. In a deep, pensive mood, he shook his
head. It didn’t take a genius to figure out the young widow bore a new claim. A
shroud of fury masked the notorious gunslinger even a blind man could witness.

Quietly they reined their horses to the hitching post and dismounted. No one
said much of anything. They followed Devin and started up the steps. Once
Megan was inside with the girls, Devin stood in the middle of the porch, rifle in
hand. He blocked their further advancement with a warning glare.

“Ya’ll sleep in the barn. We pull out at dawn. Take care of my horses.” He
swung on his heels and strode inside. They heard him bolt the door.

At his audacity of subjecting them to a night in the barn, they gaped and
scowled at each other for a curt second. Morrow and Webster mumbled a heated
protest.

“Well, you heard the man, Toledo,” Sergeant Major finally barked, hastily
untying his horse from the hitching post.
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“Me? Why me? | got more rank than Morrow and Webster,” he bit back,
yanking the leather strap free from the post as the two other men chuckled, doing
the same.

“You the one wanna be so helpful. Help with their horses,” Sergeant Major
ordered, leading his horse to the barn without so much as a glance over his
shoulder. Gravely mindful Sergeant Edgar Toledo’s one-track mind got him into
more trouble than a porcupine had bristles, and with results equally sharp and
destructive.

* k%

“Where are the guests? Megan asked, coming out of the girls’ bedroom with
extra blankets in her hand as Devin finished bolting the door. His rifle rested next
to the doorjamb.

“Barn.” He turned to face her, tossed his hat on the wooden dining table in
front of him. He combed his fingers leisurely through his dense, shoulder-length
mane.

“There are two beds in the loft upstairs. We have plenty of room, as well as
blankets and pillows for them to sleep comfortably.”

“They’re sleeping in the barn.” He undid his gunbelt and hung it on a peg near
the door, then started to undo the knife collection strapped to his legs and waist.

Her eyes roved over him nervously as she watched each weapon freed from
his massive body. She couldn’t help but wonder why a man who obviously was
capable of killing someone with his bare hands would need so many superfluous
weapons. “They’re soldiers. It’s impolite,” she muttered, pulling her gaze away
from the growing pile of fate sheathed on the table.

“Dimples, I’m not changing my mind. We have business to attend. After the
girls are settled, come to bed.”

“Tonight, I...” Megan stammered, blinking in surprise.

“Saying no?” His eyes narrowed and lips tightened.

“Of course not, it’s just that—" Already, he challenged her. Her pulse raced
madly. She was treading on dangerous ground.

“I’ll be waiting in our bedroom.” It was a restrained, yet effective order.
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Her heart thundered against her ribs as she watched the door to Reed’s
bedroom close behind him. There was no evading what was coming. She felt her
legs weaken. His reference to “our bedroom” didn’t escape her.

Apparently, he didn’t care Emma was still awake, four cavalrymen were
outside, and Reed barely dead a week. Her immoral reputation as a former
employee of a whorehouse was all that interested him. That, and how best to
recoup the money he’d paid out.

Megan checked on Shelby one last time and found her tucked in and fast
asleep. She kissed Emma good night. In an attempt to prolong the inevitable, she
offered to read a bedtime story. On the verge of falling asleep, Emma declined.

There was no other way to dawdle, she concluded with a pout. The beginnings
of a smile began to tug at her lips. An idea occurred to her. If Devin wanted her,
he was going to have to work at seeing her naked.

Taking her time, she changed into her long-sleeved eyelet nightgown and
robe, ensuring each button was securely fastened on both garments. Underneath,
she wore her pantalets, stockings and garters, and burdensome corset. Though her
breasts were smaller because of her loss of weight, they were still as firm and pert
as when they first sprouted. Rarely did she use the pinching contraption, except
for propriety sake whenever she ventured into town.

Megan stood outside her new bedroom and prayed for courage. Inhaling
deeply, she reached out and opened the door.

She gasped and stood stock-still, staring wide-eyed and breathless.

Awed.

“Come in and lock the door behind you,” he instructed quietly, sprawled on
the expansive bed. He was propped up on one elbow, stripped raw, and stroking
his glorious hard-on slowly. Each movement of his fingers up and down the thick,
purple-veined stalk and around the mushroom-shaped head mesmerized her, made
her tremble with need. She felt naked and completely exposed despite the layers
of clothes.

Megan couldn’t move. An uncontrollable fire raged through her bloodstream.

Dear God in heaven, she couldn’t even breathe, let alone make out what his
moving lips uttered. All she managed was to stare. Every nude male she’d ever
seen before, including Reed and young Caleb, were merely adolescents, boys in
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training with aspirations someday to develop into what lay before her. Devin
Spawn was the true embodiment of the adult male form in its finest, powerfully
built grandeur and well-endowed magnificence.

Broad, honed shoulders, heavily built arms, rippled chest, taut abdomen, and
long muscular thighs parted slightly as his hand dropped to his scrotum, running
his thumb over the full, oversized sacs. His rock-hard erection reached proudly for
the ceiling.

“I’m waiting.”

The commanding voice brought her out of her trance-like state. Through a
haze, she saw the primitive hunger blazing in his heavy-lidded gaze. His broad
chest rose and fell roughly. She licked her lips. She wanted him, heaven help her,
despite who and what he was. She wanted him kissing her, touching her, making
love to her. Oh, yes, thrusting that big cock inside her, especially that. Most
definitely that.

His lips curled into a wicked grin after she locked the door behind her.

“Take off your clothes,” he rasped. His voice was tight with arousal as he sat
up, resting on pillows propped against the wooden headboard. His legs spread
wide and a large, tanned hand stroked the thick shaft firmly while the other
massaged his balls.

Aware her every movement was trailed by his intense silvery gaze, her entire
body trembled, fingers shaking excitedly at the buttons. She regretted her flawed
button idea, not realizing she was the one who would eventually undo each and
every button painstakingly as he watched and waited, sitting three feet in front of
her in the nude, playing with himself.

“Good girl,” he whispered when she undid the last button on the robe. “Let it
drop to the floor.” She followed orders, and the cotton garment fluttered to the
floor around her feet in a puffy white cloud. “From now on, when you come to
me, don’t wear it.”

She looked up at him, disconcerted by the demand. A bitter reminder she
could refuse him nothing. Forced to submit to his desires, she was his private
whore, but oddly enough, the idea didn’t terrify her or make her feel sullied as it
should have. It made her insides warm and her outsides tingly.

“Don’t stop. Take off the gown.”
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Her gaze lowered to the extensive string of tiny pearl buttons from underneath
her neck to the last button on the hem resting on the pine planks. She wiggled her
toes in her house slippers, testing for feeling as her legs grew weak. She took a
deep breath before starting the next series of buttons. Her bosom rose with each
ragged breath, as did her anticipation level. Thankfully, she found comfort in
wearing the corset. At least her aroused nipples, straining against the constricting
garment, couldn’t be seen.

What was he going to do to her, especially with that humongous thing
between his legs? The memory of their first encounter by the river flashed before
her eyes. She could feel the warm liquid escaping from her pussy as she thought
of that thick, hard fleshy cock tearing between her thighs once more.

Hypnaotically, she was drawn to his penis. Awestruck by the sheer size of it, a
soft moan escaped her lips and captured his attention. He looked up from where
her fingers were working mid-chest and seemed to notice what she eyed. He
grinned. “My cock gets hard when | think about you, Dimples. Come here.” He
sat on the edge of the bed.

She hesitated briefly, realized there wasn’t a choice in the matter, and moved
between his parted thighs. The warmth of his body and manly scent whirled
around her, shattering her resolve, causing her failing resistance to dwindle
further. Uncomfortably, she swallowed the large lump in her throat, trying hard to
keep her eyes above his shoulders.

“Don’t be shy. After all, you’re no virgin. A token bride, hand selected from
all the whores at Jazelle’s.” For a moment, he paused. A look of frustration
washed over him and vanished just as quickly.

Obviously lewd thoughts crossed his mind. She winced, recalling the peephole
at Jazelle’s. Did he imagine her servicing other men? Why would he even care?

“Probably know more than | do,” he hissed, his voice rising in annoyance
suddenly, confusing her even more. “Touch it.”

“I...1 worked in...in the kitchen,” she stammered, locking her eyes with his. A
dismal excuse, but it explained her lack of experience. Her body burned with
embarrassment and shame, ashamed that she wanted to please him. To do all
those things she witnessed and more. Despite her fear of ravishment in the
process, she craved that glorious weapon between his thighs. Timidly, she crossed
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her arms behind her, glanced down fleetingly at his erection, and then stared
frantically into his eyes, darkened with lust. She nibbled her lower lip. “I never...”

Her explanation trailed off. The blood pumped rapidly through her system,
gritting her teeth worriedly. She’d never be able to please him the way perhaps
Cheri had.

“Reed knew | never worked upstairs when he married me,” she blurted
anxiously.

His eyes flared with seething rage. Before she knew what was happening, he
grabbed her gown and ripped it open, tearing it from her body. She shrieked,
shocked and frightened by his abrupt, almost violent actions. His large hands
curled over her shoulders, with little effort, he pushed her to her knees.

“| said, touch it,” he grumbled. His eyes were dark and wild, chest heaving,
nostrils flaring as he stared down at her. She trembled in her pantalets and corset,
kneeling between his legs. Pieces of the ripped gown scattered on the floor.

She peered up at him, saw the angry fire smoldering in his coal-black eyes.
What had she said or done to anger him? Even though her fingers ached to fulfill
his request and satisfy her curiosity, her shaking hand hesitantly reached toward
his cock in the midst of its bed of dark curls. She closed her eyes as her hand
neared. He groaned unexpectedly when she finally touched the tip of the engorged
head.

At the velvet softness, her eyes darted open. It was hot and throbbed in
frustration at her passive touch. Her fingers ran gently over the crimson head and
she marveled as it twitched.

A moment ago, he’d frightened her when she sensed him losing control, an
extreme force driving him to madness. She shuddered now, wondering what it
would be like to experience that unleashed passion pumping deep inside her. A
hot liquid heat surged between her thighs, primed and ready. She groaned at the
thought.

“You like my cock, don’t you?” he rasped, as though struggling to sound
normal.

Through her lashes, she glanced up at him and blushed, too mortified to reply,
she enjoyed herself tremendously. His cock, as he called it, was beautiful. The
only word she could think of to describe such a magnificent piece of male flesh. It
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was very thick, and velvet soft, yet hard and deep red and swollen with bluish
veins running along its length. The capped head with the tiny hole in the center
secreted a small amount of fluid, tempting her taste buds.

“Say it, Megan,” he persuaded softly. “Cock. | want to hear you.”

“Cock,” she whispered faintly, running a single finger around the ridged head,
feeling a little confident he derived pleasure from her touch.

“Very good. Get used to saying it, because I’m going to talk about your sweet
pussy when | fuck you. | want to hear you scream how much you want my cock
stretching and thrusting into your dripping wet pussy.”

Megan’s jaw dropped in carnal shock. She burned a beet red from head to toe.
Everything in his expression told her he was serious. He expected her to use
explicit words she never imagined passing through her lips. Worse soap words
imaginable.

“You’re doing a good job. Nice, gentle touch. You’ll find I prefer it harder—
the rougher, the better. Grip my cock with your hand. Rub it up and down the
shaft.”

“It’s too big,” she muttered, her hand halfway around the wide girth. The heat
of his flesh was intense in her hand as it pulsed in her grasp.

“Use both hands, one at a time, and move your hand up toward the head.”

She followed his instructions, fingers circling tightly around the base, moving
upward and over the head as the other hand circled the bottom. Over and over
again, she moved her hands over his penis until he groaned, “Oh, yes, baby, just
like that.”

A sense of satisfaction washed over her at her strange erotic influence over
him. She noticed his eyes close and his hips rock slightly while she continued to
stroke his cock. More fluid dripped from the tip, and she couldn’t help herself.
Didn’t know what made her do it. A flood of hot arousal, raw hunger, assailed
her. Utterly lost in his gorgeous, naked maleness, the hard length in her grip, as of
this moment she ruled him. In an instant, she bent down and licked the droplet off
with the tip of her tongue. It tasted exotic, unique, like the man himself.

“Shit, Dimples,” he growled, eyes flaring open. He stared into her eyes as she
smiled up at him, beaming with unspoken promises. Fascinated by his response,
she willingly licked the thick-ridged tip of his shaft, lapped at the fluid collecting
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on the end. A tortured hunger to taste every hard, thick succulent inch of him
overcame her inhibitions. “Keep it up. Don’t stop. Use that tongue of yours.”

She flattened her tongue, swirled it over, around the head, and up and down
the thick stalk, bathing his hot flesh with her saliva. She was eager to please him
and taste more of his tangy essence.

* k%

“You’re fantastic.” Devin’s voice was tight, strained with the need to bury his
cock down her slender throat. He could tell she lacked experience though. Her
eagerness to please him made up for any deficiency. Amazedly, she sucked,
licked, and tasted him as if his was the first cock she ever touched. Perhaps it had
just been too long since she had a good fucking. He closed his eyes, fighting the
resentment, not wanting to imagine her doing this or anything else with his father.

“Oh, yes.” He trembled, opening his eyes. He watched her tiny hands
squeezing and tightening around his thick length, pleasuring him until his scrotum
drew tight, until he battled with himself to hold back. One hand gripped her hair,
holding her head as the other grabbed the base of his cock and rubbed it over her
greedy tongue and lips. “Lick it, taste it, get used to it, because you’re going to be
drinking a whole lot of my come soon.”

Her tongue followed his movements, darted over the head as if she was
starving for him to fill her hungry mouth. In utter fascination, he stared as her
hand covered his, stopping him, showing him what she wanted. He nearly lost his
mind when she fed the swollen head into her mouth, felt her pearly teeth raking
the sensitive flesh. He let out a guttural groan, an animalistic noise of exquisite
pain, bodily desperation, and hot-blooded arousal.

The wet suckling sounds filled the room. Shamelessly her tongue stroked,
licked and tasted the hard flesh in her grasp. She stuffed the wide head into the
tight grip of her velvety mouth and pulled it out with a loud pop, repeatedly until
he groaned in pleasure.

“Suck it. Use your tongue.” He stared at her, smoothing a hand over her
cheek, dimples filled to capacity with the head of his cock, her tongue raking the
underside of his flesh. Never in a million years could he have guessed this half-
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woman, half-child could make him, a man known to last for hours, want to come
so quickly. But damn, he struggled to hold back as she suddenly drew back. He
watched, groaning from the ravenous need as her pink lips and red tongue nibbled
on the veins along his hard flesh.

“Shit,” he growled when her mouth stretched wide over the head and it
disappeared between her taut lips. She devoured him vigorously, sucked hungrily.
Like a wild woman bewitched, she couldn’t seem to get enough of him. Her
heated moans of desire vibrated over the bulging head buried in her moist cavern
while her hands continued to stroke the long length of his throbbing cock.

“Fuck yes, Megan.” His hips lifted off the bed as his head fell back. “Grab my
balls, tight. | want you to feel my sperm shoot from them. That’s it, baby,” he
groaned when her hand grabbed his swollen, aching-for-release scrotum. Her
fingers rolled over each ball, mimicking the maneuver she saw him perform
earlier. “Oh, yes. I’m almost there. Stroke faster, harder. Keep the grip tight and
your mouth open.”

He felt her hand tighten around him and start to move up and down his length
faster. Her fingers squeezed his balls hard, and her mouth opened wider, keeping
the tip of the head perched on her tongue as it fluttered over the sensitive vein
underneath.

His fingers tightened their grip on her head as his hips lifted off the bed.
“Don’t stop. I’m coming. I’m coming,” he growled, fingers twisted in her hair,
and as he hoped, the slight pain spurred Megan to suckle harder, stroke faster. Her
whimpers of pleasure vibrated over his imbedded flesh.

“Swallow it,” he ordered with a ragged breath, holding her head still, his body
shuddering with the explosion rippling through him. The head of his cock buried
in her mouth, she tightened her grip, swallowing as each load spurted down her
throat in hot gushes. “Swallow my come, baby.”

Eyes shut, he felt her searing strokes glide over his length and the moistness
of her silky tongue lap softly at the last drops of come seeping from the hole. He
opened his eyes, released his grip and pulled his still-erect penis back.

Her eyes glazed, darkened with the greedy need raging through her system.
He smiled down at her. She loved it. He was unable to believe how lucky he was



168 Samantha Cruise

to have her at his beck and call. In spite of the conditions, he was going to enjoy
her luscious body immensely.

“That was amazing.”

She smiled at the compliment, and as if not wanting to waste any, wiped drops
of come dripping down the corner of her swollen, rosy-tinged lips with the tip of
her tongue.

“Now, it’s your turn,” he murmured, ignoring the maddening urge to fuck her,
to thrust hard and bury himself deep in her depths that blazed through his blood,
nearly destroying his control.

“No, we can’t,” she blurted, scooting back on her heels.

Confusion and disappointment tightened his body. The blood pounded hard in
his veins, his abandoned cock jerking in the air, hungry for more the instant she
withdrew. She wanted him. His offer to share her bed wasn’t totally abhorrent as
she let on. He had seen the fiery excitement in her eyes, smelled her arousal, felt
her body’s need in his arms, yet now she was truly frightened.

“It’s wrong. Something bad will happen to you if you put that,” she muttered,
glancing at his penis, then at him, “inside me.”

Devin had no intention to fuck her tonight, if that was all she feared. Her
blatant refusal was cause for punishment, but what she said made no sense. He
half-moaned in annoyance, his body far from satisfied. “What in the hell are you
babbling about?”

“Reed.” She averted his gaze, eyes lowering to her clasped hands on her lap.
“It was because of me he suffered his first stroke.”

He grimaced but remained silent, studying her intently. His hand rested on his
parted thighs, his hard-on, aching for another type of satiation, hung heavily
between his legs.

“We were together in bed when he suddenly collapsed. That night | was about
to perform my wifely duty. | guess it was too much for him. Coupling is for
procreation only. We weren’t—at least, | wasn’t trying to conceive. What we did
was morally wrong, and it was entirely my fault. I’'m a bad, evil, wicked person.
And if you try to take me, the same result shall befall you.”
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For a long moment, he didn’t say a word, just held her anxious, terrified gaze.
After a while, he calmly stated, “You were raised to believe sex is solely for
conceiving and all else is uncalled-for, therefore leading to Reed’s tragic illness.”

She nodded, appearing relieved he fully understood.

He wanted to laugh at the absurdity, except she actually believed it. His eyes
narrowed. “What we just did, you sucking my cock, doesn’t apply.”

She shrugged her shoulders.

“Hate to admit this, but 1’ve been humping like a jackrabbit most of my life,
and | ain’t been sick a day.”

“Different for men, | suppose. Nonetheless, I’ve been warned against the
perils of partaking in the pleasures of the human flesh. The circumstances of my,”
she paused, frowned faintly, “sinful nature led to your father’s death. I wouldn’t
want to take further chances.”

“Who told you you had a sinful nature?”

“It’s not important.” Her lashes lowered to half mast.

“If 1 didn’t think it wasn’t important, 1 wouldn’t have asked. Now tell me. |
won’t repeat myself.”

“The woman who raised me after my parents were killed.”

In a few hours, he would be tracking down the Laredo Gang, living in his
saddle, going without food and sleep. There was no time for her life story or
everything he wanted to do to the cute delectable body in front of him. Except she
looked so miserably entrenched in the antiquated, misguided sexual teachings and
past ordeals dealt in childhood. He doubted she would ever enjoy whatever he did
to her until she got over her guilt and any instilled taboos. Apparently, there were
plenty.

“Perhaps we should start at the beginning.” He drew her up by the shoulders,
and together, they sat propped on the pillows against the headboard. She
trembled, nestling alongside his chest. He wrapped an arm around her. One hand
slowly started to undo the front laces of her corset. “Don’t mind me. Talk while |
keep my hands occupied.”

Her eyes widened as though surprised of his adeptness at such a taxing
undertaking as women’s lacings.
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“When | was thirteen,” she started, her voice catching as the top three laces
came undone, “my family attempted to move here from the East by wagon. We
were attacked by savages.”

“Indians?” he asked, and she slanted him a look as though galled he truly
required further clarification. In his line of work, he ran across savages from
every race imaginable though most people reserved that term for red-skinned
people.

“Yes, savages,” she repeated, the animosity heavy in her tone. “They Killed
my father, mother who was five months pregnant, and my younger brother, who
was almost seven. A family took me in.” She paused, taking a deep gulp as her
corset, half-undone, gaped open, and her breasts bounced out.

“The lady of the house was church-going. After a while, she didn’t take kindly
to me. She claimed | possessed a sinful nature and would only beget calamitous
troubles if I allowed myself to give in to the carnality of the flesh.”

As he undid the last of the laces, he noticed her eyes close. He lifted her
slightly from his chest, slid the corset from underneath. Her breathing deepened,
and his fingers ached, mouth watered to sample the taut nipples, rock-solid beads
atop the sweetest, creamiest confections he’d ever seen.

“Unable to trust me around her family,” she resumed and her voice quivered.
Looking up at him with big eyes, he suspected she was growing anxious, probably
waiting impatiently for him to do something, anything. Instead, he just he held
her. His arm wrapped around her small waist, hand rested beneath her breast
while the other strummed fingers atop his thigh. He watched her, listening. “She
turned me out when | was fourteen. That’s how | wound up at Jazelle’s. I did
laundry, cooked, cleaned, whatever needed doing until two days shy of my
eighteenth birthday, when Reed—"

“Okay, | heard enough,” he stopped her in an effort to avoid the bitter
reminder his father had bedded her first. Incredibly, she must have been a virgin
when they married. The sorry-assed, lucky bastard. It wasn’t the idea she worked
at a whorehouse that angered him, yet he felt a strange sense of relief that a
stream of men hadn’t bedded her. It was the fact she’d married his father. The old
man who gave him away at birth, then took a girl young enough to be his
daughter as his wife. She shared his bed. The same bed they were going to use.



Devil’s Pact, Part 1 171

His only recourse, from what he gathered Reed’s technique as a lover was,
evidently, nowhere near his. Sex only for baby making, what nonsense, Devin
mused. If he believed that, he would have been dead long ago.

“Slide out of your pantalets. | want to explain how your body reacts in lessons
we’ll both enjoy.”

As though already familiar with what was hiding under her pantalets, she cast
him a reproachful glance.

He grinned, his most notable, sinfully erotic grin, and she obeyed, despite the
look on her face.

She tossed the garment over the side of bed, and sat upright, legs extended
straight out, totally nude except for her stockings. A deep, red blush covered her
from head to toe.

“Relax. 1 won’t hurt you. You might even like it. Lay back.” He gazed at her
nakedness. His cock throbbed at the erotic display of innocence and wantonness.

“Only whores like that sort of thing. Married women do it because they have
to.” She did as he directed, stiff as a board, hands crossed over her belly and legs
squeezed tightly together, staring straight up at the ceiling.

“You don’t look relaxed.” He shifted her hands to her sides and stretched out
alongside her. “Married or not, if sex between a man and woman wasn’t supposed
to be enjoyable, then your body would have been made differently.”

“What do you mean?”

“Aside from babies popping out from between a woman’s legs and suckling at
her tit, a female’s body was made for pleasure—her own, as well as a man’s.”

“Sounds like more wind than a bull in green corn time.”

He took her words as a challenge and grinned at the thought of how he was
about to change the doubting expression of her face. “Taking my cock in your
mouth and stroking me was a hell of a lot more satisfying than whacking off alone
in the woods. Believe me.”

Her eyes snapped to meet his, and he saw that look of doubt intensify.

“Satisfying for the man, but what of the female?”

He quirked a brow in surprise, and a smile crossed his lips to assure her she
was about to find out.
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“Allow me to demonstrate. If | do something you enjoy, by all means, tell me.
I’ll continue, but only if you ask. Same applies if I do something that hurts or you
don’t like. Let me know, and I’ll stop. Can you agree to that?”

* Xk Kk %

“Yes,” Megan barely managed to whisper. Was he crazy? All he had to do
was look at her with those incredibly sensuous, silver eyes and she melted. Her
body shivered with anticipation and the fear instilled by Mrs. Walker.

He started by brushing a lock of hair from her shoulder, drawing it behind her
ear. She inhaled on a gasp when he nibbled her ear, the warmth of his breath
tantalizing the skin along the curve of her throat. His tongue lined the shape and
he nipped the lobe. It was heavenly to give herself to him, trust in him. She sighed
and closed her eyes. Her head fell to the side freeing his mouth to kiss along her
jaw line and down the curve of her neck to the slope of her shoulder.

Her chest rose with each deep breath, and her nipples puckered and ached for
his touch. He brushed wet, hot kisses along her chest, down the cleft of her
breasts. When he captured her breasts with his hands, possessing them with long,
knowing fingers, and teased the crests with his thumbs, she whimpered softly. He
squeezed the tender mounds firmly, drew a sensitive tip into his mouth, and
lapped it greedily with his tongue.

She cried out, jutting her breast eagerly toward his mouth.

“Do you like that?” he asked, drawing back just enough to speak. Insatiably,
he suckled the hardened nipple without waiting for a reply.

Apparently, even he didn’t hear her faint reply, because he moved to the next
breast. She felt his hand knead one breast and cup the other while he devoured the
globe almost entirely in his hungry, moist mouth. Her body writhed beneath him
and dim whimpers escaped her throat. Still, she couldn’t bring herself to tell him
to stop or keep going. His hands glided down her belly as his tongue and lips
trailed a fiery path of desire, lower and lower.

His weight shifted, she felt him move further down the bed while his hands
caressed her hips, encouraged her legs to part freely as he planted kisses atop her
mound.
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Her whimpers grew in volume, and he held her down with one hand on her
hip as she wiggled her bottom toward him instinctively.

“Open your legs,” he ordered with a rough, strained voice of authority. Unable
to resist, she parted her legs a minute degree. “More. Spread them wider.”

As her thighs separated further, the bed shifted once again under his weight as
he moved between them. He hooked his hands beneath her knees, dragged her
toward him until her legs were upon his shoulders, leaving only her upper back,
outstretched arms and a long trail of hair remaining on the bed. He curled his arms
over her hips to hold her still.

“What are you doing?” she murmured through closed eyes, unable to see, only
feel, unaware of what was about to happen only aware of the all-consuming desire
to be his. Too aroused to open her eyes, her cunt swollen and slick with her own
arousal, she was willing to beg for what she craved, except she didn’t know
exactly what to beg for.

“Partaking in your carnal flesh.” Fingers combed through her pubic curls as
his palm curled over her mound.

She felt him opened her labia wide, spreading her wantonly, helplessly to his
view. Her tender flesh was his for the taking. “Devin,” she moaned. Her body
trembled with excitement, burned out of control.

“Yes,” he groaned as she felt two probing fingers sweep over her clit and
along her aching entrance, driving her arousal higher.

She moaned harshly, her body arching upward, his face only inches from that
most intimate part of her.

“What’s wrong, Megan? Don’t like what I’m doing?” She felt him again, and
this time, his silky fingers flickered over her clit longer, teased the narrow slit of
her pussy. “Do you want me to stop?”

Her head thrashed on the pillow as the strange sensations collided within her
body. Her senses shattered as an intense, fiery longing struck between her legs.
She struggled to breathe as she wiggled her hips, discovered the pleasure
increased when she bore down on his fingers.

When he gradually slid a finger through the slick entrance, she cried out at the
lingering sensation that assaulted the core between her thighs, quenching the
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burning ache momentarily before it raged into a full-blown fiery inferno. Her
body stiffened as her thighs tightened on either side of his head.

“If you like what I’m doing, tell me, or I’ll move on,” he murmured as his
finger began moving inside her with ease. Her intense arousal lubricated the tight
passage, accepting his possession of her.

She tried to catch her breath, answer, make sense of the pleasure driving her
crazy, mad with desire, when all she was supposed to feel was shame. Yet there
was no iniquity or embarrassment, just utter bliss. She wanted, needed, yearned,
had to have more.

“Devin,” she called out his name softly, arching her hips toward his face as his
mouth replaced the finger that had been strumming her clit. She could feel the
moisture of her arousal trickling from her body and coating the finger thrusting in
the tight channel, driving her wild. She was anxious for him to continue fanning
the flame he ignited within her, to keep his tongue swirling over the root of her
desire, sending hot currents from her clit to every pulsing nerve in her body.

“Say it, Megan,” he gasped hoarsely, and she felt his breath hot against her
vagina, his tongue plunge into the searing depths already taut around his
embedded finger, suckling her throbbing flesh.

Hands clutching the bed sheets, she knew what he wanted to hear. The hot
need built, tormenting her sensitized body until she wanted to scream for him to
never stop. Knowing he would stop if she didn’t answer. “Please,” she breathed.

His thrusting finger paused, and he gave her one last lick before he rasped
tightly, “Please what?”

Her gaze collided with his. With his nose just over her mound, she could feel
his breath heaving hotly on her sensitive flesh. His tongue slowly flicked back and
forth over the sensitive pebble while he seemed to wait for her reply. His pupils
were enlarged, black with desire, face flushed with arousal. Her chest heaved. She
gasped for each breath, and she knew he was just as lost in the pinnacle of
madness.

“Don’t stop.” Her head dropped to her shoulder, and she cried out weakly as
his ravenous mouth continued its onslaught, and his finger buried deep inside her.
The heated blood in her veins coursed through her body, centering where his
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tongue intensified its manipulation, sending more hot juices flowing from her
INner recesses.

His hand cupped a breast and his fingers tweaked the hard nipple, giving her a
flash of sensation bordering between pain and pleasure. His mouth and tongue
didn’t stop their torment on her clit. Her body was on fire, and something strange,
wonderful, uncontrollable was happening, taking over her body like never before.
Bolts of pure bliss, jarring pleasure shot through her as her body jerked with its
first earth-shattering orgasm ever. She screamed, body convulsing with ultimate
pleasure and felt his hands tightening on her hips, pulling her tightly against him.

He didn’t stop. He continued sweeping his tongue over her sensitive folds,
greedily suckling the creamy essence from her climax. His embedded finger
fucked her hole with increased vigor, in and out, as the pulsing sensations
barraged her diluted body. She felt another powerful culmination build deep
inside her womb. His mouth focused, the adept hardness of his finger slid inside
her tight, slick folds deeper and faster, while his other hand clutched and squeezed
her breasts and nipples.

Small moans died against the pillow as she buried her flushed face. The
second explosion pummeled through her, terrifying her. The pleasure was too
intense, the need too carnal and emotions too weakening, and she was rendered
powerless to control her body or thoughts.

However, the onslaught continued, despite the swollen root of painful,
sensitive nerves. He kept tending the array of lustful manipulations, harder and
faster. Increasing the pressure and rhythm and shattered her last sense of reality.
The rich essence of yet another release flowed from her body into his mouth. His
lips and tongue drank from her moist flesh faster than the juices seeped from her
trembling cunt. She was dazed, breathing shallow, no longer conscious when one
orgasm ended and the next began.

Like a voracious, wild animal, his blissful onslaught, nonstop sensations
overwhelmed her senses with the unending pace that dazed her mind. Her inner
muscles quivered. Body trembled with spasm after spasm while he devoured the
honeyed cream like a starving beast feasting on her bare flesh.
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She was so weak, she thought she was going to die. Then, it hit her with a
reprehensible awareness. He wasn’t going to stop. He would persist until she
spoke up, told him what she wanted.

Unable to endure such burning, intense pleasure a moment longer, she
struggled to find strength. “Stop,” she breathed weakly, her eyes too heavy to
open.

Relieved, she gasped for breath when he drew back. Her hazy eyes fluttered
open briefly. He lowered her limp body to the bed and stretched out alongside her.
He pulled her against the heat of his large, sheltering body, wrapped his arms
around her, and draped his thigh over her hips, dragging her even closer. A hand
smoothed her honey-colored hair off her dampened forehead. “I was beginning to
think you really didn’t want me to stop.”

His breath was warm against the curve of her throat. She could hear the
amusement in his voice and smell her heady scent of arousal on his lips. If she
had the strength, she’d smack him. Shoot him with his own gun. Later, she told
herself. I’ll shoot him later. She closed her eyes and nestled her weary head in the
crook of his shoulder.

“Your pussy is so sweet, your cream so rich and luscious. I could go on
forever,” he whispered in her ear, his hands caressing her breasts. With his voice
low and deep, he told her she was beautiful, praised her body and how she
brought him so much pleasure. Went on and on whispering ways he’d bestow
pleasure beyond her wildest dreams, do wicked, naughty things to her, used
explicit words that heated her blood.

Okay, maybe she wouldn’t shoot him, but she could still smack him.

* Xk Kk %

“So you tried to kill me by giving yourself to me the night we met?” Devin
asked minutes later, after sensing the solidity of her body and breathing return to
normal. His tone held no hint of emotion or judgment.

He detected a faint shudder race through her body. Her wariness and
hesitation were apparent when she glanced up at him, as though she dreaded
answering his question.
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By her lack of response and guilty look, he guessed her answer was yes. Of all
the ways for someone to take his life, that was the one way he would want to go if
the choice was his.

“Unfortunately for you, your attempt at death by seduction failed.”

He held her close, to at least give some sort of confirmation he wasn’t about to
toss her out the door—at least, not yet.

“There could be one of two reasons.” Biting her lip, she paused briefly and
averted his gaze. “Most likely, because I lack feelings toward you.”

“You loved him?” His body tensed. Fortunately, seemly entrenched in her
own web of trepidation, she failed to notice his apprehension.

Her breath caught in her throat. Eyelashes fluttering, she cast him a quick
sideways glance, as if surprised he would ask such a question. Especially while
they were lying naked in Reed’s bed, and after what just transpired.

“Reed?”

“Who else?”

“l...of course...I loved him.”

“What’s the second reason?”

“You and | didn’t really...complete the act,” she responded sheepishly. Her
eyes flittered toward his cock, dark in contrast as it lay across the pale skin of her
abdomen. Its thick length reached from one sharp hip bone just beyond the next
on the other side.

“l came inside you,” he said. Looking up at him, she turned beet-red at his
reminder of her behavior that evening. “What more is there?”

He studied her cavalierly, waited to hear if she dared mention his ineptness at
fully consummating the act, only able to bury the head of his cock in her hot, wet
channel. Even he was disappointed with the outcome. He had never come so fast.
In frustrated agony the next day, he’d run into the waiting arms of three seasoned
whores.

She shrugged her shoulders, causing her swollen breasts to rise and fall,
brushing her peaked nipples against his bare arm, drawing his attention and
making his cock twitch upon her belly.
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“To test at least part of your theory, we’ll try again.” His lips curled into a
lazy smirk, gliding his hand lower over her narrow hipbone, along her slender
thigh.

She gasped, “What?”

Drawing her leg over his hip, he shifted her body gently until her back cradled
against his abdomen, her buttocks pressed into his groin. The length of his cock
tucked into her labia lips, the slick juices readily coating his flesh. He lowered her
leg, the head and several inches of the shaft extended past the dark blond nest
between her thighs.

He knew she couldn’t take her eyes away from the erotic sight. Hell, it was
hard for him not to stare, not to give in to temptation and bury himself deep in the
hot, wet heat he’d just tasted. A small sound from deep in his throat drifted past
his gritted teeth as he felt her thighs clench around his hardness. Her pussy lips
drench him with sweet, hot liquid. He was certain the carnal temptation was
mutual when she bore down on the thick erection, as though aching to have him
touch that spot, to give her that wonderful pleasure once more—only this time,
with his cock.

He wanted nothing more than to give her what he sensed she desperately
needed. It took all his determination, his last drop of control, and every bit of his
willpower to hold off.

“Not tonight,” he hissed through gritted teeth, grasping her hand fisted in the
sheets and bringing it to his cock. He drew her tiny palm around the solid stump
throbbing between her clenched thighs. It jerked, and he groaned. He shifted his
free hand underneath her torso, curled his arms around her and cupped her
breasts, claiming ownership. He shut his eyes and burrowed her head under his
chin, murmuring wearily, “I need my rest. And | fully get you’re not in love with
me any more than I’m in love with you. However, we most certainly will
complete the act when I return, and if I’'m still alive afterwards, who knows? We
may do it again.”

He knew.

Precisely why he was willing to put up with purple balls the size of coconuts,
use the pent-up frustration to his advantage to heighten the awareness of every
sense, use the savage hunger to kill every last member of the Laredo Gang.
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When he was done, he’d return and release every ounce of raging testosterone
inside her.

It may take hours, days to satisfy his voracious appetite, but he was going to
have her anywhere, any time, any way he chose.

“Be forewarned. Now that | know you’re a picked-over wildflower, I’ll not
make allowances like I did that night out by the river.”
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Chapter 13

The following morning, Megan awoke as the rush of dawn flowed through the
sheer lace curtains. She was weary, ravenous, naked and still trembling from the
unbelievable memory. Who knew what they did could be such a workout? It
drained her energy more so than the hard labor she performed daily on the ranch
and for an entirely different reason.

She turned on her side, inhaled the lingering male scent and warmth in the
indentation beside her. She was disappointed his presence would soon be another
faded memory. There wasn’t a note, no goodbye, nothing. That was to be
expected. Their relationship, if she could call it that, wasn’t based on respect,
courtship, or even friendship, just sex.

The racy thought sent a shiver of forbidden excitement pulsing over her skin
and arousal slamming into her pussy.

If the pleasure she’d experienced last night was any indication, their depraved
arrangement wouldn’t be half-bad. She’d gain her freedom in a most delightfully
wicked way, take the girls and move away after they parted ways. If she avoided
pregnancy, no one would be the wiser. After all, she was a widow—no one
expected her to be an innocent virgin, or would ever suspect she was sharing a
bed with her deceased husband’s outlaw son. Very few people even knew he was
at the ranch.

Nor did Devin ever need know that when she touched him, took his thick cock
in her mouth and drank his liquid essence, she loved every magnificent, rigid,
luscious inch of it. Aside from her fears and wariness, she couldn’t wait to part
her legs and surrender her docile body to his complete control.
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She felt giddy, her flesh tingling. Aware it was just a matter of time before she
no longer had to deny herself, her body. The needs and desires burned hotter and
brighter wherever he touched.

* k%

After the bank draft cleared the following day, things soon went back to
normal. Rumor had it Leroy Hardin got wind of Devin’s return and decided for
health reasons it was best not to risk going against the notorious gunslinger.

Money made things easier as the weeks slowly dragged along. The girls
gradually adjusted to life without their father. The first week was the hardest.
With Devin absent, they felt doubly abandoned. At least Shelby did. Emma
remained to herself, no matter how hard Megan tried to reach her.

Devin had offered no details or expected return. He’d only admitted there was
a job to do. Nonetheless, if the army was involved, it couldn’t have been good.
Troops spent their time fighting Indians. She was well aware how vicious an
opponent they could be. In truth, she could offer no worthy reply to their inquiries
if their brother would ever come back.

Megan submerged herself in the daily duties of running the farm. She kept
herself and the girls busy and tried not to think about him. Shelby and Emma were
each sewn new outfits and had new shoes. Additional animals and supplies were
purchased. Workers were hired to fix the leaky barn roof and the loose stones in
the main chimneystack and other odd jobs that slipped to the wayside during
Reed’s illness.

She even bought enough material to sew two black dresses to wear during her
mourning period and started a third. She couldn’t help but wonder what the proper
mourning period was for a widow who was eagerly waiting to be fucked by her
deceased husband’s son. Each time she closed her eyes, the heated memory of
taking his fiery erection in her mouth evoked a warm gush of liquid that soaked
her pantalets.

The cold, lonely nights were spent dreaming hotly of Devin’s return. She
awoke each morning alone, lustful, and with her fingers buried in her seeping
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wetness. Devin had introduced her body to unknown pleasure and awakened
forgotten desires. Desires that needed relief, needed to be assuaged with his touch,
his mouth, his tongue. Her fingers were a poor substitute as she tried to ease the
burning ache that increased with each passing day and discomfiting night, but it
wasn’t the same. She needed the man.

A few days ago, Caleb had paid a welcomed visit. Not one for frequenting
Jazelle’s whorehouse or the Silver Nugget saloon, he failed to realize she worked
there. No man in town doing business with his family’s bank or concerned one
day they may be in need of his medical services, dared mention that his enamored
was a harlot.

It was her own fault, really, she surmised. The night they took her away, she’d
asked him earlier that day to leave and graciously suggested he not stop by so
frequently. Concerned for his reputation, respectable gentlemen that he was, his
presence at her house would cause gossip and only add fuel to the fiery
disposition his mother already harbored toward her.

They sat on the front porch, talking and laughing over coffee one afternoon
while the girls played in the yard, like old times with Reed, as though they were a
family. From the corner of her eye, she stole glances at Caleb. No longer was he a
lanky, unfledged boy of fourteen. He’d filled out nicely, tall, muscular with broad
shoulders and looked distinguished in his tailored suit and tie. The perfect spring
sky was no match for his deep blue eyes. Undeniably, Caleb was a very handsome
man. Downright gorgeous. She was flattered that his interest in her never faltered.
The sexual attraction still was there, simmering now, waiting to rekindle, but not
blazing out of control, like it did for Devin. Nevertheless, it was there.

When the intense blue depths of his amorous gaze caught hers, she felt the
lusty awareness burn deep inside her womb. Incredibly, she wished he would
never stop looking at her that way, never stop wanting her. Never stop loving her.
She wanted to take him in her mouth as she did Devin. Suckle Caleb’s flesh until
he spilled over her tongue. That was something they never did in the past, anxious
to share her new skills with him and more, to make up for the past and look
toward an impossible future.
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For both their sakes, it was up to her to stem the forbidden desires and carnal
lust that had torn them apart in the first place and was predestined to keep them
apart.

If only circumstances were different, they would have married, moved away,
and started their own family. There was no doubt in her mind they could have
been extremely happy together.

This ranch, Shelby and Emma, along with Devin, were her life now, and she
was going to make the best of it.

Regretfully, when the memory of Caleb’s warm, tender kisses upon her lips,
soft caresses kneading her breasts, and gentle touches probing her virginal pussy
became unbearable, she sent him away. She hid from him what kept them apart, a
dark past his parents were part of and she couldn’t forget.

* Xk Kk %

“Ya think he’s a coming back?” Morrow asked, looking over at Sergeant
Major sitting gloomily on a log next to their campfire.

The scowl on Sergeant Major’s face deepened. He poked the embers, stirring
the flames with a long twig in his hand. “Why wouldn’t he?” he grumbled, trying
to sound convincing though he wasn’t certain.

“Can’t trust a man like that.” Webster joined in.

“He’s got more to lose than the rest of us.”

“Hell, we’re the one’s sittin’ here like ducks wait’n for the firing squad. |
don’t see his neck nowhere’s round.” Morrow balked, spitting a wad of snuff into
the fire.

Sergeant Major glared at him. “He’s tracking ‘em.”

“What we gonna do iffin he don’t show?” Webster’s expression didn’t hide
the fact he was worried. Sergeant Major sympathized. Four men facing nearly
thirty gunslingers at once wasn’t an everyday event. Even though he and Webster
were sure shots, even he couldn’t stomach the odds.

“Sure as hell ain’t gonna run. We got orders.” Sergeant Major growled a long
moment later, adding the twig to the flames as he sat up and eyed the rest of the
men.
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“Keeping the bastard in our sight wuz part of them orders. You’s the one let
‘em go off by himself,” Webster huffed.

“One of us shoulda gone with him.” Morrow shook his head soberly.

“l don’t recall you’s volunteering to tag along,” Sergeant Major reminded
him, pissed off his men were second-guessing him. “Remember, two trackers can
be spotted easier than one.”

“Yup, I’ll remember once the lead starts flying.”

“Tarnation, what the hell you yellowbellies worked up ‘bout?” Toledo
hollered, lifting his hat of his face as he raised his head from the saddle where he
slept, not far from the fire. “A guy can’t sleep with ya’ll gums yapping like ol’
bitties.”

“Go back to sleep. Toledo. Ain’t no one talkin’ to ya,” replied Webster.

Toledo drew up on his elbows, a quirky smile on his boyish, freckled face.
“When you go on disturbin’ a man dreaming of romance, he got’s a right to speak
his piece.”

Sergeant Major rolled his eyes to the night sky and sighed. Wasn’t there
anything else on the hormone-driven young buck’s mind?

“I reckon we take aim and shoot up the motherfuckers so’s | can get back to
that cherry in Tejas.” Toledo sat up, leaned on the tree butted against his saddle.

Sergeant Major straightened, thrown by Toledo’s remark. The nineteen-year-
old was a fine horseman and a damn good shot, but hadn’t the sense of a sick
mule if he was talking about the Spawn woman.

“You know the one. The shoestring hellion. | figger she’d be a fireball in bed.
With an ass that small, fancy how tight her twat—Quch!” he barked, rubbing his
shoulder precisely where Sergeant Major had aimed the blunt-edged rock. “What
the hell you do that fer?”” He grimaced, still rubbing his shoulder.

“Best quit your figuring. Find another snatch to poke your dick into. That
one’s taken,” Sergeant Major warned.

“By who? She’s newly widowed.”

“You’re young, and if ya got a hankering on growing old, you best take my
advice and figure on another gal.” Sergeant Major snapped, gritting his teeth. The
lad was his responsibility. A worried furrow creased his brow.
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“You gonna interfere with a man and his love life, Sarge?” Morrow asked
jokingly.

He bit back at Morrow, with a dismissive gesture directed at Toledo. “We
ain’t here for romance. And | ain’t gonna take up for him when he’s faced with
the wrath of a double-barreled, gun-toting lunatic seeking vengeance.”

“You ain’t talking ‘bout that Spawn fellow? That’s her stepson.” Toledo gave
him a questioning glance.

“I love my ma, but I don’t pine after her like that,” Webster admitted, grinning
ear to ear. Morrow, seated beside him, chuckled.

“Ah, | ain’t scared of him. Never believed nine-tenths of them stories *bout
him no way. He didn’t even shoot that boozehound back at the saloon.”

“Wouldn’t have been a fair fight. The man stood a foot in front of him and
still would’ve missed ‘em with the way his six-iron was a waving.”

“Well, I would have shot the scalawag jest fer pointin’ it at me.”

“Takes more guts to go against a pointed pistol with just your fist,” offered
Morrow pointedly.

“Doesn’t make you more of a man if you ain’t fighting fair. ‘Sides, his hands
were full of your woman,” Webster said just before he and Morrow busted out
laughing.

Toledo fumed.

Some time later, when the four of them sat around the fire chatting, Devin
stepped out of the darkness without a sound.

“Everything done?” The deep voice caught them off guard. Sergeant Major
stopped breathing as he and Morrow instinctively reached for the pistols strapped
to their hips. Webster leaned toward his rifle, slanted on the log.

Toledo, across from Morrow and Webster, gaped at Devin. Appeared frozen
in his seat.

Devin moved closer to the fire.

Sergeant Major breathed a sigh of relief. Dropped his hands between his
spread legs, away from his gun, and was elated he didn’t have to use it. He felt
damned lucky Devin was on their side. If not, they’d all be goners.
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“Yes. I’ve set the gun powder, and the guys built and buried the trap like you
suggested.” Sergeant Major replied, glancing over at Morrow and Webster, who
oddly continued to look nervous.

“Good. Then we’re ready.”

“Did you locate them?”

“Their camp’s not far from here. They’ll be here round mid-afternoon.”

“How many?”

“Just over thirty. | counted five wagons, not four.”

Major, Webster, and Morrow exchanged knowing glances at one another.

Sergeant Major calmly stated, “Colonel must have been misinformed.”

It was too dark to see his eyes, but the Sergeant Major felt the heat of Devin’s
piercing gaze studying him intently.

“You sure they’re coming this way?” Sergeant Major quickly asked as a
means to distract Devin’s attention from the extra wagon.

“What’s the best way to get where you want to go?” Devin replied, his brows
drawn into a tight knit.

A befuddled look shadowed Webster’s face, as though it was a trick question.
After a slight hesitation, he replied, “The main road.”

“And if the law’s after you?”

“The back road,” Toledo smugly jumped right in.

“So if you were smart, knew the law was gunning for you down the back road,
and not fool enough to venture along the open main road, which way would you
go?”

“Find my own trail,” Morrow answered, not wanting to be left out of the
conversation.

“Off the beaten path,” Sergeant Major suggested.

“Ain’t nothin’ more beaten and rough than a canyon full of rocks amid pinon
pines. Can’t maneuver loaded-down wagons ‘round trees, over earth softened by
leaves and pine needles. Gives ‘em one way in and one way out. Where we’ll be,
waiting to ambush ‘em.”

“Seems like we oughta meet ‘em out in the open like honorable soldiers, stead
of ambushing ‘em like a bunch of savage Injuns.”
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“Get within gun sight of them, and that blue uniform will be red before you
ever break leather. Only live by one rule—my rule. If a man is out for my blood,
I’ll fight him any damn way | please. | aim to win.”

“We all know what to do tomorrow. Why don’t we try to get some rest?”
Sergeant Major ignored Toledo’s comment, knowing Devin was correct. It left
him wondering, if that was the case, why didn’t he shoot the old man at the
saloon? “Devin, we have some beans ‘n beef left if you’re hungry.”

“No thanks. I’m standing watch.”

“They’re camped miles away. No reason for ya to go without sleep or eatin’.”

“Yeah, you can pull up your gear by the fire, keep the coyotes away,” Morrow
offered.

“Also ruins your night vision. If I get hungry, | have jerky in my saddle bag.”
Devin started back toward the trees.

“Spawn,” Toledo called out, and Devin turned with a huff.

Sergeant Major glared at Toledo, praying the lad developed sweet reason
within the last hour and took their advice to heart.

“Thought we could chew the fat a little?” He held out his cigarette makings,
and Devin shook his head. “Seeing how this will all be over after tomorrow, | got
to thinking.”

Major covered his eyes with his hand and slowly shook his head in disbelief.

Toledo continued. “Perhaps you and | can get to know one another.”

“Why?”

Webster shot him a “shut the fuck up’ look that Toledo answered with a wide-
tooth grin and kept right on talking.

“So when you head back home, | thought 1’d ride with you. So’s to keep you
company.”

“Why?”

“Got a hanker to learn ranchin’.”

“Don’t need tagalongs and don’t know a damn thing “bout ranching.”

“Sorta hoping you’d do the honors of introducing me to your stepma, Mrs.
Spawn. Seeing she’s a wi—”

Reflexes quicker than the eye could follow, Devin lunged over the fire while
he slipped the hammer on the pistol in one hand and the bowie knife sheathed at
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his waist in the other. A reflexive move Sergeant Major suspected was repeated
dozens of times throughout Devin’s ill-famed life. The razor-sharp knife held
against Toledo’s jugular sliced through the top layer of skin, drawing blood, as
Toledo laid flat on his back, eyes bulging and face ghost-white. Devin loomed
over him, his knee deeply ground in the man’s chest.

Major, Morrow, and Webster made sure their hands were in plain sight in
response to the gun pointed at them, making no quick moves.

“Listen up. If so much as a flicker of interest sparks your eye, I’ll cut out your
gizzards and feed ‘em to the coyotes and have your worthless heart for breakfast.”
Devin glanced over his shoulders. “And if the rest of you try to stop me, you’ll
meet the same fate.”

“We’re government soldiers. You can’t shoot us,” muttered Morrow.

“No one will ever know what happened to ya,” he replied in a voice as cold
and dangerous as the fury burning in his eyes as they cut to Morrow, then back to
Toledo. “Take it as a warning. I’ll spare your plug ugly face, only “cause | need
you alive.”

Major released the breath caught in his throat, thankful Devin was man
enough to admit he needed the extra gun power.

“l don’t haul no wagons. Don’t matter who they’re for,” Devin added gruffly.

Major frowned.

The man was impossible. It made sense now why he’d requested only four
soldiers to drive back four wagons. Devin intended to kill the members of the
Laredo gang himself, and if he, Toledo, Morrow or Webster got in his way, he’d
kill them, also. The Colonel, along with everyone else, would suspect they died in
the skirmish.

He swallowed hard and cursed Toledo’s untamed libido under his breath.
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Chapter 14

The radiant yellow, pink and blue hues of dawn revealed the rocky shadows of
the cliffs and valley below as Devin rode to the top of the canyon. He listened for
clues of what lay ahead but heard only birds, scrambling iguanas, and other small
wildlife scurrying about as he reached the level ground above.

Morning’s first burst of sunlight filtered over the mountain peaks to the east in
a brilliant display of burnt red and fiery gold. From here, he could see the
countryside, miles of open prairie land, sloping mountaintops, and the lush pine
forest below, where Major and the others were finishing their coffee and breakfast
of bacon and biscuits. The bright morning gave him a clear view of the serene
calm soon to be disturbed. When Bush and his bunch rode up, Devin would know.

He sought a nice shady spot under a tree and he securely tied Deuce, an act
seldom required. “Sorry, fella, you might get spooked when the gunpowder goes
off,” he explained, running a gentle hand through the horse’s golden mane.

Deuce whickered, shook his head, and kicked up a puff of dust, as if in
protest.

“It’s for your own damn good.” Devin walked away, grinning. “Don’t need to
hear shit from you too.”

The men assigned to him needed reassurance and coddling, ever since he
found the Laredo Gang’s trail a few days ago. Hell. That was a woman’s job, not
his. If they asked one more stupid-assed question, he swore he’d kill them all and
finish the task himself.

Several hours of waiting were ahead. He tried not to think about almond-
shaped, hazel-brown eyes gazing up at him, darkened with arousal, as he peered
over the edge of the cliff. He grimaced as the soft whispers of please and don’t
stop clouded his memory and stirred his loins.
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He picked up a rock and hurled it over the side of the cliff, just to have
something to do. Seldom did he ever play a fool’s game, lived in the past, or
allow his mind to ponder the future. What was that scrawny girl doing to him? He
shook his head, tried to ignore the images of pink lips clenched around his cock,
tight mouth suckling on the head, and moist tongue licking it just right. He
recalled her hands stroking his shaft, gripping his balls, or her swollen red pussy
lips slick with juice that tasted sweeter then the finest honey or the way the ...

Shit, he grumbled. It wasn’t working. No matter how hard he tried to forget
the image of the head of his cock filling Megan’s greedy mouth, pink lips
stretched to the limit by his thick stalk, he couldn’t. The erotic scent and taste of
her honeyed cream as he licked and sucked her sweet cunt lingered with him. His
breath ragged, cock pulsing, aching at the memory of her tight vaginal muscles
clamped on his embedded finger as her body trembled with climax after climax.
He shuddered at the harsh, fiery need to be inside her. The highly erotic memories
enveloped him, made his raging lust heighten to the point his hardened cock was
painfully unbearable.

Devin moved away from the cliff’s edge. Tugging anxiously at the buckskin
laces, he freed his aching, stone-hard erection.

His entire body tensed as he gripped his cock and stroked it roughly. He
closed his eyes, went with the image that plagued his mind since the evening they
met. Megan’s pale body spread out on a bed of grass, her wanton gaze looking up
at him, opened for him, accepting him freely. Only this time, he buried his cock
into her tight, wet, hot flesh to the hilt, drove into her over and over again as her
tiny, fragile body writhed beneath his, until she begged him to fuck her harder,
plunge deeper, make her come.

Devin, he remembered her frail voice breathing his name as he ate the endless
supply of her cream from her throbbing pussy. He stroked quicker and harder,
tightened his grip. He imagined her pussy spasm around his cock and heard her
climactic cries. Pressure built deep at the base of his spine. He gritted his teeth to
suppress the ferocious wail rising from his gut as his cock exploded, spurting his
release several feet in front of him. The intense sensation rocked him.
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With his clean hand, he wiped the sweat off his brow, then stared at the other
hand coated with his sticky seed. Spewing obscenities, he stuffed his cock into his
buckskins, still hard and yearning for the real thing.

What did she do to him?

He never wanted a woman so badly in his life, especially one so unripe.
Voluptuous women with curves to grab on to so that he could ride for hours were
more his style. Not soft, creamy skin firm over sharp bones, pert, round breasts
with nipples no bigger than a raindrop, and an intoxicating smile of white pearls
beneath luscious pink velvet ribbons with deep dimples under the apples of her
cheeks. It was enough to rattle a man’s stirrups—and those eyes. At first glance,
sweet and innocent. Yet those hazel depths reached beyond a man’s soul, deep
into his darkest desires.

There was only one other way to temporarily assuage the dark demons, the
barbarous need within—blood. He could taste it, smell it, and he felt it in his
marrow. His hands clenched into tight fists, itching, ready, waiting eagerly for
what was to come. Like a man possessed, his silver gaze turned cold and deadly at
the realization that in a couple of hours, at least one dark desire would be
satisfied.

Today, he would Kill.

* k% * %

The sun dipped mid-way along the western skyline as Devin calculated, mid-
afternoon when the three ruffians rode ahead of the others. They made their way
through the canyon, peering hard, scouring the cliffs toward a narrow canyon with
steep walls—the perfect stop to make a stand. Devin knew it well. As did
members of the gang. They often used it after their lawlessness, the rocky carpet
made it nearly impossible for a posse to trail them.

It lay on a direct course into Cheyenne-infested country. Men with any brains
steered clear of the area. After Devin stepped down, Bush became the self-
proclaimed leader. They intended to exchange the weapons for gold. The Colonel
didn’t have to tell him that. He already knew the only logical explanation why so
many rustlers would take up with Bush to swindle the federal government.
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He’d introduced Zach Bush and a few others to the Cheyenne Chief years ago
after they robbed a bank and needed a place to hole up. They hunted, ate and
drank with the warriors, and even screwed their women. The Cheyenne never
mentioned gold around outsiders. It was a closely guarded secret. They knew
what would happen if word ever leaked that gold was buried on their land.

Small gold pockets existed in the Black Hills, smack dab in the middle of
Comanche territory. OI’ John, the man who’d snatched him from the train,
married a Comanche woman. They spent winters living amongst them. After OI’
John died, Devin returned her to her people and continued to visit, even after she
passed years later. Considered family, the Comanche allowed him to take what he
needed as long as he didn’t reveal its place of origin. To this day, he kept his
word, only taking enough when he ventured into town for food, drink, women, a
hot bath, and close shave. It had been a fluke that he’d hauled more than enough
to pay off Megan’s debt.

He harbored no ill will against the Indians and he counted many his friends.
Even so, he couldn’t idly stand by while rifles and ammunition fell into their
hands. Hundreds of women and children would lose their lives on both sides. That
was something he’d never allow.

The look in Megan’s eyes as she recounted the tragic circumstances of her
parents’ deaths strongly reiterated he was doing the right thing. Not for honor,
because he damn well knew there wasn’t a shred of honor in his bones. He was a
cold-blooded murderer and no-account thief, and if there was a holy man above,
only he and Lucifer below knew all Devin had done.

It sure wasn’t for the bounty or to save his skin. Ten thousand or ten million,
he didn’t give a damn one way or the other. Let the vultures come after him. More
call to perfect his accuracy and speed.

His two aunties taught him it was inexcusable and unforgivable to harm an
innocent, even one he didn’t know. Now, all he could think of was Shelby and
Emma. Two of the littlest mops of blond curls, big eyes, and button noses he’d
ever seen. They were his blood, and he’d go to hell and back to protect them.

Then there was Megan. Sweet-smelling, smooth, creamy skin, warm and firm
petite body scarcely curved in the right places, slick, open, and aching eagerly just
for him. Damn, he was getting hard again just thinking about her. With a stiff
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shake of his head, he tamped down the arousal creeping into his lust-starved
blood, and turned his attention below.

It was a matter of patience and timing. Devin kept his head low, rifle tucked
under his belly as he lay on the ground. He instructed the other men to do the
same, no chance for sunlight to reflect off silver parts, alerting anyone to their
presence. He looked to his right at Sergeant Major lying low, some forty feet
away.

Major gave him an acknowledging nod.

Devin smiled inwardly, recalling his final words before Toledo took his spot
at the end of the canyon near the gunpowder, Morrow across to his left and
Webster on the other side toward the center of the canyon, where the trap was set.

When the last hoof passes the mark, light the fuse and count to ten slowly. On
seven, take aim. Eight, fire. Nine, Webster pulls the rope, triggering the trap—a
fence high enough to stop a horse from jumping over made out of sharpened
branches that Webster and Morrow built and buried under the rocky terrain to trap
them in. On ten, the fireworks go off, and the dance begins.

Choose your partner well, he’d instructed, and they looked at him foolishly.
He explained one free shot was all they were getting. The task of facing over
thirty skilled gunslicks wasn’t for the faint at heart. Each man below could detect
a shooters whereabouts by the direction of the bullets flying, and the shooters’
accuracy and deadly potential by the men falling. They’d be firing back with a
single intent on their mind—survival.

Every sense heightened. He listened to the horses ride up one end of the
canyon and back again. Soon after, the wagons and other riders descended upon
the narrow. Once they passed the center point, a wide-open canyon, they were
sure to lower their guard. Their eyes were focused on the exit, toward the gold
just beyond death’s door. At that point their life was no longer in their hands.

Devin fed off his adrenaline, blood racing as the final horse’s leg stepped over
the mark. Like a well-oiled machine with the fuse lit, they each started counting.
On six, they pulled out their rifles, took aim on seven, and on eight, five shots
rang out. Five men below toppled from their saddles, dead before they hit the
rocks.
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Devin took out Bush with a shot right between the eyes. “Stinkin’ bastard,” he
muttered. “Never did like you.” The man had an aversion for baths, and Devin
hated the smell of him.

On nine, Webster triggered the fence, which sprang up at a sixty-degree angle
while the horses buckled. The outlaws, in a confused fray, bolted for cover behind
the wagons as the gunpowder went off on ten.

The jarring blasts ricocheted through the narrow canyon, ending the way to
freedom as the walls tumbled down, forever blocking the exit.

Devin capitalized on the tumult and waylay, picked out Gil, the best shot in
the bunch. Gil, cinched up tight as though trying to get his horse under control,
more than likely had no clue what hit him a moment later. He was dead before the
projectile exited his brain.

Shot after shot rang out as the echoes reverberated, and the canyon filled with
dust from the panicked horses’ hooves, and the gunpowder mingled in the clouds.
The lowlifes below were felled like flies with deadly accuracy.

Frank, the next sure shot, met Devin’s deadly fate while the Major and his
men took two men each. It was then they pulled off the fifth wagon’s tarp.

Devin’s eyes flared at the distinct shape of three small cannons filtered
through the smoky haze. He recognized Creed, a sorry excuse for a human,
harmful to every living creature, including beast, as he loaded the iron ball down
the barrel.

Creed went down, and Earl, a back-shooting scoundrel, took his place. Devin
only had seconds to reload before the cannon now aimed at him fired. Why in the
hell, he wondered, did someone name him after a deadly weapon? Where was the
resemblance?

The bullet struck Earl in the right eye just before the fiery cannonball barreled
toward Devin. With not a moment to spare, he scrambled from the edge of the
cliff. Shards of rocks raised by the impact peppered his face.

Seconds later, by the time Devin reached the edge of the cliff, the cannon was
reloaded. He took aim and downed the nuisance. A scant second passed before
Bruno climbed the wagon and kicked the dead man aside as he lit the charge.
Bruno received the same lot, but held on long enough to direct the cannon toward
Devin before his limp body tumbled off the wagon.
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Devin reloaded, knew his position was made once again. He rolled several
feet before the second blast tore away the earth he’d warmed moments ago.
Gunslingers worth a lick stayed alive by intuitively sensing an opponent’s
mastery and ingenuity. He was certain the surviving men below knew who was
about to send them to hell.

Dead, dying and wounded sprawled on the rocks as the tiny red rivers flowing
through the cracks grew in number. The cries and moans rose through the dust
and heat of the sun-filled sky as the assault continued.

Outlaw after outlaw collapsed. Devin kept up the ruthless pace, downing a
man with each blast, until the number dwindled to just over a handful. They
pulled back. The first rider galloped at full speed and sailed over the barricade
with ease.

Devin’s eyes widened with outrage. His hands clenched the heated rifle as he
started to call for Deuce while quickly reloading. He suddenly remembered his
horse was good and tied. Without a moment to spare, he jumped to his feet as the
second horse took flight. He cursed Webster and Morrow. Even at this distance,
he could tell the height of the fence fell short of his order.

At full speed Devin ran, jumping over rocks, fallen logs and large cracks in
the dried-up mountain cliff. He propped the rifle against his shoulder and took
aim. It was dead on. The rider slumped out of his saddle and landed on the
pointed spikes, piercing his rotund belly as his horse glided over the fence.

The following rustler was luckier. Devin, jumping over what appeared to be a
long-abandoned campfire consisting of a small pile of rocks and ash remnants,
faltered as he landed. The second bullet was off, piercing the back of the rider’s
arm. His horse rode fast. The wounded man joined the others already nearing the
mouth, desperately racing towards the refuge of the nearby canopy of pinon trees.

Devin was good, but he wasn’t that good. He had to pause and reload once
again, knowing it would take all of three seconds. Three seconds he didn’t have to
spare, as the horses galloped at full speed, closer and closer to escape.

He raised the rifle to his shoulder, sighted off the distance over several
hundred yards. The target was at a downward slope and rode fast, almost a quarter
a mile away. Slowly, Devin pulled the trigger. The black cowboy hat flew off as
blood, bone and brain tissue splattered out of the unrecognizable rustler.
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Once more, he cocked the hammer of the second barrel and raised his rifle.

“Spawn,” Major shouted, grabbing his arm. “They’re gone. We got the
wagons.”

“Qutta my way,” Devin growled, elbowing the Major on the side of his face
and knocking him to the ground.

It was an impossible shot from atop the dusty mountain. He could barely see
the outlaw taking up the rear, quickly descending upon the trees. For a moment, it
looked as if he was about to get away cleanly. Devin stared straight down the
barrel, nostrils flared as he took a deep breath and held it.

Devin slowly, ever so slowly, began to squeeze the trigger. As if in slow
motion, he tracked the bullet until it reached its intended target. The outlaw didn’t
have a chance.

“You knew about the cannons.” Devin turned toward the Major. The
viciousness of his tone yanked the man out of his awe-inspired trance as the
Major continued to gape in the direction of the poor son of a bitch who toppled
from the saddle a moment before his horse disappeared behind the trees.

“Colonel ordered us not to tell you,” Major said. “He thought you wouldn’t go
through with the deal if you knew how heavily armed they were.”

“And the fucking fence? It’s a good two feet shorter than | told them to build.”

Major shrugged his shoulders. “Didn’t know. Toledo and | were working on
the gunpowder. I’m as surprised as you are.”

Devin stalked toward Deuce, spewing venom the likes of which Sergeant
Major must never have heard come out of one man in all his forty years, judging
from his face.

In no time, Devin met up with Webster and Morrow as they walked among
the dead or dying men scattered along the narrows.

He swung out of the saddle, the purpose is his stride evident, the look in his
eye deadly.

“Sorry-assed bastard,” he growled, coming up to Webster. “Next time | tell
you to do something, do it.” His fist landed between Webster’s eyes. Webster was
out before his butt hit the rocky earth.
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Morrow was trembling when Devin turned and shouted, “Same goes for you.”
Devin felt teeth loosening and nose crushing under his fist, just a scant second
before Morrow fell flat on his back.

Toledo turned white as a sheet. “Uh,” he muttered as Devin started to walk
away.

Devin cut him a cold glare.

“What *bout the wounded?”

“Leave ‘em.”

Toledo’s jaw dropped in disbelief.

“We ain’t got time for this shit,” Devin grumbled, finishing off the wounded
and dying, knowing they wouldn’t survive the long trek back to camp. He’d do
the same for a wounded horse, but hell, it was a generosity his kind didn’t
deserve.

Time was of the essence. If any Cheyenne were within hearing distance,
they’d be on their way. While on friendly terms, Devin wasn’t about to wait
around to try and explain to over a thousand angry Indians why they weren’t
getting their weapons.

As it was, thanks to Morrow and Webster, there were survivors. The double-
crossed gunslingers would be gunning for him. They were probably angrier than
the Indians ever would be and thinking of ways to get even. Always one for
finishing what he started, he’d trail them and finish the job when time permitted.
For now, they needed to put as much distance between them and the nearby
Cheyenne as possible.

* k*x k%

Devin and the four soldiers rode into camp with the five wagons, two of
which Toledo pulled with his team of eight horses. Behind were the two dozen or
so horses the dead gunslicks no longer needed.

Curious onlookers beamed with shock, excitement and revelry. Some joined
the parade of sorts at the gate and followed all the way to the livery.

“Colonel? Colonel O’Roake, they’re here!” exclaimed the young private as he
ran into the Colonel’s office, saluting hastily in the process when he noticed the



198 Samantha Cruise

high-ranking officials sitting around the conference table to the right of the large
room.

“Who?” Colonel O’Roake asked, waving off the salute and forgiving the
overzealous interruption.

“Spawn and the other men.”

The colonel dashed to the window, along with several of the other men at the
table.

“They’re all here.”

“They made it.” Colonel O’Roake’s remark was more of an astonished
statement of disbelief than a question.

“Yes, sir. Fit as a fiddle, ‘cept for a slash across Toledo’s throat and the
bruises.”

“A few cuts and bruises are to be expected after what they’ve been through,”
the General said, glancing over his shoulder at the private.

“Begging your pardon, General. Toledo says he got it shaving. Morrow’s
busted nose and missing tooth was from tripping over a rock, and Webster has
two black eyes.”

“What happened to him?”

The private, standing at attention and staring straight ahead, tried hard not to
laugh, but a slight grin curled his lips. “Ran into a tree.”

“Sergeant Major?” the Colonel queried warily.

“Black-and-blue cheek. Got it from walking into the side of a mountain.”

General Simms, two Lieutenant Generals, a few other colonels discussed the
outlandish reasons for injury in the line of battle amongst each other. The colonel
was almost afraid to ask as a knot twisted deep in his gut. “Mr. Spawn?”

“He’s headed this way. Don’t look none too happy.”

A scant moment later, Devin stormed past everyone in the officer’s
headquarters and didn’t stop as he entered the Colonel’s office.

“Mr. Spawn...” the colonel began, smiling graciously though he was surprised
to see him alive and even more stunned to learn he was successful. Truth be told,
he was somewhat fearful of the man closing in on him with a wild, intent look
about him.

“You lying bastard,” Devin interrupted heatedly.
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The colonel only had time to blink before everything faded to black.

Devin sucker-punched the well-starched and heavily decorated officer. He
glared at the limp body sprawled on the floor and coolly added, “Worthless piece
of dog shit. No one lies to a Spawn.”

A hush swept over the room. The private backed out quietly, suspecting
someone may have a fool idea about ordering him to apprehend Spawn.

General Simms studied the formidable man, aptly referred to as the Devil’s
Spawn. This was the first time he had seen him, but certainly not the first time
he’d heard of him. The weaponry alone strapped to his person was enough to
wipe out each person in the room. He stood there, huge and tough, waiting for a
challenger. There was no fear, no nerves, nothing but daring, guts and hard,
muscled brawn.

The General weaved through the other men gathered about the window.
Carefully, he stepped over the Colonel, and met Devin in the middle of the room.
“Allow me, Mr. Spawn, to be the first to extend my congratulations, since it
appears Colonel O’Roake has tripped over a rug and is unable to thank you
properly for a job well done.”

Devin’s eyes narrowed.

General Simms followed the intense silvery eyes taking in the gold stars and
stripes decorating his uniform. They exchanged a knowing look, seeing how there
probably wasn’t a rug in the entire building, let alone the room they were in.
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Chapter 15

“Is that the only reason for your rejection the past month?” Caleb held
Megan’s hands tightly clasped between his, sitting across from her at the table in
frustration, the look of utter despair upon his face.

“Yes,” Megan meekly replied, not fully aware why she couldn’t bring herself
to send Caleb away for good. Dressed in widow’s weeds, she’d used Reed as a
feeble excuse not to marry him instead of searching deep for the real reason.

He moved around the table, sat on the edge, one leg planted on the floor and
the other dangling. Easing her up by the shoulders, he pulled her into his warm
embrace.

“Meg,” Caleb pleaded softly. “If it’s true, I’ll submit to your request, wait as
long as necessary till you forget what you were even mourning.”

He lifted her chin toward his face.

Filled with sorrow, her eyes slowly rose to meet his. The shadow of anguish
clouded the blue eyes, the whisper of hope clinging beyond the depths, and the
love forever engrained in his soul. Suddenly, she found herself wanting to be lost
in his gaze. Swept away by whatever bound them together for an eternity.

“Ask me to wait. Tell me you love me, and I’ll be patient, though it will kill
me more each day not to be able to hold you like this.” His arm tightened around
her as he kissed her forehead gently.

The warmth of his lips seared her skin, made her shiver with a puzzling lusty
awareness that awakened her fear. She had a very real fear that stringing Caleb
along was wrong, might hurt him emotionally and place him in danger physically.
If her depraved lust, the sinful nature Mrs. Walker had warned against, was the
cause of Reed’s condition, then she refused to take that risk with Caleb. Wrong or
not, it was a risk she was willing to take with Devin. There was no love between
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them, only hot-blooded lust that she could not deny. If anything happened to
Caleb, the love of her life, she would simply perish.

Before she allowed him to go further, ignoring the longing in her saddened
heart, she slipped out of his embrace and put distance between them.

“Oh, Caleb, don’t ask me when you already know how 1 feel. It wouldn’t be
fair to make you wait when | don’t know if I’ll ever be prepared to marry again.”

“That’s for me to decide.” His poignant tone tore at her heart as he slowly
walked to where she stood at the opposite end of the long rectangular table.

* k%

Standing on the front porch, Devin decided he’d heard enough during the past
couple of minutes. He hadn’t covered hundreds of miles in two days without
stopping, exhausting his prized Deuce to near death, to listen while another man
professed his love for Megan.

He stepped inside.

“Step away from her and draw.” Any man fool enough to traipse on his
property, risked a double-barrel offense. Both hands were ready for Pretty Boy’s
slightest move.

Apparently, neither seemed to hear the door open, but Megan and Caleb no
doubt heard the cold finality of the threat that turned their attention.

“Devin,” Megan gasped on a breathless note.

“Who are you?” Caleb shouted, glaring at Devin for the first time.

“I should be asking the questions, seeing how you’re in my house.”

“Yours?” His bewildered gaze shot to Megan, then back to Devin.

“But it don’t matter who the hell you are, since you’ll be dead soon.” Devin
drew his shooter, gestured for Caleb to move away from Megan. “Like I said, step
away.”

“Devin, no,” Megan shouted frantically, jumping in front of Caleb. “He’s a
doctor. He’s not carrying a gun.”

“You know this man?” Caleb appeared more surprised at learning she knew
him than at the threat on his life.
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“He’s Reed’s son. Devin Spawn,” She answered nervously, staring at Devin
as he removed one of the knives strapped to his calf and threw it on the table. It
came to rest in front of Caleb. “What are you doing?”

Without answering, Devin tossed the other revolver beside the knife.

“Choose how you want to die, Pretty Boy.”

Caleb’s eyes narrowed.

Devin noticed the other man’s fist clench, and his whole body seemed to
stiffen at the use of “Pretty Boy.”

“Devin, | don’t know what you’re thinking, but Caleb is a childhood friend.
That’s all.” Megan looked up at Caleb, and the plea in her eyes told him to be
quiet and let her speak if he wanted to live.

Devin could tell the man wasn’t about to step down from a fight, not when his
masculinity was challenged.

“Don’t lie on my account. | can take care of myself.” Caleb brushed her aside,
stepping to the table to choose his weapon. He stared Devin in the eye and
declared with firm confidence, “I plan on marrying her.”

Devin laughed. It was a chilly, harsh laugh meant to provoke, but there wasn’t
a flicker of humor in his steely gaze. “Before | kill you, you should know how
futile your death will be. Tell him, Megan.”

Caleb turned to Megan, and Devin noticed the shame, humiliation and fear
shrouding her eyes. She remained speechless.

“Tell me what?” He glared questioningly at Devin.

“I own her. Bought and paid for her. So you see, she’s not free to marry you
or anyone else.”

“Name your price.”

“She’s not for sale.”

“What do you want?”

“To get this over with.”

“Caleb,” Megan pleaded, “don’t be a fool. He’ll kill you. The man’s a walking
death machine.”

Inwardly, Devin smiled at the compliment—or was it meant as an insult?

“Megan, you don’t think you’re worth dying for? I’m only doing what |
should have done long ago, defend you against my parents.”
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“You were a young boy. What could you have done?”

“I’m a man now, and | won’t make the same mistake twice.”

“It’s too late. There are things about me you don’t know. I’ll never be free to
marry you. | belong to Devin now.”

Even Devin sensed how her words punctured the other man’s heart. The rather
touching interlude between the two displayed an intimacy beyond mere friends,
and quite beyond innocent childhood friends, as she so heatedly professed. Megan
Adams Spawn apparently held more secrets he had yet to discover.

“Then, my dear, there is no reason to live.” Caleb turned and reached for the
knife, knowing by the time he lifted it he’d probably be dead.

Clearly, Pretty Boy wanted to die. Devin realized he was serious. The man
truly loved Megan. How unfortunate.

With his hand covering the handle, Caleb paused, looked up, and stared at
him.

Devin quickly surmised if he killed Caleb, Megan would never truly be his.
Her body, yes, but all else would be forever lost to him. It was in that instant
Devin realized he wanted much more from her than he dared confess. Megan was
creeping into his disreputable soul in a way that made his blood boil with an
unquenchable need, made him yearn for the solitude of the wilderness, and at the
same time, take her into his arms and never let go.

Did Caleb feel the same?

Caleb picked up the knife, stood solid, as if waiting to be gunned down by the
man who claimed his woman.

Oh, hell yes, Pretty Boy was in the same hellish existence.

Despite his strong disposition toward his formidable opponent, measured by
degree of Megan’s affection, not lethal propensity, Devin could never kill Caleb.

“Leave, before | change my mind.” Devin kept his expression reserved, his
tone dangerously low and absolute. He watched Caleb’s gaze flicker, as if
contemplating his own fate at Devin’s most gracious offer to extend his life
another day. His grip tightened on the handle, as though calculating the effort to
direct it toward his nemesis. There wasn’t a hell of a lot of calculating with a six-
shooter already cocked and pointed directly at him. With a reputable speed
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unsurpassed, the man would be a fool to doubt he’d be dead in an instant and have
Megan only in the afterlife.

Devin could see Caleb struggle with his decision to live or die—either way,
he’d lose. If he made the wrong choice, Devin would lose, also.

His best option, transfer the upper hand to his opponent. Devin returned his
pistol to leather, shocking Caleb and Megan.

A test of sorts to see what Megan thought of him. Not limiting gallantry to
Caleb for willingly laying his life on the line over a miniature porcelain figurine
of a woman, albeit a beautiful one, the tables were now turned. As if putting his
gun away wasn’t daring enough, carefully he unbuckled and untied his double
belt. He tossed it off to the side of the table in a rare feat he’d afforded no man
before.

Unarmed, he waited for Caleb’s next move as they stood eye-to-eye.

Pretty Boy must choose between becoming a cold-blooded murderer or what
some considered a fate worse than death—defeat.

The intense silence shrouded them in a black eerie cloud and dragged on as
neither of them backed down.

* k*x k%

Megan was the first to speak, her voice tinged with terror.

“Caleb, please,” she begged. Despite the trembling of her fingers, she tried to
pry his tight-fisted grip from the knife. “I’ve made my choice. Please try to
understand. You’ll find someone else.”

Caleb looked down at her, his face going pale for the first time. He studied her
face for what seemed like an eternity, as though searching for a hint of the person
he once knew, the young girl he fell in love with years ago. The one he still
worshipped.

“I love only you, Megan Adams.” He turned, knife still in hand, stormed out
of the door, and swung upon his horse.

Megan clung to the doorjamb, watching as Caleb disappeared around the bend
in a cloud of dust. Suddenly, she felt cold, alone and completely empty. Tears
streamed down her cheeks.
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“So tell me, Dimples,” Devin’s deep voice drew her around. “Just how
friendly were you two?”

Hatred burned into her mind. Overlooking his brassiness, she stepped away
from the door and shot him a look the likes of which he probably wouldn’t soon
forget.

“Let’s get one thing straight, Devil Child, or whatever the hell they call you. |
only said that for Caleb’s sake.”

“Which part?” he asked in a calm, matter-of-fact tone.

“My belonging to you,” she spewed, wiping away tears with a rough swipe of
her fingers. “You don’t own me. Not now, not ever. I’ll not be the property of
another man. So you see, Mr. Spawn, I’m only here for the girls. As soon as I can,
I’m taking them away. I’ll get as far from you as humanly possible.”

“It’s Devil’s Spawn. | suppose it has the same meaning, though. | prefer the
way you say it. Definitely has a nice ring to it. Devil Child.” His voice was a
relentless tease, and she fumed, anger spreading through her system.

Her gaze dropped to the gunbelt on the table.

“Don’t even think about it,” he warned, all traces of humor removed from his
voice.

She clenched her fist in the folds of her skirt. “Why don’t you jump on that
monstrosity you call a horse and ride on out of here? I’ll be glad to be rid of you.”

“Don’t go lying, Dimples.” His voice turned low, suggestive. “There’s
something you want from me. A reason you agreed to return to the ranch. The real
reason you sent Pretty Boy packing. Since the first night we met in the woods by
the river, you’ve wanted it.” He moved around the table, but his eyes never left
hers.

She started to back away in the opposite direction, her heart pounding like the
beat of a drum. Her body reacted viscerally to his husky tone, the raw arousal in
his silvery gaze. The sensual bow of his lips brought to mind the pleasure he’d
shown her on their last night together.

“When you look at me, | see it in your eyes. | can see it in your eyes this very
instant.”

“l...1 don’t know what you’re talking about.” Every glorious detail of that
night, the vivid image of him sprawled naked in the middle of their bed, turned
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her blood hot. She glanced downward. The bulge in the front of his buckskins
grew before her eyes. A flare of heated desire raced down her spine. She bumped
into a chair behind her and let out a startled gasp, her breath coming in spurts.

“I’ve wanted the same thing. I’ve dreamt about it, imagined it and thought
about it more times than | care to admit. How it would feel to be inside—"

“You’re wrong.” Her eyes widened, watching him advance, the dark intent in
his gaze dizzying to her senses. “I don’t want anything of yours.”

“Oh, no, Dimples, you want it bad, as bad as | want it. Want me to show you
how bad | want to be inside you?”

Yes. She shook her head.

His hands worked the laces of his buckskins. “How bad | want to fill your
sweet pussy, to have you in my arms beneath me.”

Unable to move, her feet were rooted to the floor. Her wide-eyed gaze was
riveted to the enormous bulge straining the thin material for freedom. Her fingers
curled tightly around the back of the chair. Reflexively, she bit her lip and
moaned, a soft, pitiful moan as he peeled apart the butter-colored fabric, revealing
the solid erection beneath.

“See how bad | want to feel your tight pussy gripping my cock as you come.”
He held his cock at the wide base, stroked the thick length slowly with the other
hand. It pointed directly at her, seemed to call her, tempt, promise and warn her
all at the same time. It lured her to heavenly bliss or the perils of hell, she wasn’t
sure which.

“Come here, Dimples,” he spoke softly as he beckoned her with a wave of his
hand, directing her to the chair he’d pulled away from the table.

Mesmerized, weakened by her own arousal, she took a cautious step toward
him. Lord help her, because alone she could not resist the temptation he
presented. Megan hesitated, drew in a deep breath. She took another step and then
froze when he advanced.

With his left hand resting on the small of her back, he guided her the rest of
the way. Another small moan of desire escaped her lips when the head of his cock
brushed against her elbow. The heat seared her skin, daring her to touch it as the
distinct scent of his arousal overwhelmed her senses.
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“Sit.” He held the chair. Automatically she did as requested. “I won’t hurt
you.”

Her eyes grew even wider, noting his erection was directly within eye level,
only inches from her face as he stood in front of her. She swallowed hard and
licked her lips.

* k%

Talk about control. Devin wanted grab her hair and ram his rod down her
throat until he hit rock-bottom. That wouldn’t do Megan any good. He wanted to
please her, ravage and fuck her, make her forget Pretty Boy and take her to a
place only he knew. Limbo, a state of oblivion bordering heaven and hell.

From what little experience they shared, he knew she wouldn’t be able to
handle what he had in mind. He had to go slow. Her small, tight vagina wasn’t
accustomed to his demands. This was going to require patience, a lot of patience,
and he was not a man known for patience when it came to appeasing his dark,
sexual desires.

Not wanting to treat her like a common whore, a grimace lined his face.
Unsure how to a treat lady, his breathing altered by his pulsing need, while he
reflected he wasn’t exactly built for one as dainty as Megan.

She was Devin Spawn’s woman now, and he was just going to have to control
the bestial unrestrained lust raging in his blood. He liked the sound of that—his
woman.

At least, until he had his fill of her Then, he would be on his way.

He never stayed in one place long. No woman ever managed to change his
ways. Not his aunties, the Comanche woman John married, the pretty squaws who
fired up his peace pipe, hot-and-spicy Mexican senoritas, or the enamored soiled
doves who promised an endless supply of free goodies if he settled with them.

He enjoyed his freedom too much, lived his self-indulgent days coming and
going whenever he pleased.

Megan was surely a passing fancy, someone he wanted for the moment,
though the desire was beyond comprehension, out of place for a loner who never
needed anyone.
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Perhaps it was the death of his father, the idea another man wanted her, or the
selfishness coming from some sort of perceived ownership, seeing how he’d paid
good money for her. Reason could be simply a physical attraction. One look at the
petite, taut body, pert breasts inflating the front of her dress, those pouty, pink lips
that could grip a man’s cock tight in her inviting mouth and suck him bone dry, or
kiss so softly and passionately, a man could feel the burn clear to his toes.

Whatever the reason, he’d stay a few days, no more.

He sat directly in front of her, legs on either side of hers, his cock practically
resting in her lap.

* Xk Kk %

Unable to pull her eyes from the erotic site, her body trembled. Megan was
barely aware as he gathered up the hem of her skirt. She clasped her knees
together when she felt the heat of his hands on her skin just below the hem of
pantalets. The throbbing between her thighs intensified.

“Tell me.” He spoke softly, the heat of his arousal darkening his charcoaled
gaze and deepening his tone. “What did you two do?”

Her head jerked up. Momentary shock ripped through her. He asked about
Caleb.

“Tell me.”

She couldn’t bring herself to speak the truth. The warmth of his fingertips
scorched the curves of her calves as they inched higher over the thin material.

After her failure to respond, he asked again.

“We...” she gasped, closing her eyes briefly when his hands rounded her
knees.

His hands stilled, and she knew he was waiting for her answer.

“We didn’t have relations.”

“You and he never fucked?” His voice was surprisingly low, almost soft she
thought.

Mortified, she shook her head.

“Say it. | want to hear you say it.” The palms of his hands continued their
slow journey up her thighs.
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“No, we never...” She paused. With no desire to put what she and Caleb
shared in such degrading terms, yet unsure the beast under the calm mask could
understand the depth of their love, she chose, “had sex.”

“What have you shared?” His hands trailed over her hips, dipping behind her
to cup the roundness of her buttocks as they rested on the wooden seat.

“Must | tell you?” She trembled. The memories, his proximity, and her own
lusty awareness were too much.

His hands stilled once again. “Remember our agreement. You are not to deny
me anything. Never tell me no. I’ll guarantee you’ll not like the consequences.”

Her mouth clamped shut. Not only did she not want to share the beautiful
memories of her time with Caleb, she didn’t want to recall something that could
never be.

“I’m waiting.”

For an instant, she considered just what those consequences he spoke of may
be. His large hands once again rested on her knees, squeezed them with a minute
degree of pressure, a subtle warning of the tremendous reserve of additional
strength. It helped her decide. She began quietly, hesitantly, “We—he used to
touch me.”

He looked into her eyes, and she dropped her gaze to her lap. With his hands
still underneath her skirt, he parted her knees slightly. His voice was low, a rough
velvet device of seduction. “Where? Where did he touch you?”

She hesitated, fighting the wave of moisture and the quiver between her
thighs, desperately trying to ignore his cock jerking above her skirt.
“There...between my legs.”

“Your thighs?” His hands roamed slowly up her inner thighs.

“Higher,” she breathed, closing her eyes, parting her legs to ease his voyage as
the ache between her thighs intensified.

“Here?” he asked as his fingers kneaded the soft flesh of her upper thighs over
her pantalets.

“Higher.” The overwhelming excitement, the desire had her shivering.

His large hand splayed over her covered mound as his fingers grazed the
sparse curls poking through the timeworn fabric. “Here?”
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“Lower,” she moaned on a sigh. Her heart beat furiously as his fingers crept
steadily closer to her weeping flesh.

“Here?” he asked sensually, finding the correct location. Her body jerked
when he fingered her cotton-clad pussy, drenched with the tell-tale sign of her
arousal.

“Yes,” she gasped, arching her back a tad, a silent plea for him to sink his
finger inside and ease the ache, the need.

“Did you like it?” he whispered in a heated, suggestive manner. His fingers
stroked the throbbing wetness lightly through the thin layer.

“It was nice.” A long moan escaped her when his fingers moved in a circular
motion above her labia with a firm pressure.

His brow rose in a skeptical fashion and a single digit eased between the
covered outer lips. “When was the last time he touched you?”

“Fourteen,” she murmured struggling to keep her eyes open. She squirmed as
the divine sensations took over.

“Days, weeks?” Devin penetrated the folds of her greedy pussy as deep as the
constricting material would allow, provoking a loud gasp of pleasure from her.

She bit her lip. The power and heat emanating from him made her quiver.
Waiting for her reply, he watched her bosom rise and fall with each shallow
breath. Her gaze dropped to his cock, which twitched precariously on her lap.
With the desire to end the inquiry, to have his delicious, hard, impossibly wide
cock fill her and quench the ache in her pussy, she softly replied, “l was
fourteen.”

He yanked his hands from between her legs and jerked down her skirt so
rapidly, she sat up, puzzled by his reaction. Her breathing still shallow and a flush
covered her cheeks and spread down to her chest.

“At what age did he begin?” he asked, clearly incensed, leaving her little
option but to tell the truth.

“Thirteen,” she blurted, feeling awkward, thwarted by the intimate contact so
rude and abruptly taken away.

He stood up so fast, the chair fell backward. Hastily, he stuffed his erection
back into his buckskins. “The bastard took advantage of you.”
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“It wasn’t like that.” She shook her head, trembling with confusion, in panic at
the searing eyes staring down at her.

“I should have killed him,” he growled fiercely.

That would never happen, not while she lived. She needed to reassure Devin
with the truth. “We were both young. Caleb is only six months older than me.”

She remembered it like it was yesterday. After all these years, it was
comforting to confide in someone finally. She told him almost everything.

* k%

Caleb’s parents—the most logical choice, since they were the wealthiest
family in town—took her in after the raid, which killed her parents, her brother,
and their chance for a better future in a developing frontier. Heartbroken and
withdrawn while living in the only two-story house in town at the time, she seldom
spoke to the conservative banker or his pristine wife. Mrs. Walker’s time was
spent either with a small group of society women, praying at church, or
patronizing the dressmaker to have the latest European designs replicated to fit
her overly round figure.

Caleb was the only one to go out of his way to be friendly, drawing her out of
her shell little by little each day. Soon, she was as comfortable with him as she
had been with her own six-year old brother, Trevor.

One beautiful, summer day, the sky was blue, the sun bright and hot beaming
down on them as they walked home from school. She suggested they take a dip in
the river. “It would be delightfully refreshing,”” she exclaimed, running down the
grassy knoll toward the river. She laughed and taunted Caleb as he yelled after
her his mother’s consequence if they dirtied their tailor-made clothes.

“We’ll take them off, silly,”” she replied, unbuttoning her blouse and flying it
above her head like a kite.

Caleb ran after her, catching sight of her dressed only in her chemise as she
jumped in the water. Against his better judgment, he stripped out of his clothes,
and wearing only his long johns, he dived in.

After their exhilarating swim, she coyly explained they needed to wait until
their undergarments dried, or risk soaking their clothes and having his mother
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discover what they’d done. Following her advice, he hung their wet garments
over a low-lying branch to dry.

Both naked and wet as newborns, she curled into a ball. For the sake of
modesty, Caleb sat far away from her. Megan complained she was cold.

Gallant even then, Caleb wrapped his arms around her, used his body to
warm hers. So close, their bare moist flesh touching made her ache in places a
young girl should have no knowledge of.

Her tiny, pebble sized nipples were hard, and when he noticed, she explained
they did that whenever she was cold. In an attempt to warm her as she artfully
suggested, he rubbed his hands over them. When his untapped cock became hard,
he stopped, turned red with embarrassment.

Megan just smiled as her own budding body tingled with enlightenment.

She liked his hands touching her.

She liked it a lot.

And so it began. Megan Adams introduced Caleb Walker to carnal
temptation, seduced him on the way home each day from school after they
frolicked in the river. She’d whimper about the coldness, knowing chivalrously
he’d offer to warm her. Certain body parts were often colder than others,
allowing his hands more time to explore and heat her up each afternoon. Finally,
they stopped swimming altogether, stretched out in the grass, and kissed while he
touched her emerging breasts and that most intimate of all places, between her
thighs. With one finger inside her, sometimes, he would take his developing penis
in his hand and stoke it until a white fluid spilled out. Other times, he would lie on
top of her, rubbing against her until the sticky stuff would squirt between their
bodies.

Curious and eager to understand exactly what happened to him and why
something like that never happened to her, she offered to stroke him until the
explosion that always made him shudder and groan, as though in some sort of
pain he seemed to enjoy, spilled in her hands.

Caleb Walker’s mother, a devout Christian, preached to Megan nightly that
carnal delights of the body were the Devil’s work. She warned Megan to pray for
strength, to turn away from wicked, sinful temptations of the flesh, never realizing
Megan led her precious son down the immoral avenue of lust, a sensual
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awakening they both couldn’t resist any more than Adam resisted the forbidden
fruit in the Garden of Eden. Their young bodies touched, explored, come alive
under the warmth of the afternoon sun. All the while, Caleb whispered in her ear
how beautiful she was, how they’d always be together, and how much he loved
her. Sweet words she longed to hear, sentiments she returned wholeheartedly.

* k%

“You seduced him?” Devin watched her in absorption.

Her shallow breathing, the subtle rise and fall of her breasts, the gentle parting
of her lips and the heated flush on her cheeks revealed, as she retold the story that
it aroused her to no end.

Megan tried to smile, not realizing she somehow managed a wide-eyed
innocence. Once again, she witnessed the spark of arousal darkening his gaze.

“Take off your dress.”

“What?”

“You heard me.”

Megan stood on legs turned to mush and started to fumble with the hooks on
her black dress. She felt her body tremble with sensual awareness, could see the
lust intensify, glaze his eyes as he focused intently on her fingers. As each hook
came undone, his breathing became harsher. She shrugged out of the black dress,
letting it fall to the floor around her feet and heard his swift intake of breath.

She looked down, realized the sun shining brightly through the open door
made the homespun linen chemise transparent much to Devin’s satisfaction. His
lips curled into a sexy, sinful temptation, provoking her desire to view his
nakedness. Boldly, she allowed her gaze to travel to the distinct outline at his
groin. The thick bulge reached up his abdomen at a sharp angle, the darkened
flesh visible through the unlaced fly. It grew to even greater proportions as he
continued to devour her with his eyes.

As though he couldn’t bear another second of her being scantily covered, he
ordered in a tone strangled with desire, “Finish undressing.”

Without hesitation, too caught up in her own wanton need, the fierce
throbbing between her legs sending her mind reeling, she did as ordered, drawing
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the thin garment over her head. She tossed it aside and kicked the dress from
around her feet.

Every nerve ending awakened, her entire body trembled with growing sexual
excitement and nervousness. She stood in front of him wearing only her pantalets
and stockings, arms by her sides. She felt the warmth of the sun from the open
door heating her bare breasts and couldn’t help but wonder if the sight of her
small, underdeveloped body pleased him.

Her fingers hooked on her waistband and she wiggled out of her pantalets,
already soaked with her arousal. Kicked off her slippers, she tossed the final
garment aside and stood naked except for her stockings, awaiting his next request.

“Remove your stockings.”

Bending forward slightly, her hands clasped her thighs to slide off the
stockings.

“No.”

Immediately, she stilled at the gruff, strained order.

“Put one foot on the chair,” he ordered.

A surging rush of pleasure rippled through her body as his intent became
clear. She placed her right foot on the seat of the chair, giving him an clear view
of her wide, bared pussy as it throbbed and glistened with her desire. The action
made her feel wickedly seductive, downright brazen. She eased the stocking
slowly off her leg with one hand, conscious of where his gaze was riveted.

Aware his eyes never left sight of the swollen, tender flesh between her legs,
she moved to the other side of the chair. Her excitement grew. Angling her leg
wide, she revealed what she knew he wanted to see, to touch, to taste, to possess.
A soft sigh escaped as she lost the struggle to contain the gush of hot, sticky
liquid seeping from her aching cunt. She took her time pulling away the final
stocking.

“Lie down on the table.” His voice was thick and rough, sultry.

Her body trembled with anticipation, entranced by the sexual heat enveloping
her. She did what he asked. Her back lengthwise, on the smooth, well-worn oak,
she waited, wondering when and where he would touch her first. What he would
do to her? She lay perfectly still, submitting to her own meekness.
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Chapter 16

“Show me.” His tone was rough with lust, aroused by her stark obedience,
eagerness to please him. A dark part of him wanted her to resist, challenge him to
tell him no. Only then would he fulfill his depraved desire to completely dominate
her, to force her into submission.

Her eyes searched his for an explanation.

“Show me how he touched you. I want to know, to understand.”

It was downright wrong, cruel to ask. Strangely, he had to know everything
she shared with Pretty Boy. Whatever occurred between her and his father was
their business. He didn’t even want to think about it.

Thoughts of the other man tortured him.

Devin needed to know if he possessed a hold on her heart with the undeniable
command of a youthful first love that one never forgets. Or was it infused by a
more mature desire, brought on by a man and woman in the throes of ecstasy? Or
was it what he desperately wanted to believe she was, a woman with flagrant
sensuality, a need imbedded at birth infused in her blood to be awakened at a
young age, and luckily for Pretty Boy, he was the recipient of her budding passion
and nothing more?

He resented the unfamiliar stab of jealousy raging through him—not that she
wasn’t a virgin, but that she had a past outside of marriage at such a tender age. If
he had known of her when he passed through town eight years ago, he would have
stayed when his father asked him.

Back then, she would have been a girl of fourteen or fifteen, and he the leader
of the notorious Laredo Gang at twenty-one. Waiting for her to grow up, to
develop into a woman capable of meeting his needs, would have been pure agony.
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Then, he remembered Pretty Boy, a young kid himself, the first to sample
such delights. Fortunate bastard. Devin might still kill him just for beating him to
the punch.

Alongside the table, his gaze swept over every detail. In a month’s passing,
she’d blossomed and now filled out the widow’s weeds she wore. He speculated
the unending stress of caring for his invalid father no longer kept her up nights,
freed her days to care for herself. The supplies and food he’d purchased assisted
in the beguiling changes within her. Her delicate, oval face glowed, her cheeks
were no longer sunken, nor were her eyes, filled with dark shadows. Their
glistening hazel depths could not be hidden behind her long, thick lashes. Her
perfect lips curled upwards at the corners, as though waiting for any excuse for a
smile to grace her expression. Even her dimples were more prominent.

When he came upon her floating in the river, she’d been straight as a pine
tree, bony as a carcass drying out in the desert. Though still quite frail in
comparison to most females to which accustomed, she now had the curves of a
woman. Gone were the cone-shaped breasts, replaced with softly rounded breasts,
the peaks hard little pebbles begging for his touch, and her waist, still tiny, now
curved gently into rounded hips.

He witnessed the shivers of excitement wash over her body, heard her soft,
rasping breathing. Blood rushed to this groin, and quite impossibly, he grew yet
another painful inch as his heated gaze beheld the only glimpse of heaven a devil
of his breeding would ever know, the sparse curls covering the pouting folds of
feminine temptation that drove men mad with desire.

Before him was a real woman, despite her miniature stature, well aware of the
ingrained lustful desires that reddened her blood and the pure, unadulterated
sensuality that radiated from her pores. Her innate sexual nature knew no bounds
in spite of the attempt to conform her to societal standards.

A noticeable shudder shook her dainty frame as he took her hand in his, and
with the other, encouraged her to part her outstretched legs. He guided her hand to
the dark blond fuzz nestled between her slender thighs and whispered in a ragged
breath, “Show me how he touched you.”

He thought he would go mad, lose control when a single finger disappeared
between her glistening lips, withdrew completely, and sank back again.
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In silence for what seemed like an eternity, he watched her legs part wider, her
breathing increase, yet the pumping momentum remained the same.

Unable to take anymore, he murmured raggedly, “What else did he do?”

For a moment, she paused before her left hand covered her breast and gently
caressed the creamy mound as her fingers rolled over the puckered nipple.

“What else? What else did he do?”

Eyes completely glazed, her mouth opened slightly as if to speak. A soft moan
escaped.

Her hard breathing was proof she was taking pleasure in her touch as she had
in the river the day they first met. Today, he felt as he did that day, on the other
side of madness, the threat of losing control immense. He understood why Pretty
Boy preferred death to life without ever sampling such potent, exquisite
sensuality.

Finally, she spoke without stopping the enchanting caresses. “He would touch
himself.”

He held her gaze. The look in her eyes was that of a woman seeking pleasure.
She was his for the taking, offering her nakedness to him, and he was rock-hard,
about to go mad with wanting her.

“Sometimes, he would let me touch him,” she continued in a tone that spoke
volumes, her gaze filled with sinful intent.

Within moments, he stripped out of his clothes, sent them flying in every
direction with the speed and agility of one whose very life depended on precise,
subhuman actions.

Unconcerned that the doorway at his back was open, he was comfortable in
his own skin, with his own primal sexuality. A shameless gasp escaped her lips as
her gaze dropped to that part of him that stood out and beckoned her, bursting to
possess her. Anxious or afraid, she bit her lip and clamped her thighs together,
capturing her right hand between her legs. He loved how the sight of him affected
her.

“Give me your hand.”

She hesitated. Her body shuddered with what he hoped was excitement.
Finally, after a long pause, she offered the hand on her breast, the one farthest
from him.
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In complete wonderment, he chuckled inwardly at her innocence. For a widow
who began her sexual foray at a tender age and grew up in brothel, she was the
most inexperienced “experienced” woman he knew.

“The other hand.”

Their eyes locked when he grasped her raised hand. He sucked the finger,
slick with her juices, into his mouth. He tasted her essence, swirling his tongue
around and around until she whimpered. She watched him draw each finger into
his mouth, wetting them sufficiently for what he had in mind.

His body stiffened as he lowered her hand to this cock. He groaned, fought to
control his release, his primitive need for possession as her moist, slender fingers
inflamed him with her heated touch. Steadily, he guided his hand over hers to
demonstrate exactly what he wanted her to do.

As if recalling what he liked, her hand began to move of its own accord. She
stroked up and down the thick shaft in a tight-fisted grip. He groaned, closed his
eyes at the sensations that jutted from his groin to the far corners of his body.

“Don’t stop. Whatever you do, don’t stop until | tell you.” Devin’s hips started
to thrust as Megan stroked faster and harder, the heat flared stronger and stronger.

His hands cupped both breasts, his tongue glided over the rigid, pointed
nipples. He suckled one nipple, then the other into his mouth as she moaned with
pleasure, her body arching against his mouth. She was divine, pure heavenly
sweetness. His body ached with an insatiable need to devour the firm, ripe flesh.
Every part of her luscious body spread out on the table before him, like a feast for
him alone to dine on, to satiate the ferocious hunger within.

Her small hand, only able to go halfway around the wide girth, pumped
feverishly, stroking the sensitive ridge along the underside, bringing him
perilously close. He groaned against her breast, nipping the tight bud between his
teeth.

He heard her cry out as the piercing sensation slammed through her system,
knew she was racked with arousal so hot, her skin burned and glistened with
beads of passion. That extra bite of pain with her pleasure brought her to a brink
of discovery, urged him to progress further. His grip on her nipples tightened,
twisting lightly as the tip of his tongue licked the hard, tiny pebbles. She
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whimpered. Her body shuddered, pushing against his hands and mouth. He smiled
on the inside, cock excitedly throbbing in her grasp on the outside.

He wanted more. His hand descended lower.

Her hips jerked in response as his fingers probed the hot wetness between her
thighs. With a knowing touch, his thumb stroked her engorged clit, and she
exploded instantly, sending her screaming, buckling on the table. Her grip on his
cock tightened, squeezing him hard, causing him to grunt with approval.

Without shame and full of egotistical male pride, he asked the one question to
which he already knew the answer.

“Did he ever touch you like that?” His longest finger penetrated the entrance
to her silken depths, pushed past the slick muscles of her tight vagina causing her
to gasp sharply. He sucked, nipped, and kissed the sensitive tendon along the
smooth curve of her throat.

“Oh, God, no,” she barely managed to breathe.

“Again?”

“Yes...yes...again.”

His hunger increased as she spread her legs wider, allowed him complete
access to her hot, dripping pussy. She rocked her hips against his hand,
encouraged him to thrust deeper as he slowly worked his finger inside the wet
heat of her tight passage. He heard her moaning. His gaze remained transfixed
between her gyrating hips as he eased deeper, faster into her throbbing wetness.

Propelled by a lust-filled urgency, he added another finger, preparing her for
what was to come, working the double thickness deeper in her slick flesh as her
muscles clenched around him. His cock was thicker than her slender forearm, its
head bigger than her fist. He needed to get at least three fingers within her tight,
tiny passage before attempting the impossible.

He felt her slim arms clutch the edge of the table, releasing her stronghold on
his erection. Her hips arched, she cried out at the unexpected invasion, yet her
pussy was accepting the intruder greedily, the spongy, moist flesh opening for
him. One hand tightened on her nipples while his fingers drove into her heated
passage. Instinctively, she pulled her thighs together, moaned and panted with
pleasure.
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“You stopped.” He wasn’t too disappointed. Her grip was too rough and
fast—just the way he liked it, a problem, considering how close she brought him.

“I’m sorry,” she panted.

“Don’t be. There’s plenty of time for that later. For now, concentrate on what
I’m doing. How it feels.”

“How can | not?”

He chuckled.

Expertly, he alternated between thrusts and strokes, curls and twists with the
expertise of one trained on how to give pleasure at a very early age from those
who knew—women. Tutelage from the most beautiful, gifted women at the most
expensive parlor houses lasted several years until his size began to overwhelm
them, and his desire sometimes crossed the delicate balance between pain and
pleasure. Thus, he took to paying for his encounters.

This time, it was Megan he was pleasing, not some whore he cared nothing
about. He had to make it good. Make her want him next time.

His lips covered hers with swift urgency, bestowing the agonizing need
coursing through his veins. Astonishingly, she accepted his tongue as it darted
between her lips, greedily suckling the taste of him until he moaned with
satisfaction.

He resumed caressing her breasts, massaging her aching nipples as he enticed
her, coaxing her slick pussy into submission. He applied pressure on the swollen
nub beneath his thumb and brought her to a rapid climax. She bucked on the table
and cried out his name, giving him a sense of satisfaction he had no right to feel
once again as the second outburst overtook her, drenching his embedded fingers.

Quickly, he built a third climax out of an irrational sense of rivalry, driven by
the need to possess her mind, body, heart and soul.

There was only one way to do that.

Megan moaned harshly and went entirely rigid when he pushed a third finger
past the tight barrier. He didn’t give her a moment to adjust. The triple thickness
drove in and out furiously while his thumb stroked her arousal to a new level of
intensity. The sudden explosion had her twisting on the table, her keen wail filling
the house, traveling outside and rising in the heat of the sun.
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His hands hooked beneath her knees, positioned her across the table so her
bottom was just past the edge. He leaned down, spread her dripping nether lips
wide and inhaled her scent, like the petals of a beautiful rose opened, fragrant and
inviting to touch.

Keeping his tongue rigid, he swept over the moist flesh top to bottom, tasting
the sweet cream of her pleasure. After a quick intake of breath, he heard her
follow it with a long gasp as he flicked her clitoris and caressed the entrance to
her body with his tongue.

“Oh, yes,” she whimpered, and he knew she was his. Megan was finally his.

He moved between her legs as they dangled boneless off the table, brushed
tender kisses along her jaw line as he whispered, “You’re mine, Megan. I’ll erase
every memory of every man who ever touched you. After today, you’ll desire
only me.”

Her hands clasped his face, pulled him down, and she claimed him with her
mouth in a fierce, passionate kiss that assailed his senses. The heady scent of her
desire filled his nostrils. Felt the warmth of her breath on his cheek.

His lips and tongue mingled with hers in an erotic dance, music all their own
that neither wanted to end. She sucked his tongue into her mouth. Her lips were
warm and soft. He could taste her frenzied need, her lustful desire. Knew she was
ready when he took hold of his cock and positioned it at the entrance of the slick
hotness between her thighs and she arched her hips, accepting him.

“It’s time,” he said roughly, staring into her glazed eyes so dark, they were
almost black.

The tip of his cock pulsed against her throbbing core, and he fought the urge
to plunge himself deep inside her wet, hot tender flesh.

“Yes.” She shifted her hips in expectation, not knowing the true extent of
what her dainty body asked. His desperate need to tear into her, damn the
consequences, as he took what he wanted assailed his senses. He needed control,
to think of her.

She panted, “Oh, yes.”

“Megan,” he groaned. “I won’t lie to you. It’s going to hurt like hell. 1t’Il pass.
Then, you’ll be mine.”
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He felt her body tense at his heated proclamation, saw the alarm washing over
her.

“Relax, and it’ll go easier. Your sweet pussy is hot and wet for me. I’ve got to
have it now.” His voice was deep, ruthless and as desperate as his need to have
her.

“Devin, you’re s0...50 big. You didn’t fit before.” She blinked up at him, the
trepidation gleaming in her eyes as he nudged against the tiny opening. “I’'m
afraid.”

“My fault 1 didn’t prepare you. You’re ready now, and | can’t wait any
longer,” he groaned, heard the lust straining his voice. No longer was holding
back an option as her tight vaginal muscles began to stretch, gripping his cock.

“Devin,” she cried, fear shining bright in her eyes as he fought to push the
head into searing heat, achingly tight.

He stroked her swollen clit until she panted and arched her hips into his. She
trembled like a virgin, her slick velvety muscles dragging almost painfully against
his flesh while he inched his way inside. He groaned when the head finally sank
past the most blissful, hottest grip imaginable.

“It hurts,” she screamed as he eased his cock inside her, nestled deeper
between the soaked lips of her throbbing pussy. Despite her cries of protest, the
gush of juices lubricating his cock told him she was eager, ready and willing to
experience the cannon.

“Get used to the feel of me.” He struggled to breathe as the incredible heat
tightened around his flesh, sucked him in. Moving his hips gently, he stroked the
narrow entrance, feeding his cock slowly to her. “It’Il pass. | promise.”

“You’re too big, Devin. | can’t. | can’t.”

“Relax, baby.” He stilled, afraid of hurting her as he felt her body tense
completely. Less than half his cock lodged into the tight heat as fought back the
incredible urge to bury himself to the hilt. The hot, silky depth of her cunt drove
him mad with desire, pushed him beyond control.

“You’re tearing me apart,” she cried out in fear, but her muscles gave way,
her inner body clutched his hard, driving flesh.

“Pleasure will override the pain,” he groaned raggedly. The pad of his thumb
massaged her swollen clit while he took her breast in his mouth. His tongue
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mimicked the movements against her nipple. She moaned and twisted, her hips
bucked toward his allowing his cock deeper into the hot confines of her pulsating
cunt.

“Good girl.” He inched inside the tight sheath by small degrees. He suckled
the curve of her neck, branded her with his passion. His fingers tugged on her
nipples, a bite of pain to enflame her desire, exciting him further as her inner
muscles gripped the thick shaft . Her juices gushed over his cock. “Damn, your
pussy’s so wet.”

Short, shallow thrusts in and out, until his cock was more than halfway inside.
He was nearly ready to burst, to die from the sparks of fire radiating from where
their flesh joined. “So hot and tight.”

“Oh, Devin...that feels... that feels...wonderful,” she muttered between long,
breathy moans.

“Doesn’t hurt?” His voice was a ragged groan as he shifted slightly, lowered
his gaze to where her throbbing flesh stretched taut around the wide girth of his
cock. Only a few rigid inches remained between them. Damn, what a pretty sight.

“A little,” she gasped, closing her eyes tightly. “Am 1 filled with you yet?”

“Almost.” He didn’t want to lie to her—the widest part, the base, was yet to
come.

Her eyes widened as if to say, There’s more?

“You’ll learn how a big cock can pleasure you in a way nothing else can.” He
really meant no one else, especially Pretty Boy. He ground his cock deeper into
her hot channel as the muscles tightened and sucked his hardness in. With the way
she panted, her hips wiggled and her cunt throbbed and creamed, she was ready to
take him on. He was amazed at how such a frail sliver of a woman’s pussy drove
him to a madness he was on the verge of losing.

“Hurry, Devin. | want all of you. To be filled with you,” she begged, as if she,
too, was unable to restrain herself. As though this was her first experience at
fulfillment, an excuse to unleash the wanton woman buried deep inside. He felt
her stretched to the max, muscles clench the massive cock, that was his burden to
bear and he could have exploded right then and there.

“You want it, baby? You want my big cock inside you?” Pure animal lust and
male pride filled his voice.
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“Yes, yes,” she panted, her breathing labored, her face dazed with arousal.

“Say it. Let me know what you want.” He rocked in and out sinuously, giving
her a glimpse, a taste of what she asked for. Dying to give it all to her.

“l want you inside me.” Her hips gyrated under him, her voice a soft,
seductive whisper.

At her heated words, he pulled away slightly, pleased to see her flushed body
pulsate with need, her nipples taut, eyes glittering with lust.

“My cock. Say it, and I’ll give it to you baby.”

She closed her eyes as though afraid to ask, beg, demand what she wanted.
Sprawled out buck-naked on the dining table with a man’s cock buried between
her legs in front of the opened front door in the middle of the afternoon. Not
exactly, the best time suddenly to become bashful, he thought.

Her eyes snapped open, and he read the sexual request, found it too difficult to
refuse. It tempted him beyond reason when she gasped on a breathless whisper, “I
want your cock inside me.”

He lost control. He withdrew, kept the head buried, then rammed the full
twelve inches into her until his balls slammed against her ass. She screamed,
came instantly. Her body bolted off the table, her orgasm pouring over his cock.

“Hell yes,” he growled fiercely.” He rode her hard, unable to control the
white-hot intense pleasure ravaging his system. He pushed past sensitive tissue,
stretched her, filled her, and drove her need as he stroked her spasming womb
with each powerful thrust.

Her hips instinctively rose to meet thrusts so savage they were almost brutal.
He couldn’t get enough of her, never imagined it could be like this. She bucked
against him frantically, as though she fought to keep up, to ride him just as hard.

He pummeled into her with abandon. His growls drowned out her cries. His
grip tightened beneath her knees, holding her legs wide, stretching her beyond
limit as he lifted her hips off the table to deepen his penetration.

Her cries turned into moans, her hips meeting his every thrust with a savage
fury of her own. Her tiny upper body withering on the table with each driving
stroke, each time his scrotum pounded against the fleshy mounds of her rear,
exciting him further.
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“You’re fucking fantastic. Your pussy is like a silk glove. | could stay here
forever.”

“Devin, it’s happening again.” Her tiny voice was a strangled, blissful
warning.

“Yeah, baby, come for me. Let me feel your pussy milk my cock.” His thrust
became more urgent, dying to feel her tight walls milk him again. Like a caged
animal, he rammed into her, lifting her off the table with each wild thrust. Striving
for a freedom he didn’t dare imagine before.

Within his grasp, he felt her stiffen. She screamed as the orgasm ripped
through her. She gasped for breath, convulsing against him, perspiration coating
her body.

“Yeah, that’s my girl,” he growled, feeling her slick pulsing, inner walls
squeeze him. He drove his hardened strength into her without mercy. He caught
her by the nape of her neck as her body jerked wildly, her explosion gushing
around his cock.

“Don’t stop,” he shouted, releasing her as he felt her vaginal muscles begin to
relax.

“Come for me again, baby.” He never felt such a sensation before, her hot,
tight slickness gripping him like a second skin so damned tight, it was painful. A
pain he willingly endured. Her climax pulsed around him, tightened and released
his engorged flesh as though hundreds of fingers milked the blood out of him. He
wanted to feel it again. He needed to feel it again.

Greedily, he raked her sensitive clit, still throbbing from her last climax, sent
her spiraling instantly. He barely gave her time to recover from the last. Her head
thrashed, arms braced at her sides, the solid table the only semblance of steady
permanence.

He felt her tiny body shudder, hot, wet and open for him. His hard, driving
thrusts never faltered, in and out, harder, faster and deeper. Between her cries of
pleasure, she gasped for breath.

“Devin, please,” she begged between the incessant spasms that rocked her
body, and soaked his embedded flesh. The sounds and aroma of sex swirled
through the warm afternoon air, firing his lust further.



226 Samantha Cruise

“Not yet, Megan, don’t ask me to stop.” Not when I’'m finally fucking your
sweet pussy, he wanted to shout so the whole world heard. Knew she was his.

“Please, Devin, I’m begging you.”

Thwarted, but aware it was Megan’s first time with the Cannon, he placed her
legs over his shoulders and braced his hands above her shoulders to keep her from
sliding off the table.

“Come with me,” he groaned before capturing her mouth in a heated kiss. He
drove into her slickness, faster and deeper and harder still, brought her once again
to an exploding release that drenched him. His own bone-shaking climax tore
through him as he slammed into her swollen hot depths. His cock shook violently
as he shot his seed into the voracious cunt that tantalized him erotically, brought
him so much satisfaction like never before.

His body tightened, shuddered. He threw his head back and ground out her
name as the last drop of the seemingly endless stream filled her quivering, sated
body.

Resting the full weight of his body on his forearms, he slowly withdrew from
her and moments later when he felt strong enough to move, kissed her softly on
her moistened forehead.

* Xk Kk %k

Megan slowly opened her eyes. Her lids felt so incredibly heavy, it took
effort. Turning her head slightly to the left, she caught sight of the thick, heavy-
weighted flesh reaching half-way down his thighs while he crossed the room to
pick up his clothes and the menacing weapons discarded in haste.

Lazily, she propped herself on her elbows. A hen pecked in the front yard.
The warmth of the sun on her naked body, the beads of perspiration shimmering
on her skin made her feel wanton. Her gaze lowered to her breasts, the pink tips
and pale skin now rosy red and flushed from his overzealous kisses. Dropping her
gaze to her parted legs dangling over the edge of the table, the curly hairs
drenched with their cum also covered her thighs. She blushed at her own
brazenness, sprawled lewdly in front of the open door in broad daylight. Any
walking up the front porch would stare straight at her gaping pussy.
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She had done it. Her body tingled with awareness, savoring the delicious
indiscretion. She’d given herself to him and more surprising, he managed to
survive. She survived.

Megan found it hard to believe such a huge penis fit in her small body. It was
an experience beyond comprehension, farthest from reality and more magnificent
than her dreams. Devin was beyond compare.

Her eyes were drawn to him. Where did it all go? Through the peephole at
Jazelle’s, she gawked in envy, anticipation, trepidation, and only admitted to
herself excitement and arousal. Every size, shape, and color poked in front of her.
Big, small, and downright puny, but none came close to oversized Devin Spawn.

Even his body—tall, broad, and rock-hard, rippled with muscles, tanned by
the sun gods themselves—was a grand study in masculine perfection.

Perfection that drove her to near insanity, a delightful terror that made her
pussy start to throb and grow wet with desire, something Megan would have
thought outlandish minutes ago. Granted, the man was her dead husband’s son,
the most dangerous, notorious, wanted outlaw in the entire western frontier.

Despite it all, stronger impulses prevailed. She wanted him.

Filled with a strange twinge of excitement and nervousness she could not
explain, she stared, unable to take her eyes off him.

“Do you like what you see?”

He caught her ogling. The flushed heat of her skin stirred her blood at the
wickedly, sexual look in his eyes. His bluntness shouldn’t have come as a
surprise, considering what just happened. Like some mythical hawk, he could
probably read the shameless thoughts running through her mind.

“Like is so...unsuitable.” She heard the shaky catch in her voice.

“What’s on your mind, Dimples?” he asked offhandedly, holding a gun in one
hand and holster in the other, standing naked as a jaybird near the end of the table.
She watched him return the pistol to its leather home and run a calm hand along
each bullet on the belt, as though a naked, willing woman spread out on the dining
table was an everyday occurrence.

Studying the limp pecker between his long, muscled legs made her drool. He
looked up and smiled, seemed to take immense pleasure in her open curiosity and
appraisal of his intrinsic male anatomy.
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Feeling more forward than the first time she sat in Caleb’s lap and touched his
hard flesh, she boldly replied, “I can’t rightly explain it. One word comes to
mind—hunger.”

His brows rose, stunned by her unabashed honesty.

“One look at you, and I hunger for your touch. Hunger to have you inside me
again, feed me every last inch as | swallow you whole.”

Leaving his guns on the table, he moved closer. Her breath caught as his
hands glided up her knees to her upper thighs and then stilled.

“Don’t be shy with me. Say exactly what’s on your mind. I’ll give you
whatever you want.” He took hold of his penis, and it began to swell. She groaned
as she felt him rub the tip over her flesh, still tender, sensitive from their intimacy.
“If you want my cock inside you, filling that hot pussy of yours, then say so.”

“Devin,” she breathed, her heavy-lidded eyes met his as she lifted her hips
toward him in response.

“Damn, girl, keep looking at me like that, and I’ll fucking lose it. Look at
you.” His lips tightened into a thin line when she winced as his fingers slowly slid
through the slick crease of her pussy. “You’re tired. Can’t even sit up, let alone go
another round, though I admire your appetite.”

Biting back her disappointment, moaning softly, she lay back and closed her
eyes. Strong hands curled around her waist as Devin pulled her forward.
Enveloped in his masculine scent of arousal, her nipples brushed against the hard
expanse of his bare chest, causing her to gasp.

He held her body tightly against his, the heat of his skin steamy against her
weak, moist flesh. Sensitized to his touch, his muscled strength felt comforting,
reassuring, and unbelievably arousing.

“Look at me.” Their eyes locked. His hands cupped her buttocks, pulling her
tightly against his steel hard erection. “I’m ready. I’ll always be ready for you.
But in case you didn’t realize it, | fucked that pretty pussy of yours raw. When
you hop off this here table and try to walk, you’ll feel it. There’s a few things you
need to learn about me, and it will suit you well to remember. Don’t ever tell me
no or lie to me. And | don’t like quickies.”

She blinked. What was that supposed to mean?
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“l like my women always ready for me. From now on, don’t wear any so-
called unmentionables.”

“Wh...what?” she muttered unsure if she understood correctly.

“No pantalets, no chemise, no nothing.”

No decent woman went without at least a chemise. For a while, she went
without pantalets. After she lost so much weight, they kept sliding down her hips.
Now that she regained her weight, to go without pantalets was kind of wickedly
illicit, and though she didn’t want to admit it, highly erotic, to walk around all day
wearing nothing beneath her dress.

For purely sexual reasons, he wanted access to her body at any time, day or
night. The lusty thought sent a warm gush of liquid to the intimate area he was
now grinding with the tip of the engorged steel rod in his hand.

From the wicked gleam in his eye to the sultry grin curling his lips, he
gathered the idea exited her, though she tried to look shocked and embarrassed by
the request. Her pussy coating his cock with a bucket load of cream told him
otherwise. Her reaction to each indecent proposal, accepting them without
question shockingly aroused her instead of scaring her into rejection. What else
would he ask of her?

Along the slope of her throat, he brushed kisses, whispered, “Whenever | feel
like spanking your bare ass, sucking your tits, or eating your cunt, I will.”

Her body stiffened slightly in his arms in response to his choice of words.

She shrieked when he nipped at her shoulder with his teeth and released her.

“Put only your dress back on. Get some rest for tonight.”

“Tonight,” she repeated, perplexed by what was to occur later in the evening.

“That wounded passage is sore, Dimples. We’ll work on your stamina another
night. Tonight, you get to suck my cock, and I’ll eat your pussy. Give your insides
time to recover.”

An excruciating sensation struck her inner recesses at the memory of his lips
and tongue consuming her ravenously. She quickly calculated the hours.

Moving away from the table, he pulled on his buckskins. “I’ll pick up the girls
and take them into town for their evening meal.”
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Megan eased off the table and let out a loud groan, feeling as though someone
had pounded her body with fists. The aches and pains were numerous. She
grabbed the wooden edge as her legs started to give out.

“Can you make it?” He actually looked concerned as he watched her strained
effort to move. She did her best to hide the suffocating pain. Taking an awkward
step, she lost the battle.

“Oh my.” She leaned her bare buttocks against the table, afraid to bend over to
pick up her dress for fear of never being able to stand upright again. She stood
absolutely still. Closing her eyes, a throbbing ache of a strictly painful persuasion
rippled through her body.

A scant moment later, he was by her side, wrapping his solid arms
protectively around her.

For a critical moment, she couldn’t believe she almost begged him to take her
again. Had she lose her mind? Thankful at least he had sense. Or was it his
experience with plowing into females whenever he wanted? He seemed to know
an awful lot about how she felt even before she did. Recalled the times he
returned from town smelling of cheap perfume. That Cheri woman at Jazelle’s
was on first-name basis. Not even first names. She called him something else.
What was it? Did he have a cute nickname for her? Perhaps Floppy Tits? Did he
leave those girls sore? Was he concerned about their well-being afterward?

“Leave me alone,” she hissed, trying to shrug out of his embrace. The sudden
rage of jealously caught her off-guard, added to her resentment.

Ignoring her protests, he cradled her in his arms and carried her into the
bedroom.

“Consider this your first and only warning.”

“I’m not telling you no,” she countered stubbornly. “I’ve ran this ranch for
months alone, | believe I can mange to walk from one room to the next alone.”

Averting his eyes, she hid the grimace straining her face as he deposited her
gently on the bed. There was no way she’d let him know the extent of soreness
setting in.

Nothing seemed to escape his keen vision.

“Like hell you can. If I had the time, I’d make you soak in a hot tub. For now,
get rest. When | return with the girls, I’ll bring in the tub.”
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He left the room before she could voice an argument.

“Till then,” he added, returning with only her dress. She wondered what he
did with the other garments. “Stay in bed.”

He took the quilt folded at the end of the bed and covered her with it.

“I’m not a child.” She pulled the cover up to her neck and gritted her teeth.
Shocked even that small movement renewed the aches shooting through her arms.

“That’s why | fucked you. If you were a child, we wouldn’t be having this
conversation.”
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Chapter 17

Megan felt as if her body was perched on the losing side of a battlefield.
However, each time she thought of yesterday afternoon, it tingled with a rush of
desire that rekindled her hunger for his powerful body. Maybe the sizzling need
wouldn’t be so unbearable if she’d stayed awake after soaking in the steaming hot
bath last night.

Devin waking her before dawn by licking the tender folds between her legs,
bringing her to one orgasm after the next, made up for her disappointment.

In return, he showed her how to take more of his cock in her mouth—what he
referred to as “face fucking”.

She found it immensely enjoyable and was actually good at it. Almost half his
thick stalk fit in her mouth. While squeezing his balls, his hands tightened in her
hair, the prickling of pain sent fiery pulses rushing through her system, straight to
her empty pussy. It flared her appetite, had her sucking harder until he came
twice. Hungrily, she swallowed every drop of his hot release.

The warmth of his body, the beat of his heart against her chest as he held her
close made her want to stay in bed forever. The sun climbed over the horizon and
beamed like a beacon through the lace curtain, warning her reality existed and
what she felt was transitory.

Over breakfast, Shelby mentioned Ms. Rosalinda, their teacher, had joined the
three of them for supper at the café yesterday. Ms. Rosalinda was a nice enough
young lady. Pretty in a tall, blond, hourglass sort of way, but not one for
socializing outside her close circle of well-heeled friends.

Of course, Devin brushed the encounter off, saying Shelby insisted Ms.
Rosalinda join them after the teacher practically invited herself. Not wanting to
cause undo suspicion, he went along with the child’s request.
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Since there was no reason to turn green over an innocent dinner, she let the
subject drop and went about her day. Devin tried his hand at taking care of the
animals, and Megan stayed mainly in the house, only going outside to pick
vegetables for lunch and supper.

Most of the day, she was on pins and needles, expecting him at any moment to
do what he so vehemently threatened—Iift her skirt and take her.

To her chagrin, the man was an absolute total contradiction.

As she moved around the house, wearing nothing under her widow’s weeds,
her body quivered with anticipation. She was dying to work on her stamina, to try
out her new suckling skills once more, or have him fill her aching pussy with his
cock.

What did he do? He stayed away. He actually stayed away. When he came in
for lunch, he hardly glanced at her. Right afterward, he hurried out the door,
mumbling about the weather.

By late afternoon, it began to rain. When it was time for bed, she questioned if
he would even want to sleep with her again, much less touch her and keep her
warm on such a cold and windy night.

What changed? Did she do something wrong? Was she too inexperienced to
please him? Was she too skinny? Too short? Not pretty enough?

Whatever it was, she hoped it wasn’t her inability to keep up with his carnal
desires. The man was intensely sexual and possessed unparallel stamina. She
doubted she’d ever be able to keep up. Was a lofty debt enough to keep him
around longer?

All sorts of asinine thoughts left her so distracted, she hadn’t noticed it was
thundering outside when she walked in the girls’ bedroom.

Megan’s jaw dropped, and she froze mid-step. She not only noticed the pink
flush covering her bare arms in her short-sleeved dress, she felt her entire body
warm instantly, responding with undeniable lust.

“Megan, come here and look at Devin’s scars,” Shelby hollered excitedly,
standing on Emma’s bed and indicating the part her hands made in Devin’s wavy
auburn locks.

“And the one’s on his back.” Even Emma seemed tickled as she ran her hand
over his bare back. He sat naked from the waist up on Emma’s bed. This
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presented Megan with ample opportunity to admire his masculine form, a well-
defined, bulging v-shape which narrowed to his trim hips.

Shifting slightly to face her, he smiled sheepishly, and her breath stilled in her
chest.

There were so many prominent features on the man. She never noticed the
three scars carved into his muscular back. But then again, she had been too busy
staring at what was between his legs to look anywhere else. The tapered scars
were long, ran almost from the left side to the other at an angle.

“A bear did ‘em, Megan.” Shelby’s eyes were wide with excitement

“Yes, and Devin killed him.” Emma actually appeared impressed by the
uncommon feat of heroism.

“And the Indian woman...” Shelby turned to Devin. “What was her name?”

“Bird Whisperer,” Devin volunteered with a moderately low tone.

“Yeah, her. She made him all better. It was a good story. You missed it,
Megan.”

Taking a deep, calming breath, she met his gaze. The glimmer of humility
caught her by surprise.

“I hardly think a tale on bears and Indians is appropriate for children before
bed.”

The tone in her voice told Devin she wasn’t happy with his topic of choice.
Not that he was boasting. He just couldn’t bring himself to read the ten-cent
fantasy novels when he’d lived the real adventure. There were learned lessons,
beneficial to even young girls and a stubborn woman who looked like a kid
herself.

“Perhaps she’s right, girls.” He stood and grabbed his shirt off the bed. When
she first walked through the door, he caught a glimpse of the sexual arousal bright
in her eyes. It left him feeling too exposed. Too aware of every frustrating second
that had passed since his cock exploded in the tight depths of her sweet pussy.

In the morning, Megan had sucked him down her slender throat deep enough
that he came twice. It was good. Damned good. However, he was greedy,
downright demanding, and he wanted more. A helluva lot more. He fed off her
honey-flavored climaxes until she begged him to stop. Dying to ride her again, he
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parted the slick folds of her tiny vagina and realized the extent of his depraved
abuse. Her swollen, tender insides were streaked raw from the driving fury
inflicted by the monstrous weapon between his legs. Damn. Sometimes, he felt
cursed.

Until her battered body recovered, he needed to stay away from her.

Hell, it would be better just to stay away from her entirely. They were so
mismatched, it was ridiculous. Her fragile body was never going to get used to the
likes of him and his depraved ways. He should get out while the getting was good.

The girls pouted, and he shrugged. He found Shelby’s quivering lower lip
endearing. It was Emma’s soulful eyes mirroring his that tugged at him.

“Don’t worry. I’ll come up with another story tomorrow,” he added, slipping
on his shirt.

“Oh, goody,” they both cheered.

“You gonna tuck us in, Devin?” Shelby asked, scrambling to her bed.

“Only if you get under the covers right now.”

From the corner of his eye Devin watched Megan return to the sewing she left
on the side table next to the sofa, while the girls jumped under the blankets and
waited for him.

“All right, who wants to be first?”

After he tucked them both in, he let them kiss him good night. Heading
toward the door, Shelby stopped him.

“Devin, why doesn’t Megan sleep with us anymore?”

Thrown for a loop by her unexpected question, he hesitated. “She keeps me
company,” he finally answered after taking a deep, restorative breath.

“She never kept Pawpaw company,” Emma added bluntly, looking at him
with her big, inquisitive eyes.

“You mean, since he took ill?” Devin corrected, standing at the foot of
Emma’s bed.

“Even before then,” Emma explained, and a sudden realization struck him
hard.

“This used to be her bed ever since she came to live with us. | used to sleep
over there.” Shelby pointed to Emma’s bed. “She was too scared to sleep alone in
the loft.”
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“Ever since you and the soldiers brought us home, she stopped sleeping with
us.” Emma’s tone was direct, accusatory, placing the blame entirely on him.

“What’s the matter, she don’t like us anymore?” Shelby looked hurt.

“Of course she does,” Devin supplied, feeling a small pinch of guilt at taking
their bedmate away from them. Yet despite their apparent distress, he needed
Megan more and wasn’t about to restore the previous sleeping order. “You girls
are growing up and need your own space. My bed is big enough for two. Megan
has more room to sleep comfortable with me.”

“But Megan is not much bigger than Emma. She can fit.”

As usual, Shelby was giving him no breaks, and Emma was staring him down
with her intensely observant silver gaze.

“Yes, but sometimes grownups need to be alone.”

“Do ya’ll kiss?” Shelby bolted upright, eyes wide, eager for his reply.

He swallowed the lump in his suddenly dry throat. “Huh?”

“l saw Miss Rosalinda let this cowboy kiss her when | was supposed to be
playing at recess one time.”

Devin arched a brow. “Oh?” he replied, simply for lack of anything better to
contribute to such a declaration.

“Miss Rosalinda has lots of male callers during recess.” Emma joined in, as
though wanting to be included in the discussion that was leaving him more
uncomfortable by the second.

“Uh, good for her.” He scratched his head. “I think you two should go to sleep
now. We’ll finish this...talk some other time.” Without waiting to hear more of
their age-inappropriate schoolyard gossip he left the room and closed the door
behind him.

“I need to talk to you,” he stated as he walked toward the front door.

Megan looked up from her seat on the couch. Putting her sewing items aside,
she casually replied, “Go right ahead. I’m listening.”

He opened the front door, and a blast of cold night air rushed inside. “Outside.
I don’t want the girls to hear.”

The sounds of heavy rain inundated the large room. Thunder and lightning lit
up the night sky, matching his mood.

“I’ll get my wrap.”
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With her crocheted shawl tight around her shoulders, they stood side by side
on the front porch. Silent. Staring into the dark openness in front of them as the
rain came down in thick sheets. The harsh pounding of pellets on the roof
necessitated the need to speak above a whisper.

“You lied to me,” he finally spoke in a low, matter-of-fact tone that belied the
deeper emotions bubbling in a confused pursuit of truth beneath the surface of his
skin.

“What are you talking about?”

Out of the corner of his eye, he saw the slight tilt of her head. Curiously, she
looked up at him. “You led me to believe you were a virgin when you married
Reed. That he was the only one. You lied.” He turned to face her. “You’re
nothing but a whore.”

“l don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“You never loved him. What did you do, marry him for his money?”

“Devin, no. I...1 did. You have to believe me. I did love him.”

She was lying. She had to be lying. Her avid response was too real, too
learned, her need too great, her lust too strong. He glared at her in a long moment
of disbelief. He wanted to believe she was innocent, not a whore who enjoyed
spreading her legs for men.

He grabbed her by the shoulders. “If you loved him, why did it take you five
years to go to him? If what you said was true about the night he had his stroke.”

“It’s true. | went to him that night.”

“Why only that night? What about all the other nights? Who have you been
with?” Unable to control the doubts, the questions, his need to possess her in a
way no other man had, his fingers tightened around her slender shoulders as he
shook her.

She searched his face frantically. The fear in her eyes was real. Unable to
control the crazed sense of rage, he ignored it. “Stop, Devin. You’re hurting me.”

The pent-up, frenzied tension gripped him, took strong hold and wouldn’t let
go. His hands stilled, yet unknowingly his fingers were digging into her flesh.
“I’ll do more than that if you don’t answer me.”

“Let me go, please,” her feeble voice trembled, and her body cringed beneath
his hands.



238 Samantha Cruise

As he towered over her, he stared down into her pained expression and
decided he was moments away from potentially hurting her. The one woman who
dared touch beyond the physical, made him feel beyond his dark lust, made him
want, yearn, and imagine more than his ruthless lot deserved, and he was about to
harm her.

Gritting his teeth, he released her and moved to the opposite end of the porch.
His rage turned his blood to lava. His heartbeat was so loud he heard it over the
thunder and rain battering through the darkness. Megan lied to him. Perhaps she
lied about everything—Caleb, his father, her family, what she did at Jazelle’s.

* Xk k%

Leaning against the porch rail, Megan caught her breath as the stitch in her
arms ebbed. Her raw, quivering nerves were on edge. Devin had reached a higher
level of anger, surpassing the day Reed passed away.

Turning from the wet, windy gloom closing in on her, she looked at him. With
his broad back to her, the fury emanating from him was daunting, his strength
impressive and intimidating. Truth was on her side, and that had to count for
something. “Devin, if you calm down, I’ll tell you everything.”

He turned to face her, his stony expression unmoved. The front of his clothes
were splattered with rain. Keeping his distance, he just stared with a cold finality
that sent a shiver down her spine straight to her toes.

“I loved Reed.” Her voice trembled.

In the darkness, aided by a flash of lightning, she noticed his eyes narrow, as
though he didn’t believe her.

“I loved him like a father. He was the only one who had been kind to me. He
took me away from Jazelle’s, married me because that was the only way to keep
me safe.”

“Safe from what? That bastard Pretty Boy?”

The stinging rain against the wooden porch planks reminded her of the shrill
laughter that rang in her ears when she was dragged behind Jazelle’s washing
shed. The flash of lightning was hideous like the glowing whites of his eyes as he
bent over her, held her down until his boss finished with her. Her stomach
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churned. For support, a false sense of strength and permanence, she leaned her
back against the porch beam.

“Everything | said about Caleb was true. We never...you know.” She lowered
her gaze, hiding the disappointment and shame that Caleb was not the one. “His
mother threw me out of the house, mainly “cause...” Her voice trailed off.

“Cuz why?”

“Mr. Walker.” She turned her back to him, held onto the thick, rough-hewn
beam and stared up into the blackened, starless night, allowed the rain to pummel
her face and the front of her dress. “My monthly flow started that day. Caleb was
curious. We hid in the carriage house. | had my skirts pulled up around my waist
and...that’s when Mr. Walker found us. He ordered Caleb inside, said he was
gonna teach me a lesson, take a switch to me. He tossed me over his knee, threw
my skirt over my head, and pulled down my pantalets. ‘Cept he never got a
switch. He kept rubbing his hand over my bottom and...and...”

“| get the picture,” he quietly offered.

“That’s when Mrs. Walker came outside. She blamed me. They shipped Caleb
to boarding school. Jazelle was the only one willing to take me in. Every day,
Jazelle reminded me that once | was old enough, 1’d work upstairs with the other
girls. Jazelle forced me to look through a peephole at women and male customers
to learn. Days before my eighteenth birthday, when | was to start working
upstairs, your father offered to marry me. Reed said | was a good girl.” At the
memory of what prompted Reed’s sacrificial proposal, a big sob overpowered the
rain shower as she buried her face in her hands.

Devin remained quiet until her composure returned a few moments later. She
prayed he assumed it was Mr. Walker. What his wife caught him doing was
shameful enough, but he didn’t do the unthinkable. Her tormentor came much
later.

“l didn’t learn Reed paid Jazelle to marry me until after his first stroke, when
he told me about the letter.” She wiped the tears and raindrops from her drenched
face. “I never told anyone about Mr. Walker touching me—not Reed, not even
Caleb. I did tell Reed about Caleb. I let him believe Caleb was the sole reason his
mother sent me away.”

“Megan, what about the night Reed suffered his stroke?”
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She closed her eyes, raised her face, let the rain sting her skin to hide her
tears. Oh, how she wished that night never occurred. She inhaled deeply and she
turned to look at him.

“Reed treated me like a daughter. Grateful at last to have a real home, I
thought it was the only way to show my appreciation. | crawled into his bed. He
woke up, shocked to find me there.”

Devin moved his lips as if to speak. Before he said anything to stop her, she
revealed even more.

“Reed turned me away.”

“What?”

“He said that wasn’t the reason he married me. He wanted me to be part of the
family, but not as his wife. Ashamed by what | tried to do, | started to cry. |
wanted to die. To comfort me, he put his arms around me. That’s when he had his
stroke.”

“And you think you were the reason for his stroke.”

“If 1 didn’t go to him that night, lewdly surprise him, he never would have
gotten sick.”

“You don’t know that. The man was old. Who knows how many ailments he
had? Don’t go blaming yourself for something you didn’t cause.”

Though Reed was seldom sick, she desperately wanted to believe Devin. She
blamed herself for so long—for Caleb, for Reed, for everything.

* Kk Kk %k

There was one question nagging Devin she had yet to answer. The most
important unanswered question heated his blood made him irrational and
disintegrated what little control remained.

“Who is it, Megan?”

With a puzzled expression, she stared at him.

“Your lover. Who is he?” Acting on instinct, what she revealed he took as
truth. She’d been a virgin when she married Reed, yet a virgin no more. Of that,
he was certain. No virgin, even one who saw the things she had responded the
way she did out by the river. She’d been eager to part her legs for him. She
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wanted him to fuck her too damned much that night and not out of an ill-
conceived deadly notion. He knew better than believe it was due to tenderness or
charming seduction on his part. That just wasn’t him, and it seemed to suit her
fine. In addition, the one telltale sign notable in all virgins, the one no woman
could ever fake, was nonexistent.

Pretty Boy took after his father—neither had any sense when it came to
women. Touching, that was all either of them were good for. Too bad the elder
Mr. Walker was dead, or Devin would pay him a grisly visit tonight.

That left only one other person. The one she failed to mention. Probably the
one she waited for out by the river while the girls slept nearby. The get together
was ideal. Once a week, the doctor and Caleb would care for Reed while she
snuck off using the girls as her excuse and meet her lover for a little sportin’ out
in the woods.

“l...1...don’t have one.” She shook her head. “There isn’t anyone.”

“Don’t lie to me.”

“Devin, please. I’'m not lying. You have to believe me.”

“Then explain why you weren’t exactly virginal if I’m the only man who’s
ever fucked you.”

He sat on the railing, crossed his arms, and waited for her to explain. Taking
no notice as the hard rain pelted his back.

“Take my word for it. You’re the only one.”

“I1 find it too hard to believe.”

Tears began to fill her eyes, yet she didn’t say anything for a long, tense
moment. “I don’t care,” she finally whispered so softly, he barely heard her. “I
don’t care,” she cried out louder, running down the porch steps.

“Megan,” he yelled after her. Dressed in black, she would have blended in the
shadows if not for her pale arms and golden hair piled in a bun at the nape of her
neck.

“Never! | don’t care what you do. Never again!”

For a long while, all he could do was stare at her while she ran screaming past
the garden straight toward the open field. The wind ripped the fringed shawl from
her shoulders. Her soaked slippers immersed in the thick mud as she continued
her irrational, wayward escape in her bare feet.
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“Come back,” he hollered as the bolt of lightning and thunder crashed through
the bleak darkness.

“Shit.” Devin jumped over the railing when he noticed not only did she
ignored him, she seemed to be in some frenzied state that had her screaming utter
nonsense at the top of her lungs.

“Stop running.” He nearly closed the gap with several long strides in his
soaking wet moccasins, sloshing in the mud and grass with each hurried stride.

“No, no...not again. You can’t force me,” she cried as he reached out for her
just before he slipped in a puddle. He landed face down with a grunt, sludge and
torn blades of grass spattering his face.

It suddenly occurred to him—it wasn’t him she ran from. “Megan,” he called
out, rising to his feet. He had to catch her before lightning struck her or she caught
a deadly chill. Silently he fretted over the dreadful thought.

He ran faster and took a dive when he came within a few feet of her. He
turned in time and caught her in his arms. They landed with him on his back and
her on top.

With all her might, she kicked and clawed, screamed in terror.

“Megan, it’s me, Devin.” He tried to hold her until she calmed down, but her
thin bare arms were so wet, they slipped out of his grip. She pounded his chest,
clawed through the thin layer of mud to get to his face. “Megan, it’s Devin,” he
said repeatedly, trying to capture her rain-slick arms.

“Devin,” she finally called out to him. “Devin, you’re here.” She sank against
him as if too exhausted to move. Her breathing came fast and her heart pounded
so hard he felt it.

“Yes, Megan, I’m here,” he whispered soothingly, wrapping his arms around
her. “I’m here. Don’t worry, no one will hurt you.”

“Is he gone? Tell me he’s gone. Please.” Her small, feeble voice trembled
with uncertain anguish, and his chest tightened with a much stronger emotion.

“There’s no one but you and me.” He held her body against his, brushing wet
strands of hair from her face. “Give me his name, that’s all | need.”

“It’ll do no good,” she whimpered and his gut clenched in fury. “No one
‘round here listens to a two-bit whore.”



Devil’s Pact, Part 1 243

Devin burned deep in his soul with an inner wrath. His entire body went rigid
at those exact words he recalled. It was no range war or cattle rustling among
ranches. Reed married her to protect her from the spineless scum who practically
owned the town, Leroy Hardin. The man himself was after her, and Reed knew it.

The first opportunity after Reed’s death, Hardin probably had Jazelle up the
price to force her back to work, only this time as his personal prostitute.

“I’ll take you inside.” His tone held the grim, cold finality he felt as he made
a move to sit up.

She raised her head off his shoulder and laid a hand on his chest to stop him.
“I know what you plan to do, but you can’t.” Her voice strained with suppressed
emotions.

He was certain she knew he figured out who it was. “Megan, he hurt you. The
bastard will pay.”

“l want to forget. It was all but forgotten until | was back at Jazelle’s. Devin,
if you go over there...I’ll have his blood on my hands. | won’t be able to forget.”

“You can’t honestly say if I do nothing, you’ll be able to forget.” Hell, he’d
never forget, and he wasn’t even there. Didn’t even know when it happened, how
many times—nothing. All Devin needed to know was once was more than
enough.

She closed her eyes, and this time, he could see the tears and raindrops
pouring down her face.

Covering her ears as if to block out the memories, shaking her head
vigorously, she cried helplessly, “Devin, please make it go away. Make it stop.”

He sat up and put his arms around her. “Let’s go home.”

“No, now, Devin. | can’t wait. Help me forget.” Her voice filled with pain,
heartache. She tore at his shirt, ripping the soaked material and popping buttons.

“Megan, | need to get you inside before you freeze...” He didn’t dare voice his
concern, tried to capture her hands, but they were like small, slippery snakes.

He watched, amazed at how fast she tore open the front of her dress. The sight
of her creamy breasts, slick with moisture and glowing in a blaze of lightning,
stirred him against his will.

“I can’t wait, Devin.” Straddling him, she lifted her skirt, exposing the plump
lips between her thighs. Sitting directly on his rock-hard cock, she ground her
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pussy into the engorged thickness straining against the front of his saturated
buckskins. “Help me to forget. Help me.”

“Not like this,” he struggled to speak, heard the anguish in her voice. Aware
she unconsciously acted aggressive to conquer her fear, when in reality she felt
vulnerable and scared. Often he saw the behavior in whores who had been victims
of abuse. Either they acted as mere receptacles for a man’s cock or they refused to
be a victim, sexualized their anger and took on a more aggressive role to reverse
the painful memories.

Megan wasn’t making his decision any easier by pressing her cunt against his
eager hardness, but he never took advantage of a woman’s extreme vulnerability
before and he sure as hell wasn’t about to start now. “You’re sore from yesterday.
It’s too soon. Tomorrow. Wait till tomorrow, and I’ll do whatever you want.”

“No, Devin. I need you now.” She leaned over him, bringing her mouth down
to his. Her tongue drove past his lips, devoured him in a needy, urgent kiss that
spoke of desperation, loneliness, heartbreak and longing.

“I’m here. Don’t worry, I’m not going anywhere.” Devin broke their kiss and
fought to keep his voice level while he welled with bitter fury, anger and
frustration. His wrath was aimed toward the man who dared harm an innocent
young girl, yet his inbuilt need for revenge was greater. He’d not be satisfied until
retribution time.

“Don’t leave me, Devin. Don’t ever leave me.” Her hands tucked into his
loosened shirt. She was so cold, her entire body shook and her teeth chattered.

He didn’t reply. Curling his body around hers, he did his best to block the
cutting sheets of rain from pelting her.

He carried her inside and stripped them both of their wet clothes. He laid her
down on his bearskin in front of the parlor fireplace and built a roaring fire . Then
he piled a load of blankets over them, and he used the heat of his body to warm
hers. He held her frail body as though she were made of the finest china.
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Chapter 18

“Mmmm.” Even though he was half asleep, his hips instinctively surged
toward a moist heat. A tightening sensation, wetness gripped him, and his cock
jerked. “Oh, yes,” he moaned groggily as the slow, sensuous glide moved over his
erection and enclosed the head of his cock within a hot, velvety cavern. Firm
strokes traveled up and down the length.

This was an incredible dream he didn’t want to wake from. His breath rose in
the pre-dawn hours as the increased pressure rasping against the underside of his
cock snapped his eyes open. He stared as Megan opened her hungry mouth and
showed him her greedy tongue, lapping that sensitive spot that heightened his
raging desire. Damn, he taught her well.

“Good morning to you, too.” His rough voice carried a touch of amusement.
Her eyes, locked with his, seemed to smile back with mischief. In awe, he
watched her warm mouth suck down half his cock. Her full lips drew taut until
they were thin, pink lines moving up and down his flesh with a firm suction.

“Oh yeah, that’s it. Suck it hard.” Voice was low, ragged as his fingers
clenched in her hair, setting the rhythmic rise and fall of her head. She moaned
over the engorged head, sent heated vibrations up his spine. “Harder, baby, and
I’ll come for you.”

She massaged and tickled his balls, and he knew that’s exactly what she
wanted, his seed. The understanding stroked his desire, emitting a harsh growl
deep in his throat. He increased the tempo, penetrating her mouth with fast and
hard thrusts.

“Swallow it,” he moaned, holding her head in place as the first jet of hot
semen shot down her throat. “I want breakfast, too,” he muttered harshly,
moments after he laid flat on his back groaning and gasping for air. Eager to
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return the favor, savor the creamy delights between her thighs he balanced her
over his abdomen with her ass toward his face and her pussy hovering over his
mouth. Placing a hand along the graceful curve of her back, he lowered her to his
chest. “Move for me, baby. Slow and easy. | want to feel those hard nipples brush
my skin as | have cream with my sugar.”

His mouth feasted on her flesh while she followed instructions, writhing
sinuously against his skin. His hands splayed over her buttocks and spread her
firm cheeks. His gaze locked on the pristine hole, a fresh shade of pink, wrinkled
tightly just inches above his nose. He felt his cock grow hard instantly. She took
the rigid tool in her hands, running her tongue and fingers up and down the
length. Dear, sweet Megan had no idea what he wanted. Her soft moans turned
into whimpers of pleasure when his tongue delved into her hot little cunt as he
drove her to a feverish peak.

Afterward, he carried her to bed, parted her legs and plunged inside her docile
body. They came together as he drove his cock deep into her silky depths. They
repeated the sensual performance several times until they were too exhausted to
move.

With his arms wrapped tightly around her, he dozed in and out of
consciousness, not sure if what he heard was Megan or a dream.

“Promise me, Devin,” she repeated softly.

Lazily, his eyelids slowly opened. He hadn’t been dreaming, Megan was
really begging him not to kill Hardin. It took a moment to gather his thoughts.

“Megan,” he finally said in husky, sleepy tone. “I can’t make that promise.”

“It happened a long time ago. It’s too late for revenge now. It would be
murder. Besides, it’s his word against mine.”

“l don’t want to hear it. | take your word, and that’s all that matters. As for
Hardin, he won’t ever bother you again.” He was wide-awake now, and he felt her
body stiffen at the mere mention of his name. The slimy snake definitely had to
pay.

“Don’t go looking for trouble on account of me.” The vision of him strung up
or other horrific possibilities flashed before her eyes. He could read them plain as
day. There wasn’t a man alive with a gun strapped on who didn’t have them, only
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he ignored ‘em. “If anything ever happened to you because of me...I...1...” She
buried her face in his chest, soft whimpers escaping the tight confines.

Devin didn’t say anything for a long while, just held her and listened to the
soft sobs as warm tears streamed down his bare chest. He had caused many tears.
Never had anyone cried for him.

“All I say is if you don’t want me to, I won’t go gunning for him. But if the
sorry-assed bastard ever comes within sight of me, I’ll kill him.”

* k%

No one mentioned Leroy Hardin’s name during the days that passed while the
scratches she’d clawed on Devin’s face healed. She was hardly foolish enough to
mistake silence to mean Devin changed his mind—not in the least. He readily
escorted the girls to and from school, though Megan was keenly aware of his
motives. His efforts to help around the house were an unpredicted touch.

True to his word and much to her delirious gratification, while the girls were
at school, he’d pull up her skirts and take her. Wherever he found her, outside in
the garden or on all fours scrubbing the floor, or gathering eggs from the coop, as
if consumed by a ravenous need, a greedy, uncontrollable lust, he would ravage
her. Not a single inhibition resided in his sexual nature. He used illicit words that
made her pulse race when he told her what he wanted. He brought her to the edge
of depravity and made her beg for what she needed.

Each night they fell asleep only after their bodies were sweaty, exhausted, and
thoroughly sated. Intimately they learned each other’s bodies, expressing their
wants and desires openly as they quietly moved from one carnal position to the
next, mindful not to wake the girls. They awoke each morning with a renewed
lustful vigor, as though they hadn’t fucked each other in years.

Not much house cleaning or garden tending was accomplished, but Megan
didn’t mind. Her body was in a constant state of arousal. There was no denying
she just couldn’t seem to get enough of him and that huge, magnificent cock.

Yet, in her heart, she could tell Devin waited for any opportunity to find Leroy
Hardin and kill him. With different excuses, he went in town more often. Megan
could only wait restlessly until the time came when the two finally crossed paths.
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In fear of that day, Megan rushed out of the house as soon as she noticed that
Ms. Rosalinda’s carriage pulled around the bend. Since Rosalinda’s arrival in
town after completing finishing school in Georgia last year, she was the town’s
first schoolmistress. During the past year, not once did she ever come calling,
especially on a Sunday.

Shelby and Emma were quite fond of their teacher. They spoke of her often.
At twenty, Rosalinda was close in age to Megan, but, they had little in common.
The only time they spoke was at the schoolhouse. Though pleasant enough, the
young woman struck Megan as the type to seek female companionship only when
it benefited her. She preferred her many male admirers instead which suited
Megan just fine.

“My, what a pleasant surprise.” Megan ignored the butterflies in her stomach
and kept her voice pleasant. Standing on the porch, she spoke quickly, before
Rosalinda even brought the fancy black carriage to a halt. “Rosalinda, what brings
you out on a beautiful Sunday afternoon? | hope the girls haven’t been troubling
you.”

Rosalina smiled and batted her eyes. To Megan, the pale flush on the well-
dressed woman’s cheeks made it appear as if she blushed at the inquiry.

“Please forgive me for not coming to pay my respects sooner. I’ve been
meaning to call on you, but I’ve been so busy with school work and all.”

“Thank you,” Megan replied, adding a faint smile.

“The girls are no trouble at all. They are such dears. My dearest students, if
truth be told,” Rosalina drawled in her well-honed imitation of a Southern belle.

“Thank you again.”

“They are so lucky to have you for a mother. God forbid, a poor widow
already. Not to old to chase the little darlings sun up to sun down. It’s a wonder
you don’t look more haggard, considering.”

“Considering?” Megan tried to keep her tone friendly as her smile
disappeared, the insult apparent.

“Losing their father and you lost your dear husband. Perhaps another elderly
gentleman may take pity on you and consider you marriageable.” Rosalinda’s
eyes flittered over her and around the yard as though she looked for something or
someone. “Having family is so important.”
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“Yes, of course,” Megan replied coolly. Internally, she cringed at the
frankness of the belittlement, the glib look sweeping over her body that seemed to
compare her small-boned petiteness to Rosalinda’s own big-breasted
voluptuousness.

“We must look out for one another, being neighbors and all. Comfort one
another in time of sorrow, with open arms.”

As the other woman became more and more flustered, Megan remained
motionless, quiet. She was too busy trying to figure out what Rosalinda wanted.

“If you ever need help, let me know. My assistance is yours. Just ask. My
hands will be here. They do anything I ask. Men are so very helpful to a woman
in need.”

Megan tilted her head in astonishment, unable to believe her ears. Rosalinda
described her ranch hands as though they were choirboys and not hired guns,
ruthless men after a fast dollar.

“l heard how things were a little rough for you a while back. Thankfully,
that’s all behind you now, since you have such an able body to help around the
house.” Rosalinda glanced fleetingly over each shoulder. “It must have come as a
quite a delightful surprise to learn your late husband had a son.”

Struck with a bolt of clarity, Megan’s eyes grew wide.

“Especially one so capable.” With a flick of the wrist, her fan snapped open.
Rosalinda waved the fan in a fast frenzy trying to cool the obvious flush on her
face as if it were the dead of summer and not spring, with a crisp breeze from the
north.

If Megan didn’t see it for herself, she never would have believed it. With
every breath, Rosalinda’s large breasts heaved, swelled above the low neckline of
her Sunday best. Swollen nipples tented the front of her tight-fitting bodice. She
was aroused. The woman was here to see Devin.

“And so helpful. Dev—I mean Mr. Spawn.” Rosalinda batted her eyes and
laughed, a dainty little chuckle that made Megan want to slap her into next
Sunday. Instead, she feigned a smile.

Rosalinda continued. “When he picked up the girls on Friday, he helped me
rearrange the bookcases. He left so quickly, I didn’t get to thank him properly.”

| bet you didn’t.



250 Samantha Cruise

“l was passing this way and thought, how rude it would be of me not to
express my gratitude.”

“I know how busy you are. Wouldn’t want to keep you longer than necessary,
I assure you I’ll give him your message.” Megan was proud of herself. She
actually sounded sincere.

“And disgrace my headmistress?” Her tone held a small illusion of
chastisement. “Hardly. | was taught it would be much more meaningful if I did it
in person.”

I bet it would.

“Is he here?” Her eyelashes fluttered once more, maintaining an air of
propriety.

“Yes. He’s in the barn,” Megan replied in a pragmatic tone, grudgingly
resentful that the entire town probably saw her as a spent widow with a tainted
reputation, whereas, the men all flocked around the prim and proper educator.
Were her large breasts the draw?

Rosalinda smiled sweetly. Her eyes lit up, outwardly pleased with her good
fortune.

“With the girls,” Megan added smugly, watching the disappointment cloud the
other woman’s blue gaze.

In a big puff of purple satin and lace, bodice perfectly fitted to her lush figure,
Rosalinda climbed out of her carriage. She gave Megan a polite nod and made her
way to the barn.

Megan stood on the porch she waited until the barn door closed before
returning inside. She had no claim over Devin. The only thing he gave her was his
body—nothing more.

Rosalinda had reminded her Devin was her stepson. What could she really
expect from him—a lifetime commitment? To live in sin together until they grew
old? Another week as his lover? Another day? With Devin, one never knew.

All that she knew was she didn’t want to lose him.

* k%
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Gritting her teeth, Megan chopped the carrots until they were a mound of
orange mush.

“Is that what’s for supper?” Emma asked, grimacing at the orange-colored
juice streaming down the table into a small puddle on the floor.

“Yuck.” Shelby supported her sister’s displeasure.

Megan snapped out of her doldrums and stared at the mess in front of her. She
sighed, feeling foolish for being jealous in the first place. After all, there was no
way to be one hundred percent sure of Rosalinda’s reason for visiting Devin.
Then again, her greatest concern was Devin finding out who Rosalinda was.

Dumping what had been carrots into the slop bucket for the pigs, she wiped
her hands on a damp dishrag. She wished it would be just as easy to wipe away
her feelings for Devin as well.

“Girls, let’s go outside and gather more carrots.”

“Oh, goodie,” Shelby exclaimed, running to the sideboard to retrieve the small
basket Megan kept on a lower shelf for her to use when she helped in the garden.

Megan took a step outside and stopped short when she saw the black carriage
still parked out front.

Her head snapped around to Emma standing right behind her. “Rosalinda’s
still here?” she asked sharply. How unwise of her to assume because the girls
came inside, Rosalinda had left.

“Yes. She’s with Devin.”

“Are they in the barn?” Megan remained calm, though her nerves were on
edge. She pushed the gnawing fear aside. It could all be innocent. They could just
be talking. Perhaps Devin hadn’t found out yet.

“I dunno. | came in before Shelby. Ask her.”

“What did Ms. Rosalinda want?”

Emma shrugged her shoulders. “Something about inviting him to supper at her
house.”

Her heart skipped a beat. “What did he say?”

“First off, he said no, but Ms. Rosalinda kept talking. Kinda like she does at
school. Only this time, | didn’t hafta stay to listen.”

Shelby skipped out of the house, basket in hand.
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“Shelby,” Megan blurted loudly when she saw the little girl. Taking a calming
breath, she lowered her tone. “Are Devin and Rosalinda still in the barn?”

Her big blue eyes gazed up at Megan. A look of indecision crossed her
chubby face. She clamped her lips together, shook her head, and bounced down
the stairs.

Megan darted down the steps after her.

“Where are they, Shelby?” She put a staying hand on Shelby’s shoulder.

“He told me not to tell.”

Devin was new at this game. Megan knew how to work around it. She
dropped to her knees in front of Shelby. “Okay, Shelby, I know you don’t like it
when Emma calls you a squealer.”

Shelby’s gaze darted to Emma, and she stuck her tongue out at her big sister.

“It’s not squealing if | guess. May | try and guess?” Megan coaxed her.

Shelby nodded her head and smiled. Her sparkling eyes looked over Megan’s
shoulder, straight at the pecan trees to her right.

“Are they picking pecans?”

“Flowers—” Shelby covered her mouth with both chubby hands, her eyes
wide.

Megan palmed the girl’s cheek, assuring her everything would be okay.
Rising to her feet, she started toward the trees.

“Megan,” Shelby called after her. “Devin told us not to bother them. They
were gonna pick flowers for her father.”

Shelby’s account made Megan’s heart beat faster. Head to toe, her body
stiffened. She tried her best to stay calm, moved on wobbly legs toward Shelby.
“What did you say?”

“Devin said he couldn’t eat supper with her tonight. But he’d show Ms.
Rosalinda where to pick some nice flowers so’s she can take ‘em back home. So’s
she can let Mr. Hardin know he’ll be paying a visit real soon.”

For a breathless second, Megan realized her worst fear had come to life.
“Girls, go in the house.” She rounded them up and all but pushed them down the
path to the porch.

“Megan, aren’t we gonna pick vegetables?”
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“Later, Emma. We’ll do it later. Now go inside and don’t come out until I
return.”

She waited until the girls closed the door behind them before running toward
the wild heather patch just beyond the pecan trees.

* k%

Over Rosalinda’s lusty cries, Devin sensed Megan coming.

“Shit,” he muttered aloud, knowing Shelby had sold him out. He tightened his
grip on Rosalinda’s hips, thrusting his cock even harder into her well-rounded ass.

“Oh, yes, more, more,” Rosalinda begged, pushing back into his groin.

He couldn’t stop now, so he gave the lady—and he used the term loosely—
what she asked. Spreading her cheeks wide, he surged up, burying every inch
deep inside the back entrance.

Rosalinda gasped, her nails digging into the bark of tree she held onto.
Without a stitch on, her full breasts swung wildly when he slammed into her.

With the help of crackling branches and dried leaves, Devin focused in the
direction he knew Megan would appear. Apparently, she saw no need to sneak up
on him. Not that he was making a very good effort to hide from her. At least he
didn’t want her to catch him with his britches around his ankles while he rammed
his cock into another woman’s ass.

“Get out of here, Megan,” he growled as soon as he saw her through the trees.
His heart battered against his chest. She stood a few yards away. He watched the
shock and anger washing over her expression and was more than a little surprised
her feelings got to him.

Rosalinda stopped her feverish moans. Her gaze followed Devin’s line of
vision until she came upon Megan standing in the trees. “Oh, fuck,” Rosalinda
muttered and attempted to scramble for cover.

“Stay,” Devin demanded quite forcefully, grasped Rosalinda’s breasts and
squeezed them hard. Her shriek of painful pleasure went along with the unceasing
thrusting up her ass.

“l said, get out of here, Megan, unless you wanna stay and watch.” He held
her gaze. She remained stock-still for some time. His stomach clenched, and he
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worried she would never speak to him again. Let alone allow him to touch or
come near her again. How would he ever make her understand?

Megan’s lips slightly parted and he groaned in disbelief. He watched her
cheeks flush a pretty pink, her nipples harden. He couldn’t believe it. Somehow,
her anger turned to arousal before his eyes. He wanted to go to her, take her in his
arms and keep her there forever. Except he couldn’t stop, not now, not until he
finished the depraved act. That was all it was to him, a means to an end, nothing
more. His eyes beseeched her, telling her he wanted her, only her.

His hand lowered to Rosalinda’s pussy, angling her hips, offering a better
view. He heard Megan’s heavy sigh beneath Rosalinda’s gasp when he plunged a
trio of fingers in her soaked, gaping cunt. His deft thumb strummed her clit, had
her screaming as her orgasm rolled through her. Apparently, Rosalinda forgot
Megan looked on, rocking back to bury him deeper, intent on her ravenous
pleasure. Rosalinda’s body shuddered in his tight grip while Megan’s eyes
transfixed on his cock powering in and out of the forbidden hole between white,
fleshy cheeks.

Devin’s eyes never left hers. Megan watched wide-eyed and intense, breasts
rising with her escalated breathing. Her passionate, glazed expression had his
cock thickening, enlarging even more. Rosalinda cried out in orgasmic bliss as he
continued to fill her rectum with everything he had, imagining it was Megan in
his arms.

At the other woman’s renewed heated cries, Megan’s gaze rose to meet the
telling look in his eyes. Lust, dark and pure, burned bright in her eyes.

Covering her gaping mouth, Megan swirled around and ran.

* Xk Kk %

By the time she arrived on the front porch, Megan managed to gather a sense
of composure. Restrained, she strolled through the front door. The girls picked
carrots and she fixed supper, as though nothing out of the ordinary happened.

Her body still quivered when they sat down to eat. Hurt, anger and jealousy
she understood. Confusion and envy replaced her appetite. Unable to think
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straight, she questioned her innermost beliefs. What was wrong with her? Why
wasn’t she normal?

She wasn’t supposed to be aroused at the sight of Devin fucking another
woman. Yet, seeing him, his thick cock ramming into Rosalinda’s ass, was so
erotic her own pussy trembled in desperate, lusty need. She should want him to
take her only. Throw only her into climax. Desire only her. It was her wanton
nature. Her depraved, carnal desires consumed her, dominated her senses and
frightened her. Megan hated to admit it. The raw, undeniable lust that pulsed
through her veins was irrepressible

Devin had that knowing look in his eyes, could tell she was excited, reveled in
the other woman’s pleasure. His hands gripping those big, lush breasts, his fingers
tunneling into that wet cunt had been highly erotic. On a shameless edge of
wickedness, she yearned to see him take those pale breasts in his mouth and suck
on the hard nipples that stuck out like plump pillows on a huge round bed. She
imagined him spread Rosalinda’s long, solid thighs and bury himself between her
hairy pussy.

When Rosalinda cried out, Megan felt her own slick arousal weep from deep
within her pussy. She fought the urge to run to him, push him free and impale
herself on the object of her desire. Instead, she ran away in terror and shame,
afraid of her own sinful needs, the tantalizing power he held over her, the
agonizing truth that no matter what Devin did, she would never stop wanting him.

Annoyed by her irrational behavior, Megan refused to look up when Devin
waltzed through the door. In a straightforward tone, he stated he was escorting
Ms. Rosalinda home. To avoid speaking, she took a big bite of biscuit and looked
the other way. The girls looked on curiously, but she paid no attention when she
heard him grab his rifle and an extra box of shells from the rack and hat off the
peg on the wall.

Without another word, he walked away.

An hour later, he returned. She ignored him the rest of the evening. He made
no effort to acknowledge her, which frustrated her even more. They did not speak
up to the time she put the girls to bed and exited the bedroom with an extra
blanket and pillow.
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“What do you think you’re doing?” he asked, staring at her while he leaned
against the doorjamb to their bedroom, arms crossed over his chest.

Casually, she walked to the sofa and sat the blanket and pillow down before
she turned to look at him.

“You don’t think I’m sleeping with you tonight, do you?”

“As a matter of fact, | do.”

“Check your facts, Mr. Spawn. You couldn’t be more wrong.” With
everything she had, she spoke to him charmingly which seemed to make him
angrier.

“Damn you, Megan, are we starting that bullshit again?” He straightened,
hands on hips, giving her a dark, warning glare that sent shivers down her spine.
She was determined not to give him the upper hand, no matter the amount of
growl in his tone.

“I believe you are the one who started it. And if you don’t keep your voice
down, you’ll wake the girls.”

He stomped across the room and took her by the arm.

“Take your hand off me.” She tried to dig her fingers under his as they sank
into her upper arm. She loathed the fact with the little pressure he exerted, he
could do as he pleased with her. She was no match for his well-muscled strength.

“You’re not sleeping on the sofa.” He dragged her toward the bedroom.

“Then you must be, because I’m certainly not sleeping with you.” In no way
did she intend to go easily. She shrugged and pulled back every step of the way.

He didn’t say another word until he jerked her inside the room and locked the
door. “You’re getting in that bed, and I don’t want to hear another word about it.”

“Then cover your ears, “‘cause I’m not staying.” Moving away from the bed,
suddenly too large a presence, she took what she hoped was a formidable stand
next to the small, unlit fireplace on the opposite wall.

“l don’t give a shit if we fuck tonight or not, but you’re sleeping in that bed if
I have to tie you to it.” He growled, standing by the bed.

Folding her arms across her chest, her eyes darted toward the door.

“Don’t try me, Megan.” She met the heated intensity of his gaze head-on, the
authoritative manner glistening back at her fueling her anger. His tone was low
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and unyielding as he unbuttoned his shirt and shrugged out of it. “Now take off
that dress and climb in bed.”

Megan tried not to notice how his sinewy muscles flexed with each
movement. Her cheeks grew hot and a flurry of anticipation, need seeped between
her thighs when his hands went to his holster buckle. She swallowed hard.

“| rather sleep on the floor than next to a lily-livered skunk like you.” At least
her voice didn’t betray her.

He dropped his holster on the chair next to the bed.

“Stay awake all night. It makes no difference to me.” Removing the knife
sheathed at his waist, he tossed it amid the holster. “But you’re gonna be lying
next to me as naked as the day you were born. And it ain’t gonna be on the sofa,
or the floor, in the barn, or anywhere else but this here fucking bed.” He gestured
to the bed with a nod.

“You must be confusing me with one of your harlots if you think you can
order me to do something | have no intention of ever doing again.”

By the way his eyes widened fractionally, she could tell he didn’t like the
sound of that—not the least bit. Insecurity propelled her furious resentment. She
wasn’t woman enough to satisfy him. Unable to bear the thought, the desperate
fear of losing him, she’d rather send him away than risk him hurting her, waiting
until he made her fall in love with him. If she hadn’t already. Tears welled in her
eyes. She blinked them back.

“l suggest you find comfort with one of them,” she continued. “Rosalinda is a
tall girl, and perhaps you’ll fit in her bed.”

“l don’t want to sleep with Rosalinda.”

“No, you just want to fuck her.”

He rolled his eyes and darted a glance at the bedroom door. She felt a sense of
triumph. Suddenly, the sofa idea seemed a whole lot more appealing to him, she
speculated. If she kept this up, he’d toss her out the room.

“There ain’t enough room in her bed for me.” He ran his fingers through his
hair, drawing her gaze to the solid bicep cording his arm, well-shaped shoulder,
broad chest. “Besides, | don’t want to fuck her, or anyone else at Jazelle’s. | just
wanna go to sleep with you by my side. Is that too much to ask?” He sighed as
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though he realized his mistake, knew the answer before he finished asking the
question.

“We’ll you sure as hell coulda fooled me. You sound so sure there isn’t room
in her bed. Tried it out, have you?” Raising a brow, she added in a silky smooth
voice. “What—too lumpy?”

“More like too full.” His hands dropped to the ties in front of his buckskins.
Taking note of the butter-soft fabric taut over his cock, she licked her lips,
imagined the thick length sliding between her lips, her tongue licking the bulbous
head...

She blinked, resisting the carnal urges rioting through her system brought on
by the downy soft fur traveling below his navel. Foreseeing the curly nest below
as he continued to untie the laces, she stared at the lace curtain subtly blowing in
the breeze.

Before she’d laid eyes on him, there were no throbbing urges, no quivering
sensations, no burning desires to have a man’s cock buried between her thighs,
nor ravenous hunger to feed off him. He did this to her, turned her into a vessel of
sin. A veritable sexual slave who craved his touch as a means of life support,
begging and pleading for any scrap he tossed her way. Except it wasn’t a scrap
she wanted, far from it.

“You think its Hardin’s peachy disposition or wages bolstering loyalty out at
that ranch? If there’s a hundred hands riding ov’r yonder, | reckon by now fifty
pumped that ass. And the rest are lining up.”

“How do you know?” Jerking her head around, she eyed him contemptuously.
His acute knowledge of women angered her. How to please them. What they were
thinking. What they wanted. How much they wanted him. She particularly hated
that.

“The way your little ass wiggles when you walk, and you brush your breasts
against me accidentally when you pass. Or lick your lips while watching me from
across the room, and your sweet pussy gets soaking wet because you know my
dick is already hard just thinking about you.”

He gave her a coy glance, but there was nothing demure about his tone. It
bubbled over with pure seduction, and her vagina throbbed in response. He knew
what he was doing to her. “Oh, yeah, Megan, you were born to fuck, and I was
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put here to fuck your hot, tight cunt, fast and hard. Just the way you like it. How
I’m going to give it to you.”

“Who said | wanted you? Go back to Rosalinda. Fuck her,” she shouted,
ignoring her body’s heated betrayal, the fire churning through her bloodstream.

He approached. Her gaze focused on his erection. The swollen tip visible
above the loosened waistband, the thick shaft threatened to break free from the
partially unlaced confines. A flare of tumultuous arousal shot through her.

He stopped in front of her, tipped her chin with his finger. He held her gaze,
stared deep into her eyes and smiled delectably. That sinful smile where he curled
only one corner of his lips, the one he knew she that left her breathless.

“Don’t even try to lie to me. Your eyes give you away, the flush on your
cheeks, nipples poking through your blouse.”

His gaze lowered to the front of her dress. She looked down and saw the hard
knots straining the cotton fabric. When she looked up, his gaze went to her lips.
They parted on their own volition. He was so close, close enough to take her.

“The same as this afternoon, you want it. It turned you on to see my cock
impale her ass, but you’re too afraid of the intensity of your passion to admit it.”

She sighed, helpless to resist the lure of his dark, sultry words, or deny the
salacious need for sexual excess. He knew what she felt, knew she visualized
them now.

“It arouses you, makes you wet and horny to watch other people fuck.”

Her heart raced out of control. She wanted to shut out the truth, the desire
blurring her eyes, look away from the lust darkening his gaze. The eroticism of it
all was too powerful an aphrodisiac to resist.

“Insatiable Megan wants to be part of the action, don’t you? Always hot,
eager to have a man’s cock between your legs. My cock.”

The potency of his carnal magnetism, his deep voice and suggestive words left
her feeling exposed, utterly powerless in her need for it, him—everything.

“You can’t deny if I lifted your skirt right now, you’d be naked, just the way |
want you. | can smell your arousal from here. Your pussy is wet for my cock.”

She blinked, as though the trifling feat could erase the betraying signs. How
could her body react when she was mad at him? Beyond mad—furious, outraged,
yet her traitorous body had a mind and will of its own. It craved every hard, virile
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inch of his well-honed muscles, especially twelve impressive inches, and he knew
it. The arrogant bastard.

Megan loathed herself for being weak, for wanting him so much, for needing
him, for loving him. Above all, for allowing him to tempt her while her emotions
were in shambles.

“l hate you. | hate you,” she cried, beating her fists against his chest. “I hate
you.”

Devin closed his eyes and took a deep breath and her arms at his side. He
stood there like a man and took his due punishment.

As though he sensed she had taken enough aggression out on him after a long
while, he grabbed her upper arms and held them down tight by her side. “Megan,
stop. | get the picture.”

Through the haze of tears streaming down her face, she blinked up at him. Her
chest rose with each harsh breath, fingers still throbbed from the force of her
blows.

“I’ll sleep on the sofa,” he said.
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Chapter 19

Overall, it was one of Devin’s favorite times of the day, when it was cool
outside and the sun began its ascent on the horizon. The girls busy getting ready
for school, still half-asleep—therefore, creating little noise. After a hearty
breakfast, it was his time to enjoy a final cup of coffee in an obscure form of
tranquility before saddling the horses. Usually less than two hours earlier, he and
Megan would have frolicked through their third or fourth orgasm.

This morning was vastly different. He made his own coffee, not a whiff of
breakfast, and his back hurt from crouching his six-nine frame on a four-foot
couch. Megan snapped at him when he told her to keep the girls home from
school today. Emma and Shelby were so excited, they ran around the house
clacking worse than baby chicks. He was horny as hell.

Propping an elbow on the table, he pushed his cup away and buried his face in
his hands. Moments later, he looked up when he heard the distinct sound of
hooves pounding the dirt in an awful hurry.

“Damn,” he shouted. It was earlier than he expected.

“Ah, he said a soap word,” Shelby said animatedly.

On his way straight to the bedroom, he reached for the soap Megan kept on
the kitchen counter, bit off a large chunk, and swallowed it one gulp, much to the
amazement of all three onlookers.

“Someone’s here.” Emma ran to the front door.

Checking the barrels of each Colt, he strolled out of the room, holster strapped
on and tied down. “Keep ‘em inside,” he directed at Megan without looking at
her.

* k%
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“Devin.” Megan’s voice was rife with urgency, terror as she stared out the
kitchen window and saw her neighbor and twelve hands barreling into the front
yard. “It’s Hardin.”

Devin was already standing on the porch.

“Why is Ms. Rosalinda’s father here?” Shelby asked with mild curiosity, her
head peeking through the crack in the door.

“He don’t look nice,” Emma added, standing by her sister’s side.

Megan ran and pulled the girls away from the door, closing it quickly.

“Never you mind. Get to your room now.” She scooted them away. “And stay
there.”

Her body trembled with heart-wrenching fear. Frantically, she perused the
room for the best place to stand when the firing began. Somehow her feet
wouldn’t move.

Holding on to the edge of table, she stood frozen—Iistening, praying.

* Kk Kk %k

“You know why I’m here, Spawn.” Hardin brushed away the front hem of his
jacket behind his back, and several of his fellow riders did the same. All eyes
were on Devin, their hands ready to reach.

“I’ve been expecting you.” With acute awareness, Devin’s took in the spaced
out crowd. The eyes always gave them away. It wasn’t just a job this time, it was
personal. Not a member of the Hardin outfit, Devin infringed on their territory.
More like he fucked what they considered an unspoken fringe benefit their boss-
man probably wasn’t even aware of, and he definitely wasn’t entitled to.

“Wanna step down, or you wanna die where you stand?”

“Nice of you to give me an option.” Devin grinned. “There’s just one
problem, seeing how the girls like to play where you are. 1 wouldn’t wanna
saturate the yard.”

Hardin’s dark eyes turned cold with contempt.

“Name the time and place. I’ll be there.” Devin glanced at the other men.
“They’re invited, t00.”
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“The old mill down the river. Know where it is?”” Hardin grated with a scowl.

“I’I1 find it.”

“Noon.”

Devin gave a nod of consent. He waited until the last rider disappeared around
the bend before turning his back.

Stepped through the doorway, he looked up and paused briefly when he saw
Megan holding onto the table, gripped with fear.

There wasn’t time for explanations. Later. He’d make it up to her later. He
didn’t know how just yet, but he’d figure it out. Megan watched in silence,
trancelike as he draped his extra shell belt across his chest, bow over his shoulder.
He grabbed his lance case and rifle and headed out the door.

* k%

Privately, Devin cringed when he heard Megan enter the barn. The frustration
was eating away at him. The way she swung with all her might last night, no
doubt she was madder than a hornet’s nest. Toss in a double dose of fright, and
she was akin to lit gunpowder, on a fiery path to destruction. He wished the
outcome, the events leading up to it, everything could have been different. As it
was, a man had to face his battles head-on, and to hell with the consequences.
Fight or retreat, live or perish—it was a matter of timing and opportunity. Not
about to back down, his grip tightened on the strap as he continued to saddle
Deuce inside the horse’s stall. There’d be no sweet lovin’ tonight.

“Why? Why did you do it?” Megan asked.

He kept right on preparing Deuce for the ride. “You know why.”

“Did you have to fuck her?”

Without a pause, he cast a fleeting glance over his shoulder and returned to
the task at hand. “Did you really expect me to wait forever? | saw an opportunity
and took it.”

“You promised.”

“Dammit, Megan.” He swung around, resting a hand on the saddle horn. “It
was like Hardin knew | was after him. He never came into town. | couldn’t wait
around forever. Would you rather 1 stole his money from Pretty Boy’s bank or
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rustle his cattle so’s the law would be on his side?” His full pardon was his
business. Finally, since the age of twelve when Devin killed his first man, no one
hunted him. He was able to walk the streets without having to risk gunning down
a trigger-happy lawman. From Megan’s insolent expression, the options laid out
did not meet with her approval either.

“So you made sure he’d come after you by raping his daughter.”

“Ah, shit,” he growled, swinging the stall gate open and walked to where she
stood near the front of the barn. “Is that what you think? | didn’t rape you when |
had the chance. Do you honestly believe I’d rape that woman?”

“l don’t know what to think...you’re...you’re...”

“Go on, say it.” He stopped a few feet in front of her and waited for her to call
him what he was—the worst kind of outlaw known to man, without a conscious,
heart, or soul.

It boiled his blood, the way she just stood there, staring up at him with those
patronizing hazel eyes like some sort of foreboding angel of despair dressed in
black. His judge, jury and executioner packed into a hot little body of pure sinful
temptation.

“Yeah, you can’t say it, but you sure as hell can think it. Well, let’s clear the
air. I’ll lay it out for you. The virtuous teacher has been dallying with me since the
first day | picked up the girls. Which I’ve done my damnedest to ignore, ‘cuz
someone else has been meeting my needs.”

Megan averted his gaze, but not before he noticed her cheeks turn a bright
rose. He touched a nerve that was still sensitive, raw. It gave him a hopeful
tremor.

“l didn’t invite her here. Had no reason to go anywhere with her. ‘Cept when
she told me who her father was. If you think | raped her to get Hardin here, you
should’ve stayed longer, perhaps joined us. You would have liked it.”

When her hand came up to slap him, he caught it. Every subtle flicker in her
eyes revealed her rage, but the thought aroused and tempted her. He never
intended to ask it of her. He’d been determined to leave it a sexual fantasy.

“You did enough of that last night.”

He released her wrist and went back to Deuce.

“Go inside, Megan.”
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Yesterday, he’d slammed Rosalinda’s ass, but it was Megan he’d thought
about, Megan he wanted to hold. It was Megan he wanted to fuck and Megan he
wanted to protect. He was positive it wouldn’t have made her feel any better to
hear that he couldn’t bring himself to shoot his seed into the other woman, he kept
that tidbit to himself.

It could have all been over with yesterday, and Megan would have figured it
out afterwards. Unfortunately, Leroy Hardin was out when his precious daughter
arrived home in a wrinkled dress and mussed-up hair.

To ensure word got back to him, Devin put up a good show in front of the
hands, who eyed him viciously as they rode up. Mustered up his best gentlemanly
air, he helped her out of the carriage and up the steps. As polite as could be, he
walked her to the front door. Finally, in a move truer to his nature that no polite
gentleman would dare, he grabbed her ass, ground their loins together, and drove
his tongue down her throat. Also, in case any of the onlookers had doubts as to
what took place prior to their arrival, he cupped her breasts, leaned down, and
kissed each one on the bared flesh pushed up and over the low neckline. Only
then did she drift inside, flustered and panting for more.

Not once did he consider it using the girl, since they both got what they
wanted. Only difference was, Rosalinda was going to lose her father over the
trade.

“And so now you get do what you wanted from the beginning—xill Hardin
since he cheated a Spawn and stole livestock.” Megan stepped closer to the stall.

Devin turned and stared at her. He had forgotten all about the cattle Hardin’s
men rustled from Reed, mainly due to the ample compensation.

“What if you kill him, and the law strings you up afterwards? What if he or
his men kill you? Is that when the killing stops? Who’ll protect the girls then?
Tell me, what sort of flowers do you want on your grave?”

The truth was always in the eyes.

Megan couldn’t believe a man would fight over her. Pretty Boy tried, and
she’d sent him away. Desperate to wrap her mind around the notion he’d risked
his life over damned cattle instead of her, she blamed herself for Reed. Now, she
feared his blood would be on her conscience, as well.
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In a deft move, he swung his body over the gate, took her in his arms and,
with the crook of his finger under her chin, nudged her to look at him. when she
tried to squirm out of his embrace. Her tense bearing altered, waned against the
length of his body and his heart clenched. He held her, resisted the suffocating
need to yank up her skirt, force her legs apart and penetrate her until she knew she
was his.

“There are some things a man has to do.” Sugar-coating not being his forte, he
wanted to reassure her in some way. She felt so fragile, soft and inviting in his
arms, sweet smelling and warm. His hard cock stirred against her belly, and he
heard her breathless sign. His voice strained and dropped two levels. “That’s just
the way it is, Megan. Can’t rightly explain so’s a woman understands. Nothing is
gonna happen to me. To ease your mind, just in case, | owe it to Reed to settle the
score. It’s just like you said. No one cheats a Spawn.”

Tenderly, he kissed her forehead and let her go. He turned, opened the gate
and led Deuce outside, mounted and rode off.

Megan was a Spawn.

Hardin cheated her in the worst way a man could cheat a woman.

It was up to him to do what his father didn’t even have to ask—protect her.

* Xk Kk %k

Devin came from behind, circling wide across the river upstream. He’d hidden
Deuce within whistling distance, half a mile away, leaving plenty of time to hike
back and take up residence high on the hill overlooking the abandoned mill
below.

Judging from the size of the shadows the trees cast, he estimated it was close
to the eleventh hour when Hardin and his men eventually made their appearance.

He shook his head solemnly. That was the trouble with the world, you
couldn’t take a man by his word. Hardin said noon, and here he was, showing up
an hour early. Can’t even trust a crook, and Devin should know—nhe arrived close
to nine.

In his profession, one didn’t live long by taking chances. Hardin came early,
expecting Devin to show up early.
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Unfortunately, for Hardin, he miscalculated.

Back at the ranch, Hardin rode with a dozen back up. From the looks of it, he
didn’t take too kindly to Devin’s brazen assurance and decided to add a few more
to the ugly brood.

Two lookouts climbed the roof of what appeared to be an abandoned building.
A dozen more spread out in the patch of trees between the road leading to the
building and the hill. One made his way to the end of the trees, the most logical
choice to position a lookout if Devin did the logical thing and came from the
direction they expected.

Leroy Hardin dirtied up his shiny brown boots pacing up and down the dusty,
overgrown road. To Devin, the man looked uncomfortable. He could almost see
the sweat beading Hardin’s forehead. Out of the three-hour head start, an hour
remained. Devin saw no reason to add to Hardin’s misery with tardiness.

He moved down the hill, blending skillfully with nature’s plentiful growth, a
technique he’d mastered long ago with the aid of his Comanche friends.

The first to go down were the two on the roof. They didn’t know what hit
them. Silent arrows pierced their hearts, one by one, leaving Hardin unaware.

In newly sewn moccasins, Devin crawled through the trees undetected. One
by one, he introduced each gunslick to his bowie knife. Some either climbed up
the trees or hid behind fallen logs or in the dense brush. The more confident
remained on their horses and stuck out. Devin took pleasure in sneaking up on
them from the front, surprising them right out of their saddles. It made it very
easy for him to give ‘em a ruby red necklace.

Only two were left, one of which was Hardin. He decided to take care of the
last spotter on his way out. After all, it was nearly noon, and there was no need to
keep Hardin waiting a moment past.

The last of the blood washed from his blades floated down the river as Deuce
answered his whistle and appeared.

With a devilish grin, Devin swung a leg over Deuce, turned rein and headed
toward his dancing partner.

In the distance, Hardin appeared to have grown somewhat confident. Devin
rode up, amusedly considered the man mistakenly thought he was riding into an
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ambush. Little did Hardin know only one hired hand remained, and the ill-fated
back-shooting ambusher passed the time about a mile away.

Once within pistol range, Devin slid out of his saddle and patted his prized
horse’s rump to move him out of the way.

“I’m ready whenever you are, Hardin.”

From the way Hardin’s eyes darted about, Devin guessed the man was starting
to realize something wasn’t right.

“Or would you rather hear how I fucked Rosalinda’s pussy? Might be carrying
my child. Who knows, you and | could’ve been kin someday.”

He lied, but Hardin didn’t know that. To see the man turning red at the
possibility the Devil’s Spawn impregnated his daughter was an incalculable
pleasure. What a thought to give a dying man.

“Why you no good, dirty bastard,” Hardin grated, drawing his revolver.

Two shots rang out, followed by a piercing bellow.

Hardin’s bullet had burrowed in the hard packed earth several feet from
Devin. He clutched his thumbless hand, cursing Devin to hell and back.

By now, Devin knew the lone hired hand heard the shots and would come to
his boss’s aid. At least, what was left of him.

Devin strolled up to Hardin. The look of fire in his eye, the taste of blood on
his lips and the need to kill on his hands, that’s how his men described him when
he was about to conquer his opponent. That’s how he felt, and that’s just what
was going to happen.

“| take it you don’t wanna hear how she begged me to fill her cunt with my
seed. | figured you’d want to hear it from me, seeing how no one would believe
the word of a two-bit whore.”

Hardin’s eyes grew impossibly wide. They both now understood they were
here to defend a woman’s honor.

Devin grabbed Hardin by the red kerchief tied round his neck. It wasn’t a fair
fight, thumb missing and all, but the way he figured, it wasn’t fair what he’d done
to Megan.

Afterwards, he left the bloody, bone-crushed heap still breathing and started to
walk away. For Megan’s sake, he’d let him live. Devin really did plan to go back
and honestly assure her he didn’t gun him down.
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However, with every step he took, it gnawed at him. There were those who
didn’t deserve mercy. In his gut, he knew when he started something he had to
finish it.

“Ah, who the hell am | joshing?” Devin turned and drew. “See you in hell,
Hardin.” He fired, and Hardin stopped breathing instantly.

He swung around when he heard a sole rider charging toward him. With just
enough time to drop and roll, the bullet whirled past his head. His gun already
drawn, he sighted quickly and eased the trigger back.

The black cowboy hat flew off as the redhead toppled from his saddle.

Blood spewed from Rusty’s mouth. He looked up at Devin and cursed,
holding the huge gash in his belly.

Something about the man didn’t sit well with Devin.

The way Devin saw it, he had three choices: one, to finish him off cleanly;
two, to leave him to whatever found him first whether it be help or critters; or
three, to torture him.

“Score’s settled.” Rusty sneered, not far from eternity.

“How you figure?” The man wanted to go with a clear conscience, so the least
he could do was hear him out.

Rusty spit up some blood, a thin red trail dribbling down his grimy cheek.
“You fucked Hardin’s daughter, and he fucked your pa’s woman.”

Devin stopped breathing, fury gripping his heart and lungs. Shot a glare at the
lifeless body several feet away and had half a mind to shoot Hardin again. He
narrowed his eyes on the redheaded cowboy with an instant death wish, lying at
his feet. “Hardin was braggin’?”

“Boss didn’t make a move without me. | was there at the saloon. Held her
down while he got her good. Split that fresh cherry, left her bleeding....” The
sound of Rusty’s shrill laughter rang in his ears, grated on Devin’s fading nerves.

Sliding the long bowie knife from its sheath strapped to his waist, Devin chose
option three.

* k%
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Very few attended the funeral of the town’s former richest proprietor three
days later. Rosalinda concluded her mourning period rather quickly. She took off
her black garb the day after they laid her father to rest. The educator went back to
school straight off, which caused a stir of impropriety among the biddies in town.

The only thing Devin could come up with was the girl was finally free to stop
playing Miss Virginal Belle and let somebody have a stab at that pussy. Her father
partly succeeded in keeping her chaste, expecting to acquire the most
advantageous, influential marital arrangement in the hopes of gaining
respectability. At least, she confided that much while she brazenly tried to get into
his britches.

Rosalinda not only gained her freedom, she was now wealthy enough to
secure her own destiny. A young, non-chaperoned, horny woman living on a
ranch with a bunch of willing men, he could just imagine what that destiny was.

Megan had a tough time coming to terms with Hardin’s death. Devin patiently
helped her cope best he could. Not until Rosalinda stopped by on her way home
from the funeral to tell him out of self-defense, she held no ill will, did Megan
finally let him back in their bedroom. Since then, he kept her satisfied at every
opportunity.

Once before, she asked him to wipe away the painful memories. He planned
to do just that for her and the girls. He built a swing on the side of the house. Let
the girls ride Deuce. When they asked how the horse got his name, he explained it
looked like he was wearing two pairs of boots—a deuce, and he finished by
teaching them the basics of poker. He even joined them on a picnic by the river,
where he killed a rattler that frightened Shelby.

After a week passed, they fell into a nice, normal routine. Normalcy left Devin
yearning for the wide-open wilderness. There was nothing normal about his life.
He was itching to leave, and the sooner the better. He longed to return to where he
belonged, to track and dispose of what was left of his old gang. OI’ John always
warned, “Tie up loose ends before turning, or they’ll get your back.”

The right moment never seemed to arrive, though. It was always tomorrow.
One more night with Megan, and he would leave tomorrow. First thing in the
morning, he told himself, after his sweat-drenched body recuperated from sapped
strength. By the time lunch rolled by, they were fucking like dogs in heat again.
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Before he knew it, nighttime crept up on him. Megan had this way of slanting her
head, looking up at him through her lashes and wetting those luscious pink lips
that told him she was ready to be tucked in bed...or fucked and sucked in bed was
more like it.

“Oh, yeah, that’s the way, baby, squeeze my cock,” he groaned, thrusting deep
inside her pussy as she clenched her vaginal muscles, tight heat searing his hard
flesh. Tomorrow, he’d leave tomorrow, for certain this time, he told himself.

“Harder Devin, make me come again,” she murmured, bucking hard against
him, tightening her muscles further. “Ohhh, that feels incredible.”

On his knees, he tightened his grip on the headboard, holding his body on the
edge of hers. Her legs drawn onto his shoulders, the position allowed a deeper
penetration, extreme pleasure. It felt as if his cock plunged into a tight, silk
encased path straight to her womb.

“Hold on, baby. I’ll fuck your tight cunt just the way you like—good and
hard.” He groaned, squatting on bed to power his thrusts. He gripped her waist,
demonstrated the effect quite nicely as his cock surged into her with a forceful,
deep thrust that pushed her head, pillows and all, against the headboard. Her gasp
heaved from deep in her throat. She trembled, clung to him, her nails digging
along his forearms.

“Yes, yes,” she chanted softly as he felt her body tumble closer to ecstasy with
each hard stroke inside her quivering flesh.

A sharp knock at the door accompanied the faint voice calling for Devin. They
jumped and turned their startled gazes toward their locked bedroom door.

Megan’s eyes grew wide. Her legs slid off his shoulders. When she mouthed
for him to get off, he shook his head with a mischievous expression to tell her ‘no
way.’

He went to his knees and blew her a kiss. To quiet the squeaking bed, he
slowed his thrusts, maintained the intoxicating sensations. He wanted to keep
Megan close without sending her into a screaming frenzy.

“What is it, Shelby?” he asked guardedly after the child called to him once
more.

Embarrassed, Megan tried to push him away, her palms sliding over the
sweaty planes of his chest. Devin ground his pubic bone against her clit, rocked
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his cock deep inside her heated depths. Her hands curled around his neck. She
arched her back, gasped for breath. He felt her pussy swell, grow wetter and
hotter, clench him tightly, knew she was nearing climax.

“Devin, I had a bad dream *bout snakes.”

“There’s nothing to be afraid of.” He bent down and licked the peak on
Megan’s breast. “It was only a dream.” He licked the other puckered nipple,
caught it between his teeth, causing her to gasp in delight. “Go back to sleep,” he
gritted out between his clenched teeth, keeping the hardened nipple in his mouth.
He pointed his tongue and ran the tip over the sensitive flesh, had Megan shoving
her breast in his mouth, panting.

Her fingernails raked into his buttocks, encouraging him to thrust harder.
“Devin, I’m so close,” Megan whispered in a soft, desperate plea.

“I’m scared.” Shelby’s small voice pervaded the dark room.

“Go back to your room, Shelby. I’ll be there in a minute.” He withdrew
almost completely, plunged inside her snug, heated channel hard enough to let
Megan know he was thinking of her and Shelby at the same time, trying to please
them both in very different ways, but not hard enough to shake the bed.

“Now, Devin. Come now,” Shelby whined impatiently.

“Okay, Shelby,” he promised with a grin, climbing out of bed, taking a wide-
eyed, still-impaled Megan, with him. “Give me a moment, and I’ll be coming.”

He stood with his knees slightly bent, clasped Megan’s firm rear and surged
deep and fast. Since she weighed next to nothing, he easily glided her petite body
up and down his length.

She clung to him, pressed her heels into his ass. Long locks of dark gold
waved wildly as she leaned back and pressed her clit against his hard abdominal
flesh with each long, deep, pistoning stroke.

Sweat dripped down his back. His chest rose and fell harshly with each
labored breath. He moved her faster, felt his cock tighten, enlarge, throb. She
trembled in his arms, heard her fight to control her whimpers and he knew they
would come together.

Megan opened her mouth as if to scream, but instead, locked her teeth tight on
his bare shoulder when she came. Her body tensed, shuddered, inner muscles
gripped, milked his deeply embedded flesh sensuously, sending him into his own
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erotic oblivion with one final, hard thrust. He shuddered, gritted his teeth, and
fought back the grow! of bliss that tore through him while he held her tightly to
his chest, his jerking cock spewing his seed into her rippling pussy.

Watching the naughty smile on her flushed face, he laid Megan back on the
bed. She quickly threw the covers over her nakedness. Their eyes met in the pale
moonlight. Her eyes glittered with erotic bliss and he knew her insatiable need
couldn’t have withstood a postponement anymore than could his.

He grinned. The look he gave her was of pure male sexual pride and
satisfaction. He took the washcloth from the table where Megan always kept a
pitcher and basin and wiped away the musky scent of their lovemaking before
pulling on his buckskins.

It was more beneficial to satisfy them both than wait until his hard-on
subsided. He shook his head as he thought how the sight of his blind snake
fighting in his buckskins probably would have frightened Shelby just as much, if
not more than the rattler he killed at the picnic.

“Okay, Shelby.” Dressed only in his buckskins, he lifted the small child with
one arm and closed the door behind him. “Tell me “bout this dream.”

“Yucky, Devin.” Her cherubic face crinkled as her short, stubby fingers trailed
paths through his sweat-drenched skin. “You’re all sweaty.”

“l was rushing for you.”

A deep frown appeared on her small face. “What happened?” Shelby touched
the deep red oval mark on his shoulder. “Did the snake bite you?” Her voice
concerned.

His gaze dropped to where she indicated. Caught up in the tight confines of
Megan’s silken depths, it felt so good he hadn’t even realized she took a bite out
of him while he filled her pulsating pussy with his release.

He cleared his throat. Abruptly, he changed the subject, carrying Shelby back
to her bedroom.
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Chapter 20

From the way the situation unraveled days later, one would assume his plan
went awry. At least this time, Devin didn’t have to fuck Rosalinda, just avail her
like one waves a carrot in front of a stubborn donkey. Not that he would ever
openly compare Megan to a donkey, but she sure as hell was as stubborn as a
mule and feistier than a jackass.

After they dropped the girls off at school, Megan was livid when Rosalinda
boldly conveyed her designs with a telling wink. She charged ahead on her brown
palomino. Devin deliberately let her believe she was getting away by not rushing
after her.

He let Deuce graze on a patch of grass outside and casually strolled through
the open barn doors. “Haven’t you learned by now not to run from me?”

“Next time you fancy a rendezvous with your flame, leave me out of it.” She
yanked the heavy-duty saddle off her horse, and with considerable effort, shoved
it on its stand. “I’ll not have you parading her in front of me.”

Megan was hot. Each heated word indicated the trip was successful, a step
closer to his eventual departure. No matter how many times he buried himself
deep inside her supple, inviting passage, it was never enough to satisfy his
craving. It left him wanting more, starved for the warmth of her breath mingling
with his. Her taste. Her touch. The intoxicating inhalation of her subtle sweet rosy
scent mixed with the tantalizing aroma of her desire. The feel of her tiny body
shuddering beneath him as he brought her to completion time and time again.

He thought long and hard for days and could come up with only one solution
to ensure she and the girls would be safe after he was gone. A solution she would
never agree to outright. He’d have to do some groundwork in advance. Then, with
properly executed sexual coercion and extreme subtlety, he would succeed.
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The sooner the better.

Her intense blaze of passion, the depth of her sensuality, her fiery spirit he
could handle. The other raw emotion in her eyes filled his mind with turmoil at
the sheer intensity. It overloaded his senses, forced emotions upon him he never
knew he had.

His only remaining kin were his two little half-sisters. The last thing he
wanted to do was hurt them. If he stayed, it was a recipe for disaster. Kids and
outlaws with vile reputations didn’t make for good stew. Sure, he told them
bedtime stories, took them swimming, and carted them off to school, but Megan
had been right from the beginning. Association with a bloodthirsty cutthroat,
death on his tail...well, it was just a matter of time before his past caught up.
When it did, those innocent girls had to be far away from him.

He stood by her side looking down at her. Megan leaned back against the
saddle, arms crossed so tight over her chest it was a wonder she could breathe.
Her defiant chin pointed in the opposite direction. Did the woman never look in
the mirror? She was unaware of her own beauty. He grew hard just looking at her.

“You’ve forgotten our agreement. You’ll do as | say, or else,” he warned
sharply. She paid him no mind.

A whirl of dust mounted when she twirled around. She glared at him through
the brown haze and snapped viciously, “Do what you want with her, just not in
front of me.”

He captured her roughly by the upper arms. “If I want you to watch while 1
fuck her, you will. You seemed to enjoy that.”

The fire in her eyes burned bright. If not restrained, he figured she would have
tried slapping him by now. She squirmed to get free, and he held her firm,
angering her even more.

“Like hell I will. I’d gouge my own eyes before that’ll ever happen.” She
stomped down on his moccasin-clad foot. From her expression, he could tell she
grew even angrier when he didn’t flinch.

“What if you joined us?” Her eyes suddenly widened, flickered in disbelief,
taken aback by the illicit offer, but the gleam told him she was intrigued, aroused
as well.
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“Would you like that? You, me, and another person fucking at the same time?
Would you let them touch you? Our hands on your body, two mouths servicing
you, pleasuring you. Think about it, Megan, two people focusing on you, making
you hot, wet, screaming in need.”

She shook her head in denial, her face flushed. “No, never.” Her breathless
whisper held no weight of final authority.

“Luckily for you, I don’t fancy Rosalinda,” he said truthfully, dropping the
subject now that he planted the seed in the back on her mind. He held Megan by
one arm. She squirmed and protested while he led her to an empty stall. He was
confident the untamed passion she hadn’t yet learned to control overwhelmed her
system, fueled her anger. “It’s you | want. Take off that dress and prepare to be
punished.”

Megan’s eyes flared even wider. She stood her ground, puffed her pert breasts
in the air, arms rigid by her side. “I’ll do no such thing.”

His lips twitched at her defiance. It’s what made her unique, that lively, bold
spirit that entranced him, stirred him undeniably, and made him hotter than hell,
harder, and longer than a shotgun barrel. The little nymph, she knew what was
doing.

She stood now with both hands on her narrow hips and her hazel eyes held a
challenge he was about to take her up on. He smiled and took a step closer, more
than a little impressed, actually, that she held the patch of earth beneath her feet.

His hand hooked over the center of her neckline and dragged it all way down
in one jarring swoop, popping buttons in all directions.

“My dress,” she shrieked as he tore the black cloth from her body. He hated to
do it, knowing the work she put into sewing it, but he had his reasons. Damned
good ones.

She stood only in her black slippers, the tattered dress scattered at her ankles.
He didn’t allow her a moment to get her bearings to fight back, or even think. He
propped a foot on the second rung of the stall and tossed her over his bent knee.

“Devin,” she shrieked. Her legs kicked in the air, shoes flying off her feet.
“Put me down.”

“Tell me no, this is what you get. I’ve warned you, time to be punished.”
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“You’re not serious.” Megan clung to his massive thigh to balance herself and
keep from falling face forward into the hard-packed earth only a couple of feet
from her head. Her long hair, loosened from her struggles, swept the dirt floor
into a cloud of dust that crinkled her nose and made her want to sneeze.

A splayed hand ran along the curve of her back while another held her thighs
securely. She tried to move, but the pressure on her back increased.

“What do you think?”” he asked her warningly.

She stared over her shoulder, her body trembling in anticipation. Her eyes
widened in alarm when she saw him raise a hand. Her heart thundered in her
chest, then...

A wail tore from her throat. The piercing sensation of flesh striking tender
flesh seared through her body.

“Naughty girls get spanked.” As one screamed ended, another began as he
slapped her rear again. His splayed palm was large enough it covered her entire
bottom. “You’re a naughty girl aren’t you?”

“No, no,” she gasped in shock. She should be fighting mad, terrified, or at
least in pain. Instead, she was gushing between her legs, shivers of excitement
charging her nerves. He was certain he’d struck her with enough force to tinge,
leave his mark of triumph upon her skin.

“What did you say?” His hand smoothed over the round curves of her butt, a
finger dipped between the crease, and she stilled.

“I’m a good girl,” she murmured softly, trembling. When she felt him stroke
the entrance to her anus, her butt cheeks clenched his finger, held him in place.
The faint touch evoked a fiery excitement, a darker side of her sexuality. It
terrified her.

His other hand came down firmly on her bottom once more, tearing a feverish
gasp from her throat. “Come on, Megan. You know you’re naughty.”

She shook her head, fought the confusion, strong desires and depraved
sensations racing through her veins to every nerve ending and straight to her clit.
His hands smoothed over her ass again, squeezed the round, tinged cheeks. The
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tender flesh throbbed, overwhelmed her senses, flared her eagerness. She arched
toward him, desperate to have him fill her starving pussy.

“You should have been spanked a long time ago. Watching people fuck
through peepholes.” At his erotic possession of her, his sensuous incitement, lewd
images flashed before her eyes, heating her bloodstream. “Did you play with
yourself?”

Yes. “No!” Smack.

“Stick your fingers in your cunt?” His voice was rough, tight with lust.

Yes. A tremor of awareness shot up her spine. She shook her head. Smack.

“Wish you were the one being fucked by all those men?”

Only one. She felt his cock hard and thick against her bare hip. Shaking her
head, she moaned, “No.”

He smacked her ass again. Hard, soft, she wasn’t sure anymore. Her cheeks
were stinging now, burning, hot. Her pussy pulsated with shockingly arousing
sensations. Liquid heat dripped down her thighs. She needed...she needed...oh,
God, she needed so much.

“Did you want to suck on those cocks? Swallow their come?”

Only Caleb’s. “No, never.”

He came down hard. She jerked against him, his cock tightened, heated her
flesh through the fabric. A breathy, desperate whimper escaped her.

“You’re lying. I know you too damn well,” he accused her darkly.

Shaking her head in denial, she wailed in pleasure/pain as his hand landed on
her rear. Her body trembled with arousal from the sharp, stinging bite of pain,
from the indecent memories, the erotic dreams each night after she peered through
the peephole, often without Jazelle knowing.

“Teasing the school boys.”

“No!” Smack.

“Showing them what they couldn’t have.”

“No!” Smack.

“Flaunting that pretty, little pink pussy in front of them.”

Caleb, only Caleb. She shivered, moaned at the hot, sensual, unforgettable
memories. Smack.

“Let the young boys touch but never fuck.”
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“No, no, it was only one,” she cried weakly with arousal.

“You admit, then.” He sounded pleased. “Say it. Say how naughty you are.”
His voice was a deep, seductive, dark stimulant.

“Yes, yes. I’ve been naughty,” she murmured, her body hummed with
excitement, awaiting the consequences of her confession.

“You liked showing him your pussy.” His hand slowly moved over her back,
a heated, caressing encouragement.

“Yes,” she moaned, drowning in the rising waves of exquisite
torture/pleasure.

“His fingers inside you, making you wet, hot, hungry for something more.
Hungry for his cock. For him to fuck you.”

Memories too numerous, the desperate wanting, the emptiness seared through
her trembling body. She couldn’t deny she had wanted Caleb. That was so long
ago. Another lifetime. Devin was here now, the heat of his cock branding her hip
through his buckskins. He was hard, thick and ready, and she needed him now.
She opened her mouth to beg for release, and a soft, revealing moan escaped from
her lips.

His palm came down on her bottom. Her ass tightened as she cried out. The
sensation triggered her cunt to throb and clench in need between her thighs. She
felt her juices seeping out of her pussy.

“Spread your legs, Megan. Let me see those pussy lips you let someone else
touch,” His voice was husky, demanding.

Hesitant, knowing what he would find, she parted her legs slightly, pleading,
“Devin, no more, please.”

“Only | say when you had enough,” he growled, moving his hand between her
thighs, forcing them further apart. “And | say I’m only beginning.”

Her hips jerked as he easily drove two fingers inside her spasming pussy. He
began quick, short little thrusts. Wet and aching with need, she heard a squishy,
gushing sound inside in her vagina and burned with embarrassment.

“Damn, you’re so wet. | think you like your punishment.” She felt his fingers
swirl in the thick liquid gathered in the slit. The scent of her arousal reached her
as she dangled upside down from his perched thigh.
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“No,” she gasped faintly but sounded unconvincing to her own ears. She
rocked against his hand, working him in deeper, tightening on the impalement,
desperate for the release to come.

“Your drenched pussy tells me different.” He withdrew his fingers, gathered
her juices and slid them to her anal entrance. He taunted the tiny hole, easing a
long, breathy moan from her throat. “I wish you could see this pretty ass of
yours.”

His wicked complement intensified her sexual desire, increased her hunger for
him, for anything. She shifted on his thigh, lifted her hips, offering her pussy as
sacrifice. A glance at his face showed her the depraved lust darkening his eyes,
telling her this was going to be no ordinary reprimand. He wanted, expected more.
From the way his expression darkened with wild, lusty intent, he was probably
going to get it, whether she gave it to him or not.

“What are you doing?” A flare of unbridled excitement coursed through her
veins at the image of his huge cock plunging in Rosalinda’s ass. Rosalina was a
big girl, nearly twice her size. The woman probably had plenty of room within
those plump cheeks. Whereas her behind was so tiny, there was nowhere else to
go but out the proper side.

“l want to fuck this ass of yours,” he growled, the furious need apparent. She
cried out feeling him nudge past the opening with the tip of a well-lubricated
finger, his breathing rough, heavy on her back.

“That’s unnatural, dirty. Besides, you’ll never fit,” she contested, struggling
weakly. Her body stiffened as she envisioned the deviant invasion. “You’re too
big. It hurts when you take me regular.” The fear was palpable. He mentioned it a
few times in the past, but never went further. Today, he sounded convinced it was
time to try.

“l never hear you complain.” The smug amusement in his voice was
transparent.

“Damn you, Devin.” Stretched impossibly wide every time he entered her
vagina, immense pleasure overshadowed that flash of pain she grew to relish. He
provided a wondrous combination of sensations each time they fucked. She’d
never give it up. “You put Deuce to shame with that beast hanging between your
legs.”
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A deep, throaty chortle left his throat. She didn’t find it a bit funny. The truth
never was. Her new motto: Anything but that.

“I’m so fucking hard, | have to have you.” Devin lowered her to her feet,
released her. He started toward an empty stall, grated in a low, almost pained
tone. “Come here.”

Once his back was turned, she bolted toward the open barn door.

“Megan,” she heard him shout as she ran out the door.

The gravel walkway leading to the porch steps was a foot away. She was
almost there, a few more steps. She’d bolt the front door behind her. Lock their
bedroom door. Surely he wouldn’t break down every door in the house. Or would
he? How far would he go to possess her? At the thought of his strength
overpowering her, forcing her to submit, an intense, hot flare of passion and
excitement raced through her body. She felt her cunt tighten, weep, ache with
greedy need. Her legs turned to mush.

His heavy, hurried steps were behind her. She glanced backward. The sight of
the rope in his hand caused her to trip over one of rocks lining the path. Crushed
gravel dug into the skin of her knees. She scrambled to her feet, wasted not a
moment to brush off the dirt or faint traces of blood on her skinned knees.

He was too fast, there before she realized it.

Dear God, no, she thought, as his large, muscled arm scooped her up and
hoisted her on his hip. In one long stride, he scoured the steps. With two swift
kicks, he opened, and then closed the door behind them.

He ignored her protests, tossed her facedown on the bed. Despite the arousal
flooding her body, she struggled with all her might to get away. She kicked and
screamed. He held her down easily with one knee scarcely touching her back.
“Devin, get off me.” Her blood raced as she saw him loop the rope around the
front bedpost. “What are you doing?” she screamed at her own helplessness as he
tied it to her wrist. She kicked out at him after he removed his knee, but found the
move only served his purpose. He grabbed her leg and tied it to a foot-post—first
one, then the other. “Have you lost your mind?” Her breathing laborious, her body
responded, accepted, craved the depravity. With ease, he restrained her final wrist
as she screamed in protest, “Untie me!”

He said nothing.
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“Devin,” she shouted, her voice confused, shocked, breathlessly excited. She
pulled on the rope in all directions, finding little slack, let alone a means of
escape. Ripples of fiery lust and carnal suspense raced through her body. She was
a small “x” in the middle of a huge target. Helpless. Restrained. Completely at his
mercy. “Untie me.”

Without a word, he yanked two fluffy white pillows out from under her arms
as her body thrashed on the bed. With just enough slack in the rope, he propped
them under her hips, lifting her ass in the air.

“What are you doing?” She strained her neck to look back in time to see him
release his monstrous dick from his buckskins. Her eyes flared wide, body
stiffened, her butt cheeks clenched at the thought of what he was going to do.

“What do you think I’m going to do?” His dark gaze centered between her
spread thighs. He just stood there beside the bed, as though he delighted in
watching her squirm. The bastard. She watched, licked her lips while he stroked
his cock. It throbbed in anticipation, so enormously wide, terribly elongated, the
blue veins thick and bulging with blood. The flesh was deep red and velvety hot.
It had a determination of its own, as if it reached out to her in search of new
adventure, waited eagerly to claim its prize, the last of her innocence.

“No, Devin, you can’t. You’ll never fit. I’ll be ripped in two. I’ll never walk
again.”

He climbed on the bed, laughing. A deep, throaty laugh that sounded as sexy
as hell.

“I’m gonna fuck your ass, and you’re gonna enjoy it.” Her butt clenched. She
groaned from the stinging sensation as his splayed hands smoothed along her
hips, his thumbs grazing her buttocks as if checking his handiwork.

A sharp blow landed on her tender rump, and she cried out at the
pain/pleasure racing over her skin. Her soft, gasping wails went unheeded as
several more blows left their mark, heightened her lust to an intolerable level. Her
pussy was on fire, her engorged clit throbbing for release. Her breast swollen,
nipples ached with agonizing need as she squirmed against the bed. She wondered
if she could die for want of fulfillment, pleasure wantonly withheld.

He drove a finger in the hot wetness of her pulsating cunt, drenched with her
juices. Megan arched her back, crying out from the insane, torturous arousal
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spiraling through her weakened body. He pulled back and then thrust deep inside
her. He teased, probed, tortured her just enough to bring her close, never enough
to send her over. “You need to learn a lesson. Don’t ever run from me again.
Don’t tell me no.”

“I’'m sorry, Devin.” She clenched her vaginal muscles around his buried
finger, gripped him tightly, desperate to keep him buried. “It’ll never happen
again.” Her breathing fast, her hips shifted dying to bring his buried hand against
her clitoris. “You’re scaring me.”

“Trust me, Megan. | won’t hurt you.” His voice harsh, tortured, leaving her
unsure if she should believe him, believe he could control the hot need, the
intense sexuality that was so much a part of him, the carnal depravity darkening
his gaze.

“Damn, you’re so beautiful.” The bed sank under his weight as he moved
between her legs, running his hands along her back, over the curve of her
buttocks, and down the backs of her thighs. “Tied up, spread open, wet and hot,
and all mine for the taking.”

He leaned over, brushed her hair aside, his moist lips burned kisses at her
neck. His cock brushed against her ass, the heat of his hard arousal on her flesh
made her shudder. He caressed her breasts, milked the nipples with his fingers
until they were hard peaks, left her gasping for breath. His hand lowered, graced
the rounded globes that still burned from his deftly inflicted discipline, tender
touches, soothing, soft whispers upon her tender flesh.

Overcome by the sinful downfall he initiated, desperate to quench the
tumultuous ache, the unceasing throbbing he built between her thighs, she
pleaded, “Make me come. | can’t wait.”

“I’ll tell you when it’s time.” Her pitiful wail of disappointment echoed off the
walls when he pulled away. “You’re too horny. Too greedy.” He gripped her hips,
and she arched her back, expecting him to thrust his cock into her eagerly
awaiting pussy. “You haven’t learned your lesson.”

“Ahhh,” she sighed heavily feeling his hands lower to the slick crease propped
up by the pillows in sweet temptation. His fingers held her slick flesh open, his
tongue swept from her clit to her anus in a swift motion that had her careening out
of control. Once more, and she would come. One more lick of her clit, and she
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would fall apart, melt away and die. Instead, his pointy, devilish tongue swirled
through the swollen folds, penetrated the entrance to her vagina. Obviously,
sinfully aware she was on edge, never granted her the climax she sought. Her
whimpers needy, hungry, desperate to release the pressure building in her body,
she wiggled her pussy upward, pushed her clit closer toward his mouth.

His tongue moved upward, lured her in a wet temptation toward the forbidden
back entrance causing her to tremble with an alarming awareness that wracked her
body.

“Devin. Rosalinda, I’ll watch,” she panted frantically. His tongue stilled. “I’ll
do whatever you want.”

“Are you positive?” He sounded hurt, disappointed, his breath hot, heavy
against the cleft of her ass.

Unsure what she wanted, terrified of failing, disappointing him, she said
nothing.

“You want me doing this to her and not you?” He parted her cheeks and
speared the taboo hole with a deep plunge of his tongue, tearing a cry of pleasure
from her lips. “Taste her and not you?” he moaned against her pulsing flesh, his
heated breath sent ripples below the surface of her skin, flaming her passion.
“Pleasure her.” He buried a finger in her pussy. “Fuck her and not you.” He added
a second digit and began a hard, fast rhythm of strokes. “Are you that afraid of my
cock hurting you or do you just want it too damned much it scares you?”

Megan tugged on the ropes, heedless to the rough texture as her arms and legs
pulled in every direction, dying to get closer to the intimate kiss that felt more
wonderful, tempting than it should have. He thrust in tandem with his tongue in
her anus and fingers in her cunt, torturing her flesh with carnal delight, never
letting her tumble. Until she realized this, too, was part of her licentious
punishment.

“Oh, Devin,” she breathed, pushing back against his mouth. She felt the
building sensation start to take over. Oh God. Yes. She was almost there. He
withdrew. “No!”

“l don’t want her. | want you. | want this,” he groaned, voice a strangled plea.
Before she realized his carnal intent, a thick, juice-coated finger plunged into her
ass.
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The harsh invasion had her screaming at the pleasure and pain racing through
her system. Hot bolts of desire radiated from her anus as she felt him work the
knuckle past the tight ring of muscle.

“Relax,” he ordered softly, easing inside the exit. “Your ass is mine. Your
body is mine to do with as | please. Think of the pleasure. It will feel so good,
Megan, you’ll be begging me for it.”

Megan gasped for breath, her pussy gushed heatedly at the fiery pinch in her
rear, her muscles stretching for the heated invasion. She gave herself over to the
rage of lust, her body accepting him, the erotic invasion searing the depths of her
ass, blissfully aware soon it would be his cock.

“That’s it. Nice and slow.” He pressed deeper, worked his way inside her
patiently, until he stroked her slow and easy. “Loosen those ass muscles so | can
fuck you.”

Reality turned into a strange exhilarating, wickedly sinful pleasure. Stretched
and full, burning up with erotic flames, hot strokes of desire, she panted his name
as he brought her to fiery sensations she never believed possible. She moaned and
begged for more, writhed on his finger twisted and thrust in and out.

“You like it, baby. I knew you would.”

Her moans grew louder, and she almost missed the torment, needy desperation
to please her in his tone. She arched into him, thrashing her head side to side,
pushed back on the thick finger wedged inside her rectum.

“Come on, Megan, give it to me. Show me you want it.” He halted his strokes,
and she understood what he needed. Her acceptance, to know he was giving, not
just taking pleasure.

Unable to hold back, she shamelessly rocked against his hand. Slow at first,
until she found a nice tempo. Her hips worked up to a fever pitch that had her
moaning with lusty pleasure.

“Yeah, baby, that’s my girl,” Devin growled encouragingly.

Lost in the ecstasy, she rocked faster, pushed back harder, sinking his finger
deeper. He groaned deeply when she tightened her anal muscles around his finger.
Her cries of red-hot arousal filled the bedroom.

“You’re too tight now. When you can take all my fingers, my cock will fuck
your ass good and hard,” he warned harshly.
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“Not again,” she rasped at the loss when his hand left her anus, and cried out a
second later when it landed firmly on her rear. She reeled from the overriding
loss, fought the burning torment, the shameful pleasure stinging her cheeks. The
bed shifted as he swung his legs over the edge. Damn him. She was so close. He
denied her yet again. Amazed how exquisite, hot the lust flared through her
system at being taken in the ass. Even if he didn’t touch her clitoris, she would
have climaxed. Fucked is what she needed—an orgasm, not another spanking.

“Devin.” Her voice panted, pleadingly. She noticed him quickly undressing.
Thank you. “Hurry, | need you to make me come.”

“Not yet, Megan, you’ve been a naughty girl. Remember, you’re being
punished.”

Her eyes widened in shock and anticipation at the dark sensuality in his tone.
Her gaze dropped between his thighs. His grip was tight around the base of the
hard stalk that extended between his long muscled legs, a manly vision of fierce
temptation.

With two added pillows, he raised her upper body sufficiently for what he had
in mind. He positioned the engorged, pulsing head of his cock close to her face.
His fingers gripped her hair, pulled her head back. They locked eyes. She caught
sight of the wild, feral, purely sexual gleam in his gaze and moisture flowed from
deep in her womb.

“Open wide.” He ordered, and she obeyed.

She licked her lips when drops of pre-come leaked from the tiny slit on the
velvet soft tip. Starved for him, incapable of waiting to taste and lick him. Devour
his cock. Eat him whole. Her neck stretched out and her mouth closed over the
bulky head, buried it in a tight suckling motion.

“Make me come,” he continued. “You don’t get yours until after | do. Make it
good.”

She watched the lust wash over his face. His darkened gaze followed the
bulky outline beneath her cheek while she gobbled up more than half his beefy
cock down her throat. He knew what he was doing to her was exciting her like
never before.

No decent girl should, but she loved his domination. She needed to be at his
utter mercy in order to lose that barrier of control that tied her to her past. Forced
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to submit, do nasty, sinful things or else feeling shame and guilt for wanting to try
otherwise. At first, it terrified her. Not out of fear, but the unknown, a sinfully
carnal anticipation that left her pussy foaming. She was shocked to discover her
sexuality raged to the dark side of depravity, the forbidden. Her mind tried to
make sense of the inescapable, unexplainable intense sexual arousal, at taking
pleasure in pain. Her own helplessness, willingness to share him with another
woman, how insane was that? His refusal to her request was a wondrous joy.

“That’s it. Suck it, baby, good and hard,” he growled, brushing her hair off her
face. He stared down at her, his face aflame with lust while her mouth suckled his
manly flesh.

Anxious to please, she stretched her lips taut, taking more of his thick flesh
into the depths of her mouth.

“Give me what | want.” He cupped her breast, tweaked and pinched her hard
nipple. She groaned at the small prickle of pain, extra edge of lust. He moaned in
approval at the vibration around his flesh. Her mouth sucked hungrily. “Make me
come.”

“Suck it, baby. Harder.” His fingers tightened in her hair, turned her into a
wild, lust-starved woman. She tasted, licked, and nipped every thick, hard, virile
inch of his iron hard erection, slathered his balls until they glistened with her
saliva.

“Ohhh, hell, yes.” His expression was one of awe, appreciation, lust, and
satisfaction. She felt him tighten; thicken within the confines of her mouth. His
engorged scrotum tucked beneath her chin, the musky scent of his arousal heady,
captivating. Her tongue swept over the ultra-sensitive ridge along the head.
“You’re fucking killing me.”

Devin held her head both hands and shut his eyes while he fucked her mouth.
His heated thickness, glided smooth and fast between her lips. Gently she scraped
her teeth along his flesh, giving him the spike of roughness he told her rippled
from his cock, up his spine, and straight down to his toes. He groaned, gave a
final, hard push deep between her lips, burying almost every inch down her throat.
Her gag reflex milked him. Recalled what he taught her, she fought to keep his
cock within the tight confines of her throat.
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He growled a reminder, holding her head still. “Swallow.” His back stiffened
as the first spurting jet of his hot semen erupted from his cock, flooded her mouth
and shot down her throat. “Suck my cock. Drink my seed.”

She felt his entire body shuddered violently as she continued to suckle his
hard flesh, swallow his precious nectar. Her lips tightening around his throbbing
flesh until he pulled back moments later. His cock had hardly diminished.

“Shit, Megan, you’re getting better each day. I can’t wait till tomorrow.”

“My turn,” she said breathlessly, gazing up at him. She licked her swollen lips
seductively, hoping to refresh his memory regarding returning the favor.

Swiftly, he changed positions, brushing the tip of his glistening cock over her
ass. He growled desperately, “Dammit, | want your ass so bad.”

“Devin,” was all she said a moment before he impaled her quivering pussy
with one savage thrust that propelled her into a fiery wave of explosions, had her
shamelessly crying out at the wickedly hot, intense, searing release seemingly
flowing endlessly.

The room teemed with sexual scents and sounds, their sweat-glistened bodies
slapped ruthlessly against each other once he cut the ropes free. Grunts, moans,
and shouts of pleasure mingled as his cock slammed into her. He gripped her
bucking hips, showed her no mercy. Gave her what she asked, needed, begged
him for and more. Her head thrashed in the crumpled sheets. Harder and harder,
he plunged into her flesh until they tumbled together into a sated heap of ecstasy.

By the time they fell into each other’s arms, she lost count of the intense
climaxes that shattered through her body. As sleep slowly took her, she lay curled
against Devin, already deep in slumber. The blissful replay in her mind of
begging him to fuck her ass while on all fours, her cunt hovering over his face. He
obliged by easing two fingers inside the back entrance while working two fingers
in her pussy. Devin drove her into a heated, crazed frenzy by the double
penetration while his mouth sucked on her clit. She groaned all over his hard flesh
as she tried to lick his balls and jerk off his cock. Unable to feel beyond her pelvic
region, she gave up trying to make him come. Her last memory before she finally
dozed off was of crying out at the exquisite pleasure.

* k% * %
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Drowsily, Devin pried one eye half open. Megan, snuggled against him, came
into focus. A scant second later, all senses were on heightened alert as a male
voice called from outside. The distinct scrape of the front door opening brought
Devin’s head snapping upward.

Instinctively, he reached over for one of his Colts he’d left on the table next to
the bed, always within easy reach.

One foot already firmly planted on the floor and the arm curled under Megan,
ready to toss her out of harm’s way if need be. The footsteps warned him
someone was on the other side of their bedroom door.

* k% * %

“Megan?” Caleb’s worried voice drifted into the room as he opened the
bedroom door. “Are you here?”

With one foot inside the room, the man’s jaw dropped, eyes flared. Devin
watched the shock turn to outrage on his face. Caleb’s eyes narrowed, roved over
the scene, from Megan to Devin, the ropes on the floor, then finally to Megan
again.

For a gut-wrenching moment, Devin was grateful Megan was asleep, didn’t
think she could survive the look of disappointment, contempt and a host of other
emotions aimed at her. If Caleb made a wrong move, Devin was ready for him.
From the way his body strung tight with fury, he doubted Caleb could move.

It seemed Pretty Boy either failed to notice or plum didn’t care a gun was
pointed at him. Instead, he just stared miserably at Megan’s naked flesh. He could
tell she had been fucked good and hard.

Carefully, Devin eased his arm from under Megan. She moaned softly in her
sleep, curled into a ball in the warm spot he just vacated. Her round bottom, still
flushed from her earlier punishment, stared back at Caleb, and Devin couldn’t
help but wonder what the other man was thinking as his blue eyes widened,
darkened with anger.

Devin put the Colt away, jerked on his breeches, and shrugged into his shirt,
clearing his throat in the process.
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“l...1...” Caleb paused, and shook his head. Disgust hardened his face. He
glared angrily at Devin. “The girls. | brought Emma and Shelby home.”

Devin ran a hand through his hair, frustrated and mad at himself for
forgetting.

Caleb’s attention dropped back to Megan. “Rosalinda asked if I could bring
them home.” His voice cold, bitter, his expression pained. “They hadn’t been
picked up I...1 thought something happened.”

“Thanks,” Devin replied conversationally, studying Caleb’s reaction.

With his hand on the glass doorknob, Caleb took a deep breath. He glanced at
Devin, then Megan once more. The disappointment shone heavy in his eyes. His
brows drew in a tight scowl. He turned to leave.

“Wait. | was gonna come looking for you. I need to talk to you.”

* Xk Kk %

For a troubled moment, Caleb didn’t know whether to welcome the
opportunity to stay without question or take his packed bags and leave Tejas the
instant he returned home. Megan lying naked on the bed was a sight he dreamt of
for years. A nightly dream where he was by her side, not some vile, vicious
murderer. He felt his throat go dry. The bittersweet thought left him with a heavy,
aching heart. A deep misery tore at his soul.

He’d loved her since the moment he laid eyes on her. That would never
change. To him, she would always be his. Reality was glaring in his face, though,
flaming his agonizing resentment. Did she really want this other man? Had she
experienced pleasure sharing his bed?

The telling smell of sex hung heavily in the air, shone in the afterglow upon
her face, told him she at least had given herself to him. Was this their first time?
He prayed to God it was. His hope of a future together faded before his eyes.

Skin was pale, appeared as silky soft as he remembered. Only now, the firm
mounds on her backside were marred with a peculiar flush. There was faint
bruising on her wrists and ankles, as though... His gaze dropped to the pieces of
rope thrown about and then cut sharply to Devin, sitting beside the bed, stuffing
his overgrown foot into a moccasin.
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Caleb felt his entire body stiffen, his blood race, his heart pound, his fist
clench. Bastard. Heathen. Doer of all things evil. He grimaced. he wanted to
believe that only by force did Devin take her. The rough bastard didn’t know a
lady should be treated gently, like the delicate creature she was.

Megan seemed to purr and stretch out like a cat. She rolled on her back,
sprawled out on the bed, exposing her charms. His pulse raced, his cock grew
hard instantly. Her pert breasts reached skyward with each deep breath in total
slumber.

He gaze raked over her delicate slimness. He struggled against the instinctive
desire overshadowing the rage tensing his body. She looked so beautiful, sweet
and innocent. His attention settled on the tender flesh between her well-formed,
slender thighs. Her pussy was a deep red, swollen as though it suffered through a
severe fucking, hard and selfishly, without tenderness or love, with only the
cruelty of male gratification in mind. Those nether lips glistened with his semen.
A jealous fury ate at Caleb.

Devin covered Megan with a quilt he picked up from the floor. At least the
no-account had the decency to do that, Caleb concluded.

Begrudgingly, Caleb followed him outside.

“Devin,” the girls both exclaimed happily, seeing them as they stepped off the
porch and started down the path. Emma stopped pushing Shelby on the swing.
Emma hurried toward him. Shelby jumped off the swing and ran past her big
sister.

“Sorry, girls, for not picking you up at school. Megan is napping right now. If
both of you go inside and stay real quiet so’s she can sleep while | talk to...” he
paused, tilted his head in Caleb’s direction, and continued, “him, we’ll go into
town for supper. How’s that sound?”

With a heavy sigh, Caleb rolled his eyes. He assumed the legendary outlaw
could not commit to memory the name of a man he almost shot in cold blood two
weeks ago.

“Oh, goodie.” Shelby hopped up and down.

Emma, more sedate, nodded her head excitedly. “Can we get candy?” she
asked with a twinkle in her eye.

“You can have anything you want as long as | don’t hear a peep outta ya’ll.”
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“Yippee,” they shouted, skipping down the rock-lined gravel path. Devin
grinned when they quieted down once they reached the steps.

Caleb cringed inwardly. Candy was bad for kids, but who was he to speak up?
He wasn’t their father. Not even a stepfather, or better yet, their brother. Though
they continued to call him Uncle Caleb, he was no longer welcomed in their
home. He was nothing to them. Not anymore.

“| fail to comprehend what business you and I can possibly discuss,” Caleb
said with extreme indignation when Devin gestured to follow him toward the
barn.

“That’s where you’re wrong. You and | have lots in common.” Devin turned
on his heel, and walked away.

After a moment, Caleb followed, bitterness eating away at him.

When he entered the barn, Caleb noticed Devin bend over and pick up what
appeared to be left of Megan’s dress. Hatred boiled his blood. The black garment
had been ripped to shreds.

With growing contempt, Caleb stood a few feet beyond the entrance, eyed
Devin cautiously. Next, Devin retrieved a slipper from a pile of hay inside an
empty stall, then he found another atop an old whiskey barrel. He placed both on
a shelf, along with the dress.

Caleb didn’t know what was going on, but whatever it was, he didn’t like it.
Not one damned bit. Megan couldn’t possibly choose this man over him.

Devin strolled throughout the barn aimlessly, picking up this and that, then
putting it back down, as if stalling for time. As Devin moved, Caleb slowly
followed, not taking his eyes off him. Devin carried a good hundred pounds or so
more than he, with nothing to lose, Caleb willingly faced fear head-on. Unarmed,
he had no call to carry a weapon. He led a good life, hadn’t an enemy in the
world—until now.

“You got it hard for Megan,” Devin said, plain as day, coming to a halt. He
took a casual stance, leaned a shoulder against a beam several feet to Caleb’s
right.

Their eyes locked. Caleb failed to get a read on him. His eyes were
expressionless. No emotion at all flickered in the silver depths. His calm tone held
no clue as to his intentions.
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“My feelings for her are of no concern of yours.” Caleb kept his voice just as
even, fighting the furious urge to attack and defend what should rightly be his.

“| say they are.”

“Despite the absurdity of purchasing a human, as you so claim, it does not
automatically entitle you to their emotions. Only physically do you have some
sort of hold over her. What Megan and | have will last an eternity. When she’s
free of you, I’ll be waiting.”

“Wrong again.”

Caleb’s eyes narrowed. His jaw tightened from the rage searing his soul.
Despite his church upbringing, the hatred he felt for the man standing in front of
him could not be dismissed.

“Megan says she’s in love. That gal can’t get enough of me.” Devin grabbed
his crotch and lewdly rearranged himself.

What a crude, audacious beast, Caleb reflected with loathing.

“Wants me to fuck her morning, noon, and night. I’ve never seen a wilder filly
when she latches on to my cock. Can suck your coffers dry. Then again, you
wouldn’t know, seeing how she only let you finger-fuck her.”

Caleb blazed with fury at the speck of mockery in his tone. Apparently,
Megan revealed the precious moments they shared long ago. His stomach churned
with horrific hatred, yet his tone remained reserved. “A gentleman should never
discuss intimacies.”

Devin let out a deep, raunchy chuckle. “If being a gentleman means missing
out on sweet pussy like that, hell, you go right on being a helluva gentleman. I’d
rather fuck her.”

With a roar, Caleb charged toward Devin, lunged in the air. They both landed
with a grunt.

* k*x k%

For a second time, Devin granted this man more than anyone prior, except
perhaps Megan. That was the opportunity to actually hurt him, cause him physical
harm.
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First, he backed away from a gunfight and let Caleb live. This time, he
permitted Caleb to release the deep-rooted aggression he harbored since the day
they met. The punches didn’t worry Devin none. Leaving his holster and knives
on the small table in the bedroom, aware Pretty Boy didn’t carry a firearm, he
didn’t expect his life to be in any real danger.

He blocked most of the blows with his elbows and forearms. A few found
their way to his face, but even that was tougher than leather and withstood the
pain.

Pretty Boy possessed muscle beneath that citified suit.

There was some real effort delivered behind each powerful strike which Devin
hadn’t fully expected, but found to his liking.

It didn’t take too long for him to grow tired of being punched, kicked, jabbed,
and prodded without returning a single blow in return.

Devin grabbed hold of Caleb’s arms as the man started to jab a right, then a
swift left. He twisted a leg over Caleb, immobilized the other man’s legs. It
required most of his strength to regain the upper hand. With a short grunt of
considerable effort, he straddled Caleb and held his arms out to the sides.

“Is it out of your system so’s we can really talk now?” Devin’s grip tightened
on Caleb’s arms as he continued to squirm and kick.

“There’s nothing to discuss with the likes of you,” he bit back fiercely. With a
sharp jerk forward, Caleb slammed his head into Devin’s, busting his bottom lip.

“Shit, that hurt.” Devin licked the blood dribbling down his chin. “If you’re
not careful, I might start to get mad.”

“I’m past mad.” Caleb kicked his legs up, then brought them down quickly.
Devin was more than amazed to find himself tossed off in the process. Jumping to
his feet, Caleb stood, fists raised in a ready stance.

Out of arms’ reach, Devin rolled to his feet, held up both hands as if in
submission. Caleb wasn’t even winded, he noted. A damn good sign.

“Dammit, I’m not here to fight you.” Devin moved his voice up an octave,
took on an assertive tone.

“Only fight with your weapons,” Caleb muttered angrily, swept a glance of
disgust up and down his rival. “Shoot unarmed men, eh?”
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Devin couldn’t help but grin. The man had balls, proof he had made the right
decision.

“Now, | wouldn’t want to harm Megan’s future husband,” Devin admitted
seriously as he watched the shock registering on Caleb’s face.

DEVIL’S PACT

END OF PART 1
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