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Chapter 1



Levi Lenox stepped in his closet and grabbed the first clean white T-shirt he saw. He hurried to put in on as he heard an impatient knock. Apparently never one to be out of character, his brother, Devlin, didn’t wait for an invite before swinging the bedroom door open. 

“She’s using Leo’s shower right now, but she’ll be out in a few minutes. Get your ass out here right now before she comes out,” his brother spoke low. 

“All right, I’m ready.”

Levi followed him to the dining room table where five of his other brothers sat waiting. Byron was the only one absent from this improv emergency meeting, having just gone to bed an hour before after conducting a full night of ranch duties. 

Levi felt fired up for the day. He had a really good feeling that it would be his turn to get to know Scarlett as well as Leo and Rhett had. 

“It’s nice of you to join us, Levi,” Leo said sarcastically from the head of the table. 

“I was just setting some stuff up for later on this afternoon,” he said as he took his seat in the middle of his identical triplet brothers, Sonny and Rhett. “I think this idea we’ve come up with is going to make everything even better for Scarlett.”

“Yes,” Sonny agreed, his blond waves shaking slightly as he nodded his head. “By her taking a day to get to know us with a little one-on-one time, we’ll be helping with her confidence concerning this relationship she’s been suddenly thrust into.”

“Exactly.” Leo stood up from his chair then leaned forward with his palms resting on the table. His face was all business, but Levi could detect a hint of worry in his features. With someone plotting to kill their newly claimed mate, he’d be made of stone not to be worried. But all seven of them were willing to run head-on into a bullet in order to keep their beautiful Scarlett Rose safe. “Sexually, that little girl can fuck like an angel. She’s proven she can handle fucking us all together. But this isn’t about that. After sex, any kind of sex, most women crave security and stability from their partners. We haven’t had very much time with her, but we all have to make the effort to open up to her. She won’t trust any of us unless we show her what makes us vulnerable. Now, everyone at this table has secrets that they are keeping from Scarlett. But from now on, there will be no more secrets. That woman is our mate, and she deserves to really see us for who we are.”

The thought of revealing his inner secrets gave him an anxiety migraine, but Levi knew Leo was right. They had to keep their mate happy. She had given them the precious gift of her virginity after giving her trust to them just hours upon meeting. Scarlett deserved everything they could fight to give her. 

“Denzel, what time does Scarlett plan to call her father today about meeting with him?” Leo asked. 

“Once she gets out of the shower, I’ll be helping her.”

Leo nodded then turned to Levi. “Levi, you’ll be the next to spend alone time with Scarlett.”

Fuck yes!

“It seems like you two have the most in common, and with how stressed she is right now, it may do her good to be around a free spirit. Your job today will be taking her mind off of everything in Dallas.” Leo stood straight and crossed his arms over his chest, his muscles flexing with every movement. “As for the rest of us, take today to get out of the house as much as you can. Run errands, go grab a beer, whatever. If you have to be here on the ranch, let’s please all do our best to keep a low profile.” Leo’s eyes jumped from brother to brother, his stance authoritative and maybe just a tad intimidating, Levi had to admit. “Does everyone understand?”

“Yes,” they all answered to their big brother. 

















Chapter 2



“Oh, sugar honey iced tea!” Scarlett Rose cursed angrily. She’d
just gotten out of the shower, and she loved to keep her robe on while
doing her makeup. One of the horses had walked by the window on her left, and its shadow nearly gave her a heart attack. She’d jumped
so hard she smeared the eyeliner she was applying.


What was frustrating was it was the third time in the last ten
minutes that something harmless spooked her. Paranoia
threatened to drive her mad.


Since being pushed from the cliff across the ranch six nights ago
by her gold-digging stepmother, it seemed danger and death were
constantly knocking on her door. She’d also been poisoned by another
mystery woman and discovered her apartment in Dallas had been
completely wiped out of personal possessions and with them any
evidence they could have hoped for.


Grunting in frustration, she vigorously rubbed the black smear
beneath her eye.


Oh, how she couldn’t wait to have all this crap behind her. All the traumatic experiences were getting to her brain. But she tried to keep in mind that once it was all finally settled, she could finally live happily with her seven new mates, make a home, a family, a life…

A smiling, lightly tanned Denzel appeared in her reflection as he walked in the door holding a steaming-hot cup of black coffee, no cream or sugar—just the way she liked it. It was in the ceramic burnt orange University of Texas mug she’d come to prefer since moving in a house full of die-hard ESPN watchers. Being in hiding during football season apparently had its perks. 

“Good morning, Scarlett,” greeted Denzel in his smooth, husky Southern drawl. He always said her name so formally, as if it were a royal title of some sort.

Denzel’s towering six-two frame took up the entire doorway, and his short, dark hair was freshly groomed. But even as he spoke, she could hardly keep her eyes off his naked, tan, chiseled torso when he walked through the door. His dark-washed jeans clung to his thick, muscular thighs, and her nipples immediately responded, hardening against the soft cotton of the robe she wore. Desire pooled in her fresh panties. Knowing he’d likely be able to smell her soon, she instinctively pressed her knees together. 

When she looked up in to his jade-green eyes, he gave her a knowing smirk, the faint lines around his eyes only slightly appearing. The Lenox brother signature. Then she licked her own lips as she looked down at his, so full and tempting and—

“You’re staring, darlin’. Again.”

She snapped her attention away from his inviting mouth. “What?” His words registered, and she shrugged before turning back to the mirror. “Surprised you’re not used to it by now.” Then she returned her attention back to the mascara she had been applying before he walked in.

“Are you ready to make that phone call to your father?”

Scarlett turned back to her reflection and grabbed a tissue to wipe away more makeup that had smudged under her eyes during sex. “I’m ready. So far, we know my father works at that tall building across
from the Nasher Sculpture Center.”

“The Trammell Crow Center.”

“Yeah, that one. Well, I need to contact him to let him know I want to talk to him. I need to tell him about his evil wife. Once he finds out she hired his male nurse to kill me, whom she also happens to be screwing on a regular basis, he’s sure to kick her to the curb. Do we have enough to go off of?”

He tilted his head to his bedroom. “If you’ll follow me.”

They walked into his light-blue-and-gray-themed bedroom. Denzel’s room reflected his cool exterior, the colors relaxing and precise. He sat at his corner desk and opened his white laptop. Then he typed the words “Rose, Trammell Crow Center, Dallas” into the search engine, and several links popped up.

The very first one was a link to Dallas Rose Public Relations, and Denzel clicked on it. It was a very elaborate, sophisticated Web site.

“Click here, please,” she asked, pointing to the “About” tab. A picture of the man in her locket popped up, and underneath the caption read, “Charlie Rose, CEO and founder of Dallas Rose Public Relations.”

“Looks like we found your pops.” Denzel smiled over his shoulder at her. “Now what?”

Scarlett released a long sigh and straightened, crossing her arms over her full chest as she stared at the computer screen. “I’ll call him and ask if I can see him tomorrow. Can I use your cell phone?”

He pulled the phone out of his back pocket and handed it to her. She dialed the number given on the computer screen and waited for it to ring.

“Thank you for calling Dallas Rose Public Relations. How may I direct your call?” asked a chipper, feminine voice on the other line.

“Yes, ma’am, can I be transferred to Charlie Rose, please?”

“May I ask who is calling and what this is in reference to?”

“This is Scarlett. I want to talk to him about something very urgent. It concerns the business.” She focused on choosing her words carefully as she spoke. 

“Good morning, Miss Scarlett. Your father has been looking for you since yesterday. I’ll get him on the line for you. One moment, please.”

Denzel gave her a questioning look, and she gave him a thumbs-up to let him know it was going smoothly so far. He motioned for her to hand him the phone, and then he set it to speaker so he could hear it, too.

“Scarlett, my dear?”

For a moment, she froze at the sound of the elderly man’s voice. Having contact with someone she knew before the cliff fall was much weirder than she had thought it would be. But she had to admit to herself that it felt good, nonetheless. 

“Hello? Scarlett, can you hear me?”

“Scarlett,” Denzel whispered low and touched her hand, pulling her back from her thoughts.

“Y–Yes. Hello, Father.”

“Father?” he asked in a surprised tone then chuckled. He sounded amused and a bit confused. “I believe you’ve called me ‘Daddy’ since it was your first word as a baby.”

A dry, nervous knot formed in her throat, and she struggled to swallow past it to speak. From now on, she needed to be much more general with what she said to others from her past until she had most of the facts of her previous life straightened out. Denzel got her attention then pointed at the phone, indicating for her to continue. 

“Of course, Daddy. How are you?”

“I’m doing okay, baby. How’s the new deal going in the Hamptons?”

“The Hamptons?”

She looked at Denzel for an answer, and he nodded and mouthed, “Good.”

“The deal’s going good, Daddy. But I plan to come back to Dallas tonight. Do you have time to see me?”

“Tonight? Hmm, well, Alisa needs me to sign off on a few invoices tonight. We’re meeting with the wedding planner.”

“Wedding planner?” So he and this Alisa witch weren’t legally married yet…

“Yes, baby. Now keep in mind the wedding is only five days away. You don’t have much more time to figure out what you’re going to wear. And Alisa wanted me to remind you to please respect her wishes when it comes to the dress code.”

Denzel gave her a confused look, and she shrugged her shoulders. Oh, this she just had to hear. “What dress code, Daddy?”

Her father let out a frustrated sigh before replying. “Scarlett, my dear, have you been using that leather Marc Jacobs planner I bought you for Christmas? You’ve only begged for it every year since you started working here five years ago, and now you don’t even use the damn thing. You really have the worst memory. ”

Denzel covered his mouth to muffle his chuckle, and Scarlett softly slapped his shoulder and rolled her eyes.

“Alisa wants all the women in long, black turtleneck dresses with long sleeves. She thinks it will be elegant,” he continued.

With that, Denzel all but ran back to the restroom to break out into hysterical laughter. All she could do was shake her head. This woman was much more unbelievable than she had thought. On top of being a psycho, evidently she was also a bit of an attention whore. 

“Yes, Daddy, that does sound quite elegant.” Denzel walked back into the room with a grin still spread across his face. “How about tomorrow? Will you be free for lunch?”

“That will be great, baby.”

“Crispy tacos, right? With guacamole?” she asked, recalling the vision she’d had the previous day. She had seen them dining on Mexican food in his study.

“You’re too good to me, Scarlett, dear. I’ll see you tomorrow around noon.”

“Good-bye, Daddy.”

Denzel took the phone from her and pressed the red button. “That actually went pretty well.” He sat in his desk chair and pulled her on his lap. She collapsed on his hard, masculine thighs and let out the nervous breath she had been holding. Although the phone call was over, her adrenaline was still pumping through her veins as she focused on settling her nerves.

“I guess I’m going back to Dallas tomorrow.” Her head rested on his wide shoulder, and she wrapped her arms around his thick neck. “I can’t wait until this is all over so we can start our lives together.”

“Just like fate planned.” His long fingers combed through her hair lovingly as he allowed her to rest on him like that.

“Just like fate planned,” she repeated, smiling. “Then I won’t have to constantly look over my shoulder, I can move my stuff in, I can officially become a Lenox, and we can start…” Her words trailed at the sweet image that popped in her mind. Would they have a boy or a girl?

“Trying for a baby?” he finished for her. When she nodded, he placed his large hand on her head. “I can’t wait.”















Chapter 3



The teal teakettle whistled from the kitchen stove. She’d just waved goodbye to the twins, who were going into town for ranch supplies. Leo and the triplets had all headed out as well while Byron slept in his bed.

“Scarlett!” Levi called from outside. He sounded excited about something out there, so she placed the kettle on a cool burner then turned the stove off. Her afternoon tea would have to wait until she found out what her blond cowboy was up to. If there was anything to stop in her tracks for, it was to see what would get her flirty mate so excited.

She walked to the front window and peeked through the thick burgundy curtains. There was no one there when she tried to look around the pastures, so she stepped out onto the porch and down the steps. A whistle came from behind the house, and suddenly Levi rode toward her on top of Wayne, giving her that amazing smile of his.

“You’re soaking wet,” he pointed out as he brought the black stallion to a stop in front of her. He laughed when she arched an eyebrow suggestively. “I mean your hair. Wanna hop on with me and air dry in the sun?” His attention shifted to her exposed upper chest peeking through the robe.

“Of course I would. But I need to go change.” She was still wearing her robe twenty minutes after getting out of the shower.

“Just come like that. All the boys think you could use a little fun today, so they left us alone until dinner. Come on,” he urged and held out a hand.

She took it and allowed him to hoist her on top of the horse to sit in front of him. Before she could settle her butt comfortably on top of the saddle, Levi pulled her robe down her shoulders, exposing her from her hips on up.

“Levi!” she scolded as she whipped her head over her right shoulder to give him a dirty look. Levi’s hands held her arms down before she even realized he had moved. “Let me go, Levi. I’m not comfortable like this at all.” Her struggles proved useless against his incredible strength.

“Darlin’, can you just do me a favor and give it a chance?” he whispered in her ear, his warm breath sending tingles down her spine. 

Fighting with him wasn’t going to happen after he whispered softly to her in that way. Her pussy grew wet with his words, and his giant hard-on, she now realized, was pressing against her ass. He didn’t wait for her response before kicking Wayne into action.

As they rode through the ranch, the cool autumn breeze enveloped her from head to toe. Her skin chilled and goose bumps covered every exposed area. 

“Lean back a little,” Levi urged her, gently pulling her shoulders back against him until she rested against his hard chest. 

She told herself to relax and try out Levi’s suggestion. Her eyes drifted closed for a few moments as they trotted along the land. The soft rocking of the horse was relaxing, and the warmth of the sun evaporated the water on her body as they made their way out farther into the open field behind the house.

Her eyes shot open when she felt a rough palm gently cover her left breast. “You look beautiful in the sunlight like this.”

She smiled at his words and scooted a little closer back against him. He twisted and tightened his grip on the reins in his left hand then made a certain whistle at Wayne, making him trot a little faster. When she felt him shift behind her, she lifted up a little and turned to see what he was doing. He stripped off his tight brown T-shirt and threw it on the passing ground. Then he pulled her back against him, the heat of his skin seeping into hers, soothing her aching muscles, and tightening the knot in her core. Feeling a little more comfortable being naked outside, she pulled apart the bottom of her robe so that her pussy could sunbathe as well.

“Mmm,” he growled in her ear then pressed his hard cock against her back more. “You have the prettiest pussy I’ve ever seen. I love the way you keep it trimmed for me. It’s like a work of art.”

Her thighs tensed a little as she watched his right hand move from her breast, down the sensitive side of her ribs, along the shape of her rounded hips, and to her inner thigh. She hissed and arched her body. The way she reacted to the Lenox brothers was almost embarrassing at times. They hardly had to brush against her before she’d be on the edge of orgasm.

“Sweet pussy,” he murmured in her ear before his rough fingertips gently glided over her the short hair covering her slit and swelling clit. His fingers glided back down to her pussy opening and collected a little of her cream there. When he brought his fingers to her lips, she obediently opened her mouth and sucked his fingers for a taste of herself. The sweet, warm flavor sparked against her tongue and made her nipples harden against the open air. “Tastes like honey, don’t it?”

His right hand dropped back down to her empty cunt, and the heat of his large palm covered her mound. It moved in a slow circular motion, spreading her abundant juices over her short curls. The pressure against her clit caused her to cry out, needing something to fill her. As if reading her mind, he slowly dipped a single thick finger inside her moist folds. She bucked against his hand, immediately begging for more of him. Cream covered his finger as he pushed it in and out, and soon he added a second finger. Light kisses danced along the right side of her neck as his soft lips skimmed across her skin, sending electric sparks to every warm place of her body. “More,” she groaned. Just moments before, she was shivering in the cool air, but now she was breaking into a light sweat as Levi’s hands ignited an intense inferno of burning lust. 

His loud growl told her he wanted her. Lying against him naked in the autumn sun was like paradise, a much needed escape from the insanity that had been her life for the past week. Levi smelled as good as ever—clean Ivory soap, new leather, and fresh-cut grass, just like a real cowboy should smell. His hard, thick muscles protected her as he held her tight along their horseback ride. When she heard him pull his zipper down, she knew he was fishing his huge cock out of his tight blue jeans. The velvety skin of his shaft caressed her lower back and made her groan in response.

“Fuck,” he whispered then began gyrating lightly against her from behind. 

Wayne never slowed a step as Levi used his free hand to turn her around until she faced him. Levi smiled down at her then pressed his lips against hers. The taste of his skin had her scooting her pussy closer to his waiting cock. His tongue slipped between her lips and hooked along the inside of her upper lip. As they kissed, his hand reached under her ass then lowered her pussy onto his stiff cock. They both moaned as his thick cock filled her to the max. He allowed her to pause a moment to adjust to his massive size before he grabbed her hip and pulled her along his length. 

“Ride that cock, baby. Fuck yeah, just like that, darlin’.” 

He captured a beaded nipple in his mouth as she rode his big cock. His hair smelled so good as she rested her cheek against the side of his head. He held her tight, and she had no fear he would ever let her go or put her in harm’s way. He loved her, and she felt it every time he impaled her body with his beautiful cock. 

“I love you,” he said softly against her shoulder then gently kissed her there.

“I love you, too, Levi.”

When his mouth returned to her breast and he sucked her left nipple hard, she combusted. Her head fell back, and she screamed out Levi’s name in ecstasy while her pussy milked his cock.

“Yeah, darlin’, come all over my cock. Get it nice and wet for me, baby.”

She rode out her climax for several moments before she felt Levi’s body stiffen against hers. He pumped his hot seed into her, grabbing the back of her hair roughly as he jerked into her. She then relaxed against him, and they slowly trotted along the field, both enjoying their post-orgasmic buzzes while still connected as one.

He whistled short and quick, and Wayne stopped in his tracks. At that moment, everything was perfect. She felt like she was a million miles away from Texas and all her troubles.

“I’m all dry now,” she said, looking up at him.

“I can do something about that,” he replied then kissed her.



* * * *



It was nice to have his mate naked and natural against him without her mentioning her lack of makeup or a hair brush. This was exactly the way he liked her, the same way she was when he first laid eyes on her through the shower window. Naked as the day she was born, wet hair, fresh, beautiful face.

Every day, she’d wake up and use what she had to pretty herself up. But to Levi, she was most stunning without anything at all. Just her perfectly creamy skin, wild raven hair, and ruby-red lips.

They rode over to the back of the field where he’d spent all morning setting up a pallet and picnic for her. His heart skipped when she squealed in delight at the blanket he had spread out. There was also a radio playing some of Scarlett’s favorite old Western songs, thanks to Rhett’s help with that. His brother had taught her a lot about music while they were on their road trip a couple of days before.

After zipping his jeans back up, he hopped off the horse then helped Scarlett down, still naked from head to toe.

He laid her on the plaid quilt then lay beside her on his stomach. His hand rubbed her flat, pale tummy while he gazed in her blue eyes. 

“I can’t wait until you remember more about your life before. I want to know everything there is to know about you.”

“You and me both.” Her small fingers combed the waves hanging in front of his eyes. “It’s actually been pretty nice to kind of start over in my own way, you know? At least for now.” When she talked, she’d occasionally swipe her pink tongue along her red lips, which proved to be very distracting. Not that her being naked wasn’t doing that already.

“Well, just know that you can be whoever you want to be when you’re with us. So long as you don’t go sleeping around on us.”

“Is that what you think?” she asked as if surprised, sitting up on her elbows. Then she gave him a slight glare. “Something tells me you don’t trust me, Levi Lenox. I just knew you were too good to be true.”

“Scarlett,” he called as she got to her feet and began walking away. He couldn’t help but laugh at how cute her little butt looked as she stomped along, her arms crossed in front of her chest. “Scarlett, get back here. That’s not what I meant.”

When she didn’t so much as glance his way, he knew just what he had to do to get her undivided attention. He walked over to Wayne and reached into the black leather saddlebag. He pulled out the thick rope he found inside and entwined one end around his hand. He kept his focus on the mighty fine prize stomping away from him as he twirled the rope overhead then threw it out.

“Score,” he whispered to himself when the loop fell perfectly down her body to rest on her shapely hips.

“Levi!” she screamed out and twirled around to face him. 

Shock was written all over her face, which made him chuckle to himself a little. She was so damn cute when she was fired up like this. When she pulled back against the rope, he reined it in closer. She screamed and cursed as her heels dug in the ground. Afraid to put marks on her porcelain skin, he hooked the end of the rope around the horn of the saddle sitting on Wayne’s back.

He jogged over to her and held her from behind as she struggled against his strength. His cock hardened immediately as her sexy ass rubbed vigorously against his crotch. 

“Just wait until I get my hands free, Levi Lenox!”

“Hmm, guess we can’t be having that.” 

He avoided her kicking feet as best he could as he lifted and carried her back to the quilt with the rope still hanging from her waist.

“You can’t just bully me around because you’re bigger than me,” she argued as he began tying the rope around her wrists in intricate Boy Scout knots. 

Of course, he’d never force her to do something she didn’t want, but he still had to ensure his own safety. Those little feet of hers were coming dangerously close to his family jewels, and he refused to take chances on something painfully awful happening. He moved down her body and tied more knots around both her ankles, making sure there was just enough slack for her to move around a little.

“If you don’t fight it, you won’t have so many red marks on that pretty skin of yours.”

“And what if I do stop struggling?”

He thought about that for a moment before responding. He stood up and looked down at her, naked and tied up in rope, just waiting to be fucked hard while she lay there helpless. The tiny pink nubs at the tips of her breasts stood to attention in the Texas country breeze. Then his cock jumped in delight when his gaze dropped to the short, trimmed curls of her hot cunt. Trickles of her sweet honey glistened from her inner thighs, and he inhaled her musky scent as his eyes briefly drifted closed. There was no getting over that addictive smell.

“You won’t stop because you like it.”

Her face went blank for a second then a slow smile formed across her luscious lips. “I keep forgetting I can’t be a tease around you boys. You always know when I want you.” She bit down on her lip as she looked him over. “So, cowboy, you have me where you want me. Now what?”

Without a word, he knelt down and untied the knots around her ankles so she would be able to spread her smooth legs wide while still having the restraints attached to her wrists. Once her pussy was spread open under the daylight sun, he took a moment to admire his handiwork. His bull fought to bust out, growling deep, as a drop of thick cream fell from her pussy and down to her tight, pink asshole.

Suddenly, he changed his mind. He didn’t want to fuck her juicy cunt anymore. He wanted to fuck her tight ass.



* * * *



It was a little embarrassing how he was just standing there looking down at her like that. She was as naked as a jaybird with her pussy on great display for anyone around to see. Thankfully, there wasn’t.

“Oh!” she gasped.

A low grumble vibrated around her as he closed his eyes and then released his short horns. When he opened his eyes, they were blazing burnt orange with lust and hunger. He toed off his cowboy boots then took off his hat before moving on to his tight, faded jeans. Soon, she was staring at six foot two inches of hard cowboy, stiff and ready for her. He fisted his long cock in his big hand as he gently tugged on his heavy balls with the other.

“Yumm,” she moaned when she saw a clear drop of pre-cum form at the purple tip. “Can I have a taste before we start?”

His eyes lit up like a schoolboy’s at her suggestion. With her wrists still bound together, she sat up to a sitting position as he came to stand in front of her. Opening her mouth and sticking out her tongue, she gave him the silent invitation to be inside her. 

His balls rested on her exposed, wet tongue, and he let out a long, satisfied groan. The salty-sweet taste spread through her mouth as she gently licked along the sac. Ever-so-gently sucking each ball into her mouth at a time, she flicked her tongue along the surfaces at a quick speed while she kept her suction soft. His fingers weaved through her hair, and it was clear he was enjoying the attention she gave him. After releasing them from her mouth, she slowly and teasingly licked him from the underside of the base to the tip of his hard cock. 

“Damn, you’re so good at that.”

Using his words as further encouragement, she stiffened the tip of her tongue and added more pressure under the ridge surrounding the head, and along the thick surface. His moans increased, and he held on to the back of her head tighter. She watched his face for the perfect timing to change things up a little. As she continued her firm licks on his huge cock, his eyes finally drifted closed in ecstasy. That was her cue to immediately swallow his entire length down her throat in one smooth movement.

“Fuck!” He jerked and moaned at her surprise move. 

After pumping into her mouth several times, he pulled out and used his hand to guide the head of his cock across the outline of her pursed lips before pushing back through them. There were few things she enjoyed more than the sounds of the husky, sexy growls and moans he made when his thick cock was inside of her mouth. Every time he reached the back of her throat, she’d make short, hard swallows around his length, much to his vocal approval.

“Get in wetter, darlin’. Yeah, just like that, baby.”

Her mouth and tongue showered his cock with lots of love and care.

“Get on your tummy.”

She followed his insistent command and allowed him to help her on her stomach. His hand came down on her bare ass and gave her a playful little smack. 

“Ooh, I thought I’ve been a good girl today, cowboy,” she teased as she wiggled her ass for him.

“Trust me, what I’m about to give you isn’t a punishment,” he replied as he stroked his hands across her raised ass. Electric jolts spread from her pussy as she felt his cock nudge her tight entrance. His cock spread her honey around before plunging deep inside.

“Levi!” she screamed out when she felt his thick balls slap her pussy and clit. His fingers dug into her hips as he thrust his cock in and out. With the way she was tied in the rope, she had to rest her left cheek against the quilt while she stuck her ass up for his access. Once he lifted her thighs completely off the ground, she was able to scream out a lot louder as he fucked her pussy hard.

His hand came around the front to strum along her throbbing clit, making her scream louder. Another spank on her ass had her going wild with need. She did her best to meet him thrust for thrust, but she had little movement with the way she was tied and the way he held her. The frustration built within her, but it only seemed to add to her building arousal. The next spank was much harder and even stung a little, but it seemed she had a knack for pain. Her orgasm hit her with an intense force, and she screamed his name out, causing a flock of birds in a nearby tree to scurry out.

She’d barely come down from her dizzying climax when he picked her up and turned her so she lay on her back. Her body was covered in a sheen of sweat, and her dark hair blocked some of her vision. She desperately wanted to brush it out of her eyes, but her wrists were still bound, so she tried her best to shake it out of the way instead.

Levi untied the rope. “Bring your knees to your chest, and stay there,” he instructed with an anticipating smile. She did as she was told, holding on to her shins to keep them up. He tied her back up so that she was held in that position.

His eyes met hers as he scooted closer and guided his long cock into her wet pussy. 

“Yes,” he slowly hissed out as he seated himself to the hilt. 

Her muscles clenched and fought at the tight fit, but soon her body readjusted to the narrow angle. He held on to her knees for leverage and pumped his cock in and out of her body, first slowly then gradually increasing speed, thus increasing the fire in her pussy.

“Fuck, you’re so damn sexy,” she said with a purr as she watched him above her bound, helpless body. 

And was he ever.

The wet sound of their lovemaking mingled with their cries and moans and drifted into the bright green fields, and his chest flushed with his exertions. He was so beautiful, his face in a state of pure, erotic bliss. It made her giddy to know she was the one creating that effect on him.

With the way her legs were positioned, the tops of her thighs squeezed her tits together, and his glowing orange eyes danced over them with hunger.

“I’m never going to get used to fucking this wet, tight pussy. There’s nothing better, darlin’.”

He placed both his large hands on her full, pale, jiggling breasts, causing them both to release long, low moans. He pinched both of her rock-hard pink nipples, and she screamed out.

“That’s it, baby,” he panted out between his shallow breaths. He blessed her with two rough thrusts before he continued, “Scream as loud as you want. No one can hear you.”

That thought made her scream louder, and her cunt gushed fresh cream all over his cock as his thrusts became deeper. Just staring at him alone would’ve done the trick, but there was no way in cowboy hell her pussy could resist giving over to such a big cock. 

Her tummy tightened and whirled with delicious torture. She screamed out as another climax shattered over her, right there in the grass. Her pussy milked his cock as if desperate to keep him deep inside of her. What she would have given to cut those goddamn ropes away so she’d be able to run her hands up and down his damp, hard, gorgeous muscles and golden skin.

It didn’t take long before his head fell back, and he gave one last, hard thrust and growled loudly as he came inside of her again. Her little pussy was sure to be flooded by now. 



* * * *



Levi took several moments to collect himself before he pulled out of Scarlett’s pussy. One knot at a time, he unbound her. He’d barely released the last bit of rope before her dainty, soft arms wrapped around his neck and pulled him down to her.

“Whoa there, darlin’,” he said with a laugh. “I’m likely to get whiplash if you keep handling me like that.” Though he really couldn’t deny the way his heart swelled at how excited she was to hold him close.

“Oh, Levi,” she breathed as she showered him with eager kisses. “I’m just dying to touch you. Please let me hold you for a while.” Her eyes were wild, and he could feel his cock begin to harden a little at the intense passion he watched swim through her crystal baby blues.

Levi settled in the grass next to her lush, feminine form, his cock pressed against her flat stomach as she snuggled into his sweat-dampened chest. Nothing had ever felt so right as it did at that moment with Scarlett Rose. Everything about her seemed to be straight out of one of his fantasies. He had to know more.

“What do you like most about the ranch?” His favorite subject, so he figured he’d might as well start with that. 

Her face took on a dreamlike quality as she looked out onto the ranch. “I love how on every inch of the land, in every corner, I can feel the spirits of your childhoods. There’s history and memories everywhere.” 

He smiled at her response. She was incredibly intuitive.

“What about you?” she asked.

Levi brushed away a little ladybug he watched crawl up her knee. “Like Byron, I have a real connection with the other animals here. I love being on calf watch and doing that whole thing. For some reason, helping the cows give birth gives me a great sense of purpose, to witness the circle of life firsthand like that.” 

Wayne carefully made his way over a pile of rocks. Levi’s arm tightened around her waist, and she held on tighter in return as if letting him know she appreciated his protection.

“I couldn’t imagine watching something like that,” she said as she lightly brushed her soft fingers along the thin blond hair on his forearm.

“It’s an indescribable feeling, really. To witness a miracle of nature like that, it’s something else, you know? It’s a humbling experience that I’m lucky to go through all the time.” When his eyes met Scarlett’s she gave him a curious-looking expression, a slight smirk on her rosy doll face. “What?”

The ends of her pin-straight raven hair brushed over the tops of her shoulders as she slightly shook her head. “I just find this part of you very interesting. The way you view the world, it’s like you were never tainted or made bitter.”

As wrong as he knew that she was, he couldn’t resist smiling at that naive assumption. “I try not to be.” He wanted to tell her more, let her in on his past and the pain that had been festering inside his heart for the last twenty-something years. But with the dreamy way her eyes looked him over, he figured he shouldn’t ruin the mood with his mommy issues.

After his mother had left, his interest in ranching and the livestock became his life and passion. Even as a young boy, he immersed himself in the ranch chores, most especially the caring of the baby farm animals. He found comfort in taking care of them and nurturing them into adulthood.

Being a shape-shifter made all that much easier. He and his brothers could communicate with all the animals in a way humans couldn’t. The animals trusted them because they could sense the Lenox brothers were one of their own.

He looked up when he felt Scarlett’s delicate fingers brush away a stray blond tendril that hovered over his eyebrow. “I feel so lucky to have such a sweet, sensitive mate.”



* * * *



“I saw something when I was making love to you,” Levi suddenly blurted out. He was lain out in the grass under the sunlight beside Scarlett, on his stomach with his shirt off.

Scarlett looked up from the grass and saw by his expression that he wasn’t pulling her leg. There were a couple of instances when her mates would see images of her forgotten life during sex, but those seemed to be pretty rare.

“Well? What did you see?” she asked when he didn’t say anything right away. She could barely contain her excitement.

He gave her a sympathetic half smile. “Well, it seemed like you were a very lonely girl.”

She cocked her head to the side, a little surprised to hear such a thing. “I was?” It was obvious from their research that she’d had a privileged upbringing, and she thought that meant she had plenty of friends and suitors and family that cared.

Levi nodded. “You never felt like you fit in. You always felt different from everyone, and you were never able to truly care about any man you’ve dated before.”

“How can you tell all this?”

His smile slowly faded, and he seemed to look right through her as if in deep, contemplative thought. “You turned down seven different offers and missed prom because you felt an art gallery opening you’d helped publicize with your father was more important.”

That idea saddened Scarlett deeply for some reason, to think she was the kind of girl to do such a thing. She’d fantasized about what her life had been like before, about her career and high school experiences and such, but it didn’t sound like any of it was really living up to her ridiculous expectations.

“You often ate breakfast and dinner by yourself growing up because your father was always eating with clients or away on business. Jealous girls at school called you a dike, making fun of your love of guns and shooting. It made you very, very sad.”

Tears ran down her cheeks before she’d even realized they’d escaped, and she wiped them away. “I guess it does sound pretty lonely, doesn’t it.” The more she learned about herself, the more she thought that maybe it was better to just stay right where she was with her seven new mates, happy and ignorant. “How can you tell all of this just from a few visions?”

“I’m not sure. It’s like I can feel not just every part of your body, but your mind, as well. Your thoughts, your disappointments, your passion, it all comes right through when we make love.”

Levi leaned in, his sexy, masculine scent invading her senses even in sadness, and kissed her as he grazed her cheek with his rough knuckles. Every time he touched her, he made her feel so delicate and feminine. “You’ll never be alone anymore, darlin’. For as long as my brothers and I are alive, you never have to worry about that. It seems like I love you the more I get to know you, and putting together all these clues and pieces of the puzzle that is your life is all a part of that.”

“I know,” she replied, nodding. “It’s just all such an inconvenience. I just wish we all could have met under much easier circumstances.”

“Darlin’, nothing in this world worth having is going to be easy, no matter what kind of luck you have. Sometimes things just happen to test our strength. And believe me, honey. We all think you’re doing great, and you’ve been handling all this adversity so well. It will all be over soon.”

It made sense that her father wasn’t always there during her childhood. With her mother gone and her father being the CEO of a major Dallas publicity agency, it shouldn’t have surprised her that she’d lived a lonely existence her whole life. But she had no idea she was such an outsider growing up, away from other children and without any siblings as far as she knew. Suddenly, putting the pieces of her life together wasn’t as satisfying as she’d hoped.

“I need to figure out why all this is happening, Levi. This woman has to be stopped. I’m still trying to figure out my relationship with my father, but whatever it is, I still have a gut feeling that I need to protect him. If she’s trying to kill me, she’s obviously capable of anything, including murdering my father.”

Levi caressed her left breast then dropped his hand to her knee. “Don’t worry, baby. We’ll stop her. Everything will be straightened out, and we can finally start living like normal people, a normal family.” Then he paused. “Well, you know what I mean,” he continued, “as normal as shape-shifting longhorns can be, at least.”

Scarlett couldn’t help but laugh at that statement. It felt good to laugh when she felt so sad inside at the idea of how she must have lived before she met her longhorn mates.

“It’s going to happen, you know,” he stated in a more serious tone. “I can imagine that sometimes our situation seems so impossible, but whatever is meant to happen is going to happen. And we’re meant to be, Scarlett. All eight of us. And before you know it, we’re going to have little munchkins running around like wildfire. And they’ll have your dark hair.”

“And they’ll have your tan!”

“No way! I love your skin color.”

“Ew! I’m so pale,” she said, wrinkling her nose. “You and your brothers all look like Greek gods, and I’m over here looking like I may have died and come back to life at the bottom of that cliff.”

He laughed and kissed her softly. “You just don’t see what I see, I guess. Look at you. You’re as radiant as ever.” He ran his fingertips lightly along the sensitive inner part of her forearm. “Like a little porcelain doll,” he murmured. “Although you’re anything but breakable.”

She giggled. “I think surviving a cliff fall then losing my virginity to seven men has proven how much of an understatement that is.”

He laughed, laying his head down on her stomach as he look up at her. As he stared at her face, he grew quiet for a moment, seeming to be deep in thought, before he continued to speak. “You do trust us, don’t you, Scarlett?”

“Would I still be here if I didn’t?” she pointed out as she combed her fingers through his blond waves. “I would have left the moment y’all had found me if I didn’t trust you. But I believed everything y’all told me. My gut feeling told me it was all right to do so, and at that point, that was really the only thing I had going for me.”

He released a deep sigh before cupping her face with his rough palm. “One day very soon, it will all be okay. You’ll be happy. I promise you, darlin’.”

“Oh, Levi, don’t you realize that even amidst all this violence and chaos, I’m already the happiest girl in Texas?”

She pushed herself up to straddle his narrow hips then leaned down to kiss him. His cock hardened under her pussy as he held her close, his warm, hard body reigniting the flame that had never really extinguished since the moment she saw him through the shower window. He held her tight as he rolled her body in the grass until he lay atop of her. Then his hard cock slowly slipped inside her wet pussy. At least this part of being mated to shape-shifters would always be easy.















Chapter 4



Levi’s mind spun with dream versus reality, warmth versus coolness as his consciousness slowly slipped away from sleep. Any moment now, and he would wake up next to his warm, beautiful mate under his arm as they reclined back on his La-Z-Boy in his big front room, right in front of the open window facing the front of the ranch.

But when the hell did lame-ass bird watching become an official televised sport? First cheerleading, now this? Blasphemy!

It took Levi several seconds to realize the annoying sound of birds chirping, disturbing his slumber, wasn’t actually coming from the television set in the house. A soft bundle warmed his right shoulder, arm, and side, and it sure smelled good, too. Opening one eye, he realized he and Scarlett had fallen asleep in the hammock behind their house. She lay cuddled to his body, still sleeping peacefully.

His eyes roamed over her luscious, naked little body, so perfect in every way. A protective rush came over him when he noticed the faint goose bumps adorning her precious porcelain skin, but then he realized that covering up such art wasn’t worth getting rid of that feeling. He was thankful he had chosen to set up the hammock under a large tree. Otherwise, that creamy skin would likely be tainted in the bright sun.

A fun little challenge suddenly came to mind and made him smile. He carefully shifted his senses a little to get a better look down at her and dared himself to even try to find the slightest flaw on his gorgeous, raven-haired mate. After several long minutes, he finally spotted a tiny, light-brown mole just to the left of her cute belly button, which he’d never noticed before. Oh, how hideous, he mused to himself.

Just then, Scarlett’s eyes fluttered open, for a moment looking a little confused until she realized where they were. “We fell asleep.” Her voice was low and sexy with sleep, and the sound alone made the blood rush from his head straight down to his cock.

“You tend to wear a man out, darlin’,” he said then kissed her softly on her full, ripe lips as she giggled.

“Try stepping into my shoes, and then we can talk exhaustion!”

“Hmm, touché.” He knew she was just teasing him, but now he was worried.

“You know, Scarlett,” he continued, “none of us intend for you to be worn out. I know it must be a lot on your shoulders to have seven mates, not to mention all the other stuff going on.”

Her eyebrows knit together, and she smirked, shaking her head. “Levi, I was only joking. It’s not like that—”

“But I don’t want it to end up being like that for you.” There was no stopping the image of his mother walking away from him and the rest of the family popping into his thoughts. “Just know that although we love when you take care of us, we love taking care of you even more. We’re not just a family, Scarlett. We’re a team, and that means we’re all equals. We’ll always be here to help you with anything you may need. As you can see, we may not be the most talented interior decorators, but we keep our house tidy, and we’re not lazy, even after a long day’s work.”

“I guess I didn’t really think about how much work seven husbands is going to be. I’ve just been so caught up in this honeymoon stage. But knowing y’all will always give a helping hand does take a lot of pressure off of me.” Her tiny hand grabbed his, and she lifted it to kiss his palm, her eyes drifting closed for a second. “But even if I do end up a little exhausted on occasion, don’t think for a minute that I don’t feel it’s worth it.”

Levi smiled down at her, wanting desperately to believe her sweet, comforting words, but he knew he couldn’t just trust her that easily. Only time would tell how much she really loved him and his brothers. “I love you, baby. I just want you to be as happy in twenty years as you are at this moment, lying here with me.” He wrapped his large hand around the back of her neck and pulled her closer, until their foreheads rested against each other. “When we’re married, it’s not always going to be this easy, darlin’, and I just don’t want you to forget what this is like, being this in love, you know?”

A humored look came over her. “I’d fight the devil himself on a daily basis if it meant coming home to all you boys.”

But damn, it sure sounded nice how she expressed her love for him.

“Are you hungry, darlin’?”

“Umm, kinda.” Stretching her thin arms over her head, she looked like a sexy little feline, her nude body taut and svelte. His cock thumped his thigh with agreement, the motion drawing her lust-filled, sparkling blue gaze. “Well, on second thought, I may be starving much more than I’d realized.”

His heart did a happy dance in his chest as he watched her carefully lower her head to his drooling cock. The pointed tip of her tongue snaked out and flicked the sensitive underside of his cock, and he clenched her hair in his tight fist as the heavenly sensations of her mouth coursed through every muscle and vein in his body. He hissed through his clenched teeth when her lips smacked lovingly against the crown of his dick.

He rested his head back against the hammock and enjoyed his mate’s loving care. He groaned loudly when she finally took his entire rock-hard length down her soft, wet throat. “Fuck, you’re so damn good, darlin’.” She hummed an unintelligible reply, the vibrations almost sending him over the edge already.

She slid her tight mouth up and down his cock like she was on a mission from Obama himself. When he looked down, he realized her lips had become crimson from her exertions and arousal, and soon his short horns pushed through his temples with a brief sting followed by tranquility. He felt his balls tighten as her mouth created almost unbearable pleasure. 

Scarlett must have sensed his oncoming climax. Her small hand gently tugged his heavy balls, and the pressure of her mouth increased suction. His hips thrust up and down, his large cock pumping through her full lips as his vision became increasingly blurred. His climax hit him hard, and he moaned loud and low as he filled her throat with his hot, thick cum. Like the perfect mate she was, Scarlett eagerly swallowed every last drop of his seed, licking his cock clean of any left over. For a moment, he almost felt bad for how much semen he was sure he’d produced.

But when her pretty blue eyes met his, satisfaction and happiness shone back at him. “Now I’m ready for dessert,” she said with a smile.















Chapter 5



Scarlett jumped out of Levi’s pickup with a fresh, enthusiastic pep to her step. Levi had devoted his entire day to her sexual desires and cowboy fantasies. His hard body, angelic face, and huge cock made him the perfect lover. He was caring and attentive and almost selfless at times. 

But more than anything, she was thankful for the talks they’d had all day as they lay naked in the Texas fields. Not only was he a hardworking cowboy, rugged in every sense of the word, but Levi was also a very emotionally mature young man. She’d watched him handle the baby cows and horses, and the connection he seemed to have with them was unbelievable. Anyone with eyes could see it was his life’s passion to take care of the innocent, defenseless animals. As silly as it sounded in her head, she couldn’t help but to be confident he’d be a very nurturing, amazing father if he was like that with just the livestock.

Levi held his arm out for her to take as he led her to the diner door. “You look good enough to eat yourself, darlin’,” he observed, his eyes scanning her body up and down with those gorgeous blue eyes that constantly held her captive.

She giggled. “Thank you, Levi. You’re such a sweetheart.”

Scarlett hadn’t gotten out of the house much in the last week, so this was a real treat for her. She’d spent almost an hour getting ready, going for full hair and makeup just to get some pie. Levi hadn’t rushed her. He even seemed to revel in her excitement.

She’d chosen to wear another one of the summer dresses Devlin had gotten her from Target several days before. The soft cotton material was turquoise with bright pink and yellow flowers. It had spaghetti straps, and the hem hit just above her knees. Since the flowing dress would just hang straight down otherwise, Scarlett had cinched the waist with a cream-colored patent leather belt that matched her ballet flats. 

Her mouth watered as she looked her blond cowboy over. His sex appeal definitely put hers to shame. She might as well wear a black plastic garbage bag when that sexy man was around. He wore a fresh white T-shirt, dark, distressed jeans, brown cowboy boots, brown belt, and a brown cowboy hat.

“How ‘bout we hurry this up?” she asked as she leaned in a little closer. He always smelled so damn good. “I’m already missing that hammock.”

He laughed then kissed her on the top of the head before patting her butt affectionately.

Scarlett proudly held Levi’s muscular arm in hers as they walked up to the diner entrance. She laughed happily as he told her a childhood story of the time he’d tricked his triplet brothers in to believing Santa Clause was stuck in the attic and needed a full dish of lasagna in order to be lured out. Apparently, it hadn’t gone so well, and the boys had spent almost seven straight hours cleaning up the marinara sauce and ground beef the triplets had decorated the entire kitchen with. She couldn’t wait to hear the revenge story on that one later. Levi pushed the diner door open for her to walk through, and a small bell chimed. It was a small diner with teal vinyl booths lined up among the right and left side of the entrance. Scarlett was happy to recognize the song playing from the jukebox as being “Crazy” by Patsy Cline, one of her favorites among the old tunes Levi’s youngest triplet, Rhett, loved so much. He had taught her so much about Western music after spending time with him.

Straight ahead of them was a long counter with a row of spin stools in front, where a few late-shift ranch hands had gathered. Their screeching voices were loud and obnoxious. The waitress and cook ignored them as they cracked obscene dirty jokes as they drank their bottles of beer.

Levi led her over, and they approached the old, tired-looking waitress, decked out in a pale brown waitress’s uniform, wiping down the counter.

“Why howdy there, baby!” the old woman exclaimed when she saw them walk up. “It sure has been a while since I’ve seen any of you Lenox boys in here.” Then she squinted her creased, aged eyes and adjusted her glasses as if trying to get a better look at him. “You’re Levi, right?”

Levi and Scarlett both laughed as he replied, “Yes, Mrs. Perkins, it’s me.”

Mrs. Perkins smiled wide as if proud to have named the correct triplet. Then she turned her attention to Scarlett, her eyes growing a little wide. “And who, may I ask, is this lovely creature you’ve brought to us?”

Levi politely removed his brown cowboy hat. “This here is Scarlett Rose, the newest member of the Lenox family and my new fiancée.” His face radiated pride as he grabbed her hand in reassurance.

“So nice to meet you, Mrs. Perkins,” she replied enthusiastically. It was so exciting to finally meet someone—anyone—that was a part of the Lenox world. 

Mrs. Perkins stood a little straighter and placed her hands on her gaunt cheeks as if in shock. “Fiancée? My goodness! Well, congratulations, baby.” She reached over the counter and gave them both big hugs. “Oh, I can’t wait to see the beautiful babies y’all are sure to make together.”

“Well, we might want to focus on making it to the altar first,” Levi said with a chuckle. “But believe me, kids definitely won’t be too far behind.

“Anyways, I was telling my new fiancée about the pies here, and I wanted to see if we could order a couple of slices to take home with us.”

Mrs. Perkins already had deep lines around her mouth before she even managed to smile. “Of course. We have the best pies in town, little lady. Tonight we have pecan pie and blueberry pie, each made this morning. How does that sound?”

“Sounds lovely.” She’d worked up a great appetite after spending all afternoon having barnyard sex with her blond mate in the Texas autumn breeze.

Mrs. Perkins wrote down the order and turned to the lanky, old cook peeking through the expo counter. Scarlett looked around, noticing that besides the obnoxious cowboys looking at her like some wounded animal with tits, there weren’t any other customers in the establishment.

“Hey, baby, I’m going to the restroom really quick,” Levi said and then kissed her softly on the lips. “Don’t run off anywhere. I’ll be right back.” He looked back at the expo and called out to the cook, “Hey, Roger, will you keep an eye out on baby girl for me?”

“Sure thing, Levi,” Roger responded from the small kitchen.

She nodded and watched him make his way across the diner, his gorgeous ass tightening beneath his Western jeans like enticing fruit, teasing her with each swift movement he made. Just as the men’s door closed, the heckling from the dirty old cowboys began.

“I like your dress,” said the stubby, round one, giving her an unwelcomed, toothless grin as his three other douchebag friends chuckled at her expense.

She only briefly glanced at him for acknowledgment before turning her attention straight ahead as she took a seat at one of the stools, purposefully several seats away from the rude men. “Thank you,” she said softly. She hoped that they would realize she hadn’t exactly come to the diner to be picked up by a man who looked like he skipped a few steps on the human-evolution ladder. All she wanted was to finish the amazing evening Levi had shown her then head back to his warm, soft bed, back in his thick, fragrant arms again.

That same man didn’t seem to really take the hint. He began to inch closer as he continued his teasing. The smell of cow manure and stale chewing tobacco enveloped her, and she had to hold her breath and turn the other way in order not to gag.

“Excuse me, sir,” she said, her head still slightly turned away, “but I’m waiting for my fiancé. He should be back any moment.”

Roger peeked through the expo window. “Hey! You boys better leave that lady alone. I’m warning ya.” 

But the awful man acted as though he hadn’t heard him. His head leaned in a little closer still, and he inhaled, the snot in his nose making a disgusting, loud sound. Then he grazed his greasy, unwashed nose across the side of her shoulder. “You smell pretty.”

“And you sure as fuck don’t.” Scarlett’s fist pulled back then flung against the side of the small man’s face. She hissed from the sharp sting in her knuckles, shaking her hand in the air as she tried to relieve the pain.

His friends all began to roar with laughter as they held their big bellies, laughing, tears in their eyes. The man looked at her in shock, which quickly subsided into anger.

“You stupid little cunt. I can touch you where I want to,” he spit out before painfully grabbing her right butt cheek.

Before she could even pull away, a gust of air flew by her, taking the dirty hillbilly with it. She heard the old waitress scream at the top of her lungs at the same time. Her hands flew over her mouth when she realized Levi had the man’s upper body pinned to the top of the counter, his short legs kicking in the air above the floor. Levi’s fiery orange eyes radiated rage as he looked down at the man. “No one is allowed to touch my fiancée, and that especially goes for inbred rats raised by a dumb bitch of a mother.” The man screamed out in agony as Levi seemed to push his hand further against the side of the man’s face that lay on the counter.

“Look, boy, how ’bout you just let him go,” the tallest of the men suggested, his voice shaking nervously.

Levi turned to the group of men and growled so loud Scarlett’s hands flew up to cover her ears. She’d never heard any of the Lenox men sound like that. The other men almost ran over each other as they flew out of the restaurant.

“No! No! Don’t leave me!” The man held against the counter flung his arms and legs in obvious panic, but his head was still kept perfectly still as Levi held down on it.

By this time, Roger had come around the corner, and he held the shaking, terrified Mrs. Perkins in his skinny arms as they both looked on with horror.

“Levi,” Scarlett said gently as she made a slow step toward him, her hand reaching out to touch him. But he slapped her hand away before she could touch him.

“Get the fuck back, Scarlett!” Levi yelled at her, his angry eyes now burrowing into her. 

Anger now boiled inside her. How dare he put a hand on her. “You mean ol’ sonuva—” Suddenly, she flew back as the hillbilly’s leg kicked right into her gut. She fell on the ground holding her stomach, struggling to regain the air that was knocked from her.

Levi growled angrily, picked the man up by the front of his shirt, and threw him across the diner where he landed against the jukebox, breaking the front glass easily. In the blink of an eye, Levi’s body was on top of his, his fist raised in the air.

“I didn’t mean to, young man. I swear I couldn’t see where I was kicking,” the man pleaded, blood from his busted lip spackling everywhere as he talked.

Scarlett ran over and grabbed Levi’s fist. He turned to her and gave another earsplitting growl, but she decided she had to ignore his protests if the situation was going to be put to any kind of stop. “Levi, get off of him.” Tears ran down her cheeks and blurred her vision, making his face a cloudy entity, but she kept her voice stern and insistent. “Please, baby, please, I just want to go home.”

Just as she dropped her chin to her chest, she felt his warm body embrace her. She heard a fading rustling sound behind him, and she didn’t have to look to know the hillbilly was making his escape out of the diner while Levi was distracted. Her body shook with adrenaline, and she buried her face into his hard chest, his chiseled muscles flexing against the thin material of his white shirt.

He held her like this just for a moment before reaching into his back pocket. She stepped back a little to see what he was pulling out. He walked over to the counter to stand in front of Roger and Mrs. Perkins, both of whom scattered back in fear. Levi held his hands up to show he meant them no harm. She could tell from the embarrassed expression on his face that he regretted the way he’d acted. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to frighten you. Let me make it up to y’all.” He placed a checkbook on the counter surface, and Scarlett watched as he wrote out a check for ten thousand dollars. He ripped it from its book then slowly and cautiously slid it over to them. “For your troubles. I didn’t intend for that to get so out of hand the way it did.” Still facing them, he slowly took a few steps back then turned to the broken jukebox. “I’ll take the broken pieces with me out to the dumpster on the way out.”

He protested when she tried to crouch down with him to gather the shards of glass.

“Don’t, baby. You’re going to hurt yourself. I made the mess, so I can clean it.”

He completely avoided eye contact with her as he cleaned. The more she looked at the trembling old waitress and terrified cook, the more she, too, grew shameful. 

So Scarlett decided to wait in the pickup until he was done picking up the mess. She slid into the bench seat, closed the passenger door, and then locked it. A deep breath cleared the tightening in her lungs, and she rested her throbbing head in her hands as she waited for the pain to subside until he got back.

Although she loved Levi for defending her honor against the disgusting pig who placed his grubby paws on her, she couldn’t help but feel angry at him for making such a big scene. The logistics weren’t completely worked out yet, but Scarlett knew she would likely settle here in Knotty, to raise her kids and care for her husbands. How could she settle down in this town when Levi’s temper seemed so much worse than she could have ever imagined?

She’d just been thinking how wonderful it was to have such a caring, sweet man. Little did she know her beautiful Prince Charming had a temper like no other. Sure, many women may find that sexy, but Scarlett had to think about their future. She wanted a family and lots of kids. There was absolutely no doubt about that. Would that be the way he reacted when one of the children acted out of line? If he lost his temper on some meaningless hillbilly, there was no telling what he’d do when there were fussy toddlers running around the ranch, breaking everything and everyone in sight.

When she heard the driver’s side door open, she looked and saw Levi scooting in behind the wheel. It wasn’t until he placed his large, dark hands on the steering wheel that she noticed several smears of blood on the tops of them.

“Baby, you’re bleeding.”

He merely glanced at his hands before giving a complacent shrug then starting the engine. “That’s why I didn’t want you to help me.”

His smart ass comment resuscitated her frustration. “How in the hell do you expect me to be your wife and the mother of your children if you’re going to scare all the townspeople? This is where we live, Levi, and it’s where our kids are going to be raised. This whole strawberry girl thing is going to be pointless if you keep doing this. My family can’t have a normal life unless you keep your bull in check.”

They rode back to the ranch in silence. And pie-less.



* * * *



He hated how quiet his usually fiery mate was being. A silent Scarlett was never a good sign in any respect. Every time he looked over at her as he drove, she just turned away to stare out her window. He fumbled with the radio, only to find a bunch of commercials and heavy metal. The last thing he needed was to be stirred up any further, so he just shut it off. The silence was deafening. 

The pickup had barely come to a complete stop before Scarlett hopped out of the truck, slamming the passenger door hard behind her. All six of his brothers were waiting on the porch, and he watched Leo put his arm around her shaking shoulders as he led her inside.

Goddamn it, he thought when he realized Rhett and Sonny were the only ones who didn’t follow them inside. He should have known his triplet brothers wouldn’t let him off the hook with this one. The identical blonds walked over to his open car window and stood there with their arms crossed over the chests. He couldn’t quite determine what they were thinking because their faces seemed void of any emotion.

“Let me guess,” he began, “y’all came outside because y’all could feel she was upset?”

There was no reply. They both just continued to stare back in the warm night with blank looks on their faces. Levi reached over and opened the glove compartment. The half-full pack of cigarettes was still there. He’d finally quit last summer after years of Leo’s tireless and relentless medical badgering.

The cigarette he placed in his lips was quickly ripped away. Rhett broke it in half before throwing it down on the grass. “No use in killing yourself along with the trust you had earned from Scarlett.”

“Some redneck grabbed her ass!” he yelled. He got out of the truck to face his brothers on his feet. “You weren’t there. He was sexually assaulting her when I stepped out of the bathroom. He’s lucky he’s going to be able to wake up in the morning and continue living his meaningless, piece-of-shit existence.” Just saying the words out loud enraged him further, and he turned and punched a dent in the pickup truck driver’s door. His hand was already bleeding, so he didn’t care much when fresh blood warmed his knuckles. He flinched when he felt a hand on his shoulder and turned to find it was Sonny.

“Under no circumstance are you to make Scarlett question our place in her life,” Sonny said calmly. “I can feel her disappointment. You let her down, Levi.”

Levi shook away his brother’s hand from his shoulder. Sonny was usually really good at calming the brothers down with his uplifting advice and serene demeanor, but Levi felt nothing could help him. He let out another roaring growl, but his brothers only stared back at him with annoyance.

“I’ll never forgive you, brother, if this scares Scarlett away,” said Rhett, his tone hard and angry. “You own no right—”

“I own the right to protect what’s mine,” Levi bit out angrily as he stepped up to Rhett.

“But in the process,” Sonny held a thick arm between the other two brothers, “you risked losing what’s ours.”

Levi paused to think about that for a moment then took a step back from Rhett’s puffed out chest. 

Levi had never intended to put his brothers in danger tonight. And if Scarlett were to leave them, that’s exactly what they’d be in. His rage morphed into guilt when he saw the concern in their eyes. “I snapped,” he explained, shoving his hands in his pockets. “The possibility of her up and leaving one day has my head all messed up.” His head throbbed painfully just thinking about it, and he threw his hat to the ground to release some of the tension there. He ran a hand through his hair and let out a long sigh.

“Is it Mom?” Sonny asked with concern. The word was so foreign on his brother’s thin lips.

“Don’t call her that,” Levi demanded as he stared out in to the field.

“Why not?”

“Because we hardly remember her”— Levi removed his shirt and began to unbuckle his jeans— “and then there’s the fact she was anything but a mom to any of us.” He needed to get out of there.

“But we do remember her,” Rhett countered as he took a step closer. “We remember her, and we loved her, and she hurt us. But get the fuck over it, Levi. Scarlett’s a different woman than Mom.”

Instead of wasting his energy replying to his brothers’ bitching, he shifted into full Texas longhorn form and took off into the night. Just as he expected, they didn’t shift to follow him or call him back. They always knew when he needed to take a good, long run to clear his head after a major blowup.

He didn’t slow his speed until his lungs stung with the cool night air and his aching knees began to scream for mercy.

Why did he always manage to fuck everything up, even after he’d received the greatest gift in Scarlett? Hell, maybe he was self-destructive. His anger problem was something he’d kept secret from her until tonight. He was ashamed, and most of all, disgusted with the fear he saw in her pretty blue eyes when she voiced her concern over handling their children. He’d never, ever hurt any child of his, much less one he’d conceived with his mate. But he had to admit she had every reason to be cautious of his behavior. She was only putting the well-being of their unborn children above everything else. At least he knew now that she’d be a kick ass mother.















Chapter 6



“Goddamn it!” Alisa screamed out, the sharp sting from her broken, neon pink acrylic nail making her jump a little. With her good hand, she carefully picked up her newly purchased handgun and placed it in her leather Coach suitcase, burying it under a heap of multicolored lace thongs and bras.

“Alisa!” She heard her fiancé—make that soon-to-be-dead future husband—call her name in that annoying, nasally Southern American accent from the hallway. “Alisa, are you okay, my dear? I heard you cry out.” 

The soft, squeaking sound of Charlie’s wheelchair coming down the hall grew louder. Her hands fumbled to close and lock the suitcase in time for him not to see what she’d bought on her latest shopping spree. Texas citizens were trusting people. All she’d done was flashed her in-state driver’s license to the independent dealer, and he happily traded it for a small bundle of cash.

The door creaked open just as she heard the lock on the luggage click into place. She twirled to face old Charlie wheeling himself through the Victorian-decorated master bedroom they shared. “Oh, lover. Look, I just broke a nail,” she explained, holding out her hand for him to see. “I didn’t mean to scare you, my sweet.” Then she leaned down and kissed him on his cold cheek.

“Go ahead and make an appointment at the nail salon. I’ll give you some cash so you can go and get it fixed today.” Charlie reached into his front pocket—taking old-person forever, as usual—and pulled out a thick wad of cash and handed it to her.

Come to Mama.

“Thank you, lover,” she purred as she slipped the cash into her gold sequin purse resting beside the giant suitcase. And in the same routine she usually performed for her allowance, she pulled down her tight, sky-blue tube dress until her giant, tanned silicone tits nearly popped out the old man’s eyes. She moaned softly as he took his time suckling her nipples before she put them away again for safekeeping.

As a girl in Russia, she’d done much worse things than pull her tits out for a sweet old man in order to get money. She had an extremely tough, traumatizing childhood. Sometimes, she and her mother, Dasha, would go all day without a bite to eat. As soon as she grew mosquito bites for tits and hit puberty, Dasha had taught her how to seduce a man into giving her whatever she wanted, be it love, lust, money, dresses, and more importantly, food.

The seduction tricks had started to become even more lucrative after her first boob job at fifteen years old. American men loved big tits, and she’d been determined most of her life to score a rich one. The road had been hard. Some of her sugar daddies were abusive, many into sexual fetishes that went a little too far, even for her. But the last thing she had ever wanted to do was disappoint her mother. Her mother had always made it perfectly clear that Alisa needed her for guidance, and Alisa had to agree with that.

Alisa could even remember a time she’d been taken advantage of several years ago. She’d barely known the new John for more than a few hours at the bar they’d met at before he asked her to come back to his room with him. She could still remember the sick, knotted feeling she had in her gut when he took her hand and smiled at her. She’d even admitted that she wasn’t comfortable with the idea and had suggested another date the next night to get to know each other better.

Then he offered to pay her sixty grand, and of course, she accepted. What she hadn’t expected was to walk into his hotel room only to find four of his closest friends waiting there for her. It was the worst night of her life. They had no concern for her protests, her comfort, or her tears. She screamed, cried. And they laughed. One man had sat at a nearby chair as he threw lunch meat at her, laughed, and called her horrible names.

From that moment on, men were nothing but scum to her. They all deserved punishment and suffering, and she was more than happy to teach them all a good lesson. The best part was, men were dumb and easy to get money out of. She’d estimated she and her mother had earned a couple of million dollars over the years from blackmail and seduction. But Alisa and Dasha weren’t always so good with their money, so the cash never lasted long. Submitting her photo to the Russian mail order bridal magazine had been their latest plan, and it worked wonderfully.

She had hundreds of responses from wealthy men all over the world, but Charlie had been the one to catch her attention. He had a reputation of being a good-hearted man, so she knew he’d be much easier to deal with than the dogs from her past. The fact that he was old as dirt was an added bonus. She could marry into the money then get rid of him quick. With his failing health, no one would likely suspect foul play. They’ll just chalk it up to old age and be done with it. Fucking Charlie’s male nurse assured the scene would be done flawlessly. Then she and her mother could finally have everything they’d ever wanted.

“I love you so much, Alisa,” Charlie said, placing his fragile hands on her small hips while she adjusted her dress. “I’ve been counting down the minutes until our wedding on Sunday. After being madly in love with you for the last two years, I can’t wait to officially make you my wife. I feel like I’m the luckiest man alive right now.” His sparkling blue eyes became misty as he spoke. It seemed like that was happening more often the older he got. Old people hormones, she supposed. 

“Oh, lover, I’m the lucky one,” she said then briefly patted him on the head. The mirror behind him caught her attention at that moment, and she adjusted the rhinestone hair clip behind her classy, fabulous, and chic Bumpit. She reminded herself to touch up her hair with some more shine spray on the way out the door. She turned and lifted the suitcase off the bed and placed it gently on the wood floor.

“I came to tell you I spoke to Scarlett this morning, my dear.”

Charlie’s simple yet poisonous words just about knocked the consciousness out of her, and she literally had to sit on the bed before her knees gave out beneath her. Her chest rose and dropped, and she tried hard to breathe normally, but she felt as though she were having another anxiety attack. When she looked down, she noticed her hands were visibly trembling.

“Alisa? All you all right, sweetheart? You’re white as a sheet.” Charlie wheeled a little closer to where she sat on the edge of the mattress, his eyebrows furrowed in genuine concern. His cool hand slowly reached up and touched her cheek, and she immediately pulled away, needing more room to breathe.

“I–I’m fine, dear. I just haven’t eaten much today. All I’ve had since this morning was a slice of spinach quiche and a dirty martini.” Sweat beaded along her upper lip, and she wiped it away with the back of her shaking hand.

The first thing she needed to do was have an emergency meeting with her mother and Todd, her accomplices in the double-murder plot she’d conjured in order to be a wealthy widow. When they’d run into Scarlett and her sexy stranger at the sex club the night before, it was obvious Scarlett may have forgotten them completely, likely a side effect from the fall. But how was Scarlett able to remember her father? Or maybe she found some pieces of the puzzle?

No.

That wasn’t going to happen, Alisa decided. Smoothing her hair pouf down, she sat up a little straighter and demanded her confidence rise from the dead. There was no way in hell she’d make it this far—from underage Russian prostitute to a Texas tycoon’s fiancée—only to be defeated by a neglected little rich brat with a Nancy Drew complex.

Suddenly, Alisa didn’t feel too sick when she watched Charlie reach into his pocket again, pulling out yet another wad of crisp, new money then handed it to her. “Here, honey, take your mother downtown for lunch on me. Just walk into Five Sixty and ask for Mr. Puck. He should be in for the week, and he’ll take good care of you.

“You really need to stop skipping meals like that, Alisa. You’re whittling down to nothing.”

No matter how much complaining the rich old man did, there was no way Alisa would agree to loosen up her strict diet of gin and eggs. Her weight had to be in the high ninety pounds at all times. Anything above one hundred pounds was morbidly disgusting, according to her mother’s teachings, of course. If her ribs didn’t show when she didn’t suck her stomach in, it wasn’t okay.

“I’m going to call down for some water for you,” he said, wheeling over to the intercom on the side table next to the bed.

“No, no,” she reached out to stop him, “I feel fine now. I promise.”

“Anyways,” he continued as he turned back to her, “I spoke to my baby girl, and she said she’s coming back in town tonight from New York. I told her about the meeting we have with the wedding planner, so she’ll go back to her apartment. Then I’m having lunch with her tomorrow. She said she had something she wanted to discuss with me.”

Alisa could barely believe what she was hearing. “Are you seriously saying Scarlett actually called you?”

“Well, of course. Why wouldn’t she?”

She shook her head and took a deep breath. “No reason really. I just figured she’d still be busy closing the deal.”

“No, a few days should be plenty for my Scarlett. She’s a smart cookie. Don’t let those stunning looks fool you.”

Jealous rage burned inside of her as he spoke. The little bitch won’t be so “stunning” once she has a few gaping holes in the back of her head.

Alisa stood and grabbed her purse and luggage. “I better go retrieve Mother and take her to eat. I’m starving.” 

“Are you planning on staying overnight, my dear?” he asked, indicating her Coach suitcase. 

“It’s...for Todd. He was invited to Miami by his new sugar daddy, and he asked if he could borrow it.” Relief washed over her as Charlie smiled, obviously believing her lies. 

“It’s nice to see you’ve made a friend in him, dear. He’s a sweet boy.

“That he is.” She kissed the top of Charlie’s head then patted it again. “I’ll see you later, lover.”

“Bye, my dear.”

She barely walked two steps out the door before she pulled out her cell phone and dialed Todd’s number.

“Hello?”

“Meet me and Mother at the Five Sixty restaurant downtown in twenty minutes,” she said then hung up the phone and shoved it back into her purse.

Down the spiral stairs and to the hallway on the left, she walked up to the guest room her mother had been staying at and knocked hard.

“What the hell, child?” her mother practically yelled when she opened the door. Pink Velcro rollers adorned her head, and she wore a red robe with a green clay mask on her face.

Alisa stormed into the room, and her mother closed the door behind her. “Scarlett contacted Charlie today, Mother.”

Dasha’s hand flew to her chest and clenched at her heart. “She didn’t tell him, did she?”

Alisa shook her head. “No, but I think she plans to tomorrow.”

“We can’t let her open her mouth, Alisa. She needs to be dead by sunrise, or we can kiss our lifestyle good-bye.”

“I called Todd and told him to meet us downtown. Hurry, Mother. Get dressed. We need to leave tonight instead of tomorrow. It’ll be much too late by then. It looks like we have to make a trip to Knotty much sooner than we’d expected.”















Chapter 7



Jameson Darque pulled his black Harley into an empty parking spot at the end of the lot. His younger brother, Johnny, pulled up next to him, and they turned the engines off.

“It’s only been a couple of weeks, and it already feels like I’ve been gone much too long,” said Johnny as he climbed off the bike and removed his dark brown leather jacket, revealing the fitted black T-shirt he wore underneath. A large hard-on already pressed against the old, faded denim jeans he wore.

Jameson shook his head as he ran his fingers through his messy, shoulder-length black hair. Of course, he loved BDSM sex clubs just as much as the next healthy man, but sometimes it seemed his younger brothers were eerily obsessed. He was the eldest of five brothers, all into hardcore kink. It didn’t really matter what they did while they were there, though, so long as they completed their research.

His front pocket vibrated against his hip, and he reached in for his cell phone and flipped it open. “Hello, Grandmother.”

“Did you boys make it okay, dear?”

He could tell from her raspy voice that she’d woken in the middle of the night to check in on him, and he felt a pang of guilt for not beating her to it. “We’re fine. We haven’t even walked in yet. Go get some rest, and call again when you wake up in the morning. Hopefully, we’ll have some updates for you by then.”

He heard her sigh heavily. “As you wish, my dear.”

He shut the phone and shoved it back in his pocket.

“Has Grandmother worried herself sick yet?” Johnny pulled off the dirty T-shirt he wore and put on a clean red one he’d retrieved from his backpack.

“You know Grandmother. As desperate for human grandchildren as ever.”

“Yeah, well, we better deliver soon if we have any hopes of seeing our trust fund.” Johnny’s hazel eyes filled with determination and excitement.

Twenty years ago, their parents had died in a tragic accident when a drunk driver had T-boned their car going eighty. Their widowed and extremely wealthy Native American grandmother, Charlize, took them in and raised them. Despite being an extremely sweet woman, their grandmother had made it clear their entire lives that the only way they were going to get their cut of their grandfather’s money was if they found a way to reproduce human children. Grandmother Charlize was born a shifter from a shifter father and human mother. She’d always wished for the life of a human, a life without hiding or fear or shame, and she’d said that if she couldn’t have that life, she’d make damn sure that the future Darque generations would. The only way they knew of was to find a strawberry girl.

Jameson and the rest of the Darque brothers had never been in love, so there was really nothing they were losing at that point. Love didn’t pay the bills or keep the family secure. Money and status did those things, and the only way they were going to get it was to mate with a strawberry girl. The kid would just be a bonus, and ninety-year-old Grandmother Charlize could die happy and satisfied.

The Darques had been riding the wide American roads for a couple of months now, gathering clues everywhere they went that may or may not lead them to this strawberry girl. They made note of any change in behavior from other shifter clans, and they’d broken into several doctor’s offices to search their files for any woman with concerns over a crescent-moon-shaped birthmark on any part of her body. She’d be claimed, of course, if they were able to see it, but hopefully, they’d be able to get to her before she became impregnated by her mates. Should she be pregnant, there was no hope, for once a shifter’s DNA is inside a human mate, it was impossible for her to get pregnant by any other man. He just hoped they wouldn’t be too late, based on what Ankoma had overheard.

His Houston contacts, the Badu cousins, had called their hotel last night with some suspicious news. The Badus were a pack of ten East African python-shifters who lived in the tough Third-Ward neighborhood next to the university they all attended. They’d come to Texas as exchange students and also to hopefully find their own mate in the process. The Badus had studied all around the world, the entire time on the lookout for their One. Texas was one of the last stops on their list before they’d start their search over again.

Jameson knew that for many generations of unlucky shifters, their search for their mate would sometimes go on until late in life before she was found. By this time, the woman would often be too old to produce any offspring. And then, there were also those tragic stories of some never finding her at all.

The Badus all worked odd jobs to support themselves during the school year. Although the youngest was only sixteen, Ankoma Badu was a freshman there at University of Houston’s Bauer College of Business. On weekends, he held a janitorial position at the Reliant Center.

The boy had reported that five longhorn-shifters—four of which were posing as grand prize rodeo bulls—had unexpectedly dropped out of the competition not only this year, but forever. Ankoma said he’d overheard a meeting the “trainer” of the group, a big cowboy named Denzel, had with the rodeo administrators. Ankoma claimed Denzel had sounded unusually antsy to get the meeting over with. The cowboy had said he and his brothers had fallen in love and wanted to retire in order to begin having a family as soon as possible. These men were at their prime in the rodeo circuit, practically undefeated. Ankoma said he’d immediately thought that maybe the reason the rodeo champions were so eager to reproduce with their mate was because she was a strawberry girl.

The Darques had sent word out long ago that they were willing pay millions of dollars in exchange for information on their generation’s strawberry girl. Like most shifters, the Badus felt it was more important to reproduce with their true mate, the one chosen by destiny, even though it meant their children would remain cursed. The Darques didn’t feel the same. Love was of no concern and of no value to Jameson and his kid brothers. What really mattered was that damn inheritance, and they were determined to get it.

“So say we find this strawberry woman,” his brother began as he knelt down to put on a cleaner pair of black boots, “what happens if she doesn’t want to come with us?”

“Then we’ll do anything it takes to convince her. Bribe her, beg her, threaten her, court her—”

Johnny interrupted him with a loud laugh. “Yeah, because us Darques have so much damn experience with ‘courting’ human women.” 

He was right, too. Although they’d all been with countless beautiful women over the years from all around the world, they’d never had interest in forming any sort of relationship with their lovers. It was the same for most shifters. Every now and then, he’d meet a shifter, usually women shifters, who would carry on a relationship or two before finding their mate. They enjoyed the friendship and the education these “starter relationships” gifted them. But most shifters just found it to be a waste of time if the person wasn’t their true mate.

“And what if she doesn’t want to have sex with us?” 

Jameson shot him a “boy, please” look. Even if he really tried hard to think about it, he could still never, ever remember a time when a woman had rejected his sexual advances, be they married, single, stay-at-home mothers, government officials, young, old…hey, all wanted Jameson, and Jameson wanted all of them. “I can fuck any girl in the world, little one.”

Jones smirked and rolled his eyes. “Jameson, not every bitch on earth wants your dick.”

“Yeah they do.” Jameson turned and watched a few groups of people enter the club. “All right, little one,” he addressed his six-foot-three baby brother, “let’s go have some fun. Get our dicks wet, hopefully find the strawberry girl, and finally get that fucking money once and for all.”

Jameson had received an e-mail from an insistent woman named Alisa. She sounded a bit desperate, but from the nude photo she’d attached to the e-mail, he supposed she could fill a little of his free time should he get bored with any of the subs at Whipped Cream. She’d been particularly interested in his “animal illusions” as she’d called them.

In their experiences with human women at sex clubs, even when the men shifted certain body parts, it seemed like the woman’s logical brain could never let them accept that what they were seeing was in fact reality. It was pretty hysterical. But no matter what, the women were always hot and ready for it. Being a panther-shifter seemed to bring out the primitive, cave woman streak out of them.

Alisa had directly requested as many brothers as he could gather, and she wanted them all to perform the “illusions” on her. Normally, he’d be a little turned off by the blatant desperation he smelled in her message, but he’d sensed something else when he read her inquiry. It was as if she had some sort of ulterior motive on top of lusting for his shifter cock. Whatever it was, he’d find out soon enough. His Dallas to-do list was growing by the hour, it seemed.















Chapter 8



Sonny stopped walking halfway down the hallway and stopped in front of several framed pictures of him and his brothers, most of them taken during rodeo competitions. It was so funny looking at them. There was no way anyone would ever know the Lenox brothers were anything more than a band of normal, All-American cowboys. But their shifter genetic makeup hadn’t been the only dark secret they held. They all harbored skeletons and baggage after how they’d been abandoned by all their parents. Even Sonny, as happy as he generally was, tried his best not to let his mind wander to the painful pit he held inside.

A soft, sad sound coming down the way made him pause. 

Scarlett. 

He followed the low whimpers coming from Byron’s room as he walked down the dimly lit hallway. Once they’d arrived back, Levi had gone on a long run while the rest of the Lenox brothers did their best to comfort the distraught Scarlett. She’d opted to sleep with Byron tonight since he wouldn’t be getting up anytime soon.

For the last hour, Sonny had stared at his ceiling as he wondered what Scarlett was thinking after tonight. She’d told them in detail about what had happened in the diner. He couldn’t say he blamed Levi all that much for reacting the way he did, but his brother had failed to protect the most precious thing, and that was Scarlett’s heart. When he heard the small sounds down the hall, he felt relieved he wasn’t the only one awake in the house.

He gently pushed Byron’s bedroom door open until it was open enough to see his little mate curled into a ball in front of his brother. Byron was fast asleep with his arm draped around her from behind. She wore a simple, wife-beater top and white cotton boyshort underwear.

“Psst!”

Her blue eyes looked up at him, and he could see in the dim light that they were slightly puffy and red. He motioned for her to come out into the hallway. She looked over her shoulder at Byron as if she were making sure he was, in fact, asleep, and then she slowly lifted his arm from her body and slid off the bed. She tiptoed out of the room and carefully closed the door behind her.

Not able to wait a second more, he turned her to him and held her small, soft body against his. His cock had an immediate reaction, and he felt it grow against her upper belly. He buried his nose in the top of her head, loving the soft smell of her shampoo. She wasn’t crying anymore, he noticed, and he was relieved to know she was no longer emotional. Scarlett was much easier to deal with when the waterworks weren’t on full force.

“Let’s go back to my bed. I want to talk a little, get something off my mind.”

She nodded in response, so he lifted her easily and walked her back to his bedroom. His small side lamp was still on, keeping his large bed in the early morning shadows. His bedroom was large, spacey, and simple, mostly everything white and minimal.

He placed her on the mattress, and she retreated under the covers as he pulled down his pajama pants. He cuddled in beside her, reveling in how silky she felt as she pressed against his side, her head on his chest.

She was quiet for several moments before she broke the silence of the room. “Sonny, do you really think this is going to work?”

“All we can do is hope, right?” He smoothed her feathery hair down as he spoke. “Shifter or not, every relationship is one day at a time, and they require you to work every day in order for it to be a healthy one.”

He felt her nod against his chest. “Want me to tell you a little about Mama?”

Her body shot up, and she turned to him, disbelief in her eyes. “Really?”

He nodded, and she smiled wide in return.

“Mama used to dance to the radio while she made dinner and waited on our daddies to get home. It seemed like just the coming of their arrival brought sunshine to her.”

Scarlett was still smiling when he looked at her.

“But one day, she stopped. One day, she just stopped making dinner like she used to, stopped dancing to the radio.” He took a moment to think about the way he felt. No one had mentioned their mother in years. He’d always managed to keep the memories tucked deep inside so he wouldn’t have to deal with them. But he took a deep breath and held it together because this was something Scarlett needed to know to understand the Lenox clan a little better. “She was a human, and she eventually found that taking care of such a big family wasn’t something she really wanted. She complained that my dads worked too much, didn’t show her enough attention. Soon, the postman started coming more than just once a day, if you know what I mean.”

He felt a little comforted when Scarlett gave him a little smirk, inappropriate as the joke was. Her sadness was like a heavy weight on his chest that made it hard to breathe. “Then out of nowhere, she just packed her bags and left. My four dads took it very hard. They all became extremely depressed. So Leo had to step in and raise us boys while he was barely a man himself. After only his first year at school, he had to move back home to take care of all of us. He had to travel two hours into the city and back for class, and taking care of so many kids held him back a few years, but he got himself through medical school through all the chaos. A few months after Mama’s death, a neighbor found Papa Neil and Papa Nick, the twins, dead in the lake across town. Cops said they’d had too much to drink and drowned. Two weeks later, Papa Wyatt ran his pickup into a telephone pole while Papa Michael rode in the passenger seat. They were both skunk-drunk and neither had their seat belts on. I still wonder whether it really was an accident, though.” 

Her soft arms wrapped around his neck as she laid down on her tummy closely beside him, her left thigh covering his, and she rested her chin on his chest. “That’s so tragic. So awful. I just wish I would have known how much y’all have been through before I judged Levi like that.” The silver sparkles of tears in her blue eyes glittered in the dim lamp light, and he couldn’t resist brushing away the small lock of raven bangs hovering above them.

“Don’t feel guilty, baby. You’re right. We all need to heal and move on from the past if we’re going to have any sort of future as a family.”

“Sonny,” she began nervously as she worried her plump bottom lip. “Does Levi think I’m going to end up being like your mama?”

“Maybe.”

Her raven hair shifted side to side as she softly shook her head. “That would never happen, Sonny. I know you boys don’t really believe me yet, but I’m not going anywhere. I love you just as much as you love me.”

From the earnest look on her face, he knew she was being honest with him. At that moment, she really did love them as she claimed. Although he was aware of the fact her love was no guarantee from day to day, unlike Levi, he was smart enough to know that the present mattered much more than the probable future.

He realized his cock was now rock hard from having her silky thigh resting atop of it, making him shift a little underneath her. “How ’bout you climb on top and give me some of that love you’re claiming?”

Her eyebrow arched, and she smiled wickedly before slowly climbing on top of him. Her silky legs straddled him, and she moved in a short, slow rocking movement over him, making him groan with pleasure as the cotton material covering her hot pussy rubbed into his cock. He reached under the hem of her night top and pulled it over her head. Her soft breasts looked back at him, teasing him with their sheer beauty and fullness. He smiled when her body quivered at his touch as he cupped each one. He loved how easily she responded to him and his brothers, and his cock twitched with the encouragement she gave.

He didn’t realize he was staring at her until she shifted as if she were uncomfortable and held her forearms over her naked breasts. “You’re looking at me like you’re studying me.”

His eyebrows knitted together. “Crazy you say that because I guess I kind of am. When I look at you, I try to take in every curve, every beauty mark, so that I can remember it all vividly when you’re not with me.”

“But if you look too long, you may end up seeing something you don’t really like,” she said shyly.

“Try me.”

That irresistible blush he’d come to love so much swept across her pale cheeks. They looked like two little peaches. Watching them change color caused his temples to ache as the horns pushed against his skin. He growled and released the short horns.

He leaned up on his forearms and captured one of her hard nipples in his mouth.

“Yes,” she hissed out then grabbed the back on his head, arching her body into him further. He swirled his tongue around the hardened nub, and her hips began to rock provocatively over him, silently begging for more. “Kiss me.”

The nipple popped out of his mouth as he looked up to meet her sweet lips. As his tongue intertwined with hers, he softly then harshly pinched each of her nipples. Her moans grew louder, and the sweet smell of her arousal became stronger, causing his control to slip just a little more. With both hands gripping her boyshort panties, he quickly tore them in half.

Suddenly, his bedroom door squeaked open, and Levi walked through. He felt Scarlett stiffen as she watched him slowly walk over. Sonny held his breath for what would come next.

He smiled in relief when Scarlett held her hand out to Levi, and he took it. 

“I’m sorry I lost control of my temper earlier, darlin’,” he said as he stepped closer to Scarlett who still straddled Sonny on the bed. His face leaned in closer to hers, and Sonny could see in his eyes that his identical brother felt immense remorse for the pain he’d caused their mate. 

“I’m sorry I didn’t take the time out to understand first,” she replied just before their lips met. The romantic kiss quickly heated, and Sonny could feel the damp mound resting on top of his cock shift, causing him to moan. 



* * * *



She felt Sonny’s cock jumped happily as he stroked his gentle fingertips along her exposed, wet pussy. She moaned into Levi’s mouth as Sonny spread her cream over her engorged clit. “Damn, baby, you sure do like being shared. This pussy is already ripe for us.” 

Levi broke their kiss to remove his clothes, and she drank in the sight of large, muscled perfection in front of her, the mirror image of the gorgeous man she straddled. Her heart skipped with nervous excitement as Levi then took position behind her. His warm body pressed against her back, his hard erection resting along her spine. 

“Oh, Levi, I’m so sorry,” she whispered as her head fell back on his left shoulder. 

“Shh.” Levi passionately kissed the side of her neck as if he were starving for her taste. She felt him softly cup her breasts from behind, using his thumbs and forefingers to firmly yet gently pinch her nipples. Her body arched with desperation for more pressure there. “It’s a new day, darlin’.”

That made her smile, and she opened her eyes. Sonny smiled up at her as he leaned up on his elbows beneath her. “I love how y’all touch me,” she said as she rubbed her wet cunt along his length a little harder. 

“Do you love this?” Sonny leaned in and wrapped his lips around her right nipple, his warm, moist tongue firmly lapping it with erotic talent before moving on to the other.

“Oh, yes,” she panted, pressing her chest into Sonny’s mouth as she felt Levi move away. 

Sonny hissed between clenched teeth when she reached down and firmly grasped the base of his cock with her tiny hand. It looked so delicate in comparison to his long, wide size. His head dropped to his pillow as she lifted then lowered over him, her cunt gloving his cock like a delicious vise. Her musky juices spread over his entire length as she pumped up and down. He grunted repeatedly when she’d squeeze her pussy muscles each time she raised her body. 

“Oh, Sonny,” she purred and planted her cool hands on his broad, warm chest for support as she lifted her hips all the way up until only his throbbing head was still inside of her. She thought his eyeballs would pop out of his head as she began moving her hips in a figure-eight motion, causing the tip of his cock to swirl around the thick cream at her opening. “Your cock feels so damn good inside my pussy.” She smiled sexily, but he didn’t miss the way the blush of her cheeks seemed to deepen a little at the use of her naughty words.

“I love when you say things like that.” He pushed his hips up, but she was quick and only rose further up to keep him from going deeper. “You’re teasing me, darlin’.”

“Savoring you,” she corrected with a wink. The muscles inside her tightened as she slowly pumped lower and lower down his length. 

“Ooh,” he moaned when he finally hit the hilt inside of her.

Just then, she felt Levi behind her. “Damn, I love watching you fuck him good like that, darlin’.” He gently pressed her body forward with his hand until her chest rested against Sonny’s large pecs. The sound of a bottle cap opening then closing reassured she was about to get fucked by two of her mates at the same time. 

Levi carefully pushed a little of the lube into her asshole. His finger slowly penetrated her tight hole, and he grunted loudly. She heard the brief pain in his voice and knew his short horns had sprouted. 

“Don’t forget to relax, baby,” Sonny softly whispered in her ear as he wrapped his thick arms around her shoulders. 

She did as she was told, and soon Levi was able to enter two fingers. Her pussy contracted as he scissored his fingers inside her. “I want you both inside me right now, fucking me,” she pleaded. 

Sonny’s cock twitched inside her. “I love that dirty mouth you’ve acquired since being here. You’re a natural, baby.”

Levi pulled his fingers out of her ass, and almost immediately she felt the wide head of his cock push against the tiny opening between her cheeks. 

Sonny caressed her nipple very lightly, and she couldn’t help but lean in to his hands to get more. “That’s it, baby. Come get it.”

When he said that, she realized he was teasing her breasts to push her to seek her pleasure in any way she needed. She needed to be touched with more power, and there were few things more powerful than double penetration by two large shape-shifters. 

Her eyes slowly slid half-closed, and her trembling lips slightly parted as she focused on relaxing every part of her body. The sounds of her mates’ husky groans satisfied her as Levi’s big cock slowly slipped in her asshole. 

Sonny grasped her hips and held still, giving her a chance to have two cocks inside her body at once. “I can feel you moving inside me,” she told him as she lightly grazed his nipples with her fingernails. He licked his lips as he stared down at where they were physically connected. 

Levi slowly pulled his cock out a little as Sonny thrust up into her cunt. As Sonny pulled away, Levi pushed his cock deep in her ass. She easily fell into their rhythm. Her body felt full and stretched as the brothers fucked her ass and pussy with their huge cocks. 

Fucking more than one brother at once felt natural at this point, and she easily lost herself in fucking them good. 

“Fuck, your ass is so damn amazing.” Levi gave her a firm but playful spank on her right ass cheek. 

Her body clenched with the force, and they both cursed at the way her passages tightened more. Their pleasured moans mingled with hers and the soft spanking sound of flesh on flesh. 

Sonny licked the pad of his thumb and reached down to circle her clit with the perfect amount of pressure. He gave her a naughty grin when her hips starting bucking harder under his touch. “This hot, tight pussy brings a smile to my face.” 

“Harder,” she panted. “Fuck me harder!”

They both immediately complied and fucked her with such force that she expected pain to come at any moment. But it didn’t. Their savage fucking only fed her own animal, and she cried out their names as she rode her climax higher and higher.

Suddenly, her body stiffened and her hips bucked wildly back and forth. Her pussy and ass contracted in time with their thrusts. The sound of her cries echoed through the room as she came around their cocks. Both men gripped her body tighter as they simultaneously filled her ass and cunt with their hot cum. Several moments passed before the men finally slowed their aggressive pounding 

For a moment, Scarlett felt blinded by her climax. Fucking her men sent her senses into turbo overdrive. Her pussy seemed to never want to stop coming, 

Levi pulled out of her tender flesh, allowing her to climb off of Sonny’s still hard cock. It wasn’t until she turned around that she noticed the other five men that had been standing in the back of the room watching.

She waved flirtatiously, and she giggled when they all smiled and waved back. Slowly spreading her legs apart as she sat back on the bed, she softly patted her trimmed, sopping pussy. “Any cowboys looking for a midnight snack?” 















Chapter 9



As Todd drove the truck down the dark, country road, Alisa suddenly realized she’d seen the last occupied house about ten minutes ago. A thick mass of trees and shrubbery surrounded the narrow path they drove down, and Alisa had counted three armadillos, two opossums, and six deer since entering the Knotty city limits.

“Turn the headlights off,” Dasha instructed from beside her, a generous amount of annoyance in her raspy voice.

Todd followed her mother’s command as he slowly crept his black pickup closer to the giant plantation house to their right. In the distance, Alisa could see there was a single room in the entire mansion that was still lit. It was almost midnight, so she was surprised and relieved to see that the little slut and her incestuous hillbilly boyfriend were still awake. This time, they had to be absolutely sure Scarlett and her blond cowboy lover were dead for good, no questions asked. A few caps in the back of her nasty, homely brunette head ought to do the trick, Alisa thought with anticipation and a smirk.

As advised by her mother, Dasha, who was sitting in to the right of Alisa, they wore head-to-toe black so as not to be seen by neighbors in the dark. The fact the truck was black was another advantage. The last thing she needed was anymore bad luck in her pursuit to be a rich, dead man’s wife.

Although they’d purchased a silencer for their gun, should there be any kind of eyewitness, it helped that in the dark night they were likely to just give the description of a “dark truck.” In Texas, that was about as general as it got when it came to automobile descriptions.

“Park the truck about a half block down,” Mother said.

Like the good boy toy he was, Todd followed her directions then shut off the engine. He reached under his seat and pulled out the handgun she’d purchased for him last night and connected the shiny, new silencer to the end. The three of them quietly exited the truck and tiptoed down the street. 

They hid in the shadows of the trees as they stalked closer to the house. Her mother had assured them there was no watchdog when she had come to poison Scarlett, so there was no need to be too paranoid about that. They kept low as they moved closer to the lit window. It wasn’t long before she heard obvious sex sounds coming from a woman she guessed was Scarlett. When she peered through the window, her jaw dropped.

It was her stepdaughter all right…with seven men! She and her mother both cursed in quiet Russian at the amazing sight the eight bodies created. Scarlett’s small body was being handed around the room as she took her turn riding each cowboy like a wild bronco. Alisa noticed the blond cowboy from Whip Cream was actually a triplet, and his other two brothers were positioning Scarlett between them, seemingly to both be able to fuck her with their monstrous cocks at the same time. Her pussy clenched at the visual stimulation, but she quickly shook her lustful thoughts away and tried to focus on the insanity at hand.

“I–I didn’t know a woman was able to do that,” Todd commented in awe then rubbed his eyes in an exaggerated, dramatic movement to be able to see a little more clearly.

Alisa turned to her wide-eyed mother. “You told me there was just one man.”

“I assumed there was. Why on earth would I think to ask her if she’s being fucked by an entire basketball team?”

Alisa turned to Todd. “Well, what are you waiting for? Let’s get this show on the road.”

Oddly, Todd’s face began to twist with horror as he continued to watch the orgy over her shoulder. Instead of speaking or screaming, he used one hand to cover his gaping mouth as the other pointed through the window. Alisa turned to see what he was so afraid of, and before she could remind herself where she was and what exactly she was doing there, she released a shrieking, blood-curdling scream.

What she saw fried her brain to bits. It seemed like the cowboys were turning into very large livestock. The two blonds fucking Scarlett together, along with the dark-haired one in her mouth, all seemed to sprout bull horns.

Of course, everyone in the house turned to the window and saw the three of them standing there.

“Shoot her! Shoot her, Goddamn it!” Mother had the back of Todd’s black Windbreaker coat bunched in her tight fist as she pushed him toward the window. Todd’s hands were shaking violently, and he was stuttering nonsense, obviously as in shock as she was over what they were looking at through the glass.

“Holy shit!” Todd screamed as the cowboy with the shaved head shifted into a full on longhorn.

The enormous beasts released a terrifying growl before running toward the window. Alisa, Dasha, and Todd all ran for the field, and she heard a loud crash behind her as the longhorn ran straight through the window. As her feet flew beneath her, she could hear the other men screaming and cursing at them.

Much to her disgust, when she looked to her right, she saw Todd being chased by one of the blond triplets. He screamed like a woman, and his arms flapped around as he ran. He looked like one of those silly things they have at car dealerships that wave around in the wind. Todd spun around once and held the gun out to one of the men and shot.



* * * *



Scarlett’s heart lurched in her chest, and her entire body jumped in fear when she heard the woman’s bloodcurdling scream from outside the bedroom window. Terrified at the thought of some stranger looking in on her, Scarlett scurried to the end of the bed, struggling to cover her naked body with anything in sight, so she settled on the giant throw pillows on the bed.

Everyone’s attention turned to the three people outside of the window—the same couple from Whip Cream! And…holy fucking shit, no Goddamn way…the woman who poisoned her! What the fuck were they all doing together?

Oh my God, they’re working together, all against me!

“That’s her!” Scarlett screamed out in fury, pointing to the older blonde woman with her jaw to the ground. “That’s the Russian bitch that poisoned me the other day! Get her!”

All seven of her mates growled so loud it seemed the walls shook. Leo ran straight through the window, and the others ran out of the room. Most of them released their longhorns to full length, likely because they were unable to hold back while being in such blinding rage. The men began pushing each other aside as they all piled in the doorway, hurrying to get through in a frenzy before they ran heavily through the house, sounding more like a stampede of elephants than a band of angry brothers. Even from the Sonny’s bedroom way down the hall, she could hear the front door practically get torn from its hinges as they pulled it open.

Wrapped in nothing but the white bed sheet, she chased them out of the bedroom and down the hall. By the time she made it to the front room, the men were already out the doorway. She was right about one thing. There on the porch lay the door, split completely in two. Scarlett tightened the sheet around her and followed them out of the house and onto the cool grass in the front yard. She stood and watched as the three Peeping Toms were chased by her cowboys. By then, Leo and Bryon had shifted into full Texas longhorn bull form. And with the way their orange eyes glowed like fire in the night, her mates did not look happy.

Suddenly remembering where Leo kept the closest gun—there were several throughout the house—Scarlett ran back into the house and into the kitchen to pull the heavy handgun from the vintage tin bread box. When she’d finally made it back outside, she saw Levi chasing the man in the trio. The small, terrified man ran behind Rhett’s white pickup in the middle of the driveway, and she watched as he seemed to bring the gun up in slow motion. Scarlett planted her feet in place on the porch and quickly aimed her own gun at the man’s shaking hand then shot, not giving much thought to the fact the sheet was barely holding itself together.

The little man screamed out in pain and instantly dropped the gun before he had a chance harm Levi. When he held his hand up, she saw she had put a large hole in the smack center of his palm, and thick, dark blood poured down his arm.

“Eeeeeeeee!” the man screamed in the most high-pitched shriek she’d ever heard come out of a man’s mouth—or a woman’s, for that matter.

Levi suddenly fully shifted into his red longhorn, and the man turned to continue to run in the other direction. Levi’s bull was red like his other triplet brothers, but Levi had a white patch on his rump. Levi quickly caught up with the stranger and swung his wide head back then forward, ripping the screaming man’s black pants clean of his body in one slice.

“Eeeee! Eee! Eee! Eeeeee!” The man in black continued to run toward the road wearing only his black turtleneck and tighty-whities, his stick-thin, pale legs working with all they had. Scarlett almost wanted to laugh at him because he looked so damn ridiculous. And maybe a little sad even.

The other two women ran quickly behind him. The young blonde waved her arms frantically as she followed the small man. The bitch who poisoned her was on their heels, and they all disappeared into the shadows. Not even a minute later, they heard a truck rev to life then take off down the street.



* * * *



“Can someone please shut him the fuck up!” Dasha yelled from behind the wheel as she sped off into the night. Todd had his head on Alisa’s shoulder as he screamed from the top of his lungs, holding his hand up as blood gushed from the extremely large hole in the smack center of his palm. Goddamn it if that little bitch hadn’t been a perfect shot. Almost shot his hand clean off. They couldn’t go to the hospital for risk of the police being contacted, so they’d have to take care of the wound themselves. Dasha had dabbled in nursing a little back in Russia, and she could tell from the wound that it would likely need to be amputated if it ended up infected.

Her ears rang, and her nerves were on edge. Her knuckles were white from gripping the steering wheel so damn hard.   

“Eeeee! Eeeeee!” Todd cried out like a woman in childbirth.

Dasha reached into the glove compartment and pulled out a large roll of duct tape she had placed there before they’d left Dallas. She had hoped to be burying two dead bodies tonight, but that hadn’t worked out in the least bit.

An unfamiliar pang of failure took her breath away, and defeat was not something Dasha could ever accept. After tonight, the scheme was no longer strictly business. No one took the reins in her life except she herself, and for that it had become personal. 

“Here.” She tossed the tape to Alisa. “Tape that little sissy’s mouth shut before I put us all out of our fucking misery.”

Alisa complied, her hands trembling as she strapped a thick strap of tape over his mouth. It seemed he was in much too much pain and agony to even begin to fight back.

“You’re so fucking useless, Todd!” yelled Dasha as Todd’s screams suddenly became muffled when Alisa secured it in place. “You had a clear fucking shot, and you blew it. Why the fuck are you even here if you can’t help?”

The last thing Dasha was used to was anyone “helping” her or her daughter. They’d been on their own their entire lives. Dasha’s ex-husband, Alisa’s father, had been the most gorgeous man she had ever met. Only a sixteen-year-old child at the time, she’d been green and naive, and most of all, very, very dumb. She dedicated everything to him, and her only payback was weekly beatings and verbal abuse. Still, she loved him more than life itself and remained a devoted child bride to him. Less than a year later, Alisa was born.

That’s when the disappearances began. He wouldn’t come home for days at a time, and he always refused to tell her where he went or who he was with. He’s said it was as much her business as it was the family dog’s because, to him, they were on the same level in his eyes. She even remembered a night when he’d brought home one of his whores. The nasty woman went to hold baby Alisa, and Dasha had lunged for her. But not before her husband stopped her. That night she’d received a broken nose, four cracked ribs, and a concussion. But even then, Dasha couldn’t bring herself to leave him or stop loving him.

Then one day, when Alisa was barely a toddler, he finally walked out. He packed all his things, even things that Dasha had bought with her own money, and left them with nothing. He’d cleaned out their bank accounts and took off with a young Brazilian slut. He said he’d met her at a bar, even said she was his “soul mate.” Even now, she could throw up just remembering the way he’d said it. That had been the last she’d heard of him. Till this day, every year on their wedding anniversary, Dasha would lie in bed and cry and think about the perfect life they all could have had if only her husband hadn’t been so evil.

She promised herself she’d do everything it took to make sure she and her daughter never sacrificed any security ever again. They’d take revenge on the men that had fucked them over, take all their money and rip their hearts out.

She knew people would find it appalling if they knew the things she’d forced her daughter to go through for money. But Dasha was confident that she was teaching her young daughter a very valuable lesson. It was always better them than her. If she didn’t hurt them first, they’d only end up hurting her. Morality was a weakness she’d never suffer again thanks to her plan.

“Mother, he’s in pain.”

“He’s in pain? I’m the fucking one in pain. My ears are practically bleeding from all that pussy screaming he’s doing over there.” She could never find a place in her heart to care about the little pansy of a man. To her, it seemed he was only getting in the way. Her daughter had kicked and screamed until Dasha had finally agreed to let him in on the big plan to kill Charlie and Scarlett and take all the Rose money.

“Mother, you can’t forget that we need Todd if we’re going to put Charlie into cardiac arrest on the wedding night. He’s certified and knows exactly how to do it without getting caught. There’s no way we can risk doing this ourselves.”

Dasha released a long, drawn out sigh as she shook her head. Alisa was right. They just needed to put up with Todd’s bullshit for another few days. He was such a pain in the ass, though, Dasha decided they’d likely have to get rid of him, as well, once they’d gotten what they’d come all the way to America for. Good, old-fashioned green.















Chapter 10



Scarlett gently placed the burning-hot handgun down on the wooden, wraparound porch before scurrying down the steps. She ran with her arms outstretched to her group of mates as they all jogged toward her.

“Oh, thank God they’re gone!” she cried out as she held each of them. She couldn’t even put into words how traumatizing it had been to watch them all in the face of death like that. Of course, the three pipsqueaks speeding down the road were no match for her seven longhorn-shifters, but not even they could have beat a speeding bullet should something have gone wrong. “I would have fucked them all up beyond recognition if they’d touched one hair on y’all’s heads!”

Her men all held her close and laughed, but she was dead serious. All these realizations were happening so damn fast, and it put her on edge like nothing before. First she discovered her very own stepmother was out to kill her for whatever fucking reason. Then they found out the trashy blonde had been cheating on her poor, elderly father with his own male nurse. And of course, the moment she decides to try to relax, to forget the fight Levi had humiliated her with and enjoy her gorgeous, yummy mates, she looks over and what the hell does she see? Three little piggies looking in on her, one of which being the asshole who convinced her to try poisoned apple-flavored lube.

“We need a plan,” Leo finally stated after they’d all settled on the porch. “These people are evil, and they are not to be underestimated. They’ll obviously stop at nothing to see that Scarlett is dead. And now they’ve discovered our most well-kept secret of all.”

Scarlett sat on the step in front of Byron and dropped her head in her hands. Byron’s strong, large hands immediately covered her shoulders. He didn’t say anything, but she knew it was his way of providing silent comfort. “This is all my fault, and it’s become such a mess.” She looked up, not missing the sympathy in their beautiful eyes. “What if they tell someone about you being shifters? No, I would just die if they took you boys away from me.” The reality of the consequences of that night started to all set in, bringing the familiar panic and anxiety.

But the men didn’t seem very nervous at all. In fact, they seemed almost confident, very calm and collected as they all lounged around the porch. Byron’s hands then began to gently massage the tension and stress knots in her shoulders and back. “Darlin’, listen to what you’re saying,” he said as he rubbed her, his deep, husky voice turning her on even in such a ridiculously chaotic situation. “How do you think everyone is going to react when they even try to begin to explain what they saw here tonight? People would lock them in the loony bin, lock the door, and then throw away the key. And even if they could get anyone to listen to what those psychos had to say, it’s going to cost them some considerable time to be heard. I say we go tell your father what happened before they get to him first.”

Her father! Oh, God, she’d totally forgotten that bitch would likely go straight to the boss man with what she’d discovered.

Leo shook his head. “It’s not happening tonight. It’s a wonder we aren’t all in shock right now. You especially, Scarlett.”

“For the last time, Leo, I am not made of porcelain, and I don’t break on contact.” She loved how protective her men were, but not how it boiled her blood when they acted as though she was a defenseless kitten. She couldn’t help but feel underestimated. 

Leo stepped up to her, brushed Byron’s hands away from her shoulders, then lifted Scarlett until she stood in front of him. “Last time I checked, darlin’, you didn’t devote twelve years of your life to medical school.”

“Excuse me?” Mate or no mate, she wasn’t about to tolerate anyone talking to her like that. This was exactly what pissed her off. The worst thing was she was absolutely sure he knew it but only chose to ignore it. “You are not better than me, Leo Lenox.”

“Never said I was. But I do know more about your health than even you do, darlin’. And you aren’t moving an inch tonight. What you’re going to do is get your pretty little ass back in that house, wash up, and then you are to go to bed to get a decent night’s rest. It does nobody any good to be tired and sick. Now take it or leave it, Scarlett. When it comes to your safety, it’s your only option.”

She looked at the other men, hoping someone would take it upon themselves to get be on her side. But she wasn’t at all surprised when she watched all six of the other brothers cross their arms over their broad chests, an obvious sign they agreed with every word Leo had lectured her with. 

She sighed heavily. Although she had her own stubbornness issues, she’d come to realize she was a logical person as well. Times like this, she’d learned to simply pick her battles. She had to realize her mates were only looking out for the best for her. After death knocking on her door a few times, she had to understand they had every reason and right to be afraid for her.

“Fine,” she finally said. “But I’m leaving first thing in the morning, with or without you guys.”

“Fuck that!” Devlin shouted as he stood from the porch swing he had been sitting on. “I’ll be damned if you go off by yourself.”

“Then come with me if you’re so worried.” When she thought about it, it would be nice and much less stressful if Devlin was there with her. He was so strong, fearless, and masculine, she’d always feel safe with him. She knew he’d die before he let anyone harm her.

Devlin paused for a moment, seeming to think about her suggestion. “I’m on board. In fact, I probably won’t be able to sleep if I wasn’t there, anyway. Besides, I’m sure you’ll be able to use the support when you meet up with your father. I don’t want you to do that alone.”

She smiled and reached for him. “I love you, Devlin. And I know you’ll take really good care of me.”

“I love you, too,” he murmured before kissing her softly on the lips. “Now let’s all go to bed. It’s been a hell of a night, and tomorrow you’ll need the rest.”

“Whoa, whoa!” Scarlett held her hands up, her head swiveling from one cowboy to the other. “Am I the only one who remembers we were rudely interrupted before everyone was done coming? I don’t know about y’all, but I’d like to get a good night’s rest. And there’s only one way to guarantee that.”

All the men, including Leo, paused. Any hesitation from her mates usually meant sexual distraction.

Scarlett squealed as Levi lifted her in his strong arms. “So much for the sleep lecture!”

“We can sleep when we’re dead.” Levi stepped over the cracked front door still lying on the porch and stepped inside as he held her close. “And with you around, darlin’, I’ve never felt so alive in my life.”





End of Book 3: Unzipping Levi



To be continued in 

Book 4: Devlin’s Beast
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