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Chapter 1: Dust and Leather in Bandera

	 

	Georgia Nelson gripped the edge of the mahogany bar so hard her knuckles turned white as Nash Wynette reached for her again. The silk of her saloon dress felt like a lie against her skin - a flimsy, fragile cage compared to the sturdy leather and denim she wore at the stables. She had spent the morning breaking a stallion that would have sent Nash crying for his mother, but here, under the flickering oil lamps of the Bandera watering hole, she was just another piece of scenery for the local ranch hands to paw at.

"I said that is enough, Nash," Georgia snapped, her voice low and dangerous. She needed the tips to save her father - s land, but her patience was wearing thinner than her corset strings.

"C - mon, Georgia," Nash slurred, his breath a foul mix of cheap whiskey and tobacco. He lunged forward, his rough hand catching her waist and pulling her flush against his sweat - stained shirt. "You handle the horses well enough. Why not a man who can actually pay for the ride?"

Georgia went still, her eyes flashing with the fire of a woman who had been pushed too far. She was about to introduce Nash’s jaw to her fist when a shadow fell over them both. It was a massive, suffocating presence that smelled of rain, expensive tobacco, and raw power.

Luke Jennings didn't say a word at first. He simply reached out and wrapped his hand around Nash’s wrist. The sound of Nash’s bones creaking under the pressure was audible even over the piano player - s ragtime tune. 

"The lady told you to stop, Nash," Luke rumbled. His voice was a deep, gravelly baritone that vibrated in Georgia’s chest. "And I don't like repeating things."

Nash turned pale, his bravado vanishing the moment he looked into Luke’s cold, flinty eyes. Luke Jennings was a man of iron will, a rancher who ruled the hills of Bandera with a heavy hand and a sharp mind. Everyone knew he and his partner, Waylon Lambert, were looking for more than just cattle these days. They were looking for a future.

"I - I didn't mean nothing, Luke," Nash stammered, scrambling away the moment Luke released him.

Georgia let out a breath she hadn't realized she was holding, but the relief was short - lived. Luke turned his gaze on her, and the heat in his eyes made her knees weak. He looked her up and down, from the lace at her throat to the curve of her hips, and his jaw tightened.

"I saw you with that mare this morning, Georgia," Luke said, his voice dropping to a dangerous, possessive whisper. "You were a queen in the dirt. But here? Letting a dog like Nash put his paws on you for a few pieces of silver?"

"I have debts, Luke," she whispered, her pride stinging.

"You have a master now," he countered. Without another word, he hooked a thick arm around her waist and hauled her off the floor. 

Georgia gasped as he marched her toward the back office of the saloon. He kicked the door shut behind them, the sound echoing like a gunshot. He didn't waste time with sweet words. He sat in the heavy oak chair and hauled her over his lap, the movement so swift and strong she couldn't even think to protest.

"You need a lesson in who you belong to," Luke growled. 

He flipped her skirts up, exposing her trembling thighs. His hand was large, calloused, and heavy as it descended. The first strike was a sharp, stinging shock that made Georgia cry out, her fingers digging into his muscular thighs. He didn't stop. He delivered a stern, over - the - knee lesson that left her bottom glowing with heat and her mind spinning with a strange, primal surrender. Each blow was a claim, a physical marking of his authority.

When he finally stopped, Georgia was sobbing softly, her face flushed and her body humming with a desperate, raw attraction she couldn't understand. Luke pulled her up, tucking her head under his chin.

"Waylon is waiting at the ranch," Luke told her, his hand rubbing the heat he had just created. "We - ve decided, Georgia. The frontier is a hard place for a woman alone. You - re coming home with us. You - re going to be our bride. You - re going to give us the heirs we need to keep the Jennings legacy alive."

The transition from the dusty streets of Bandera to the sprawling empire of the Jennings - Lambert ranch was a blur of heat and intensity. Waylon Lambert was waiting for them, a man just as rugged and imposing as Luke, with eyes that burned with the same hunger. 

The weeks that followed were a whirlwind of total surrender. Georgia found that the grit she used in the stables served her well in the master bedroom. She was a woman built for the intensity of two powerful cowboys who took what they wanted with a rough, honest passion. They demanded everything from her, and in return, they gave her a devotion that was as steady as the Texas sun.

It wasn't long before the change took hold. Georgia stood on the porch one morning, looking out over the vast sea of grass that now belonged to her as much as it did to the men who claimed her. She felt the slight, firm curve of her belly and the familiar ache in her breasts. 

Luke walked up behind her, his large hands resting over hers on her stomach. Waylon joined them a moment later, his presence a solid anchor on her other side.

"You feel it yet?" Waylon asked, his voice thick with pride.

"I do," Georgia whispered, leaning back into the strength of her husbands. 

She was no longer the desperate stable hand or the girl dancing for coins. She was the heart of the ranch, the vessel for the next generation of men who would rule this land. Bound by duty and a deep, primal love, she was forever claimed by the leather and the dust, and the two cowboys who had seen the fire beneath her rags.

	 


Chapter 2: The Debt of Georgia Nelson

	 

	Earl Bryan slammed the folded parchment onto the scarred wooden table of the stable office, the sound echoing like a gunshot against the dry timber walls. The dust motes danced in the shafts of morning light as Georgia Nelson looked up from the harness she was oiling.

"Thirty days, Georgia," Earl said, his voice devoid of the neighborly kindness he had shown her father for twenty years. "The bank is finished with extensions. You pay the back taxes and the interest on the south pasture, or we start the auction. Bandera is growing, and there are men with deep pockets looking for land like yours."

Georgia felt the cold weight of the news settle in her gut. Her hands, calloused and stained with leather oil, tightened around the reins. "I have worked every hour the sun gives me, Earl. The stallions I broke for Travis Austin brought in a fair price."

"It is not enough," Earl replied, adjusting his hat as he turned to leave. "Not nearly enough. You are a woman trying to do a man - s job, and the dirt does not care about your effort. It only cares about the debt."

When he left, Georgia leaned her forehead against the cool leather of the saddle. The ranch was her soul, a legacy of grit and dust that she refused to let slide into the hands of speculators. But the stable hand wages were a pittance. She looked at the small trunk in the corner of the room, the one containing the silk and lace she had bought in a moment of desperation. If she wanted to keep the land, she would have to sell more than just her labor.

That night, the atmosphere in the Bandera watering hole was thick with the scent of cheap whiskey, tobacco, and the raw masculinity of men fresh off the trail. Susannah Boone, the owner of the establishment, watched from the bar as Georgia descended the stairs. Georgia was no longer the girl in mud - stained canvas. She was a vision of hidden curves pushed upward by a restrictive corset, her skin glowing like honey under the dim lamps.

Luke Jennings sat at a central table, his large frame commanding the space around him. He was a man of iron will, his presence enough to silence a room when he walked in. Beside him sat Waylon Lambert, his loyal partner and a man of equal intensity. They were the kings of the territory, men who had built an empire but lacked the one thing that secured a legacy: an heir.

Luke - s dark eyes narrowed as he spotted Georgia. He had watched her that morning at the stables, mesmerized by the way her strong thighs gripped the flanks of a wild mare. Seeing her now, swaying in a dress that left little to the imagination, made his blood burn with a possessive heat.

"She is the one," Waylon muttered, his voice a low rumble. "The stable hand. She has the fire we need, Luke."

"She has no business being pawed at by these curs," Luke growled, his knuckles white as he gripped his glass.

The tension snapped when Nash Wynette, a rowdy drover with a reputation for being reckless, reached out and caught Georgia by the waist. He pulled her roughly onto his lap, his hand wandering high up her thigh, bunching the lace of her skirt.

"I heard the Nelson girl was looking for coins," Nash laughed, his breath hot against her neck. "Why don't you show me what those horse - riding muscles can do, Georgia?"

Georgia struggled, her face flushed with shame and anger. "Let go of me, Nash. I am just bringing the drinks."

"You are a saloon girl now," Nash sneered, his fingers digging into her hip. "That means you belong to whoever has the gold."

Before Georgia could swing her tray, a massive hand clamped onto Nash - s shoulder. Luke Jennings stood over them, his shadow swallowing the table. The raw power radiating from him was a physical force.

"She does not belong to you," Luke said, his voice vibrating with a lethal edge.

Nash looked up, his bravado vanishing as he met Luke - s predatory stare. "I was just havin - some fun, Jennings."

"Your fun is over. Get out," Luke commanded.

Nash didn't hesitate. He scrambled away, leaving Georgia trembling in the center of the room. Luke didn't offer a comforting word. Instead, he grabbed her arm, his grip like a brand of hot iron, and began hauling her toward the back office.

"Luke, stop! You - re hurting me," Georgia cried, though the pain was secondary to the sudden, overwhelming attraction she felt for the man claiming her.

He didn't stop until they were inside the office. He kicked the door shut and turned the bolt. The room was small, smelling of old paper and woodsmoke.

"Do you have any idea what you are doing to yourself?" Luke demanded, his chest heaving. "Dressing like a harlot and letting animals like Nash Wynette put their hands on you?"

"I have a debt!" Georgia shouted back, her eyes flashing. "I am losing everything. I did what I had to do."

"You did what you thought you had to do," Luke countered. He stepped closer, his masculine scent filling her senses. "But you are a woman who needs a firm hand to guide her. You have the spirit of a mustang, Georgia, but you are running wild in the wrong direction."

Without warning, he sat in the heavy wooden chair and yanked her across his lap. Georgia gasped as she was flipped over his powerful thighs, her skirts falling forward to expose her drawers.

"Luke! Let me up!"

"No," he growled. "You need to understand the gravity of your choices. If you want to play the part of a saloon girl, you will learn the consequences of being a disobedient one."

He brought his large, heavy palm down across the seat of her drawers. The crack of the impact was loud in the small room. Georgia let out a sharp cry, the sting blooming across her skin like wildfire.

"That is for the dress," Luke said, his voice stern and unrelenting.

Smack.

"That is for Nash Wynette."

Smack.

He delivered a relentless, over - the - knee lesson, his hand landing with rhythmic precision. Georgia sobbed, her body arching against his legs, but beneath the sting, a primal heat began to coil in her belly. She was being dominated by a man who truly saw her, a man whose strength promised both discipline and protection.

When he finally stopped, her backside was throbbing and red, her breath coming in ragged gasps. He didn't let her up. He turned her over in his arms, holding her against his broad chest.

"You are done with this place, Georgia," Luke whispered, his thumb tracing the line of her trembling lip. "Waylon and I have reached a decision. We need a bride. We need a woman who can handle the heat of the Jennings ranch and give us the sons our legacy demands. You have the grit, and tonight, you showed me you have the fire."

Georgia looked into his eyes and saw her future. The debt would be paid, but the price was total surrender to the two most powerful men in Bandera. 

"I won't be a bird in a cage, Luke," she whispered, even as she leaned into his touch.

"You won't be a bird at all," Luke replied, his voice thick with raw desire. "You will be the heart of our home. And you will be kept very, very busy."

He stood up, carrying her as if she weighed nothing. Outside the door, Waylon Lambert was waiting, his eyes dark with the same possessive hunger. The contract was signed in the heat of the moment, a bond of leather, dust, and blood. Georgia Nelson was no longer a debtor. She was claimed.

	 


Chapter 3: Taming the Wildest Stallion

	 

	The weight of the silver in the ranch office had been heavy, but the weight of Luke Jennings - s gaze was heavier still. I have traded one kind of cage for another, Georgia thought as the town of Bandera began to shrink into a collection of flickering lanterns behind them. The dust of the stables was still under her fingernails, a sharp contrast to the way the silk of her saloon dress clung to her hips. She was no longer just Georgia Nelson, the girl who could break a horse better than any man in the county. She was property. She was a prize won in the heat of a back - office confrontation, and the realization made her stomach do a slow, dizzying roll. There was no turning back to the quiet nights of independence or the simple struggle of making ends meet. Ahead lay the Jennings ranch, a place of iron rules and two men who intended to break her just as she had broken the wild stallions of Bandera.

The wagon lurched over a deep rut, sending Georgia sliding against Waylon Lambert. His arm was a solid bar of muscle as he caught her, his hand lingering on her waist with a proprietary squeeze that made her breath hitch. Waylon was as rugged as the land itself, his face a map of sun - drenched days and hard - won authority. 

"You - re a long way from the stables now, Georgia," Waylon rumbled, his voice like grinding gravel. "And you - re a long way from Nash Wynette and the rest of those hounds at the saloon. You belong to the Jennings brand now. You best start acting like it."

Georgia looked at him, her eyes flashing with a spark of her old fire. "I told Luke I wouldn't be a bird in a cage, Waylon. I have grit. I have pride."

Luke Jennings, who held the reins with a mastery that made the two powerful horses ahead of them submit to his every whim, didn't look back, but his voice carried a dominant edge that brooked no argument. "You can keep your grit, Georgia. We - ll need it when you - re carrying the next generation of our line. But your pride? That belongs to us. We saw how you handled yourself tonight, letting a man like Nash Wynette get his hands on what belongs to us. That fire of yours needs a chimney, and we - re the only men strong enough to build it."

The memory of Luke - s hand striking her skin in the saloon office made her flush. It hadn't just been a punishment; it had been a claim. The sting had been a reminder that her body was no longer her own. As they moved deeper into the dark expanse of the frontier, the anxiety of the unknown gnawed at her. She had spent years taming the wildest animals in the dirt, but now she was the one being led into the paddock. The raw masculinity radiating from the two men squeezed the air from the small space between them. They were giants of the West, men who took what they wanted and held it with a grip of steel.

"What if I can - t be what you want?" Georgia whispered, the words slipping out before she could stop them. "What if I - m not the bride you need for your legacy?"

Luke pulled the horses to a halt at the crest of a hill that overlooked the vast Jennings empire. He turned, his eyes dark with a primal, possessive hunger that made Georgia - s knees weak even as she sat. He reached out, his thumb tracing the line of her jaw with a deceptive tenderness that promised total surrender.

"You have the curves to carry our sons and the spirit to survive this land," Luke said, his voice thick with raw desire. "Waylon and I didn't pick you because you were easy, Georgia. We picked you because you were the only woman in Bandera with enough fire to match our own. You - re going to be kept very busy, and you - re going to be loved with an intensity that would break a lesser woman."

Waylon shifted beside her, his hand moving from her waist to the back of her neck, his fingers tangling in her hair. "The old life is dead, Georgia. You - re the heart of this ranch now. And tonight, we start making sure you understand exactly what that means."

The finality of his tone left no room for doubt. The road back to Bandera was gone, swallowed by the shadows of the mesquite trees. Georgia looked at the two men - her husbands, her masters, her future - and felt a terrifying, electric jolt of attraction. She was a woman built of grit, but as they pulled her closer, she realized that her surrender wouldn't be a defeat. It would be an explosion. The Jennings legacy was waiting, and she was the only one who could carry the weight of their relentless passion. As the wagon started down the long drive toward the ranch house, Georgia felt the first real spark of the life that was to come, a life defined by the rough laws of the frontier and the iron will of the men who had claimed her.

	 


Chapter 4: Lace Beneath the Stable Rags

	 

	The massive timber doors of the Jennings manor swung open with a heavy, authoritative thud, revealing an interior that felt less like a home and more like a fortress of stone and cedar. Georgia Nelson felt the sudden shift from the open, dusty plains to the suffocating, opulent weight of the ranch. This was the heart of the empire Luke Jennings and Waylon Lambert had built with blood and iron, and now, it was her cage.

Luke - s hand remained firmly planted on the small of her back, his thumb tracing the line where the flimsy silk of her saloon dress met the heated skin of her spine. He did not just guide her; he propelled her forward into the Great Hall. The room was dominated by a massive stone hearth and floors covered in thick, dark grizzly hides. The scent of woodsmoke, expensive bourbon, and the raw, musky aroma of the two men overwhelmed her senses. It was a place of absolute masculine authority, designed to dwarf anyone who stepped inside.

"Dolly Dunn!" Luke shouted, his voice echoing off the high, vaulted ceilings with the power of a command.

A woman with a sharp gaze and practical movements appeared from a side corridor. Dolly Dunn looked Georgia up and down, her eyes lingering on the torn lace at Georgia - s neckline - a remnant of the struggle in the back office of the saloon. "I - ve got the bath drawn and the linens ready, Mr. Jennings," the woman said, her voice devoid of judgment but heavy with the knowledge of what was to come.

"Good," Waylon Lambert said, closing the distance behind Georgia until she could feel the heat radiating from his broad chest. He reached around her, his fingers grazing her hip with a proprietary boldness that made her breath hitch. "Our bride has had a long night. She needs to be scrubbed clean of the Bandera dust and that cheap perfume she was wearing for Nash Wynette."

The mention of the other man made Luke - s jaw tighten, his eyes flashing with a dangerous, possessive fire. He turned Georgia to face him, his hands gripping her shoulders with a strength that spoke of total ownership. The raw masculinity radiating from him was intoxicating, a physical force that made her knees weak despite her stubborn pride.

"You - re done with the stables, Georgia. And you - re damn sure done with the saloon. Those rags you call a dress are going in the fire tonight," Luke growled, his voice dropping to a low, predatory rumble.

Georgia looked up at him, her grit flickering beneath the overwhelming presence of the two ranchers. "I worked for every cent I earned, Luke. I did what I had to do for my father - s land. I didn't ask to be hauled off like a head of cattle."

"You didn't have to ask," Luke countered, his thumb moving to catch her chin, forcing her to meet his relentless gaze. "We saw what we wanted, and we took it. You - re Jennings property now. You - ll carry our name, you - ll carry our legacy, and you - ll learn that when I give a lesson in conduct, it stays learned."

He was referring to the sting still burning on her backside from his hand in the back office, a reminder of the firm discipline he had already exerted over her. The memory sent a flush of heat straight to her core, a traitorous throb of desire blooming in her belly. Waylon leaned in, his lips brushing against the sensitive skin of her ear, his breath hot and demanding.

"The ranch is a hungry place, Georgia. It demands everything a woman has to give. And so do we," Waylon whispered.

The atmosphere in the hall was thick with a sexual tension so heavy it felt like a physical weight. Georgia looked from Luke - s rugged, uncompromising face to Waylon - s equally intense gaze. She was a woman of the earth, a woman who knew how to break a stallion with nothing but a rope and a prayer, but as she stood between these two titans of the frontier, she realized she was the one being broken.

"Take her up, Dolly," Luke commanded, his eyes never leaving Georgia - s face as he slowly released his grip. "Dress her in something that shows she belongs to this house. I want her ready for when we come to claim what is ours."

As Dolly Dunn led her toward the grand staircase, Georgia felt the eyes of both men tracking her every move, their stares stripping away the lace and the grit until she felt completely exposed. The house felt like it was closing in on her, grand and terrifying, a world where her surrender was the only currency that mattered. But as she looked back at the two cowboys standing in the center of their vast kingdom, her heart hammered against her ribs with a terrifying, explosive anticipation. The Jennings legacy was a heavy burden, but as the raw power of the ranch settled over her, Georgia Nelson knew she was the only woman strong enough to bear the weight of their relentless passion.

	 


Chapter 5: The Secret Life of a Saloon Girl

	 

	Georgia Nelson shoved Nash Wynette - s wandering hand off her lace - trimmed hip, her jaw tight with a pride that did not belong in a smoke - filled Bandera dive. She was used to the weight of a heavy saddle and the stubborn kick of a stallion, but the silk corset she wore felt like a cage. Every time Nash leaned in, smelling of cheap rye and desperation, Georgia felt the urge to plant a boot in his chest. She was here for the coin to save her father - s land, nothing more, but the rowdy cowboys in the saloon did not care about her debts.

"Come on now, Georgia," Nash slurred, his fingers digging into the soft flesh of her waist. "You act like you - re too good for a little fun. I seen you in the dirt at the stables. You ain - t nothing but a girl who needs a man to show her her place."

Georgia opened her mouth to snap a retort, but the words died in her throat as the heavy oak doors of the saloon swung open. The rowdy chatter of the room dropped to a low hum. Luke Jennings stepped into the light, his massive frame casting a shadow that seemed to swallow the floorboards. He was raw masculinity personified, his leather chaps dusty from the trail and his Stetson pulled low over eyes that burned like cold blue fire. Beside him stood Waylon Lambert, a man just as broad and just as lethal.

Luke - s gaze swept the room with the authority of a king inspecting a battlefield. When his eyes landed on Georgia, the air left her lungs. He had watched her break a wild mare that morning, his dark stare lingering on the way her trousers clung to her thighs. Now, seeing her in the crimson lace of a saloon girl, his expression shifted from curiosity to a simmering, possessive rage.

He didn't walk; he prowled. Luke reached the table in four long strides, his presence forcing Nash Wynette to shrink back.

"Take your hands off her," Luke commanded. His voice was a low rumble that vibrated in Georgia - s chest.

"Now look here, Jennings," Nash began, trying to find his courage. "She - s just a girl working the floor. I paid for my drinks."

Luke didn't waste words. He grabbed Nash by the collar and hauled him out of the chair, tossing the man aside like he was nothing more than a sack of grain. Nash scrambled away, disappearing into the crowd of terrified patrons. Georgia stood her ground, though her heart hammered against her ribs.

"I don - t need your help, Luke Jennings," she hissed, trying to pull the lace of her bodice higher.

"You need a hell of a lot more than help, Georgia Nelson," Luke growled. He stepped into her space, his heat radiating off him in waves. He smelled of leather, horsehair, and a primal power that made her knees weak. "I saw the way you handled that horse today. A woman with that much fire shouldn't be selling herself by the glass to the likes of Nash Wynette."

Before she could protest, Luke - s hand shot out, his fingers locking around her wrist. He didn't ask. He hauled her toward the back office of the saloon, his grip like iron. Waylon Lambert followed, closing the door behind them and leaning his heavy shoulders against it to ensure they weren't disturbed.

"Let me go!" Georgia cried, her face flushed with a mix of anger and a terrifying, explosive attraction.

Luke spun her around, his face inches from hers. "You think you can play this game? You think you can hide those curves under dirt by day and flaunt them for every drunk in Bandera by night?"

"I have bills to pay!" she snapped.

"Then you - ll pay them to me," Luke said, his voice dropping to a dangerous level. "But first, you - re going to learn that actions have consequences. You - ve been acting like a wild filly that needs breaking, Georgia. And I - m just the man to do it."

Without another word, Luke sat in the heavy wooden chair and hauled her across his lap. Georgia gasped, her stomach dropping as she felt the hard muscle of his thighs beneath her. She struggled, but he pinned her down with one massive arm across the small of her back.

"Waylon, hold her legs," Luke ordered.

Waylon stepped forward, his large hands gripping her ankles to keep her from kicking. Georgia felt completely exposed, the lace of her dress hiked up as Luke - s large, calloused palm hovered over her backside.

The first strike landed with a sharp, echoing crack.

Georgia let out a startled yelp, the sting blooming across her skin. It wasn't just the pain; it was the raw, overwhelming dominance of the man holding her.

"That - s for letting Nash touch what doesn - t belong to him," Luke said, his voice stern and unrelenting.

He delivered another heavy blow, then another, his hand finding the rhythm of a man who knew exactly how to exert his will. Georgia - s breath came in ragged gasps, her pride warring with the shameful heat spreading through her lower belly. Every strike was a claim. Every sting was a reminder that she was no longer her own woman.

"You - re going to be a bride, Georgia," Luke murmured between strikes, his hand coming down again with a heavy thud that made her arch her back. "Mine and Waylon - s. We need a woman who can handle the Jennings name, and we need an heir to walk the land we - ve bled for."

"I won - t... I won - t do it," she sobbed, though the fire in her blood told a different story.

Luke stopped, his hand resting heavy and hot on her reddened flesh. He leaned down, his lips brushing the shell of her ear. "You will. You - ll stay at the ranch, you - ll cook our meals, and you - ll let us claim every inch of you until you - re heavy with my child. You - re done with this life, Georgia. You belong to the Jennings legacy now."

He flipped her over, and Georgia found herself staring into the eyes of two titans. The raw physical attraction was thick enough to choke on. She saw the hunger in Luke - s gaze and the steady, relentless promise in Waylon - s. She was a stable hand who knew the value of a strong master, and as Luke pulled her against his chest, she knew she had finally met the men who would never let her go.

"Take her to the wagon, Waylon," Luke said, his eyes never leaving Georgia - s. "It - s time we took our bride home."

	 


Chapter 6: Luke Jennings Sets His Sights

	 

	Georgia Nelson sat on the floor of the wagon, her skin still humming from the sting of Luke Jennings - s palm. She was a woman of grit, a woman who had spent her life taming the wildest beasts in Bandera, but as the wheels crunched over the dry earth, she realized she was the one who had been broken. The heat between her thighs was a constant, throbbing reminder of the lesson Luke had just delivered in the back of the saloon. He was a man of iron will, and he had looked at her not as a person, but as property he had finally decided to claim.

She looked at the back of his head, his dark hair curling slightly against the collar of his denim shirt. Beside him sat Waylon Lambert, a man whose silence was as heavy as a storm cloud. These were not the soft men of the city. These were cowboys who bled for their land, and now they expected her to bleed for their legacy.

"I had a plan," Georgia whispered to the darkness, her voice trembling. "I was going to save the ranch. I didn - t ask for this."

Luke didn - t turn around, but his voice rumbled like distant thunder. "Your plan involved letting a dog like Nash Wynette put his hands on what belongs to me. That was your first mistake, Georgia. Your second was thinking you had a choice in the matter once I set my sights on you."

The danger he posed to her heart was more terrifying than the physical threat of his dominance. She had spent years building a wall of independence, handling stallions and mucking stalls to prove she didn - t need a man. But the way her body reacted to his touch - the way her pulse jumped when his rough fingers had grazed her skin - told a different story. She was a stable hand who knew the value of a strong master, and she realized with a jolt of shame that she craved the bit and the bridle, provided the hands holding the reins were as strong as Luke - s.

"You bought my father - s debt," she said, the realization settling in her gut like lead.

"I bought your future," Luke corrected, finally glancing back at her. His eyes were predatory, filled with a raw masculinity that made her breath hitch. "You - re done wearing lace for strangers and pouring drinks for men who aren - t fit to wash your boots. You - re going to the Jennings ranch. You - ll be the heart of our home, and you - ll be the vessel for the heirs we - ve waited too long to father."

Waylon Lambert shifted his weight, his presence a steady, grounding force next to Luke - s fire. "We aren - t cruel men, Georgia. But we are hungry. We - ve built an empire, and it needs a queen. You have the fire we need. You just need a firm hand to keep it from burning the house down."

Georgia felt a surge of defiance, but it was quickly swamped by a wave of raw attraction. The way they spoke of her - as a prize, a mother, a mate - sparked something primal deep within her. She thought of the physical intensity they promised, the relentless passion of two powerful men who had decided she was theirs. She thought of the way Nash Wynette had looked at her with greed, but Luke looked at her with a terrifying, absolute hunger.

"You think you can just take me?" she challenged, though her voice lacked conviction.

Luke pulled the wagon to a halt as they reached the gates of the ranch. He turned fully now, his massive frame looming over her in the cramped space. "I already have, Georgia. From the moment I saw you taming that mare this morning, you were mine. Now, get out of the wagon. It - s time you learned what it means to be a bride to two men who don - t know the meaning of the word 'no'."

She looked at the sprawling ranch house, a silhouette of power against the night sky. She was a stable hand, a girl of the dust and the heat, and she was about to be claimed by the masters of the frontier. The fear was there, sharp and cold, but the heat in her blood was hotter. She was entering a world of total surrender, and as Luke reached down to haul her to her feet, his grip bruising and possessive, she knew there was no turning back. She was the Jennings bride now, and her body was already beginning to yearn for the heavy consequences of their desire.

Luke - s hand stayed on her waist, his thumb digging into her hip through the thin fabric of her saloon dress. "Waylon, get the door. I want to show our wife the master bedroom. I think she needs another reminder of who she belongs to before the sun comes up."

Georgia let out a soft gasp as Luke hoisted her over his shoulder like a sack of grain. Her pride screamed, but her body melted against his rugged strength. This was the end of her freedom and the beginning of a legacy built on raw, unyielding passion. As they crossed the threshold, she knew that by the time the moon set, she would be thoroughly, irrevocably theirs.
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