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Chapter 1: The Blood Price of Cripple Creek

	 

	The heavy iron bolt slid home with a finality that made Dolly Bryan flinch, the sound echoing off the log walls of the Sheriff’s quarters. She sat on the edge of the oversized bed, her fingers twisted tightly in the fabric of her white lace dress. Outside, the rough - and - tumble town of Cripple Creek was loud with the sounds of drunken celebration, but inside this room, the silence was heavy with the weight of a debt paid in flesh. Her father, Buck McCoy, had traded her like a prize heifer to settle the blood feud that had nearly burned their ranch to the ground. She was no longer a daughter of the McCoy ranch; she was the property of the law.

The door swung open, and the frame was instantly filled by the massive, imposing silhouette of Dallas Eastwood. He smelled of trail dust, expensive bourbon, and the raw, masculine scent of a man who spent his days subduing violent men. He didn't remove his hat immediately, the wide brim casting a shadow over his sharp, rugged features and the cold steel of his blue eyes. 

"Stand up, Dolly," Dallas commanded. His voice was a low, resonant growl that sent a shiver of pure, unadulterated fear and heat straight down her spine.

Dolly rose on shaking legs, her breath hitching in her throat. "I ... I am your wife now, Dallas. My father said the contract is signed."

"It is," Dallas said, stepping into the warm glow of the hearth. He began to unbuckle his gun belt, the heavy leather creaking as he laid the Peacemaker on the table. "But there is something you need to understand about how I run my life and this territory. I don't keep secrets from the man who bleeds with me."

Dolly’s heart hammered against her ribs like a trapped bird when a second figure stepped out of the shadows of the hallway. Lane Twain, the Deputy Sheriff and Dallas’s closest brother - in - arms, entered the room. Lane was leaner than Dallas but possessed the same corded muscle and dangerous aura. He closed the door behind him, leaning his broad shoulders against the wood as he watched Dolly with a look of possessive hunger.

"Lane goes where I go," Dallas said, moving closer until he was standing directly in front of Dolly. He reached out, his large, calloused hand cupping her chin and forcing her to look up at him. "He shares my table, he shares my fights, and tonight, he shares my bed. You were traded to the law, Dolly. That means you belong to both of us."

Dolly gasped, her eyes darting between the two powerful men. She was a virgin, sheltered her entire life on the McCoy ranch, and the thought of being claimed by one man was terrifying enough. The idea of both Dallas and Lane taking her at once made her knees weak. "Both of you?" she whispered.

"Both of us," Lane echoed, his voice smoother than Dallas’s but no less commanding. He walked forward, his spurs clinking softly on the floorboards. He stopped behind her, his heat radiating through the back of her dress. He leaned down, his breath hot against her ear. "We’re going to take real good care of you, little bird. But you’re going to learn what it means to be mastered by men who don't know the meaning of the word 'no'."

Dallas didn't wait for her to find her voice. He reached for the buttons at the back of her wedding dress, his nimble fingers working with a disciplined efficiency. As the fabric loosened, the cool air hit her skin, but it was quickly replaced by the overwhelming presence of the two lawmen. Dallas stripped the dress away, letting it fall in a heap of lace at her feet, leaving her in nothing but her thin silk chemise.

"You're trembling," Dallas noted, his thumb tracing the line of her lower lip. He leaned in, his rugged face inches from hers. "Don't be scared. We’re going to show you exactly what that blood price bought."

He crushed his mouth against hers in a hard, demanding kiss that tasted of whiskey and dominance. Dolly’s head spun as his tongue invaded her mouth, claiming her with a raw intensity that left her breathless. At the same time, she felt Lane’s large hands slide over her hips, pulling her back against his hard chest. The friction of his rough denim against her silk - covered skin made her moan into Dallas’s mouth.

Dallas pulled back, his eyes dark with a carnal fire. "Take her down, Lane."

Lane lifted her effortlessly, tossing her back onto the furs that covered the bed. Before she could even catch her breath, both men were over her. The room was filled with the sounds of heavy boots being kicked off and the rustle of clothes being discarded. Dolly watched, mesmerized and terrified, as the two most dangerous men in Cripple Creek stripped down to reveal bodies honed by hard labor and violence. They were maps of scars and hard muscle, terrifyingly beautiful in the flickering firelight.

Dallas moved between her legs, his massive thighs forcing her knees apart. He looked down at her, his expression one of grim satisfaction. "You're a virgin, Dolly. This is going to hurt, and then it’s going to be the only thing you ever want again."

He didn't give her time to protest. He entered her with one powerful, singular thrust, breaking her maidenhead and claiming her for the law. Dolly cried out, her fingers clawing at the furs, but Lane was there instantly, pinning her hands above her head and capturing her scream with another deep, searing kiss. 

The pain was sharp, but it was quickly eclipsed by the sheer, overwhelming sensation of being filled by Dallas while Lane’s hands and mouth explored every inch of her upper body. Dallas set a slow, punishing pace, his hips slamming into hers with rhythmic perfection. He was a man of stone - cold discipline, and he used his body to drive her toward a peak she had never imagined.

"Look at me, Dolly," Dallas growled, his sweat dripping onto her chest. 

She opened her eyes, seeing the raw, possessive love in his gaze. Beside her, Lane was whispering praise into her ear, his hand sliding down to guide Dallas’s movements. The two men worked in perfect tandem, a well - oiled machine of masculinity and desire. 

As the night wore on, the terror Dolly had felt was replaced by a desperate, clawing need. She arched her back, her body slick with sweat as she was pushed to the brink of madness. Dallas and Lane took turns with her, their bodies moving over and inside her until she was nothing but a collection of nerves and high - pitched gasps. They claimed her repeatedly, marking her as theirs in the eyes of God and the territory.

By the time the first grey light of morning began to creep through the cracks in the cabin walls, Dolly Bryan was broken and remade. She lay tangled in the furs, her body aching and her skin branded by the touch of the men flanking her. Dallas held her tight against his side, his heavy arm draped over her waist, while Lane pressed against her back, his hand resting protectively over her heart. 

She had been sold as a blood price, a sacrifice to end a feud. But as she looked at the two men who had mastered her, Dolly knew she wasn't a victim anymore. She was the queen of Cripple Creek, adored and owned by the two most dangerous men in the West. The law had claimed her, and for the first time in her life, she felt truly powerful.

	 


Chapter 2: Buck McCoy's Bitter Bargain

	 

	The heavy thud of a fist against the solid oak door shattered the fragile peace of the Sheriff’s quarters. Dolly Bryan bolted upright, the heavy bear - skin furs sliding down her aching body to reveal the marks of a night spent in the throes of raw, carnal passion. Her skin was a map of dark bruises and reddened heat, branded by the demanding mouths and calloused hands of Dallas Eastwood and Lane Twain.

"Eastwood! Open this door!"

The voice was rough, belonging to Nash Ford. It carried a frantic edge that made the hair on the back of Dolly’s neck stand up.

Dallas was out of the bed before the echo of the shout died down. He stood in the center of the room, a titan of rugged masculinity, his bronzed skin glistening in the pale morning light. He was completely unashamed of his nakedness, his powerful muscles rippling as he reached for his trousers. Beside Dolly, Lane Twain moved with the grace of a mountain lion, his hand immediately finding the grip of the pistol resting on the bedside table. Lane’s eyes, usually filled with a protective warmth when they looked at Dolly, were now chips of cold blue flint.

"Nash, you better be dying," Dallas growled, his voice a low, dangerous rumble as he stepped into his boots and buckled his gun belt. 

Dolly huddled under the furs, her heart hammering against her ribs. Only hours ago, she had been a virgin, a girl sheltered on her father’s ranch. Now, she was a woman who had been thoroughly mastered by two men, her innocence traded for a peace she was starting to realize might be a hollow promise.

Dallas threw the bolt and swung the door open. Nash Ford stood on the porch, his face pale and his breath coming in ragged gasps. He held a crumpled telegram in his trembling hand.

"It is Buck McCoy," Nash blurted out, his eyes darting toward the bed where Dolly sat. He quickly looked away, out of respect or fear of Dallas’s legendary temper. "The bargain he made with you to settle the blood feud... it was a trap, Dallas. He did not just give you Dolly to clear his debts. He sold the mineral rights to the Blackwood Creek range to Garth Dunn yesterday afternoon. Dunn is moving his men in now. They are claiming the territory is theirs, Sheriff or no Sheriff."

The air in the room turned frigid. Dolly felt a wave of nausea. Her father, Buck McCoy, had sold her into an arranged marriage with Dallas Eastwood under the guise of ending the violence. But the bitter bargain was far more sinister. He had used her as a distraction, a way to keep the law occupied while he lined his pockets with Garth Dunn’s blood money.

Dallas turned slowly to look at Dolly. His expression was a mask of stone - cold discipline, but his eyes burned with a possessive, territorial fury. He walked back to the bed, his heavy boots echoing on the floorboards. He reached out, his large, rough hand cupping Dolly’s chin and forcing her to look up at him.

"Did you know?" he demanded, his thumb rubbing over her lower lip, which was still swollen from his kisses.

"No," Dolly whispered, her voice trembling. "I thought... I thought he wanted the killing to stop. I thought I was the price for peace."

Lane Twain stood up, moving to the other side of the bed. He placed a hand on Dolly’s shoulder, his grip firm and grounding. "She did not know, Dallas. Look at her. Buck McCoy played us all, but he played his own daughter the worst."

Dallas’s gaze softened only slightly as he looked at the marks he and Lane had left on her creamy skin. He had claimed her body with a hunger that had left her breathless, and Lane had followed, their combined strength and desire forging a bond that Dolly could still feel deep in her marrow. She belonged to them now. She was the Sheriff’s wife, and by the laws of their shared brotherhood, she was Lane’s to protect and adore as well.

"Garth Dunn thinks he can step onto my land and take what belongs to the law," Dallas said, his voice dropping to a predatory silkiness. "He thinks he can use my wife as a bargaining chip in a game of checkers."

Dallas leaned down, his face inches from Dolly’s. The scent of leather, woodsmoke, and the lingering musk of their night together filled her senses. He kissed her, a hard, possessive claim that tasted of iron and heat. 

"You stay here with Susannah Austin," Dallas commanded, referring to the town’s most trusted widow. "Lane and I are going to settle this. Your father made a bitter bargain, Dolly, but he forgot one thing."

"What?" she asked, her voice a mere breath.

"He forgot that I do not share what is mine with anyone but the man I trust with my life," Dallas growled, glancing at Lane. "And Garth Dunn is about to find out exactly what happens when you try to steal from the Sheriff of Cripple Creek."

Lane reached down, his fingers tangling in Dolly’s golden hair for a brief, searing moment. "We will be back for you, little bird. And when we are done, there will not be a man left in this territory who dares to look at you twice."

The two men moved with a synchronized, lethal purpose. As they stepped out into the dusty street of Cripple Creek, Dolly watched them go through the open door. She was no longer the innocent girl from the McCoy ranch. She was a woman branded by the law, caught in the middle of a war her father had started, but she knew one thing for certain. Dallas Eastwood and Lane Twain would burn the entire West to the ground before they let anyone take her from them. 

The weight of her new reality settled over her, heavy and intoxicating. She was owned, she was mastered, and as the sounds of horses galloping away filled the air, Dolly Bryan realized she would do anything to keep the two dangerous men who had claimed her.

	 


Chapter 3: The Sheriff's Cold Demand

	 

	Buck McCoy had traded my soul for a few acres of scorched earth and a promise of peace. I was no longer a daughter of the ranch; I was a debt paid in full. There was no escaping the shadow of Dallas Eastwood. The trail back to my girlhood was washed away, replaced by the hard, unforgiving reality of a lawman bed. I sat on the edge of the heavy oak frame, the silk of my wedding shift feeling like a shroud against my skin. The anxiety was a physical weight in my chest, a suffocating realization that the life I knew was gone forever. There was no turning back to the sheltered innocence of the McCoy ranch. I was in the heart of Cripple Creek now, and the man who owned the town now owned me.

The heavy thud of boots echoed in the hallway, making my heart hammer against my ribs like a trapped bird. The door groaned on its hinges as it swung open. Dallas Eastwood stood there, his massive frame filling the entrance, blocking out what little light remained in the corridor. He looked every bit the legend people whispered about - a tower of rugged masculinity with shoulders that seemed to span the width of the room. His Stetson was pulled low, casting a shadow over eyes that burned with a cold, possessive fire.

He did not come alone.

Lane Twain stepped in behind him, closing the door with a final, echoing click. Lane was leaner than Dallas but possessed a coiled, predatory energy that made the hair on my arms stand up. They both smelled of leather, woodsmoke, and the raw musk of men who lived by the gun.

"You look terrified, Dolly," Dallas said, his voice a low, gravelly rumble that vibrated through the floorboards. He tossed his gun belt onto a nearby chair, the heavy leather thudding with the weight of authority. "Did you think I would be a gentle husband? Did Buck McCoy not tell you what kind of man I am?"

"He told me you were the law," I whispered, my voice trembling.

"I am the law," Dallas corrected, stepping into the flickering glow of the hearth. He reached out, his large, calloused hand cupping my chin. His skin was rough, a stark contrast to my own. "And in this house, the law is shared. I told you before we left the church. Lane has bled for me. He has saved my life more times than I can count. What is mine is his."

Lane moved closer, his presence a warm heat at my back. I felt his hand rest on my shoulder, his fingers tangling in my golden hair. "We do not intend to break you, little bird," Lane murmured, his voice smoother than Dallas's but no less commanding. "We intend to claim you."

The raw physical attraction I felt for both of them was a confusing, intoxicating heat that flared in my belly. Dallas began to unbutton his shirt, revealing a chest of hard, corded muscle and sun - darkened skin. He was a specimen of pure, unadulterated power. I had never seen a man so exposed, and the sight of him made my breath hitch.

"Strip," Dallas commanded. It was not a request. It was the sheriff cold demand, the price of my father's survival.

My fingers shook as I reached for the ribbons of my shift. I was a virgin, a girl who had only ever known the quiet hum of the ranch, and now I was being mastered by the two most dangerous men in the territory. As the silk slid down my body, pooling at my feet, I felt their eyes roaming over me with a hunger that was almost tangible.

Dallas stepped into my space, his heat overwhelming. He pulled me against him, his chest rough against my breasts. "You belong to the law now, Dolly Bryan," he growled against my ear. "And tonight, we are going to show you exactly what that means."

Lane was there a moment later, his hands sliding around my waist to pull me flush against his own hard frame. I was caught between them, a delicate thing held fast by two pillars of stone. The fear was still there, but it was being rapidly eclipsed by a mounting, carnal desperation. 

Dallas took my mouth in a kiss that was a conquest, his tongue demanding and deep, while Lane’s hands explored the curves of my hips with a possessive urgency. They moved with a synchronized purpose, their bodies a testament to a brotherhood forged in violence and now turned toward the pursuit of my pleasure.

I was lowered onto the bed, the rough blankets a stark contrast to the heat of their skin. Dallas moved between my thighs, his presence massive and intimidating, while Lane settled beside me, his mouth finding the sensitive skin of my throat. 

"Look at me, Dolly," Dallas ordered, his voice thick with desire. I opened my eyes to find him watching me, his features softened by a flicker of something that looked like protective care amidst the raw hunger. "You are ours. Every inch of you."

When he finally claimed me, the pain was a sharp, fleeting reminder of the life I was leaving behind, quickly drowned out by the overwhelming sensation of being filled by him. Lane held my hand, his thumb stroking my knuckles as he whispered words of praise into my ear, his own body pressing against my side. They took their time, guiding me through the shattering of my innocence with a mixture of stone - cold discipline and unexpected tenderness.

The night became a blur of friction and fire. I was mastered, adored, and thoroughly taken by both men. Every time I thought I could take no more, Dallas would demand another surrender, and Lane would be there to catch my cries. By the time the first grey light of morning began to creep through the window, I was no longer the girl who had arrived in Cripple Creek in fear. 

I lay between them, my body aching and marked by their touch, feeling a strange, heavy sense of belonging. Buck McCoy had sold me to settle a feud, but in the arms of Dallas Eastwood and Lane Twain, I had found a terrifying, beautiful kind of freedom. I was a woman branded by the law, and as I watched the two men sleep, I knew I would never look back at the ranch again. I was where I was meant to be - owned by the most powerful men in the West.

	 


Chapter 4: A Ransom in Lace and Silk

	 

	The Sheriff’s quarters in Cripple Creek felt less like a home and more like a cage forged of iron and heavy timber. The air inside was thick, saturated with the scent of gun oil, expensive tobacco, and the overwhelming musk of men who lived by the gun. Every piece of furniture was oversized and made of dark, rough - hewn oak that seemed to dwarf my presence. I stood in the center of the room, my silk wedding gown a pale, shimmering ghost against the backdrop of a world built for violence and stone - cold discipline. This was the threshold of my new life, a ransom paid in lace to settle the debts of my father, Buck McCoy.

The heavy thud of boots echoed in the hallway, vibrating through the floorboards and up into the soles of my feet. When the door swung open, it hit the wall with a jarring crack. Dallas Eastwood filled the frame, his shoulders so broad they seemed to block out the very air. He didn't look like a husband; he looked like a conqueror. His jaw was set in a hard, unforgiving line, and his eyes burned with a predatory hunger that made my knees tremble.

He wasn't alone.

Lane Twain stepped in behind him, closing the door with a finality that made my heart hammer against my ribs. Lane was leaner than Dallas but no less dangerous, a man of quick reflexes and a silent, watchful intensity. They stood together, two titans of the law who shared everything - their lives, their battles, and now, me.

"You look terrified, Dolly," Dallas said, his voice a low, gravelly rumble that sent a shiver of raw heat down my spine. He stalked forward, his spurs jingling a rhythmic, metallic warning. He stopped inches from me, the heat radiating off his large body making me lightheaded. "Do you know what it means to be the wife of a man like me in a place like Cripple Creek?"

"I know I was sent here to settle a feud," I whispered, my voice small against the power he projected.

"You were sent here to be ours," Lane corrected, his voice smoother than Dallas’s but just as commanding. He moved to my other side, his presence a heavy weight. "Dallas and I have spilled blood on every inch of this territory together. There is nothing I own that he does not have a right to, and that includes the woman in his bed."

Dallas reached out, his large, calloused hand cupping my chin. His thumb brushed over my lower lip, a gesture that was both a caress and a claim. "You’re a virgin, Dolly. A prize my father - in - law thought would buy his safety. But in this room, there is no law but mine."

He didn't wait for an answer. His mouth dropped onto mine with a bruising force, tasting of whiskey and pure, unadulterated masculinity. It wasn't a question; it was a demand. I gasped into his mouth, and Lane’s hands were suddenly on my waist, pulling me back against his firm, muscular chest. The contrast between them was intoxicating - Dallas’s raw power in front of me and Lane’s steady, unwavering heat behind me.

Dallas began to unlace the back of my gown with practiced, efficient fingers. The silk hissed as it pooled at my feet, leaving me exposed in the flickering orange glow of the hearth. I felt small between them, a delicate thing caught between two storms.

"Look at her, Lane," Dallas muttered, his eyes roaming over my body with possessive pride. "Buck McCoy’s little girl is finally a woman grown."

Lane’s hands wandered up from my waist, his palms rough against my skin. "She’s beautiful, Dallas. Too soft for a place like this, unless we harden her."

They moved me toward the massive bed, their touch a mixture of stone - cold authority and a surprising, deep - seated tenderness that confused my senses. I was terrified of the unknown, of the sheer physicality of two such powerful men, but the raw attraction I felt for them was a fire I couldn't extinguish. 

Dallas stripped away his gun belt and shirt, revealing a torso scarred by old battles and corded with lean muscle. He was a masterpiece of rugged masculinity. Lane followed suit, his body just as honed and ready. They worked in a silent, coordinated rhythm, guiding me onto the furs that covered the bed.

When Dallas entered me, it was a sharp, searing invasion that shattered my innocence and left me breathless. I cried out, my fingers digging into the hard muscles of his arms. He didn't pull away; instead, he held me still, his eyes locked onto mine with an intensity that demanded my total surrender.

"Stay with me, Dolly," he groaned, his voice strained with the effort of restraint. "Feel what it means to belong to the law."

Behind me, Lane pressed his body against mine, his lips grazing the back of my neck. His hands were everywhere, grounding me, worshiping the parts of me that Dallas hadn't yet claimed. The sensation was overwhelming, a cacophony of touch and sound that drowned out the world outside the cabin. 

I was caught in a vortex of friction and fire. Dallas moved with a slow, deliberate power, each thrust a reminder of his ownership, while Lane provided a constant, sensual anchor. They took their time with me, ignoring my initial pleas for release until I was nothing but a trembling mess of nerves and desire. 

"Please," I sobbed, my head tossing back against Lane’s shoulder. 

"Not yet," Lane whispered into my ear, his breath hot. "We’re going to make sure you never forget this night. You’re ours now, Dolly Bryan. Branded by the Eastwood name."

The climax, when it finally came, was an explosion that left me shattered. It was a violent, beautiful release that seemed to echo the harshness of the land itself. I felt the hot, heavy weight of their collective claim, a physical manifestation of the bargain my father had struck. 

As the first light of dawn began to bleed through the heavy curtains, I lay between them, my body aching and thoroughly used. Dallas had his arm thrown over my chest, a heavy bar of muscle that felt like a permanent fixture. Lane was pressed against my back, his steady heartbeat a rhythm I was already beginning to memorize. 

I had entered this room a sheltered girl, a pawn in a game of men and land. But as I watched the shadows retreat from the corners of the Sheriff's quarters, I knew that girl was gone. I had been mastered and adored by the two most dangerous men in the West. I was no longer a McCoy; I was the woman who belonged to the law, and for the first time in my life, I felt truly powerful. The ransom had been paid in silk, but the freedom I had found in their arms was worth every stitch.

	 


Chapter 5: The Weight of the Eastwood Name

	 

	The door to the Sheriff's quarters hit the wall with a crack that sounded like a pistol shot, vibrating through the floorboards of the Cripple Creek jailhouse. Dallas Eastwood stood in the frame, his massive frame blocking out the light from the hallway. He was a mountain of a man, clad in dark leather and denim that strained against his corded muscles. The silver star on his chest caught the amber glow of the hearth, a cold reminder of the authority he held over this territory and, as of three hours ago, over my very life.

I stood by the edge of the heavy oak bed, my hands trembling as they gripped the silk of my wedding gown. My father, Buck McCoy, had sold me to this man to keep his cattle from being seized, but staring at Dallas now, I realized the price was far higher than a few head of steer. He looked at me with eyes like flint, raw and demanding.

"You look like a rabbit about to bolt, Dolly," Dallas said, his voice a low, gravelly rumble that sent a shiver straight down my spine. "But there is nowhere for you to run. Not tonight."

He stepped into the room, but he did not close the door. Instead, another shadow detached itself from the gloom of the hallway. Lane Twain walked in behind him, his spurs jingling with a rhythmic, predatory sound. Lane was leaner than Dallas but no less dangerous, his deputy's badge reflecting the same hard law that governed the hills.

"Lane," I gasped, my heart hammering against my ribs like a trapped bird. "What is he doing here? This is - this is our wedding night."

Dallas reached me in three long strides. He didn't hesitate, his large, calloused hand coming up to cup my jaw. His thumb traced my lower lip, pulling it down to reveal the softness he intended to claim. The scent of woodsmoke, expensive tobacco, and raw masculinity rolled off him in waves, dizzying and thick.

"In the hills of Cripple Creek, Lane and I are one and the same," Dallas declared, his gaze burning into mine. "He has bled for me, and I for him. I don't keep secrets from my brother, and I don't keep treasures from him either. If you belong to the Eastwood name, you belong to both of us."

Lane moved to my other side, his presence a warm, solid weight. He reached out, his fingers brushing the stray golden curls away from my neck. "We heard you were a virgin, Dolly," Lane murmured, his voice smoother than Dallas’s but carrying a sharp edge of hunger. "A rare thing in a town this rough. We intend to be very thorough in your education."

The sheer audacity of it should have revolted me, but as Dallas’s hand moved from my jaw to the laces of my bodice, a treacherous heat ignited in my belly. My father had kept me sheltered, a princess of the ranch, but these men were the wild, untamed reality of the West. Dallas’s fingers were blunt and efficient, tugging at the silk until the garment loosened, exposing the pale cream of my shoulders to the cool night air.

"Look at me, Dolly," Dallas commanded.

I lifted my eyes to his. The raw, possessive hunger there was terrifying, yet it called to a part of me I hadn't known existed. He leaned down, his mouth hovering just inches from mine. "I am going to break you in like a fresh filly, but when I am done, you will know exactly who you belong to. Do you understand?"

"Yes," I whispered, the word catching in my throat.

Lane’s hands were on my waist now, pulling me back against his hard chest. I could feel the solid ridge of his desire pressing against my spine, a stark contrast to Dallas, who stood before me like a storm waiting to break. The physical attraction was a physical weight in the room, thick enough to choke on. 

Dallas didn't wait any longer. He crashed his mouth down onto mine, his kiss tasting of whiskey and iron-willed dominance. It wasn't a gentle request; it was a total invasion. At the same time, Lane’s lips found the sensitive cord of my neck, his teeth grazing my skin with a possessive nip. 

I was caught between them, two pillars of rugged masculinity that left no room for escape. My breath hitched as Dallas pulled away, his eyes dark with a carnal intent that made my knees weak. He reached down, gathering the hem of my dress and lifting it upward. 

"Tonight, we settle the debt your father owes," Dallas growled against my skin, his hands roaming over my thighs with a rough, appreciative touch. "And by morning, you'll be an Eastwood through and through."

Lane’s hands moved to the front, helping Dallas strip the silk away until I stood trembling and bare before them. The firelight played over their hard faces, highlighting the scars and the grit of men who lived by the gun. They took their time, their eyes roaming over my body with a mixture of reverence and terrifying greed. 

Dallas stepped back just long enough to shed his own heavy coat and gun belt, the leather creaking in the silence of the room. He loomed over me, his bare chest a map of hard-won muscle and power. He pushed me back onto the furs of the bed, and Lane followed, flanking me like a wolf. 

The weight of the Eastwood name was heavy, a burden of iron and blood, but as their hands began to explore the virgin territory of my body, I knew I would bear it. I was no longer the girl from the McCoy ranch. I was the Sheriff’s woman, and as the first touch of their shared claim sent a jolt of pure, electric ecstasy through me, I realized that being mastered by men like these was the only freedom I had ever truly wanted.

	 


Chapter 6: Leaving the McCoy Ranch Behind

	 

	My skin still burned from the friction of their heavy bodies, a raw and pulsing reminder that my life as a McCoy girl was over. I lay trapped between Dallas Eastwood and Lane Twain, the air in the room thick with the scent of spent passion, salt, and the lingering musk of two men who had spent the night proving their dominance over me. Dallas had his arm thrown over my waist, his hand large enough to span my entire stomach, while Lane pressed against my back, his breath steady and warm against the nape of my neck. 

I was a lawman’s wife now, but more than that, I was their shared property. The realization hit me with the force of a bucking bronco. Dallas Eastwood was a dangerous man, not just because of the iron he wore on his hip or the cold authority in his blue eyes, but because of the way he had reached inside me and pulled out a hunger I never knew existed. He was a master of his domain, and Lane was his right hand in all things, including the bed. I had been terrified of the pain, of the blood, of the unknown, but they had guided me through it with a terrifyingly gentle ruthlessness. 

I stared at the rough - hewn beams of the ceiling, my mind racing. My father, Buck McCoy, had sold me to settle a debt of blood and land. He had handed me over to the man who represented the very law he had spent a lifetime skirting. I should have hated Dallas. I should have feared the way he shared me with Lane without a second thought, as if it were the most natural thing in the world for two brothers - in - arms to claim the same woman. Instead, I felt a deep, shameful ache for more of them. 

Dallas stirred, his fingers digging slightly into my hip. He didn't wake up like other men; he was alert in an instant, his body tensing with the readiness of a gunslinger. He propped himself up on one elbow, looking down at me with a gaze that made me feel entirely exposed. The scars on his chest were silver threads against his tanned, muscled skin.

"You're thinking too much, Dolly," Dallas said, his voice a low, gravelly rumble that vibrated in my chest. "The McCoy ranch is miles away now. You belong in Cripple Creek. You belong to us."

"I was taught that a wife belongs to her husband," I whispered, my voice trembling. "Not his deputy."

Dallas leaned down, his mouth hovering just inches from mine. "Lane saved my life at the border. There isn't a piece of me that doesn't owe him. In this territory, a man is only as good as the brother at his back. You'll learn that our brand is one and the same."

Lane shifted behind me, his hand sliding up my thigh to pull me closer against his hard frame. "We'll take care of you, Dolly," Lane murmured, his voice smoother than Dallas’s but no less commanding. "Better than Buck McCoy ever did. But you have to accept the way of things. Out here, there is no room for half - measures."

The raw masculinity of them was overwhelming. They were giants of men, hardened by the trail and the gun, and I was a girl who had only ever known the quiet corners of a ranch house. I realized then that they were dangerous to my heart. If I let myself love Dallas, I would have to love Lane too. I would have to surrender every piece of my autonomy to their dual claim. 

Dallas gripped my chin, forcing me to look at him. "Do you understand, Dolly? You aren't just a bride. You're the Sheriff's woman. That means you carry the weight of the law and the weight of our hands on you. Always."

"I understand," I breathed, the words catching in my throat as his thumb traced my lower lip. 

"Good," Dallas said. He looked over at Lane, a silent communication passing between them that I couldn't yet decode. "Get dressed. We’re leaving for the jailhouse. I have a town to run, and I want everyone in Cripple Creek to see exactly who you belong to."

I watched as they both rose from the bed, unabashed in their nakedness. They were magnificent, powerful specimens of the West, their bodies mapped with the history of every fight they had ever won. I felt a surge of heat as I remembered how those bodies had felt inside mine, the double weight of them pressing me into the furs until I had cried out in a mixture of agony and ecstasy. 

I stood up, my legs feeling weak and shaky. I reached for the silk shift that had been discarded on the floor, but Lane was faster. He picked it up, his eyes roaming over my bruised and marked skin with a possessive hunger. He didn't hand it to me; instead, he held it open, waiting for me to step into it. 

"You're a long way from the McCoy ranch, Little Bird," Lane said softly. 

As I stepped toward him, I knew he was right. I was leaving the name of McCoy behind, along with the girl who had feared the shadows. I was entering a world of iron, leather, and blood. I was the Sheriff’s woman, and as I looked at the twin shadows Dallas and Lane cast across the room, I knew I would never be whole without the both of them again. 

We gathered our things in silence. The cabin, which had felt like a prison the night before, now felt like the birthplace of something new and terrifying. Dallas buckled his gun belt, the heavy thud of the holster against his thigh sounding like a gavel. He looked at me, his eyes dark and demanding. 

"Ready?" he asked. 

"Ready," I replied, stepping toward the door. 

I walked out of that cabin and toward the waiting horses, leaving the ghost of Dolly Bryan behind. The trail to Cripple Creek was long, but with Dallas Eastwood leading the way and Lane Twain guarding my rear, I knew that for the first time in my life, I was exactly where I was meant to be. I was a claimed woman, and the West would just have to bow to the power of the Eastwood name.

	 


Chapter 7: The Dust of the Long Journey
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