
  
    [image: Cowboy Dragon’s Rose]
  


  
    
      COWBOY DRAGON’S ROSE

      
        MOTLEY CREWD SHIFTERS

      

    

    
      
        C.D. GORRI

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: C.D. Gorri]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Prologue-Zeke

      

      
        Chapter One-Casey

      

      
        Chapter Two-Zeke

      

      
        Chapter Three-Casey

      

      
        Chapter Four-Zeke

      

      
        Chapter Five-Casey

      

      
        Chapter Six-Casey

      

      
        Chapter Seven-Zeke

      

      
        Chapter Eight-Casey

      

      
        Chapter Nine-Zeke

      

      
        Chapter Ten-Casey

      

      
        Chapter Eleven-Zeke

      

      
        Chapter Twelve-Casey

      

      
        Chapter Thirteen-Zeke

      

      
        Chapter Fourteen-Casey

      

      
        Chapter Fifteen-Zeke

      

      
        Chapter Sixteen-Casey

      

      
        Chapter Seventeen-Zeke

      

      
        Chapter Eighteen-Casey

      

      
        Chapter Nineteen-Zeke

      

      
        Chapter Twenty-Casey

      

      
        Chapter Twenty-One-Zeke

      

      
        Chapter Twenty-Two-Casey

      

      
        Chapter Twenty-Three-Zeke

      

      
        Chapter Twenty-Four-Casey

      

      
        Chapter Twenty-Five-Zeke

      

      
        Chapter Twenty-Six-Casey

      

      
        Chapter Twenty-Seven-Zeke

      

      
        Chapter Twenty-Eight-Casey

      

      
        Chapter Twenty-Nine-Zeke

      

      
        Chapter Thirty-Casey

      

      
        Chapter Thirty-One-Zeke

      

      
        Chapter Thirty-Two-Casey

      

      
        Epilogue One-Zeke

      

      
        Epilogue Two-Casey

      

      
        Epilogue Three-Max

      

      
        Excerpt from Werewolf Fever

      

    

    
      
        Hearts of Stone Series

      

      
        Also by C.D. Gorri

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            COWBOY DRAGON’S ROSE

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Motley Crewd Shifters

        By C.D. Gorri

      

        

      
        Cowboy Dragon’s Rose© 2025 C.D. Gorri

        Edited by BookNookNuts

      

        

      
        To those of you who’ve stuck with this Crew from the beginning—Thank you from the bottom of my heart! You always have a home on this New Jersey ranch!

      

        

      
        Before you begin sign up for my newsletter here:

        SUBSCRIBE HERE

      

        

      
        https://www.cdgorri.com/newsletter

      

        

      
        This is a work of fiction. All of the characters, names, places, organizations, and events portrayed in this novel are either part of the author’s imagination and/or used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to any person, living or dead, actual events, locales or organizations is entirely coincidental. This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. All rights are reserved. No part of this book is to be reproduced, scanned, downloaded, printed, or distributed in any manner whatsoever without written permission from the author. Please do not participate in or encourage piracy of any materials in violation of the author’s rights. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

      

        

      
        P.S.  I am super excited to be able to offer you exclusive bundles available only on CDGORRI.COM for readers using my BUY DIRECT option.

        Right now, I have several bundles available at a whopping 30% off the listed prices and there are several series bundles
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        Once upon a time…

        Nah, scratch that.

        These aren’t those kinds of stories.

        Yeah, there are supernatural creatures, magic, and love inside these tales. But there’s also crude behavior, foul language, and steamy sex scenes, involving boorish alpha males with bad attitudes and over the top possessive behavior.

        Still wanna stick around?

        Excellent!

        Now, we have all heard there are more things in this universe than you or I or anyone truly knows.

        Well, this group of supernatural misfits is testing the limits of what they know in order to chase the one thing they never thought they’d have a shot at controlling…their destinies.

        But only the Fates can determine true love, and in Barren County, New Jersey, these Urban Cowboy Shifters are going to find out the hard way.

        Sometimes it’s not about the family you were born into. Sometimes it’s about the family you choose. Or in this case, the Crew.

      

      

      

      
        
        Meet our Cowboys:

        Maximillian Leeds

        Emmet Quinn

        Dante Bianco

        Kian O’Malley

        Zeke Gordon

      

      

      

      
        
        This is a series of interconnected paranormal romance standalones with steamy scenes, foul language, crude behavior, plus size heroines, mating rituals, claiming bites, possessive book boyfriends, HEA endings, and more.
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      He’s running out of time. Only she can save him.

      Zeke Gordon has a problem—one that could set the world ablaze.

      His Dragon’s Rose, the magical tattoo binding him to his fated mate, is wilting. If he doesn’t find her soon, his beast will lose control, and nothing will stand in the way of his fire.

      Spring is the busiest season on the Motley Crewd Ranch, but work isn’t enough to distract Zeke—or his restless Dragon. Everyone around him has found their mate, yet his remains a mystery. With time slipping away, all he can do is fight to hold on.

      Then she arrives.

      Casey Reynolds never wanted to ask for help, but when her corrupt boss threatens her, she has nowhere else to turn—except to an old friend at the ranch. She wasn’t expecting six and a half feet of muscle and smoldering intensity to stop her in her tracks.

      Zeke knows she’s the one. But can he convince Casey to take a chance before it’s too late?
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      The fire inside me used to be steady.

      Fierce. Mine.

      Now it flickers.

      On good days, it simmers beneath the surface like a waiting storm.

      On bad ones, it sputters so low I wonder if it’s gone entirely.

      Dragons aren’t meant to feel cold.

      But I do.

      I feel it in my bones, in the way my breath fogs the mirror in the morning, in the brittle edges of my control when I shift.

      And every time I glance down at the Rose inked into my chest—my Dragon’s Rose—and see the magic draining from it, I feel that cold like a knife behind the ribs.

      It’s dying.

      And so am I.

      All because I haven’t found my fated mate. Haven’t claimed her.

      Well, some of that is true. Some of it isn’t quite so cut and dry.

      Everyone else on this godsdamned ranch has found their person.

      Their one. Their mate.

      Not me. Not really.

      I’d made peace with it.

      Or something close enough.

      Figured I’d go out quiet.

      Maybe save someone else before I went feral and burned the whole damn place down.

      Then she walked in during another fucking Motley Crewd wedding.

      It was just another round of slow music, glowing fairy lights, syrupy speeches, and over-starched shirts that made me want to slit my own throat.

      Then she was there. Casey.

      All curves and honey-colored eyes and that voice—low, warm, amused.

      She offered me her hand like I was the only one in the room. Called me out of my head and into hers with a simple, “Do you dance?”

      I touched her, and everything inside me roared. Literally.

      Es meus.

      She’s mine.

      Not in the possessive, controlling way.

      In the sacred, ancient way.

      The Fates carved her from starlight and wildfire and dropped her into my world at the exact moment my fire began to die.

      And now I know why.

      She’s my Rose.

      The mate I thought I’d never meet. The one meant to anchor me, soothe me, save me.

      And I walked away.

      Because I had to.

      Because the second she touched me, I knew she didn’t know what I was.

      Didn’t know about Shifters.

      Or Dragons.

      Or the kind of hunger that comes when your soul finally finds the other half it’s been clawing the earth to reach.

      She looked at me like a woman intrigued by a man.

      Not like a woman who’d just been fate-stitched to a fire-breathing myth.

      So I danced with her. I let myself taste that moment.

      And then I walked off the dance floor and out of her orbit like it hadn’t shattered me.

      But the damage was done.

      I haven’t been able to stop thinking about her. The way she laughed. The way her skin felt under my palm. The way my Dragon quieted the instant she smiled.

      I should stay away.

      But I can feel myself unraveling.

      My fire’s dwindling.

      And now that I’ve met her? Now that I’ve touched her?

      My Dragon won’t be soothed by anything less than everything.

      She doesn’t know it yet.

      But I’m hers.

      And whether I burn for her, with her, or because of her—time is running out.

      And I’m not sure I have the strength to resist the pull much longer.

      Because when the Rose finally withers away, when my fire goes out or flares too wild to contain, I’ll be gone too.

      Either in flames or in madness.

      Unless she accepts me. Which, I mean, would you believe me if I said I was a monster who needed to claim you to live?

      Fuck.

      I think I’m all out of faith.

      For the first time in my life, I find myself staring death in the face with no other recourse other than to simply accept it.

      What else is there for me to do?
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      I wait for the school bell to signal the end of another long, grueling day.

      You know the type. One of those filled with runny noses, dramatic tears, and more than one suspicious puddle.

      Today, it was throw-up in the library and a scraped elbow during recess that required not just a bandage but three glittery stickers and two grape lollipops to settle the storm.

      The last bell finally shrieks its goodbye, and I exhale, slumping back against my squeaky chair in the nurse’s office.

      My feet ache.

      My back twinges.

      But at least the day is over.

      I don’t hate the job.

      Honestly, it’s not so far off from what I thought I’d be doing with my life.

      Nursing kids through schoolyard catastrophes isn’t glamorous, but it’s meaningful in its own tiny way.

      Comforting them, listening to their stories—even the ones about monster cats and lunchroom betrayal—it matters.

      Still, when I think about the four years of med school, my parents helped pay for, and the endless overnight shifts at Mercy Hospital during my residency—the hours I pushed myself to the edge trying to prove I belonged there—I want to scream.

      Or cry.

      Or maybe both.

      But I don’t.

      I never do.

      How could I?

      How can I sit here and feel sorry for myself when everything that happened—every single damn detour that’s led me here—is entirely my fault?

      “Stupid, Casey,” I mutter under my breath as I gather my things, shoving notebooks, a half-eaten protein bar, and my work tablet into the oversized canvas tote I use as a purse.

      The light spring jacket I wore this morning snags on the chair’s armrest, and I yank it free with more force than necessary.

      “You could’ve had it all,” I continue.

      I’d been on my way. I mean, hello, I was almost a doctor.

      No, I didn’t envision myself as some future famous neurosurgeon, but I really did want to help people.

      Isn’t that why most people chose medicine?

      My parents are both scholars. Very busy academic types.

      They love me, don’t get me wrong, but they aren’t overly emotional.

      Still, I imagine they were glad when I took myself and all my drama far away from their home.

      I really shouldn’t complain.

      At least I had a soft place to land with my Gramps, after all the hullabaloo of getting out of town when things got terrible.

      He’s in the local senior home now, and his memory is going. But I love that old man dearly, and I visit him every week like clockwork.

      I miss Mom and Dad, but contact has to be minimal for now. That’s what the lawyers told me. And it’s okay. Really, I just want them safe.

      How did my life get so twisted?

      At least there is some good news. I mean, the school year is winding down.

      Just two more weeks of sticky fingers and Band-Aids, and then I’ve got the summer to figure out my next move.

      Or at least pretend I’m figuring something out while I drink coffee on my tiny balcony and watch Netflix in pajama pants.

      But this weekend? This weekend, I actually have plans.

      The unofficial start of summer is here, and I’ve been invited to something that doesn’t involve boxed wine and my cat judging me from the windowsill.

      Avery—one of the only friends I’ve managed to make in this sleepy corner of New Jersey—used to work with me.

      That is, before she went and married an actual cowboy.

      Yeah. A cowboy. In New Jersey. And he’s hot.

      I didn’t believe her either until he showed up and she left this place.

      We stay in touch, and I rib her about being married to the Marlboro man. She responds by sending me the silliest messages just to make me laugh.

      Even voice notes where he calls her darlin’, like it’s the most natural thing in the world.

      Her wedding was a few months ago, and it was incredible. I never had such a great time, and I thought maybe it was the start of something, maybe a new romance, for me.

      That is to say, I met someone that night. Someone who I thought might be the one.

      But he never contacted me after. Suffice it to say it was rather disappointing. Like most of my attempts at romance.

      At least he didn’t get me mixed up in some criminal enterprise and force me to run from my home.

      Geez, the bar is low from my point of view, huh?

      Anyway, she invited me out to the ranch where she lives now—the Motley Crewd, which is apparently some kind of working ranch/family commune/run-by-hot-men situation—and I said yes before she even finished the sentence.

      I mean, maybe Zeke will be there, but likely he won’t be hanging around Avery’s house.

      I imagine he’s just some player with more women than he knows what to do with. Guy who looks like that? Yeah. Definitely.

      And honestly, I’m not worried. I mean, I’m not in his league. I doubt very much he’ll even remember me.

      But a weekend with food, music, games, and the christening of a brand-new in-ground pool built by the owner for the whole staff and their families? Count me in.

      I don’t even own a swimsuit that fits right anymore, but I don’t care.

      For one weekend, I get to leave the town, the school, the memories, and the guilt behind.

      I get to pretend I’m not an ex medical student turned school nurse with no plan and no place that really feels like home on the run from her psychotic ex.

      Maybe I’ll swim.

      Maybe I’ll have a drink.

      Maybe I’ll dance barefoot in the grass under fairy lights with strangers who don't know a damn thing about me.

      Hell, maybe I’ll finally breathe.

      That’s the plan, anyway.

      And I’m holding onto it like it’s the only thing keeping me from unraveling.
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      “Are you serious right now?” I snarl, glaring at Dante like he’s just asked me to donate a kidney. Or worse—go into town during tourist season.

      “Look, I’d go,” he says, already distracted, eyes glued to the tree line, “but Avery’s got that morning sickness bad, and Rosie Posie won’t change out of her fur. Come on, man. Do me a solid?”

      Sure enough, his cub—currently in full fuzzy-wuzzy Grizzly mode—is sauntering toward the woods like she owns the damn forest.

      Which, to be fair, she kinda does.

      I grit my teeth.

      “This couldn’t have been, I don’t know, planned better?”

      Dante ignores that, starts stripping down, boots off and shirt flung on the porch like we don’t have rules about public Shifting. Though, in his defense, this is the ranch. Everyone here is in the know.

      “Her name’s Casey. She was at the wedding,” he says like I don’t fucking know who he means. “You’re picking her up from Av’s old place. Don’t make it weird.”

      “Why? She your cousin or something?” I ask, just to fuck with him. “Look, Yogi, if this is a setup⁠—”

      “It’s not some fucking set up, asshole. And just for the record, I wouldn’t attempt to set your ornery ass up with my worst fucking enemy, you grouchy bastard. Casey is just a friend. Avery’s friend. So be nice.”

      I grunt. Like being nice has ever worked out for me.

      Besides, I know exactly who Casey is. In fact, I’ve been beating the shit out of myself just to stay away.

      I’m no good for her.

      She’s human. Soft. Fragile.

      I’m a goddamn monster. Literally.

      How can I take a chance my Dragon won’t hurt her if I try to pursue a human woman?

      No. It’s not worth the risk, which is why I put the female firmly out of my mind right after that night.

      “Emmet or Kian couldn’t go?” I try one last time, clinging to the hope that someone else could be sacrificed to the traffic gods.

      Dante shoots me a look. “If they could, I wouldn’t be asking you, Zeke. Shit—Rosie! Hold on, Princess, Daddy’s coming!”

      He’s already halfway through Shifting as he lunges toward the woods, pants around his ankles and the faintest snap of magic in the air.

      Fur explodes across his skin, muscles popping, bones reshaping with brutal crunches.

      It’d be impressive if it weren’t so damn disturbing.

      Because now I’ve got the image of Dante’s massive Grizzly ass wedged into a pair of tighty-whities stuck in my brain like a trauma memory.

      “Fuck’s sake,” I mutter, grabbing the keys to my truck. “I better get a steak dinner and a bottle of whiskey for this.”

      I climb into the cab, but the second I turn on the ignition, my Dragon stirs.

      Not with heat or rage, but with something strange.

      Off-balance. Restless.

      He hums under my skin, low and uneasy, like he senses something I don’t.

      Like he’s already sniffing the air for something important.

      I scowl.

      “No. Don’t start.”

      He growls back.

      Yeah, I’m losing it. Talking to myself. Talking to my Dragon like he’s a separate damn person, which, I guess, in a way, he is.

      But lately he’s been testy. Agitated. Like he’s starving for something and doesn’t know what.

      I know what he craves, what he needs.

      My Rose.

      But that ain’t happening.

      The Fates must fucking hate me because the only person who even tempted me to believe I might even have a mate is a damn human.

      I growl my frustration and shake my head, forcing my angry beast back.

      The quicker both sides of my dual nature come to grips with it, the better.

      I shove the gear into drive and pull onto the road, the gravel crunching beneath the tires.

      It’s a long drive into town.

      Long enough for me to stew in my own misery and rehearse how much I’m going to hate this.

      Because it’s a holiday fucking weekend.

      Because the ranch is crawling with lovebirds and mates and happy-ever-afters I can’t stand to watch anymore.

      Because my Dragon’s Rose is almost gone, and every hour that passes tightens the noose around my ribs just a little more.

      And now I’m supposed to play chauffeur to some random woman who doesn’t even know how to drive out here?

      Great.

      Perfect.

      Exactly how I wanted to spend my Saturday.

      Grumpy, flammable, and babysitting some lost city girl with no idea she’s landed herself in the middle of a Shifter ranch full of hormonal mates and magical livestock.

      But the weirdest part? No matter how I tell myself the pretty female from the wedding is not mine, the closer I get to Avery’s old place, the louder my Dragon gets.

      Like something’s calling him.

      She’s calling to him.

      And for the first time in a long while, he sounds hopeful.

      Town is full of folks trying to head down the shore for the weekend, so streets are crowded, and everyone is losing their patience and their minds as the traffic slows to a crawl.

      Finally, I arrive.

      I’m barely out of the truck when the front door swings open and she steps out.

      Dark blonde hair.

      Big brown eyes flecked with gold.

      Curves that make my Dragon sit up and take notice—fast.

      She’s wearing jeans that hug her hips like a second skin, a soft-looking T-shirt with a loaded hot dog printed on the front and the words “I like my wieners loaded” scrawled across her impressive chest.

      I fight my smile and pretend like that isn’t the most outrageously funny thing I’ve seen all day.

      Goddamn, she is even prettier than I remember.

      She’s dragging a massive rolling suitcase behind her that hits every damn porch step on the way down like it’s challenging me to a duel.

      And the second I lock eyes with her, the world shifts.

      The heat in my chest punches to life.

      My Dragon damn near tears through my skin, snarling mine-mine-mine like a lunatic, and I actually stumble a step backward.

      No. Fucking. Way.

      I might be able to admit right now that yes, my Dragon was right the first time we met. But I’m still not gonna do anything about it.

      Her eyes narrow as she takes me in, chest heaving slightly from the effort of hauling that giant bag.

      “Oh, um, hi. You’re Zeke,” she says, and squirms with what I assume is discomfort.

      I don’t answer.

      I can’t.

      Because this time I know it’s not some fluke. Not some trick created by wedding ambiance and moonlight.

      It really is her.

      My mate.

      My rose.

      The Dragon’s Rose on my chest burns against my skin.

      It all happens so fast I snarl with the wonderful welcome pain of it.

      “You alright there?” Casey asks, her brown eyes wide and curious.

      I don’t respond.

      She arches a brow and tilts her head, voice dry.

      “Okay, strong silent type. That’s cute. But if you plan on brooding the whole drive, can you at least help me get this thing in the truck?”

      I blink.

      “That’s your suitcase?” I ask.

      “No, it’s my mobile panic room. Yes, it’s my suitcase.”

      She hauls it toward me and practically dares me not to help.

      I grunt, grabbing the handle and lifting it like it weighs nothing—because it doesn’t weigh a goddamn thing.

      I’m a Dragon Shifter, not a noodle-armed farm boy.

      She watches me toss it into the truck bed and makes a little hmm noise.

      “Nice. You didn’t even throw out your back. Promising.”

      I stare at her.

      “You always this mouthy?”

      Her lips curve.

      “Only when I’m nervous. Or annoyed. Or breathing.”

      I make the mistake of looking too long—at the way her lips tug into that crooked little smile, at the way the sun hits her hair and turns it golden, at the tiny silver scar on her chin that I suddenly need to know the story behind.

      “You done staring?” she asks sweetly.

      “No.”

      Her eyes widen, and her mouth opens, then closes again. For one second, she’s caught off guard.

      Yay me. I win.

      Until she tosses her tote bag into the cab and climbs in like she owns the truck.

      “Let’s go, cowboy. If I’m gonna get murdered, I’d rather it be before lunchtime.”

      I climb in beside her, heart thundering like hooves on dry earth. I should say something smooth.

      Something cool.

      Instead, I blurt out, “You smell good.”

      She turns, blinking. “Okay. Weird opener, but thanks.”

      “I didn’t mean—” I drag a hand down my face, growling under my breath.

      My Dragon is practically purring, rubbing up against my ribs like a damn cat.

      She’s chatting like we never met, and I wonder for a second if she doesn’t remember me.

      It stings. And I can feel my lips pull down in a frown.

      “Didn’t mean what?” she prompts.

      “Forget it.”

      She grins and buckles her seatbelt.

      “No can do, buckeroo. Besides, you’re kinda hot when you’re awkward.”

      “I’m not awkward.”

      “That’s what makes it hot.”

      I start the truck, muttering a curse under my breath, and slam it into reverse.

      She’s got no idea what she just stepped into.

      But damn if I’m not already burning for more.
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      Okay.

      Three seconds in the company of the stupid hot cowboy and I’m suddenly auditioning to be the next Marvel snark queen.

      So, no, I wasn’t expecting Zeke to pick me up. And, yes, my foolish heart started pounding the second I spied him.

      But where are these one-liners even coming from?

      What the heck is wrong with me?

      Sigh. Do I even need to answer that?

      Let’s take stock.

      I’m a chubby almost-doctor pretending to be a school nurse while hiding from my unhinged ex-boyfriend, who just so happens to be a literal gangster with mafia ties and a warped sense of ownership when it comes to me.

      So, yeah. I’m in absolutely zero position to be swooning over the man who just pulled up in a growly black pickup like he walked straight out of my favorite enemies-to-lovers Pinterest board.

      And yet.

      There he is.

      Zeke Gordon.

      All six-foot-forever of glowering, brooding cowboy gorgeousness.

      Still, just as unfairly hot as the night we danced.

      Still giving off touch me and perish energy that makes my thighs clench, and my sanity evaporate.

      He’s standing right there, leaning against the truck, arms crossed over his broad chest like he’s guarding the last piece of chocolate cake on Earth.

      I peek at him through my eyelashes, heart thudding against my ribs like it’s trying to stage a prison break.

      Breathe, Casey. Breathe.

      We danced at Avery’s wedding. Just one dance. One magical
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