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        After her uncle sells her to a brothel, Anna Best is kidnapped. Terrified and tied up inside a tow sack, she’s dumped on the doorstep of two Texas Rangers.

      

        

      
        Mack and Jake think Santa has come early when they unwrap the package to discover a beautiful brunette with a feisty spirit. 

      

        

      
        One look convinces them she will be theirs, that they will protect her from a crazy uncle determined to enslave her. Only a wedding ring, their badges, and six shooters can keep her safe right where she belongs—in their arms and their bed. 

      

        

      
        With Mack and Jake, will Anna have the family she craves or will her greedy family destroy her happiness?
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      Anna Best never dreamed her life could go so wrong. Two weeks before Christmas, her uncle sold her to the local whorehouse. One evening before the madam of the house could sell off her virginity, she’d been drugged and abducted.

      Now she found herself in a rough tow sack that smelled like potatoes being hauled around in the back of a wagon. Whoever opened this bag better be prepared, because she would come out fighting.

      Anna was no simpering woman and she was aching to give a good tongue lashing. The bouncing of the wagon had jolted her awake to her head pounding, her wrists tied, her mouth covered, and stuffed in a bag.

      Not exactly how she’d planned her escape from the brothel.

      The wagon wheels came to a stop and she listened as two voices whispered in the darkness.

      “Is this the right place,” a female voice said.

      “I think so,” a young man replied.

      “Come on, lift her out of the wagon and let’s leave her on the doorstep.”

      Anna wanted to scream, but all she could do was make muted noises. Still, she could kick.

      “Good thing you stuffed her mouth, Ma.”

      Ma? A woman was involved in her kidnapping?

      Fury roared through her as they dragged the gunnysack along the back of the wagon. She kicked and flailed her legs trying to create as much havoc for them as possible.

      “Stop moving, girl, or I will drop you right here in the dirt,” the woman said quietly.

      Where did she know that voice from?

      Tiring, she stopped thrashing as they carried her then set her down on the cold ground.

      “Let’s go,” the woman whispered in the darkness.

      “Won’t she freeze to death?” a young male voice asked.

      “Not this one. The devil is strong within her,” the woman said.

      What? Did the woman believe she wanted to be taken to a whorehouse? To have her uncle, a family member, sell her? All she had asked for in life was a loving family. And look where that had gotten her.

      Sold to a brothel.

      As they walked away, the sounds of their retreating footsteps crunching on the ground sent fear slamming into Anna. Trembling, she lay balled up in the darkness, unable to discern where they left her. What if wild wolves or coyotes found her?

      What if she died right here inside this bag?

      The cold started to creep into the potato sack. In Blessing, Texas, the winters were mild, but still she started to shake. It was December, not exactly a hot summer day.

      Doubled over inside the bag, she didn’t have room to stretch her legs and they were going numb. She rolled and came up against a hard surface. A barn? House?

      Rocking inside the bag, she hit the wall.

      Bang!

      Did anyone live here? Did she want to find out?

      Bang.

      Bang.

      Tiring, her shoulder throbbing, she heard a noise.

      A door opened.

      “What the hell?”

      “Hold that lantern a little higher, Mack,” a voice said.

      “What’s the note say?” a deeper male voice asked.

      “Merry Christmas.”

      Anna’s temper exploded. She writhed and screamed as much as she could inside the bag.

      The men cursed. “Someone’s in there.”

      With relief, she felt them untying the bag and pulling it down then lifting her to her numb feet. Her eyes were blinded by the light of the lantern.

      “Oh my God, it’s a woman.”

      “A damn fine-looking woman,” the other man said.

      Slowly her eyes adjusted to the light as she stared at two extremely handsome men standing in the doorway without shirts on. Muscled arms and chests with wisps of dark hair glowed in the warm light.

      Who were these men and why had she been delivered here?

      “Santa brought us an early Christmas present. A woman.”
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      Jake stared at the brunette, her ice-blue eyes flashing with anger, her fists raised ready to fight in a dress only a whore would wear. White lace and silk barely covered her breasts, though they were spilling out of the low-cut top. Her pebbled nipples shining through the material.

      The skirt was above her knees and she wore white hosiery that stopped near her thighs, though her legs were long and shapely.

      If he believed her outfit, she was a high-class whore, but what if she were kidnapped like his sister? And why had she been dumped on their doorstep?

      “I don’t know what happened to you tonight, but I get the feeling you’re in trouble,” Jake said softly trying to calm her.

      “I’m not going to be any man’s whore,” she said with a spat, her beautiful full mouth curled in a snarl.

      The feisty woman looked delectable. Good enough to eat from head to toe, but anger sizzled from her and she looked like she was prepared to punch anyone who came near her.

      “I’m Jake Nash and this is my partner, Mack Savage. We’re Texas Rangers.”

      “Really, you’re Texas Rangers?” she asked. “How do I know for certain?”

      “You can take a look at our badges,” Jake told her.

      A frown furrowed her brow and she shook her head. “Why was I delivered to your doorstep?”

      “Lady, that’s what we’d like to know,” Mack said. “From the way you’re dressed, I don’t think you were attending the church social tonight.”

      A smile spread across her lips and yet Jake could still see the wariness in her stance. Like she was prepared for battle.

      “How did you get in that tow sack?”

      “I don’t know,” she said. “Are you part of the plan? Someone must have planned to drop me off here.”

      Jake shook his head. She was being very cautious and yet he couldn’t blame her. “We’re not part of any plan. Mack, grab our badges and bring her a shirt.”

      It had been a long time since he’d experienced a woman and this one had all the right curves in all the right places. If he had to stare at her near nakedness much longer, he’d be shedding his clothes and sinking his cock deep within her.

      Already he was hard with lust. If he had to stare at her rosy nipples and long legs that ended in a cunny that he was certain wasn’t covered, he’d be breaking his oath to never force himself on a woman. Because this one was a temping morsel.

      Mack handed her a shirt to cover herself. She slid her arms in the sleeves and wrapped the material around her. The hem hung just below her cunny.

      She stared at the badges and nodded. “Thank God.”

      “Now, tell us how you got in that tow sack. Tell us what happened to you,” Mack said as he gazed at her.

      With a sigh, he took her arm and she let him lead her to their couch where she sank down. “My uncle sold me to the brothel. Mrs. Leake’s place. Tonight was the night they were going to auction me. After they dressed me, I stood waiting in the kitchen, hoping for a chance to escape, when suddenly a rag covered my nose and I passed out. When I awoke, I was bouncing around in the back of a wagon inside a potato sack. When we stopped, I fought my kidnappers. The woman told me to stop or she would drop me. A young man called her ma. A woman kidnapped me. A mother. They left me in the dark, sitting on the ground, in the cold until you opened the door.”

      Jake glanced at Mack and he could see his confusion. Why would someone bring the woman here?

      “You didn’t order me?”

      “No,” Mack said. “We like our women willing. It’s against our honor to do something to a woman against her will.”

      The room was chilled and Mack stoked the fireplace, causing the embers to come to life as flames sparked.

      Her face seemed to relax and her hands stopped shaking.

      Jake shook his head, puzzled. “Do you think they brought you here because they thought you would be safe?”

      The woman’s big blue eyes were framed by long, dark lashes. Her cheekbones were high and she had a narrow short nose that had a cute lift at the end. But her mouth was mesmerizing with her full lips that begged to be kissed.

      Long hair curled down past her shoulders to her hips. And Jake imagined pulling her hair to bring her mouth to his cock that was like granite.

      “How would I know? I never saw them. I never knew anything until I woke up in the back of their wagon.”

      Jake observed the woman. Was this a trick? Could she be lying to them?  “What’s your name?”

      “Anna Best.”

      “Nice to meet you, Anna,” Mack said.

      Already Jake could see that Mack was enamored with the woman, but Jake was a little more cautious. Were they being set up?

      “Your uncle sold you,” Mack asked as he turned to Jake.

      Anger roiled inside of Jake, all the pain and fury rising from the depths of him. All the hurt of the memory of his sister. His first instinct was to kill her uncle. No one should ever be sold into prostitution.

      Jake knew his facial expression had changed because she glared back at him. “Why would your uncle sell you?”

      The woman frowned. “When I was sixteen, my parents were murdered. No one has found their killers. Since then, my uncle has been taking care of me.” She sighed and shook her head. “You might say I have not been the easiest person to live with.”

      If you loved someone you didn’t sell them into slavery. No matter what they did. There was something more, but she was protecting him. Why, he had no idea. The man deserved to be strung up.

      “Who is your uncle?”

      She bit her bottom lip and Jake almost groaned. His cock was straining just knowing what she wore under that shirt. Her full breasts, the glimpse of her long legs when they lifted her from the bag. He’d take her right now, if he could. But that was impossible. She had suffered enough trauma for one night.

      “I’m not saying,” she said.

      There it was, her protecting him once again. Why?

      “I’d like the chance to get even,” she said softly, but her eyes reflected an eagerness that showed she wanted to make this man suffer.

      She wanted vengeance.

      “How?” Mack asked. “You’re a woman.”

      She gave him a searing look that should have singed his dark hair. The woman had spirit and he liked that about her.

      “I know how to get to him,” she said. “Better than anyone. I know all his secrets.”

      Outside, an owl hooted. It was fewer than two weeks until Christmas and here they were sitting inside the house with a near naked woman. A house they rented while they were in town.  Not a real home, but just a place to lay their heads at night.

      “You haven’t decorated for Christmas,” she said frowning. “It’s next week and you don’t have a tree.”

      It was clear that she was distracting them from talking about her uncle. And that made Jake all the more curious.

      “Can I spend the night?” she said. “I’m not going to face my uncle wearing these clothes and well, I need some time to hide out. I’m sure Mrs. Leake is searching for me.”

      Oh, yes, she would have her henchmen combing the streets, looking for her new girl.

      “Are you a virgin?” Jake asked. He knew it was inappropriate, but he also knew how these brothels worked. Auctioning off her virginity would bring the owner a lot of money. If Mrs. Leake knew she had a virgin, she’d be salivating to get her hands back on her.

      The woman stood and put her hands on her hips. Her blue eyes sparkled in the light of the fireplace. “Of course, I am.”

      “Then yes, she’s going to be searching for you, hoping to find you before someone breaks your maidenhead, losing her a lot of money,” Jake replied.

      Yes, his words were cruel, but true. He’d seen how this worked when they stole his sister. And he was determined to put these ruthless operations out of business. This one had just been placed on his list to stop the owner's detestable treatment of women.

      A blush spread across her face. “All I want is a chance to get revenge on my uncle. Then I don’t care what happens.”

      Mack stood and went
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