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        Can Christmas Be Saved

      

      

      
        
        Orphaned as a child, twenty-year-old Christmas Rawls only wants a real family and loving husband. Ripped from the orphanage, she is sold to a whorehouse by the corrupt orphanage director where she realizes she’s not the first to be victimized.

      

        

      
        Noel Brooks and August Hamilton are lonely cowboys with nothing but a ranch that needs a woman’s touch. On a trip to Blessing, Texas, they see a terrified woman whose innocence touches them. Instead of buying cattle, they purchase the woman. Saving her is the plan, but in doing so, they throw all of them into more danger than they can handle alone.

      

        

      
        Determined to stop the nefarious director, can Christmas save the children or will she be silenced for eternity? Can two cowboys, who are forever transformed, save Christmas?
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      Christmas Rawls loved helping the children of the orphanage decorate the cedar tree for the holiday. Unless the women in town brought the children presents, there would be nothing under the tree. Such was the life of an orphan.

      Outside, the cold wind rattled the windows in the old house, seeping inside. She would need to bundle the little ones tightly to keep them warm tonight in the drafty rooms.

      “Jennifer, can you put the paper star on the top?”

      The girl reached up and tied it onto the tree, where it promptly fell over.

      “Let me do it,” David said. The boy moved the hand-cut design farther down the stem, and then with a bow, managed to keep the star on top. At thirteen, he would soon be leaving to find his way on his own.

      Christmas stared at each of the children. Each had arrived in their own special way. Each held a special place in her heart. Christmas hated the idea of having to leave; she loved the children and took care of them. They were her family. They made her happy.

      On Christmas day, she would turn twenty. She knew it was time to go, but this was the only home she’d ever known. As a toddler, she’d been left on the doorstep on Christmas Eve, and the lady who ran the orphanage named her Christmas.

      Mrs. Griffin had long since died, and now the place was run by Mr. Stephens, who cut corners and tried to make the place profitable, but with ten mouths ranging in age from two to twenty, it was difficult.

      One of the smaller kids, Benjamin, jumped up and down, happily. “Santa?”

      “That’s right, Santa will arrive in one week,” she told them.

      At her age, she was accustomed to not receiving gifts, but for the sake of the children, she hoped the town would remember them during this special time of year.

      The orphanage sat on the outskirts of the town of Blessing and most of the time, the people were generous to help them.

      The babies were adopted, but the older children usually remained until they left on their own. She was the eldest there; those older had already gone into the world. Some in the middle of the night. Those were the troubling ones. Especially the young women. Where had they gone? Why hadn’t they said good-bye?

      Mr. Stephens walked out of his office and stared at their makeshift tree. “Time for bed.”

      Turning, she glanced at the man whose presence she avoided. When he gazed at her, it was like he undressed her with his eyes, and the thought made her shiver with revulsion. There was something about him that had her intuition warning her to stay far away.

      “Come, children, and I’ll tuck you in.”

      As the seven little ones and three older children climbed the groaning stairs under where the roof leaked, she couldn’t help but think of this place as home. It was all she knew, and yet if repairs were not soon made, the place would fall down around their ears.

      With a shiver, she helped the toddlers change into sleeping clothes. This was her favorite time of night. When she put the little ones to bed, read to the older children, then ushered them into the main room where they all slept.

      After everyone was settled in for the night, she undressed and crawled into bed. She turned down the lantern to where she could read from the latest book she borrowed from those donated to the home. Here, she could disappear into a story and not worry about her future.

      Mr. Stephens opened the door. “Christmas, I need to see you.”

      “Yes, sir,” she said as she waited for him to close the door before she rose from the bed.

      “What do you think he wants?” Jennifer asked her. At fourteen, the girl was often anxious. She worried about everything. She had yet to realize that they didn’t have much control over their lives at this time.

      “Oh, probably one of the little ones is sick. You know he doesn’t like to care for them when they’re ill.”

      The man didn’t seem to like children and it was one of the reasons she stayed. Who would care for them if she weren’t here?

      Crawling out of bed, she picked up her wrapper and put it around herself. He had never entered the room this late at night and a trickle of unease wound itself around her middle.

      Whatever could he want?

      Before she went downstairs, she checked on the toddlers. They were fast asleep. Nervous flutters settled in her stomach as she hurried down the creaking stairs.

      When she stepped into his office, two men jumped from behind the door. They were rough looking and hadn’t seen a razor or a bath in a long time.

      “She’ll do,” the man said as he shoved a bandana between her lips.

      “Told you she was a beauty,” Mr. Stephens said.

      Fear sparkled down her spine and she struggled to get away, but her hands were being pulled behind her back and tied. The other man placed a tow sack over her head, engulfing her in darkness.

      “Damn shame to hide all this beauty. But where you’re going, it will make you lots of money.”

      What in the hell was he referring to?

      She screamed, but only garbled sounds came from between her lips.

      “Here’s the cash,” she heard the man say.

      “Tell the madam she owes me a free sample,” Mr. Stephens said.

      Dear God, Mr. Stephens was selling her. But to whom? Madam who?

      Hands wrapped around her upper arms, and they dragged her from the room and out the door of the house. The cold night air seeped beneath her bed clothes. All she wore was her nightgown, wrapper, and bloomers. She began to fight in earnest, knowing that once they put her in that wagon, she would never return to the orphanage.

      “Stop fighting,” the man said. “Don’t make me hurt you.”

      Tears trickled down her face. Not even a chance to say good-bye to the children. Who would take care of them?

      She felt herself lifted into a wagon and then they were riding away from the only home she had ever known.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 2

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Sitting at the bar in the bordello, Noel Brooks took a sip of his whiskey and tried to ignore his friend August Hamilton.

      Glancing around the crowded establishment, he noted more men here tonight than they had ever seen. More men, fewer ladies.

      “You promised me on this trip that we could hire a hooker. Here we are in the whorehouse and you’re sitting there sipping whiskey like we have all night.”

      His friend was getting impatient with him, but Noel had not seen a woman he couldn’t live without.

      It was true, Noel had promised August that they would share a woman tonight, but something was holding him back. It was damn near Christmas, the time of year he hated.

      Maybe it would be good for him to have a woman suck his cock, but he’d rather drown himself in a whiskey bottle and pray that the alcohol dulled all the feelings and emotions.

      Almost twenty years later, he still remembered the dark-haired girl falling into the river. His best friend Sadie Jones. He’d battled the water to reach her but failed. And every year, he remembered that sweet face.

      Every year, he remembered her and thought about what would have happened if she hadn’t died. Because he had such a huge crush on her.

      But he had promised August and his word was gold.

      “As soon as I finish my whiskey, we can start looking,” he said, wanting to put it off for as long as possible. Not because he didn’t think a woman would be good for him, but rather, he just wasn’t in the mood.

      They were in town to buy cattle for next year’s herd and even that didn’t thrill him. Their ranch was doing very well, but it needed a woman. It needed the sound of laughter and children’s squeals as they ran outside.

      “Don’t get too excited,” August said with sarcasm. “It’s not like we were here last week. It’s been months and my cock is hard as granite.”

      “Your cock stays hard,” Noel said as he took another sip and finished off the drink. One more whiskey to wash the pain away.

      Though they lived not far out of town, they spent their time working to make their ranch a successful operation. Their focus for the last several years had been building a barn, a bunkhouse, and a home. Their herd was growing, but it was time to introduce new blood. And thus, their reason for coming into Blessing.

      “Don’t you dare order another one,” August said.

      Suddenly, loud cheering came from the room next door.

      “What’s going on in there?” August asked the bartender, curious about the noise.

      “They’re auctioning off the newest girl, a virgin,” he said.

      The clamor drew Noel and he stood and walked into the room. August was at his side as they entered where a young woman stood on a table in a white lace dress. Dark hair framed her innocent pale face and terrified emerald eyes.

      “This young woman arrived yesterday, and tonight we’re holding an auction. If you want to be the first man to claim her virginity, the bidding is about to begin.”

      “How do we know she’s a virgin?” a man screamed.

      The madam smiled and pointed to a man in the corner.

      “She’s a virgin,” the man said. “I’m a doctor and her hymen is intact.”

      Tears rolled down the woman’s face and the madam came up behind her and slapped her on the ass. “Stop sniffling and smile to the crowd.”

      Though the woman’s full bottom lip trembled, she did her best to smile and he wondered how many times she’d been beaten since she arrived at the whorehouse.

      “Now, who will be the first to bid?” The woman in a fine silk dress turned and smiled at the men in the crowd. “You could be her first, but not her last.”

      The woman laughed at her joke and a trickle of anger spiraled through Noel. Did the madam have no decency? The young girl was barely more than a child. And she looked like Sadie.

      “Five dollars,” a man called out.

      The madam acted outraged. “She’s a virgin. No man has ever touched her and you’d be the one training her. You can do better than that or I’ll send her back to the farm.”

      “Ten,” another man said.

      Like a Texas tornado, Noel’s anger gripped him and he leaned down to speak to August. “She’s terrified. She’s hurting. I can’t watch this. We’ve got to save her.”

      August glared at him like he was crazy.

      “How much are you going to offer?”

      “Two hundred,” Noel said.

      “That’s our cattle buying money,” August said in shock. “Plus, you promised me a woman tonight.”

      Noel gazed at the woman who was smiling though tears streamed down her cheeks. What if that was Sadie? Or even one of his sisters? How could he watch her be auctioned off to one of these randy, rowdy cowboys? It wasn’t possible.

      Though he knew August didn’t approve, he couldn’t stop himself.

      He held up his hand. “One hundred dollars.”

      A gasp went around the room and the madam glanced out and smiled at him. “Now, that’s more like it.”

      Another man upped his bid and when they got to one hundred and fifty, Noel raised his hand. “Two hundred dollars.”

      There was silence in the room.

      The madam began to speak. “Going once, going twice, sold to the gentleman in the back.”

      A burly man approached them. “Come with me.”

      They were led into the back of the brothel to a cashier.

      “Two hundred,” the man said to an older woman sitting behind a cage.

      Noel pulled out his billfold and handed the woman two one-hundred-dollar bills.

      “I hope like hell you know what you’re doing,” August said in a low whisper.

      The man smiled at them. “She’ll be waiting in room two for you. It’s her first time, so be gentle, but make certain she learns to be a good fuck. After all, she’ll be working again later tonight.”

      A chill spiraled through Noel. Why he thought they were getting her alone for the entire night, he didn’t know, but obviously they were going to make her work after them. By purchasing her virginity, they weren’t saving her. They were merely postponing the inevitable fact that she was going to be a whore if she remained here.

      As they followed a woman up the stairs, all he could think about was how they could help her escape.

      “I don’t know what you’re thinking, but this can’t be good,” August said softly. “We should have just hired an experienced girl and left.”

      “Shut up, August,” he hissed, hoping the woman in front of him hadn’t heard anything his friend said.

      The stairs were narrow as they climbed to the second floor. As they passed rooms, grunts and groans and even a few moans were heard. The thought of his sisters or Sadie having to work in such a place had his insides tense.

      The woman stopped in front of room two. She checked to make certain the girl was in the room and then she smiled at them. “Enjoy, gentlemen. You have one hour.”

      For two hundred dollars, they only had one hour? The madam was making a lot of money on this girl tonight.

      They walked through the door and the madam pulled it shut behind them. Noel reached over and flipped the lock.

      The woman lay tied to the bed, naked. Full soft breasts gave way to a small waist, rounded hips, and legs that were long enough to wrap around a man’s waist as he drove his cock into her sweet pussy.

      For a moment, they stopped and stared at her beautiful curves. Dark hair lay against the pillow as her emerald eyes gazed at them with horror.

      “Dear God, maybe you weren’t a fool after all,” August said as he stared at her.

      “No, we’re going to save her,” Noel said as he walked to her.

      Her eyes grew wide and he could see fear filled them. Never had he ever wanted to see terror in a woman’s eyes again. The memory of Sadie struggling to reach him engulfed and terrorized him. He took a deep breath to calm the raging emotions inside him.

      “I’m not going to hurt you,” he said as he sank down on the bed and began to loosen her ties.

      “What are you doing?” August said. “Let’s take advantage. My cock is near bursting.”

      “No,” Noel said, knowing he could never take a woman like this. “We’re rescuing her. Go relieve yourself if you must, but you’re not touching this woman.”

      His friend shook his head and sighed. “You’ve got that damn stubborn look. There’s no changing your mind, is there?”

      The woman had stopped crying and stared at them in confusion. She licked her lips and watched as Noel continued to untie her from the bed.

      “You’re not going to rape me?”

      “No, we’re going to try to help you. Get dressed,” Noel said as August began to work on the ties that held her feet to the posts.

      “Wait a minute,” August said, gazing at her. “Did you agree to this?”

      The woman’s eyes widened. “Of courses not. They kidnapped me.”

      “What’s your name, darling,” Noel asked.

      “Christmas,” she whispered.

      The two men exchanged glances.

      “Really?”

      “Yes,” she said.

      “Well, don’t that just beat all,” August said, smiling. “We were going to fuck Christmas. I’m August and this is my friend Noel.”

      Noel shook his head and walked over to the to the window and glanced down.

      “All I wanted was a simple night with a woman sucking my cock and plunging into her sweet pussy, and instead, I’m mixed up trying to rescue a woman named Christmas from a whorehouse. What the hell?” August said, shaking his head. “Noel, you’re really fucking this up.”

      “Shut up and help me. We’re on the side of the building. Our horses are tied out in front.”

      “You got anything else besides that skimpy dress?” August asked her, looking about the room.

      She jumped up from the bed and ran to where her clothes were piled on a chair. It was a damn shame to cover all that beauty, but if they were not going to be killed, they needed to get out of here before the madam told them time was up.

      “No,” she said softly as she was putting the horrid dress back on. No, it wasn’t terrible, just a little piece of silk that barely covered her delights and clung to her like a second skin.

      She glanced between the two men, nervous.

      “Noel is trying to figure out a way to get you out of here without us all getting killed.”

      Noel noticed the window was nailed shut. A scowl crossed his face. Someone else had tried to escape from the whorehouse and he wondered at the number of women who could be working here against their will.

      He pulled out his pocketknife and pried the nails out. Soon the window lifted and he motioned the two of them over.

      “This is not going to be easy. I’m going to slide down the metal roof and then drop down to the ground. Christmas on my signal, you go next and I’ll do my best to catch you. August, you come down last.”

      “We’ve got to be prepared to leave in a hurry, so once we reach the horses, we ride.”

      August shook his
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