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Description:

US MARSHAL LEVI PARKER has one goal in mind, bring down the Bordel Gang. 

When Levi gets word that the head of the gang, Frank Bordel, is receiving a precious package, he’s certain it’s stolen goods. He fully intends to intercept the package before it reaches Bordel.

What Levi doesn’t anticipate is that the very package in question happens to be none other than a mail order bride, and a very feisty mail order bride at that. 

Intent on saving the woman from the Bordel Gang, Levi takes her to his ranch so he can keep an eye on her until he finds where the Bordel Gang is hiding. 

Josie Logan wants nothing more than to get away from the heavy handed Marshal and marry the man she’d traveled to Wyoming for. Unaware how dangerous Bordel is, Josie continues trying to find the man despite the trouble she can’t seem to avoid.  

Josie finds herself getting into more trouble than not and she quickly realizes that this is one US Marshal who won’t hesitate to show her just how serious he is with a good old fashioned spanking. 

Josie is caught between her desire to settle down to married life and the growing feelings she has for Levi.

*** This is a sweet spanking romance that has minimal reference to sexual acts. This book details the spanking of a feisty adult woman. If you’re looking for hot and steamy sex scenes, then this is not the book for you. Levi and Josie have a sweet and innocent romance. 
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Chapter One
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The waves of soft curls cascading down the woman’s back were a tantalizing blend of auburn and gold and were far more distracting to U.S. Marshal Levi Parker than the nasally voice of the train conductor standing before him.

The scant sunlight streaming through the small windows of the train car danced merrily along her curls, catching the smallest hint of golden blonde strands buried within the luscious cerise curls. His fingers itched to dig within their depths. 

Normally he wouldn’t mix work and pleasure, particularly where Frank Bordel was concerned, but the emerald dress that lovingly hugged the woman’s hips was just far too tempting. Those curvaceous hips that lay just inches below where those curls ended sent Levi’s mind delving into far more inappropriate areas than were proper in a public train car. 

The whisper of a sway to her hips as she moved down the train car vied with the posture and grace of a refined woman and did very little to clear his mind of the images that seemed to ignite his blood. Catching just a glimpse of her face as she turned for the briefest of moments was enough to drive him mad as he caught her eyes dancing while she looked back, her luscious mouth smiling to thank a fellow passenger as she passed on her way into the next train car. This woman made Levi nearly follow behind her as he became completely entranced by the auburn haired beauty.

“That would be the one you’re looking for Marshal,” the train conductor flipped open the gold pocket watch for what seemed like the hundredth time in the past minute, “Frank Bordel called it ‘precious goods’, and I’ve been careful to make sure nobody messes with her.”

“Her?” Levi looked to the conductor, growing ever more irritated as the conductor once again looked to the timepiece. Levi had spent enough time on this job already and the man was just wearing on his patience.

“Why yes,” the conductor slipped the watch into his pocket and twisted his dark mustache, “the pretty young thing you were just eyeing, she is.”

Levi’s eyes flicked back, but he didn’t catch a glimpse of the auburn haired woman any longer, “Good god man, you are really trying on my nerves,” the growl from Levi was enough to finally make the man remember that he was dealing with a Marshal.

“Yes, sir, Uh,” he straightened his shoulders, tugging at his black vest, his fingers soothingly petting his stopwatch through his pocket, “Mr. Bordel requested that we deliver Miss Logan to Laramie.”

Cursing under his breath, Levi turned from the man.

“Marshal Parker,” the conductor called from behind him, “the train will leave the station in three minutes.” Levi nodded in return but still barreled ahead, heading toward the mystery beauty to get some straight answers.

It had already been three months of travel where Levi was chasing after Frank Bordel and his gang. The massacre the Bordel gang had left in Texas was downright criminal. If anyone knew how to catch Frank Bordel, it was US Marshal Levi Parker and he fully intended to finally bring the man down. 

He’d done it before, bringing him in before the courts, but Frank always found a way to get out of trouble, even as far as threatening a Magistrate to get his case thrown out. This time though, Levi had no intention of turning Frank over to the authorities, it was time to take matters into his own hands. 

But where does this mysterious woman fit in? If she was part of the gang it would be news to Levi, not only had he chased down Frank a number of times over the years, but he had intimate knowledge of all members of the entire gang. 

Was this woman a new recruit? It wasn’t Frank’s style to bring a woman into the gang, but now that he thought of it, it would actually be brilliant. If Levi was honest, he had to admit that Frank had always been impulsive and irresponsible, which was generally a bad mix when it came to running a gang. How Frank still succeeded was beyond Levi, but he assumed it was because Frank was methodical in his crimes. If Frank was changing tracks, then the appearance of this woman could either strengthen Frank’s gang or bring the entire thing down. Levi had no other choice but to get close to the woman and find out if she was indeed working for Frank and what package she was carrying for him. 

In the past, Frank had shipped in firearms, drugs, and counterfeit money. It would be a brilliant plan if Frank hired a refined woman to deliver his goods to him. Levi and the rest of the Marshals had been looking in the wrong direction if Frank had actually set this plan in motion. Frank had chosen not only a refined woman, but a woman that would draw attention away from the gang’s activities and toward more baser interests. Levi was certainly distracted by her beauty, at least for a moment, but he was far too much of a professional to allow some passing beauty to distract him from his purpose, from his job. 

Levi had only one goal and that was to bring down the Bordel Gang and make sure Frank Bordel got the justice he most certainly deserved after all these years. If that meant taking down the woman with him, well, Levi had always been lauded for his unattached, unemotional, and systematic way of dismantling crime rings. 

The woman would come into play, it was too late now, Frank had hired her and he’d given her a package to deliver to him. Levi fully intended to find out just what that package was and where she was meeting up with the Bordel Gang. He certainly needed the woman to give out the location of the gang, although Levi had a pretty good idea where Frank was headed, if he could pinpoint a location he could call in other Marshal’s for backup. Now he needed to get close to the woman and get the information he needed. 
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JOSIE LOGAN WAS ON her first train ride across the states. She was already into the second day on the trip, but she was still amazed at how quickly one could travel from one side of the country to the other. She sat in her seat, staring out the train window just as the whistle blew. 

Her stomach flipped nervously. They’d be moving again and she was only a day out from her final destination, Laramie, Wyoming and the man she would marry. 

She smiled to herself at the thought. Finally she would be away from her Uncle and in the arms of a man who would be by her side for the rest of her life. The prospect of being married, having someone who took care of her and hopefully loved her was utterly intoxicating. 

How long would it be before she had sweet little babies to hold and love? She’d always wanted a family, a large family, with many children. The thought that soon she’d be married and working on starting her own family had her smiling. She just needed that. A couple babies to cradle and a husband that she loved.  It really wasn’t all that much to ask, she knew. After all, nearly everyone she knew was married already and beginning their own little families. Josie deserved the same, she was certain of it. As Boston got further and further away with each minute that passed on the train, Josie grew more relaxed and ready for this new adventure she was on. 

Just the simple act of boarding the train in Boston had been exhilarating. She’d stepped into something new and exciting, a new adventure. Already she’d met dozens of men and women. Mrs. Shipley had lent her a gray shawl the first day when she had grown chilled and then Mr. Hanks had offered to escort her to and from her meals each day. 

Everyone aboard the train had been nothing but polite to her. Not once had any man tried to soil her or treat her in any way that wasn’t proper. Her Aunt had been wrong about people in the world. Josie hadn’t been bothered by one dangerous person at all. Why, she hadn’t even met anyone that wasn’t kind and courteous. That is, she hadn’t met any dangerous people until she spotted that new passenger who just boarded the train at the last stop. 

She knew instantly that the man was nothing but trouble. She could tell just by the way he looked and how he stood grilling the conductor. Josie was certain the man who had just boarded the train at the last stop, the tall man with the dark disheveled hair and eyes the color of steel, the man she had seen talking to the kindly train conductor while they were stopped, well she was just certain that he was a very dangerous man indeed. 

She fully intended to stay very far away from that man which shouldn’t be difficult. She only had less than a day to reach Laramie. It wouldn’t be that hard to avoid one passenger on such a crowded train. She would keep to herself and keep her thoughts focused on her new husband-to-be rather than the rough man who had boarded the train. It was clear that he was nothing but trouble.

It wasn’t just the way he looked that gave her the impression that he was not a man anyone should mess with. The man had boarded the train between stops, which made Josie very nervous, as if the train was being robbed. Not many had boarded this train between stops, actually nobody had boarded the train between stops, not that she noticed. This was a transcontinental trip, every passenger was in it for the duration, only randomly departing at stops along the way. 

Even in her train seat, she could still bring the image of the man into her mind. The man was much larger than the conductor, standing a good foot above Josie herself. His clothing had clearly been worn for several days and slept in on whatever trail ride he’d been on. He certainly looked dirty as if he’d been through several days of dusty travel. His black cowboy hat had shaded his eyes, so she couldn’t exactly say what color his eyes were, but even still she’d still caught the steely glint in his eyes and she’d even heard another passenger comment on him as well. When he had lifted his face to scan over the passengers, she’d caught the dangerous profile of his square jaw, visibly showcasing the clearly irritated scowl and a shocking jagged white scar running along his jawbone. 

It had been quickly clear to Josie that the man, whoever he was, was up to no good. She had tried to hurry from the train car to avoid him, but even still she could feel his eyes following her progress through the car as if he were watching her every move.

Shivering as she remembered it, she wrapped her arms around her as she watched the landscape moving by outside the train window, slowly at first and then picking up speed the further they got form the train station. The rolling green hills traveled by in soothing repetition. She would be glad when that man got whatever he was after and was long gone from the safety of the train.

“Afternoon, Miss.”

Josie turned to the voice and her eyes widened before she turned back to the window abruptly without a word. When the man she’d just been thinking of slid into the empty seat beside her, she took a deep breath, composing herself before turning to him once more with a tight smile. 

“I do believe that seat is already taken, sir.”

She saw just the flicker of one brow rising. It was the only sign that he’d heard what she’d said before he crossed one boot over his knee, pulling his hat down low over his eyes and crossing his arms over his chest, making it very clear that he had no intention of moving seats. Josie couldn’t believe the man could be so rude. 

“Well, I’ve never,” she muttered, remembering her Aunt saying such terms when her Uncle would come home drunk and belligerent before passing out in the parlor. According to Josie, this man was acting in just the same unacceptable manner as her Uncle had been, rude and inconsiderate.

“You know you’re making it really hard for a man to get a couple minutes of sleep with all your huffing and complaining over there,” he never lifted his head, but she was more than certain that the words were directed at her.

“You know what sir,” she could feel the beginning of her temper rising and she knew she needed to keep it under control, but this man was really pushing at her buttons, “you’re a self-righteous and arrogant man and I have no need to spend another moment in your presence.” With all the built up confidence she had, she gathered her reticule and hat. With her head held high, she summoned all the self-control she had left and said, “Please excuse me, Mr... Mr...”

“Parker,” he tipped the rim of his hat to her with a nod, “Levi Parker, Miss?”

Manners that had been bred into her from the moment she was born had her gritting her teeth and responding, “Miss Josie Logan,” she nodded to him curtly, “I wish you well on your journey Mr. Parker.” 

She flashed a tight smile toward him and waited for him to move out of her way so she could leave his company at once. 

Unfortunately, he was not the kind of gentleman to be amenable. The blasted man didn’t move even an inch. He just sat there staring at her as if she were some kind of chattel on a collector’s shelf that he was debating whether he should slip it into his pocket.

“The train should arrive in Laramie after dark,” the slow drawl sounded so casual and easy and far too comfortable for the situation, which just made Josie even more uneasy, “you have any plans once we arrive in Laramie?” the flicker of his brow arching as if he had an idea of what they could do, sent Josie into shock.

Her mouth immediately fell open, “Mr. Parker,” his name came out on a sharp whisper, her cheeks flaming to compete with the auburn curls that softly cradled her face, “your words are more than inappropriate and I ask once again that you move aside so that I may leave your company.” She huffed, “I have no intention of continuing this absurd conversation.”

Again he didn’t move, but the tilt of his mouth now flamed her cheeks even further as well as her temper.

“Mr. Hanks,” Josie suddenly shot her hand in the air, waving to the tall thin man as he walked through the train car, “Mr. Hanks,” she called again, finally gaining the man’s attention. The wiry man turned to her, pushing his glasses up on his nose. He smiled to her, moving through the train car towards where she sat.

Suddenly her wrist was tightly captured in Levi’s firm grasp and his face was just inches from hers, “I’m not going to say this twice,” his voice was firm and even, a thrill racing across her skin,  “you will introduce the man to me and then you will tell him to leave us, do you understand?”

Josie would have refused his order, and she would have if not for Josie noticing at that very moment the large gun that was holstered to Mr. Parker’s side as he captured her so close to his body. If not for that gun she wouldn’t have so easily agreed to his demands. But the threat of that gun in an open train car, and the damage this beast could do to her and the other passengers had her
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