
  
    [image: Our Wild Bride]
  


  
    
      OUR WILD BRIDE

      
        TREASURE FALLS BRIDES

        BOOK THREE

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        LACEY DAVIS

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Virtual Bookseller]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Copyright

        Copyright © 2022 Lacey Davis

        Published by Virtual Bookseller, LLC

        All Rights Reserved

        Cover Art by Dar Albert

        Edited by Tina Winograd

        Release date: July 1, 2022

        ebook 978-1-950858-77-4

        Paperback 978-1-950858-78-1

      

        

      
        This book and parts thereof may not be reproduced in any form, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, or otherwise—without prior written permission of the author and publisher, except as provided by the United States of America copyright law. The only exception is by a reviewer who may quote short excerpts in a review.

      

      

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Blurb

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

    

    
      
        Please Leave a Review

      

      
        Our Lucky Bride

      

      
        Our Christmas Bride

      

      
        Also By

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Can They Tame Their Wild Bride or Will She Rebel and Leave Them?

      

      

      
        
        Blanche Underwood earned her reputation when she was twelve. Now, six years later, with the death of her father and the loss of her family ranch, she’s destitute. And no man in Charleston wants to marry her. They’re afraid of her hellacious ways. And she’s certainly not a lady. Can the town matchmaker find someone willing to take a chance?

      

        

      
        Martin Sanders and Jakob Moore have been friends for twenty years, starting the Double M Ranch. Now, Jakob wants a proper, chaste wife while Martin just wants their ranch to be the successful endeavor that would make his dead parents proud.

      

        

      
        Can they claim the wild Blanche and teach her to be the wife they need or will her rowdy behavior devastate their hopes and dreams?
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      Blanche Underwood grabbed her rifle, opened the window, and watched as the riders approached her home. Damn, damn, and double damn. It was that fella that her papa had lost the ranch to in a card game, and this time it appeared he looked serious as he had brought the sheriff with him.

      For months now, she’d resisted him.

      Knowing it wasn’t in her better interest, but unable to stop herself, she aimed the rifle and pulled the trigger. The bullet landed right in front of the new owner’s horse and he had to fight to control the animal. Loud cursing filled the air.

      “Serves you right for stealing my ranch,” she said, pushing her red hair out of her face.

      It wasn’t fair. This was her home, and her father had not only lost it in a card game, but then he had the audacity to die, leaving her alone. What was she going to do?

      The sheriff continued toward the house. She knew better than to shoot at a lawman. Why had the new owner brought him out?

      When the sheriff’s horse reached the house, he stared up at her through the window. She lowered her rifle and met him on the porch, wearing her pants and shirt. Skirts were beautiful, but they didn’t fit the lifestyle of a rancher.

      They were cumbersome and no one could exactly call her a lady.

      “Miss Underwood, that wasn’t right.”

      “I’m just trying to keep vermin away from the ranch,” she said, pulling her shoulders back and narrowing her eyes at the man, her trusty rifle by her side.

      The man who claimed he owned the property rode up beside the sheriff.

      “Sheriff, I’ve been a patient man,” he said, glaring at Blanche. “But enough.”

      “It’s not your property,” she hissed.

      The man held up the piece of paper that he claimed her father had signed.

      “That’s your father’s X right there, and witnessed by Brent Harvey,” he yelled.

      “Brent Harvey is a liar and a cheat,” she said, her voice rising. “Anyone could’ve put that mark there. Even you.”

      How many times was this man going to come out here and claim the land was his? She didn’t believe him. It couldn’t be true. And yet, she didn’t have a good feeling about this little visit.

      When the sheriff got involved, it wasn’t good.

      “Miss Underwood, you have no choice,” the sheriff said. “Today is the twenty-seventh, and I expect you to be out of the house by the first. Mr. Jones will take possession then, and if that means I have to haul you out the door, then that’s what I’m going to do.”

      Rage filled her, and she knew she was at the end of her rope. She’d run out of options, and while she could get a lawyer and take the man to court, she had no money. They all knew she was as poor as they came.

      After all, she was but a woman trying to survive in a man’s world.

      And her big, beautiful house sat on one hundred acres of farmland perfect for cotton growing. Plus, a hundred head of cattle and twenty horses that were pure breeds. At one time, this land had been profitable, before her papa found himself at the bottom of a whiskey bottle.

      Life wasn’t fair. She’d done nothing to deserve this.

      Reaching for her rifle, she lifted it up and aimed. “Get the hell off my ranch. It’s still mine until the first. Get off now, both of you.”

      The sheriff shook his head. “Blanche, I know this is not the news you wanted to hear, but I have no choice. I suggest you pack a bag and get going.”

      But that was the problem. Where would she go? Her father was dead, she had no idea where her mother was, or if she was even still alive, and no brothers or sisters. Her nearest relative was in Texas, and they didn’t want her. She had no place to go and now she was losing her birthright.

      With Papa’s death and the loss of the ranch, she had nothing left worth living for.

      “Get out,” she yelled. “I’ve still got three days. Get off my property, now.”

      She fired the gun into the air and the chickens squawked and ran from the yard.

      The sheriff’s face turned red. “I should arrest you. But I’m going to leave, but we’ll be back on the first. Be gone before then.”

      She was out of time. This time the ranch would no longer be hers.

      As soon as they turned and rode away, tears flowed down her cheeks. Sinking onto the steps, she laid her rifle down and began to cry. Great big hulking sobs.

      What was she going to do?

      Rusty, her old hound dog, came up beside her and licked her arm and wedged his way to her face where he gave her another lick. She raised her head and glanced out from the only home she’d ever known while she petted her sweet boy. What would she do with him? She couldn’t keep him.

      Looking out at the pastures, she saw the cattle and the horses and her heart cringed. As much as she hated Mr. Jones, he was going to hate her even more.

      She had three days. Three days to sell everything she could. And then she didn’t know what she would do.

      Going into the house, she packed a suitcase of everything she wanted to keep. Glancing around the home, she knew there was so much she couldn’t take with her. Grandma Edith’s rocking chair. Her mother’s spindle. Her father’s…

      Damn him.

      It was so hard not to feel anger at what he’d done. For years, she’d tried to get him to quit gambling, but he refused. Somehow that bastard Jones had tricked him; she just knew it.

      She started to make piles of the things in the house. Items to sell, items to burn, items she couldn’t live without.

      It took her the rest of the day to get everything organized and part of the next day to get the animals ready.

      Then she went into town and hung posters of the big sale out at the Underwood Estate. Everything must go.

      As she was hanging a poster on a building, she saw another woman doing the same.

      “Hello,” she said, glancing over at the woman. “What’s this?”

      “I’m a marriage matchmaker,” the woman said. “I’m looking for girls to travel to Montana where there are eligible men looking for wives.”

      Blanche glanced at the poster again. “Good men?”

      “Why, yes, and if you’re not happy there, they will pay your way back to Charleston.”

      “Humph,” Blanche said. What did she have here to return to?

      “What kind of men are they?”

      “Businessmen, ranchers, bankers, mine owners, all kinds of different men,” the lady said, glancing at her. “Are you interested?”

      Ranchers. There were ranch owners in Montana looking for a wife. She could live on a ranch, but in Montana, not the hellhole piece of plantation she owned in South Carolina.

      Which was no longer hers.

      No man around here was going to marry her. Her reputation as a wild woman was widespread, and yet, she hadn’t really done anything. Only not been a woman who went to tea parties and acted all refined. A southern belle. A lady – oh no, not her.

      No, she wore men’s clothes, rode horses astride, cursed, and shot a gun better than any man she knew. And if she wanted, she could outdrink a man too.

      But that would never get her married. If she went to Montana, she would need to learn to comport herself like a lady, whether she wanted to or not.

      “If I signed up for this matchmaking in Montana, would you teach me how to be a proper lady?”

      The woman smiled at her. “I’d do my best.”

      “When are you leaving? I’m not going to have a place to stay after tomorrow,” she said, hoping that with the sale, she would have enough money to hold her over.

      “I need three more girls and then we leave. But you’re welcome to stay at my place until then,” the lady said.

      What should she do? Then it hit her. Mr. Jones may have won the ranch in a card game, but he only won the land.

      Tomorrow night after she sold all the animals and the furnishings in the house, she’d have a big ol’ cookout. She’d leave him with the land and that was it.

      She was going to have a fire sale. Everything must go, including herself.

      “Count me in,” she said. “I’ll see you on the first.”
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      Blanche had never done anything as hard as what she was about to do. First, choosing what to take and what to sell had been difficult. Getting rid of the cattle, the horses, and even the dog she’d had since she was twelve. How could she go off and leave him, and yet, she knew taking him was not an option.

      A kid who lived on the farmland next to theirs had agreed to take him in. Tonight, she was planning on holding him until it was time to say good-bye. And even then, she knew it would be the most difficult thing she’d ever done.

      “Come on, Rusty, we have things to do,” she said, walking out to the barn. The stalls were empty. She’d even given away the barn cat, Misty.

      Glancing around, she looked at the place where she’d learned to ride. Where she’d watched her first colt come into this world. There were so many memories.

      With a sigh, she poured lantern fluid around the empty old building. It was midnight and she hoped no one was awake at this hour. Tears flooded her eyes and she almost couldn’t do it. If they had not cheated her father out of the farm, she would never have done this, but cheaters deserved what she was about to do.

      Striking a match, she dropped the flame onto the kerosene and with a poof, the flame took off. The leftover hay in the loft sizzled as it caught fire. Mr. Jones was not going to get much.

      Stepping back, she watched the old barn go up in flames. The heat from the blaze was intense as she watched it burn.

      A pile of furniture lay in the yard. Things she had been unable to sell. Quickly, before she changed her mind, she set fire to things she’d grown up with. Her old doll bed. The toys she’d hoped to hand down to her children. The family items she could not take.

      Turning, she walked over to the house and gazed up at the old structure. Home.

      No matter what, she couldn’t do it. This was the place she’d grown up, and even though she hated Mr. Jones, it would always be her home.

      One more night and then it would no longer be hers.

      Stepping inside, she leaned down and rubbed Rusty behind the ears. Sinking down onto the floor, she leaned back against the wall. Everything was gone. The house was empty.

      The sale had netted her over two thousand dollars. The only thing left on the land was the house.

      “You know I’d take you with me if I could,” she said, pulling the dog into her lap. “But I can’t. So Elton Smith is going to take good care of you. He promised me he would give you a happy home.”

      The dog licked her hand and snuggled up against her. He’d been with her through her father’s death, the announcement she’d lost the house and land, through everything but her mother’s leaving.

      Her heart was heavy, and yet she knew that tonight she could not sleep. This was the last night in her home, the last night with her dog. The last night before her life started anew.

      When the sky began to turn pink, she took Rusty outside, and sitting together on the old house’s porch, they watched as the sun rose. One last sunrise together.

      She loaded her carpet bag onto the last horse, which she would sell once she got to town. The buyer would be there waiting for her. In her men’s clothing, she climbed up and began to ride away.

      “Come on, Rusty,” she said her voice breaking. “It’s time to go.”

      The old dog followed her one last time.

      Nothing would ever be the same and she knew she would never ever let a man be in charge of her destiny again.

      Even if he was her husband.
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      Blanche watched Mrs. Newton walk slowly and carefully with a book on her head. They were working on Blanche’s movements. She rushed into a room, her steps determined, knowing where she was going, and not letting anything get in her way.

      Not the movements of a true lady.

      When she had arrived at the house yesterday, the first thing Mrs. Newton had done was make her bathe and change from her men’s clothing into a dress the matchmaker had given her.  She’d also been given women’s undergarments.

      Those damn garments were torture devices that made her lady parts lift up and suck in. She hated the corset and would love to take it out and use it for target practice. But she was trying to change and she had to accept the new rules.

      Her papa had never bought her anything that looked like what Mrs. Newton had given her. Sure, he bought her dresses with petticoats, but she only wore them on special occasions. No sense in ruining them while she worked on the farm.

      The farm…tears welled in her eyes and she quickly swiped them away. She must concentrate on the here and now and not on what she’d lost. Besides, old man Jones must have shit his pants when he arrived to take over. Nothing left but the land and the house.

      “Now it’s your turn,” Mrs. Newton told her. “Remember, you are a lady. Ladies glide across the room. It should look like you’re walking on air.”

      Like that was possible.

      With a sigh, Blanche stood and Mrs. Newton arranged her skirts. She pulled her shoulders back and lifted her chin. Remember, glide…

      “Ready?”

      “Yes,” Blanche said, feeling so uncomfortable. Stiff.

      Mrs. Newton placed the book on the top of her head.

      “Walk across the room slowly like you’re dancing.”

      “Never been to a dance,” she said, thinking that her father had kept her from so many things. Even though he’d gone out to the saloon in town plenty of nights. Gambling their life away.

      The thoughts caused her to glance down at her feet and the book tilted and landed on the floor.

      Giggles could be heard in the background. She whirled around to see who was laughing at her. If it was Alice Burns, she would take her down and pummel her beautiful face with her fists.

      The girl had been her archenemy since grade school when she tormented Blanche for not having a momma. Though she herself did not have a father.

      “Girls,” Mrs. Newton admonished, “go to your rooms.”

      “Blanche, let’s start again. I want you to walk across the room five times without losing the book before we move on to your next lesson.”

      She hoped to hell the next lesson was not as tedious as this one. But she got the feeling that none of this was going to be easy.

      Mrs. Newton pulled her shoulders back and tilted her chin up and then the hated book was placed on her head. Glide slowly…

      “Again,” she said.

      Blanche began to walk, carefully keeping the book on her head. She made it across the room four times when she heard Alice’s voice.

      “She has no momma. It’s whispered that her mother ran out on her and her trashy father. Took off with the pan salesman.”

      The woman was deliberately trying to make Blanche angry and it was working. Fury spread through her as the girl told her malicious gossip. She felt the book wobble. One more pass and then she would beat the hell out of her.

      “I hear she’s just like her tramp of a mother. It must be passed down,” Alice said loud enough for Blanche to hear her.

      Mrs. Newton shook her head and Blanche knew she also heard Alice’s voice.

      When she finished the fifth lap across the room, she removed the book and handed it to Mrs. Newton. Then she walked into the hallway and grabbed Alice by the front of her dress, bringing her up close to her.

      “One more word and that pretty nose of yours will be crushed. Do you understand me?”

      The girl’s blue eyes widened with fear.

      “You may have gotten away with tormenting me in school, but it’s not going to be so easy here. I will kick your ass all the way down the street after I break your nose so that no man will look twice at you. Do you understand me?”

      “Girls,” Mrs. Newton said, coming between the two women. “Alice, that was uncalled for. You deliberately baited Blanche. Go to your room. One more incident like this and you’ll be staying in Charleston. Do you understand?”

      “Yes, ma’am,” she said, straightening her dress and giving Blanche a mean, disgusted glance.

      Then Mrs. Newton turned and glared at Blanche. “We were doing so well. Your conduct and your threats are not ladylike. Do not let me hear them again or you will be staying in Charleston. Now back to work. The rest of you, practice your needlepoint. Stay in your rooms, until we are done.”

      The women scattered and Blanche sighed. She couldn’t afford to lose this opportunity. She wanted to get to Montana and find herself a rancher for a husband.

      “I’m sorry, but she has tormented me since I was a child. I will no longer accept her saying horrible things about my mother or me.”

      Mrs. Newton stared at her. “How do you think a lady would respond to her?”

      “I don’t know. All I know is how to use my fists. That’s what I was taught.”

      The woman smiled. “And now you’re going to learn a new way. Sit down and let’s practice.”

      What were they going to practice? What other way was there?

      “Have you heard about Blanche’s mother?”

      Her spine stiffened and she felt her
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