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        Rose Tuttle, the preacher’s daughter, has been secretly rebelling against her father’s tyranny for months. Disguised she takes a job singing in the saloon. When her father announces he’s found her a husband, she rebels. That night, at the end of her performance, she removes her disguise. Now with no other choice, she becomes the newest member of the bad girls club. 

      

        

      
        Son of a Railroad tycoon, Hayden Lee has been going to hear a mysterious singer in the saloon for months. Her angelic voice reaches deep inside him and touches his soul. But he isn’t prepared when he learns her identity as the preacher’s daughter. 

      

        

      
        Unable to resist her, he longs to make her his. But there is no way, his father will accept a saloon singer for his wife. A woman from the bad girls club. Who will win, family or love? Or…Can he have both?
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      Rose Tuttle, the preacher’s daughter, ran through the darkened streets of Fort Worth toward Hell’s Half Acre. Fear filled her as she hurried down the back alleys, knife in hand.

      Clenching the weapon in her fingers, she knew that no one would stand a chance against her at the moment.

      Tonight, she had been planning to attend the Cattleman’s Ball with her parents, but then her father introduced her husband-to-be to her.

      A gangly, ugly man who was a preacher in a small town three hours west of Fort Worth. A man who looked at her with such lecherous desire in his eyes that he frightened her. Chilling was the only way to describe the carnal glee radiating from him.

      Even the men in the saloon didn’t gaze at her that way. They looked at her with adoring eyes, but this man glowered at her, like he couldn’t wait to strip her down and do evil things to her body.

      When she voiced her objections, her father had taken her aside and told her she would marry this man tomorrow. That her time of searching for a godly man was over. He had found her one. Her rebellion was at an end.

      All she could think was that she had to get away. She excused herself, snuck into another room, opened a window, and crawled out.

      Now she was escaping to the White Elephant Saloon, her safe haven. The place where she could pretend her life was not the disastrous mess she hated. Her one escape.

      Reaching the back of the saloon, she pulled open the door and entered. The stage manager glanced at her.

      “I thought you were going to the Cattleman’s Ball tonight,” Randal said. He was the only one who knew who she really was and approved of her disguise.

      “No, I’m not going to the ball. Where’s my costume?”

      “Are you all right?”

      “No, I’m terrified. My father has found me a groom. We are to be wed tomorrow.”

      The man’s eyes widened and he handed her the outfit she normally wore. A demure dress for a woman in a saloon with lace ruffles at the bottom and a low cut bodice that she had added more lace to hide the swells of her breasts. She went into the curtained off area and quickly changed.

      “I’m not marrying him. He terrifies me.” Her shoulders hunched as a shiver ripped through her body.

      “Calm down, Rose. Take a deep breath. We’ll figure something out.”

      “He’s a preacher. I don’t want to be a preacher’s wife. I’ve seen how my father’s congregation treats my mother and I will not be subjugated by my husband or his people.”

      She tossed her dress aside and pinned her tiny reticule inside her stage outfit. It contained all her cash and she feared she was going to need that money in the coming days—everything she’d earned the months of singing here.

      The many months of sneaking out to do what she loved.

      When she stepped out, he helped her with her hat and the thick veil that covered her face. She could barely see through the tightly woven lace.

      “Are you ready?”

      Taking a deep breath, she grinned at him. “I’m ready. This is what I love. This is where I belong.”

      As soon as she said the words, it hit her. All she had to do was rip the veil off and let the men see who she was. That would ruin her. She would no longer be a woman a preacher would want to marry.

      She would be a bad girl.

      It seemed the perfect solution, but could she do it? What if the audience only loved her because of her mysteriousness?

      Then not only would she be ruined, but she’d have no way to make a living.

      Randal led her up the stairs to the stage and then he left her waiting in the shadows. The piano player was banging out music, which abruptly came to a halt.

      “Ladies and gentlemen, we have a special surprise tonight. Mystery Flower was not supposed to appear, but she’s here and she can’t wait to sing for you. Please welcome, Mystery Flower."

      An energy that excited Rose every time she sang spiraled through her when she came out on stage.

      “Good evening,” she said, excitement filling her. “Tonight, I was supposed to attend the Cattleman’s Ball, but who wants to be with a crowd of boring socialites? Instead, I decided to be with you.”

      The crowd went wild with cheering and clapping.

      Then she saw him sitting at his usual table, a drink in his hand as he stared at her. There was something about the man that always gave her a little thrill. Just staring into his eyes, a warmth would overcome her.

      For months, he had attended her shows, sitting in the back, never approaching her. Always watching.

      Her breath seemed to catch in her throat and she leaned her head back and began to belt out a song that she loved. The men raised their drinks in the air, cheering for her.

      This was where she belonged. This was what she wanted to do. Sing. And her voice was a gift from God, to bring the people joy.

      As the night wore on, she belted out song after song, the audience yelling, clapping and even singing along.

      On the last song of the night, she began a ballad that everyone knew. The men, most of them quite drunk, sang along with her. And when she reached up and began to unwrap her disguise, they all stopped and stared.

      Piece by piece, she removed the veil and finally the hat. She stood in front of them, holding out the last note of the ballad in her natural glory. Her face revealed.

      The preacher’s daughter had been exposed. No longer would she be anonymous.

      When she finished, they all clapped and stomped their feet and a few even fired their guns off at the ceiling.

      “Rose, Rose, Rose,” they screamed.

      “Good night, gentlemen,” she called.

      After she walked off the stage, she went back to the dressing room and changed her clothes. It was over, she was ruined. She wasn’t even sure they would allow her to sing in the saloon again.

      Now, the preacher man would no longer want her, but what would she do?

      When she walked out of her dressing room, the man who sat at the table watching her every night was waiting.

      His hands reached for her face and he pulled her to him and she watched in awe as his lips came crashing down on hers. Rose had never been kissed before and the way his mouth seemed to control hers, she didn’t know what to think except that a heat begin to build inside her and she didn’t want him to stop.

      She didn’t even know his name. Her hands came up between them and she pushed him away. The most sparkling blue eyes gazed at her and she wanted to lose herself in them. Sandy brown hair came to a peak on his forehead with his hair combed straight back. A straight nose, narrow jaw, small lips with dimples in his chin made her smile. But most of all…that kiss.

      “What are you doing?”

      “Rose Tuttle,” he said, ignoring her question. “For months, I’ve wanted to kiss you.”

      “You shouldn’t be back here,” she answered.

      “I gave the bouncer a gold coin. May I escort you home?”

      That was such a tempting offer. It was a long walk to Sadie’s home. She risked her father finding and taking her back to marry that horrible man. Maybe she should accept his kind offer.

      “No, but you may accompany me to my friend’s house. You see, I’m not returning home ever again.”

      He gazed at her steadily. “When you removed your disguise and the men told me who you were, I knew there had to be more to this story. Allow me to take you to your friend's home, and on the way, you can tell me what happened.”

      There was something about this man that made her think she should know him. But she didn’t. And yet, he watched her every night for months. Applauded her, cheered her, and she felt a connection to him.

      “I’m sorry, but I don’t know your name,” she said.

      He bowed his head to her. “Hayden Lee. I have a business proposition to discuss with you.”

      She frowned at him. What could the man want with her? “And what would that be?”

      “I’d like for you to become my mistress.”
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      As soon as the words were out of his mouth, he knew they were the wrong thing to say. In horror, he watched as her mouth dropped open and the blood drained from her face.

      While he doubted that she was an innocent, she was the preacher’s daughter. And Reverend Tuttle liked to keep a tight rein on not only his congregation, but his family as well. In fact, Hayden was shocked at how the man didn’t know of her performance here.

      But after tonight, her secret was no more. Even now, he was certain someone was telling the reverend where his daughter was.

      On the balls of her feet, she whirled around and walked out the door, leaving him standing in the backstage area alone. Rushing after her, he ran out into the darkened alleyway. When he caught up with her, he could see she was beyond angry.

      Music played in the background and some cowboys were outside hanging onto one another as they stumbled along, singing to the music.

      Not looking at him, she continued to hurry.

      “Every night, I have watched you sitting back at that table, wondering about you," she said. "Dreaming about you and making stories up in my head about who you were. And now, tonight, I don’t want to know anything else about you. You’re just as bad as some of the men in the saloon. You think I’m going to just lie down and spread my legs for you.”

      The woman’s long legs were moving at a stride that he found hard to keep up with. He had majorly messed things up. What led him to ask her before he had wooed her?

      “And another thing," she continued, "no woman, whether she’s a preacher's daughter or a regular everyday woman, wants a man to ask her to lie on her back for him. At least take her to dinner before you drop the news that you just want sex with her. And no, that doesn’t mean I would consider being your mistress even after dinner. Tonight, my reputation was ruined. I don’t need you to create even more damage.”

      He was all but running to keep up with her. For three months, he’d been watching her every night, fantasizing about who this angel with a voice could be, and in fewer than five minutes, he’d destroyed any chance he had with her.

      They turned onto Main Street where the crowds were large. But Hayden kept on talking trying to convince her he didn’t mean to offend her. But if not as his mistress, what was he offering?

      “I’m sorry. But your voice, it reaches down inside me and mesmerizes me. Like you, I’ve been dreaming of you.”

      Two men burst from a saloon, their fists flailing at one another. She stopped and turned to him. “Thank you for the compliment. Until you said the word mistress--well, let’s just say I’m not interested in your business proposition. I’m not a whore.”

      The fight was becoming a street brawl and he grabbed her by the arm. “Let’s get out of here.”

      He pulled her into an alley. “What are you doing?”

      “I’m trying to save us from that group of drunken cowboys.”

      Moving quickly, he realized they were close to his carriage. “Let me take you home.”

      “I’m not getting into any carriage so that you can take advantage of me.”

      “No, you’d rather that drunk mob back there take you?"

      Shouts rang out  and men came running down the alley toward them.

      Gripping her hand, he tugged her into a run.

      “Stop,” one of the men yelled. “She’s too pretty for just one man.”

      They ran faster. “All right," she said, "you’ve convinced me. But let me warn you, I carry a knife and I’m not afraid to use it.”

      “Well, good, we may need it if we don’t reach my carriage.”

      Just then his driver, George, pulled the carriage around the corner, his pistol already out and ready to end this fight before it began.

      Hayden all put pushed her inside the door, his hands on her derriere.

      “Don’t touch me,” she cried.

      He jumped inside and watched as his driver clicked to the horses, charging the men standing in their way. Startled, they jumped back to let the carriage through. One pulled his gun out and fired at them, putting a hole in the walls of the carriage.

      Hayden shoved her head down to protect her while his driver raced through the crowd. When they slowed, Hayden knew they were safe.

      That was a narrow escape.

      “I’m sorry for touching you inappropriately, but we were running out of time.”

      He didn’t dare sit next to her and had taken the bench across from her.

      “Where do you want to go?”

      “Sadie King’s home,” she said.

      “You’re friends with Sadie?” he asked, stunned. His best friend, Levi Griffin was in love with the woman and planned to propose this very night at the Cattleman’s Ball. For a second, he wondered if his friend had managed to get through the quagmire of emotional entanglements keeping him from his lady.

      “We’ve been friends for many years,” she said, her hand clutching her reticule. “Why does your name sound so familiar?”

      With a sigh, he knew he had to tell her. And yet part of him believed she was lying. Surely, she recognized his face from the papers. Surely, she realized that his family owned the largest railroad in Texas.

      No one was that innocent. No one. Especially, not a saloon singer.

      “My family owns the railroad here in this part of Texas,” he told her, knowing that now she would suddenly change her mind and decide to become his woman. For some reason, he was tickled at her outrage of his statement and didn’t want to see that change.

      “That’s nice,” she said.

      That’s nice? That was all she could say about his family being the wealthiest in this town. Speechless, he sat and watched her. In the darkness, he couldn’t see her dark brown eyes, but her pointed chin and high cheekbones expressed a sassiness about her that he longed to explore. The taste of her lingered on his lips and he resisted the urge to entwine her dark hair between his fingers and bring her mouth to his. For months, he’d dreamed of kissing her and yet he feared if he got near her, she would give him a taste of the knife she kept in her reticule.

      “Why are you not returning home?”

      She gave a sarcastic laugh. “Because my father has chosen a husband for me. And tomorrow we are to wed.”

      A husband? She was about to get married?

      “When did you meet him?”

      “Earlier this evening,” she said. “And no, he’s not to my liking. This marriage is not something that I want.”

      If she just met him, why in the world were they rushing the wedding?

      “But that seems so soon,” he said. His own sisters were not to venture out with any man they didn’t know. And marrying someone the day after you met them seemed ludicrous.

      “You’re telling me. My father believes he knows what is best for me. And the women in our church are to obey their husbands, their fathers, and any man who gives them an order. I’m not doing too well with their idea of obedience.”

      He chuckled at the way she lifted her chin in defiance. “What are you going to do?”

      She sighed. “I don’t know."

      Just then the carriage pulled in front of the house. She glanced around.

      “Just looking out to make certain that no wagons filled with good-meaning churchgoers are here to capture me.”

      “Let me escort you to the door,” he said, feeling her nervousness.

      “Are you prepared to fight for me?”

      He grinned. “I’ve almost fought for you once tonight. I think I can do it again.”

      She grinned at him. “Too bad, you were such a disappointment tonight. Do you have sisters?”

      “Yes,” he said.

      “How would you feel if a man asked them to be his mistress?”

      The woman had just trapped him. “They’d be dead come morning.”

      The driver opened the door and she shuffled forward. As she stepped out, George took her arm. Hayden, thinking he could maybe appeal to her better self, said, “Christians don’t believe in killing.”

      She laughed as Hayden came to stand beside her, glancing around the darkness. “Keep telling yourself that lie. With your dismissal, there would be one less sinner in the world. Especially someone who offers opportunities to be his mistress.”

      Before he could respond, the door to the house opened and a blonde woman stood there. “Get in here, before you’re spotted. Your father has everyone in town looking for you.”

      Rose turned back and smiled at him. “Good night, Mr. Lee. Good luck on finding a mistress.”

      Damn, the woman was downright sassy.
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      Fear gripped Rose as she stared at her friend Tessa. She knew that her father would eventually find his way to Sadie’s home.

      “Hurry,” Tessa commanded.

      Hayden stood by the carriage. “Again, I apologize for my earlier remarks,” he said. “You’re right. I’d be a dead man if you had a brother.”

      She grinned at him and walked toward the house. “I have a brother,” she said, glancing over her shoulder, giving him a saucy grin.

      In the darkness, she couldn’t tell if the man had the decency to blush, but she hoped she put the fear of God in him.

      Tessa grabbed her by the arm and yanked her in the house.

      “I've been so worried. Who is that man?”

      “Hayden Lee,” she said.

      “The railroad tycoon?”

      “I guess,” she said, giving a little shrug, really not caring that he was a rich man.

      “Why was he apologizing to you?”

      Shaking her head, she laughed. “He asked me to be his mistress.”

      “What? Should I get my gun and go after him?”

      That would put some fear in him, but then again, she hoped he realized the error of his words.

      “No, I made it clear I was not going to be any man’s plaything.”

      Tessa shook her head. “Men! You would think they'd learn that a good woman is not going to give away her virtue.”

      That was true, only he didn’t know what kind of woman she truly was, and right now, neither did she. After all, she was singing in a saloon. And she loved her performances there.

      “Where is Sadie?”

      Tessa led her to the sofa. “Oh, you missed it. Levi proposed to her tonight in front of the entire ballroom, including his mother and Nellie.”

      A surge of joy swept through Rose. “I’m so happy for her. I just hope that his dreadful mother accepts her.”

      A laugh escaped from Tessa. “From what Sadie told me, Levi gave his mother no choice if she wanted to remain in their lives.”

      That made Rose so happy. Betty Griffin could be a very nasty woman and she’d worried about Sadie.

      “But the other big spectacle at the ball tonight was your father. When he received word that you had not been found, he asked all the men in his congregation to start searching the town looking for you.”

      “Oh dear,” she said sighing. “I hoped when I unveiled tonight, I would be shunned. And maybe, eventually, I will be.”

      Tessa shook her head. “What are you talking about?”

      “I’ve been singing at the saloon every night in a disguise the stage manager and I  rigged. Tonight, I unveiled myself, knowing it would ruin my reputation.”

      “Rose, why would you do that?”

      “Because I didn’t want to marry that creepy preacher my father found for me. I don’t want to be a preacher’s wife. And the way he looked at me frightened me.”

      She watched her friend sink back against the sofa.

      “I just hope Sadie will let me stay.”

      “You know she will,” Tessa said. “Seems we’re all about to join the Bad Girls' Club.”

      Just then Miss Tabor walked into the room in her robe, her hair up in a net.

      “Rose?”

      “Yes, ma’am?”

      “What are you doing here? Your father is searching the town for you.”

      Quickly, she told her the reason she had run away tonight. Frannie stared at her. “Oh dear. Looks like I’m going to have another girl to coach on surviving scandal.”

      “Yes, I plan on creating scandal. Anything to keep me from being married to a man who frightens me.”

      Frannie clapped her hands together almost gleefully. The woman seemed to really enjoy scandalous women.

      A knock at the door suddenly resounded.

      “Quickly, go upstairs,” Frannie said. “Let me handle this.”

      She tossed Tessa a book and the woman opened it like she was reading. When Rose was out of sight, she heard Frannie open the door.

      Rose glanced out the window. There were six men on horseback in the yard. She recognized them from her father’s congregation. If she had arrived any later, they would have caught her. And now they would probably search the house for her.

      “Reverend, what are you doing here at such a late hour? Is something wrong?”

      “Sorry, to disturb you, but I thought that maybe my daughter, Rose, might be here. She’s having some sort of mental breakdown and her mother and I are worried sick about her.”

      Mental breakdown? Did he really think he could get away with this? It would explain to society why she was singing in a saloon. It would give him more time to convince the young man to marry her. It would tarnish her as a person who wasn’t capable of making a decision. Her parents would have to step in and place her in an appropriate home.

      One that included an ugly preacher man.

      Her body began to shake violently, her knees knocking, barely holding her up, hands quivering with nervousness. Was she crazy to think she could escape the church?

      Frannie turned to Tessa. “Have you seen Rose tonight?”

      “No, and I looked all over the ballroom for her. Where is she?”

      The man sighed and tried to look in the door. Rose made certain that she was not peeking out through the cracked bedroom door. If he found her, she would be hauled out of here, kicking and screaming by the men she’d seen when she gazed out the window.

      Maybe this wasn’t going to be such a safe spot after all.

      Just then, Sadie and her fiancé walked up to the door. “Reverend Tuttle, why are you here?”

      He explained to her that Rose was missing and he thought that maybe she might be here.

      With distress, Rose watched as Sadie opened the door and invited him into the house. “Please come
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