
What Others Are Saying

Beautiful Bandit is another winner. Loree’s novels never dis-
appoint…with just the right amounts of romance, humor, 
drama, and suspense. I love Loree’s books. They are a balm 
for tired souls and an inspiration for hungry hearts. 

—Sharlene MacLaren 
Award-winning author, the Little Hickman Creek and 

The Daughters of Jacob Kane series

Loree Lough’s writing once again shines. Lough crafts char-
acters in a way that makes it feel as though you are right there 
with them. She has woven words together in a way that hooks 
you immediately and encourages your excitement to discover 
the outcome. This is a book you will want to read several 
times over!

—Penny Zeller 
Author, McKenzie, book one in the Montana Skies series

Fresh, vivid, and lively, Beautiful Bandit inspires giggles, cap-
tures the heart, and makes the world beyond the pages disap-
pear. (It does, too!)

—Tammy Barley 
Best-selling author, The Sierra Chronicles series



Beautiful Bandit promises to give readers a rollicking love 
story with entertaining characters, along with a wonderful 
storyline. After reading the opening chapter, I was hooked. 
You’ll be pulled in by Loree’s outstanding gift for storytelling. 

—Rita Gerlach 
Award-winning author, Surrender the Wind

Loree Lough has once again melded her mastery of words 
with her innate understanding of people to create two char-
acters you can’t help but love. With history, adventure, and a 
little romance tossed into the mix, this first book in the Lone 
Star Legends series promises a story that will delight and 
encourage you.

—Laurean Brooks 
Award-winning author, Journey to Forgiveness

Loree Lough throws the reader into the wilds of West Texas 
in 1888, complete with the unrelenting heat and suspicions. 
She peoples the book with strong characters who have noth-
ing in common and a lot to lose. A real page-turner. 

—Lena Nelson Dooley 
Award-winning author, Minnesota Brothers and 

Love Finds You in Golden, New Mexico



I can count on Loree Lough for a deeply engaging story and 
characters who come to life on the first page. With the rich-
ness of Loree’s vivid descriptions, readers can feel the power-
ful emotions as they sizzle between Kate and Josh.

—Debby Mayne 
Author, Love Finds You in Treasure Island, Florida

Loree Lough makes you feel as though you are there as she 
paints a beautiful picture. The tension mounts quickly in this 
romance as conflicts abound. Beautiful Bandit is a page-turner, 
one to keep readers up at night!

—Lori Twichell 
Reviewer, fictionaddict.com

Kate Wellington is vulnerable and very real, and Stetson-
wearing Josh Neville grabs your heart in the first two pages. 
Loree Lough’s sharp, finely honed writer’s voice is the melody 
behind this song, and her depth-infused characters and com-
pelling story will have you turning page after page to keep up 
with their adventure. Plant your feet firmly in the stirrups and 
wind the reins tight around your hands—this is one great ride!

—Sandra D. Bricker 
Award-winning author, 

Love Finds You in Snowball, Arkansas and The Big 5-Oh!



The catchy title Beautiful Bandit sets the scene for another gutsy, 
entertaining book by veteran storyteller Loree Lough. This first 
book in the Lone Star Legends series is a beautiful tale of love, 
suspense, and courage. Loree is a master at grasping the emo-
tions of a woman’s heart and the determination of a man’s will. 
With her remarkable characters, authentic historical details, 
and hint of intrigue, Loree has crafted another rich romance…
a delightful story that leaves them eagerly anticipating the next 
two books in the series.

—Irene Brand 
Author of more than seventeen novels, including Broken 

Bow, Where the River Flows, and A Husband for All Seasons

I love historical fiction with a lot of intrigue and romance. 
Make the outlaw a woman, and you grab me all the more. 
Filled with suspenseful twists and turns, Beautiful Bandit 
made me breathless with anticipation. It’s riveting.

—Michelle Sutton 
Award-winning author, It’s Not about Me!

Whether she’s writing upbeat contemporary or dramatic his-
torical romance, Loree Lough writes with a flair for charac-
ter, emotion, and suspense. Beautiful Bandit is so intriguing, 
it kept me turning the pages and wishing I was in 1888 Texas!

—Robin Bayne 
Award-winning author and compiler, Words to Write By
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To my dear readers (many of whom have become cher-
ished friends over the years), whose lovely letters inspire me 
to keep writing.

To my steady-as-a-rock husband, who feeds my 
confidence.

To my daughters and grandchildren, whose belief in my 
talents never falters.

To every one of the wonderful people at Whitaker 
House, whose hard work and faith in my abilities made the 
Lone Star Legends series possible.

A special, heartfelt thank-you to Courtney and Lois, my 
wonderful editors, whose insights and guidance helped make 
Beautiful Bandit an even better story.

Above all, to my Lord and Father, who blessed me with a 
talent for storytelling and provides the ideas and the energy 
to share His Word at every opportunity.

Dedication





Precious Friends,

Oh, how I love hearing from you, whether by way of the 
mailbox out front or the one in my e-mail program! When 
your letters arrive, I stop whatever I’m doing and sit down 
with a cup of tea to enjoy my mini visit with you. I praise the 
Lord as I read your good news, and when you share tribu-
lations, I pray He will see you through every trial. Is it any 
wonder that so many of you have become treasured friends 
over the years?

In 1994, the Almighty called me to write faith-based 
fiction, and, seventy-four novels later, it’s you, my precious 
friends, who inspire me to continue. My goal with every story 
is to provide you with entertaining, exciting, Spirit-filled tales 
that feature characters who, just like we do, face tragedy and 
trauma…and work their ways toward grace by following the 
pure, bright light of God’s mercy and love.

The Lone Star Legends series will transport you to Eagle 
Pass, Texas, just miles from the Rio Grande. I hope you’ve 
tied your bonnets on good and tight, because, oh, how differ-
ent things were in 1888! Once there, you’ll meet the rowdy, 
blond-haired, blue-eyed cowboy cousins with hearts as big as 
the Texas sky, and the tough yet tender women who tame 
them with love and patience—and the power of prayer.

I hope you’ll write soon to tell me how much you enjoyed 
this trip to the Wild, Wild West in this first book of the series, 
Beautiful Bandit. Until then, I pray the Father will shower you 
and those you love with joys too numerous to count!

Warm hugs and God’s blessings to you!

A Letter from Loree





May 1888 • San Antonio, Texas

T he hot, sticky air in the banker’s cluttered office 
made it hard to breathe. Josh ran a fingertip under 
his stiff collar as the image of cows, dropping by the 

thousand, reminded him of why he’d come to San Antonio. 
Selling a couple thousand uncontaminated acres from his 
family’s ranch, the Lazy N, was the only way to protect the 
land that remained until they were able to get the anthrax 
infection under control.

He did his best not to glare at the decorous Bostonian, 
Griffen, sitting beside him. It wasn’t the Swede’s fault, after 
all, that the disease had killed so many of the Nevilles’ cattle. 
In his shoes, Josh would have snapped up the land just as 
quickly. Trouble was, now this la-di-da Easterner would 
move to Eagle Pass, bringing his never-been-out-of-the-city 
wife and children with him. Worse yet, Josh had a sneak-
ing suspicion that the former printing press operator would 
make a regular pest of himself by asking about the Texas cli-
mate, irrigation methods, when to plant, and only the good 
Lord knew what else. If that didn’t earn Josh a seat closer to 
the Throne, he didn’t know what would.

Few things agitated him more than sitting in one spot. 
Especially indoors. Confusion at how these fancy gents 
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managed to look so calm and cool only added to his restless-
ness. He hung his Stetson on his left knee, mostly to occupy 
his hands in some way. Now, as the banker explained the 
terms of the agreement, Josh stared hard at the bloodred 
Persian rug under his boots and searched his mind for some-
thing else to focus on, anything other than the wretched doc-
ument that would transfer ownership of Neville land to this 
foreigner. Moving his Stetson to his right knee, he remem-
bered the day he’d bought the hat, and how he’d purchased 
another just like it one year later, when business at the Lazy 
N had put him back in Garland. One for riding the range, 
one for his wedding.

Strange, he thought, how Sadie could appear in his 
mind’s eye from out of nowhere, even after three long years 
without her. He forced her from his mind. This get-together 
was more than painful enough without his dwelling on the 
most agonizing period of his life. Josh exhaled a harsh sigh, 
hoping the banker and the Swede hadn’t heard the tremor 
in it. For his agitation, he blamed the oppressive heat. His 
empty stomach. The ten-day ride from Eagle Pass that had 
left him so bone-tired, he couldn’t sleep, even on the hotel’s 
pillow-soft mattress. A body would think that an establishment 
with Persian rugs and velvet curtains could afford to provide some 
cold water for its clients, he thought, loosening his string tie as 
Griffen asked yet another inane question. Father, give me the 
strength to keep from grabbing those papers and hotfooting it out 
of here without making the deal! he prayed silently.

Sadly, his thoughts were doing little to distract him from 
the grim truth.

He had cast the single dissenting vote at the family 
meeting, and the decision to sell the land had become even 
more odious to him when it had been decided that, as the 
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only Neville with a law degree, Josh would be responsible for 
transacting the sale. He groaned inwardly at the sorry state 
of affairs, leaning forward to hide the tears that burned in his 
eyes. He loved every blessed acre—especially those acres—
that made up the Lazy N. He’d built a small but solid home 
for Sadie and himself on that section of the ranch, and having 
to hand it over to someone else hurt almost as much as bury-
ing Sadie had.

Griffen, God bless him, had been the one to suggest that 
Josh hold on to the precious acre where she had been buried, 
along with their twins, who had died at birth. When Josh 
had asked permission to visit their graves from time to time, 
Griffen’s pale eyes had darkened a shade, and he had said, 
“I’d be a wreck in your position. We will build a fence around 
the land to make sure your little family is never disturbed.” 
But Josh had known, even as he’d nodded in agreement, that 
having to cross Griffen property to reach his family would 
only heap one misery atop another.

Josh grabbed his Stetson and, with his elbows propped 
on his knees, spun it round and round as he watched, through 
the window, two men dismount sweaty horses and tether 
them beside two others with empty saddles. They looked as 
tense and restless as he felt, and he wondered what unfor-
tunate family business had brought them to the bank today. 

“If you’ll just sign here, Mr. Neville,” Thomas Schaeffer 
said, redirecting Josh’s attention to his own, unfortunate 
family business.

He accepted the banker’s fountain pen. As its freshly 
inked nib hovered over the document, a bead of sweat trick-
led down his spine, and he felt a disturbing kinship with the 
fat hen his ma had roasted for dinner last Sunday.
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Outside, the wind blew steadily, swirling street grit 
into tiny twisters that skittered up the parched road before 
bouncing under buggies and scurrying into alleyways. Even 
the burning breeze would feel better than this choking heat. 
“Mind if I open the window? I’m sweatin’ like a—”

“I’d much rather you didn’t,” he said, peering over the 
rims of his gold-trimmed spectacles. “The wind is likely to 
scatter our paperwork hither and yon.”

Hither and yon, indeed. Josh had read sayings like that in 
literature, but what kind of person actually used that sort of 
language in everyday speech? His musings over the annoying 
situation were interrupted by the sounds of shuffling foot-
steps and coarse whispers from the other side of the banker’s 
office door.

The commotion put a stern frown on Schaeffer’s heat-red-
dened face. “I declare,” he said through clenched teeth, “I can’t 
take my eyes off that fool assistant of mine for fifteen minutes 
without some sort of mayhem erupting.” Blotting his fore-
head with a starched white hanky, he continued grumbling, 
“Looks like I’ll have no choice but to replace him.” Shoving 
the eyeglasses higher, he lifted his chin and one bushy gray 
eyebrow—a not-so-subtle cue for Josh to sign the paper.

So, gritting his teeth, Josh inhaled a sharp breath, 
scratched his name on the thin, black line, and traded the 
pen for the banknote Schaeffer handed him.

On his feet now, Griffen grabbed Josh’s hand. “T’ank 
you,” he said, shaking it, “been a pleasure doing business wit’ 
you, Neville.”

Unable to make himself say, “Likewise,” Josh forced a 
stiff smile and pocketed the check. “You bet.” God willing, 
the worst was behind his family now. 
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The burnished, brass pendulum of the big clock behind 
the banker’s desk swayed left with an audible tick as the men 
prepared to go their separate ways.

It swung right as gunshots rang out in the lobby.

Schaeffer and Griffen ran for the door, but a flurry of 
activity outside drew Josh’s attention back to the window.

Tick….

It was the twosome he’d seen earlier, now joined by 
another man and a woman, scrambling up into their saddles. 
A lumpy burlap sack rested on the meaty rump of the biggest 
man’s mount, and sunlight glinted from his pistol.

Tick….

Now Josh knew why the bunch had looked so nervous 
before. They’d been just about to rob the bank! He yanked 
out his sidearm, pulled back the hammer with one hand, 
and threw open the window with the other, hoping to get off 
a shot or two before the robbers were swallowed up by the 
cyclone of grit kicked up by their horses’ hooves.

Tick….

Perched on the sill, Josh took aim at the shoulder of the 
fattest bandit, just as the woman’s pony veered right, putting 
her square in the center of his gun sight.

Tick….

She looked back as Josh released the pressure on the 
sweat-slicked trigger.

Tick….

Quick as you please, she faced front again, her cornflower 
blue skirt flapping like a tattered sail as she was swallowed up 
in a thick cloud of dust.






