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Synopsis: Mail Order Bride: A Clean Western
Cowboy Romance (Henry & Ella’s Story),

is about an overweight woman from London who
decides to travel to San Francisco after corresponding with a store
owner, and deciding that he would be a perfect match for her. Maybe
he will be, but only if she can extricate herself from an
increasingly more complex but less than perfect life in
England.

 


 


Henry Kent had idolized Jillian in a very
private, restrained way since she became his tutor in 1885. He was
a tall and gangly intelligent adolescent of 16, and she was a
well-educated perfectly formed woman of 26. His mother insisted
that he must have full mastery of mathematics, reading and writing
before assisting his father in the general store in their hometown
of Hurston.

His father and mother were intelligent but
had very basic skills that, if absolutely honest, they felt ashamed
of and limited by. Henry’s parents, Elizabeth and Harold managed
the general store from 8:00 in the morning to 8:00 in the evening,
six days a week. Sundays were church and family days without fail.
His parents lived within walking distance of the mercantile with
him and his younger sister, Ann.

The town folk loved them for their honest
reliability and reasonable prices. They were a deeply religious
family, and were respected for their fair consideration of the
needs of their neighbors and their quality goods.

Ann, a bubbly 13-year-old girl, was
responsible for washing, cooking, and cleaning in preparation for
life on the frontier. She also effectively managed the gardening
because the family relished the taste of ripe fruits and vegetables
daily. Ann had also doubled the garden’s production to be able to
sell in the mercantile. She also loved to pick fresh flowers when
they were in bloom. She arranged them in all four rooms of the cozy
log cabin her family resided in.

Every afternoon she delighted in her parents
appreciation of the varied bunches she carried to the store. She
really enjoyed her parent’s stories of different boyfriends,
husbands and sons buying fresh buds to please the ladies in their
lives. Henry was tutored and often found reading and studying
lessons on his own daily. He was responsible for yard work and all
cabin repairs as well. The Kents were a hardworking family driven
to succeed in their rental store selling or trading foods, animal
feeds and hardware of all varieties with the townsfolk.


 


James Mason owned the general store and
visited monthly from San Francisco to collect his rent. He was a
middle aged heavy man whose gray hair was thinning, as his wallet
was growing thicker. Everyone knew him and did their best to stay
ingratiated to him. He owned many of the town’s shops and farmlands
and he was strict about payments due. Mr. Mason was considered a
hard and arrogant man.

He was mistrusted because he had stopped
attending church years ago after a failed engagement with the now
happily married Elizabeth Kent. Townsfolk wondered how her husband
Harold managed to never display any kind of conflict with the
powerful moneylender.

Henry's tutor was given free room and board
in a small apartment attached to the general store in exchange for
the long hours she spent educating Henry. His mother was adamant
that she was not considered a member of their family, but a valued
employee instead.

Jillian had her own dreams. She was an
excellent tutor, but when Henry turned 18, she wanted to marry and
move to San Francisco. She had set her eye on James Mason as her
ticket to freedom, independence and wealth. Never again would she
be someone's charity case based on her upbringing in a Catholic
orphanage, where nuns supervised her education strictly. She vowed
that she would marry well and be beholden to no one but her
husband.

She was careful about letting James Mason
know that he had been chosen, but he would learn just enough to
wait for her with desire flaming. Jillian had been courted many
times at the orphanage and later to believe that no man could
refuse her once she set her sights on him.

 


 


Jillian was not done tutoring Henry, though.
She had six more months to meet all milestones set by his family
and complete her work and her private attempts at seduction. Her
reputation must remain pristine and a virgin she vowed to be in her
marriage bed on her first night. She was very careful to share
secret kisses and touches with Mr. Mason and she could do this with
ease, always being very clear that no less than a wedding was her
ultimate reward.

There was one flaw in her plan so far, that
only she knew. When she allowed James to take liberties, she needed
to close her eyes and envision that it was really Henry to be able
to return the passion of the older, pudgy and balding James. She
needed to dupe the wealthy James - and dupe him she did. He was
most assuredly caught in her web.

Last month he had given her a delicate
emerald promise ring that he said matched her sparkling emerald
eyes, and she had immediately agreed to be his wife.

 


 


James Mason had been swaggering arrogantly
around this small pleasant town since childhood. His father had
made his fortune by investing in the burgeoning railroad industry.
His grandparents had made a large profit in the gold mines. James
had always known he owned this town and the financial futures of
every person in it. He knew he had one more person to dominate and
rule and his focus had been solely on the gorgeous Jillian for
years.

She would be his and then he could break the
humble Christian confidence of the Kent family through his
possession of her life. The Kent's loved Jillian, or so it seemed
to him. Finally, he would be able to crush his lifelong secret
enemies and put aside the humiliation of being jilted by his first
love, Elizabeth.

Henry was a tall, strapping young man when
Jillian came into his life. He had thick wavy brown hair and light
sapphire blue eyes. Jillian had long auburn hair and green eyes;
her delicate nose was sprinkled lightly with freckles. She was tall
and trim but her nicely shaped curves drew the attention of most
males in her company. She moved lithely and had a natural elegance
and grace. She was taller than James Mason, but she stood cheek to
shoulder with Henry Kent.

Together, with ten years separating them in
age, they had many things in common. Henry was as interested in
mastering his education as Jillian was in providing him with the
tools to do it. Although, his hardest labor everyday was ignoring
her flirtatious ways and focusing on his studies.

 


 


They read the classics to one another every
morning, often taking flamboyant characters and acting out roles
from memory. Jillian made complicated math fun, using word problems
and logic. His handwriting was neat and precise and his spelling
excellent. Mrs. Kent was sometimes suspicious of their laughter and
camaraderie, so she planned a surprise luncheon visit daily at
varying hours.

Despite her trust in young Henry she felt
that the charming Jillian could steal his heart whether she was ten
years his senior or not. But even as her worries grew, she had only
witnessed innocent scenes that she could never find objection
with.

 


 


Mr. Kent came upon his wife listening outside
the small study door attached to the tutor’s apartment one
afternoon. Lately, though both were pleased with Henry’s skills, he
noticed his wife’s preoccupation. He clasped her shoulders gently,
his rough cheek brushing against her soft ivory one. She jumped in
surprise when he asked in a gravelly voice, “Are you concerned that
Jillian and Henry will embark on the trials of a first love similar
to that of yours with James Mason?”

His handsome face was closed to her searching
eyes and she leaned her forehead against his chest. He continued
firmly, “My wife, I'm worried that you are going back in your mind
to a very painful time. Are you afraid that Jillian and Henry are
falling in love like you and James did? Oh goodness, I know you
well mother Kent.”

Her luminous blue eyes filled with tears but
she said, “I pray not but sometimes fear it is so. He kissed her
mouth gently as he tucked her short blonde hair behind her ears
saying, “Lessons will end in six months and Jillian will move on
with Mr. Mason to San Francisco. Henry will find a wife in our area
and run his own variety store. We have saved for the expansion of
our business and the demand for our goods has doubled in these last
two years.

“Mason is coming today to approve
construction.”

Suddenly, the study door burst open and out
tumbled Jillian with Henry on her heels. “Mother and Father, you
must see this small bit of play acting. Jillian has agreed to
reenact the role of Juliet in the death scene of Romeo! What a fine
tragedy William Shakespeare has written for the world!”

Henry flung himself on the floor as Jillian
knelt next to him. She began sobbing loudly over his prostrate
form. The Kent's were so entranced they failed to notice the sound
of carriage wheels pulling up outside the mercantile. Jillian lost
herself in the role of Juliet, speaking brokenly about her undying
love. She clasped Henry’s head and placed it in her lap bending to
kiss his lips and caress his hair.

Mr. Mason stepped quietly in to view the
scene. Jillian advanced quickly placing a lingering kiss on Romeo’s
unresponsive lips. James cleared his throat harshly and tersely
spit out, “What the heck is going on here, people?” For one second
there was absolute silence before tutor and student scrambled to
their feet with faces aflame. The Kents’ mouths hung open in
mortification as Jillian said, “Oh my dear Mr. Mason, you have come
upon us acting out one of Shakespeare’s great classics.

“We are innocent of any wrongdoing, believe
me, Sir.”

James grabbed her wrist and yanked her to his
side. They entered the study and he slammed the door behind them.
Henry started to follow but was stopped by his parents. His mother
said softly, “They are promised to each other, Henry, and this is
their private business. If she calls to us your father will check
on them.”

Henry did not see the worried look she shared
with her husband. Nor did he know that Mr. Mason and his mother had
shared a romantic relationship in their youth. He just knew that he
felt uncomfortable and very embarrassed.

Elizabeth walked away from the study with a
heavy heart. James had a very bad temper and tended to punish
others financially to vent his rage. She expected a vengeful act
towards her family and she felt angry at Jillian's blatantly
seductive gestures that were witnessed by all today. She remembered
finding James attractive and intelligent in his youth. She had
almost said yes to his marriage proposal when he promised her the
moon and stars on blended knee.

A moment later, her heart pounding with joy,
she asked him about his faith. Elizabeth was shocked when he
adamantly denied her Savior, stating he could not fake it in church
anymore. He said that she needed to bend to his will if a marriage
could be made between them. She refused him adamantly then and he
threw down the boxed promise ring before she ever saw it.

It took years for them to become cordial
again, but she could always feel his animosity towards her family.
He especially disliked the kind and handsome husband she chose to
take his place in later years. She feared now his hatred would be
directed toward Henry and all of their financial security and she
prayed that Jillian could somehow repair things for everyone.

 


 


Jillian stood staring into her fiancés
blazing grey eyes as she took a breath, heart pounding, waiting for
the diatribe of cursing to begin. She did not care that she was
promised to a man who was not a Christian. She prided herself in
his wealth and power instead. She wet her lips nervously and smiled
asking, “Did you not find our skit amusing dearest? My obligation
to the Kent’s ends soon and we were bored, thus I encouraged a bit
of drama to pass the time.

“James, that was all that you witnessed,
believe me. Henry and I are closely supervised by his parents. I
feel nothing for the silly boy.” She watched as James eyes darkened
and his large hand grasped her delicate chin.

“Be quiet you silly chit,
you babble on incessantly and you bore me.” He watched as her eyes
widened in fear and he knew she was humbled. He pressed his body
hard against hers and bit down on her bottom lip tasting a salty
bit of blood as her arms crept willingly around his neck. The angry
mocking kiss deepened between them.

Jillian again fantasized that this man was
her sweet Henry before panting aloud, “We must stop my love; I want
to save myself for our marriage bed.” He pushed himself free of her
clinging arms in frustration, and angrily left the room.

 


 


Henry was drinking coffee with his parents
when James stomped into their tiny workroom. “Lessons must surely
be coming to an end if this boy can play Romeo to my fiancé’s
Juliet,” he said. He felt a moment of satisfaction when he saw
Elizabeth's face turn and her husband avert his eyes in
embarrassment. “Jillian has agreed to be my bride and I want to
seal this wedding to her as soon as possible. I will release funds
for the general store’s new construction the day you release your
son’s tutor to me.”

The room was quiet until Mr. Kent surprised
everyone by nodding in agreement stating that Jillian could be
released early from her contract in one month’s time.

Henry sipped his coffee in silence but his
eyes narrowed in anger. Mr. Mason arrogantly strutted away again,
fully controlling the lives of those around him. Henry was polite
and soft spoken but he was passionate and caring under the surface.
He genuinely liked Jillian and shared her strong interest in the
classics. He wondered whether she would be happy with this cold and
controlling man.

He also felt heated, remembering their first
kiss. He noticed that his mother looked worried but accepting as
she left the table to answer a customer’s ring of the bell.

 


 


Henry sought out Jillian after Mr. Mason rode
briskly away in his shiny carriage led
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