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      Rebecca stood on Main Street of a town in Colorado. The last town on the stagecoach route.

      

      Her only intent – to disappear. Just like the world as she knew it had disappeared.

      

      But a girl like her stood out in the small community. Would the sheriff offer protection? Or something else?

      

      Another romantic adventure into the untamed west by bestselling author Kathryn Kaleigh.
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      Rebecca stood on Main Street of a little town in Colorado. A dirt road between two rows of two-story buildings connected by a wooden sidewalk on each side.

      It was late afternoon, just before the beginning of sundown, but darkness would come early. The town was tucked in a valley, surrounded on all sides by tall snow-topped mountain peaks.

      She tucked strands of loose hair back beneath her bonnet. The hot dry wind brought a never-ending sheet of dust with it.

      The dust coated her clothes. It was in her hair.

      It was in her mouth.

      There was no escaping the dirt.

      Fortunately the air was pleasantly cool unlike the endless prairie and its interminable heat.

      The streets were empty except for two grizzled old men, smoking pipes, sitting in rocking chairs outside the sheriff’s office and a mother, her child in tow, walking into the general store.

      The tobacco scent wove its way beneath the dusty air, reminding her of home. She immediately tamped down the memory along with all the other memories of home boxed away, a luxury for another day.

      She’d picked this town at random. When the man at the ticket counter had asked her destination, she’d asked for the farthermost possible route.

      And here she was.

      In the middle of nowhere. She couldn’t even remember the name of the town.

      All she knew was that she’d been the only passenger on the stagecoach since last night’s stop at some little inn where she’d had to share a bed with a woman she’d never met before.

      Though sharing a bed with a stranger apparently wasn’t an unusual arrangement, it was quite unusual for Rebecca though thankfully uneventful.

      She was the only person besides the driver who’d come on this last leg of the journey. The last town on the route. The driver probably wouldn’t even have come here if not for her.

      She didn’t ask.

      She’d been afraid of his answer. And hadn’t wanted him to think it was an option to bring her this far.

      Just minutes ago, the stagecoach driver had dropped her and her trunk off in the middle of the deserted street. The dust still swirled from when he’d driven away, probably to a stable. They’d been traveling all day, since daybreak, so there was no chance he’d started back already.

      She actually entertained the idea of taking the stagecoach back to New Orleans.

      But that would be one of the most ridiculous things she’d ever done, even if not the stupidest.

      Besides, if she went back home, it would start all over again.

      She looked over her shoulder when the saloon doors behind her swung open. A tall, lean man stepped outside and stood watching her. He wore a hat, a long duster, and chewed on what looked like a piece of straw. He stepped away from the saloon door and leaned against the nearest post.

      Rebecca ignored him and went back to trying to figure out how she was going to get her trunk out of the road, much less to the hotel – wherever that was.

      There was only one way. Rebecca grabbed one of the handles of her trunk with both hands and dragged it about a foot before she realized it was going to be impossible to drag the trunk without stepping on the hem of her skirt.

      She gathered up the soft cotton of her plain light blue skirt with one hand and, using the other hand, dragged the trunk out of the middle of the street.

      Dust flew when she dropped it and, heaving, she put a hand on her back and stood up straight.

      She cut her eyes toward the man chewing the straw, but reminded herself that it wasn’t his responsibility to help her.

      She was the only one responsible for herself.

      The best thing she could do was to not draw attention to herself.

      She’d come here to disappear and disappear she would.

      She pulled her bonnet closer around her face. Her plan was to blend in. Not draw attention to herself. But become part of the town’s background.

      Someone no one would think to remember. If anyone asked after a pretty southern belle from New Orleans, she did not want to come to anyone’s mind.

      Besides, Southern belles didn’t exist anymore.

      And as far as anyone needed to know, neither did she.
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      Sebastian stood at his second story apartment window over the jailhouse and watched John Michaels. John leaned against a post outside the saloon and chewed a piece of hay.

      Sebastian had John’s gun downstairs in a safe. John was bumping up against his third strike. Sebastian looked forward to sending John away from here for good. But in the meantime, he had to make sure John did no harm.

      John had already put one good man in the bed with a bullet in his shoulder and he’d cheated another man out of his horse at a card game. But no one could prove it. Still. Sebastian counted it as the second strike.

      Since John appeared to be behaving himself for the moment, Sebastian shifted his gaze along the street.

      A puff of dust beneath him caught his attention. Now he knew what John was watching.

      A young lady dressed in a light blue city dress had dragged her trunk from the street to the sidewalk. He saw the trunk’s trail in the dust of the street.

      “Damn it, John.” Sebastian pulled on his jacket and headed own the stairs. That was no way to treat a lady.

      Though he admitted, it was better that John merely watched the lady rather than try to interact with her. Perhaps John was learning his lesson to stay out of trouble.

      Sebastian burst out of the jailhouse door so fast, the young lady looked at him and gasped.

      It took Sebastian a moment to get his wits about him. The girl was young, no more than twenty at a stretch. And she was beautiful.

      A southern belle.

      Being from Augusta, Georgia, Sebastian was quite familiar with southern belles. He had, in fact, been engaged to one before the war.

      He didn’t even know what had happened to his betrothed. Sebastian never returned home after the war.

      Some would say he was wrong for that. But Sebastian saw too many things. Too many horrors that left him unfit to be the husband of a decent woman.

      He could barely live with the images in his head. He certainly couldn’t ask someone else to do the same.

      “Good evening.” Sebastian soaked in the girl’s beauty. Her pale creamy skin. Her clear green eyes. Soft features. The confident strong way she held herself tempered with a friendly approachable demeanor. A combination he’d only seen in the south.

      Maybe despite his own self-imposed isolation, he was partial to the southern girls.

      “Hello.”

      Ah. He’d missed the soft southern drawl. He looked around. “How did you get here?”

      She tilted her head to the side. “The stagecoach.” She didn’t say the words, but her tone held the question how else? Sebastian was usually informed when they had new arrivals.

      “Where is the driver?”

      She swept her gaze back towards the empty road. “Good question.”

      “I’ll get his name,” Sebastian promised. “A lady should never be left alone like this.”
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