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      In a Montana rugged frontier town, Sarah, the heart of her family, cherishes the joy of her sisters' upcoming nuptials. Yet, she harbors a secret fear—being alone with a man. An unspoken terror keeps her on her own path, away from the lure of love, even as she feels an undeniable pull toward the local minister. She yearns for connection but is resolute in her determination to remain unattached. If only her rebellious heart would concur.

      Reverend Jones, a man twice burned by love, has now sworn it off, dedicating his life to his divine calling. But the plight of independent, spirited Sarah draws his attention. He yearns to extend his helping hand, to be her sanctuary, but she seems intent on forging her own destiny, independent of any man's assistance.

      His thoughts are filled with the image of her radiant smile and spirited resolve, but does she harbor the same fondness for him? Or is he simply another man to be feared?

      Dive into this captivating frontier western romance where challenges are overcome, and love is found in the most unexpected places.

      This series promises no infidelity, no cliffhangers, and a heartwarming happily ever after that will leave you yearning for more.
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      As soon as the lousy snow would stop, Sarah was leaving Trinity River.

      Sarah sighed and leaned against the window frame, watching another round of snowflakes falling. Despite her sister’s amazing cooking and the wonderful aroma of lamb stew, nothing seemed to lift her mood.

      Deep in Montana Territory, winter started in early November and, in the first week of March, snow still lay like a sparkling blanket over much of the ranch.

      For months, Sarah had been stuck inside a tiny log cabin with her two sisters, Marianne and Emily, and both of their fiancés.

      Bad enough that Emily had broken her leg in the blizzard when the snow first came. Now, Sarah found herself feeling indebted to Nathan, Emily’s fiancé.

      She would never forget the day when Emily had slipped and broken her leg, and how Nathan had bravely carried her through the blizzard to the safety of their cabin. His selfless act had saved Emily's life, and for that, Sarah owed him a debt she felt she could never repay.

      Now, those two lovebirds were constantly talking and kissing. Yesterday, Sarah had walked into the room and both of them had jerked away with a shade of red bright on their cheeks. It was nauseating.

      Her older sister, Marianne, wasn’t much better. She and Jake had planned a Thanksgiving wedding, but with the blizzard and Emily’s injury, it had been rescheduled for this spring.

      Was there ever spring in Montana?

      Sarah leaned against the window. The cool wooden frame of the window was a stark contrast against her warm cheek. She watched as a flurry of snowflakes descended, each one unique and delicate, yet collectively so formidable. The tantalizing aroma of lamb stew wafted through the cabin, a testament to Marianne's culinary skills, but the comforting scent did little to lift Sarah's spirits.

      As bad as things had been in Boston, Sarah wanted to return. But it wouldn’t be the same without her sisters. And who would have thought that her baby sister Emily would fall in love with Nathan, a local rancher? Both of her sisters had found men. Not that Sarah wanted a man... ever.

      A chill raced through her, a frigid wave that washed over her at the mere thought of being alone with a man. The memory of a bitter winter's night rose unbidden - a desperate decision, a sacrifice made for the sake of her sister Marianne. That was the root of her fear, the reason she could never be alone in a room with a man again.

      She’d never told her sisters about her dirty, ugly secret. When they’d asked where she’d gotten the money, she’d lied and said she had found it buried in the snow.

      No man. She wanted freedom and food in her stomach and a roof over her head.

      “Nathan says this should be the last snow until winter.” Emily hobbled into the kitchen. “Maybe we can have your wedding next week?”

      Marianne crushed some mint and added it to the stew. “What about a double wedding? You and Nathan have been getting serious these last few months.”

      “It’ll save money to have both weddings at the same time.” Sarah nodded and thought to herself, “And it will reduce the chances of my being alone with Nathan in the house...”—he wouldn’t stop by so often as he did because Emily would be living with him on his ranch after the wedding.

      “Yes, but I want to learn all I can from Doc first.” Emily blushed.

      “I wish I had either of your talents.” Sarah moved across the wooden bench to make room for Emily to sit.

      Marianne looked up from her work, hands pausing in their rhythmic kneading of dough. "What do you mean, Sarah?" she asked, surprise lining her features. "You've plenty of talent!" She wiped her hands on her apron, leaving a trail of white flour dust on the fabric.

      “Not really.” She shrugged. “Marianne’s got amazing cooking skills. Your stitches are neater than any seamstress in Boston. And Emily," she turned her gaze to her younger sister, "your hands have the touch of a healer. You'll do more than just replace Doc one day." She sighed, her gaze returning to the window. "What about me? My best talent is a sharp tongue and a bitter wit."

      “That’s not true.” Emily squeezed her shoulder. “You’ve got... a sensible head on your shoulders.”

      Sarah snorted.

      “And you do have a kind heart when you finally let someone in.” Marianne snapped her fingers. “I know, what about painting? You and Momma used to paint together all the time.”

      “Really?” Emily asked looking between them both. “Why don’t I remember that?”

      Heartache hit Sarah. “You were young and by the time Momma got you to stop trying to eat the paint, she’d got too sick to paint. I-I never picked it back up again after that,” Sarah said softly.

      "You should try again," Marianne suggested, the scent of burning stew distracting her as she rushed to tend to the pot.

      Sarah's gaze softened, a flood of memories washing over her. She remembered the laughter, the vibrant colors, and the calm, soothing voice of their mother as she taught her the art of painting. The longing to feel the brush in her hand again was surprisingly potent. But reality soon clouded her nostalgia.

      "Here? In Montana?" She waved a hand around the simple log cabin. "This is not Boston, Marianne. There are no museums or art collectors here. I fear people would merely pat me on the back and carry on farming, mending fences, and herding cows. I just don't see how painting can provide me with a viable living in this place."

      Not that she’d made more than a few dollars in Boston either.

      The wooden spoon banged against the cast iron pot. “Well, I’m selling my cooking to Mrs. Nancy twice a week and she wants to buy a pie from Emily once a week. Maybe she’ll buy your paintings for the saloon and her inn?”

      “Right. And that’ll be like three or four paintings.” Sarah crossed her arms. “I can’t make a living off that.”

      “So,” Emily spread her hands on the table, “both Marianne and I have found husbands. We need to find one for you.”

      “No, thank you.” She didn’t need anyone. Maybe she should try to paint again, she stood, ready to return to the room she and Emily shared.

      "Sarah, why don't you take a seat?" Marianne pulled a small notebook from a drawer.

      A sense of wariness filled her. She cautiously took a seat, her arms instinctively crossing over her chest. "What is this about?"

      "Sisterly concern," Marianne replied lightly, offering a reassuring smile.

      Sarah raised an eyebrow, a small knot of unease growing in her stomach. "I don't need a man," she said firmly, her heart pounding at the thought of being alone with a man. She'd worked so hard to keep her secret buried, to protect her sisters from her shame. She wasn't about to risk exposure now.

      "Having a partner could make things easier, especially in these parts," Emily offered her voice soft and understanding.

      "And since you're particular, we've made a list of potential suitors," Marianne added, ignoring Sarah's skeptical expression.

      Sarah sighed heavily, leaning back in the chair, her heart pounding in fear and anxiety. She had to keep her emotions under control. "All right, let's hear it," she said, attempting a confident smile.

      "Well, first we have Doc Peters," Marianne began, her eyes scanning the notes.

      Sarah paused, her mind recalling the kind, older man. She appreciated his wisdom and the way he'd treated Emily's injury with such care.

      However, a sense of unease crept in as she considered being alone with him, "He's a good man," she admitted, "But he's much older than me. I'm afraid our lives wouldn't align well. Next."

      Harry Benson and Thomas Walker were mentioned next, but Sarah found a reason to reject them both. Her fear was only growing, her secret felt like a burden she couldn’t shed.

      Marianne and Emily exchanged a look of exasperation, but it was Marianne who sighed and said, "Maybe we should let Sarah choose. It's her life, after all."

      Sarah's heart ached at her sister's words. Her secret remained locked away, but her sisters were right. It was her life. "Thank you, Marianne. That's all I've been asking," Sarah said, her voice barely more than a whisper. She looked out at the snow, a chill running through her that had nothing to do with the weather.

      Thankfully, Jake stomped his boots outside.

      “Lunch smells delicious.” Jake's voice echoed in the small cabin as he pushed open the front door. A gust of icy wind swept in, bringing with it a flurry of snowflakes that danced in the air
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