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Saving Sarah

By 
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A Texas Brides of Pikes Run Story

Sarah Kerry's world is shattered when a man from her past, Liam Devlin, shows up with proof that, if shared, would send her father to the noose. In order to keep Liam quiet, she must break her young courtship with Michael Lonnigan and marry Liam instead.

Michael is crushed and angry when Sarah abruptly ends their courtship, but he knows something isn’t right. He's seen the new man hanging around the Kerry family and believes the man is blackmailing the woman Michael loves. Unwilling to let her go, Michael will do whatever it takes to save Sarah and make her his own.
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ASHEVILLE, NORTH CAROLINA 

April, 1849

“You always look at me like that, Michael,” she whispered. She could feel his eyes on her. They seared her with intent and heat, as if he wanted to brand her as his.

“How do I look at you?” he asked, his voice pitched low.

Her pulse raced. “Like you’re gazing deep inside me.”

He took a moment before replying, and when he did, his tone rang hard and firm. “I can see your heart, Sarah Kerry. And it’s mine.”

Her breath caught in her chest. She whipped around as her skin tingled from the possessiveness and rightness of his words. Her heart did belong to him, but it didn’t matter. It could never be.

The river rushed before her, strong and free. What she wouldn’t give for the ability to run unchained, to grab the happiness she wanted and never look back. She exhaled deeply and closed her eyes.

He stepped closer, the warmth of his solid frame seeping into her. “Tell me,” he urged. “Who is the man who stalks your every step?”

As she looked up, an image of her predator flashed before her. “He is...no one.”

“No one?” His voice grated on the phrase. “He had his arm around your waist in church today.”

She clenched her teeth, keeping the bile down as the memory of his touch plagued her.

“If I didn’t know your true feelings,” Michael continued, “if I hadn’t seen you step away from him, I’d think you didn’t love me.”

Perhaps she should deny her feelings for Michael. But as quickly as she conjured the thought, she discarded it. He would know she lied to him.

His hands came up to rest on her shoulders. “Tell me who stands between us. Why have you turned away from me and gone to him?” he begged.

She ached to tell him, to lay her burdens at his feet, but no one could know her family’s shame and peril. To confess her hell would be to betray her father, and she couldn’t do that. “Please,” she urged, her voice wavering, “you must let it alone. We can’t be together anymore.”

He gripped her tighter, pulling her back against his chest. She allowed the intimate embrace, needing his touch, for it was her life’s blood. He ran his hands down her arms and circled her waist. As he buried his face in the crook of her neck, he breathed in deeply.

Yearning centered inside her, making her heart pound. One month of precious courtship, thirty days of happiness, thirty nights of sweet longing, gone now. Obliterated by her dead mother’s hand.

Michael Lonnigan, the man of her heart, could never be hers. Tall, broad shouldered, dark haired, brown eyed and with a smile true and honest, he would not belong to her. She had to leave him, to set him free. It would kill her to do so.

His arms tightened so firmly, she feared he might carry her off. Pushing at his forearms, she pushed herself from his hold. “I have to go.” Her knees shook as she took the necessary steps.

“I can’t accept this,” he called after her as she walked swiftly down the path through the swaying pine trees. “I can’t let you go.”

Tears formed in her eyes.

“I love you, Sarah,” he cried.

Sobs clutched her chest as she picked up the pace, branches snagging at her skirt. Her life had been ruined, her dream crushed, and her sweet love could do nothing about it.

* * * *
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SARAH RETURNED HOME, her heart aching unbearably. Through the tears she tried to blink from her eyes, she saw a horse tied in their front yard. Her enemy’s horse.

Panic surfaced immediately. She changed direction and went through the orchard, quickly plucking an apple as she hurried toward the stables. Her insides quaking and churning, she unlatched the door to Anthem’s stall and shut herself inside. Leaning against the wood, she closed her eyes and forced herself to breathe carefully, slowly.

Anthem came up and nudged her shoulder with his nose. Without looking, she reached into her skirt pocket and pulled out the apple she’d brought for him. He took it from her hand, crunching on the juicy treat. On shaky knees, she moved forward and buried her face in his dark mane.

He whickered at her, turned his head and nipped at her skirts. She knew he wasn’t looking for another apple but begging for a ride. But she couldn’t today. In a few moments, she’d have to return to the house for dinner. With him. Liam Devlin. She shuddered.

How would she contain the revulsion? He’d fawned over her during mass, put his arm around her while visiting friends and in the house he’d commanded a walk with her after dinner. How could she present the loving admirer he demanded she be?

She hated him. She loathed his form, his touch, the sound of his self-righteous, gleeful voice. What would she do?

Nausea rolled inside her, making her double over. She braced her hands on her knees as she hung her head, trying to get control of her faculties. Her father must be assured of her happiness with Liam. It was one of the demands she had to follow or face public humiliation for her family and much worse for her father. Death.

She shuddered on a deep breath. The realization her father could lose his life turned her heart cold with fear. She had to meet Liam’s demands. She had no choice.

Anthem snorted at her, blowing soft air against her scalp. Straightening up, she placed her palm on his neck and smoothed his hair. What she wouldn’t give for a ride, to run away from her future and never look back.

Footsteps alerted her. She paused in running her hand over her horse, knowing who’d entered the stables. His soft, nasally voice drifted to her. “Sarah? My sweet?”

Ignoring him was foolhardy. He’d find her then punish her for trying to hide from him. With unsteady fingers, she lifted the latch to Anthem’s stall and stepped out.

He smiled his toothy smile. “There you are.” Walking toward her, he explained, “Minnie sent me to fetch you. Dinner is on the table.”

The eager light in his eyes turned her stomach and made bile rise in her throat. If he knew what was good for him, he’d back up or risk the shiny state of his boots. But as he held out his arm for her to take, she forced slow breaths past her lips. She had to remember for whom she fought, why she was doing this. It would be worth it.

Laying her hand on his sleeve, she allowed him to lead her to the house. They went up the back porch steps and entered the kitchen. Pansy was cleaning the dishes she’d used to cook the family meal. Sarah opened her mouth to say hello, but Liam reached over and gripped her fingers so tightly she winced. Turning, she met his warning stare.

“We don’t greet the help,” he whispered firmly.

Shocked, she couldn’t reply as they took the final paces into the dining room. There, her father rose and smiled at them.

“Sarah, Liam,” he beckoned. “Come and sit, and we
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