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Nancy Cole had finally found the man of her dreams in the most unconventional way, but even so, she was determined to leave the only life she had known behind.  She uses all her saving to pay for the trip to Colorado City, but during the trip she gets more than she bargained for. Patrick Delaware, the man she was going to be spending the rest of her life with had been doing the rounds, and when she discovers another passenger heading to Colorado for the same reason, her world falls apart.

The man she had fallen in love with had deceived her, and this meant war.

When Dr. Cowley comes to her rescue, not only once, she can’t help but put aside the preconceived notion she had painted of him. Having known him during the war working as nurse at Stone Hill, she had found him to be arrogant and rude, but now, away from all the mayhem, he was nothing like the man she had known then. 

Was coming to Colorado simply a bad choice or was it a chance of fate?

Chapter 1

18 July 1873... 

We can be happy together my dearest Nancy. I hope to hold you in my arms soon where I shall shower you with a thousand kisses...

Butterflies fluttered around in the pit of Nancy’s stomach as she recalled Patrick’s latest letter to her. It was the letter she had been longing for. After a year of corresponding with perfumed letters and confessions of love, he had finally chosen her. With just enough for her trip to Colorado City where she would finally meet the man of her dreams, she could hardly wait to fall into the arms of her beloved rancher, Patrick Delaware.  

With nothing to her name, and only the clothes on her back, working as a seamstress for a measly wage, she never thought she would strike luck as a mail-order bride. And when she responded to the notice in the Monthly Matrimonial news column, she had hoped for little, but it had only taken a few letters before she felt the undeniable pull that existed between them. It was as if he could see her heart tattooed on paper and read her mind before she could even express her soul. He was everything she ever wanted in a man, successful, passionate and kind. 

“I still can’t believe you’re going,” mumbled Sophia, Nancy’s best and only friend.

Nancy smiled and looked down at her suitcase, mentally ticking off her list. “I know, I can’t believe it either.”

“You hardly know the man.”

“Of course I know him, we’ve been writing for almost a year.”

Sophia rolled her eyes, “And you believe all he says?” She was a beautiful woman with an olive tone skin and hair as black as onyx, a total contrast to Nancy’s pale complexion and her poker-straight blonde hair. Unlike her, Sophia merely had to smile and men would turn their heads to take a second look at the raven-haired beauty.

“I do,” she smiled, “My heart could never lie, I have a good feeling about Patrick.”

“I hope you’re right, just remember, if it doesn’t work out, you come straight back here.”

Nancy laughed and closed her suitcase, forcing the lid down. “I’ll write to you, I promise.”

She would miss her friend. They had met at one of the field hospitals during the last moments of the Civil War. She was only fourteen when she arrived at the hospital after rebels ransacked their home, killed her parents and burned down their house. It had been grace that saved her that day, and it had been Sophia who kept her alive. Sophia had taken her under her wing and when she was well enough, she too worked as a nurse, aiding the many injured men that filed into the hospital on a daily basis. In a way, Sophia was like an older sister to Nancy. 

She blinked away at her tears. “You can’t look after me forever.”

Sophia stood and pulled Nancy into a hug, “Of course I can, and you can come back and work at the hospital.”

“I can’t. I’ve seen too much, and it’s time I stand on my own two feet.”

“By getting married to a stranger?”

Nancy glanced towards the window. If her dad was still alive, he would have locked her in her room before he sent her off to some stranger, but he wasn’t. Patrick was a decent and successful man, not to mention romantic. She shrugged one shoulder, “I told you, he’s not a stranger.”

That was the last of it, Sophie had left her with a few extra pennies and made her promise she would look after herself, and that she would. To most, this may seem like a very naïve thing to do, but if she didn’t go to Patrick, she feared she would always wonder what could have been. 

Nancy settled into her window seat and glanced out of the window at the people milling around, some saying their goodbyes to loved ones, others who just like her, were embarking on their next great adventure all on their own.  

“Is this seat taken?” a woman asked and Nancy glanced up at her.

“No it isn’t, please go ahead.” 

The woman lips curved into a smile and she tucked her luggage under the seat and shuffled into sit opposite Nancy.  She was pretty in an unusual way. High cheek bones, thin lips and big eyes that made her look like a scared bird. 

“I’m Nancy,” she introduced herself.

“Katie,” said the woman and tilted her chin slightly as she glanced out the window.

Clearly Katie wasn’t one for conversation, and Nancy didn’t press on. She reached in her reticule and took out a book instead. Company on a trip to Colorado wasn’t on her to-do list, so at least she wouldn’t have to feel obliged to keep the woman company.  

A while later the train was chugging along. Commuters had all settled comfortably into their seats and although Nancy tried to focus on her book, she found it hard. Her mind kept drifting to Patrick and the future that lay ahead. What if things didn’t work out for her? Would she even bother returning home? 

“Tickets?” called the conductor as he made his way down the aisle. 

Nancy fished for her ticket and held it in her hand.

“Colorado City?”

It was the first time Katie actually spoke since the train left the station and Nancy glanced down at her ticket. “Yes, I’m going to meet my love.”

“Oh, what a coincidence,” said Katie, “I’m also heading there, and would you believe it, I’m off to meet my Patrick.”

A sense of trepidation settled in the pit of Nancy’s stomach at the mention of Patrick’s name. Surely it was a pure coincidence. There are hundreds of men with the name Patrick, what were the odds of Katie going to meet her Patrick. 

“Patrick?” she said with a tight smile.

Katie got all dreamy eyed and smiled and as the conductor came past, she eagerly presented her ticket. Nancy couldn’t take her eyes of the woman sitting in front of her. 

“Tickets please.”

“Nancy,” Katie said and clicked her fingers in front of her face. “Hello... he wants your ticket.”

Nancy snapped out of her thoughts and blinked, “Oh of course, my apologies,” she stuttered and handed her ticket to the conductor who snipped it and handed it back to her.

“Enjoy your trip ladies,” he smiled and moved on to the next passenger.

“Goodness, you’re as white as a sheet, are you all right?” 

Nancy took out her handkerchief and dabbed it against her forehead. “I’m fine,” she lied, “I suppose the excitement of traveling has gotten the better of me. So you’re going to your Patrick?” 

A blush colored Katie’s cheeks and she nodded, “Yes, we’ve been writing for the past six months, and he’s finally invited me to his home.”

“So you’ve never met him before?”

Katie gave a shy smile and averted her gaze. “I suppose it sounds very odd, but he’s a really kind man and he’s so romantic. Papa says he is one in a million.” 

Relieved Nancy blew out a breath. “So your father knows him, at least he’s not a complete stranger.”

“Oh heavens no, Papa doesn’t know him, he just, well...” Katie leaned closer to her, “Papa said I needed to find a husband, so he got me to post a piece in the Matrimonial News section, a week later I got my first letter. I was nervous at first; I mean what decent woman would throw herself...”

Nancy’s ears rang and her head spun as Katie rattled on. How could this be, what if Katie’s Patrick was also her Patrick? Everything the woman was telling her sounded like a page out of her own book. 

“... So I finally decided it was time I move on in life and meet my love.”

Nancy swallowed and licked her parched lips. “That’s quite a story, what did you say his name was?”

“Patrick Delaware.”

Beneath her the seat gave way and her vision blurred as the passenger cart spun out of control and then there was only blackness.  When she next came too, Katie was leaning over her fanning her face and another familiar face hovered over hers.

Dr James Cowley’s ocean blue eyes stared down at her and the familiar frown of disapproval rather than concern was etched on his forehead. 

“Here, this should settle you,” he said and handed her a hip flask, “Just a small sip.”

She held up her hand to ward off his offer, “No, I’m all right, it was just had a dizzy spell.”

“Nancy, just take a sip, it will make you feel better,” urged Katie.

She shot her a glance, and for a brief moment wanted to hate the young woman who appeared so concerned, but how could she? Katie wouldn’t know that Patrick had also written to her, or that she was heading to Colorado City on his invitation too. 

“Here, let me help you up,” James murmured and tucked his hand under her elbow and took hold of her. 

This time, she tentatively accepted his help and allowed him to get her settled back in her seat and whispered a simple, “Thank you.”

“Nurse Cole,” he clipped, “You gave us quite a scare, when last have you eaten?”

“I’m fine thank you. It must be the heat,” she lied. The last time she had a proper meal was the day before. She had been so excited to start her new life, she could hardly stomach any food, but she had gone without food much longer than that before.  

“Perhaps you should consider loosening your dress around your waist,” Dr Cowley urged.

He was relentless. Dr James Cowley had been one of the field Doctors at Stone Hill during the battle of Gettysburg. At first glance she admired him for his confidence, but sooner than later, she pinned his rather rude attitude towards the nurses as mere arrogance. He had this air of superiority about him that annoyed her far more than she should have allowed. 

“Excuse me?” Nancy blurted, “My dress is just fine thank you Doctor Cowley.”

He raised his hands and his lips curved into a grin, “I did not mean to offend you, it was merely a suggestion.” 

Nancy pursed her lips together and ran her hands down her sides and smoothed down her dress. “Well my dress is not too tight, it’s the heat, thank you for coming to my aid sir, but I think I
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