

    
        
          Mail Order Widow's Lonely Heart

        

        
        
          Susan Hart

        

        
          Published by Susan Hart, 2024.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      MAIL ORDER WIDOW'S LONELY HEART

    

    
      First edition. October 24, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Susan Hart.

    

    
    
      Written by Susan Hart.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Mail Order Widow's Lonely Heart

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Epilogue

Sign up for Susan Hart's Mailing List

About the Publisher


Mail Order Widow's Lonely Heart

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One


[image: ]


The year was 1879, when the lonely widow Maggie Reynolds made the life-altering decision to become a mail-order bride. Years prior, her beloved husband had tragically perished in a stagecoach accident after a startled cougar caused the horses to run rampant. The memory still pained Maggie, but she could no longer wallow in her anguish. She yearned for a fresh start and a new lifetime partner.

Though her skills were limited, Maggie knew she could make a simple but happy life with the right man by her side. She anxiously visited the local marriage broker, who after poring over his ledger, found a prospective match - a rancher named Thomas Miller. He sought a kind, capable woman to join him in the rustic lifestyle of his cattle ranch and to become his lawfully wedded wife. He also stated that some manual labor was required as he’d let the place almost run into ruin.

Maggie's heart fluttered with cautious hope. She didn’t mind some hard work but she did demand her travel arrangements exclude stagecoaches, haunted by her past tragedy. The broker obliged, and soon Maggie and Thomas began corresponding through letters to better know one another. Though their words could only reveal so much, she took solace in his warm prose and evident care for her comfort.

As the weeks passed, Maggie found herself growing more and more excited with each letter she received from Thomas. His words were filled with kindness and admiration for her resilience, and she couldn't help but feel her heart opening up to the possibility of a new love.

After several more weeks of exchanging heartfelt letters, Thomas sent Maggie a train ticket westward along with funds for her journey. With a mixture of trepidation and exhilaration, she packed her meager belongings and made her way to the train station, determined not to squander this opportunity.
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The locomotive's ceaseless chugging allowed Maggie's mind to wander as the landscape gradually transformed from the lush, green familiarity of her homeland into the rugged, sun-baked terrain of the frontier. With each passing mile, she dreamed of the new life that awaited - her burdens lightening and her very soul revived by the prospects of companionship and purpose.

Upon arriving at the small, dusty station nestled in the heart of ranching country, Maggie was met by a weathered man with kind eyes and a warm smile. She knew immediately that this must be Thomas Miller. His presence exuded a quiet strength that reassured her and made her feel safe in this unfamiliar land.

"Miss Reynolds, I presume?" Thomas greeted her, tipping his hat respectfully.

Maggie nodded, her heart racing with a mixture of nervousness and excitement. "Yes, Mr. Miller. It's a pleasure to finally meet you in person."

Thomas took her bags without a word and led her to a sturdy wagon hitched to two strong horses. As they rode towards his ranch, he pointed out various landmarks and shared stories about the local wildlife and his struggles to keep the ranch afloat.

Despite the hardships he described, Maggie could see the passion in his eyes as he spoke about the land he loved so dearly. She found herself captivated by his dedication and resilience

The small house and rugged outbuildings showed the signs of a man struggling to maintain the ramshackle homestead alone. Furthermore, Thomas' elderly ranch hand had departed weeks prior, leaving a glaring absence of help to corral the unruly cattle and slew of other chores. It was overwhelmingly clear Maggie's labor would be urgently required to bring order to the disheveled ranch.

Though initially disheartened by the state she found the property in, Maggie's resolve was strengthened by Thomas' kindness and willingness to patiently guide her transition into ranch life. In the coming weeks, she learned to rise before dawn to prepare meals and tend to the livestock before moving on to other labors. Her nights were spent repairing what she could by dim lantern light. 

One of the first small things she did was but a mason jar full of violets in the middle of their dining table. It was a small touch but she felt like doing it. Every day after that she’d refresh the bouquet.

The hardships were softened by the small yet profound moments with Thomas - the lingering brush of hands, his rich laughter at her witty rejoinders, and his steadfast faith in her abilities. Slowly, the rundown ranch began transforming, and the pair's intimacy blossomed like the wildflowers dotting the surrounding hills. 

However, their fledgling romance was threatened when a menacing scoundrel from Thomas' past appeared, determined to seize the ranch and new bride from him, for himself, by whatever nefarious means required. 

Maggie sensed the tension in the air as the stranger, with his dark eyes and twisted grin, made his intentions all too clear. Thomas stood firm, his hand protectively on Maggie's shoulder, as he faced down the intruder.

"You ain't welcome here, Jake," Thomas growled, his voice low and dangerous. "I won't let you take what's rightfully mine."

Jake chuckled; a sound filled with malice. "Oh, but Tommy boy, she ain't yours yet, now, is she? And this sorry excuse for a ranch is just beggin' for a real man to run it." His gaze slid over Maggie, sending shivers down her spine.

Maggie bristled at the disrespect in Jake's tone, her hands clenching into fists at her sides. She may have been a mere woman, but she was no damsel in distress. Drawing herself up to her full height, she met Jake's gaze head-on.

"Thomas has always shown me kindness and respect, something you clearly know nothing about," Maggie retorted, her voice steady and unwavering. "I am not a possession to be fought over, nor is this ranch. We have worked hard to build a life here, and we will defend it with everything we have."

Thomas looked at Maggie with a mixture of pride and concern, his eyes silently conveying his gratitude for her support and his worry for what might come next. Jake's smirk faltered for a moment before he composed himself, his gaze flicking between the determined couple.

"You both may have spunk, I'll give you that," Jake sneered, his hand edging towards the gun at his hip. "But I ain't leavin' empty-handed, mark my words."

Before anyone could react, the sound of approaching hoofbeats echoed through the air, drawing all eyes to the sight of a small group of riders cresting the hill. At their lead was a weathered man with a steely gaze, his presence commanding respect. As the group drew closer, Maggie's heart leaped with hope as she recognized the sheriff of the neighboring town, Sheriff Samuels. His reputation for fairness and quick justice preceded him, and she prayed he would help resolve the tense situation.

Sheriff Samuels dismounted his horse with practiced ease, his deputies following suit. With a nod of acknowledgment to Thomas and Maggie, he turned his attention to Jake, who stood defiantly before him. The horses snorted, anxious from the upcoming confrontation.

"Well, well, if it isn't Jake MacReady causing trouble again," Sheriff Samuels spoke with authority, his voice cutting through the tension like a knife. "I reckon you know that ain't how things work around here."

Sheriff Samuels' presence seemed to deflate Jake's bravado, his shoulders slumping slightly as he regarded the lawman with a mix of resentment and grudging respect. Thomas and Maggie watched with bated breath, hoping that the sheriff's intervention would finally put an end to Jake's threats.

"Now, I suggest you turn around and head back the way you came, Jake," Sheriff Samuels continued, his voice firm but fair. "I won't tolerate troublemakers causing a ruckus in my town. You're lucky I caught wind of your little visit before things escalated further."

Jake's jaw clenched, his eyes flickering between the
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