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Chapter One — The Letter
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Blossom Buchanan stood on the edge of the dusty platform, gripping her carpetbag with both hands as the whistle of the approaching train cut through the dry Wyoming air.

The smell of coal smoke and sagebrush mingled in her nostrils, and though she kept her chin high, her knees felt weak beneath her traveling skirt.

This was it.

She had come all the way from St. Louis — miles and miles from everything familiar — because of a letter.

A short, simple letter written in a neat, masculine hand.

“Miss Buchanan —

If you still wish to come west, I would be honored to make you my wife. Life out here is hard, but I will do my best to see you’re cared for. I have a small ranch, three fine horses for riding, and no woman to share them with. If you’re still willing, the train stops at Dry Creek Station the 14th of April. I’ll be waiting.

— Caleb Markham”

Blossom could still recite the words from memory, she’d read them so many times.

And now, here she was — her whole future clattering toward her on iron rails.

The train screeched to a stop in a cloud of steam and dust. Doors opened, passengers spilled out — ranch hands, salesmen, a few families — and the little platform bustled with greetings and farewells.

Blossom stayed put, her heart hammering in her chest as her eyes swept the crowd.

Then she saw him.

Caleb Markham stood at the far end of the platform, tall and broad-shouldered, his hat tipped back just enough for her to see the glint of his steel-blue eyes. He wore a clean white shirt, faded jeans, and a pair of well-worn boots.

And in his hands, he held a small bouquet of wildflowers.

For a moment, Blossom forgot how to breathe.

Their eyes met across the platform.

And he smiled.

Not the shy, unsure smile of a stranger — but the warm, quiet smile of a man who’d already decided she belonged here.

With him.

Blossom straightened her back, lifted her chin, and took her first step into the rest of her life.
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Chapter Two — The Ride and the Wedding
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Blossom’s heart still hadn’t settled when she climbed into the waiting buckboard beside Caleb Markham.

He helped her up with one big, calloused hand, and for the first time she felt the quiet strength behind his gentle smile. His palm was warm against hers, his eyes steady but not unkind as she settled onto the seat next to him.
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