
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


 


 


The Charmer

Amish Country Brides

 


 


JENNIFER SPREDEMANN


 


 


Copyright 2020 by Jennifer Spredemann, J.E.B.
Spredemann

 


All rights reserved. No part of this
work/book may be copied, transmitted, or stored in any form or by
any means, except for brief quotations in printed reviews, without
prior written consent from the authors/publisher.

 


All incidents and characters in this book are
completely fictional and derived by the author’s imagination. Any
resemblance to actual incidents and persons living or dead are
purely coincidental.

 


Published in Indiana by Blessed
Publishing.

www.jenniferspredemann.com

All Scripture quotations are taken from the
King James Version of the Holy Bible.

Cover design by iCreate Designs ©

 


ISBN: 
978-1-940492-53-7

10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1


 


 


 


Get a FREE short story as my thank you gift
when you sign up for my newsletter here: www.jenniferspredemann.com


 


Table Of Contents

 


BOOKS by JENNIFER
SPREDEMANN

BOOKS by J.E.B.
SPREDEMANN

Unofficial Glossary of
Pennsylvania Dutch Words

Author’s Note

ONE

TWO

THREE

FOUR

FIVE

SIX

SEVEN

EIGHT

NINE

TEN

ELEVEN

TWELVE

THIRTEEN

FOURTEEN

FIFTEEN

SIXTEEN

SEVENTEEN

EIGHTEEN

NINETEEN

TWENTY

TWENTY-ONE

TWENTY-TWO

EPILOGUE

Thanks for reading!

DISCUSSION QUESTIONS

A SPECIAL THANK YOU


 


 



BOOKS by JENNIFER
SPREDEMANN

 


Learning to Love – Saul’s Story
(Sequel to Chloe’s Revelation)

AMISH BY ACCIDENT TRILOGY

Amish by Accident

Englisch on Purpose (Prequel to
Amish by Accident)

Christmas in Paradise (Sequel to
Amish by Accident) (co-authored with Brandi Gabriel)

AMISH SECRETS SERIES

An Unforgivable Secret - Amish Secrets 1

A Secret Encounter - Amish Secrets 2

A Secret of the Heart - Amish Secrets 3

An Undeniable Secret - Amish Secrets 4

A Secret Sacrifice - Amish Secrets 5
(co-authored with Brandi Gabriel)

A Secret of the Soul - Amish Secrets 6

A Secret Christmas – Amish Secrets 2.5
(co-authored with Brandi Gabriel)

AMISH BIBLE ROMANCES

An Amish Reward (Isaac)

An Amish Deception (Jacob)

An Amish Honor (Joseph)

An Amish Blessing (Ruth)

An Amish Betrayal (David)

AMISH COUNTRY BRIDES

The Trespasser (Amish Country Brides)

The Heartbreaker (Amish Country Brides)

The Charmer (Amish Country Brides)

NOVELETTES

Cindy’s Story – An Amish Fairly Tale
Novelette 1

Rosabelle’s Story – An Amish Fairly Tale
Novelette 2

OTHER

Love Impossible

Unlikely Santa

 


COMING 2020 (Lord Willing)

The Unexpected Christmas Gift (Amish
Christmas Miracles Collection)

Sequel to Unlikely Santa (title to be
determined)


 


 



BOOKS by J.E.B. SPREDEMANN

 


AMISH GIRLS SERIES

Joanna’s Struggle

Danika’s Journey

Chloe’s Revelation

Susanna’s Surprise

Annie’s Decision

Abigail’s Triumph

Brooke’s Quest

Leah’s Legacy

A Christmas of Mercy – Amish Girls
Holiday


 


 



 Unofficial Glossary
of Pennsylvania Dutch Words

 


Ach – Oh

Bann – Shunning

Boppli/Bopplin – Baby/Babies

Bruder/Brieder – Brother/Brothers

Bu – Boy

Daed/Dat – Dad

Dawdi – Grandfather

Denki – Thanks

Der Herr – The Lord

Dummkopp – Dummy

Englischer – A non-Amish person

Ferhoodled – Mixed up

Fraa – Wife

G’may – Members of an Amish
fellowship

Gott – God

Gut – Good

Jah – Yes

Kapp – Amish head covering

Kinner – Children

Kumm – Come

Maed/Maedel – Girls/Girl

Mamm – Mom

Mei fraa – My wife

Ordnung – Rules of the Amish
community

Rumspringa – Running around period for
Amish youth

Schatzi – Sweetheart

Schnickelfritz – Stinker, mischievous
child, term of endearment

Schweschder(n) – Sister(s)

Sehr gut – Very good

Wunderbaar – Wonderful


 


 


 



Author’s Note


 


 


The Amish/Mennonite people and their
communities differ one from another. There are, in fact, no two
Amish communities exactly alike. It is this premise on which this
book is written. I have taken cautious steps to assure the
authenticity of Amish practices and customs. Old Order Amish and
New Order Amish may be portrayed in this work of fiction and may
differ from some communities. Although the book may be set in a
certain locality, the practices featured in the book may not
necessarily reflect that particular district’s beliefs or culture.
This book is purely fictional and built around a fictional
community, even though you may see similarities to real-life
people, practices, and occurrences.

We, as Englischers, can learn a lot
from the Plain People and their simple way of life. Their hard
work, close-knit family life, and concern for others are to be
applauded. As the Lord wills, may this special culture continue to
be respected and remain so for many centuries to come, and may the
light of God’s salvation reach their hearts.


 


 


 



ONE

 


 


“Oh, no!” Jenny Christner yelped as panic
gripped her entire being. She swerved the vehicle sharply to the
right at the last second, narrowly missing the Amish buggy and its
occupants. She had been daydreaming again, which was why she hadn’t
seen the buggy heading straight toward her.

The hard right she’d made landed her vehicle
in a ditch just off the shoulder. She stared blankly through her
windshield, out at the slanted scenery, her mind whirling. Oh,
no! What will I do now?

With her heart pounding louder than she
could think, she rested her head on the steering wheel. Her entire
body trembled. I could’ve killed someone. Complete shock
kept her tears at bay. Attempting to slow her breathing, she
allowed her eyes to close.

The sound of her door creaking open forced
her attention to the young Amish man responsible for the action.
She sensed stress and fury in his movements—something she was
all-too familiar with.

“What on earth do you think you’re—” he’d
stopped mid-sentence when her eyes met his. He blinked.
“Ach, you—you’re Amish? Why are you…?” A deep frown etched
into his face.

His eyes, blue like the color of the deep
sea, pierced hers. She could hardly look away.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t see you.” It was the
truth. Well, she hadn’t seen him until it was nearly too late. Her
hands still shook so she stuffed them between the seat and her
legs.

He hung his head in what appeared to be
regret. “Nee, I’m sorry. I should have asked if you are
okay.” His tone now gentle, he shook his head. “I was just—”

“I know. I completely understand. I could
have killed you. You have every right to be angry with me. It was
my fault. I wasn’t paying attention.”

“Why not?”

“I just…I have a lot on my mind right now.”
That had been the understatement of the year.

“You’re not from around here, are you?”

“No.” Hopefully her simple answer would
suffice. Because she wasn’t ready or willing to go into the details
of her chaotic life.

He frowned as he studied her. “Are you
sure you’re all right?” He reached his hand toward her as
though to touch her brow, then must’ve thought better of it.
“You…you’re injured.”

“Nee, I’m fine, really.”

“But you—”

“This isn’t from the accident.” She rubbed
the ugly bruise on her eyebrow. She prayed he wouldn’t ask her
where she’d gotten it from. The acceptable response, Atlee
insisted, was that she’d stepped on a rake which had sprung upward
and smacked her in the eye.

She’d been smacked alright. But it hadn’t
been a rake. And she’d grown tired of lying to people.

She had to change the subject quickly before
this man thought on it too long. “I need to get this car out of the
ditch. Does it look like I can drive it out?” She doubted the words
even as she uttered them.

“Nee.” He pointed down the road. “My
brother lives just up ahead. We can hook up his team and come pull
you out.”

“That would be great.” Her eyes followed as
he made his way around the vehicle.

“Ach, you have a tire down. It’ll
need to be fixed before you can drive anywhere.” He scratched the
faint stubble on his chin. “Why don’t you come with me to Silas and
Kayla’s, and my brother and I can come back and pull your car
out?”

“Oh. Are you sure?”

“Jah.”

“Okay.” She momentarily deliberated over
which items she’d bring with her. She opted for just her purse. Her
suitcase should be fine unattended on the back floorboard for a few
moments. This country road didn’t appear to have much traffic.
She’d only passed one other car on the entire stretch, and then
this man’s buggy.

He nodded briefly and extended a hand for
her to climb out of the vehicle. She shook her head, not all that
eager to make physical contact with a strange man. He led the way
across the street to his spring buggy. As soon as she was situated
next to him, he set the horse in motion with a faint jostling of
the reins. He led the horse in a U-turn, and started toward the
opposite direction from which he’d been headed. She closed her eyes
as the clip-clop echoed on the asphalt. This was one thing
she loved about the Plain life. The slow pace. The serenity. She’d
missed this, although it had only been a couple of days since she’d
been behind the reins. It seemed like a world away now.

She sighed deeply and took comfort in the
fact that Atlee wasn’t privy to her whereabouts. But it was only a
matter of time until he found her. And he would find her. Of
that, she was certain. The thought made her shiver.

“You okay?” The concern in this man’s gaze
made her feel like he might be someone she could trust.

But she’d once trusted Atlee too, and look
where that had gotten her. “Jah.”

He seemed to study her, as if his eyes
boring into her could reveal all her secrets. “If you’re cold, I’ve
got a blanket just in the back.” He twisted slightly and reached
over the seat with his free hand, then offered her a tattered
quilt.

She swallowed, gratefulness filling her
heart at his thoughtful ways. “Denki.”

“I’m Paul Miller, by the way.”

She momentarily thought of making up a name
for herself. No more lies. “I’m Jenny.” Hopefully, her first
name would suffice.

“Where were you headed?”

“Ach.” She shrugged, pulling the
quilt around her shoulders. “I didn’t really have a destination in
mind.” Had that been the wrong thing to say? Goodness, it was hard
to think with those captivating eyes probing her.

“You are still Plain, ain’t so?” His
brow furrowed as he glanced at her.

She nodded.

“And your g’may allows for driving
cars?”

“Nee.”

“I have a hundred questions in my head right
now.” He examined her thoughtfully. “Your eyebrow. If that wasn’t
from the accident, then—”

“I’d rather not talk about that.” She shook
her head and sighed. “I’m sorry. It’s just complicated.”

His lips turned down, clearly not satisfied
with her answer. “What are you planning to do about your car?”

Right. Her car. Well, technically not hers.
She needed to call the owner—one of their family’s taxi drivers—so
he wouldn’t report it stolen. But how could she do that without
alerting Atlee to her whereabouts? Another situation she hadn’t
intended getting herself into. “I don’t know. I haven’t thought
that far.”

“Where are you staying tonight?”

She grimaced. She really should have thought
out her plan better. With the little money she had in her purse,
she wouldn’t get far. She’d planned on spending it on gas and
sleeping in the car until she could find a decent-paying job to
earn enough money to rent a small apartment or maybe just a room.
It had sounded like a good idea at the time. But now?

“Let me guess. You haven’t thought that
far?”

“Nee.”

“Are you sure you don’t want to talk about
it? Maybe sharing with someone else will help you come up with a
solution.” Ach, he wasn’t one to give up easy.

Fine. She’d lay it out for him. “I need a
job and a place to stay. Do you know where I can get that?”

“Well, not off the bat. But I could ask
around. Maybe talk to my bruder and sister-in-law. They
might know of something.”

“I would appreciate that.” She blew out an
elongated breath and folded her hands in her lap. She would be safe
here. At least, for a little while. Maybe.


 


 


 



TWO

 


 


Paul stole a quick glance at the beautiful,
yet mysterious, young woman perched on the bench seat next to him.
He guessed her to be near his own age, possibly a tad bit younger.
He hoped she’d be staying for a while. He’d love to get to know her
better.

No, no, you would not! He chastised
himself. He’d been casually courting Amy Troyer over the past
couple of months. But honestly, he wasn’t all that attracted to
her. There had been no special connection between them.

But this woman—Jenny. Wow! Not just wow, but
wow! He didn’t think he’d ever been so attracted to someone.
Her hair color. Her eyes. Her lips. He should not be
thinking about her lips. Should. Not.

Get it together, Paul!

He wished he would have helped her into the
buggy. At least then, he could’ve been close to her, maybe even
could’ve touched her hand, which he imagined to be soft and
delicate in comparison with his own. Not that she would have
actually allowed that. She seemed pretty reserved.

A gentle breeze lifted the scent of
something sweet to his nostrils. He was quite certain Jenny wore
perfume. It was something he’d noticed when he’d yanked her door
open after the accident. Oh, but he’d acted like a dummkopp.
He couldn’t have helped his ire, though. She’d nearly killed them
both.

He flipped the switch to turn his signal on
and swung a left into the familiar lane. As they moved past his
brother’s small store, memories flooded his mind of when his
brother Silas first met his fraa. He’d thought his brother
had lost his mind, to even entertain the thought of marrying an
Englisch woman. But somehow, Der Herr had worked it
out.

“Oh, would you mind stopping here? I’d like
to make a phone call, if you think they won’t mind.”

He pulled the reins tight just past the
phone shanty.

Jenny scrambled down from the buggy before
he had a chance to offer assistance. “You don’t have to wait. I can
walk to the house.”

“It’s no problem. I’ll wait.”

She nodded, crossed the driveway, and
stepped into the small phone shed.

Paul jumped down so he could assist her
return entrance.

A moment later, she stepped out of the
shanty. The sides of her lips engraved a frown into her cheeks.
What load did she carry upon her narrow shoulders? Whatever it was,
he hoped he could lighten it for her. He wished he could kiss that
worry away.

Kiss? Nee. Oh, man. He had it bad.
There was no way Silas wouldn’t notice. And there was no way Silas
would let him live it down. Not after all the flak he’d given his
brother over Kayla.

He held out his hand for Jenny to take. She
stopped momentarily and stared at his hand, then at him. No doubt
she thought him ab im kopp. His grin widened and he winked.
“A gentleman always assists a lady.”

She giggled and allowed him to take her
hand. The sound of her mirth was music to his ears. If only he
could get her to smile more.

“And what should I have called you out on
the road?” She sat on the buggy’s bench seat, smoothing out her
dress.

He ducked his head. “Again, I apologize for
my rude behavior. It won’t happen again.” He jostled the reins and
guided Blackie to the hitching post.

Once again, he hurried to Jenny’s side of
the carriage to offer a hand. He knew Blackie would stand in place,
so he didn’t worry about him moving.

“Denki.” She grinned.

Jenny stood in front of him, surveying the
property, as he quickly wrapped the leather reins around the post.
He looked up just as Silas approached.

“I see my baby brother’s back. And he
brought his—” Silas stopped talking when Paul stepped behind Jenny
and made a throat-slashing motion with his hand, furiously pressing
his lips together and shaking his head.

Silas’s gaze moved to Jenny and he
continued, “Oh, I thought you were—”

Paul shook his head almost violently, again
using the throat cutting gesture, hoping his dense brother would
finally get the hint. If Paul had any possible chance with a
woman as gorgeous as Jenny, it was best she didn’t know he’d been
courting someone. “This is Jenny. Jenny, this is Silas. We had an
accident out on the road and her car is in a ditch.” He rushed on.
“Can we hitch up the team and go pull the car out for her?”

“Uh…sure?” A puzzled look crossed Silas’s
face and he glanced back and forth from Paul to Jenny.

Paul needed to get Silas out of there before
he said something Paul would regret.

“I’m Paul’s big brother, by the way.” Paul
didn’t miss the trace smirk forming on his brother’s lips.

Jenny smiled. Thankfully, she’d seemed
oblivious to their silent communication. “Nice to meet you.”

“Is it okay if she stays here with Kayla and
the kinner while we bring her car up to the house?” He
gestured toward the road with his head.

“Jah, of course. Kayla’s just
inside.” He glanced toward the house. “I’ll go tell her you’re
here.” He looked from Jenny to Paul once again, his brow furrowing,
before heading into their family’s dwelling.

Paul sighed in relief as Silas
disappeared.

Jenny turned to him. “You two look a lot
alike.”

“We do?”

“Well, minus your brother’s beard. But your
eyes…” She immediately moved her gaze from his to the ground.

Were her cheeks darkening? Ach, so
she’d noticed him too. Perfect. Well, almost perfect.

He needed to let Amy know he wouldn’t be
taking her home anymore. Practically speaking, he and Amy had never
been serious. As far as he knew, he never gave Amy any indication
otherwise. He’d never considered her to be the one for him, just
someone to ride with him after the singings. He was pretty sure Amy
felt the same way, although she’d never said so. They’d never even
discussed it, really. He liked Amy as a friend, but there had been
no spark between them. Nothing like he felt when he’d been with
Jenny—all of twenty minutes.

Was he being too presumptuous in hoping he’d
get the chance to court her? He was willing to take the chance. One
thing he knew was that he wouldn’t be courting two girls at once.
That would be asking for disaster.

He didn’t know if it was the ginger tones in
her hair or the spattering of freckles across her nose or the way
her eyes reflected the green of her dress, but he had trouble
prying his eyes off of her.

Was she the one for him? Was that why
he felt this way? Or was that even a thing? Maybe he should ask
Silas about how he’d felt when he met his first wife, then Kayla.
Did they feel an instant attraction? Or was it something they’d
eventually built up to as they got to know one another? And did it
even make a difference?

All he knew was that he’d never felt so
strongly about someone.

~

Atlee paced the barn, shaking his head. The
nerve of Jenny leaving him here to look like a complete idiot.
She’d been more cunning than he’d ever believed her to be. He’d
done nothing but show her devotion, and he expected no less from
her. He certainly hadn’t counted on her skipping town—yesterday of
all days!

He would not tolerate it. Jenny
belonged to him now and he wasn’t about to let her go for anyone or
anything. He had to find her. Or maybe it would be better just to
wait her out.

She wouldn’t be gone forever. Nee,
she would return. Wouldn’t she? Ach, but what if she didn’t?
What if she stayed away for gut? He didn’t know how she
could. She didn’t know anyone out there in the world. His Jenny,
out there in the wicked world with all its sin and pleasures and
enticements.

Or maybe she did know someone and she’d been
hiding it from him. Ach, that was not acceptable.

Nee, he had to find her. He had to
bring her into submission, like a gut Amish woman should be.
He knew that she didn’t like it when he had to correct her. But it
was for her own gut. He had to find her for her own
gut. He would protect her from der welt.

He tossed his head from side to side,
working out the stress, then popped his knuckles. He’d do his
hundred push-ups, then go for an hour jog. That should help release
some of the tension he was feeling.

One thing he knew for sure—Jenny
would be back with him, one way or another.
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Paul’s brother emerged from the house with
an Amish woman at his side, whom Jenny presumed was his
fraa. “Kayla,” Silas said, “this is Jenny. She’s the one
that was in an accident, if I understand correctly.”

“Jah.” Jenny grimaced, ducking her
head, thoroughly embarrassed by her driving mishap. Surely these
people would be wondering why she, an Amish woman, was behind the
wheel of an Englisch vehicle. She hated lying, but she
didn’t know if she could trust these people or not.
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