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    Trusting the Tycoon  
 
    Cowboys and Angels Book 29 
 
    Prologue 
 
    New York Autumn 1891 
 
    Delia Warrington sat at her dressing table removing the pins from her honey-blonde hair. The ball had been delightful, and she had danced with several handsome men. The only annoyance of the evening was her stepmother’s brother, Steffen Rivers. Rail thin with unruly black hair, Delia shuddered each time he asked her to dance. She feared his skinny legs would wobble and break tumbling her to the dance floor with him.   
 
    After brushing her hair and braiding it, Delia stood to remove her chemise and don her nightdress when she was startled by the young maid sitting on her bed.  
 
    “Oh, my,” Delia said. “I didn’t see you when I came in. Were you sitting there the entire time? No, you couldn’t, I would have seen you. Where did you come from? Are you the new maid my stepmother said she planned to hire?” 
 
    The young woman smiled, “No, I wasn’t hired, but I am here to help you. My name is Mercy. You should sit down and rest. You appear tired.” 
 
    Delia couldn’t explain the feeling of fatigue that came over her, but she sat on her bed and in a moment was asleep.  
 
    Delia didn’t sleep soundly as her dream alarmed her. She was standing in the corner of her father’s study watching Steffen and her stepmother sharing quiet words and a brandy. 
 
    “I’m telling you,” Steffen insisted, “if Delia marries me I will share her inheritance with you. You won’t have to rely on that husband of yours to buy you anything.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” the current Missus Warrington said, “Delia doesn’t seem to care for you. How can you convince her to marry you and once you do, she’ll eventually convince her father what you’ve done?” 
 
    “That’s the beauty of my plan,” Steffen explained. “As soon as we marry I will whisk her off on a honeymoon only I will take her to grandfather’s hunting cabin. I will assure it is well stocked, but she will not have access to a horse, and it is too far to walk back to any help. As her husband I will tell people she loves our country estate and has decided to stay there, and I will live in my townhouse here in the city spending her money.”  
 
    “Country estate, indeed,” Addie Warrington said and sipped more brandy. “If you can get that girl away from her father and have access to her inheritance, we will both be happier. What can I do to help?” 
 
    Delia snapped wide awake and stared at Mercy. “I just had the most dreadful dream.” 
 
    “Are you sure it was a dream?” Mercy asked. 
 
    “Of course, it must have been a dream. You have no idea what you’re talking about,” Delia replied and began to pace the room. 
 
    “It’s possible that I do. If you peek out your door and down the stairs, you will see Mister Rivers leaving and your stepmother finishing her brandy,” Mercy said as she continued to sit on Delia’s bed with her hands clasped in her lap.     
 
    “How would you know about that?” Delia asked, but did as Mercy suggested. She spun around and said, “How did you know he was here, and she was drinking brandy? Did you spy on them while I slept?” 
 
    “Of course not, and even if I did, how would I know what you dreamed? I told you I am here to help you and if you don’t want to be a prisoner in your future husband’s old cabin, I suggest you leave here tonight.”   
 
    A knock at Delia’s bedroom door startled her, and she was surprised to see her stepmother standing at the door.  
 
    “Are you all right, Delia? I thought I heard you speaking to someone.” 
 
    Delia looked behind her and didn’t see Mercy. Quickly she thought up a lie and answered, “No, I was just singing.” 
 
    “Lovely, I wanted to tell you that Steffen will be joining us for dinner tomorrow evening. I think he’s smitten with you and wants to speak to your father. Get a good night’s sleep to look your best tomorrow.” Addie spun on her heel and left. 
 
    Delia closed the door and nearly jumped out of her skin when she again saw Mercy sitting on her bed as if she’d never left. 
 
    “Where did you go? My stepmother didn’t see you, but here you are,” Delia said confusion written across her face.  
 
    Mercy smiled, “I didn’t leave, but I told you I was here to help you not your stepmother.”  
 
    Delia shook her head, and Mercy stood and walked closer to her. “You must hurry. If you leave tonight, Steffen’s plan will be thwarted, but you must leave quickly. Once he speaks to your father, it will be too late.” 
 
    “Leave? Where will I go and how do you know all of this?” 
 
    “Creede, Colorado, and I only know what I need to know. You need to listen. Pack as much as you can carry, take your mother’s jewelry, the money your grandmother gave you in case of difficulty, and head for the train station as soon as everyone is asleep.” 
 
    Delia stopped when she heard Mercy’s words, “Tell me how you know all these things? I never told anyone about the money my grandmother gave me. She worried about me when father married Addie. It was in case I needed to leave.” 
 
    Mercy nodded, “I know. Please trust me.” 
 
    “I do,” Delia said. “I don’t know why but I do. Will you travel with me?” 
 
    “No, but I will be near when you need me.” 
 
    “Please tell me what’s in Creede?” 
 
    “You’re future.”  
 
    Delia turned to question Mercy again only to find her room empty. Was she losing her mind or was Mercy real? Delia decided to trust her heart and believe Mercy was sent to help her. She quietly packed her things and waited for the house to settle for the night. She felt nervous about leaving and walking through town in the dark, but somehow, she knew she'd be safe.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter One 
 
    Delia approached the ticket counter and cleared her throat. The man behind the counter jumped surprised that someone would be there at that hour.  
 
    “Miss, it’s the middle of the night. The next train doesn’t leave for two hours. Where are you headed and are you here alone?” The agent asked looking around the room for anyone who might have accompanied Delia.  
 
    “I’m alone, and I’m headed for Creede Colorado.” 
 
    The station’s night agent’s eyebrows shot up. “Creede Colorado, are you sure? It’s a small town in mining country. I’m not sure it’s a suitable place for a young woman alone.”  
 
    Delia smiled and lied, “My father will meet me when the train arrives. I will not be alone.” 
 
    “Very well, you’re fortunate. The next train although not scheduled to leave for two hours is the one you need.”  
 
    Delia paid for her ticket and took the station agent’s advice and sat inside the small ticket office. It was warmer than the night air and safer. Delia looked around hoping Mercy had followed her. It would be pleasant to have her company. The station agent wouldn’t be talkative as he soon began dozing behind his counter again. 
 
    Worrying about being able to carry two heavy bags to the train station, Delia had packed carefully and didn’t bring any books except her Bible. It always brought her comfort, and she opened it as she sat in the quiet office waiting for her train hoping no one she knew would find her. 
 
    The only sound besides the agent’s snoring was the constant tick of the clock in the small area behind the ticket counter. How the man slept through the clock’s five chimes surprised Delia but not as much as when a few people began walking near the ticket office, and the agent suddenly woke. 
 
    Within minutes, dozens of people filled the platform area and were in a line to purchase tickets. Delia watched the faces praying no one she knew would arrive. She was not ready to explain why she was taking a train or why she was heading to Creede. 
 
    Delia heard the squeal of brakes and watched as a train slowed and stopped next to the platform. She glanced at the ticket agent, and he nodded. “That’d be your train, Miss.”  
 
    “Thank you,” Delia said as she placed her Bible back in her bag, picked up both bags, and made her way to the train. Once settled in her seat, she drew in a deep breath saying a silent prayer that her family didn’t find her and force her to marry Steffen.  
 
    As the train pulled out, Delia said goodbye to New York and hello to her future hoping Mercy was correct, and her future waited in Creede and that Mercy was not a figment of her imagination or that she was headed to her doom.  
 
    ~  *  ~ 
 
    Delia was tired of watching the scenery out of her window. Fortunate enough to afford a sleeping compartment, she spent most of the time behind the locked door except for meals when she ventured to the dining car. She had never traveled far from home alone. An occasional visit to upstate New York to visit her mother’s sister was her travel experience. Her father preferred to vacation near their home. She chided herself for reading the dime novels her best friend Nettie gave her. Common sense told her that train robberies seldom happened, but her fears crept in whispering to her that safety was never guaranteed. Grateful for her Bible, Delia took comfort in reading it. 
 
    After what seemed like weeks instead of days of trying to sleep to the rocking motion of the train and the endless waking hours of watching scenery fly past too quickly to be appreciated, changing trains and worrying about why she was going to Creede, Delia heard the train conductor call out, “Next stop, Creede. Gather your belongings. Creede, Colorado next stop.” 
 
    Delia felt her stomach flutter, but she wasn’t sure if it was excitement or apprehension. She quickly checked to be sure she wasn’t leaving anything behind and sat waiting while the train’s brakes screeched its arrival.  
 
    When the train stopped moving, Delia picked up her bags, and the conductor helped her from the train. For a moment, she thought she saw Mercy standing on the platform, but she blinked, and Mercy was gone. It must have been a shadow or other trick of the sunlight. Delia gathered her thoughts and asked the conductor if he knew a decent place for her to stay and he told her to go to the Hearth and Home pointing in the direction of town.  
 
    Delia thanked him and trudged along wondering why the two bags seemed so much heavier than they did the night she left home. Perhaps it was nervous energy that gave her strength that night or she had become weak after all the time sitting on the train. Either way, she was pleased to see the Hearth and Home just another few paces away.  
 
    She set the bags down and stretched her fingers before picking them up again and entering the hotel. Before she took two steps, Delia was greeted by the warm smile of an attractive young woman with hair the color of the setting sun. “Welcome to the Hearth and Home. You look like you need a room. My name is Millie, welcome.” 
 
    “Thank you. Yes, I need a room and a bath.” 
 
    Millie answered, “I understand. Have you traveled far?” 
 
    “Yes, from New York,” Delia said as she signed the guest register. 
 
    “Oh, my, that is a long trip. Do you have family in Creede?” Millie asked seeming genuinely interested in Delia’s wellbeing. 
 
    Delia leaned a bit closer and lowered her voice. “To be honest, I am alone, and I’m not quite sure why I’m here. I felt as if this was where I was meant to come.” 
 
    A knowing smile crossed Millie’s face. “You’re not the first person to admit that they don’t know why they felt drawn to Creede, but they all find out eventually. Perhaps you will, too. Now, let’s get you that room, and I’ll arrange the hot water for a bath.” 
 
    An hour later, Delia lay on the bed in the comfortable room feeling clean and refreshed. She still wasn’t sure why she was in Creede and Millie’s explanation that others had experienced the same thing didn’t help her at all.  
 
    The few things she brought with her were unpacked, and she carefully hid her mother’s jewelry in a secret pocket in her blue traveling suit until she could find a bank. She didn’t have many pieces. Her father had allowed her stepmother to choose her favorites from her mother’s things and Delia was given the unwanted pieces, but she loved each one. Her mother wore them, and Delia would never part with them.  
 
    Once she was satisfied that her things were safe, Delia decided she’d wander down and have some supper. The food on the train had been remarkably good, but Delia wanted to enjoy a meal while she wasn’t hurtling forward at who knows how fast and perhaps enjoy a cup of tea without worrying it would splash out of the cup before she could enjoy it.  
 
    Delia was seated at a table and decided on the special chicken and dumplings when Millie approached her table.  
 
    “Do you mind if I join you for a while?” Millie asked. 
 
    “Not at all. I welcome the company. I’m feeling a bit out of place not knowing a soul,” Delia confessed. 
 
    “You know me now, and soon you will meet others,” Millie assured as she sat with Delia.   
 
    “I do have some questions if you have time,” Delia said. 
 
    “Of course. I’m more than happy to answer what I can.”  
 
    “Does Creede have a bank? I left home rather quickly and could use a few things. Is there a mercantile where I might find a simple dress or two?” Delia asked just as her tea was served. “Please join me in a cup of tea.” 
 
    Millie nodded, and the two women enjoyed tea while Millie told Delia about the bank, dry goods store, mercantile, and dress shop. 
 
    Delia was pleased that Creede had the stores she would need to replace what she left behind and asked, “That sounds perfect especially if you tell me there is also a bookstore. I wasn’t able to carry any books except for my Bible, and I would love something new to read.” 
 
    “Yes, we do. Mister Redfern has a nice shop, and he is starting a small lending library hoping more people will expand their reading,” Millie explained. 
 
    “How lovely,” Delia answered expressing her delight. “I think I will have a lot to keep me busy tomorrow. If you tell me there is a church for Sunday services, I’ll be quite content here while I wait until I learn why I felt the need to come here.” 
 
    “Yes, there is a church. The Reverend Eugene Theodore holds services. My brother is also a minister and has a church in Bachelor, a town not far away.” 
 
    “Wonderful. Remaining in New York was not possible, and perhaps this was the right choice.”  
 
    “Were you in danger or trouble?” Millie asked concern written across her face. 
 
    Delia feeling genuine compassion coming from Millie shared her story. 
 
    “Oh, goodness, I can see why you left. I do hope you like it here,” Millie said just as Delia’s meal arrived. “I’ll let you eat, and I’ll see you in the morning. Have a good night.”  
 
    “Thank you,” Delia said and smiled at Millie before taking a bite of her supper. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    Delia smiled in her sleep as she continued to talk to Mercy. The young angel did her best to convince Delia that she belonged in Creede and that she would find her future and happiness in the town. Delia needed to wait until the time was right. Mercy couldn’t explain why or how Delia would know, but when her future crossed her path, Delia would understand.  
 
    When Delia woke, she didn’t remember the dream, but she felt at peace. She still didn’t understand why she came to Creede but knew she had to stay. Delia also needed to send a telegram to her father, so he wouldn’t worry, but she feared that if she did, he’d know exactly where she was. Who knows what her stepmother might do? They could hire someone to find her and force her to marry Steffen. She shuddered at the thought. The telegram could wait. She was sure her father would assume she went to her aunt’s or a friend’s home for a few days. 
 
    Delia decided to leave the Hearth and Home early the following morning to see if she could find a few simple day dresses that she could wear. She realized in her haste to pack she only packed a few things that really wouldn’t fit in very well in the small-town atmosphere of Creede Colorado. As she descended the stairs, she saw Millie behind the desk doing paperwork. Delia smiled broadly at the friendly young woman and asked her in which direction she should go if she wanted to find some simple day dresses. Millie explained the quickest way to get to Crowther’s Dry Goods where she might see what she wants, and if not, she explained how to find the Mercantile and that there was a dress shop in town.  
 
    Delia hurried into the dining room to enjoy breakfast before she went on her way excited to see what the town of Creede offered and whether she would be comfortable there or what she might find that could explain why she was sent there.  
 
    Delia found her way to Crowther’s Dry Goods and entered hearing a little bell tinkle above the door. A beautiful dark-haired young woman stood behind the counter smiling broadly at Delia and said, “Good morning. I don’t believe I’ve seen you before. My name is Penny Crowther, and my family owns the store.”  
 
    Delia smiled back at Penny. She felt the young woman might be someone that she could be friends with. They looked to be about the same age. 
 
    “Good morning. My name is Delia Warrington, and I’m new in town. This is my first day of walking around trying to find out where things are. I’m staying at the Hearth and Home. Millie suggested I stop by here first.”  
 
    “How exciting,” Penny said. “If you don’t mind, I could show you around town. I really don’t want to stand behind this counter all day, and I could probably talk my younger sister into taking care of the counter while I’m gone.”  
 
    Delia smiled as she walked around the store gathering a few items that she needed. She was surprised at the number of things she forgot to take when she hurriedly packed to leave New York. She silently thanked her grandmother for the money she insisted Delia take in case of an emergency.  
 
    By the time she gathered what she needed, she saw that Penny was back at the counter with a younger version of herself.  
 
    “This is my younger sister, Lissy,” Penny said. 
 
    “It’s nice to meet you,” Delia said as she set her items on the counter. “I’m Delia Warrington.” 
 
    “It’s nice to meet you and have another person our age in town. I hope you stay a while,” Lissy said.  
 
    “I’m not sure how long I’ll be here, but it’s a pleasant place. I grew up in New York, and I’m enjoying this small town more than I thought I would. I don’t miss the buildings, carriage traffic, and people. The mountains are beautiful and much nicer than the crowded city streets,” Delia admitted. 
 
    Lissy suggested, “You should stop by for coffee or tea in the afternoons. One of us is always around, and we’d love to hear about New York.” 
 
    “I’ll do that,” Delia promised as she paid for her purchases. 
 
    Delia waved to Lissy, and she and Penny stepped out of the dry goods store. Penny slipped her arm through Delia’s and said, “I think we’ll be great friends. Now, tell me what you need to buy?” 
 
    Delia thought for a moment and answered, “Two or three day dresses. I packed quickly, and I have two traveling suits, a Sunday dress, and the dress I meant to wear to the Christmas Ball.” 
 
    “A Christmas Ball? How lovely. Tell me all about it and if many handsome men attend.” 
 
    Delia giggled at her new friend’s excitement. “Yes, there are handsome men but also men any young lady would try to avoid. Some are old or smell of stale tobacco and whiskey. Some young men are cads, and some are rakes. One simply must be careful. Some will dance with you and then offer to get you punch, but you can tell they tainted it a bit with brandy. Then they want to walk you around the garden.” 
 
    Penny’s hand flew to her mouth in surprise, but she asked, “Did you walk in the garden with anyone?” 
 
    “No, the one man that caught my eye was my best friend’s brother, and he saw me as a child. He left New York nearly a year ago, and he’s traveling around the country looking for business opportunities for his father’s company. It was best that he left. I could never trust a man who just takes off without telling anyone goodbye.” 
 
    Penny sighed, “That sounds romantic in a sad sort of way. Did all the ladies dress in fancy dresses?” 
 
    “Yes,” Delia admitted. “I always thought they were in a contest to outdo each other. My stepmother wanted me to marry a man who would up her social status and increase my father’s business ventures. I wanted to marry for love. We argued about the dresses every year, and she always won. I’d end up with a color too awful to remember and a neckline I had to heighten with lace, so I’d feel respectable.” 
 
    Penny stopped in front of the mercantile. “I can see why you’d want simple dresses, but I’d love to have a fancy ball gown.” 
 
    Delia smiled, “If I ever decide to tell my father where I am, I’ll send for all my gowns, and you can have your pick. For that matter, you can have several and design your own perfect gown. Some have yards of satin and lace. You could open a fabric shop with the amount of fabric my stepmother thought was needed for a single dress. I prefer simple.” 
 
    “You will find simple here, but the dress shop has lovely dresses and can order fabric if you want fancy dresses,” Penny explained. 
 
    Delia looked at Penny and said, “I think you and I will be great friends. We seem to be a lot alike and very different at the same time. Now, I need your help with finding simple dresses.” 
 
    The young women laughed as they entered the mercantile and found three simple dresses, some underthings, and Delia decided she needed a bar of lavender scented soap and some lavender water to splash on and use in her rinse water when she washed her hair. Penny agreed completely. 
 
    As they left the mercantile, Delia asked, “Do you mind walking to the bookstore? Millie told me you have one.” 
 
    “We certainly do, and you’ll like Mister Redfern. He’s starting a small lending library in his store to help people read more.” 
 
    “Millie told me that. I think it’s wonderful. The one thing I will miss about New York is the large library. I could spend an entire day looking at all the books,” Delia answered as she clutched her package tightly and followed Penny to the bookstore. 
 
    Penny introduced Delia to Mister Redfern, and she took an immediate liking to the man. She could see he felt pride in his store and the lending library and his knowledge of books was delightful. 
 
    Delia set her package on the counter and began perusing the books. “Look, Penny. Here’s a copy of The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde by Robert Louis Stevenson. My stepmother didn’t think it was proper reading for a young lady,” Delia exclaimed as she slid the book off the shelf. “She’s not here, and I’m buying it.” 
 
    Penny asked, “Will you lend it to me when you finish?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    Mister Redfern interrupted their excited chatter, “If you like that book, I have the newest book by Arthur Conan Doyle, The Sign of Four. There’s talk in the magazines and papers that the queen in England may knight him soon for his work. Sherlock Holmes is my favorite detective.” 
 
    “I will take that one, too,” Delia decided aloud. “I read his first novel, A Study in Scarlet, and have wanted to read the newest one.” 
 
    “Read quickly so I may borrow that one, too,” Penny advised. 
 
    Delia handed her the book. “I can’t read two at once. I’ll read about Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, and you read about Sherlock Holmes, and then we’ll trade.”  
 
    Mister Redfern smiled at the two young women. He did enjoy seeing people get excited about reading. He wrapped the books separately and handed them to Delia and Penny. “Thank you, I hope to see you again soon.” 
 
    “You will,” Delia promised. “I love to read.” 
 
    Penny needed to hurry back to the dry goods store, and Delia promised to visit the following day before making her way back to the Hearth and Home. 
 
    Delia dropped her packages on her bed and unwrapped the new dresses. She shook out the wrinkles and tried one on to wear down to lunch. Yes, Delia was going to enjoy living in Creede. The people were welcoming, she’d made a new friend, and her choice of dresses made her happier than those chosen by her stepmother.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    After a week of having tea with Penny, dreams of an uncertain future nearly every night, and meeting most everyone in the shops of Creede, Delia stepped out of the Hearth and Home determined to find out why Mercy was insistent that she leave home for Creede. She knew she had to run for her safety. A forced marriage to Steffen Rivers made her shudder and the idea of being shuttered in a small hunting cabin was beyond frightening, but why a mining town? Why not a large city? Denver would suit Delia better, but something niggled at her mind that she must listen to Mercy.  
 
    Her first objective was to return to the bookstore. She was on a quest to find another mystery. Delia needed a few more books to read while she waited for the future Mercy said was here for her. 
 
    As she strolled toward the mercantile, a man strode toward her. A man that looked strangely familiar although he was dressed in shabby clothes, a beard, and appeared dirty. As he passed her without looking at her, Delia was sure she knew him.” 
 
    Delia turned and called after the man, “Wes?” 
 
    The man’s step faltered but then continued walking. Delia knew she was right. 
 
    “Wesley Arthur Satterfield, I know that’s you. What on earth are you doing here dressed like that?” Delia inquired emphatically.  
 
    The man turned and strode up to her. “Dee, why are you here alone on the streets of Creede.” 
 
    “I don’t know. It’s a long, strange story. You might wonder about my mind. You still didn’t tell me why you’re here,” Delia said feeling her heart pick up speed as she gazed into Wes’ hazel eyes. The hazel eyes that stole her heart two years ago, the memory those eyes that broke her heart when he disappeared a year later, the incredible hazel eyes that never saw her as anything but his younger sister’s best friend.    
 
    Delia snapped herself out of her memories, “A lot of people think you’re dead.” 
 
    “Let’s get off the street and talk. There’s a little place down the street we can sit and have a cup of coffee. They also have pie,” Wes smiled. 
 
    Delia wasn’t sure what to do, and she looked across the street and saw Mercy standing between two buildings. The tiny maid was clutching her hands to her chest and nodding her head vigorously. Delia blinked, and Mercy was gone. Yes, things were a bit strange.  
 
    Delia turned back to Wes and walked alongside him wondering why he was in Creede and wondering why she was also there. 
 
    Wes held the door open for Delia, and they sat at a small table in the back. After ordering coffee and two slices of apple pie, Delia looked at Wes and insisted he explain. 
 
    “First, my family knows I’m alive and well,” Wes confided. 
 
    Delia leaned a bit closer, “Your sister told me that you went off on business for your family, but she didn’t know where.” 
 
    “They don’t know where I am. Before grandfather passed away, he spoke about expanding the business to the West coast. They assume I’m in San Francisco, but I like the idea of expanding in new ways. I stopped here on my way West and decided to check out mining.” 
 
    Delia looked at him closely, “Did you have to crawl in the mine? Your mother would faint if she saw that you had some dirt under your fingernails. You know how particular she is.” 
 
    Wes laughed, “Yes, I remember. She tried to dress me even after I became an adult.” 
 
    “I’m sorry about your grandfather. I didn’t get a chance to speak to you at the funeral,” Delia said. 
 
    Wes reached for her hand like he would have a year ago but pulled back. This beautiful woman could have been his wife if he stayed in New York, but he needed to find out if he could expand the business in new ways before he thought of settling down. 
 
    He smiled at Delia, “Thank you. Now, tell me why you’re here.” 
 
    “I’m going to the bookstore.” 
 
    Wes raised his eyebrows and smiled. “No, tell me why you’re in Creede.” 
 
    Delia explained about the plans Steffen Rivers and her stepmother concocted, and Wes shook his head.  
 
    “That man is a blight on society. I never could get along with him,” Wes answered. “But you look as if there’s something else.” 
 
    “There is, but it’s odd, and I think I might be losing my mind,” Delia confessed.  
 
    Wes smiled, “You’re not the first person to mention odd things happening in Creede. I doubt that you’re losing your mind.” 
 
    Delia whispered, “I see a young girl, and she speaks to me. She’s dressed as a maid, but my stepmother didn’t hire her. She first appeared in my room the night I left, and I just saw her across the street. She was also waiting at the train station when I arrived. She couldn’t have arrived faster than I did. I’m losing my mind, or I’m being haunted by a spirit.” 
 
    “Or an angel.” 
 
    “Angel,” Delia stammered. “Angels don’t appear to ordinary people like me. They only appear to important people in the Bible.” 
 
    “Truly, Delia? Surely you believe you have a guardian angel and I’ve heard stories in Creede about angels helping everyday people.” 
 
    Delia’s brown eyes opened wide. “Do you think she is an angel? She did know things and helped me escape, but why did she send me here?” 
 
    Wes hoped Delia was sent there for him, but he didn’t have an answer. “I don’t know. Maybe she’ll tell you if you ask.” 
 
    Delia shrugged, “She said my future was here.” 
 
    Wes rubbed his chin with his hand, “Perhaps it is. Listen to her and watch around you. There must be a reason you’re here. Just be careful walking around alone. Women have been abducted in the past.” 
 
    “I promise to be careful, but what about you?” Delia asked as she sipped the last of her coffee.  
 
    “I go back to working at the mine. I’m learning a lot about the mining side, and I think we could add a successful mine to Satterfield Enterprises, but please remember that here I’m just Wes Field. No one knows my family connection, but I’ll be around if you need me,” Wes explained. 
 
    “You disappeared out of our lives without a word. How can I trust you to be here after that?” Delia asked her eyes fighting not to fill with tears. 
 
    “Please, Dee, trust me. We were friends before I left. Don’t friends trust each other?” He asked looking at her with those hazel eyes again. 
 
    Wondering if she was making a mistake trusting Wes, she decided to follow her heart. “All right, I’ll keep your secret. I’m happy to know someone here from back home. I don’t feel so alone.” Delia’s eyebrows rose, and she whispered, “Take a look over your right shoulder at the window. Mercy is standing there peeking at us.” 
 
    Wes did as Delia asked and saw nothing but people hurrying past. He shrugged, “I don’t see anyone dressed like a maid.” 
 
    Delia blew out a breath. “Maybe you’re right, and she’s an angel. Do you suppose she’d tell me the truth if I asked?” 
 
    Wes smiled, “I believe so. I doubt angels can lie. Now, let me escort you to the bookstore before I head back to the mine. You’ll like the owner. He’s setting up a small library in his store.” 
 
    “I know. I met Mr. Redfern last week when Penny and I bought books,” Delia answered. “I miss the large library back home.” 
 
    “I do, too, but I’m not supposed to be educated. I attended a poetry reading class just to show I don’t understand it any better than most of the men. It’s not easy to pretend you don’t know the things you do,” Wes said a broad smile crossing his face. 
 
    “I can’t picture you acting uneducated. You’re one of the brightest men I know. At least you never bored me at dances. You’re also the heir to your father’s vast holdings. Is it hard to play poor and uneducated?” 
 
    Wes nodded, “Yes, it is, but I have a secret to share. When grandfather passed, he didn’t leave all his holdings to my father. My father and I inherited an equal amount of the enterprises. My grandfather said in his will that young blood was needed for us to succeed.” 
 
    Delia smiled, “That’s a good thing. I know you’ll do a lot to prosper the businesses.” 
 
    “You’re putting a lot of trust in my abilities,” Wes said hoping she meant what she said. 
 
    As he helped her to her feet, Delia answered, “I have no doubt as to your abilities to earn money and conduct successful business adventures, it’s your ability to remain in one place and not sneak off without a word that makes me hesitate.” 
 
    “I like it here,” Wes admitted. “The people are friendly and helpful, and I think the town will grow. Trust me on that?” 
 
    “You’re expecting me to trust a lot of things. I will until you give me a reason to doubt you.” Delia’s eyes said more than her words. She cared for Wes and found it hard to hide. 
 
    “That’s a deal I can easily make,” Wes said offering her his arm.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    Delia was pleased with the simple day dresses she found at the mercantile. Her favorite was the soft blue with tiny pink flowers scattered on the skirt and it made her smile wondering what her stepmother would do it she saw her dressed this way. Delia was sure she’d have an attack of apoplexy if she saw her step-daughter dressed in a readymade dress.  
 
    Well, Delia thought, she doesn’t know where I am. No one does, and I love this feeling of freedom although I still don’t know why I’m in Creede. Mercy hasn’t said a word to me in days. Maybe I should call out to her. Maybe later while I’m alone in my room. 
 
    Delia’s musings were interrupted when she heard Wes call her name. “Dee, slow down a bit.” 
 
    Delia turned and saw Wes striding toward her a broad smile crossing his face. She returned his smile still hesitating on trusting him completely. Her heart still remembered the emptiness it felt when she learned Wes had left New York. Her mind understood his need to find new business opportunities, but she couldn’t get her heart and mind to agree. Trust was a precious thing and not easily given twice.  
 
    “I didn’t expect to see you in town,” Delia said. 
 
    “Poetry class,” Wes answered shaking his head. 
 
    Delia giggled.  
 
    “May I escort you to wherever you’re going? It may be a bit slippery out after last night’s snow.” 
 
    “Certainly, I was just headed to the dry goods store to see Penny,” Delia explained, but before she could say more, she heard a voice that caused her blood to turn cold.  
 
    Wes saw the expression on her face change to fear, and he whispered, “What’s wrong.” He understood when he finally heard what had frightened Delia. 
 
    Steffen Rivers’ voice rose in volume and pitch when he once again called Delia’s name. “Delia Warrington. There you are. Do you realize how much trouble you caused me?” 
 
    Wes saw Delia stiffen and shudder. He whispered, “Don’t worry. I won’t let him hurt you.” 
 
    Steffen strode straight up to Delia and reached for her arm. She backed away quickly colliding with Wes’ muscular chest. She nearly laughed at the thin man in a striped suit and a bowler that looked ridiculous perched on top of his head, but fear kept her humor in check. 
 
    Steffen scowled at Delia and snarled, “You do realize that you disrupted my life by running off. In order to convince your father of my sincerity in my asking for your hand, he said I needed to be the one to find you. You didn’t hide very well, and what on earth drew you to this horrid little town.” 
 
    “Go away, Steffen. I’m not returning to New York. Tell my father I’m happy, and I would never marry you if you were the last available man. You can tell your sister she will never see a penny of my inheritance and neither will you,” Delia declared feeling the strength of Wes behind her.  
 
    Steffen laughed. “Addie and I will get exactly what we both desire. She’s back home convincing your father that you’re unstable. I heard her suggest sending you to an asylum if you continued this behavior. Your father was leaning toward agreeing with her. Life with me would be better than an asylum.” 
 
    “Not much,” Delia said trying to keep the fear from her voice. 
 
    Delia glanced across the street and saw Mercy standing outside the shops with people scurrying past her apparently without seeing her. Mercy smiled, nodded, and waved her fingers at Delia. A sudden calm Delia could not explain came over her, and she found her courage. 
 
    “Leave, Steffen. I refuse to leave with you regardless of your threats. I have nothing else to say to you.” 
 
    Steffen was about to answer her when Wes stepped forward and held out his hand. “Hello, my name is Wes Field. I’m a friend of Delia’s. Perhaps I can help.”  
 
    Wes remembered Steffen from New York. He never liked the strange man and always felt he was corrupt or plotting some type of con to increase his stature and financial needs. With his beard and some coal dust darkening his blonde hair, Steffen did not recognize the man he had detested for years.  
 
    “Humph, you look like the type of person I would expect Delia to meet in a town like this. We don’t need your help. Delia is my fiancé, we’re leaving Creede as soon as possible, and we will be married upon our arrival back in New York,” Steffen spat and reached for Delia again.  
 
    Wes stepped between Delia and Steffen. “I don’t believe you’re going anywhere with Delia. She’s staying here in Creede. She has friends, and I will assure her safety from you or any other harm that may come her way.” 
 
    “You,” Steffen stammered. “I wipe my boots on men like you. Delia is mine, and you have no say in what happens to her. She comes with me back to New York willingly, or she will be taken to an asylum in Denver where she will reside until she learns her place and follows my directives.” Steffen straightened his spine hoping to intimidate the man several inches taller than him.  
 
    Delia still feeling the calm and strength after seeing Mercy turned and whispered to Wes, “Steffen works for one of your father’s companies.” 
 
    “Let me handle this,” Wes whispered back. 
 
    Wes stared straight at Steffen and said, “I lived in New York for quite some time. Perhaps we’ve met. You look vaguely familiar. I worked for the Satterfield family. Perhaps you’ve heard of them?”  
 
    Steffen puffed out his chest and answered, “No doubt you worked in some physical, menial job and saw me around. I am employed by the Satterfield’s in an executive position, so you see, Delia has no choice but to return with me and you have nothing to say in the matter.”  
 
    Wes laughed out loud at the scrawny man doing his best to intimidate him. “I’m sorry about that, Mr. Rivers. When we met a few minutes ago, I was not completely honest with you. I shall rectify that immediately.” 
 
    Steffen’s eyes squinted as he wondered what this man was trying to do. 
 
    “Wes held out his hand and said, “Let’s start over, Mr. Rivers. Let me introduce myself. My name is Wesley Satterfield, and my father owns Satterfield Enterprises.” 
 
    Steffens’ eyes opened wide, and he studied Wes’ face. Could it be true? Yes, it was Wesley Satterfield, but surely the man had gone insane. This was perfect. He now had ample reason to whisk Delia away from Creede and an obviously unstable man. He’d need to try and keep the man in a calm mood until he could find the town sheriff.  
 
    “I see. I do recognize you, Mister Satterfield. You left New York rather abruptly. Some of the employees thought you died on your way to to San Francisco. I’m pleased to see that you’re alive and appear well,” Steffen said hoping to appease Wes. 
 
    “Thank you, I am indeed well and taking my grandfather’s suggestion of looking for new opportunities for Satterfield enterprises. It was his wish before he died that the company expand. Creede offers those opportunities,” Wes answered as he waved his arm down the street indicating the businesses.  
 
    A brisk wind picked up and blew the previous night’s snow around them in swirls. Delia shuddered against the cold even in her warm coat.  
 
    Wes wrapped an arm around Delia and Steffen complained, “Get your hands off of my fiancé.” 
 
    Wes shrugged, “I am protecting her from the cold. I told you I would protect her. Now, I would suggest that you return to New York and tell Delia’s stepmother that your plan failed. Delia will telegraph her father that all’s well and what you tried to do. I’m sure he’ll be quite interested.” 
 
    “He’ll never believe you,” Steffen shouted. 
 
    “I may also telegraph my father and discuss your employment. He may not see fit to keep you around.” 
 
    Steffen’s temper blew, and he reached for Delia again. “You wouldn’t do such a thing over a woman. Your father would question your mental abilities.”  
 
    Delia whispered into Wes’ ear, and Wes began to laugh. 
 
    Steffen took a step back concerned about the tall man standing in front of him. Surely he was unhinged. 
 
    “Thank you, Delia,” Wes said. “Delia was kind enough to remind me that upon my grandfather’s death, I inherited an equal share of the business along with my father. You, Mr. Rivers, work for me, and as of this moment, your employment with Satterfield Enterprises is terminated. I doubt any other company will hire you once they learn of your duplicity in trying to force Delia to return to New York.”  
 
    Steffen turned on his heel knowing he needed to send a telegram to his sister and shouted over his shoulder, “This isn’t over yet, Delia.” 
 
    Wes grabbed Delia’s hand and said, “Come on. We don’t have much time. I don’t trust that man.” 
 
    “Where are we going?” 
 
    “To the church,” Wes answered. “Trust me.” 
 
    Delia still had a bit of doubt, but she saw Mercy across the street again smiling and waving. Delia squinted because she thought Mercy might be glowing. That couldn’t be, could it? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    Delia slipped in the snow trying to keep up with Wes’ long strides, and he caught her before she fell.  
 
    “Why are we hurrying to the church? Don’t we need to send telegrams to try and stop Steffen?” Delia asked while trying to catch her breath. 
 
    “Later. I have a solution to keep Steffen, your stepmother, and your father from interfering and to keep you from being forced into an asylum,” Wes said as he helped Delia walk to the church. 
 
    “What solution?” 
 
    Wes winked at her. “We’re getting married. No one but me can make decisions for you after that.” 
 
    Delia stopped, and Wes was forced to stop with her unless he decided to pull her along the snow-covered street.  
 
    “Married? What? No, we can’t,” Delia stammered and tried to break loose from Wes’ grip. 
 
    “Dee, listen, please. You need someone to protect you. Marriage provides the safety from Steffen’s threat of confining you to an asylum. I would be the person to decide that and you know I would never hurt you that way or any way. You’ll be safe with me. We have to hurry before Steffen finds us and causes trouble.”  
 
    Delia bit her lip nearly hard enough to draw blood and realized that Wes’ idea was better than any she could come up with. “All right, but I need a witness. I was going to meet Penny at the dry goods store. Maybe she’ll come along.” 
 
    “All right,” Wes nodded. “Let’s go get her and then see Reverend Theodore.” 
 
    Delia didn’t say a word as they hurried to Crowther’s store. Penny was waiting for her just inside the door. 
 
    “I was worried you weren’t coming, Delia. Who’s your handsome friend,” Penny asked smiling at Delia and Wes. 
 
    “My husband to be. We came here to get you to be our witness,” Delia explained in one breath. 
 
    “Married. How exciting. Why didn’t you tell me before and how did you ever find him and convince him to marry you so quickly?” Penny asked. 
 
    “We knew each other in New York,” was all Delia could think to say. 
 
    Penny asked, “Don’t you need two witnesses?” 
 
    “Oh my, we do. Wes?” Delia asked looking at her soon-to-be husband.  
 
    “I’ll take care of it,” Wes assured as he strode toward a disheveled man standing at the counter. 
 
    “Morning, Syd,” Wes said. “Are you busy for the next thirty minutes or so?” 
 
    “Well, I do need to get back to the mine,” Syd answered. 
 
    “Here, let me pay for your purchases,” Wes suggested and laid the money on the counter.  
 
    Syd smiled at Wes. “Thanks, I suppose I have thirty minutes.” 
 
    Syd gathered his package and followed Wes who was following Delia and Penny on the way to the church. The young women were chattering like magpies and Wes explained that he and Delia were getting married. Syd scowled at the thought of marriage but agreed to be Wes’ witness.  
 
    Delia and Penny stopped at the church doors and waited for Wes to open them. They entered and hoped to find Reverend Theodore.  
 
    Reverend Eugene Theodore paced the front of the church practicing his Sunday sermon when he heard the door open. He smiled when he saw Penny and Delia enter, but his expression changed when he saw Wes dressed in clean miner’s clothes along with a man who appeared badly in need of a shave and a bath not to mention a new set of clothes.   
 
    Wes walked toward Reverend Theodore holding out his hand. “Good morning, Reverend. I hope you’re not busy. My fiancé, Miss Warrington, and I came to be married. We hope you can perform the ceremony.” 
 
    Reverend Theodore’s eyes flitted between Delia and Wes, and he then asked, “This is a bit sudden? I haven’t seen you in church together before.” 
 
    “No, sir, we knew each other back in New York and met here again in Creede and decided to marry,” Wes explained brushing his blonde hair out of his eyes.  
 
    Reverend Theodore’s confusion crossed his face, and he stared directly into Delia’s eyes, “Do you love this man and if you do, how long have you known you wanted to marry him?” 
 
    “All my life,” Delia disclosed aloud before she realized she hadn’t just thought the words.  
 
    Wes’ head snapped toward her as she spoke, and his wide smile broadened. He planned to keep Delia safe, and after Steffen and her stepmother were no longer a threat, he’d offer her an annulment. Perhaps, an annulment wouldn’t be needed. Could he be so fortunate to spend the rest of his life with Delia? He could only hope.  
 
    Wes could see Reverend Theodore was thinking about the rushed wedding and said, “I didn’t properly introduce myself. I’m Wesley Satterfield. Perhaps you’ve heard of my family. You have a nice quaint church here, Reverend Theodore. I enjoy the churches back home with their organ and stained-glass windows. I plan to do business in Creede. I’d love to have new windows installed and offer you a piano or organ. There’s no reason Creede shouldn’t have the finer things life has to offer.” 
 
    Delia stared at Wes with raised eyebrows hoping God wouldn’t look at Wes unkindly for trying to bribe a reverend. She saw Mercy sitting in the back of the church smiling but shaking her head.  
 
    Reverend Theodore tugged at his vest and smiled. “That would be a kind gift to the residents of Creede, Mister Satterfield. I see no reason why I can’t perform a marriage ceremony right now. I see you brought witnesses. Let me get the paperwork needed.” 
 
    Reverend Theodore returned a few minutes later and asked for their full names then began the simple ceremony. Delia wasn’t quite sure if she said the right words when asked but no one corrected her, and soon Reverend Theodore announced they were man and wife and Wes kissed her softly on the lips. Her knees nearly buckled. She was Delia Satterfield. She was awake, but it felt like a dream. 
 
    Penny hugged her tightly and said, “You are so fortunate. He is handsome, and I imagine he will be more so when he is shaved and has clean clothes.” 
 
    “That he is,” Delia whispered back. “I remember when we danced at balls back in New York. He was the most handsome man in the room, and I thought I was dancing on air.” 
 
    Wes shook Reverend Theodore’s hand, slipped the marriage certificate into his pocket and turned to Delia, “We have to hurry. We have a lot to do.” 
 
    “What do we have to do that’s so important?” Delia wondered if he was going to rush her into anything she wasn’t ready for. 
 
    “We need to send telegrams to your father and mine. They need to know we’re married and about Steffen’s plans. Then we need to tell everyone we see, all our friends, and the sheriff that we’re married. If Steffen tries to hurt you, I want the entire town to know you’re married to me and not Steffen’s fiancé. If you need help when I’m not around, people will hurry to help you when Steffen begins telling lies. We also need to buy wedding rings, I need new clothes, and we need a place to live.” 
 
    Delia just nodded trying to take it all in. She agreed with Wes but the whole day was a whirlwind and it was barely noon. She glanced back at where Mercy had been sitting expecting her to be gone since she must have been sent to make sure Delia found and married Wes for her protection, but Mercy was still sitting there watching and smiling. Did that mean she still needed Mercy?  
 
    Wes took Delia’s hand and said, “Well, Missus Satterfield, are you ready to announce our marriage to everyone?” 
 
    Delia nodded and smiled, “Yes, let’s do.” 
 
    Before they left Wes spoke to Reverend Theodore. “When you decide on which organ or piano you’d like ordered and the window glass, please let me know. I will stop by and pay for the order. Thank you again for the wedding on such short notice.” 
 
    “Of course, I will pray that you two will have a happy life and I will let you know what I decide about the additions. God bless you both.” 
 
    Once outside the church, Syd hurried back to the mine to share the news that Wes married one of the most beautiful women he’d ever met. Penny scurried back to the dry goods store to spread the news before Wes and Delia had time to arrive and tell everyone.  
 
    On their walk to the telegraph office, Wes and Delia met several people and shared their good news. The men shook Wes’ hand, and the women embraced Delia. They welcomed the couple which was precisely what Wes hoped. The more people who knew Delia as Missus Satterfield, the safer she was, and the less chance Steffen had of convincing people otherwise.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Six  
 
    Wes held onto Delia’s hand as they walked to the telegraph office.  
 
    Delia asked, “What are you going to say to your father and mine when you send the telegrams?”  
 
    Wes replied, “I believe it would be better if you send a telegram to your father at home letting him know about our marriage. I will send a separate telegram to your father’s office explaining the details of our marriage and the plot Addie and Steffen devised against you. I’ll send another telegram to my parents. I think they will be delighted.” 
 
    Delia’s hand shot to her mouth, “Oh, no, Wes, your sister is going to be heartbroken. We’ve been planning our weddings since we were little girls.” 
 
    “I can take care of that,” Wes said. “When I send the telegraph to my father, I’ll tell him we plan to come to New York to visit, and Little Bit can plan a grand reception.” 
 
    Delia giggled, “She hates when you call her that. Nettie is a grown woman now. You should call her by her proper name.” 
 
    Wes smiled, “She’ll always be Little Bit to me. She’s had that name since the day she was born, and I saw her as a squealing little bit of a thing.” 
 
    “But it did cause her problems when you called her that at school. It was the real reason she punched Billy when we were ten,” Delia confessed.  
 
    Wes stopped and looked at her. “She told my mother he called her a nasty name. Mother was mortified, but father explained that a girl needed to protect her reputation at all costs. They decided to ignore it since Billy was too embarrassed that his black eye came from a girl that he made up some story about getting hit by a boy he didn’t know.” 
 
    “Nettie didn’t lie. To her, it was a nasty name when the other children laughed at her.” 
 
    Wes frowned, “I need to apologize for causing her trouble, but I’m not going to start calling her anything but Little Bit,” Wes said. 
 
    Delia shook her head, “You are fortunate that she loves you.” 
 
    Wes laughed as they reached the telegraph office. “Ready? Time to let your family know where you are and that you’re my wife.” 
 
    Delia nodded, “My stepmother will faint.” 
 
    Wes smiled and held the door open. After introducing Delia as his wife to the telegrapher, Delia sent the short, simple message to her parent’s home that she was in Creede and had married Wes.  
 
    Wes read what she wrote down. 
 
    Safe in Creede Colorado. Married Wesley Satterfield today. 
 
    “That’s all you want to say?” Wes asked. 
 
    Delia smiled a wicked smile, “That’s all I want my stepmother to know. You can give more details to my father when you tell him in your telegram.” 
 
    Wes did exactly what Delia suggested and sent his telegram to her father’s office explaining about their marriage and that he shouldn’t send Steffen or anyone to try and bring her back to New York. His telegram to his father was a bit longer followed with a promise to send a detailed letter to his mother and Little Bit. 
 
    Wes paid for the telegrams and then looked at Delia. “We need to stay somewhere. Before we stop at the café for lunch, let’s go to the bank. I need to add you to my account, and we’ll see if they have a house we can buy or rent.” 
 
    Delia just nodded as he held her hand and walked down the street toward the bank. Everything was happening so fast. Marriage was one thing but a house? She hadn’t thought that far ahead. Wes was right, they did need to stay somewhere, and this marriage of convenience would be easier to pull off away from a place with a lot of people. The Hearth and Home was lovely, but a bit more privacy would be helpful. 
 
    Wes explained, “Bryce Cromwell, the owner of the bank, is the only person in town who knows my true identity. As a banker, he is honor bound to keep the information private, and I needed to deposit a considerable amount in case I found an opportunity. He’s a nice man. After we arrange things at the bank and see about somewhere to live, we can be Mister and Missus Satterfield to everyone in town.” 
 
    “All right,” Delia answered still trying to catch up with all the fast-moving changes. The thought of life with Steffen was frightening, and she was grateful Wes saved her but this marriage wasn’t forever, and Delia wasn’t sure her heart could handle the pain when she was no longer Missus Satterfield. 
 
    Mister Cromwell was accommodating, and soon Delia was signing papers giving her access to Wes’ bank account and being congratulated on her marriage. When Wes asked about homes, Delia wondered if she could make a home with her marriage of convenience husband. Would people see through their secret? Could she pretend to love her husband in public and be his friend at home? What was she doing and where was Mercy? Maybe Mercy would have the answers. 
 
    Mister Cromwell’s voice brought her back to reality when he said, “I think I have the perfect home for you. It’s at the end of Mountain Road. A businessman and his wife had it built when they decided to expand his business in Creede, however, after the abduction scheme was discovered and the saloon burned down, the wife packed her teenage son and herself off back to Denver. The husband closed up the house and followed a few days later. He asked me to sell it as is. It has some furnishings and kitchen items. The family lived there for a few months and managed. You could buy whatever else you needed.” 
 
    Wes looked at Delia, and she shrugged. What did she know about buying a house? 
 
    “All right,” Wes said. “Do you have a key? We could look at it and then let you know.”  
 
    “Certainly,” Mister Cromwell said and opened a desk drawer and produced a key ring. “Just walk down Mountain Road. It’s the last house and sits a bit off by itself. It has a beautiful view of the mountains.” 
 
    Wes stood, took the key and thanked Mister Cromwell. “We’ll look at the house, and if it suits my wife, we’ll be back to purchase it.” 
 
    “Very well, good day,” Mister Cromwell added as Wes and Delia left his office. 
 
    The cold winds blew at Delia’s face when she stepped out of the bank, and she pulled her red scarf tighter around her neck covering her cheeks with the ends of the scarf.  
 
    “Would you rather stay here while I look at the house?” Wes asked. 
 
    “Is it far?” 
 
    “No, but you look cold.” 
 
    “I’ll be all right. I’d like to see where I might be living but I’ll be honest, even as a small girl I wasn’t good at playing house.” 
 
    Wes laughed. “We’ll survive just as long as you cook better than I do.” 
 
    Delia returned his smile, “I can cook.” She shivered, and Wes slid his arm around her shoulders as they hurried toward Mountain Road.  
 
    As they turned onto Mountain Road, they saw two tiny cabins and then a bit further down, a nice sized house. Not as large as their houses back in New York but certainly quite a bit larger than the two cabins. 
 
    “If it’s as nice inside as it is outside, I think we could be comfortable there,” Wes commented. 
 
    Delia agreed. “I was worried it was going to be more the size of these small cabins. I think I can take care of a house that size without maids. Can you imagine my family thinking of me doing chores, cooking and cleaning without a staff to help? I need to write Nettie a long letter and tell her about life in Creede.” 
 
    “She would enjoy that, but you can’t confide in her that we have this marriage of convenience. Not that I think she’d break your confidence, but one slipped word at a party or dance, and it could get back to Steffen. He stormed off today, so I’m not sure he knows we married. If he’s still here, he’ll hear it around town, but if he went directly back to New York, I don’t want him coming back thinking we aren’t married.” 
 
    “But we are,” Delia insisted. “We took vows in church in front of God. It may have been to protect me, but I’m not sure Pastor Theodore would see it that way. Are you sure this was the best idea? I’m worried that everything will go wrong.” 
 
    “It won’t. Trust me. This is the best way to keep you safe from that man,” Wes stated again.   
 
    Delia blew out a long breath. “All right, I’ll do my best. I suppose we should look at the house before we freeze out here.” 
 
    “It’s been empty for a while, I doubt it’s much warmer inside,” Wes said as he inserted the key in the front door lock. 
 
    “Perhaps,” Delia said, “But the walls will block the wind, and we can see if it’ll be warm enough for the winter. I was told they can be brutal here.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    Wes opened the door wide, and Delia stepped in.  
 
    Delia shivered but said, “It still feels cold in here, but I don’t feel the wind. I think we just might be able to make it through the winter in this place. What do you think, Wes?”  
 
    Wes replied, “I think you might be right, Dee. I don’t feel any wind at least not here in the parlor. Let me walk through the rest of the house.” 
 
     As Wes walked to examine the back of the house, Delia sat on one of the chairs next to the fireplace. It was comfortable, and Delia felt almost at home. The furniture was simple but well-made, and she did like the dark blue curtains on the front window.  
 
    She was sitting looking out the large window when Wes returned. “I think you’ll like this house, Dee. Come and look at this. There are two bedrooms and an office. Their son must’ve been quite tall because his bed is large enough for me. I will take that room, and you can have the master bedroom. There’s a dresser and armoire in the master bedroom.” 
 
     Delia not quite ready to check out the bedrooms wandered into the kitchen and was surprised by the bright yellow curtains on the windows.  
 
    “Wes, look,” Delia called from the kitchen.  
 
    Wes walked in and frowned, “I really don’t care for yellow. I like the blue in the parlor better.”  
 
    Delia chuckled and said, “You best get used to it because I love the yellow. It’s bright and cheerful. I think I can cook nice meals in here. It would be a sad thing if I was unhappy in the kitchen and cooked badly.” 
 
    Wes threw his hands up in surrender. “It’s your kitchen. You can have what you want, but please refrain from adding more yellow touches to the house.” 
 
    “But I was thinking of ordering wallpaper with bright yellow sunflowers for the parlor,” Delia answered her brown eyes dancing with mischief. “Maybe we could order yellow paint, and I could paint the walls of your den a nice sunny yellow.” 
 
    Delia couldn’t help but laugh out loud at the grim expression on Wes’ face. “I’m teasing you. The yellow will stay in the kitchen.” 
 
    Wes sighed, and a broad smile crossed his face. Life was going to be interesting with Delia for as long as it lasted. He sat at the kitchen table and asked her to join him. 
 
    When Delia sat, Wes said, “I want you to feel safe all the time. You can feel safe not only because you carry my name, but you are safe from me. You have one room I have another. No one else needs to know that, and I promise I will not brag around town about my new wife the way some men might. This is our secret. When the time is right, I will play the role of the cad and end the marriage. Your reputation will still be flawless, and you can return home or go anywhere you wish. I will always assure that you have enough funds to take the best care of yourself wherever you live. I promise.” 
 
    Delia nodded slowly doing her best not to let the sadness she felt show. “Thank you, Wes. I do appreciate what you’ve done for me. If not for you, I wouldn’t be looking at a home to live in. I’d most likely be on a train with Steffen to who knows where.” 
 
    “I couldn’t let that happen, Dee. Little Bit would shoot me if I allowed anything to happen to you and I would never be able to live with myself. Now, check out your bedroom to see if it suits you. If it does, we’ll go back to the bank and buy the house.” 
 
    “All right, what will we do after you purchase the house?” 
 
    “First, we’ll stop at the bookstore and let Mister Redfern know we’re married and then I’ll take you back to Hearth and Home. You can pack your things, and I need to get a bath and shave. I have new clothes, but I won’t put them on until I’m clean. You can dress for supper if you like. We’ll eat at the Hearth and Home and then come back here with your things. We’ll let everyone know it’s our wedding supper. Millie will be excited, so I think you’ll need some time to talk to her.” 
 
    “I will,” Delia said. “She’ll be surprised, but it helps that we knew each other back in New York. People won’t think our marriage is anything but a real marriage. I hope Steffen doesn’t come back.”  
 
    “Go take a peek at the bedroom and then we’ll go back into town. I’m glad this house is close to town. You won’t need a buggy to get around, but if you feel the need for one, I’ll buy one,” Wes offered.  
 
    “No need,” Delia said as she rushed off to see the bedroom. She was all smiles when she returned. “The room is perfect.” 
 
    “Ready to go then, Missus Satterfield,” Wes asked as he stood and offered his hand. “Let’s go and buy our home.” 
 
    Delia pulled her scarf tightly around her again and took Wes’ hand. “I’m ready, Mister Satterfield. Let’s see if we can convince people that we’re happily married.”  
 
    Delia’s smile melted Wes’ heart, but he couldn’t tell her how he felt. This was going to be difficult at best and impossible at worst living under the same roof as the beautiful Delia.  
 
    On the way back to the bank, Wes mentioned that someone had made sure there was wood in the wood box and matches near the fireplace and the kitchen and bedroom stoves.  
 
    “It seems someone is taking care of the place,” Delia said. “It’s clean with very little dust. I was worried I’d spend the next week cleaning.” 
 
    “What will you do now that you don’t have so many domestic duties?” 
 
    Looking up at Wes, Delia scrunched her nose. “Have tea with Penny and burn your suppers.” 
 
    “Suppers? That reminds me. I don’t believe we have any food at the house.” 
 
    “I think I can ask Millie for some bread or rolls to feed you in the morning before I go to the mercantile and buy everything they have.” 
 
    “Maybe we should go to the café for breakfast. I plan on having a big meal tonight. Maybe I won’t be hungry too early tomorrow.” 
 
    “I’d like to see the day that Wes Satterfield isn’t hungry. I remember you at dinner parties. I think you embarrassed your mother more than once.” 
 
    Wes was still laughing at Delia’s comment when they arrived back at the bank. Mister Cromwell was so sure they’d like the house, he had the papers ready to sign. Wes bantered a bit over the price and finally signed the slip to allow for the transfer of funds and Mister Cromwell signed the sales papers. Delia and Wes now owned a house. Would it ever be a home Delia wondered? 
 
    After stopping to share their news with Mister Redfern who was happy for them and gave Delia a cookbook as a wedding gift, they stopped at the mercantile. Wes suggested that it might be a good idea if Delia purchased all she thought she’d need, and have it delivered in the morning. It would save her from the chore later and Wes from morning starvation.  
 
    Delia wasn’t quite sure what she’d need to start out, but the proprietor’s wife was helpful and assured them that they’d have the goods delivered early the following morning. Wes also purchased three new sets of clothes and some other personal items.  
 
    Wes caught Delia trying to hide a yawn on the walk back to the Hearth and Home.  
 
    “Why don’t you take a nap while I get cleaned up and shaved. I need to check to see if we received any telegrams back and I’ll come by in two hours. We’ll have supper, and I’ll take your things to the house. It’ll also give me time to see if I can warm the house a bit before I bring you home.” 
 
    Home. There was that word again. Delia prayed it would be home someday. 
 
    When they entered the Hearth and Home, they caught Millie’s watchful eye. Wes whispered, “I’ll leave you to give Millie the good news, but I need to show people you’re my wife. Don’t slap me now when I kiss you.” 
 
    With that, Wes gave Delia a tiny peck on the lips and hurried back out the door leaving Delia standing in the lobby clutching her new cookbook to her chest. She turned toward Millie and smiled. 
 
    “Do you have something to share?” Millie asked. 
 
    “I certainly do.” Delia hated not telling her new friend the entire truth, but she could say she was married and that was true. She could say she married the man she loved. That was also true. She hoped Millie didn’t ask too many questions. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    Delia wasn’t sure where to start so she started at the beginning. “You remember I left New York because my stepmother planned to marry me off to her brother, Steffen?” 
 
    Millie nodded listening intently. 
 
    “Steffen showed up today.” 
 
    Millie let out a little gasp. “Are you all right? He didn’t hurt you, did he?” 
 
    “No, he didn’t have a chance. I was walking with Wes who is also from New York, and his sister is my best friend. I think he scared Steffen away at least for now and decided that the best way to keep me safe was to marry me. He says it’s a marriage of convenience.” 
 
    Millie nodded and stared into Delia’s eyes, “But it isn’t for you. I think you might love him.” 
 
    “Since I was twelve and maybe earlier,” Delia confessed and smiled. “I used to dream that Wes would sweep me off my feet and we’d have a huge wedding in a cathedral with all my friends and family. My friends would be jealous, and the wedding would be the talk of the town. I sort of got my wish, but I didn’t expect being swept off my feet meant rushing down the streets of Creede to the church and convincing Pastor Theodore that we were meant to be married. Oh, by the way, the church is getting a new organ and stained-glass windows. I’m still not sure how Wes managed it, but he and Pastor Theodore seem like friends now.” 
 
    Millie laughed, “It must have been an interesting wedding. I wish I’d have been there. You weren’t alone, were you?” 
 
    “No, Penny was there, and some man named Syd that Wes knew from the mining camp. It might not have been my dream wedding in a cathedral, but I married the man of my dreams.” 
 
    “Where did he go? I saw the kiss he gave you.” 
 
    “To get cleaned up and shaved. He bought new clothes. He’s coming back later for us to have supper. Everyone knows him as Wes Field. He’s here to learn about new businesses for his father’s company, well, it’s also his company now. His real name is Satterfield, and I guess mine is, too now.” Delia said in a long breath. 
 
    “I do wish you the best,” Millie said. “I’ll see if the cook can make up a small cake for your supper.” 
 
    “Oh, no, please don’t go to any trouble. I forgot to tell you we bought a house. I’ll be checking out right after supper.” 
 
    Millie smiled a knowing smile, “That is wonderful. Maybe having your own home and some privacy, you’ll convince that man he loves you, too.” 
 
    “I can only hope. I need to rest a while and then change for dinner. I brought one gown with me. I’m going to wear it. After all, it is my wedding day,” Delia winked. “Maybe Wes will be happy he married me yet.” 
 
    “You never know what the heart will feel moment to moment. I’ll pray for you that your heart gets what it wants and needs,” Millie advised.  
 
    Delia smiled as she hurried up the stairs to her room. She would lay down for a while, but she doubted she’d sleep. Too many thoughts raced through her mind. 
 
    Closing her room door behind her, Delia looked around the small room. She had stayed in hotel suites in New York, and her bedroom at home was three times the size of this comfortable room, but none of them felt like home. The small room at the Hearth and Home was more home then she’d felt since her mother passed away. Oh, how she missed her mother now. She would know what to tell Delia, but if her mother were alive, Delia wouldn’t be in Creede running from her stepmother and married to Wes.  
 
    As much as Delia loved Wes, she wished she was back in New York with her mother and father. Laughter used to ring through the house. When her father married Addie, the laughter ended. It wasn’t proper according to Addie. Young ladies did not show overt emotion. Perhaps that’s why her father never seemed happy now. She said a silent prayer that when her marriage ended, it didn’t affect her family. To be honest, she only worried about her father since she was sure Addie would make his life miserable. Enough worries, she was married to Wes and would make the best of whatever time they had together.  
 
    Delia realized she’d spent over an hour lost in thought of what might and what might not be and hurried to pack her bags. She removed the blue dress and folded it placing it on top of one of the bags and took the gown she brought with her out of the small closet. It was her Christmas ball gown, but today it would serve as her wedding dress or at least her wedding supper dress. The satin gown the color of ripe raspberries fit her perfectly, and she smiled when she looked at herself in the mirror. She brushed her hair and twisted it into a soft bun then decided to let some of it hang loose. Her hair hung just past her shoulders after deciding she didn’t want waist length hair much to the chagrin of her stepmother.  
 
    Delia spun in front of the small mirror doing her best to see all of her. Yes, she would do, and perhaps Wes would see her as more than Nettie’s best friend and the girl who used to spy on him whenever she had the chance. She blew out a deep breath and jumped when she heard the knock at her door. 
 
    Doing her best to calm her heart, she opened the door expecting Wes but saw Millie standing there.  
 
    “Hi,” Millie said. “You look beautiful. Wes asked me to see if you were ready for dinner. He didn’t want to come up and disturb you before you were ready. In that dress, you need to walk down the stairs and let him see you. He may lose his heart right there in the lobby.”  
 
    Delia giggled, “I do hope you’re right.” 
 
    “I’m going back down so you can follow and have all of Wes’ attention,” Millie called over her shoulder as she hurried down the hall. 
 
    Delia took one more deep breath, left the room, closed the door behind her, and walked to the head of the stairs. She drew on all the training her stepmother drummed into her for years but decided she was no longer a flirty debutant, she was a married woman and would carry herself with dignity. She didn’t need to flirt with Wes, not here in public. Maybe later a little flirting might be beneficial. 
 
    Delia stopped at the head of the stairs and caught Wes’ eye. He stared at her with an expression she couldn’t place. Wes seemed at a loss, a condition she doubted he understood. She smiled and walked down the stairs. 
 
    Wes met her at the bottom and stammered, “You’re beautiful. You took my breath away. No one will doubt why I married you.” 
 
    “Thank you, I think. People marry for more than appearances.” 
 
    “Of course,” Wes agreed. “I just meant. I’m not sure what I meant. You’re gorgeous. That’s all, and I’m hungry. Ready for supper?” 
 
    Wes offered his arm and Delia slipped her arm through his, and they walked into the dining room to smiles and applause. Delia saw Millie in the corner of the room and realized she must have spread the news quickly. Delia did her best to smile, but the deception was going to be harder to pull off than she thought. Maybe this was all a mistake. She thought about sharing her feelings with Wes when she saw Mercy standing just outside the window throwing kisses. Mercy seemed happy. If she was her guardian angel, who was Delia to ignore Mercy’s obvious approval of the marriage?  
 
    Once they were seated, Wes asked, “Where did you get the gown?” 
 
    “It’s for the Christmas ball back home.” 
 
    “It doesn’t look like the ones you used to wear. This one is simple but elegant. No ruffles, no lace, no interesting neckline,” Wes said. “I completely approve.” 
 
    “It’s because this one didn’t have my stepmother’s input. She was home ill when I had the appointment, and I made the decisions. Addie always wanted me to wear what she thought would attract the right gentleman. Not right for me but one with the right bank account. I chose this dress because it suits me.” 
 
    “Well, you are stunning. Every man here is jealous, I’m sure of that.” 
 
    Delia blushed again, “I hope not. If they are their wives will hate me.” 
 
    Wes took her hand and said, “No one could ever hate you, Dee.” 
 
    Delia shrugged, “Maybe not, but Addie comes close; however, I assume today she thinks I’m acceptable. I know her plans with Steffen are ruined, but my marriage to you will push her up several rungs on society’s ladder. She’s most likely thrilled by the telegram at least until my father arrives home with the information you sent.” 
 
    “I did send detailed information. It was a bit lengthy, but I am sure he’ll have a word or two with Addie tonight. He didn’t return a telegram, but my father did. He’s happy and sends his best. He also promised to tell Little Bit she can plan a grand reception.” 
 
    Delia’s frown told Wes he’d said something wrong. “What is it?” 
 
    “Nettie will never get to host that reception, and her heart will break. I think this was a mistake. Too many people are going to get hurt,” Delia confessed even as she saw Mercy shaking her head back and forth in an effort to stop her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Nine  
 
    Wes stared at Delia across the table, not exactly sure how to comment on her last remark. Was she serious? Did she truly feel marrying him was a mistake? Maybe if he told her how he really felt she would understand but it might not be the best idea after all. He told her he married her to keep her safe and if he told her the truth now, he might lose her friendship. If he couldn't have her heart, he’d settle for friendship. 
 
    “Did you really mean what you just said?” Wes asked. 
 
    “Maybe, I'm not sure. Everything is so uncertain right now, and I'm worried that everything could go wrong. What exactly happens when the truth comes out,” Delia whispered. 
 
    Wes thought for a moment before he answered honestly, “I’m not sure, but right now you’re safe. The people in town know about us and will help you if Steffen comes around when I’m not with you. You need help. Don’t forget your stepmother’s cruelty. I think Steffen will be worse. When the time comes for truth, we will tell everyone together, and I will take the blame.” 
 
    “I can’t let you do that,” Delia insisted. 
 
    “Let’s not worry about it tonight. We’re about to have our wedding supper, and people will expect us to be happy.” He winked at Delia and made her smile for just a moment. He wished he could make her smile that way all the time.  
 
    Wes ordered steak and Delia ordered baked chicken. When their food arrived, Delia told Wes to eat his fill because she doubted her abilities in the kitchen. 
 
    “We don’t have any food at the house for you to ruin, remember,” Wes’ mischievous smile made Delia smile again.  
 
    “The order is supposed to arrive early tomorrow morning, and I suppose you’ll want something to eat. I’ll do my best not to burn it,” Delia teased, and then a grim smile crossed her face. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Our cook at home gave me some basic lessons, and I think I’ll do all right, but the butcher delivered the meat. Wes, I can’t and won’t kill a chicken. I’ve never gathered eggs either. They came with the grocery delivery. We may have to live on bread and canned vegetables,” Delia admitted. 
 
    Wes shook his head slowly before looking back at Delia, “That’s a small problem. I’ll make sure we have fresh eggs and meat. Now, finish your meal so we can get home before dark. I don’t want to walk down that road in the dark with the snow making it slippery. We’ll worry about the rest of it later.” 
 
    Delia nodded and lifted a forkful of chicken to her lips. It was good. Much better than anything she could cook. Maybe Wes wouldn’t mind eating at the Hearth and Home or the café occasionally or quite often. 
 
    As they were finishing their meal, Millie came out with a small cake and two clean plates. “You can’t have a wedding supper without a cake,” she told them as she cut them each a slice.  
 
    “Thank you,” Delia said as Wes just smiled as he chewed his big bite of cake.  
 
    “Do you think you’ll need a second slice,” Millie asked Wes. He shook his head, and she told Delia she would pack the rest in a basket for them to take home.  
 
    Millie returned in a few minutes with a basket and said, “The cake, a small loaf of bread, and a jar of strawberry jam is in here so you won’t starve tomorrow morning, Wes.” 
 
    Wes mumbled an embarrassed thank you and Delia giggled and said, “Thank you, Millie. I was a bit worried about feeding Wes in the morning before our supplies arrive.”   
 
    Wes paid the bill and left a generous tip before following Delia to her room. “Are you packed?” 
 
    “Almost, I didn’t want to wear this dress out in the snow. I need to change.” 
 
    “If I stand in the hall, people will wonder about us. I will turn my back, and I promise not to look until you’re changed,” Wes assured Delia. 
 
    “All right,” Delia responded in a quiet yet understanding voice. 
 
    Wes turned and stared at the wall. He could hear the rustling of fabric and asked, “Do you need any help?” 
 
    “No, I can do this alone. Besides, if you help you have to turn around and look. You promised, remember,” Delia couldn’t help but giggle at Wes’ thinking.  
 
    “That’s true. Maybe another time.” 
 
    “Maybe,” Delia answered as she finished buttoning her bodice. “I’m ready.” 
 
    Wes turned, and Delia was once again dressed in the pretty blue dress she wore in church. “You know, you look just as lovely in that dress as the other. It isn’t the dress that makes you beautiful, it’s your smile and your heart.” 
 
    It took all of Delia’s strength not to launch herself into Wes’ arms. She turned quickly to fold her ball gown before he could read her thoughts which she was sure were written across her face. 
 
    Delia slipped her coat on, and Wes picked up her two bags. “You carried these by yourself?” Wes wondered aloud. 
 
    “Yes, but there are a few books in them now. Are they too heavy for you? I can carry one.” 
 
    Wes laughed, “Dee, you are delightful. No, they’re not too heavy for me. I wondered how you managed it all.” 
 
    “I manage quite nicely, thank you,” Delia answered and curtsied.  
 
    Wes opened the door, “Come along wife, let’s go home.” 
 
    Delia wanted to tease Wes back and call him husband but worried her voice might break when she said the word. “Coming,” was all she could say before following him downstairs and out of the hotel.  
 
    As they walked to their new home, Wes asked, “If we’re going to make our home here and I’m no longer working at the mine, I think we need to do something to help the people of Creede. What do you think the town needs?”  
 
    Delia bit the side of her lip as she thought, “I’m not sure.” 
 
    “What is one thing you miss from home that you wish you could see or visit?” 
 
    “Besides the chocolatier shop, I suppose I’d say the library. I miss wandering the rows of books, looking at maps and globes, and having reading groups with my friends.” 
 
    Wes stopped and guided Delia around a slushy puddle before continuing their walk toward the house. “A library. We could do that. I know Mister Redfern has the small one in his shop, but what if we built one? A large one.” 
 
    Delia’s excitement showed when she gushed, “It could have two floors. One for books and the other for research books, maps, maybe a room for teachers to bring children to study from the large books they never allow you to remove from the library. Maybe discussion groups and a room with paintings.” 
 
    Wes laughed, “You sound excited. I suppose it’s something we should do for the town and our friends. It’s too late to start building. The ground is near frozen, but we could use an empty shop to start and ask Mister Redfern to help. After the spring thaw, I’ll hire builders, and we can start the new library.” 
 
    “I suppose we should speak to the mayor or someone. I doubt they’d have any reason to say no, but wouldn’t we need permission to erect a large building?” Delia asked. 
 
    “I think so. I doubt anyone would say no. Those rooms you spoke of for classes could also be used by the town for meetings. It would be a good thing to see the town grow,” Wes answered as they approached the front door of their house. 
 
    Wes set Delia’s bags down and pushed the door open, he then lifted her in his arms and carried her over the threshold despite her squealing that he’d drop her. 
 
    Wes held her for a moment longer than he should have before lowering her to her feet and staring down into her brown eyes. “That was just in case someone was watching. It’s expected that I carry you over the threshold on our wedding day.” 
 
    Before Delia could respond, Wes grabbed her two bags and carried them into her room. When he returned, he said, “I’ll start a fire in the fireplace and then one in the small stove in your room. I don’t think it’ll take long to warm the house. It seems solid.” 
 
    Once Wes had started a fire in her room, Delia went in and lit a lamp. She hung up most of her clothes and placed the rest in the dresser. Returning to the parlor, she saw Wes had a nice big fire burning in the fireplace. She walked over to warm her hands. 
 
    “What about your things? You didn’t bring them along.” 
 
    “They’re in my room. I brought them over this afternoon while you were resting.” 
 
    Delia nodded and then covered her mouth to hide a yawn. 
 
    “You’re tired. It has been a long day,” Wes said as he sat on one of the chairs. “You should get some sleep. I’ll be in the other bedroom so don’t worry about Steffen or anyone else bothering you.” 
 
    “All right, I am tired,” Delia said as she stifled another yawn. “Sleep well. I’ll see you in the morning.” 
 
    Delia hurried to her room and closed the door. What a day it had been. Married to the man she loved, and he was spending their wedding night in another room. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Ten  
 
    Delia woke to sunshine streaming across the room. For a moment she didn’t remember where she was. Delia stretched and gazed out the window. This was the first morning of her married life, and she wondered what to expect. 
 
    Sitting up and placing her feet on the floor she sniffed the air. Coffee and bacon? How could she smell coffee or bacon when they didn’t have any supplies on hand?  
 
    Delia stood and looked out the window and realized the sun was higher in the sky than it usually was when she woke in the morning.  
 
    “Oh my, I must’ve slept late. Wes is going to wonder what kind of wife I’m going to be.”  
 
    She frowned and thought it probably wouldn’t matter because their marriage was one of convenience. Yet, she supposed convenience or not she needed to at least show that she could be a good wife and what if someone dropped in and found her sleeping instead of cooking breakfast for her husband.  
 
    Delia dressed quickly and wandered into the kitchen. Wes was standing at the stove frying bacon.  
 
    “Good morning, did you sleep well? The supplies were dropped off early, and I thought I would start breakfast. We have bacon and eggs and the bread and jam that Millie sent home with us last night. How many eggs would you like?” 
 
    “Two please, but I can make them,” Delia offered.  
 
    ‘No, please sit down. I can make breakfast, and you can make lunch. Besides,” Wes said gesturing his arm widely at the table and counter. “Look at all the supplies. You’re going to be busy this morning putting them all away, and you might as well have a good breakfast.”  
 
    “Are you implying we would not have a good breakfast if I cooked,” Delia asked indignantly and crossed her arms.  
 
    Wes laughed. Oh, how Delia loved that laugh. Her worries from yesterday crept back into her thoughts. How was she going to act married to the man who stole her heart and then walk away? 
 
    “I’m not implying anything,” Wes assured. “I just want to be sure that my wife doesn’t pass out from lack of strength while she’s working here today getting the house in order. Wouldn’t it be a terrible thing if I had to run for the doctor because you had worked too hard without a proper meal? What kind of husband would that make me?”  
 
    The stricken look on Wes’ face made Delia smile. “Goodness, we couldn’t have that, now could we? I suppose I will eat your bacon and eggs and some bread and jam before I tackle putting the supplies away and whatever chores are needed around the house. Do you have plans for today?” 
 
     Wes nodded and said, “I don’t need to go out to the mine because Syd told me he would tell them that since I was married yesterday, I wouldn’t be there today. I do have to go out at some point and tell the boss I will no longer be working for them. I should go see the mayor and Tobias Redfern about the plans for the new library.”  
 
    “Did you know that Mister Redfern recently married?” Delia asked. “His wife, Louisa, is a lovely woman. If he’s going to be involved with the new library, I’m sure she’ll want to help. We should invite them to supper some evening.”  
 
    Wes raised his eyebrows and glanced out of the corner of his eye at Delia.  
 
    She saw him and responded, “What? Are you afraid I’m such a bad cook that I might poison them?” 
 
    “No, not at all. I just don’t want you to overdo it.”  
 
    “Good try Mr. Satterfield, but that’s not going to work. I’m able-bodied, and you know it. If you expect me to clean this house and arrange your supplies, I can certainly prepare supper for our friends. The only thing I’ll need is for you to bring me a chicken for dinner that night and not a live one. I need it plucked and the head removed. Remember I told you I don’t kill chickens.” 
 
    Wes laughed, “Yes, ma’am. I remember. When you need a chicken, I will bring one properly plucked and beheaded.”  
 
    Wes placed a plate with fried eggs and bacon in front of Delia. She picked up her fork and cut a small piece of the fried egg and tasted it. She squinted at Wes wondering if it was just the first bite that tasted good because she was hungry but then tried another bigger bite.  
 
    “You surprise me, these eggs are good. Where did you learn to cook?”  
 
    “You weren’t the only one who liked to hang around the kitchen. Our cook believed that every boy should learn how to cook and with each lesson she rewarded me with two cookies. I would have gone to the kitchen five days a week for a lesson just to get the cookies, but she said once a week would be enough for me to learn the basic skills. She wanted me to learn so I wouldn’t starve in case I never married or married a woman who didn’t know how to cook.” 
 
    The serious look on his face made Delia smile. 
 
     “I wanted to tell her that I was going to work with my father and I would always be able to have a cook in the house, but that would’ve ended the lessons and the cookies,” Wes confided. “I only learned because of the cookies. 
 
     Delia laughed, “I remember Nettie telling me something about you getting more cookies than her from your cook. Now I know your secret. I think I should tell Nettie in the next letter I write.”  
 
    “No, please don’t. Mother still has the same cook, and I’m not sure that Mrs. Higginbotham would appreciate her secrets being told.”  
 
    “All right, I won’t tell Nettie but only because you’re my husband and I’m supposed to listen to you,” Delia said while doing her best not to giggle out loud.  
 
    Wes shook his head. “I knew there was going to be a problem with this marriage. I thought it was going to be Steffen nosing around again, but it seems that I have a wife that thinks obeying her husband is funny.” 
 
     Delia finished her bite of egg and leaned forward responding, “If this is a marriage of convenience, then do I really need to obey you?” 
 
     Wes thought for a moment before answering. “No, I wouldn’t expect you to obey me if this was a real marriage. My Dee would never obey anyone if she thought she was right.” 
 
     Delia’s heart skipped a beat when she heard Wes call her his Dee. Would she? Could she ever be his Dee? Time would tell. Maybe Millie was right and acting married and spending enough time together pretending to be might make Wes fall in love with her or admit that he already loves her as Millie claims. 
 
    Delia took a bite of bacon before spooning some strawberry jam on a slice of bread. 
 
    “Thank you for making breakfast. I’m sure I could have made us breakfast, but I’m not sure that the fried eggs would have survived. I believe I caused our cook a few gray hairs when she tried to teach me to turn eggs without breaking the yolk. I ended up with more scrambled eggs to eat than anyone in the family. Of course, Addie would have been appalled if she knew the cook was giving me lessons. In Addie’s world ladies didn’t cook. Ladies learned how to serve tea, curtsy properly, and embroider.”  
 
    Wes sat quietly and watched his wife eat the bread and the remainder of her bacon before speaking. “Are you happy you’re here in Creede Dee or do you wish you were back in New York if Steffen was not an issue?”  
 
    “No, I think even if Addie and Steffen hadn’t conspired to force me to marry him, I would still be happier here. I never knew real freedom until I walked off the train in into Creede. I admit I was a bit frightened of being alone in a strange town, yet it was exhilarating to be free from being under Addie’s thumb.” 
 
    Wes revealed his inner thoughts, “I believe you would have managed to find happiness wherever you decided to live. You have always been the type of person to know what they wanted. It’s what drew me to you the first time we met. Well, maybe not the first time. The first time we met you weren’t old enough to talk. The first time I saw you, you were just an infant. I honestly wasn’t impressed.” 
 
    Delia smiled a bit embarrassed that Wes could remember her as a baby. “But I didn’t decide to live here. Mercy told me to come here and find my future. I still don’t know what she meant.” 
 
    “Perhaps, you’re meant to run the new library. With your education and love of books, you would do an excellent job.” 
 
    “Perhaps,” Delia sighed. 
 
    “Speaking of which, I need to see if I can talk to the mayor and Tobias. Will you be all right alone?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    Wes stood and walked around the table, bent, and kissed Delia on the cheek. Their eyes met, and he briefly wondered how sweet it would be to kiss her lips. He stood abruptly, spun on his heel, and left leaving Delia to wonder the same thing—what if he had kissed her lips? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
    Delia began putting supplies away and wondered went she looked through them what she would make for supper that evening. She wasn’t even sure what to make for lunch or whether Wes would be home. She picked up a package wrapped in brown paper, and someone had written ‘soup bones’ on the wrapper. She unwrapped the package and found several large beef bones. With the vegetables on hand, she knew she could make soup. It may not contain any chunks of meat, but the broth would be good, and it would be filling and warm on a cold day.  
 
    Delia filled the large pot with water and set it on the stove to boil. She dropped in the beef bones and continued to put away the supplies. She would have to remember to go to the mercantile and thank them for adding all the little things that she forgot. Delia had forgotten to add salt and other spices to her list, but they were right there on the table with the other items. Wouldn’t it be terrible if she served Wes soup without any salt?  
 
    Then again, he might decide he wanted to cook all their meals. She smiled at the thought of Wes cooking three meals a day and still trying to deal with his businesses. She found another package wrapped in paper without any writing and unwrapped it finding a lovely ivory apron with tiny green flowers scattered on the fabric. She slipped it over her head and tied it behind her back.  
 
    Delia finished putting away the supplies when the water started to boil. She let the bones simmer for a while and then added the chopped vegetables. She had onions, potatoes, green beans, and carrots to add to the soup. She said a quiet prayer that it would be tasty enough to satisfy Wes’ large appetite. She’d have to prepare a large batch of biscuits to go with it just in case the soup wasn’t filling enough. They still had the strawberry jam from Millie to go with the biscuits.  
 
    Delia wondered if she could purchase butter or if she would have to buy a butter churn and try to make butter. If only her stepmother could see her now. Making butter? She doubted her stepmother knew the butter came from milk much less how to make it.  
 
    A knock sounded at the door, and she dried her hands on her apron before she peeked out the curtains to see who was standing on the porch. It was a young man she didn’t know but had seen around town. He stood holding a yellow slip of paper in his hand that Delia thought was a telegram.  
 
    Delia opened the door and heard the young man say, “Good morning, ma’am. I have a telegram here for a Missus Satterfield.”  
 
    “I’m Delia Satterfield,” Delia told him and handed him a coin after he gave her the telegram. She felt a bit of trepidation before she read the telegram. It was from her father who wished her well and was happy she and Wes were married. She breathed a sigh of relief when she read that her father had charges brought against Steffen and he was going to be arrested. The telegram also stated that her father was considering visiting Colorado in the Spring. Would she still be there in Spring? Possibly, since she had yet to discover her future.  
 
    Feeling her frustration growing, Delia called out, “Mercy, if you can hear me, please tell me why I’m here.” 
 
    Mercy didn’t appear, but Delia knew the answer as if it had been shouted from the heavens. She was here to secure her future. Delia dropped onto a kitchen chair and bit her lip. She didn’t want to think about what her future was because if she didn’t find the answers before, why would she find them now. “Please,” she said aloud. “Just let me understand how to find it.” 
 
    The front door opened, and Wes said, “I’m home. Something smells good. I have good news.” 
 
    Was it that easy? Was Wes her future? How Delia wished he was.  
 
    Wes hung his coat and hat on the hook near the door and walked into the kitchen holding some papers. 
 
    He waved the papers at Delia. “Good news,” he told her his hazel eyes sparkling with excitement. 
 
    “What good news?” Delia asked feeling some of Wes’ excitement. 
 
    “I spoke with the mayor and Tobias. The mayor is backing the idea of a library, and Tobias can’t wait to start helping us. I stopped at the bank and bought a plot of land just at the edge of town. It will be an easy walk for anyone wanting a book. We can’t start building until Spring, but for now, we can order some of the books and use an empty storefront I rented.” 
 
    Delia stood and poured a cup of coffee and set it on the table in front of Wes. “You certainly have been busy, and you look half frozen.” 
 
    “It is cold out there. Colder than I remember in New York. I think out here there isn’t much to break the wind from howling through you. Back home there was always a building or doorway to step into and get warm. All that bright sunshine doesn’t help a bit,” Wes explained as he wrapped his hands around the cup before taking a sip. 
 
    Delia poured her own cup and sat across from Wes. “I can’t wait to help you. What will we do first?” 
 
    “Tobias is making a list of books to order. I sent a telegram to my bank to have them transfer the money needed to the bank here. As soon as I have the money and Tobias makes his list, we’ll send for the first shipment of books. Oh, I did learn something interesting. It seems there is some counterfeit money circulating in town.” 
 
    “Counterfeit? Why would someone do that here? I’d think it would be easier to do in a big city where a lot of money changes hands.” 
 
    Wes shrugged. “I have no clue. A con man can be found anywhere. What did you make for lunch.” 
 
    “Soup, but it isn’t quite ready, and I need to make some biscuits. I wasn’t sure when you’d be home. If the books will be arriving soon and the library will be built in spring, do you know when you’re leaving Creede?” Delia’s heart broke at the words, but it seemed Wes’ plans were working out well. 
 
    “I hadn’t given it much thought. My father would like me to see what business might be needed in San Francisco but the longer I stay here, the more I like Creede.” 
 
    Delia nodded. “But at some point, we have to let people know about us. What will happen when we’re both in the same town?” 
 
    “I think you’ve asked me this before,” Wes answered wishing he could tell her he didn’t want either of them to leave. 
 
    “I know, but I’m worried. I don’t know what to do. It’s all confusing. I won’t return to New York. It’s too big. I love it here. I have friends, and the people are kind, but I suppose I’ll need to move somewhere new once people know I’m a umm a divorced woman. It carries a disgrace regardless of the reason.” 
 
    Confusion etched Wes’ face. “Why? If I’m the cad. I take the blame.” 
 
    “No, you won’t. Yes, you’ll be known as a cad, but I’ll be known as a woman too stupid to know you were a cad and not, well, not woman enough to keep you.” Delia stood to stir the soup and hide the tears she couldn’t keep from falling. 
 
    “Would an annulment be better?” 
 
    Delia choked back her tears, “We can’t. We’ve lived together.” 
 
    “My dad knows a lot of judges back home. It can’t be that hard.” 
 
    Delia spun and looked at Wes her unwanted tears spilling down her cheeks again. “Yes, it can. Just do whatever needs to be done, and I’ll move somewhere they never heard of me.” 
 
    “Everyone has heard of the Warrington and Satterfield families. Where would you go?” 
 
    Delia stiffened her spine. “I don’t know. I’ll be Dee Field. It worked for you, it’ll work for me. If a business tycoon can disappear so can a woman who doesn’t want to be found.”  
 
    She ran off to her bedroom leaving Wes more confused than before. 
 
    While Delia did her best to cry out her frustration and pain, Wes stood by the stove and stirred the soup. He’d never understand women. Wes thought he helped Delia by marrying her, but maybe he made the situation worse. He could tell her he didn’t want a divorce or annulment, but to hear her laugh at his proclamation of love or to see her turn and walk away would be too much for his heart to deal with. It would be best just to wait and see what the next few weeks and months brought.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Twelve 
 
    The scent of sugar cookies filled the house as Delia hummed in the kitchen. Grateful to the cook that worked for her father for taking the time to offer cooking lessons, she was happily baking. Wes seemed to enjoy the breakfasts she cooked, and she was also pleased she hadn’t burned anything this morning or in the two weeks since they moved into the house. A knock at the door surprised her. She wasn’t expecting anyone. Perhaps it was Penny coming to visit. 
 
    Delia wiped her hands on her white apron and opened the door then tried to slam it again. Steffen’s boot in the door stopped her, and she ran backward calling for Wes as the door flew open, and Steffen and two hulking strangers stepped into the parlor. Steffen appeared more like a scrawny teen dressed in a blue pin-striped suit and an oversized bowler atop his small head standing with the two large men that flanked him, but he was no less frightening to Delia.  
 
    “You thought you could hide from me out here on the edge of town. Silly girl. You might have hidden better in town. Now, I insist you come along quietly, or my friends here will assure your cooperation. Addie has arranged for a doctor in Denver to place you under his care in a sanitarium until you come back to your senses and marry me,” Steffen sneered as he spoke to Delia.   
 
    Wes, who had been just out of sight in the short hall off the parlor, stepped out and Steffen’s eyes grew dark with anger. 
 
    “So, you think hiding here with this man is going to make things easier? It just gives the doctor one more reason to hold you until you regain your senses. No need to gather your things. I was told you will be given appropriate attire at the sanitarium.” 
 
    Delia’s hands shook with fear until she saw Mercy standing in the corner. Mercy was smiling, as usual, giving Delia courage she never dreamed she’d have.  
 
    “I’m not leaving,” Delia asserted. “This is my home, and you are not welcome. If you don’t leave immediately, I will notify the sheriff.” 
 
    Steffen laughed and said, “The sheriff will side with me. You are my fiancé. I am here to ensure your wellbeing.”   
 
    Wes stepped further into the room and spoke directly to Steffen, “Rivers, you have carried this a step too far. Delia is not now nor has she ever been your fiancé. She is my wife, and I want you and your friends out of my house now.” 
 
    “Wife?” Steffen sputtered. 
 
    The taller of the strangers with a shock of red hair and a short beard looked at Steffen. “You said this lady was your fiancé and you needed help taking her to Denver because she was…uhh what did you say again?” 
 
    The shorter man answered in a deep baritone voice, “He said she was mentally unstable.” 
 
    Wes’ anger seethed, but he did his best to keep it in check. “Gentlemen,” he began. “I believe Mister Rivers has brought you here under false pretenses. He cares nothing for Delia except for her inheritance which he intends to spend on himself while hiding her away from her family and friends.” 
 
    The red-haired man spoke again, “He didn’t say that. Is she truly your wife?” 
 
    “Yes, my name is Wes Satterfield, and we were married two weeks ago. If you help Rivers by removing Delia from her home, you will be arrested and imprisoned for abduction.” 
 
    “Satterfield, Satterfield, that name sounds familiar. I think I heard it on the docks when my brother and I worked in Boston. He’s still there, and I came out West to find my own fortune. The Satterfield’s were well respected. Are you part of that family?” the man asked. 
 
    “I am half-owner in Satterfield Enterprises, Mister? I didn’t get your name,” Wes answered hoping to end this without any physical confrontation.  
 
    “People just call me Leer short for O’Leary, and this here is Burke,” Leer said as he pointed to the black-haired man.  
 
    “You seem like a reasonable man, Leer. Now that you understand the situation, I think we can come to an agreement that my wife should not leave this house with you or Mister Rivers,” Wes answered. 
 
    Leer nodded, “I agree. I am not a man who hurts women. I helped Steffen here because he convinced us his fiancé was in dire trouble.” 
 
    Steffen realizing that his plot was falling apart tried to back up slowly toward the door, but the big, meaty hand of Burke grabbed his shoulder and guided him back into the room.  
 
    Wes continued, “Did Steffen pay you already or are you waiting for payment?” 
 
    Leer nodded, “He paid us. I don’t know him and wasn’t going to trust him, but I’m not sure what to do now.” 
 
    “Good,” Wes said and then offered a solution to the problem. “None of you has broken any laws. Steffen did lie to you, but that isn’t a crime. You didn’t break in here or force Delia to go with you. However, Steffen is wanted by the authorities back in New York. Delia’s father filed the charges against him. They are minor charges having to do with collaborating with his wife to steal Delia’s inheritance but will see Steffen serve some prison time. They aren’t severe enough to cause the authorities to hunt for him. I could use your help in this matter.” 
 
    “Yeah, we can help you since we nearly caused you and your missus harm,” Leer replied. 
 
    “Excellent,” Wes continued. “I will pay you double what Steffen paid you and your train fare if you will escort Steffen back to New York and make sure he arrives at Delia’s father’s offices. I know he’ll be pleased and will offer you a bonus. I will send Mister Warrington a telegram explaining the circumstances and your help in the matter. Now, I don’t want Steffen injured in any way. I want your assurance that he will arrive safely and uninjured.” 
 
    Leer nodded, “We can do that. He’s too small and skinny to get far if he runs. I doubt he’ll take the chance. It would be better if he rides in a passenger car with us rather than the stock car with the animals. He has a choice.”  
 
    Wes held up his hand, “I’ll be right back.” He hurried off to his office and returned shortly with the money he offered Leer and Burke. Handing it to Leer, he said, “This should cover everything including Steffen’s ticket and meals. Also, my card will assure that you get a quick, if not immediate, appointment with Mister Warrington.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mister Satterfield. I do apologize for nearly abducting your wife. It is kind of you not to report us and cause us any difficulty. We’ll assure that Steffen arrives safely at Mister Warrington’s offices and we’ll wait with him if necessary until the authorities arrive. Then I’ll head to Boston and see my brother,” Leer promised a smile breaking across his previously stoic expression.  
 
    Wes continued to explain that his father was opening a shipping business in San Francisco the following year and if Leer and his brother were interested, Wes would ensure their employment. While Leer and Wes spoke, Delia noticed an unwanted odor coming from the kitchen. 
 
    “My cookies,” she said as she hurried to the kitchen in time to save her cookies from complete ruin although they were slightly overly brown around the edges.  
 
    Burke spoke up and said, “Those don’t smell burned to me. They remind me of my Ma’s cooking. She always forgot to take them out on time, too.” The big man laughed.  
 
    “Would you like them?” Delia offered. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am, I surely would.” 
 
    Delia slid the cookies onto a napkin, folded it, and then handed it to Burke. “Thank you. I look forward to eating these. It’s very kind of you.” 
 
    Steffen groaned at the way his plans turned around so thoroughly. He couldn’t believe his hired men were speaking pleasantly with Delia and Wes. A scowl shot his way by Leer quieted Steffen, and he stood staring at his boots.  
 
    Wes shook Leer’s hand, and the two men escorted Steffen from the house.  
 
    “Are you sure they’ll get Steffen back to New York without injury?” Delia asked. “They are rather frightening men.” 
 
    “I believe so, and I doubt Steffen will give them any problems. I’m sure they intimidate him as much as they did you.” 
 
    Wes held out his arms and Delia walked into his embrace. “Thank you, Wes, for being level-headed. I’m sure if you hadn’t been here or challenged those men, I’d be wrapped in a blanket in the back of a wagon on the way to an asylum.” 
 
     “Quite possibly, but I think even if I weren’t here, you’d be protected,” he said and looked over her shoulder at the young maid standing in the corner. “I think you’re safe and where you’re supposed to be now.” 
 
     “How can you be so sure? Steffen could be back or hire someone else.” 
 
    Wes whispered, “Because I can see Mercy and she’s blowing kisses at us.” 
 
    Delia turned and saw Mercy blow a last kiss before she faded away. “She said she’d always be around when I needed her. I wonder if she’ll return.” 
 
    “She will when and if you need her,” Wes assured. “I’m sure now that she’s your guardian angel.”   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
    Three days later, Delia slid the chicken into the oven just as she heard the front door open.  
 
    Wes called out, “Delia, are you here?  
 
    “Yes, I’m in the kitchen where it’s warm. Would you like a cup of coffee?” 
 
    “I’d love a cup,” Wes said, walked into the kitchen, and sat at the table. “I stopped to see Tobias when I went to send a telegram, and he and Louisa are free for supper on Wednesday evening.”  
 
    “That’s wonderful. I think I’ll make pot roast so you won’t have to kill chickens,” Delia giggled, and Wes frowned.  
 
    “I think pot roast will be good. Oh, Tobias told me that Louisa doesn’t eat much sugar. For some reason, it makes her quite ill, and he suggested that you wouldn’t have to bother making a dessert that evening.”  
 
    Delia smiled, “I know all about sugar making Louisa ill. Thankfully, the doctor seemed to understand and suggested she change her diet. That’s why I’m making a pot roast and vegetables. I found an interesting section in my new cookbook. It’s meant to help new cooks make meals when your supplies are running low. I suppose it’s quite helpful to those living a good distance from town. There’s a simple recipe for baked apples that just needs apples and a little bit of butter…no sugar. I’ll bake them for dessert.”  
 
    “I should have known my brilliant wife would come up with an answer before I even had a chance to tell her that there might be a problem with her dinner,” Wes answered and sipped his hot coffee. 
 
    “It wouldn’t be a problem either way,” Delia explained. “I wouldn’t be making dessert until Wednesday, and a change in plans is always easier than changing something already cooked, although in your case if I made a pie or cobbler, you’d just eat it for breakfast the following day.”  
 
    Wes tried to scowl at her statement, but humor danced in his eyes, “I sent a telegram to my friend in New York about the new town library. He’s a good architect, and I think he will draw suitable plans that will fit in with what we want and need on the amount of land we have.” 
 
    Delia wiped her hands on her apron and sat across from Wes, “That is exciting. I can’t wait to see them. Did you include all the ideas we considered?”  
 
    “Yes, and we can discuss this Wednesday evening after supper. I know Tobias and Louisa are anxious to help. If they have suggestions or changes, I can telegraph them to New York and my friend, Cal, can change them. He draws up plans for homes, and some of his clients are quite fussy,” Wes assured Delia. “Now, what do you have to feed a hungry man, so he survives until supper?” 
 
    A mischievous smile crossed Delia’s face, “Pickles or peppers. Anything else will ruin your appetite.” 
 
    Wes shook his head and frowned again.  
 
    ~  *  ~ 
 
    The scent of pot roast, vegetables, and apples filled the house as Delia hummed in the kitchen. Wes was used to her humming as she cooked, and it made his heart ache that someday he wouldn’t hear her humming or enjoy one of her meals. 
 
    A knock at the door broke Wes out of his gloom. He opened the door and ushered in a cold Tobias and Louisa.  
 
    Delia hurried in from the kitchen and exclaimed, “Oh my, you do look cold. Let Wes take your coats and sit by the fire to warm up.” 
 
    Louisa handed Delia a basket, “It’s a fresh loaf of bread. It was warm when we left home. I think it might be frozen now.” 
 
    “No worries, I’ll place it in the warmer, and it will be good by the time the pot roast is ready. Please sit, and I’ll bring some tea to warm you.” 
 
    After a delightful meal and small talk, the two couples retired to the parlor to discuss the library plans.  
 
    Wes explained about the plot of land he purchased and the general idea of the building. “Do you have any suggestions, Tobias?” 
 
    Tobias shook his head. “No, I think you have everything covered. I’d like to see the plans before the building starts.” 
 
    “Of course,” Wes declared with enthusiasm. “This isn’t my library or Delia’s. This library will belong to the town of Creede. I plan to post a copy of the design where everyone can see it, and I’m going to ask people for suggestions. You could start that now with your customers, Tobias.” 
 
    Tobias nodded, “I can do that. People who come into my shop love books and reading. They may have suggestions. I started a list of books we should order first. I divided it into four categories.” 
 
    Delia leaned forward, “That is wonderful. We need variety right away to ensure people will be behind the idea of a large library. We will build it either way, but it would be a blessing if everyone was as excited as we are.” 
 
    “Tell them what you think, Tobias,” Louisa encouraged. 
 
    “We can’t have a library without the classics. People enjoy reading them several times. We should also have enough newly published books that people have heard of. If a book is popular, we may have to limit the time new books can be borrowed.” 
 
    “I agree,” Wes said and added. “Dee will work at the storefront library and can make the lists of people until we can order the proper forms and paperwork.  Dee is quite good with paperwork.” 
 
    Delia blushed, and Louisa said, “I will help when I can. This is exciting.” 
 
    Wes asked, “What other books do you suggest, Tobias?” 
 
    “Educational books are important. Books about geography, history, science, and men of importance.” 
 
    “Don’t forget about important women,” Louisa teased. 
 
    “Books about important women, too, and reference or research books. The latter can wait until the library is built but once the library is fully stocked, we will need the reference books.” 
 
    “Would anyone like more tea?” Delia asked. 
 
    Everyone shook their heads, and Tobias suggested it was time to leave before the weather became worse. It was snowing lightly, but one never knew when it could start dropping harder.  
 
    Louisa stood, “I should help Delia with the kitchen.” 
 
    “No,” Delia insisted. “I can do it, and you should get home safely before the weather worsens.” 
 
    Louisa hugged Delia, “Thank you for supper, and when you come to our home for supper, you’re not allowed to wash dishes.” 
 
    Delia laughed, “All right. I’ll agree but only once.” 
 
    After Tobias and Louisa left, Delia slipped on her apron and cleared the table. 
 
    “Allow me to help,” Wes said. 
 
    “Of course,” Delia answered. “You can help wash dishes any time. Do you think we passed the happily married couple test?” 
 
    “I think so, but I’m not sure if Tobias and Louisa would have noticed. They seem to be more in love each day.” 
 
    “I agree. They do make a lovely couple.” 
 
    Wes pushed his hands into the hot soapy water and complained, “This water is hot. Maybe I should dry them.” 
 
    “Not now, you started washing you have to finish. House rule.” 
 
    “We have rules for what happens in the house?” Wes asked pretending disbelief.  
 
    Delia laughed, “We do now.”  
 
    “What are the others?” 
 
    “Hmm, I don’t know yet. When I do, you will be the first person I share them with.” 
 
    Wes flicked a bit of soap suds at Delia, and she answered. “Second rule. No throwing soap at your wife.” 
 
    “What if I toss a cup full of water on you,” Wes asked and smiled. 
 
    “If I remember correctly, the last time you did that your father took a switch to you,” Delia answered taking a step back. 
 
    “It was all for show. It didn’t hurt, and father laughed. He said you and Little Bit deserved it for spying on me,” Wes confessed.  
 
    “Spying? We were doing no such thing. All we were doing was taking a walk through the flower gardens behind your home. We never expected to see you kissing that red-haired girl.” 
 
    “Ahh, yes, she was visiting her elderly aunt. I can’t even remember her name. It was my first kiss, but I don’t think it was hers. Interesting girl,” Wes admitted.  
 
    “Humph, interesting indeed. You men are all alike.” 
 
    Wes slapped his hand to his chest, “You wound me.”   
 
    “I doubt that. Finish washing before the water gets cold,” Delia instructed. “If the dishes aren’t clean you won’t get breakfast in the morning and I know how cranky you get when you aren’t fed regularly.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    They continued their light-hearted banter until the kitchen was clean and retired to the parlor. Delia sat near the lamp to read a bit before bed and Wes was busy making notes about the library. After Wes noticed Delia yawn three times, he suggested she get some sleep.  
 
    Delia didn’t argue. It had been a long day and tomorrow would be another busy day. There always seemed as if there was something for Delia to do.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Fourteen  
 
    Bright morning sunshine filled Delia’s kitchen, and clear blue skies promised a day without snow, but bone-chilling cold would welcome anyone who stepped outside. Delia was concentrating on reading her cookbook when she heard a knock on the door. Carrying her book in her hands fascinated by the suggestions on frying the perfect egg so that she wouldn’t break the yolk each time she tried to fry them for Wes, she reached the door and held the book while she opened the door. Expecting Penny or one of the other ladies from town, she was surprised to see her stepmother standing on the porch. 
 
    “Addie, what in the world are you doing here?” Delia exclaimed.  
 
    “I need to speak to you. May I come in? It’s cold out here,” a visibly shivering Addie asked. 
 
    “Of course, come in and get warm.” Delia opened the door wide and closed it quickly as soon as Addie entered.  
 
    Addie rushed past Delia toward the fireplace. Delia turned expecting to see Addie warming her hands but stopped mid-turn to see her stepmother standing there with a derringer in her right hand.  
 
    Addie waved the gun toward the settee and said, “Sit down, Delia, we are going to talk.” 
 
    Still gripping her new cookbook, Delia walked to the settee and did as her stepmother asked wondering why she was there and what she wanted. 
 
    Delia doing her best to remain calm asked, “What do you want, Addie? Does father know you’re here?” 
 
    Addie’s laugh caused chills to run down Delia’s spine. “If I had my way, your father would be dead, but I can’t get close enough to him to shoot him. I thought I’d shoot the person he loves most instead. After all, this entire situation is your fault. If you had just married Steffen, we would all be happy.” 
 
    “No,” Delia insisted. “You would be happy. I would be locked away in your grandfather’s hunting cabin.” 
 
    Confusion crossed Delia’s face. “How did you know that? Did Steffen tell you?” 
 
    Delia shook her head. She couldn’t mention Mercy or the dream she had the night she left New York. “I don’t remember. I suppose he must have.” 
 
    Addie waved the gun around. “It doesn’t matter. None of it matters now. I’m sure you know that Steffen has disappeared. What you don’t know is what your father did to me.”  
 
    “My father would never harm you,” Delia admonished Addie. “My father never lifted a hand to you. I am sure of that.” 
 
    Hoping to keep Addie talking until Wes returned from his early morning meeting with the mayor, Delia asked, “Maybe I could understand if you tell me what happened.” 
 
    Addie frowned but nodded, “It should have been one of the happiest days of my life. I received your telegram telling us you married Wesley Satterfield. It did ruin my plans with Steffen, but a marriage into the Satterfield family would benefit your father and in turn, benefit me.” 
 
    Confused, Delia asked, “Then what’s wrong. You should be back in New York happily spending my father’s money.” 
 
    Addie laughed again. “I should, but I’m not. I’m here. Let me finish my story. Shortly after receiving your telegram a messenger from your father’s office arrived and brought me a note from him. He had made arrangements at my favorite restaurant to celebrate your marriage. I wore my best dress, and his carriage picked me up. We had a delightful dinner spending nearly two hours drinking wine and enjoying the best the restaurant had to offer.” 
 
    “That sounds like what I would expect from my father. I still don’t understand.” 
 
    Addie blew out a breath and continued, “On the way home, I noticed we were going the wrong way. When I questioned your father, he said he had something to take care of before going home. We stopped in a neighborhood I had never visited, and he took my hand leading me into a strange building. We walked to the third floor, and he unlocked a dirty door at the end of the garbage strewn hall. He told me to enter, and when I did, I saw all my trunks and bags sitting in the tiny one-room apartment.” 
 
    Delia bit back a laugh knowing how her stepmother must have reacted but the gun in Addie’s hand made her swallow the laugh and scrunch her eyebrows instead. “He didn’t throw you out, did he?” 
 
    Addie held her head high. “Yes, he did. He told me that he would pay the rent on the apartment for as long as I decided to live there. He handed me an envelope and said I would receive a similar amount each month for food and necessities. It was less than our meal at the restaurant cost.” 
 
    “But why?” Delia asked already knowing the answer. 
 
    “Your new husband sent a telegram to your father explaining what Steffen and I planned. As he was leaving, he told me his attorney would contact me about a divorce. He told me it was more than what Steffen would have given you. He nearly agreed to Steffen’s wish to court you and knew you would have been locked away in the cabin. Your father was quite angry. He left me alone in that dreary, dirty building. I was terrified. I wanted to leave, but it was dark. Who knew what lurked on the streets and I didn’t have the money to go to a decent hotel,” Addie confessed.  
 
    Delia prayed Wes would come home soon and glanced toward the window hoping to see him. She didn’t, but she saw Mercy standing on the porch smiling at her. Delia drew courage from her angel friend and spoke.  
 
    “It couldn’t have been that bad. You managed to afford a ticket here,” Delia answered.  
 
    Addie nearly screamed at Delia, “I had to sell some of my jewelry. Your father didn’t give me all my jewelry, but there were a few pieces. I think he kept the beautiful pieces that belonged to your mother. I think he was more generous with her than he ever was with me.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Delia lied. She wanted to tell Addie that her experience was the life that she wished to force on Delia but kept quiet.  
 
    Addie glared at Delia. “You know this house you live in is ten times nicer than the hovel your father abandoned me at. Do you know he also told his friends at the club about my plans with Steffen and of course they told their wives? None of my friends would speak to me once I was able to gain the courage to leave the apartment. You have no idea what it is like to be alone and frightened in a strange place.” 
 
    “But you weren’t alone. New York is full of people, and I’m sure you could have walked out of that neighborhood and found somewhere you liked,” Delia replied getting a bit tired of Addie’s complaints.  
 
    Addie stood and began pacing. “You don’t understand. I didn’t know where in the neighborhood I was or how to find my friend’s homes. I asked a man standing outside the building when I finally dared to leave, and he smirked at me. He said I didn’t need to leave to find any friends. He smelled of alcohol in the morning. Can you imagine? I rushed down the street and finally found a carriage. I stopped at three houses before one of my former friends was kind enough to tell me that no one would receive me in their homes. He also stopped me from accessing our bank account or the accounts at the stores where I shop.” 
 
    Delia sat wondering what she could say. It appeared having Addie talk was making her angrier and more unstable.   
 
    “Please, sit, Addie. You must be tired. I could make some tea.” 
 
    Addie nodded, “Tea would be nice, but I still plan to shoot you. Your father has to suffer for what he did to me.” 
 
    “Addie, please don’t be so angry. I’m sure father will change his mind after a few weeks. He is trying to show you what my life would have been like if Steffen abandoned me in your grandfather’s hunting cabin,” Delia lied but prayed it would stop Addie’s hateful feelings.  
 
    “Do you think so? I would be happy again, but he would never choose to take me home if you were around to remind him of what I planned. No, I should shoot you,” Addie explained in a calm voice that unsettled Delia. Her stepmother was ill and needed help. 
 
    Wes was walking toward the front door of the house when something made him stop in his tracks. He didn’t understand why, but he knew he needed to look into the parlor window without being seen. He shook off the feeling and tried to walk again, but the dread covered him like dense fog on a cold morning. He felt an odd feeling crawl down his spine and fear flooded his heart. Something was wrong. 
 
    Wes slowed his walk and silently crept onto the porch. When he peered into the window, his heart nearly stopped. Addie Warrington was sitting in the parlor holding a gun on Delia, and they were talking. He knew if he barged through the front door, Addie might shoot Delia. He’d have to enter through the back door. He prayed Delia didn’t lock it this morning after he left.  
 
    Delia stood and said, “I think a cup of tea will do both of us some good. I also have biscuits and honey left from breakfast. Come on, you look hungry.” 
 
    “I have to admit I am. I suppose we can wait until after I eat,” Addie said as she followed Delia. 
 
    Delia knew she had to act quickly. Addie meant to shoot her. If only Wes would come home. Delia stopped suddenly, and when she heard Addie stop directly behind her, she turned quickly and swung at Addie’s arm and hit it with her heavy cookbook.  
 
    A shot echoed through the house and Wes’ heart nearly stopped.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Fifteen  
 
    Wes didn’t stop to check to see whether or not the back door was locked. He kicked the door with his foot, and it banged against the kitchen wall. Rushing in, he was met with silence, and he dreaded looking in the parlor to see what he would find. When he stepped around the corner into the parlor, he saw Delia lying on the floor, and his first thought was that Addie had shot her.  
 
    Then he heard Delia ask him, “What took you so long? I didn’t think you’d ever get here.”  
 
    That was when he noticed that Delia was lying on top of an unconscious Addie. “What did you do to her?” Wes asked.  
 
    “Nothing, I hit her with my cookbook going for her hand and the gun. I think she must’ve hit her head on the floor or chair because she hasn’t moved. I didn’t have any rope available, so I just decided to lay on top of her to keep her from moving until you came back.” She smiled up at Wes, and he thanked God that she wasn’t injured.  
 
    “I can’t imagine why Addie is here. Did she tell you why she came all this way?”  
 
    “Yes, she came here to kill me to make my father suffer. According to her, he threw her out of the house. She’s living in some tiny apartment with barely enough money to subside on, but I know my father wouldn’t be that cruel. She may be living in a tiny apartment, but I know he has given her enough money to take care of herself, but, of course, it’s not in the area of town she’s accustomed to.”  
 
    Wes nodded. “That sounds like something your father would do. I don’t believe he would throw her out in the cold with nothing either, but anything less than a large townhouse with available servants and seamstresses to suit her taste must mean poverty to her. We should try to wake her up. I can tell she’s breathing.” 
 
    Wes held out his hand to help Delia to her feet. He bent over and snatched the derringer off the floor and slipped into her pocket. 
 
    “What are we going to do with her?” Delia asked. “I don’t want to see her go to prison. I think she’s unstable and needs a doctor’s help.” 
 
    “That big heart of yours is going to get you into trouble one day,” Wes insisted. “But I suppose we can ask the sheriff and see what he suggests without asking him to take her into custody.” 
 
    Before Wes and Delia had a chance to pick Addie up off the floor, three loud knocks sounded at the front door.  
 
    “Now what?” Wes said as he opened the front door and came face-to-face with Leer the stocky Irishman who had previously accompanied Steffen when he tried to abduct Delia.  
 
    “What brings you here, Leer,” Wes asked.  
 
    “I was following Addie Warrington and somehow lost her, I believe she is here to do your wife harm. Come all the way from New York to find her, and from the description, I gave to the desk lady at Hearth and Home, I believe she has been staying there for the past two days. However, she’s not in her room now. She’s missing. Have either of you seen her?” 
 
    “Come in and see for yourself,” Wes suggested.  
 
    Leer stepped in and took off his hat, but before he could greet Delia, his eyes widened as he caught sight of the unconscious Addie lying on the floor. 
 
    “What happened to her?” Leer inquired.  
 
    Wes explained that Addie had arrived unannounced that morning and pulled a gun on Delia. Before he was able to help, Delia had managed to disarm Addie, and in the ensuing struggle Addie fell to the floor and hit her head.  
 
    “I was just going to lift her up and place her on the sofa while Delia and I decide what to do. Delia doesn’t want the sheriff involved because she won’t let Addie be arrested or serve time in prison.” 
 
    Leer smiled, “That’s kind of you Missus Satterfield, but Addie needs help. Mr. Warrington hired me to follow Addie when she began to act strangely in New York. She was knocking on the doors of friends and strangers asking for food and money even though Mr. Warrington assured me that Addie had adequate money for her needs. He decided she needed a doctor’s care and when he suggested it, she flew into a rage and stormed off into the night. He asked me to find her and follow her since he had arranged for her to receive doctor’s care at a hospital just outside New York.” 
 
    Delia’s hand flew to her mouth, and she exclaimed, “My father really isn’t thinking of sending her to an asylum, is he? Remember what Steffen wanted to do to me? I can’t imagine that happening to anyone even Addie.” 
 
    Leer answered, “No, the hospital your father has in mind is run by a friend of his and Addie will get the kindest and best treatment available. Her attempt on your life is proof that she does need some help. If you don’t want to involve the sheriff, I can send a telegram to Denver and ask that the nurse and orderly we hired to assist me in returning Addie to New York come to Creede.”  
 
    Delia responded with a slight smile. “I think that is the best idea and she does need help. I know she never cared for me, but she has been the only mother figure in my life for nearly ten years. I hate the thought that she might end up in a cold, damp prison cell somewhere. It seems that moving out of my father’s townhouse and into a small apartment caused her to lose touch with reality. I hope she gets the care she needs but what do we do with her between now and when the nurse arrives? We need to send for the doctor since she isn’t waking up.” 
 
    Addie moaned as if in response to Delia’s suggestion and her anger flared immediately, “What did you do to me and why does my arm hurt?” 
 
    “You fell,” Wes said. “You tried to shoot Delia, and we’re not going to let you try again. Just lie there and be quiet for a while.” 
 
    Addie’s eyes hardened, but her lips snapped shut. 
 
    “Listen, Wes, I can keep watch over her to make sure she doesn’t run away. The only problem is if we return to Hearth and Home, everyone in town will know.”  
 
    Delia thought for a moment and asked, “How long will it take for a nurse and orderly to arrive?”  
 
    Leer said, “I have them waiting for me to contact them in Denver. When I followed Addie to Colorado, I had a feeling she was coming to Creede. As soon as they arrive on the next train from Denver, Addie and I can leave.”  
 
    “Then you will stay here,” Delia said. “I don’t believe she will give us any trouble if the two of you stay here because knowing Addie, your size alone will convince her to listen to your suggestions until the nurse arrives.”  
 
    Wes added, “That sounds like a good idea. Why don’t you go and send your telegram and I will keep an eye on her while you’re gone.” 
 
    Leer nodded, “It will only take me a few minutes to send the telegram. Will it be all right if I ask that the reply is sent here?” 
 
    “Of course,” Wes said. “I don’t think Addie will be going anywhere.” 
 
    Delia turned to Addie, “How are you feeling? Do you want us to send for the doctor?” 
 
    “No, I insist you let me leave,” Addie spat back. 
 
    “That’s not going to happen,” Wes explained. “You tried to kill Delia. If you insist on leaving, I’ll arrange for you to wait in a jail cell.” 
 
    Addie sat up and crossed her arms over her chest, “Could I at least have the tea Delia offered me?” 
 
    Wes dropped onto a chair across the room from Addie, “If Delia wants to make you a cup of tea, she will, but you’re not going to move until Leer gets back from sending his telegram.” 
 
    Addie nodded, and Leer placed his hat back on and said, “I’ll be back as fast as I can. I doubt she’ll give you any trouble. You still have her gun.” 
 
    Wes smiled, and Addie scowled. 
 
    “You know you can’t just turn me over to that man. Who knows who he is sending for? My husband would pay to have me fall off the train in some remote area. Please don’t let that happen,” Addie pleaded. 
 
    Wes shook his head. “I know Mister Warrington, and he’s not the type of man to have you thrown off a train. You’ll be safe with Leer on your way back to New York.” 
 
    “But…” Addie began, and Delia decided she was done listening to Addie’s complaints and went to the kitchen to prepare tea. Maybe it would calm her stepmother, and Delia certainly could use a cup. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Sixteen  
 
    By the time Addie finished her tea, Leer had returned. “I sent the telegram. We should receive an answer shortly. With any luck, they should be here the day after tomorrow or the day after that. Depends on the train route and how many stops it makes.” 
 
    Wes nodded, “I think we can keep Addie here and quiet until the nurse arrives. I can help watch her so you can get some sleep.” 
 
    Panic gripped Delia, and she walked back into the kitchen calling, “Wes, could I see you for a moment?” 
 
    Wes walked into the kitchen and asked. “What’s wrong. You look pale.” 
 
    Delia threw her hands into the air. “Everything. We only have two bedrooms. Addie is going to have to sleep in your room since it’s supposed to be the extra bedroom. I suppose you and Leer will take turns sitting outside her door. Then Leer can sleep in the parlor, but…” 
 
    Wes held up his hand. “I understand. This is what we’ll do. You make a bed on the floor in your room with the extra blankets we have. I’ll come into the bedroom when it’s my turn to sleep and sleep on the floor. No one will know, I promise.” 
 
    Delia wanted to pace and work out her anxiety, but she couldn’t with Leer and Addie in the next room. “I’ll know. It just isn’t proper.” 
 
    Wes stepped closer to Delia and took her hand. “We are legally married. If we sleep in the same bed, it wouldn’t be improper at least according to the law. I’m not asking to share the bed, just the room. You know you’re safe with me.” 
 
    “I know,” Delia whispered, “But what about after? When you divorce me or whatever you have to do people will know.” 
 
    “How will they know? Leer won’t be here, and no one would believe anything Addie has to say back home. Besides, the entire town knows we’re married, and I imagine everyone thinks we share a bed.” 
 
    Delia blushed and groaned. “I know, I’m just, I’m not sure what I am. It’s been a difficult day.”  
 
    “You should rest.” 
 
    “I’m all right,” Delia insisted. “I started stew earlier, and I need to check on it, so it doesn’t burn before supper. There’s enough for all of us.” 
 
    Wes grunted when he looked at the kitchen door he kicked in. “I need to fix this now. You take care of the stew.”  
 
    She smiled when she thought of how quickly Wes’ mind could change from one subject to another. 
 
    Delia walked off to her bedroom. She returned in a few minutes with a book which she handed to Addie. “This may help you pass the time.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Addie said quietly. She seemed resigned to sit there and not cause any trouble.  
 
    “You’re welcome, and if you’re tired, I have a bed for you,” Delia added.   
 
    Addie didn’t say anything. She just opened the book and stared at the pages.  
 
    ~ * ~ 
 
    Two days later a nurse and orderly arrived at Wes and Delia’s home. Addie had been remarkably personable and quiet during her stay. She smiled at the nurse and greeted her as if she was an old friend. 
 
    Delia, somewhat confused, asked, “Does Addie know you?” 
 
    “No,” the nurse known only as Miss C explained, “I have seen patients react this way before. When they resign themselves to the fact that they will receive help, they become calm. I expected Missus Warrington to get to know me first and then trust me on the way once I explained about her new home.” 
 
    “I see,” Delia answered. “I know my father wouldn’t want any harm to come to Addie and neither do I. Does the facility where you are taking her offer kindness. I have heard of brutal conditions.” 
 
    “I understand, and Addie will receive gentle and caring treatment. The doctor has a large home outside New York, and he only cares for ten patients at a time. We don’t have bars on the windows, and no patient is ever shackled with chains. We do have a night guard to assure no one tries to leave through the unbarred windows, but they are not allowed to hit or harm a patient. The doctor believes kindness cures more than cruelty. The home has gardens, the patients go on picnics, we have a room where they can paint or draw. It’s meant to help them find the beauty their lives seem to be missing.” 
 
    Delia looked at Addie quietly reading a book and nodded, “I think that will be good for her.” 
 
    “We will leave shortly, I need to speak to Addie and prepare her for travel,” Miss C said before leaving Delia to her thoughts. 
 
    Wes spoke to Leer, “Now that your job of guarding Addie is over, will your return to New York or head further West?” 
 
    Leer shook his head. “I don’t have any plans. I think I’ll take some time to decide. Your father offered me a position, but I didn’t want to stay back East. He also said if he begins a shipping business in San Francisco that I would have a job, but he didn’t know when that might happen.” 
 
    “I have a suggestion,” Wes said. “If you are still in Creede in the Spring, I could use help for the new library we’re planning to build. You could work here while you decide what to do or for my father to decide about opening a new business. I was supposed to travel to San Francisco to investigate the possibilities and I might later, but right now I plan to stay in Creede for the foreseeable future. At least until the library is built.”  
 
    “I’ll think about it,” Leer said offering his hand. “Thank you.” 
 
    Miss C was helping Addie with her coat when Delia entered the parlor.  
 
    Delia spoke to her stepmother. “Be well Addie, and God bless you. You will be in my prayers.” 
 
    Addie looked at Delia and the hatred that Delia had seen countless times before returned and she launched forward grabbing Delia and did her best to reach for her neck screaming, “I hate you.” 
 
    The orderly wrapped his arms around Addie and gently moved her away from Delia. Miss C reached into her bag and removed a small bottle and spoon. She managed to convince Addie to try a spoonful and Addie complied although she complained about the bitter taste. 
 
    Miss C turned to Delia, “She’ll be all right. It was just a small dose of laudanum. We usually use it for pain, but it will help calm someone. Addie will be all right now. We’ll leave now and get Addie back to New York. Don’t worry about her.” 
 
    Delia nodded as she watched Addie, Miss C, and the orderly leave.  
 
    Leer said, “I’m going to follow them to be sure they get onto the train, and the train leaves Creede.”  
 
    Wes closed and locked the door after Leer left and walked back to Delia, “Are you hurt?” 
 
    The courage that Delia felt earlier now eluded her, and she burst into tears. She sobbed against Wes’ chest imagining the cruel and hateful person her stepmother had become and the distant look in Addie’s eyes.    
 
    Wes stroked her hair and whispered over and over that she was safe. As her tears began to subside, she heard him say, “You’re safe now, my love.” 
 
    Delia looked up at him without leaving his arms and asked, “What did you say?” 
 
    I said, “You’re safe.” 
 
    “No, after that.” 
 
    Wes thought for a minute and then stammered, “I umm I don’t remember.” 
 
    “You called me your love.” 
 
    “I did, you are. Please don’t hate me for saying what I feel. I can’t help it. I loved you before I left New York but couldn’t tell you. I had business to take care of, and there were so many men that wished for your hand. I wanted you to be happy and left without a word,” Wes said as he stared into Delia’s brown eyes. 
 
    “You should have told me. I would have waited for years. I have loved you since I was twelve and I always will,” Delia confessed. 
 
    Wes lowered his head and kissed Delia. Her hands slipped around his neck, and she kissed him back. When Wes broke the kiss, he said, “We have both been foolish.” 
 
    “I agree, but I think I was meant to come here for you. You’re my future. You protected me. That’s why I needed to find you even if I didn’t know I was looking for you.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
    Wes woke to the aroma of coffee and something he couldn’t quite place. He heard Delia’s humming before he entered the kitchen. He watched Delia for a minute swaying to the sound of her voice before he walked up behind her and pulled her to him. 
 
    “Good morning, my love,” Wes whispered. 
 
    “Good morning, you slept late,” Delia said without moving. 
 
    “I was tired. What are you doing up this early? The sun isn’t up yet. We don’t have eggs to gather or any outdoor chores.” 
 
    “Making cinnamon rolls for my husband,” Delia answered.  
 
    “Why? It isn’t my birthday or Christmas,” Wes mumbled as he buried his face in her hair. 
 
    “We’re celebrating.” 
 
    “Celebrating what?” 
 
    Delia turned in his arms and gazed up into the hazel eyes she loved and loved her back. “Us,” she told him. “You and me. The reason I came to Creede. No longer having a marriage of convenience. Take your pick. I think we should celebrate all of them.” 
 
    “All right. We can do that, but first I need coffee.” 
 
    Delia stepped away and poured Wes a cup of coffee and prepared tea for herself. “Breakfast should be ready soon.” 
 
    Wes picked up his coffee cup and walked to the window. The sun was just starting to rise and normally would chase away the gray dawn, but the sky was overcast. The clouds over the mountains appeared dark and heavy. 
 
    “Looks like snow coming and heavy snow at that,” Wes said. “I’m going to go out and bring in a lot of fire wood. Sometimes a blizzard can roll off the mountain before you realize it.” 
 
    “All right,” Delia said, “We have enough food here for days if we do have a blizzard. I have never seen one before. How bad can they get?” 
 
    “Bad enough that you can’t see a foot in front of you. We could be here in the house for several days until it lets up and we can clear a path to town,” Wes explained as he slipped on his coat. 
 
    “Oh, that would be bothersome. What would we do if we’re trapped in the house?” 
 
    Wes pulled Delia close and kissed her soundly before whispering, “Celebrate us.” 
 
    The End 
 
    Thank you for reading my story. I hope you are enjoying the Cowboys and Angels series as much as the other authors and I are writing them. If you have a free moment, please leave a review. It helps authors more than you know. Thanks, and God bless.   
 
    You can find me at http://mariannespitzer.com/ or on Facebook at https://www.facebook.com/mariannespitzerauthor/ All my sweet Western romances, the Mail-order Brides of Gentle Falls, can be found on my Amazon author page and all are available through Kindle Unlimited.  
 
    Join us on Facebook in the Cowboys and Angels Reader’s Group where you can meet the authors and learn about the upcoming books and fun facts.  
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