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WESTERN ROMANCE: Clairbell’s Story – Sheriff’s Daughter Finds Romance with the Wrong Man (Clean Western Romance)


The Story of Claribel

Message from author: 

Hello and thank you for taking the time to check out my first ever western romance novel! I hope you enjoy reading this as much as I did writing it! 

To read my other novels – visit my blog: MichaelRancher.simplesite.com

Harriet

The day I met Findley Hallet was a beautiful one.  It was the nicest we’d seen in Chester Creek since before the storm that had torn through town not one week earlier.  I’ll never forget the first time we locked eyes.  I was standing on the wooden church steps waiting for Lottie Garret to come out so we could head down to the market and collect the food we needed for supper.  Playing with the wisps of chestnut hair that fell out of their braids, I smiled kindly to the townsfolk as they left the church on their way home to be with their families.  My eyes were squinting against the sun blazing in the sky and I started counting the puffy white clouds above when I felt as though someone was watching me.

When I lowered my gaze, there he was.  There was a good bit of distance between us, but I could see his eyes were dark and his skin burned, red as the embers that glow long after the fire is gone.  His clothes were filthy and his boots worn, like his body.  I was tired just looking at him and yet I was excited to see a face so new in the crowd.  He was standing with a troupe of men, all of different ages and shapes.  Alongside them were their horses who looked as if they weathered the trip much better than their masters.

Children began stomping through the dirt and grass before the church, raising dust and butterflies.  The elders chortled at their playful natures while discussing the weather and other trivia. The smell of bread being baked in the market filled the air.  His stare bore through all of it.  It drowned out the sounds and radiated in my head until I felt compelled to take a step from the doors and head straights towards him.  As I allowed myself to smile, Lottie threw her hand onto my shoulder.

“There you are!” She said, breathlessly.  Lottie was my best friend.  We’d grown up together since we were babies, our families lived close enough for us to wave goodnight to each other from our beds.  We were sisters at heart.

“I’ve been waiting here for damn near ten minutes, Lottie.” Lottie inhaled sharply at my cussing.  It made me smile.

“My mama was demanding that I wait with her to speak with Pastor Layton about Abraham’s unruly behavior.  You know she thinks the devil’s in him.” She straightened out the creases in her dress as she spoke candidly.  Abraham was Lottie’s younger brother and a devil indeed.  He was responsible for two brush fires, unpenning the Mattson’s horse, and every piece of broken chalk at the school house.  It only took a day for the Mattson’s to find their horse, but people were whispering that Abraham was responsible for the terrible storm that killed three of their crops.  I paid it no mind.  It’s not the devil that brings storms or forces little boys to cause trouble, no one really knows what does.  It’s just easier to blame it on him.

“Your mama needs to settle down.  Abraham is no worse than any of the other boys in this town.” I shifted my stare back to the strange young man across the way.  He was busying himself tying up his horse to the post.  

“Don’t let her catch you saying those things, Claribel Corbin.” Lottie always thought that if she spoke like our parents, then they may treat her as an adult. It wasn’t easy in our town to branch from adolescence to adulthood. Lottie and I were both coming up on our eighteenth birthdays and had more responsibilities throughout the town than most girls our age, but with our families being who they were, it was hard to be given the same freedoms.
OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
CLAIRBELL'S STORY





