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CHAPTER ONE

June, 1994

“Has anyone seen the groom?”

Suzy Sanford heard the question float up from the kitchen, and for a moment her heart seized. Those were not the words any bride wanted to hear on her wedding day. It was after eleven, and the wedding was scheduled to start at exactly two o’clock. Had something happened? 

She pressed a hand to her belly, which, for the moment, was not draped in satin and beads, but in jeans. There was time. Nearly three hours. And Nathan was probably out running errands. He did say he had a few things to do this morning. She had full confidence that he’d show up at the Kissing Bridge and be ready to pledge “I do.” They’d been waiting for this day for what seemed like ages.  

She looked in the mirror above her dresser and felt a stir of excitement as her reflection smiled back. She’d already been up and to the hairdresser’s. Sally had tamed her long, dark hair into a cascade of ringlets, her bangs were artfully arranged, and her headpiece sat precisely atop the curls, the waist-length veil hanging down her back. It looked a bit silly, compared to the plain buttoned blouse and jeans, but it would be utterly perfect once she put on her dress.

She and Nathan had been together for three years, and engaged since last Valentine’s Day. She was so ready to become Mrs. Nathan Greene. And last night, before he and the groomsmen had left the rehearsal dinner, he’d whispered in her ear that he couldn’t wait to be her husband. She’d laughed, and blushed a little, but she’d also known it went beyond making it “legal.” They’d deliberately put off living together, and by this time tomorrow they’d be in their shared apartment. Their home.

She had complete, absolute faith in him.

Jennie poked her head in the door. “Knock, knock. Anyone call for a Matron of Honor?”

Suzy grinned at her big sister. “It’s about time you got up here.”

“Sorry. I left Ben with Mike, and Mom is fussing over Laurel. We’re not putting her in that flower girl dress until we absolutely have to.”

“Smart idea.” As much as Suzy loved her niece Laurel, Jennie’s five-year-old daughter could be a whirlwind of destruction, always getting herself and her little brother, three-year-old Ben, into trouble. Trouble that mostly seemed to involve mud, dirt, grass, and the occasional worm.

Suzy couldn’t wait to give them a few cousins.

She smiled as Jennie started fiddling with a wayward curl. As sisters went, Jennie was the best. Suzy hadn’t always thought so, though. Jennie was four years older than her, and there had been a few years where they’d got on each other’s nerves all the time—specifically during the ages that all pretty much ended with –teen. Now Jennie was her best friend. More than sisters, they had only become closer since Nathan had come on the scene and they’d begun doing couples things together.

Satisfied that no other curls were going to rebel under her watch, Jennie quickly stepped outside the door and then came inside the room, carrying a garment bag.  She hung it on the hook on the back of the door. “I’ve got my dress. I thought we could finish getting ready together.” Her hair was already done, up in a twist, with her bangs precisely curled, slightly teased, and sprayed into place. 

“I’d like that. Make-up first?”

“You bet.” Jennie frowned a little. “Have you eaten? We don’t want you passing out during the ceremony.”

Suzy laughed, glad she was spending this time with her sister. “Are you kidding? Mom practically force-fed me scrambled eggs and toast this morning. I’ll be fine. I’m too excited to eat anything more, anyway.”

“Then sit down, take a deep breath, and let’s make you even more beautiful.”

Suzy waited until Jennie had finished with the foundation before she asked what was on her mind. “Did I hear someone say they were looking for Nathan?”

A shadow crossed Jennie’s face, but disappeared quickly. “Oh, they called his place looking for him this morning. Something about flowers. He was probably already out picking them up. It’s no biggie.”

The words were said easily, but Suzy sensed a bit of hesitation on her sister’s part, like she was trying to ease Suzy’s worries while still being worried herself.

Well, Jennie could fret. Suzy knew Nathan, and she knew that nothing in the world would keep him from standing under the arch today so they could pledge their lives to each other. 

♥
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IT FELT AS IF HIS EYELIDS were stuck together.

Nathan squinted and then rubbed his knuckles into his eyes, scraping away the crust in the corners and on his lashes. He smacked his lips a few times—God, his mouth was dry—and struggled to wake. 

The tequila shots had not been a good idea. He moved his tongue around in his mouth and tried opening his eyes to face the sunlight pouring through the cabin windows...
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