
  
  
      
        
          The Bride's Pink Shoes

          Seabreeze Wedding Chapel, book 1

		      
          Jennifer Faye

        

        
          
          Lazy Dazy Press

        

      

    


  
  


Copyright © 2025 by Jennifer F. Stroka 

All rights reserved.

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.





Published by Lazy Dazy Press 



Thanks & much appreciation to:

Editor: Lia Fairchild



The Bayberry, Vermont, series:


	Book 1 – Christmas in Bayberry


	Book 2 – Valentine’s in Bayberry


	Book 3 – Rumors in Bayberry


	Book 4 – Springtime in Bayberry













  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About This Book
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Prologue
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        CHAPTER ONE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        CHAPTER TWO
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        CHAPTER THREE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        CHAPTER FOUR
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        CHAPTER FIVE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        CHAPTER SIX
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        CHAPTER SEVEN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        CHAPTER EIGHT
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        CHAPTER NINE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        CHAPTER TEN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        CHAPTER ELEVEN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        CHAPTER TWELVE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        CHAPTER THIRTEEN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        15.
        
        CHAPTER FIFTEEN  
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        16.
        
        CHAPTER SIXTEEN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        17.
        
        CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        18.
        
        CHAPTER EIGHTEEN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        19.
        
        CHAPTER NINETEEN 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        EPILOGUE  
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Afterword
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also By
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    

  


  
  
About This Book




A lost love comes back…   


Clara Harrington is secretly arranging the wedding of the year for Hollywood’s latest sweetheart—an event that will make her the West Coast’s most sought-after wedding planner. However, when she discovers the best man is her ex-fiancé, Andrew Cross, Clara is blindsided. Andrew is a changed man, intent on making amends. But will Clara risk her heart again when at long last her career is about to take off? 








  
  

Prologue


St. Atticus Hospital, New York City





The old landline phone clattered as Andrew Cross slammed the receiver onto the cradle. 

“Whoa there! What did that phone ever do to you?” a male voice asked from the doorway.

Andrew continued to stare in the opposite direction, toward the window of his hospital room. He knew to whom the voice belonged, and he hoped if he ignored the man long enough he’d go away.

As though the man could read his thoughts, he said, “Don’t think you can wish me away. I’m not that easy.”

Andrew stifled a frustrated groan as he turned his face to the doorway. Leaning against the door jamb was the physical therapist, Jerry. The tall, muscular Black man had been by to introduce himself the other day. And he was wearing the same stupid smile then as he was now. Dressed in his maroon scrubs with his ID badge dangling from his neck, he looked like he was there to work. He came to the wrong room if that was what he had on his mind.

Andrew was in absolutely no mood to deal with Mr. Happy-Go-Lucky. None. Whatsoever.

“I’m not up for exercising today.” Andrew’s words were slightly slurred, as his jaw was still swollen and had stitches trailing down it.

Jerry stepped farther into the room. “You might not be in the mood, but your body needs the exercise. You don’t want it turning on you, do you?”

“Not today,” Andrew ground out. His mind was still stuck on the unsettling phone conversation he’d just ended. “Besides, it’s a waste of time. My body is like some ghastly jigsaw puzzle—all pinned and stitched together. I can’t even get to the bathroom by myself.”

“You know, instead of complaining, you should be counting your blessings. Do you know how lucky you are to have a second chance at life?” Jerry crossed his arms, causing his meaty biceps to bulge. “Other people who have been in such severe car accidents haven’t been able to tell the tale. But you, well, you have a chance to make a bucket list and work on it. You can see life with a new perspective—”

“Stop!” His jaw ached as he continued to talk. “You’re wasting your speech on me.”

At this particular moment, Andrew didn’t feel fortunate. He felt so alone—almost as alone as he’d felt when his mother had abandoned him and his father all those years ago. She hadn’t said a word, merely left a short note saying not to try to find her.

Jerry cleared his throat. “So why don’t you tell me what’s bothering you? Who was on the phone?”

Andrew shook his head. “It was nothing.”

“It was something all right. I doubt that phone will ever work right again.” Jerry grabbed a chair from the corner of the drab room with its olive-green walls. The chair legs scraped over the tile floor as Jerry dragged it next to the bed. He proceeded to lounge his large frame back in the chair, stretching his long legs out in front of him and crossing his ankles. “Mighty comfy. Yep, I think I’ll stay right here. Until you talk, that is.”

Andrew groaned aloud this time. He was so tired of this hospital. All he wanted was to be left alone instead of constantly being wheeled in and out of surgery. And on top of all the poking and prodding, he now had Jerry getting on his case.

Eyeing up the determination in Jerry’s dark eyes, Andrew conceded. “Fine. If you must know, I was trying to locate someone. She changed her cell phone number, so I called her family.”

“And does this certain someone have a name?”

Andrew glared at Jerry, who continued to sit there, undisturbed by Andrew’s obvious irritation. “Yes. Her name’s Clara.”

“This Clara, she’s important to you?”

Andrew’s mind wandered back in time to nearly nine years ago. He’d met her at their college professor’s home for a cookout. She’d been an undergrad, and he’d just begun his MBA program. They’d each reached simultaneously for the same glass of lemonade. When she’d glanced up at him, she’d smiled. It wasn’t just any smile. It was one that lit up her big green eyes. He’d never seen such beautiful eyes, not to mention her heart-shaped face and those long blond curls. He’d been a goner right from the start.

Jerry leaned forward. “Ah, I can see by your smile that she’s very important to you.” 

Smile? Andrew pressed his lips into a firm line. That was then. This was now—a much different set of circumstances. “She’s part of my past.”

“Not from what I can see. You obviously still care about her, or you wouldn’t be trying to find her.”

“Trust me when I say I burned that bridge. Now, is this session done? I’m tired. Besides, I thought you were a physical therapist, not a psychologist.”

Andrew wanted to cross his arms, but his left arm was in a cast with nothing but pins holding it together, and some of his ribs were cracked. So, he just sat there frowning, hoping the guy would get the message and move on.

Jerry leaned back in the chair again. “Tell me about the two of you.”

“What’s there to tell? We broke up.”

“I meant before that. Where’d you meet her?”

Andrew relented and opened up about knowing her in college, hoping Jerry would get bored, but something happened when he started talking about Clara. He found he liked talking about her—he truly enjoyed the stroll down memory lane. It’d been a long time since he’d felt like smiling.

Clara had been his best friend, and he’d been hers. They’d talked about anything and everything, not always agreeing but respecting each other’s differences. Their future together seemed destined. After close to four years together and both of them settling into their respective careers, he was certain they could beat the odds and stay together until their twilight years, with matching rockers on the front porch.

“What’s Clara like?” Jerry asked, drawing Andrew from his straying thoughts.

Andrew faced the window, staring blindly at the blue sky. “She has the brightest smile. It can light up a whole room. And she knows what’s important in life. She used to tell me there was more to life than working, but I refused to admit she was right. I always had one more meeting or one more account to take care of. I…” His voice trailed away as he was hit with a huge wave of regret.

“You what?” Jerry asked.

For a moment, Andrew wasn’t going to answer. But he knew he couldn’t hide from the truth any longer. “I made my career the center of my world instead of her.”

Jerry nodded his dark head in understanding. “Sounds like she’s a smart lady. So, what in the world made her decide to hook up with the likes of you?”

“Hey!” Andrew’s gaze narrowed in on Jerry. “I wasn’t always such a mess.” He glanced down at the cast on his arm and then the brace on his leg that hid the line of stitches running down to his foot. “I was quite a catch before all of this.”

Jerry placed a hand on his broad chest as he let out a hearty laugh. It took him a moment to gather himself. “You just keep telling yourself that. I wonder what Clara would say if I asked her the same question.”

“You can’t.” Andrew no longer felt like talking. His good mood vanished as fast as it had appeared.

“Why not?”

“Just drop it.”

“Not until you tell me the ending. What happened with the two of you?”

Andrew blew out a frustrated breath. “She up and moved to the West Coast after I, um, we broke up.”

“Sounds like you regret letting her go.”

He’d made so many mistakes in his life, and it pained him to recall all of them. Why had he let himself become so focused on his career? Why couldn’t he have seen all of the important things in life before it was too late? 

First, he’d closed the door on knowing his half-brother, then he’d pushed Clara out of his life, and lastly, he’d lost his father. He hadn’t even known there was anything wrong with his father before a heart attack stole him away. Andrew’s good hand clenched tightly as he fought back a wave of remorse and grief. Would his father have told him about his heart condition if he had slowed down long enough to listen? Sadly, he’d never know. Just like he’d never get to tell his father how much he meant to him.

Andrew blinked repeatedly before meeting Jerry’s inquisitive eyes. “It doesn’t matter about Clara. It’s over now. She’s in California.” The same state as his brother—a brother he’d never taken the time to get to know. “Besides, I don’t even know how to reach her. Her brother wouldn’t give me her new number.”

“There’s always the Internet. I’m sure you could track her down that way.”

“And what?” With his good arm, Andrew gestured to his battered and broken body. “It’s not like I can go to her.”

“You’re not going to be like this forever. And that’s why I’m here, to help get you mobile so you can get on with your life.”

“You act like overnight I’ll be healed.” That was never going to happen. He’d had numerous surgeries to get him this far, and at least one more was on the horizon.

“I didn’t say it’d be overnight, but a trip to sunny California is a good goal. It’s something to work toward, or should I say someone to work your way toward?”

Maybe Jerry had a point with the physical therapy stuff. If he could stand on his own two feet again, he could manage a cross-country trip. Perhaps he could visit both Clara and his brother, attempt to undo some of the damage. Was that even possible? He had to hope so.

His thoughts zeroed in on sweet Clara. He owed her an apology—a big one. On second thought, he was glad he hadn’t reached her on the phone. This apology wasn’t something to be done over the phone. He had to see her—to apologize face-to-face.

He turned to Jerry. “What are you sitting there for? Let’s get to work.”








  
  

CHAPTER ONE


San Francisco, Seven Months Later





At last, all of her hard work and sacrifice were going to pay off. 

Clara Harrington, owner of the Perky Pink Wedding Company, sat on an old ladder-back chair in a small room at the back of one of San Francisco’s oldest chapels. The historic building overlooked the Pacific Ocean. It was snubbed by many passersby because the outside was in need of a fresh coat of paint. But the inside still gleamed as Mrs. Mabel Green cared for it.

The Seabreeze Wedding Chapel had large windows in which to take in the breathtaking view. With the building sitting atop a cliff, looking out the windows at the front of the chapel, all you could see was the blue water of the Pacific Ocean. Talk about a stunning view. And only a remarkable setting would do for this very special event—an event Clara had been hired to plan down to the very last detail.

She glanced over at her client, Tula Fox, Hollywood’s latest sweetheart. She was easily spotted with her pixie-style purple and black hair as well as her signature heavy eye makeup. The young woman was in one of the two rooms at the back of the building.

Tula was barely twenty-two. And she was already working on her second marriage. Clara wondered if she had seemed as young at that age. 

Clara jerked her thoughts to a halt. Nothing good would come of dredging up the past. She needed to focus on the here and now.

Tula was busy hunting for a wedding dress, but not any dress would do for such a special occasion. The groom was none other than the sexy Hugh Steadman, child-actor-turned-director. And he just happened to be Tula’s ex-husband.

Everyone was hoping this second trip down the aisle would stick, including Clara. She knew what it was like when things didn’t work out with the one you loved. When her thoughts strayed back to her ex, Andrew, as they did now and then, she jerked them back to the present.

With the paparazzi ravenous for any tips about Tula’s star-studded wedding, the details of the intimate nuptials had to be kept hush-hush. As such, none of the usual Hollywood hot spots would do for the ceremony and instead Tula had picked San Francisco for her wedding.

Clara had been nearly dumbstruck when Tula’s assistant had contacted her about arranging a private but beautiful wedding. And that’s when Clara thought of this chapel. She had stumbled across it when she’d first moved to San Francisco and had hosted other weddings there.

There was one tiny hitch with her plan, the chapel was about to go up for sale. Clara knew this was prime oceanfront property. It would be snapped up so fast that her head would spin. A developer would most likely level the chapel and put up oceanside condos. The thought of losing this sweet chapel with all of its charm and history saddened her.

She planned to speak with the owner, Mrs. Mabel Green, after this meeting with Tula to confirm that the property wouldn’t be sold before the wedding. If the worst happened, perhaps Tula would kick in some more money to persuade Mabel to delay the sale.

Clara pulled up a spreadsheet on her digital tablet while her friend and bridal boutique owner, Liza Howard, consulted with Tula. With this being a rushed wedding, everything had been a challenge, from reserving the venue to having little to no time to order a wedding dress. But Clara refused to be defeated.

“This won’t work!” Tula’s exclamation pierced the peaceful silence. “This wedding is a total disaster.”

What? Clara’s finger struck the wrong key on her tablet. She glanced up, hoping she hadn’t heard correctly. The frown on Tula’s pretty face said otherwise. Clara longed to tell her that she was being overly dramatic. The wedding was far from being a disaster. Clara pressed her lips together, holding back the rebuttal. Mentally, she counted to ten. This wasn’t her first difficult bride. Nor would Tula be her last. But this rising star was Clara’s most important client. It was imperative that she keep the bride happy.

She would make this work. She would. Somehow.

Clara glanced at Liza, whose long brown hair was twisted and clipped at the back of her head. Liza turned, meeting Clara’s gaze. The woman’s eyes widened, reflecting the worry churning within Clara. Liza didn’t say a word, as though not quite sure what to say in this tense moment.

Clara’s gaze moved to the bride, who stood on a platform in front of the single window in the room. The sunshine gleamed off the crystals strategically sewn into the dress. It was a magnificent sight. How could Tula not like it?

Clara swallowed down her anxiety, hoping when she spoke that she would evoke a soft and congenial tone. “The dress is beautiful. If you tell me the problem, maybe we can find a remedy?” 

Tula turned her pleading eyes to Liza. “Are you sure you can’t get me an original dress?”

“I’d be glad to as long as you delay your wedding.”

Tula shook her head. “I can’t. The stress of keeping this a secret from the paparazzi is too much. I… I’m afraid Hugh is going to back out of the whole thing.”

“Don’t worry. Everything will be fine. We’ll find a way to make this your dream wedding.” Clara hoped her voice sounded confident. Would the groom really back out? She hoped not. She knew how that sort of rejection cut deep and left lasting scars. “What don’t you like about the dress?”

Tula glanced in the mirror, turning this way and that way. “The dress, it’s too frilly. Too puffy. And the shoes”—she kicked off the heels—“they’re not right. They’re not me.”

Really? Clara glanced down at the pink strappy heels. They were the most stunning shoes she’d ever laid her eyes on. She’d love to own a pair, but there was no way she could swing the staggering price tag that accompanied the designer shoes.

Clara moved forward and picked up the heels to examine them. “Are they too small?”

“No. They fit perfectly. But they’re the wrong color.” She pointed to her hair. “Purple’s my color. Besides, they’re… They’re too girlie.”

Girlie? Seriously? They were an exclusive, much-sought-after custom design. “I thought you liked the idea of making your wedding unique. They would certainly make a statement.” 

“They would. But that was before.” The star’s shoulders sagged. “Hugh says he wants a more traditional wedding. Our first go-around was a funky wedding in Vegas with an Elvis impersonator, and we all know what a disaster that turned out to be. The marriage didn’t even last two months.” Tula sighed loudly. “Maybe he’s right. Maybe something more traditional will give us the luck we need to make this work.” Tula’s gaze met hers. Her eyes shimmered with unshed tears. “I… I don’t want to lose him again.” 

“You won’t.” Clara didn’t know if that was true or not. Tula wasn’t an easy woman to keep up with. One minute she was demanding and rigid, the next moment she was vulnerable and insecure. It would be a lot to live with on a daily basis. “Okay. So pink shoes aren’t exactly traditional, but no worries, this can be fixed.” In the grand scheme of wedding planning, finding more traditional shoes for the bride would be a cakewalk. “I’ll send them back to the designer.” 

“Thank them. And explain that we decided to go another direction.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll take care of everything. That’s what I’m here for.”

“I knew I could count on you.” Tula smiled at her before moving to the rack of wedding gowns. Luckily, they were all traditional white. Hopefully, there would be something there that would appeal to the bride. “After all, you are a miracle worker. You found the Seabreeze Wedding Chapel and were able to book it on short notice. But don’t you think this place needs some work?” Tula glanced around, and her nose crinkled up in disdain. 

The truth was that the Seabreeze Wedding Chapel wasn’t new to her. She’d been planning weddings there for more than a year. Some had been on the beach below the chapel but most had been inside the chapel. But she didn’t publicize it, because she didn’t want other wedding planners to home in on her spot.

“Don’t worry. I’ll make sure it looks fabulous.” A bunch of flowers and candles would hide any blemishes. She hoped.

The worried lines on Tula’s face smoothed. “I’m so glad your name came up when we were talking wedding planners. You’re making my life so much easier.”

This was Clara’s long-awaited opening. “You never did say how you heard of my services.”

“Actually, it was my fiancé who suggested you. I don’t know the details, but he said the Perky Pink Wedding Company has an excellent reputation, that you’re a stickler for details, and you’d provide a high level of discretion. I personally liked your business name. Even if purple is a cooler color.”

“Thank you. Glad you like the name. I wanted something unique—something that would stand out in people’s memories.”

“It’s memorable, all right.” Tula inspected a pair of white heels and with a crinkle of her nose, promptly rejected them as well. “The name suits you. You know with your pink car and your pink clothes.”

Clara glanced down at her white blouse and pink slacks. Besides it being a memorable name, pink was her favorite color. There was something so cheery about it.

But back to her original question about who recommended her service to an A-list actress, Clara was still no closer to finding the answer. Whoever it was, she was eternally grateful to them. Nine years ago, she’d been let go from her position as an assistant to Washington DC’s most illustrious and sought-after wedding planner. Her mentor had said she’d taught her everything she could and it was time for Clara to spread her wings. 

The news couldn’t have come at a worse time. It had been the week of Clara’s own wedding. A familiar sense of loss and sadness swept over her. As quickly as the memories came to her, she shoved them to the back of her mind, refusing to dwell on what would never be.

She needed to stay focused on her work. Once this star-studded wedding took place, the agreed upon contract stated she would be allowed to use both the bride’s and groom’s names as prior clients on her website. But for this wedding to be successful, it had to be kept off the media’s radar.

“None of these are going to work.” Tula scanned the gowns without even bothering to remove any of them from the rack.

Clara rushed over and selected her favorite, hoping Tula would change her mind. “I found this gown and thought you might like it. Initially, I picked it out because of the way the hemline rises in the front, showing off the bride’s shoes. I thought it’d be perfect with the pink heels, but it’d work with whatever shoes you select.”

“It’s not bad.” Tula moved closer to examine the gown. “Wait. Is that a price tag? Is this off-the-rack?”

Clara hesitantly nodded. “We don’t have much time—”

“But I can’t be seen in a run-of-the-mill dress—a dress anyone can afford. Can you imagine the headlines? The tabloids would have a field day.”

Clara couldn’t believe anyone would call the dress run-of-the-mill. It was absolutely stunning. She’d been so sure that Tula would love it, too. And she had, until she’d realized it was off-the-rack. If only Clara hadn’t been in such a rush and had remembered to remove the price tag.

“With the wedding in just a few weeks, we don’t have the time for an original gown to be made.” Clara glanced over at Liza, who nodded in agreement.

“It can’t be just any dress,” Tula said firmly. “It has to be special.”

Talk about a tall order. It couldn’t be off-the-rack, but there wasn’t time to design a gown. What did that leave?

A thought popped into Clara’s mind. “What if we took an off-the-rack gown and modified it, making it an original of sorts? Would that work?”

Both Tula and Liza paused as though to consider the idea. And then in unison, they nodded. Now they just had to find the right gown to modify. That shouldn’t be too hard. She hoped.

Clara made a note on her tablet. “Now let me pull up some shoes for you to pick from.”

Tula shook her head. “I don’t have time. I have to get back to LA. You know what I want. Pull together some other dresses. Preferably with a short hemline.”

Clara held out the tablet to Tula. “But what about the shoes?”

Instead of looking at the snapshot of gorgeous heels, Tula gave Clara a once-over, taking in Clara’s conservative outfit. “I think you’ll have a better chance of picking out something traditional than I will.”

Clara refused to react to the backhanded compliment. Stay focused. She’s a client. A very important client.

Summoning her professional voice, Clara said, “How about I put together a few photos of potential shoes and email them to you?”

“Make sure they’re from designers I’ve worked with in the past. They’ll be more likely to send over a free pair just for the publicity of me wearing them for my wedding.”

Clara was surprised at how much Tula worried about freebies and the prices of things, but she kept her thoughts to herself. The deposit check had cleared the bank. That was what mattered.

While Tula changed back into her street clothes, Clara let her gaze scan over her lengthy to-do-list. The purple calla lilies and white roses had been special ordered. And the tapas menu had been approved by Tula. Now if only the bride could decide on a dress. 

Clara glanced up at Tula. “When will you be back? We’re running out of time.”

Tula slipped on her white high-top canvas tennis shoes. “I’ll be back the day after tomorrow. That will give you time to find some more shoes and dresses.”

Clara inwardly groaned. She’d already offered Tula the best dresses she could find. She was going to have to think outside the box for the next round, because she wasn’t exaggerating about running out of time. The wedding was in three weeks. Just the thought of the narrow timeline sent Clara’s heart racing, and her palms grew moist. She told herself that once they found the dress, everything else would fall into place. She fervently hoped so.

Tula rushed out the door, complaining that she had to get back to LA for a promotional appearance. Clara, on the other hand, took her time cleaning up the room and thanking Liza for all of her help and patience. Once everything was sorted, she slipped her digital tablet in her oversized pink purse and grabbed the stack of bridal magazines she’d brought along for any brainstorming sessions.

As she neared the chapel door, her thoughts were focused on the large amount of work she had to accomplish in the next forty-eight hours. Talk about one of life’s biggest challenges. Okay, maybe it wasn’t that bad, but she doubted she’d get much sleep between now and her next meeting with Tula.

She’d just locked up the door when she glanced up, finding someone coming up the steps. They came to a stop next to her. Clara tilted her chin upward and shielded her eyes from the sun with her hand. After her eyes adjusted, she took in the man’s handsome face—a very familiar face. Her heart skipped a beat. Dark, short-cropped hair framed an angular face with a chiseled jaw. 

Her gaze moved to his eyes but quickly lowered, noticing something new. A scar. It snaked its way along his jaw on the left side. What in the world had happened to him?

Her gaze rose again, meeting his. She’d recognize his cool blue eyes anywhere. They were forever imprinted upon her mind. When they focused on her, like they were now, it was like they could see clear through her to all of her secrets and insecurities. She swallowed hard.

Andrew!

What is he doing here?











