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“Skye Wilson.” She shook his hand. His fingers wrapped around her wrist and were warm against her cool skin. She felt a surprising little electrical zing when they touched. She pulled her hand back, cleared her throat, and said, “Do you own the company or just drive for them?”

“I own Limo Scene and all the cars. I hope to expand soon. I started contracting with Amina, the owner of the Lodge, when she called me about a month ago and hired my cars and service for their weddings. We work well together so they keep calling me back. I think there are some flaky companies and drivers out there. When you try and put a good foot forward, your work ethic speaks for you.”

A shrill voice launched through the small walkie-talkie in Skye’s hand, “Where is everyone? I said just a few minutes! You expect me to be in the dressing room alone forever?”

“Walkie-talkies to beckon you?” Chasen said, with a grin. “Okaaaayyy...”

“Brenda’s idea. This way she can keep track of us at all times. I guess this is my cue and I’d best hop to. Maybe, I’ll see you around again?”

“The pleasure’ was all mine, Ms. Wilson.” He extended his hand again. When his fingers wrapped around hers, they were warm and strong.

When she looked back, he was still watching her. She put a little swing in her hips...if he could even see her hips under all the pink fluff. She looked like the whipped crème and Jello salad. Fuffanella, Grandma called it. There was a part of Skye that wanted to stay and talk to the cute limo driver for a few more minutes, but she’d made a promise to help Brenda on her wedding day. She stood by her word and as the words of the day said, for better or worse.
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Skye Wilson looked at her new puppy, Ollie, and shook her head. He was a dog for goodness sake. How could he possibly know she was leaving him behind for a few hours and look so sad and pathetic. He was only eight weeks old but had already pulled at her heart strings.

“I promised Brenda that I would help coordinate her wedding. We talked about this last night.” I am trying to reason with a dog.

Ollie grumbled and rolled over on his back.

She patted his soft and furry tummy. “Mrs. Benson is watching you for the night. You’ll like her. And then I promise, tomorrow, I’ll take you out around the block, so you can spend some quality time with your favorite tree.”

Skye carefully kneeled on the floor as to not muss her fluffy pink dress. “I would just as soon stay here with you. But, you know, I have to go.” 

Ollie jumped into her arms and licked her cheek. With Ollie under one arm and her bag over her shoulder she started out the door. Almost forgetting the folder of wedding data on the coffee table, Skye circled back around and grabbed the folder. If she wanted to become a wedding coordinator she was going to have to start somewhere and that would be today. To do that she would need to get a few clients under her belt if anyone was going to hire her.

She liked weddings and didn’t want to work in an insurance office for the rest of her life.

When Skye arrived at the apartment next to hers she knocked on the door. When it opened, Skye said, “Good morning, Mrs. Benson, are you sure you’re still up for watching Ollie?”

“Of course.” The older woman’s face lit when she saw the puppy. She reached over the threshold, scooped the dog out of Skye’s arms, and snuggled her nose into Ollie’s feathery fur. “I’ve looked forward to having his company all week.”

Skye took Ollie’s leash, a puppy potty pad, and the bag of dog kibbles out of her bag. “This is all I think you should need. I’m not sure what time I will be home tonight. It depends on the wedding and how long they’ll need me.”

Mrs. Benson waved a hand. “Why don’t you just leave Ollie overnight and pick him up in the morning. You’re like a new mom. Don’t worry about your baby. I’ve raised five children of my own, so a puppy is easy-peazy.”

“I better get going, and thanks again.” Skye said checking her watch. She shut the door behind her as she left. She made a mental note to bring Mrs. Benson a slice of cake from the wedding. She knew the woman did like her treats.

Sky smoothed the front of the frothy ruffles of her dress and pulled in a deep breath. Maybe she would stop for a coffee on the way to the venue. She should be looked forward to the day but instead she felt uneasy. Brenda was a handful at work, and as bride she might be a little difficult.

I’ll make it a double-shot. I’m going to need all the energy I can get.
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BRENDA AND CARL’S WEDDING

“Get out, all of you, get out!” Brenda shrieked, as she waved French manicured nails in their direction. Her usually beautiful face was a twisted contortion of anger.

Skye Wilson knew it was Brenda’s wedding day, but seriously, the woman needed to take a chill pill. She’d volunteered to help Brenda coordinate the wedding for free, which she suspected was the only reason she’d been asked to be a bridesmaid. Now, she wondered if this was in the best decision she’d made. She could be sitting at home, eating a pint of Ben and Jerry’s. Ollie would be snuggled next to her as they watched an old foreign movie instead of being yelled at by a woman she barely knew.

Why had she volunteered to help her three co-workers with their wedding plans? Skye enjoyed being involved with weddings and she was a detail-oriented woman. But, after work last week when she suggested the four of them go out for drinks, they all made excuses why they couldn’t go. When she decided to go to the corner pub by herself, the three girls were there. It wasn’t that they didn’t want to go, it was that they didn’t want her to be a part of their group. They made that obvious. They wanted her free help, but not her company.

Skye felt like she was starting over. A new office job at an insurance firm. New friends... which had been harder to find then she thought. This was her new life. She should have never moved from her old life in Portland, but she did it to be closer to her dad.

She tried at being the voice of reason since the bride seemed to have lost her mind. She looked around, but the other bridesmaids had shrunk together up against the wall. “Brenda, I know that you forgot your undergarments back at the house, but to keep us on schedule, I think that we had best finish the last-minute touches on your hair and makeup and then take the photos.”

The bride put her hands over her face which had already taken two hours to apply. Skye winced. God forbid if Brenda smeared anything, she would make the poor makeup lady start all over again with the airbrushing. 

“I can’t,” Brenda said dramatically and slid down in the gold and white chair. She looked like a cross between a big marshmallow cream puff and a mummy with her veil wrapped around her body. “I can’t go out there and take photos like this.”

“It’s your panties, Brenda.”

“It’s not the ones for the wedding.”

“You are wearing a long white dress, so no one can see what is or isn’t underneath.” Skye drew in a deep breath and tried to calm her rising blood pressure. “By the time we are through with the bridesmaid and parent photos, Teri will be back from your house and you can put them on. No one will know they were missing except the five of us.”

“I’ll know.” Brenda waved her hands in a shooing motion. “Just get out! All of you get out! I need a few minutes alone. I can’t deal with all of this stress.” She dropped her head into her folded arms.

Skye knew Brenda off and on for the last six months at work, and identified that right now, compromise wasn’t a word that existed in Brenda’s vocabulary. Skye was the only bridesmaid still in the room. The others fled when she wasn’t looking after Brenda’s first tirade. 

“I’m going to step out for a few minutes so you can have time to compose yourself. You have the walkie-talkie, call me when you are ready to head out for your photos.” Skye hoped her voice sounded calm even though her nerves weren’t.

Skye wiped perspiration off her forehead from the stifling heat of the room. Brenda hung large bedspreads over the windows for fear the groom might see her before the wedding. The dressing room was stifling hot making it not a good combination along with wedding nerves. The groom seeing the bride beforehand never ruined a wedding, but the bride passing out from heat prostration would.

Skye backed out, closed the door to the bride’s dressing room, and then banged her head on the doorjamb. I’m a terrible person even thinking this, but I have no idea why these two are getting married. She was a realistic woman and didn’t believe in fairy tales, but love should be something special. Weddings were a couple’s special day, but wasn’t love supposed to be involved? Skye might be missing something, but she didn’t feel any chemistry between Brenda and Carl. But then, what did she know? She’d never been in love. She’d had boyfriends over the years, but never anyone serious. Maybe this was the way it was. And now she proved the old saying, once a bridesmaid always a bridesmaid.

Finding true love. Was it just a myth like mermaids, unicorns, and Sasquatch?

She wandered down the halls of the Chapel in the Sky wedding venue. The flocked wallpaper and gilded frame paintings gave the place the old world charm of a bygone era. The view from up on the cliff where it stood was breathtaking. Skye had to admit, it didn’t really need anything added, and it was already a beautiful place. 

She walked into the main part of the house. The caterers, florist, and many others were bustling around making sure that the wedding was set to perfection. She still didn’t spot the other bridesmaids, so Skye pushed through the French doors and headed outside. Maybe they’d gone come out here? The cool breeze brushing her face felt like a breath of heaven.

A long black stretch limousine was parked alongside the lodge. Its onyx paint and brushed chrome were polished to perfection. Skye rested against the trunk of the car and cracked her neck to the side. The heat radiating from the car felt good against her backside.

“I thought I’d be the only one out here,” a deep voice said. “It’s nice to have company.” 

She turned to find the limousine driver standing off to the side under the shade of a tree. Walking toward her, he was dressed smartly in a full black suit, white shirt, black tie and white gloves. The sun glinted off his dark aviator-style sunglasses.

“I somehow lost the other bridesmaids. They left the dressing room before me and now I have no idea where they went.”

“They didn’t come out this way. Would you like me to call in and see if the front desk can locate them? The grounds are large, they could be anywhere. I’d be happy to help.”

“No. That’s okay.” Skye liked having a few minutes to herself. “I’ll find them soon enough. The photos are...delayed, so they won’t need me for a few minutes. It’s a beautiful day even though a little warm for my taste. I came out for some fresh air.”

“There’s lots of it out here. I’ll share.” He shot her a dazzling smile and her stomach did a little flip. “I saw the photographer take the groomsmen’s photos, so I assume you girls are up next?”

“We’re in a holding pattern. There’s been a bit of a problem.”

“Problem?” he asked. “I hope it isn’t anything too serious.”

“Things will be resolved in a few minutes.” Skye felt her cheeks heat realizing she’d almost told a stranger about the brides missing panties. “I’ve been helping coordinate the bride’s day and now the schedule’s off. Brenda said she needed a few minutes alone, but those few minutes have stretched into thirty.” Skye lifted her cell phone and looked at the time. “I hope she calls us in soon or we will be behind on the time it takes to complete the photos. It’s a big wedding party and I assume it might take up to an hour or more for the photos.”

“Are all the photos before?”

“Oh, no. The bride thinks it’s bad luck for her and the groom to see each other before the wedding.”

He shrugged. “I think that’s an old wives’ tale. It takes a lot of stress off the day if they take photos before, but I know you can’t tell a bride who’s convinced otherwise.”

“Exactly. That is what I tried to tell her, but years of tradition are not in my favor.”

“I think if you are getting married for the right reasons, a photo or two with your true love shouldn’t curse the day. If anything, it should help it.” He grinned. The limousine driver took off his black chauffeur’s cap and ran a hand through his thick, dark hair. “Iʼll wager a guess by the pink taffeta, besides coordinating, you’re also a bridesmaid?”

“What tipped you off?” Skye grinned, and did a little spin on her toes. “Maybe I’m just like one of the Trekkie people and I wear this kind of dress every day.”

He looked her up and down and then smiled. “Nope. I’ve only known you a few minutes but this just doesn’t look like your daily style.” He leaned next to her on the trunk of the limo and crossed one long leg over the other. “Related or a friend of the bride and groom?”

“I guess I’m a friend, though I don’t know the bride very well. I work with Brenda, the bride. All she’s talked about for the last six-months is her wedding here at Chapel in the Sky. But, as the wedding grew closer and the budget her dad gave her was hit long ago, she dropped the wedding coordinator from the lodge and asked me if I would help.”

“Have you done wedding planning before?” he asked.

“No, not really. But I’ve been to a million weddings and I’m a pretty organized person. I’m sure that’s why she asked me.”

“Pretty organized?” The tone of his voice was kidding. “I’m thinking if Brenda Karlton wants you involved that you’re more than a little organized. You would have to have every I dotted and T crossed for her standards. She called the company six times last week to double-check the limo’s pickup time.”

“You’re right, I’m very organized. I work in accounting with a firm in downtown Seattle. Brenda only called Limo Scene four times. She had me call the other two, so I guess you and I have spoken to each other before. You were very professional on the phone.”

“Thanks.”

“Brenda told me she picked me as a bridesmaid because I’m the right height and have the right color hair to complement the bride.” She twirled a finger through a blonde curl. 

“She picked the bridesmaids by height and hair color?” He chuckled. “Not by best friends or sisters, or something like that?” 

“I don’t think so. Brenda’s a brunette and we’re all blondes. We’re all around five-foot-seven and she’s five-ten. She has a certain plan for her wedding down to the look of the women in the photos beside her. It’s my job today to make sure everything falls into place. She’s thought this through, believe me.”

“So, what are you doing out here and not hanging out with the bridesmaids? You said you ‘lost them’?”

“I don’t really know the other girls very well either. We work together, but...you know.” She almost blurted out, they never really include me in anything they do. “When Brenda said that she needed some ‘alone time’ and told all of the mothers and the bridesmaids to get out of the dressing room, I thought I’d best leave for a few minutes.”

“Well, her loss and my gain.” He stuck out his hand. “The name’s Chasen Dantrell.”

“Skye Wilson.” She shook his hand. His fingers wrapped around her wrist and were warm against her cool skin. She felt a surprising little electrical zing when they touched. She pulled her hand back, cleared her throat, and said, “Do you own the company or just drive for them?”

“I own Limo Scene and all the cars. I hope to expand soon. I started contracting with Amina, the owner of the Lodge, when she called me about a month ago and hired my cars and service for their weddings. We work well together so they keep calling me back. I think there are some flaky companies and drivers out there. When you try and put a good foot forward, your work ethic speaks for you.”

A shrill voice launched through the small walkie-talkie in Skye’s hand, “Where is everyone? I said just a few minutes! You expect me to be in the dressing room alone forever?”

“Walkie-talkies to beckon you?” Chasen said, with a grin. “Okaaaayyy...”

“Brenda’s idea. This way she can keep track of us at all times. I guess this is my cue and I’d best hop to. Maybe, I’ll see you around again?”

“The pleasure’ was all mine, Ms. Wilson.” He extended his hand again. When his fingers wrapped around hers, they were warm and strong.

When she looked back, he was still watching her. She put a little swing in her hips...if he could even see her hips under all the pink fluff of her dress. She looked like the whipped crème and Jello salad. Fuffanella, Grandma called it. There was a part of Skye that wanted to stay and talk to the cute limo driver for a few more minutes, but she’d made a promise to help Brenda on her wedding day. She stood by her word and as the words of the day said, for better or worse.
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THANK GOODNESS, THE rest of the wedding went off without a hitch. Small lights hung from the ceiling of the reception and what looked like miles of white tulle draped everywhere. Large white bouquets of flowers were set on each guest table with candles. The candles raised the temperature of the room and made it a little uncomfortable, but Skye thought it looked exactly like Brenda had envisioned. Rich, elegant, and like it cost a lot of money...which it had. Brenda mentioned that she hoped her friends were impressed. If a person was into that, Skye guessed they would be.

The best thing was, Skye could keep everything pretty much on the bride’s timeline even after the whole ‘underwear debacle.’

After the first hour of the reception, the rest of the wedding party drifted away from the head table. The cake was cut and the bouquet and garter were thrown. She didn’t want to go up for the bouquet toss, but was called out by one of the other bridesmaids. When the flowers flew her direction, she had to catch them. 

Phoebe, one of the bridesmaids, came up to her. “You caught the bouquet. Any prospects on the horizon or do you have a boyfriend? Are you’re getting married soon and you just haven’t said anything at the office?”

“No. I would have said something.”

“Well...I guess anyone can catch the bouquet.” Phoebe said in a clipped tone.

Skye felt the cold front come off the other woman and realized that Phoebe wanted to be the one to catch the bouquet. Phoebe’s weddings was the last of the three women from the office. Why did she need to catch the flowers? She already had a fiancée.

“Would you like them?” Skye held out the small bouquet in an offer to the other woman.

“No.” Phoebe’s eyes narrowed. “I don’t think it works that way.” She turned and walked off toward the dance floor.

****
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WHEN THE DJ BEGAN THE music, Skye found herself alone at the table. She looked around the room, and didn’t recognize anyone. She walked to the cake table, snagged two plates and forks and headed outside. She found Chasen in the same place he’d been earlier, leaning on his car, and this time reading a book. 

“Fancy meeting you here, again,” she said. “I thought you might like a piece of wedding cake.”

He looked up, stuck the book in his back pocket, and took the plate. “You sure it’s okay if I have one?”

“The cake is huge. I think they only cut a part of it. They won’t miss one slice. In fact, I probably could have brought you a whole tier to eat.”

“One slice is fine. Unless the bride or groom say anything beforehand, I always feel weird eating or drinking anything at the wedding. It’s not professional.”

“You can’t be expected to sit out here for hours and hours without anything to eat or drink.”

“Before I leave the office, I always bring bottled water and make a couple of sandwiches I keep in a small cooler in the trunk. They hold me over.” He waved the fork at her. “If I get in trouble eating this cake, youʼll vouch for me?”

“I’ll tell them that you’re my date for the night.” Skye took a bite. “That is, as long as your wife or girlfriend won’t come after me.” She hoped there wasn’t any of the blue frosting on her teeth.

“You’re safe. No wife or girlfriend.” He took a bite. “Wow, this cake is really good. What is it?”

“I think Brenda said that it’s chocolate bourbon cake with mocha buttercream frosting. The caterers said they were trying out a few new cake designers, but I’ll have to report back how good it tastes.”

“Amina does everything well, doesn’t she? That’s why I agreed to work with the Lodge. I like to work with professional organizations who take their work seriously. Is the wedding going smoothly?”

“For the most part. I accidently caught the wedding bouquet. I didn’t mean to but it was going to hit me in the face. I think I ticked off one of the other bridesmaids who wanted it.”

“That means you’re the next to be married. Right?”

“I’m destined to be a professional bridesmaid.” Skye rolled her eyes. “And, that would mean I had a man in my life. 

“Stranger things have happened.” He grinned at her.

The thought wasn’t a bad one at all. Maybe by the end of this night Chasen might ask her out on a date.

Skye listened to the beat of the music inside the venue, happy she had a quiet place with a cute guy to relax for a few minutes. She rubbed her temple with the tip of her index finger. The pounding inside echoed in her head.

“Headache?” 

“A little one. It’s been a rather hectic day.” She sighed and finished the last bite of her cake. 

Chasen left for a second before returning with a bottle of aspirin. “Here. I always try to carry an emergency kit of things my customers might need.” He held out the aspirin container and a bottle of water. “Band-Aids, a wine cork, and a few other things we’re not going to mention in case my clients request them.”

“People wouldn’t ask you for that?”

“Yes, I’ve been pretty much asked for everything. Somethings I supply, somethings, no way.”

“Thanks. I’ll just take the aspirin.” She took them and downed two pills with the water. “I hope things work for Brenda and Carl. I hope that she’s marrying for love and not just for the show of the wedding.”

“Why would you say that?” he asked.

“I don’t know.” She shrugged. “I didn’t hear her mention Carl the whole day. When I left the wedding party a few minutes ago, he was dancing with the girls we work with. There just isn’t that special something between the two of them. I know, that sounds bad. I found myself wondering why they were getting married at all.” Skye looked up, a little embarrassed by her confession.

“This isn’t dissing on a client, it’s only an observation, but Brenda was screaming the moment I picked her up in the limousine. She was on her cell phone yelling at who I assumed was the groom. It was over some silly thing. The groom forgot to pack the cake knife. I mean, who cares? Use a machete if you have to.” He took his chauffeur hat off and laid it on the trunk of the car. “I’ve driven brides to hundreds of weddings and a lot of the time I think it’s just nerves. A side of people comes out on their wedding day that they normally might not show.”

“You’re right. Brenda has such a tight timeline, everything needs to go off without a hitch.”

“Every wedding has hitches. I just wondered, if you don’t mind me asking, what happened earlier when she threw everyone out of the dressing room?”

Skye paused for a second, wondering if she should tell him. Finally, she said, “She forgot her bridal underwear back at the house. That’s why she wouldn’t come out for her photos.”

“She what?” He laughed. “Is there bridal panties?”

“Yes. You know, white, lacy ones, and she seemingly couldn’t take her photos without them.” She laughed too. It sounded as silly when she said it as it really had been. Skye hadn’t laughed all day. It felt good.

Chasen pointed his fork at her. “She did realize that she was wearing a big white dress and no one could see her... well, anything. Her dress isn’t see-through.”

“I know,” Skye said, exasperated. “I tried to tell her that, but she’d hit a wall of resistance and wasn’t able to work through it. And until those panties showed up, nothing was happening.”

“I’ve heard and seen a lot of things happen at weddings, but that’s a new one.” His laugh was easy. She turned and watched Chasen as he placed his plate and fork on the ledge of the railing. He was cute. No, Chasen was melt-the-frosting-off-the-cake handsome. His dark hair was almost black, and his deep blue eyes shone in the overhead lights of the Lodge. He scratched the light stubble of beard which ran along his strong jawline. The kind of beard that just tickled your fingertips when you kissed a man.

Skye swallowed. She had to stop staring. 

She was definitely having much more fun out here flirting with the limo driver than she’d had back at the party. The beat of the music could be heard through the walls and she tapped a foot.

Reluctantly, she looked at her cell phone and saw she only had five more minutes. “I’d best get back inside. I need to help Brenda with her dress before her first dance. I’ll be back in a bit with her overnight bag for when you take them to the hotel.”
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WHEN SHE RETURNED, Chasen was still reading his book. He saw her and grinned. He seemed genuinely happy to see her again. Wow...if she could just have someone like him when she came home from work. All she had now was her dog and her two roommates. He popped the trunk, and took the bag from her grasp.

“I forgot to ask you what you were reading?” she questioned.

“It’s a spy thriller I picked up for a quarter at the used bookstore by my house. I like paperbacks when I’m working. Easier to stick in my back pocket.” Chasen popped the trunk and took the bag from her grasp. “I love my job,” he said. “But, it’s always the long hours between the beginning and the end that get a little slow. I tried playing solitaire but I got bored. Books are better. Thanks for hanging out here with the hired help to make the evening fly by.”

“As I said, I didn’t really know anyone in there, so it was nice to talk and it was nice to meet you in person and not just through your business phone.”

“For the next wedding, here’s my number.” He took out his wallet and pulled free a business card. “Or, if you ever need to hire a limousine, give me a call.”

“Thanks for the offer. I doubt I‘ll ever need a big, fancy car like this.”

“Maybe instead of business, I could take you for coffee?”

“I’ll have to see how my schedule plays out, but I do have two more weddings for coworkers coming up. I think they’ve hired Limo Scene so I will see you then.”

“I have a few other drivers and cars, but hopefully.” He paused. “I’m the boss, I’ll schedule it so I’m the driver.”

“Maybe I’ll see you around again then.”

“I’m counting on it. It’s been an unexpected and a much more enjoyable evening than I’d planned on.” 

She tried to think of something to keep their conversation going, but that wasn’t her long suit. “Well, better get going.”

He took her hand. “Thanks for thinking of me and bringing me cake. And thanks for being my ‘date’ for tonight. Call me if you change your mind about coffee.” He grinned, and Skye felt that funny little tug in her stomach again.

“Goodnight, Chasen.”

“Goodnight, Skye. Until we meet again.” He kissed the back of her hand.

Wow, do guys still do that? She was happy they did.
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Chapter Two
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HELEN AND DONALD’S Wedding

For the past three weeks, Chasen had kicked himself after the last wedding for not getting Skyeʼs phone number. He hoped she would have taken him up on his offer for coffee, but there had been no call. 

He couldn’t get that cute girl out of his mind. Since that night, he’d been out on one date, which was a fix-up by a friend. His friend told him that he and the girl would be ‘perfect’ together. His friend was wrong. It wasn’t a good match at all. The woman had no sense of humor and that was a deal breaker. If he’d gotten Skye’s number, maybe instead of that other date, he could have gone out with someone who made him laugh and that he’d felt some real chemistry with.

He’d only been working with Chapel in the Sky for the past few months and the last thing he wanted was for Amina to think he was hitting on someone from a wedding party, and or using his limo service as a way to pick up women. It was important to always come across as professional. He’d put his heart and soul into his business and borrowed money up to his eyeballs to buy the three limos. 

If he was worried about the ‘no fraternizing with customers’ clause in Limo Scene’s contract, why did Skye’s face float across his mind when he shut his eyes at night to go to sleep? He’d written the damn contract. Maybe he should take that line out. His chauffeurs were driving for three weddings taking place tomorrow around town. He’d checked the names of the Lodge’s weddings for the weekend and shifted the schedule around, so he would be the driver for the two there on Saturday. He wasn’t sure which one Skye might be involved with, but he wasn’t taking any chances. For all he knew, the wedding might be at another venue. He hadn’t thought of that and frowned.

He looked at the names of the couples. One couple was coming in from a different state and Skye said that she worked with the brides in the city. This would leave Helen and Donald or Linsey and Michael. He’d always been bad at 50/50 decisions...and why the heck did it seem to matter so much if he saw Skye again? It did though. There was one wedding at eleven o’clock and one at seven. He’d eliminate the odds and drive for both.

“Hey, Ted. I’m giving you the shorter weddings tomorrow that will be back to back,” he said. “Mary and Robertʼs. It will still be a long day, so bring a book or put a new game on your phone. The pickup is at 1:00 p.m. and the last hotel drop off for the second is at 1:00 a.m.”

“I assume the girl you told me about will be at the other wedding?” Ted wiped his polishing cloth over the door’s black, shiny paint and shot him a knowing grin. 

“You remember that?” Chasen felt the tips of his ears heat. He had to stop blabbing his love life to his workers, they loved to throw it back in his face. “I don’t know where she’s going to be,” he mumbled.

“Why don’t you describe her, and I’ll keep an eye out.” Ted waggled his eyebrows. “I’ll call if I see her.”

“You’re a hound dog. No way.” Chasen laughed. “Okay, she’s about four-foot three, one eyeʼs green and the other one’s glass and she’s missing a front tooth.”

“Ha ha, I don’t believe you. Are you afraid I’ll move in on your girl?”

“She’s not my girl.”

“Just giving you a bad time. I like my job, and I wouldn’t want to make the boss jealous. Besides, you told us no fraternizing with the wedding party. It wouldn’t look right. If you got her number and asked her out on a date for another time, does that count as off-duty time too? Just clarifying.”

“No, I don’t think so.” Chasen needed to think about that question. It never came up before. But, free time was free time. He didn’t want to be one of those micro-managing bosses, unless it was regarding one of his cars. “Throw me the cloth, you missed a spot.”

Ted tossed him the fiber cloth and Chasen rubbed the smear on the black surface. He liked all of his cars, but this was his favorite. The first one that he’d been able to buy. He rubbed off the smudge and tipped his head to see if heʼd missed anything else.

“Looks like everything is ready to go. Another night. More crazy weddings,” Ted said.

“Something like that.” Chasen laughed and closed the driver’s side door.
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CHASEN REMOVED HIS chauffeur cap and looked at his reflection in the side window to check that his hair and tie were in place. For once in his life, his guess had paid off. She hadn’t been at the first wedding, but a few minutes before the late afternoon sun streaked across the lawn, Skye appeared to pose for pictures with the bridesmaids. Then he’d watched the sway of her lovely hips all the way back across the grass and into the Lodge.

It had been ten years since his senior prom, so why did he feel like an anxious kid waiting to see the girl he wanted to ask out? Skye probably didn’t even see him today, or worse yet, didn’t want to. She hadn’t called so maybe she wasn’t interested. He pulled the printed agenda for the wedding off the front seat and scanned it for the hundredth time. He didn’t need to check, but it was an excuse to keep his mind off the woman occupying his thoughts.

He drew out his paperback and started to read again, as he tried to look nonchalant.

“Hey, fancy meeting you here...again.” 

He would know that voice anywhere. He let out a sigh of relief that she’d sought him out. Chasen turned and smiled. “Skye. Wow, I didn’t expect to see you here.” Good thing he wasn’t Pinocchio, or his nose would have grown a foot. 

“I was happy to see that it was you driving the limo tonight.”

“I said I would. If the wedding is here at the Lodge, thereʼs a pretty good chance Iʼll be the driver.”

“That’s good, or else I’d have to meet a whole new limo driver as I stand out here alone...again.” She made a goofy face as she kidded with him. Skye unwound the loose satin tie from the small yellow purse on her wrist. 

It was a simple act and Chasen had no idea why he found it sexy.

“How have you been?” Geesh, why don’t you just ask her how the weather is? He wasn’t very good at small talk.

“Two weddings down, one to go. Then most of the eligible women in the office will be taken. That is, except for me, of course.” Skye sat on the bench, peeled off her sandal, and rubbed the arch of her foot. “Why do they make wedding shoes so uncomfortable?”

“I can bet that guys don’t understand the pain of high heels, but what I do know is that you look beautiful tonight.” That was an understatement. She looked amazing. The sleek, teal blue fabric accentuated the curves of her figure. Much better than the fluffy pink dress she’d worn before. He sat across from her and tried not to stare, as he imagined kissing her perfect mouth.

Chasen snapped out of his daydream and cleared his throat. “Is this wedding going a little smoother for the wedding planner...which I assume is you again?”

“Yes, it’s going much better. I’m getting the hang of it.” She stretched out her legs and wiggled her toes. A breeze blew the ringed curls of her hair and the sun glinted off the streaks of blonde. “At least there are no walkie-talkies for this one.”

“How can they possibly track everyone down?”

She pulled out a piece of paper. “Helen’s doing it the old-fashioned way, she has a timeline written in ink.” She looked at the paper and frowned. “I hope that they can get all the photographs in so the ceremony isn’t delayed. It’s a large wedding party. The mother of the groom is helping this time. It makes things slightly easier.”

“What about the mother of the bride?”

She looked around to see if anyone was within hearing range and then said in a loud whisper, “Well...they are an interesting bunch. Two of Helen’s sisters have a half-gallon of tequila in the dressing room. I had one shot with them so I wouldn’t look like a prude, but come on. They are already blasted. I hope the two of them can walk a straight line down the aisle.”

“Well, it wouldn’t be the first time someone in a wedding was tipsy, but it’s usually the groomsmen.” He laughed.

“I guess girls are guilty of indulging too much at weddings just as much as the men.” She slipped her shoes back on. “Well, I’d best get back. Will I see you at the reception?”

“Yep.” He nodded. “I’m here for the long haul. I can’t leave early, or I’d miss out on the possibility of you bringing me another piece of cake.”

“I’ll do that.” 

“Do you have a few more minutes?” He opened the front door of the limo and brought out a thermos. “I hoped that I could still talk you into having coffee with me.” He poured a cup and handed it to her.

“How did you know I needed some caffeine?” She took a sip and added, “I kept your card and I wanted to call, but between work and Helen, I haven’t felt like I’ve a second of time for myself.”

“It’s the peak of wedding season, I know how you feel. That’s why I brought the coffee for us. It would give me and you a few more minutes of fresh air.”

She finished her coffee and handed him the cup. “Thanks. That was just what I needed. I’ll see you in a bit?”

“You know where to find me.”

Chasen watched her disappear into the house. This night wasn’t going to be nearly as long as he expected. Next time he saw her, he’d get her phone number.
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BY NINE O’CLOCK, THE DJ had the music blasting and the party after the ceremony was in full swing. Chasen tapped his foot to the beat and looked out over the perfectly manicured grounds. The Lodge was a beautiful place for a fairy tale wedding. He inhaled the fragrance from the hundreds of Amina bushes planted in a semi-circle around the dark green grass.

The announcement for the cake cutting happened about fifteen minutes earlier, and right on cue, Skye arrived with two slices.

“Ahhh...you didn’t forget about me. More cake smuggled out to the hired help.”

“Again, there is enough cake left in there to feed an army. This time it’s red velvet with cream cheese frosting.” She handed him one of the plates. When she sat on the bench, he sat beside her. “I offered to help cut the cake and hand it out to the guests. It was fun.”

“That explains why there’s frosting in your hair.” He reached over and plucked out a small chunk of icing. 

“Thanks. I’m surprised there isn’t more stuck there.” Her cheeks turned a cute shade of pink as she brushed at her blonde bangs. “There must be two-hundred guests in there.”

“Still no one you know?”

“Not really. I work with some of the girls, but I don’t know them well. I’m not the first one they pick to hang out with. I’ve never been in their ‘cool club.’”

“Why’s that?” he asked as he took a bite of cake. If he had a club, she would be the first one he’d ask.

“I prefer to go hiking or bike riding over going to the mall to pick out the perfect shade of lipstick. I don’t fit in.” Skye shrugged. “I guess I’ve never been a girly-girl.”

“If you choose hiking over the mall, then you’re my kind of girl.”

“Am I? I find that hard to believe with a good-looking guy like you.” She paused, adding, “Oh, you mean hiking.” She looked flustered and blushed again. Damn, she was cute. “As a bridesmaid, we were all in charge of picking out our own shoes. I went with flats and bought Toms. They made me take them back. I didn’t, I just told them I had. I thought they were really cute. Now I have heels again.” 

“And they told you to buy these torture devices? Looks to me like you were the smart one in keeping the comfy shoes.” He laid his empty plate on the railing and took a deep breath. “I don’t want this to come across wrong, but I was wondering if I could get your phone number?”

She pulled the a yellow ribbon free from her purse. “This was tied around my flowers, and something to remember me by. I can write my phone number on it.” Skye’s smile lit her eyes, but it was short-lived as one of the bridesmaids staggered out the French doors yelling, “And another thing, this party sucks!”

“Oh, geez.” Skye jumped to her feet and hurried toward the girl. “Joan. Hey, is there a problem?”

Joan swayed a few times and then looked like she was fighting to focus her eyes. “What’s your name again?”

“Skye.”

“Are you one of the bridesmaids?”

“Yeesss,” Skye replied slowly. Gessh, she’d just spent the day with this woman. “That is why we are wearing matching dresses. How about we walk back to the room? I think that might be the best plan for the night.”

“That is a plan. I’ll just walk over and change my shoes. These shoes suck too!” Joan cried, yanked off one of the offending shoes and threw one back toward the Lodge. The first one stuck in a bush, as she pulled off the other and dropped it in the driveway before staggering off barefoot.

Skye looked back at the party and then at the building where Chasen assumed the family and wedding party were staying. “Come on, Joan. Let’s get you to bed.”

Joan was at least five inches taller than Skye and outweighed her by probably seventy-five pounds. Skye and Joan took an unsteady step before Joan dropped, pulling both women to their knees.

Chasen jumped up and ran to help. He got to Skye first who was back on her feet and brushing dirt off the front of her dress. 

“I think wherever you’re going, I’d better come along and help, or you’ll both end up falling into the Lodge’s bushes,” he said.

Joan laughed and then burped. As Chasen bent down to haul the other woman to her feet, she ran her hands through his hair. “Hey, you’re kinda cute.” Her breath could light a kerosene lamp. “You wanna come back to my room Mr. Hottie-McTottie Limo Driver?”

“Thanks for the offer, but no. I’m not into necrophilia,” he muttered under his breath, Wow. This was the reason he made the “no fraternizing at weddings” policy. Joan would be passed out in a very short time and God knows what story she’d make up in the morning. Chasen was happy he didn’t have to drive Joan in his car, he’d probably be cleaning the carpet and seats after she got sick. Pulling Joan to her feet, he draped her nearly limp arm across his shoulders. “Come on, let’s get you to some safer ground.”

He ignored the fact that Joan dropped her hand off his shoulder and squeezed his butt.

Between the two of them, he and Skye managed to get the wobbling girl across the grass and into her room.

“You were right. We would have never made it without you,” Skye said. “I’ll take it from here. I’ll bring out the bride’s suitcase when I get back to the wedding, and then I’ll give you my number.” 

. He felt for the piece of yellow ribbon which was still in his pants pocket. With all the commotion, he’d forgotten all about it

Good thing she hadn’t.
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CHASEN WAITED BY HIS car. He’d seen Skye arrive back at the party, but she hadn’t come out. That was when he heard a commotion coming from the service kitchen. He paused for a beat to listen. It wasn’t the catering staff, there was someone in the kitchen making a fuss. He strode across the grass and pushed the kitchen door open to see what was going on.

Skye stood in front of Joan with the baffled catering staff off to the side. The loud party music thumped outside the door which explained why no one else at the party had heard the commotion.

“Come on, Joan,” Skye pleaded. “You shouldn’t have walked back here. You need to go back to your room.” 

“My daddy is paying for this part-ee. You have no right to tell me anything! And another thing, I want a drink and you’re going to—”

The caterer interrupted, “Except that this is our kitchen and we don’t have anything to do with the bar. We don’t have any liquor back here and we can’t help you. The bar staff are the ones who cut you off, not us. We can’t have the two of you back here, it’s in violation of the Lodge’s health code policies.”

Joan waved her hand and staggered to the side. “As I said, my daddy’s paying for all of this part-ee for my sister’s big fan-see wedding. So, you are all workers and need to do what I say. And, I say one of you needs to go out to the bar and get me another bottle of vodka.”

“You’ve had way too much to drink and you need to let me take you back to the room.” Skye tried to take her arm, but Joan yanked it away.

“Get off me!” Joan shouted and sidestepped Skye doing a drunken dance move that looked more like something out of the Michael Jackson Thriller video. “This party isn’t over until I say it’s over. The part-ee’s just started, and I need a drink, now!” Joan reached across the kitchen counter, scooped up a bowl of potato salad in a large cut glass bowl and threw it toward the floor. Chasen tried to jump to Skye’s aid, but it was like everything happened in slow motion. Skye wasn’t quick enough, and the bowl hit her first, and then the floor with a deafening crash. Shards of glass and sticky yellow salad flew everywhere with a splat. 

Skye cried out in pain. 

Not sure what else to do, Chasen scooped Skye up and into his arms heading out the back door. He set her on the bench and dropped to his knees. “Skye, are you okay?”

“I don’t know.” She shook her head, as she bit her lower lip. “The bowl hit my leg and my foot.” 

He lifted the satin of her skirt and assessed the damage. A chunk of the glass had cut Skyeʼs leg, and dark red blood ran down her calf, staining her shoe. The cut wasn’t deep, but it was bad enough that she would probably need a few stitches. Gently, he wiggled her ankle. “I don’t think your foot’s broken.”

“It hurts.” A tear broke free and skittered down her cheek. She wiped at it with the back of her hand. “I guess I am a girly-girl after all and I’m crying when I get hurt.”

“That bowl looked heavy. I’d probably cry too if it hit me.” He wanted hug her close and protect he but settled for touching her cheek. “You’ll be all right. I’m here.” Chasen gently slipped the strappy sandal off her foot and dropped it. He squeezed her ankle and then manipulated it, making sure not to do any more damage. “My friends and I have broken a few things snowboarding in the past, so I can usually tell. As I said, I don’t think your foot’s broken, but you need to go the hospital and have x-rays.”

“I don’t know if I can drive.”

“That’s the last thing you have to worry about.” He rocked forward and then stood. “You aren’t driving, I am.” 

“You don’t have to do that.” She sniffed again. “I can maybe find someone from the wedding.”

“I think this nutty family’s done enough tonight. And, not that you are going anywhere, but stay right here and I promise I’ll be right back”

Chasen sprinted across the lawn toward the kitchen. The caterers were cleaning the potato salad and glass off of the floor with a large push broom and mop.

“Is that poor bridesmaid all right?” one of the ladies asked as concern etched her brow.

“I think so, but can one of you get me a bag of ice for her foot? And, do you have a clean white towel? What happened to the drunk bridesmaid?”

“I called Amina. She just arrived and told the family that Joan needed to be out of this party, now, or she would tack on a hefty damage fee. That got rid of her.”

“Good,” Chasen said. “I was coming to say either she needed to leave or the police would escort her out.”

“That’s pretty much what Amina told the family too. She has put too much work into this place to have it trashed by an intoxicated idiot.” The woman handed the bag of ice to Chasen with a clean towel. 

He thanked her and then said, “Sorry you guys got stuck cleaning up this mess. You were right, the caterers had nothing to do with the bar, but liquor talks.” 

“Good luck and stop by to let us know in the next few days how the poor girl’s doing.”

“I will.” On the way back to Skye, he called his backup driver. “Bowen, it’s Chasen. We have a little emergency here at the Chapel in the Sky wedding. I know, I hadn’t put you on the books for tonight, but I’ll pay you double-time and a half if you can go to the garage and get the other car to finish up this wedding.”

“Sure, boss,” Bowen answered. “Is everything okay?”

“Not really. I’ll fill you in later. You’re more than my employee, thanks for being a friend when I need you.”

“Whatever. We’ve known each other since high school, you know I’ll be there for you. I can be there in a half-hour.”

“Thanks. I owe you. Your suit’s in the closet in my office.”

“Any cute girls at the wedding?”

Chasen laughed. “I’ve only seen one and I’m taking her to the ER.”

“Don’t worry, I’ve got it taken care of.”
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WHEN HE REACHED SKYE, she was still bent over rubbing her foot. He opened the back door of his limo and then came for her. He bent and scooped her back up in his arms. 

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“Remember before when you said that you’d never ridden in a limousine or that you would never have any reason to? Well, I guess there is no time like the present.” He laid her on the plush back seat. Chasen wrapped the towel around her ankle, crunched the ice bag, and then nestled it around her foot with the towel. He clenched his jaw when he saw the blood on her leg again. At least the bleeding slowed and was only weeping now. “This should help with the swelling. The hospital can clean your wound better than I can.”

“I can’t take up your time and your car, and besides, what about Helen and Donald?” She stopped and grimaced as he packed the ice tighter. 

“My other driver is coming to take the bride and groom to the hotel. I wouldn’t leave them stranded, even though it was her crazy sister who caused all of this. There’s a bottle of champagne chilled in the bucket, but they might give you pain meds at the hospital, so maybe no alcohol. How about a bottle of water?” He pulled out the plastic container and unscrewed the cap before handing it to her. He wished he could take away her pain. “The hospital’s only about ten minutes away. Will you be okay for that long?”

“This is crazy. I can’t go to the hospital in a limousine. I can’t afford this!”

“You think that I would charge you?” He frowned. But, really, she didn’t know anything about him. “I’m a practical kind of guy. You need a ride to the ER and I have a car...it just happens to be a limousine. I guarantee it will be much more comfortable than an aid car and cheaper since I’m not charging you.” He winked at her. “Settle back. I’m not arguing anymore. I’m a professional and tonight, it’s the only car I have.”

“Drop me off and I’ll catch a cab home.”

He wasn’t going to leave, but didn’t want to waste any more time arguing.
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CHASEN ANXIOUSLY WAITED in the emergency waiting room as patient after patient came and then left. It was busy. He guessed it was always busy on a Saturday night. He wrung his cap between his hands and wished Skye had let him come back with her. He barely knew her, so why would she?

The caterer called his cell phone and told him theyʼd found Skye’s purse lying on a table after the guests left. He didn’t want her worrying about it tonight and would pick the purse up tomorrow if she wanted him to. If the ER wanted payment he’d give them one of his cards, he just wanted to make sure she was taken care of.

He bought a candy bar from the vending machine. Maybe the sugar rush worked for a few minutes, but then he nodded off a few times against his propped hand

“Chasen?”

He startled awake and sat bolt upright in the hard plastic chair. “Skye. How is your foot?”

“I...I can’t believe you’re still here.” She looked as tired as he was. 

“I told you I wouldn’t leave you here by yourself.”

“And I said I could catch a cab.” 

“Well, that wasn’t going to happen.”

“I don’t mean to be a burden.” She frowned. “The doctor said he doesn’t see a break in the bones of my foot, but it’s swollen. He wants me to take it easy for a few days and rest. Only do what I feel up for.”

“It’s late, let’s get you home.”

“You are not wasting your gas to take me home tonight. You have already done enough.”

“And you’re not calling a cab. I told you, that’s not happening.”

She bit her lip and looked at her bandaged foot. “I’m too tired to argue. I’ll let you drive home if you let me order some takeout to pay you back. You told me that you hadn’t eaten and then you spent the next three hours in the emergency room.” She looked at the empty wrapper on the table. “And all you’ve probably had was a candy bar.”

He stood. “Deal.” When she grimaced as she put weight on her wounded foot, he bent and draped her arm across his shoulders. “Come on, let’s get out of this place.”

Chasen helped her out through the sliding doors and told her to wait as he went and retrieved the limousine. People gawked as he drove to the front. Limos weren’t usually the vehicle of choice for the ER.

He helped Skye in the back. Opening a compartment between the seats, he drew out a pillow and propped it under her damaged leg. “Better?” he asked.

“Yes, even though I feel a little silly.”

“Hey, are you making fun of my car?” He grinned. 

“It’s beautiful. I would never do that.” She shook her head.

“Then sit back and as soon as you tell me where you live, I’ll have you home in no time.”

He opened the slider between the driver and the back. “I put a bottle of water in the seat. You okay?”

“Yes. I’m fine.”

After he’d driven a few miles, he spotted his favorite burger joint and hooked the limo into the drive-thru. “Have you ever eaten at Broncho’s Burgers? They are open late and their barbecue bacon burger with frizzled onions is to die for.”

As he pulled through the order window, he saw Skye look around. “Oh no. My purse and wallet are still back at the wedding.”

“The caterers called me while you were in the ER and said they found your purse. They are holding it at their office, and you can pick it up tomorrow. And besides, don’t worry about it. The bride and groom are paying for our dinner tonight. I’ll add it onto the ‘extra charges’ on their bill.” He waggled his eyebrows at her in the rearview mirror.

When they got to her apartment, he parked his car in the lot and then helped her out. “Do you mind if I come in and eat with you? The burgers aren’t any good if they’re cold.”

“I’d like that.” She pointed at a flower box. “I hid a key under a rock in that planter. I am always forgetting my key. Can you get that for me?” 

Chasen found the key, jostled the bags of food into his other arm, and took her arm again as she limped up the steps. He opened the door and flipped on the lights.

“Home sweet home,” she said. “We’re in luck tonight my other roommates are gone for the weekend. I don’t know them well since I have only lived here a few months but they are nice girls. We all have busy schedules and see each other on the fly. I could never afford to have an apartment by myself.”

The place was cheery and bright with large posters of Impressionist paintings on the walls. A leather couch and two floral-covered chairs welcomed them into the living room. Repurposed furniture was painted in bright hues of chalk paint. Skye had a great eye. She’d done a lot to make the small place feel homey. He could use someone like her around the office. He was terrible with the creative side of the business.

“Can I ask you a huge favor? My neighbor, Mrs. Benson, to the right of my apartment is watching my puppy, Ollie. Can you knock on her door, explain what happened and get him for me?”

“Sure.” He did as she asked and returned with a wiggling ball of fur in his arms.

He barely got the puppy on the floor before it leapt from his arms and jumped into Skye’s lap.

“What a cutie.” Chasen chuckled. “And it looks like he missed you just a little bit.”

The puppy jumped around and licked her face. 

“Make yourself at home.” She pulled herself to her feet. “I need to change out of this dress. I smell like potato salad.” 

Chasen went to the kitchen, opened a cupboard, pulled two plates from it and then returned to the couch, where he placed a burger, fries, and a milkshake for each of them on the coffee table. Skye came in a few minutes later wearing pastel-striped flannel pajama bottoms and a T-shirt. He watched as she came toward him and sat on the couch.

“I really wanted to take a shower, but the doctor told me not get the bandage wet for a few days. Perfume de potato salad it is for a few days.” She looked down at herself. “Why are you staring? Is there pickle relish on my cheek?”

“No.” He smiled. “I was thinking that I’ve never seen you in anything other than taffeta. I wondered what you would look like.” He refilled the dogs water dish and sat it back on the floor.

“Yeah...” She winced as she attempted to cross her bandaged leg. “I’m sure that I look great.”

“You do look great. Beautiful, in fact.” Chasen watched her pale cheeks turn rosy. With her light skin and bright blue eyes, she was beautiful. How would her pink lips taste when he kissed them? He was beginning to think this was a ‘when’ and not an ‘ifʼ scenario. He snapped out of his thoughts. Chasen knew he was there to help her with her wounded foot and not ask if they could make out. “Come on. Let’s eat these burgers.” He handed her a plate.

She unwrapped the paper, took a bite, and sighed in bliss. She broke off a tiny chunk and fed it to Ollie. “You were right. These burgers are amazing.” She dabbed at some barbeque sauce on the corner of her mouth. “Thanks for being there tonight. I’m not sure what I would have done.”

“I know you had your girlfriends at the wedding, but I didn’t know who was who. I was afraid your foot was broken.”

“The girls are coworkers...I’m not sure that they would consider me a friend. My dad’s here in San Francisco. I moved here when he and my mom got divorced. He was a little lost and I worried about him.”

“You must love him a lot.”

“I do. He may not have been the best husband but he’s a great dad. He always cared about me and my sister. I’m not sure whose fault the divorce was. I think maybe they were never really in love. My mom got pregnant with me...well, you can guess the rest.”

“Marriage for ‘doing the right thing’ doesn’t always lead to happiness.”

“You can say that again.”

“You mentioned about the women in the wedding. Aren’t they friends? They picked you as one of their bridesmaids.” Chasen took a drink of his milkshake.

“Not really.” She frowned. “They asked me to be a bridesmaid so I could do the wedding coordinating and keep their weddings within budget. As I said, I’m just a professional bridesmaid that they look to for free help.”

“Why did you agree? It sounds like they are taking advantage of you.”

“I know they are. I let them. It’s my fault. I was the new kid on the block at work. When three of the girls got engaged at almost the same time, they asked me. I committed.” She shrugged. “I guess I was hoping we would all become friends. But, it hasn’t really worked out that way.”

“You have one friend.”

“Who?” Skye asked munching on a fry.

“Me, silly. I mean I think two weddings and an ER visit would constitute our meeting as friendship, and I’m only going to ask you for one thing.”

She raised an eyebrow. “What’s that?”

“You let me come back in the morning to make sure that you’re okay and then spend the day helping you around the apartment so you don’t hurt your foot...like the doctor ordered.”
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SKYE FLOPPED DOWN ON the couch again and drew the comforter higher. She wiggled her foot and looked at the bandage wrapped around her ankle. She yawned and basked in the sunlight coming through the drawn shades. She knew there were things to be done but she felt lazy and exhausted from the events of the night before. There were lunches to plan for the following week and laundry waiting to be washed in the basket beside the couch, but instead, Skye spent the morning reading her e-reader. Her foot still hurt, but she could stand on it now without clenching her teeth, so she didn’t really have an excuse other than procrastination.

She’d just moved off the couch to make another cup of tea, when there was a knock on her door. It was Sunday. She wasn’t expecting anyone, and her dad was out of town for a few days, so it wouldn’t be him.

Skye glanced through the peephole, sucked in a breath, and then opened the door. “Chasen. What are you doing here?”

“I told you last night that I would come by to see how you were. But, we were both beyond tired so you may not remember. Or maybe I just imagined the words in my sleep-deprived brain because I wanted to see you again.” He grinned and held out a crumpled paper bag. “I brought over some cinnamon apple muffins from my new favorite bakery. I’m allergic to eggs and they have a good selection for customers with dietary needs. If I’m not being too pesky, can I come in? I bought a puppy-chino for Ollie.” 

She stepped to the side and let him in. Dressed in jeans and a T-shirt, he looked even better than he did in his chauffeur uniform, and Skye hadn’t thought that was possible. A Celtic tattoo wound around his muscled bicep and peeked beneath the hem of his sleeve. Skye shouldn’t have walked behind him because the view of his Levi’s were a little much for this early in the morning. Especially since she wore the most unsexy, too large, rumpled pajamas. Of... course.

When he reached the living room, Chasen gave her a puzzled look. “Is there something wrong? Is this a bad time?”

“It’s ...No. It’s just that I probably look even worse than I did last night after the ER visit.” She pushed the laundry basket behind the couch. Of course there was a pair of her lace undies and bra on top of the heap.

“Will you stop worrying about that? Geesh.” He stepped close and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “I’m not a guy who worries if your mascara is on straight. I’m here to see you not your makeup bag.” He leaned even closer. “And you don’t have any visible blobs of potato salad on you. That might be a deal breaker. That salad has too many eggs. I’d have an allergic reaction, and then I’d be the one in the ER.”

Skye’s pulse kicked up. She was happy she didn’t smell any longer like the spilled salad because he smelled great. Spicy and manly. She smiled and relaxed. Who was this adorable guy and how had he fallen into her life? Her second question was, could she keep him for the day? “Have a seat. Can I get you tea or coffee?”

“Coffee. Black. Thanks.” He sat on the couch, took out the two muffins and put each one on a napkin. She brought the coffee and then sat across from him. Chasen took the lid off the puppy-chino and kneeled down. Ollie licked the cup clean.

“What do you have planned for the day? Were you thinking of spending it together?” Skye hoped she didn’t sound too forward.

“I guess you have me figured out.” He smiled again. “If your foot hurts, we can hang out here. I’ll even watch some chick flicks.”

“You’d make that sacrifice?”

“I would. But I hoped if your foot was up for a little walking, we could hit a park. It’s a beautiful day. It would be a shame to waste it inside.”

“My ankle cut feels a lot better. A few Ibuprofen have worked like magic.” Skye wiggled her foot. Iʼll make the sacrifice if I can spend the day with you.” She looked up in time to see him reflect her smile, and thought he looked a little surprised that she said yes. “Can we take Ollie?”

“Sure. Let’s finish these muffins and get going.”

Skye held up her hand. “I’m not going anywhere without a shower and washing my hair. You might not care how I look, but I do.” She finished her muffin and stood. “You mind waiting? I’ll hurry.”

“Not at all.”
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AFTER A QUICK SHOWER, Skye dried her hair and then stood in front of her closet for inspiration on what to wear. She decided on a white short-sleeved blouse and capris. She’d only worn the shirt once so she hadn’t had a chance to stain it. When she walked back out into the living room, Chasen looked up from a magazine he’d snagged off her coffee table.

“Wow, you weren’t kidding. That was fast.” He stood and took a step toward her and eyed the bandage on her ankle. He frowned. “I can’t believe that bridesmaid threw that bowl. She could have broken your foot.”

“I like to stay positive. It was just a flesh wound to quote Monty Python.”

He rolled his eyes and smiled. “And she quotes my favorite movie. You’re a keeper.” He crumpled up the empty muffin bag and napkins and threw them in the trash. He waited for her to put on shoes and then said, “Let’s see what the day has in store for us.”

Chasen led her out to the curb where his car was parked. 

“Nice. A classic Mercedes.”

“1986. Do you like cars?”

“I went to a lot of shows with my dad growing up. I’m fairly familiar with the makes and models. 560SL?”

“Yep. I’m impressed.” Chasen ran hand over the fender. “Maybe someday I can afford my dream car of a 1964. But that is a long time off.”

“I’ve only seen you in your limousine. I never thought of you having another car.”

“Like you experienced last night, people look at you funny if you go through a drive-thru, and besides that, the limos are rotten on gas mileage.”

He opened the back door and she laid out the blanket to protect the seat from Ollie’s claws. The puppy jumped in and sat down. Then Chasen opened passenger door and Skye slid in the front seat. He got in and then pulled out into traffic.

“How many limousines do you have?”

“I have three now. It took me awhile to get enough saved up for even the second car, but I love my job and my business. I am happier than I have ever been.”

“I liked my job in Portland better than the one I have now.”

“Why did you move to Seattle?” Chasen asked as he adjusted the rear-view mirror.

“My mom and dad separated. My dad moved here, and after many conversations, I realized that he needed family close by. Dad was lonely. My sister is married, so I looked for a job in Seattle, found one, and moved here.”

“My parents both live just outside the city. We often get together for dinner on a weekday since I’m busy on weekends.”

They drove for a few more miles and Chasen pulled into Chapel in the Sky.

She slapped her forehead. “I forgot all about my purse. I guess it’s a good thing you were around to remember for me.”

“I called this morning again and my friends the caterers, said they were here cleaning up from last night and we should just stop by.”
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SKYE RETRIEVED HER purse and thanked them profusely. When they left the kitchen, she commented, “You know, I’ve never walked the grounds of the Lodge, it’s beautiful.”

He took her hand. “Well then, let’s take a walk—that is if your foot feels up for it.” 

“Are you sure? The place looks closed.”

“I’m friends with Amina. She wouldn’t mind at all. She loves her place and loves to show it off to people who appreciate it.”

They walked across the rich green lawn and wound between the Aminas and garden. Skye touched the petals of a red Amina and bent to sniff its fragrance. She and Chasen walked until they reached the cliff overlooking the salt-water cove below. She looked back at the Lodge. “Being involved with these weddings, I’ve never had a chance to enjoy the place itself. I was always running around trying to make sure everything was perfect.”

“The one thing brides never realize is that there is no such thing as a ‘perfect’ wedding. Every wedding something goes wrong. You just have to fall back and punt.”

“Having a wedding here at the Lodge would be special. Even though I doubt my family or I could ever afford it, it’s beautiful here.” Skye sighed. “If I was planning my wedding, instead of all the fancy things, I would make it simple. This place has everything you need.”

He laughed. “You know, for all the wedding parties I’ve driven here, I’ve always thought the same thing. Couples bring in tents, huge flower arrangements, and lights that basically cover up what is already here.”

She walked to the wrought iron railing and leaned against it. “Simple. Beautiful.”

Chasen stood in front of her. “Beautiful,” he whispered. “I’m going to kiss you now, because I’ve been wanting to do it for a very long time.” He took her chin and tipped it up, then bent forward. 

Nothing too sensual, just two mouths touching. Simple. Sweet. His hands dropped to her arms and he drew her to her feet. This time he took her face, smiled, and then kissed her again. He changed the angle of his head to deepen it. The light and airy sounds of water from a nearby fountain matched her heart. She was coming alive. It had been a long time since Skye felt this much electricity from a man’s kiss. At this moment would her entire life change?

When they finally broke apart, they were both breathless.

“Will you go to dinner with me tonight?” he asked, skimming a thumb over her cheek.

“You’ve already brought me dinner last night and breakfast this morning. And, after a kiss like that, I think I would follow you off a cliff.”

“Don’t do that.” Chasen chuckled. “I’m offering to take you to another dinner. I would ask if I could take you to lunch too, but I don’t want to seem like a stalker.”

Skye wouldn’t have minded, but she thought they’d best slow down a bit. “I’ll make you a deal. Dinner tonight, but I treat.”

He frowned. 

“Okay, how about dinner and I cook? I’ll feel much better if I can repay you for all that you’ve done to help me. You bring the wine and salad.”

“That sounds like a deal I can live with. I’ll be there.”
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CHASEN WAS SURPRISED he felt so nervous. It had been awhile since he felt this connection with a woman.

Most of his dates over the last six months had been one and done. He’d had a fun time at dinner or the movies with the women, but didn’t feel any connection. With Skye, that was different. He found that he wanted to spend as much time as he could with her.

He knocked on the door of her apartment and waited until the door opened. The puppy rocketed through the doorway as Skye opened the door.

“Grab him! Ollie!” she cried.

Chasen lifted the puppy up by the scruff of his neck and hauled him into is arms. When he looked up he said, “Wow, you look great.” She’d changed into a flower-patterned strapless dress and brushed her hair out. He liked her hair soft and around her face and not in those tight, hair-sprayed buns at the weddings.

“Come on in. I made Chicken Marsala and garlic mashed potatoes. After I decided to make the garlic potatoes, I thought it probably wasn’t the best idea if you were going to kiss me again.”

He put the grocery bag down on the kitchen table, came to her, and kissed her. “Well, then we better get it out of the way now.” He grinned. “I think if we both eat the garlic, it’s all good.” He peered into the bag he’d brought. “I didn’t know what to bring, so I got white and red wine, a salad kit, and orange juice.”

“Why orange juice?”

He shrugged. “Because I like it. I’m a bachelor. I don’t spend a lot of time at the grocery store. I eat out a lot. When I go I just usually buy things I like: orange juice, Cheetos, and these.” He pulled out a bouquet of flowers. “I bought them because they were pretty.”

“Wow, thanks.” Skye’s cheeks turned a cute shade of pink. “Are you hungry?”

“I’m always starving.” He laughed and followed her to the dinner table.
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AFTER DINNER, HE OFFERED to drive her across town to show her his shop. She bunded Ollie up and they headed out. As they walked into the small, older garage, he flipped on the overhead lights. “I know it’s not much...but it’s mine. I’m proud of it.”

Skye walked around and ran her hand over the long, sleek limousine. 

He continued, “I want to fix up the office and expand it so I can have a front office person to talk with clients and a nicer place where I can bring them to sign the contracts. As you can see, I haven’t gotten very far. Best laid plans. I just want to drive and work on the cars, I’m not very good with all the customer paperwork and the meet and greet stuff. I know it’s part of the trade, but I never know how to answer all of the bride’s questions.”

“What kind of questions do they ask?” Skye watched as Ollie ran around and barked at an empty gas can.

“The last one asked if I could supply organic water. I’m not sure what that is. I thought water was organic, and then I realized she wanted a high-end French sparkling water. She also asked if I could have on supply a certain kind of lemons for said water. I agreed to see what I could do.”

“Brides and their rules.” She peered in the office window. “There’s lots of room back here. You could bump the office out so it’s separate from the garage area and then make part of it into a customer meeting area. That way you could use the external door and have the clients come in there and not through the garage.”

“That’s a great idea. I hadn’t thought about using the outside door.” He tapped his chin with his index finger. “It just becomes too much sometimes. The contracts, meeting prospective clients, the cars and then keeping other drivers organized. I’m so busy I never can do all the things I have planned.”

“Do you have a front office manager?”

He shook his head. “I know I need one, I just haven’t taken the time. I need someone organized...” He paused. “Someone like you.”

“Chasen, are you offering me a job?”

“Are you accepting?”

Skye bit her lip. “I mean, what if our relationship doesn’t work? Would that be smart to work in an office together? Would we give each other the stink eye all day if we weren’t dating anymore?”

He laughed. “I could never give you the stink eye. My other drivers, maybe. They can be pains in the rear sometimes, but never you.”

“How do you know?”

“I don’t, but I think that I could be professional enough to work through things. I do with them, and somedays they act like kindergarteners. My business means a lot to me, and to have it better organized would mean the world to me.”

“I’ll think about it.” She looked up through her lashes. “You built this business from scratch?” 

“I borrowed the money from my dad to buy my first car and then begged my friend to loan me part of his garage before I moved here. Job by job, dollar by dollar it grew. I paid Dad back and then went from there. I always try to be professional and fair in my pricing. Many places around town aren’t. My good reputation grew and that is worth the price of gold. That’s why Amina at the Lodge likes me. I show up on time and they have never had a complaint.”

“What about last night when you threatened to call the police on the maid of honor?”

“Let them call. Amina was there. She knew what happened. You really think she’d side with them? Wedding parties armed with dangerous glass bowls? I don’t think so.”

“I guess you’re right. That was a crazy night. I hope Helen’s not mad at me.”

“Mad at you? Why in the world would she be mad at you?”

“As you said, they are all girls who want the perfect wedding and no wedding is perfect. I tried to corral her sister, but she caused problems anyway.”

“Which had nothing to do with you helping with the wedding planning. You said that you are doing all of these weddings for free, right?”

“Yes.” Skye exhaled. “And I think that most of the yelling with her sister was in the kitchen and the guests didn’t hear or see what was going on.”

“Couples spend at least twenty grand on all the ‘stuff’ and want you to work for free. Now you have battle wounds for your efforts. You should get hazard pay. Hell, they should pay your emergency room fee.” Chasen took a cloth lying on the work bench to polish a mark off the fender of the car. “I doubt I will get around to hiring anyone soon, so I’ll leave a position here open if you want to think about it.” 

“I’ll think about it. I have one more wedding for my coworker in three weeks. She’s the boss’s daughter, so I hope everything goes well. Maybe after that is over, ask me again.”

Chasen took a step closer and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. The fragrance of her light perfume drifted to his nose. She smelled like flowers and looked like sunshine. Bright and cheery. “I wouldn’t mind working with you and I think that I could get used to seeing you every day.” He gently twisted her loose hair around his finger.

“Here at the shop?” she asked, as she looked up.

“Anywhere. Everywhere.” He kissed her, gently at first and then deepened it, letting himself go. Her lips were as soft as silk and the feel of her pressed against him made him heady. Chasen knew he would be a happy man if he could kiss Skye until the end of his days.

He had to kiss her again, this time making her take a step back until she was pressed against one of his cars. Sweet, slow and long. Chasen let himself enjoy the moment for as long as it went on.

When he drew away, he set his forehead against hers. He had a business to run, he didn’t have time for all this sappy nonsense. But, here Skye was standing in front of his making him want her more than his next breath.

He sighed. “I’d better get you home before I ask you to do something here in the back of one of my limousines. Though...that is a fantasy of mine.” He waggled his eyebrows and she laughed.
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PHOEBE AND MATTHEW’S wedding, 

The three weeks flew by and every moment that Skye wasn’t at work, she was with Chasen. It was such a cliché, but he was turning into the man of her dreams. He showed her how he’d built his business and told her of his future dreams of expansion. He deeply cared about his employees and would take a bullet for them. 

When Bowen’s mom was sick, Chasen worked a fifteen-hour day, so Bowen could go take her to the doctor. When he finished doing the landscape work around his shop, he did the building next door too. He knew the owner was elderly and had trouble keeping up with it. Skye had never met a more caring man. She was starting to have deeper feeling for him, but could he feel that way about her? It was all too soon and too fast to make a determination, and Skye didn't want to be the first to state how she felt.

She heard a rap on the door and ran to open it. Chasen stood in his chauffeur’s uniform looking extremely handsome. His hair was brushed to a dark gleam and he held his hat tucked under one arm.

He looked down at an invisible note in his hand and said, “I’m here to pick up a Ms. Wilson. Do you know where I might find her?”

“Well, sir, I think you have.” She pulled him inside, pushed the door closed with her foot, and kissed him. When they stepped apart, he ran a hand over her hair. It made her feel special the way he cradled her in his arms. “I’d better drive myself. You’ll be taking Phoebe and Matthew off to the airport for their ‘magical honeymoon’ to Thailand.”

“That is probably a good idea. ʽMagical honeymoon.ʼ Are those your words?”

“No, Phoebe’s.”

“I figured as much. Are you happy that this is the last of the three weddings for your co-workers?”

“Yes. I enjoy the planning part, but not the high maintenance of these women. This wedding is especially important because Phoebe is my boss’s daughter.”

“You told me that last week. But those are two completely different things. Your accounting job has nothing to do with helping Phoebe or the other two plan their weddings.”

“It shouldn’t, but Phoebe basically threatened me the other day at work. She said that there had best not be any hitches in her wedding or it would all come down on me.”

Chasen’s mouth dropped. “She said that? Why didn’t you tell her to pound rocks?” 

“I made a promise and I won’t back out at the last minute. I’m not too worried. Everything seems to be planned out, so there shouldn’t be any issues.”

“I hope not. Put out your hand,” he said. 

When she did, he dropped a little red Organza bag into her outstretched hand. Every night when Chasen came to her apartment, he would bring a little romantic token: a seashell, his favorite book. She saved them all in a wooden box. When Skye opened the bag where she found three black tokens inside. One said, Candlelight Dinner of Take-Out, one Breakfast in Bed, and the other A Night of Passion. 

Skye knew she was protecting her heart, afraid that he was too perfect. What if one day he left her? Could she take it? She had to enjoy the moment. As she watched him, there was something else reflected in his eyes. Love? She swallowed.

“Do I need to only pick one...or can I pick all three?” she asked as she dropped the tokens one by one back into the bag.

His eyes darkened. “Skye, you can have me for anything you want.” He pulled her close for another heart-stopping kiss.

Finally she said, “Let’s get through the wedding tonight and then see what we have the energy for.” She grinned.

“Sounds like a deal.” 
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SKYE FOLLOWED CHASEN to Chapel in the Sky and parked in the guest parking lot. As she stepped out of the car, a gust of wind blew and threatened to knock her sideways. The weather people predicted wind later, but it looked like it was already here. She watched the top of the reception tent sway as she walked toward the main house.

She was oh-too-familiar with where the bride’s dressing room was and headed down the hall. When she opened the door, the other three bridesmaids were already there, including the bride. They all stopped and turned toward her.

“Where have you been?” Phoebe screeched at her.

Skye glanced at the clock on the wall. “You told me to be here at three o’clock. It’s two-thirty. I’m early.”

“I changed the time. We were all here at one o’clock and you weren’t here to organize.” The bride narrowed her eyes.

“I...I’m sorry,” Skye stuttered. “I checked my messages before I left.” She nervously pulled her phone free and glanced at the screen for some clues. “I don’t see anything sent from you.”

Helen piped in and said to Phoebe, “You didn’t put Skye in the email you sent to all of us.”

“Whatever.” Phoebe let out a dramatic sigh. “This is why she is my wedding coordinator. You can’t expect me to do everything myself.”

Skye felt the energy in the room and knew Phoebe was close to her breaking point. She doubted she could win the argument. Skye gathered her internal strength, moved into the dressing room, and pasted on a smile. “Now that I am here, what can I do for you?”

“Go and check on Matthew. He said there might be a problem with the tuxedos.”

Skye left the girls and headed down the hallway to where the men were. She laid an ear on the door and heard crying...no, more like sobbing. Rapping her knuckles on the door she said, “Its Skye, can I come in?”

The door opened a crack and Ben, the best man, gave her a pained look as he opened the door for her to enter. He pointed to the groom who sat in a chair wearing only his boxers and crying. 

“The tuxedo company messed up the tux order. My pants are three inches too short.” Matthew sniffed and rubbed at his red eyes. “I can’t wear these! I have to go for pictures in a few minutes and I’ll look stupid. Phoebe will kill me.”

Skye walked across the room. “Did you call the rental place?”

“Yes, but they said they can’t be here for hours.”

“Where are the pants?” Skye asked. When they pointed, she lifted the pair and pulled them up to expose the hem of the leg. “It looks like it’s been stitched under. I can get a few extra inches out if I let them down.” 

There was a knock on the door and a woman called, “Photographer.”

“Oh...God.” Matthew put his hands over his eyes.

“Just a minute,” Skye answered. She turned and eyeballed one of the other groomsmen. “Stand up,” she told the groom. When he did, she nodded. “I want the two of you to switch pants. You are almost the same height. It will give me a few minutes to make the other pair longer. Matthew, you can go first and start with the pictures.”

She turned her back as the other groomsman took off his pants. When she turned back, Matthew was zipping up his fly. Skye let out the breath she’d been holding. “See? A perfect fit. Phoebe will never know. You go with the photographer and I’ll start hemming.”

Matthew grinned and headed out the door. Skye pulled the small kit from her purse and took out a needle and thread. She always needed to be prepared for anything at these weddings.
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SKYE HEADED BACK TO find the girl’s dressing room empty. She grabbed her flowers off the table and hurried down the hall and out to the gardens. She assumed theyʼd already left to start the photos.

When she arrived at the French doors and opened them, she was greeted by a gust of strong wind and clasped her flowers tighter. Skye spotted Chasen off to the side of the lawn watching the wedding party. When he spotted her, he discreetly waved and smiled in her direction.

When she joined the others, she straightened Phoebe’s dress train and then applied a fresh coat of lipstick on her mouth. Phoebe waved a dismissive hand in her direction. 

Skye moved back to the end of the bridesmaid’s line and waited for the photographer’s directions. Just then, another strong gust of wind hit. The large floral arrangement teetered and then fell forward. The girls screamed as Skye rushed to try and grab it. The flowers fell anyway scattering stems across the grass.

Chasen ran across the lawn and was instantly next to her trying to gather the flowers.

“Oh no! That’s it!” Phoebe cried. “This is my wedding day and it’s all ruined. A disaster.” She took a few steps closer and jabbed a finger in Skye’s direction when she stood. “And this is all your fault!” 

Chasen stepped beside Skye. “How can this be Skye’s fault? It was wind.”

“Who are you?” Phoebe asked sharply.

“I’m driving your limousine.”

“Then why don’t you go back to your car and stay out of this. I hired you to drive and not for your opinions.”

When he started to take a step, Skye took his arm. “It’s all right, Chasen. I can take care of myself.”

His mouth was a thin line as he touched her arm and then headed back across the lawn.

The florists had moved in and were placing the stems back in the holder. “See?” Skye said. “They are fine. The flower arrangement will be fixed in a few minutes. This is your wedding day, you need to enjoy it. This is just a little thing. Don’t worry about it.”

“Worry about it?” Phoebe hissed. “It’s all ruined. You’re the coordinator, everything was supposed to be perfect. ” She narrowed her eyes. “Do you think any of us girls will still be friends with you after this wedding? You’re a boring nobody who has never fit in. My daddy owns the company and he will hear about this.”

“But I haven’t done anything wrong,” Skye pleaded.

Phoebe crooked a finger in the direction of another girl who stood off to the side. “I want you to go and take off your bridesmaid dress and give it to Karen, my cousin.”

“You’re...what? You’re firing me as a bridesmaid in the middle of the wedding?” 

“You’re damn right.” Phoebe put her hand on the beaded dress on her hip. 

Skye looked from woman to woman. “I offered to help all of you with your weddings and work for free. I just wanted to help the three of you have the best wedding possible. Do you have any idea how many hours I put into planning behind the scenes and this is the thanks I get? I have no control over wind.”

“Maybe with Karen in here, things will run smoother. I have made up my mind. I want you gone!” Phoebe screeched as she pointed back toward the house. “Go, or I’ll get really angry.”

Karen followed her back inside. Skye looked at Karen when they got to the dressing room. “If I give you my dress, I don’t have anything to wear. I wore my bridesmaid dress here.”

Karen sheepishly lifted a bag. “Phoebe asked me to give you these.”

“She planned this beforehand?”

Karen shrugged and looked down at the floor. “I know Phoebe is hard to get along with and I was worried that she would be like this on her wedding day. She’s been high-strung since we were kids.”

“I was only trying to help.”

“I know. She’s yelled at all of us.” Karen put a hand on her arm and nodded. “Phoebe needed one main person to take the blame and be her whipping post for the day.”

“And that would be me,” Skye said as she slipped the zipper down the back of her dress and stepped out. She handed Karen the dress.
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THERE WAS A BAGGY 80’S style sweater with shoulder pads and a skirt in the bag. After Skye changed into them, she helped Karen put on the finishing touches to her makeup and handed her Phoebe’s lipstick. “I’m passing on the lipstick as a torch. I guess all I can say is, good luck.”

Karen grinned. “I’m going to need it.”

Skye headed down the stairs and out the back door of the venue. She was embarrassed for anyone to see her wearing the silly mismatched sweater and floral skirt. She sat on the iron bench for a minute to gather her thoughts.

“What the hell is going on?” a deep voice asked. “Why are you out here, and what are you wearing?” She turned to find Chasen hurrying toward her. He kneeled down and took her hands.

“I was fired.”

“You...what? How can you fire a bridesmaid?”

“I’m not sure, but that’s what happened. Phoebe fired me from my free, slash helping, position and as a bridesmaid.”

“That woman has some big ones and I’m not talking about her chest! I heard part of what she said after she ordered me, the ‘hired help’ away.”

“I thought they were my friends.” Skye looked up and tried not to cry. She stood and began to pace. 

“No one needs ‘friends’ like that. Phoebe is one of the worst fire-spewing brides I’ve ever seen.” He wrapped an arm across her shoulders and pulled her against him. “None of this was your fault. Brides just...I swear, they lose their minds on their wedding day. They forget what the wedding is supposed to be about and fixate on all the unimportant details.”

“I guess you’re right.”

“I know for sure. I’ve done hundreds of weddings. You always care about the people around you, you would never treat anyone like Phoebe has today.”

“You don’t know for sure. Maybe I have a mean and dark side.”

He gently touched her cheek. “Nope. Not going to believe it.”

“Why not?”

“Because if you did, I wouldn’t have fallen in love with you.” 

She suddenly stopped pacing, as she felt her mouth drop open in surprise. Chasen pressed it closed with the tip of his finger and kissed her. His touch was gentle and sweet, and Skye felt her heart slip.

Chasen sat back down and pulled her beside him. “There. You had a few minutes to think of negative thoughts about yourself and now I hope I gave you something good to erase that.”

“You...you love me?” She still couldn’t believe she’d heard him correctly.

“I’ve never really been in love before, but yep, I think so.” He grinned and looked her up and down. “Or else how could I think, while seeing you wearing that horrible, crazy ugly sweater, and flowered skirt that you are still the most sexy and beautiful woman I’ve ever seen?” He kissed her again. “I’ve also called my backup driver. I can’t drive for that dragon of a bride tonight. I’m afraid I might say something I regret...or drive over her foot.” 

Skye laughed. “You’d do that for me?”

“What? Drive over her foot? Oh yeah, in a nano-second and I’d be sly to make it look like it was an accident.”

“No more wedding injuries. But now because of all this mayhem, it looks like we are both free for this evening.” Skye reached in her beaded purse and pulled out the small red bag with the tokens inside. She dangled it between her fingertips. “It looks like I’ll have time to redeem a token.”

“I’ll ask again, just one?” He gave her a devilish grin.

“I think I’ll stop for take-out and then you can come back to your car’s garage when the other driver gets here. Are all the other cars out for the night?”

“There’s one left.”

“And they won’t be back until late?”

He nodded as his eyes darkened with sexy charm.

“Then be there as soon as you can and see what I have in mind.” She kissed the tip of his nose and stood.

Chasen fanned himself with his chauffeur’s cap. “My word, I think I will die from anticipation.” He ran a hand up and over her bare knee.

As Skye walked off, she still couldn’t believe the last half hour. From this terrible wedding day to hearing the words, I love you, from Chasen. His words reflected how she felt. She loved him too. It had only been a few weeks, but she could imagine spending the rest of her life with him.

She had a skip to her step when people stared at her mismatched outfit and wedding high heels as she wandered back over the lawn. She waved to Phoebe who was still having her picture taken. Phoebe glared at her.

Skye shouted, “I hope your wedding turns out to be everything you want! Perfect.” 
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CHASEN SAT AT HIS OFFICE desk and stared at the stack of papers and billings that waited for his attention. He was usually excited about coming to work, but the last few days all he wanted to do was to spend more time with Skye. She was like a drug that spread through his system. This is what people talked about. He was over the top in love.

They’d made love and he hoped that hadn’t changed things. Was it too soon for him to admit being in love with her? This ‘love’ thing was all new to him. He wished he could Google it and find out if there was a timeline for what was the proper timing for things. 

He hadn’t just fallen in love, he’d fallen into her. It was difficult to remember back a few months ago when she hadn’t been a part of his life, and thoughts of anyone he’d dated in the past faded.

Chasen sighed and looked into his latte cup. He’d even forgotten to stop at the bakery for his morning muffin. Now he was hungry and grouchy. Hangry. 

A knock sounded on Chasen’s door before it opened. Bowen announced, “There’s someone here to see you, boss.”

“Would you stop calling me boss?” Chasen frowned and looked for the phone to check his schedule. “I don’t show any clients scheduled. Do they have an appointment?” 

“I doubt she has an appointment.” Bowen grinned. “I guess I’ll have to tell the pretty lady named Skye that you’re too busy to talk to her. She seems upset. Looks like I’ll have to be the one to console her.”

Chasen slammed his laptop closed and hurried around the desk after Bowen. Skye stood by the back door with a large cardboard box in her arms.

When she spotted him, tears slipped down her cheeks. He took the cardboard box and placed it on the workbench, then took her in his arms.

He let her cry for a moment before he asked, “Skye, what’s the matter?”

“Remember the other night when I told you about work?” She sniffed and looked up at the ceiling. “Mr. Barker fired me.”

“That’s Phoebe’s dad?”

“Yes. He said that she told him all the things I’d messed up—no, make that ruined—for her wedding. She said she was going to do it, I’m not sure why I’m shocked.”

“I can’t believe he was serious and believed her. That is one hot-mess of a family.”

“Since they are a private accounting firm, and I haven’t even worked there six months, he said they didn’t need to give me notice. He told me to pack my box and leave. He’d cleared everyone else out of the room before he told me. He said I wouldn’t even be able to collect unemployment.”

“He said you quit?”

“He did.” Confusion darkened her tear-filled gaze. “How did you know?”

“From what you’ve told me, he has fairly unethical business practices and doesn’t care much about his employees either. He’d do that to save a few mighty dollars.”

“Yes, I see your point. It was a terrible place to work. Tomorrow, I’ll check with Labor and Industries.”

“And you’ll file a grievance?” 

“That sounds like a plan.”

Anger seethed through Chasen’s veins. “What I should do is go down there and punch him in the nose.”

A small smile tipped her lips. “As much as I would love to see that, it wouldn’t help anything and he’d probably have you arrested for assault. I didn’t know where else to go. I carpooled in and my car was at the park and ride. I could have taken a taxi, but your shop was within walking distance.”

“I’m glad you came here first.” He soothed a hand over her hair. “Letʼs go back into my office and I’ll get you some water.”

She followed him, and he shut the door. He poured water into a paper cup, handed it to her, and then knelt on the floor before her. 

“What am I going to do? I can’t afford to live in Seattle without a job. Even with roommates the rent is much too high.” She sniffed back tears again.

He knelt in front of her. “You have a job if you don’t already remember. I’ve been waiting for you to come in and start.” He took her hands and kissed her knuckles. “In fact, I think I’ve been waiting for you my whole life and I’m not talking about work.”

She met his gaze and lifted one of his hands against her cheek. “Every time I try and do something new, it never seems to work out. I moved here from Portland to be with my dad and now I’m out of work.”

“You’re not going to work here?” Chasen tried to suppress his frown.

“I’m still worried about us being together twenty-four-seven. Will we grow tired of each other? And, I’ve never worked in the limousine business.”

“You know paperwork and organization, the rest you can learn.” He waved a hand toward his desk. “See that pile of paper over there? Thatʼs all back billing. Youʼd be doing me a favor. I’m always afraid people will think Iʼm unprofessional with late billings. You work in accounting. I’m sure you would be on time. Right?”

“Yes, I would be.”

“And I’ve seen how organized you were to put together those three weddings. Brides are usually like napalm waiting to blow. It’s a crazy business. But there are fun and non-crazy brides and gigs to balance out the others. I can’t lie. I need your help here at the office and you need a job, I think it’s the perfect scenario.” 

“If you give me a chance, I know I could be of service and help build your business. You’re the nicest and most generous man I’ve ever met.” Skye pulled him toward her and kissed him. When she drew back she said, “I love you, Chasen.”

“Like I love you, love you? Or, I love you because you gave me a job.”

“I was saying it as I love you, love you, if this is what you want too.”

His heart felt like it leapt out from between his ribs. He stood, pulled her to her feet, and then he kissed her across the cheek. He whispered, “You’ve made me the happiest man in the world. I’m sorry about your other job, but they must be crazy not keeping someone like you. I love you too, Skye and I want you by my side to grow this business into something great.”

“I guess there was a reason I carried my desk with me in a box over here. I hoped you remembered your job offer.” She wound her arms behind his neck. “Sometimes out of bad days come good ones. You’re right. I’ve had my thirty seconds to feel bad about myself. Now I need to get back on my feet and move ahead.”

“About that office.” Chasen looked around the small space and chuckled. “I think we’d better work on a desk first. I need to knock out a few walls, but it shouldn’t take too long. I’ll see if Bowen can work on it next Sunday.”

“There’s no rush. I’ll be happy wherever you put me.”

He ran a hand around her waist. “Then it will be as close to me as possible.”
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FOR THE NEXT MONTH and a half Skye floated on air knowing Chasen loved her. She’d spent her office time learning about the limo rental business and the nights in his arms. Now that fall was here, there was a lull in business before the holiday rush began. Chasen followed her idea and took the time to expand the office. He also rented a small, unused space next to the garage. It was a larger and functioning space that gave a professional feel to new clients coming in for the first time.

Skye hung large framed photos on the wall of Limo Scene’s drivers and cars. She’d included a gold logo she’d made for the company in the center of each picture. Chasen let her bring Ollie to work and he slept under her desk on most days unless one of the drivers took him out to play with him.

She learned she couldn’t win every bid, but many of those jobs were for the high energy brides who wanted something that wasn’t available...at least on this earth. Usually at the end of those meetings, Skye would direct them to Limo Express, Limo Scene’s direct competitor. They could deal with the dragon brides.

In the time she’d been there, business grew by fifteen percent, quicker than it had since Chasen opened. She was proud to be a part of its growth. She felt like she belonged. The other limo drivers were goofy and often make off color comments, but they all wore their emotions on their sleeves and were easy to work with. She loved that Bowen had known Chasen since they were kids, and she loved to hear stories about his childhood. This was a very different work environment than with the women at the accounting firm. It was fun coming to work in the morning, and especially if it meant seeing Chasen.

Not that they ever spent much time apart. They were always together, so Skye move into Chasen’s one story house. Ollie loved the fenced back yard. It was a weird feeling seeing a man’s clothes the closet, his bath items in her medicine cabinet, and boxers in her dresser drawers, but it always felt like their things belonged together, sharing space.

****
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THAT NIGHT, AFTER THEY left the shop, Chasen packed a picnic basket, and they rode their bicycles to Gasworks Park. Since it was early fall, a nip in the air, but hardly anyone around. When Seattle was cold, it was cold, but tonight it wasn’t too bad.

Skye buttoned her cable sweater and helped Chasen with the basket and blanket. Seagulls flew overhead, and the salty air of the sea refreshed her lungs. A couple walked by, hand in hand, with their little white dog and Ollie ran after him barking. A few months ago, Skye would never have believed that she would have someone special but now she had.

She spread the wool blanket over the sand and Chasen laid out the deli cheese and meat. He wiggled the stopper in the champagne bottle and popped the cork. Some of it spilled out and down over his hand.

“Fancy. Champagne?” Skye asked.

“Sure. Why not?” He filled her plastic cup and they toasted. “Here’s to a special day.”

“Why is today special?”

“Well...it just is.” He fiddled with the plastic glass and looked distracted. After a long pause, he said, “Do you know what I loved to do as a kid? Build sand castles. Did you ever do that?”

“Sometimes.” Skye followed him out into the sand and they both dropped on their knees. “In Oregon, the beaches are different. They are full of rocks and barnacles. But we would look for crabs and build them rock houses.”

Chasen drank the last of his champagne and then filled the empty plastic cup with sand. He pressed it down and then set it on the beach. When he pulled the cup back, in its place was a sand form. “Now you,” he said.

Skye followed suit placing hers alongside his. “How will they stay together?” she asked.

“It all starts with a good foundation.” He started the next row of forms. They stacked and packed sand until a small castle stood before them. 

She laughed and clapped. He pulled his phone from his pocket. “I want to take a photo to remember exactly how you look at this moment.”

Skye wiped at her hands. “Remember this? Messy me with sand all over my hands and pants?”

“Look at the sunset over the Seattle skyline.”

She turned and sighed at the beautiful hues of orange and purple streaking the sky in the distance. 

“Smile.” He framed the shot and took the photo. “Okay, now it’s perfect.” He pointed back at the blanket. “There are some clean glasses in the basket. Would you pour us more champagne?”

Skye left to pour them a drink and then returned to hand him a new glass. She sat back on the sand. 

“This is for you when you finish the castle.” He handed her a small glass vial. “This is for you to save some of the sand in your special box.”

She took the bottle from his hand. “Where should I take the sand from?”

“How about the top?” He scooted close.

When she looked down, nestled in the top of the sand castle was a sapphire and diamond ring. Chasen lifted the ring off its resting place and moved to kneel on one knee. “I love you with all my heart and for all my days, Skye. Will you marry me? Please say yes.”

Everything spun in her head until it came crashing back to what he’d just asked. She squealed and knocked him on his back in the sand. Ollie joined in on the fun nipping at her foot.

“Wait!” he cried. “I dropped the ring.” Chasen frantically searched around on his knees for a second before producing the ring. “Whew! This almost became the shortest engagement ever.” He smiled as he slipped the ring over his finger. “So, yes?”

“Yes. I love you, Chasen.” Skye looked at her hand. 

“I hoped that would be your answer.”

“It’s a beautiful ring.” She tipped her hand and the colorful streaks in the sky reflected on the flat surface of the stone. “It’s different. Unique.”

“Unique and one of a kind like you. I knew you wouldn’t want something too traditional. I found this estate jewelry store and when I saw this ring, I knew it was the right one.”

“It’s perfect. I love it.” She drew him close and kissed him. 

He cupped her face and kissed her again just the way she always liked to be kissed. Long and slow, with a hint of the desperate romantic that he was. 

“We’ve proven that we can work together and live together,” he stated. “Don’t tell Bowen, but you’ve become my best friend. And I think that we can also survive through a wedding. I know we have cars booked for other events, but the next important one will be ours.”

“Do you know anywhere we can get limos for the ceremony?”

“As a matter of fact, I do.” Chasen chuckled. “And I think that the owner might give us a deal.” He handed her the small empty glass bottle. “Don’t forget.”

Skye scooped some of the sand into the bottle and shook it. “You’re right, I will want to remember this night. With all the amazing things you’ve brought me, I think I’m going to need a bigger keepsake box.”

He kissed her again as Ollie barked and ran after seagulls.  “Let’s finish the champagne and head home. We have a wedding to plan.” 
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Chapter Nine 
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Skye and Chasen’s Wedding

“They have no idea when the heat or lights will come back on in the Lodge.” Jacy, asked. “Are you sure you don’t want to postpone the day or go somewhere else?”

“Postpone my wedding?” Skye laughed feeling happy and giddy and excited. She knew she should probably be freaking out. Everything that could possibly go wrong had. The venue had lost power. That meant no lights, no heat. But with a clarity Skye found calming as much as she found it exciting, she truly understood what was important. Today was about her and Chasen becoming husband and wife. While all the wedding trappings were lovely, they weren’t what truly mattered. “While I might be as nervous as any other bride, I can’t wait to marry Chasen. I’m not delaying anything.” 

“Are you sure?”

“Come on, Jacy, you flew down from Portland to be my Maid of Honor, and I’m not delaying anything. I have a coat to wear outside to start the pictures.” Skye looked in the mirror. She’d found her dress at a vintage clothing store. It was knee-length, made of white brocade material with silver threads. She scooped up her wedding bouquet of Queen Anne’s lace, Stephanotis, and wax flowers tied with bright ribbons.

“What about your makeup?” Jacy asked. “Is there anything I can touch up?”

Skye looked in the mirror and shrugged. “I don’t think so. Looks good. Let’s go.”

Chasen waited for her just outside the door. When he heard them coming, he turned and walked to meet her. He looked at her for a long moment before saying, “You look...wow. Just wow.” He swept her into his arms and kissed her. He stepped back. “Oh sorry, I probably messed up your hair.”

Skye laughed. “You know I’m not one of those kind of brides. You can mess up my hair anytime you want if you kiss me like that.”

“I was standing here thinking this is almost the exact spot I saw you the first time.”

“I could have worn that pink taffeta bridesmaid number today if you wanted.” 

“No. This dress is much better. The first time I saw you, I thought you were beautiful, but not as beautiful as you are now.”

“Thanks.” Skye checked him out in his grey tuxedo. “You look pretty good yourself. This isn’t one of your chauffeur tuxes is it?”

“It needed to be special. This is my wedding day too and I wanted something that I didn’t wear every day.”

Bowen came up beside them. “Have you showed her your socks?”

Chasen pulled up his pant leg to reveal white socks with red hearts on them. “I knew we couldn’t be too traditional.”

They laughed. 

Chasen sighed. “I talked to Amina and they couldn’t give an ETA on the power. It was great of her to give us a deal on the rental of the place, but now I’m sure she feels bad about the electricity being out. After the storm that hit last night, there are lots of power lines down around the city.”

“I’m not worried. All the food we ordered is finger food,” she said. “I don’t think that it needs to be warmed. Amina told me that they were going to light the fireplace and candles. We only have about twenty-five people coming. I think it will all be fine. Besides, I don’t want to wait another minute to marry you,” Skye said.

“I second that.” Chasen took her hand. Ted’s two-year-old son came toward when. Chasen bent and fastened the little boys black bow tie around his neck. “I know that Noah’s the ring bearer, but I’m not trusting him with the real things. Goodness knows, I can’t hardly trust myself not to lose them much less a little kid. I already gave the rings to Bowen.”

Bowen patted his breast pocket. “Safe right here.”

“Are you nervous?” Skye asked Chasen.

“Of course. Not about marrying you, but because it’s our wedding,” he said.

“I think we will both have a bit more understanding now with bride and grooms. It is one of the biggest days of their lives. Even though neither of us are high energy, the event still brings nerves.”

“I thought you might be upset about the power.”

“I think it makes it more romantic.” She grinned. “Though I am questioning my decision to buy a knee-length dress for a January wedding. I should’ve worn long johns underneath.”

He took her hand and spun her on her toes. “But then I couldn’t see your sexy legs.”

“My sexy legs are blocks of ice right now.”

Skye and Chasen sat on a stone bench with Noah between them. The cold wind blew, but Skye barely noticed. The photographer got into place, photos began to click away.

“I told you I wouldn’t be one of those brides.” 

“No potato salad you feel like throwing?” Chasen asked her as the photographer added the best man and maid of honor into the photo group.

Jacy piped in, “It was the bridesmaid who threw that. I’m having one glass of champagne tonight and that’s it, so you’d better not fire me. How do I look?” she asked.

“Great...you look great,” Bowen commented and grinned at Jacy, making her blush.

Skye leaned over and whispered to Chasen, “Look at those two. Once a bridesmaid... Maybe there is something in the air with those two.” 

“I agree, there might be something there.” He looked at his watch. “It’s almost time. Are you sure you’re ready to marry me?”

“I’ve never been so sure of anything in my life.” Skye kissed him. 

****
[image: image]


SKYE PEEKED AROUND the corner at the handful of guests waiting for the wedding to begin. She couldn’t picture it any more perfectly. It seemed like a million candles lit the hall. The soft warm glow reflected off the walls and the smell of sweet wax filled the air.

Her father came beside her and took her arm. Tears welled in his eyes. “You left your life behind when you moved from Portland to Seattle. I know you did that for me, and I don’t think I ever told you how much I appreciate it.”

“I love you, Dad. I knew you needed me.” 

“I did and for a long time I felt guilty that you left your life behind. But now, it looks like your journey brought you love. Chasen’s a great man.” He touched her arm. “And the only one that I think is worthy to end up with my little girl.”

Happiness filled her. “Are you happy, Dad?” 

“Of course. I’m gaining a new son-in-law today. The two of us are going fishing next week with Chasen’s dad.” 

The pianist played the first few notes of Beautiful Day, by U2 and then the vocalist joined in.

“I think that’s your song,” her dad said as he took her arm. “There’s a man who loves you up there. Don’t mess it up like I did with your mom. I worked too much and didn’t spend enough time with her. I know that now. Make every day special.”

Emotions swelled inside her as she kissed her father’s cheek. “Thanks, Dad.”

Arm and Arm, Skye and her dad walked into the small candlelit room. A friend took Ollie down the aisle. He was wearing a little bowtie around his neck and wagged his tail at every guest. Chasen smiled again when he saw her. He always looked at her like she was the only woman on earth. Skye knew how lucky she was as she walked down the aisle.

Her father placed her hand in Chasen’s and they stepped before the officiant. 

“The two of you stand before us today to pledge your love. I understand that you have written vows for each other?” the officiant said. They promised each other they’d write their own vows and not let the other hear them until this moment. Chasen’s words were deep and filled with love. 

Chasen spoke first as he slipped the ring over her finger, “As I place this ring on your finger, I promise that I will love you from this day forward. You will never be alone because you will have a home in my arms. Because of you, I’ve become the me I only dreamed of becoming.”

“You expect me follow up after that?” Skye chuckled as she tried not to cry. She sniffed and wiped a tear from the corner of her eye. She took the gold band from Bowen and slipped it onto Chasen’s finger. “To quote Winnie the Pooh, as soon as I saw you, I knew a grand adventure was about to happen. I take you as my best friend and I’d choose you a thousand times over and through all of the adventures our life will bring. I didn’t want to find just love, I wanted unconditional, knock your socks off, eternal love. With you, I’ve found it. I love you, Chasen.”

The officiant smiled. “Before I pronounce you husband and wife, I want you take a moment to think about all the moments that have brought you here. People are always so wrapped up in emotion that they barely remember their wedding day.”

“Not me.” Chasen shook his head. “I’ll remember every second.”

“Let me finish.” The woman put a hand on Chasen’s arm. “I want you to remember this moment, but also, I want you to think about a moment twenty years from now. Thirty or forty years from now. Where are you? What are the two of you doing? Your visions might not be identical, but they are your future. If you dream together then it’s a reality.” She placed her hand over theirs. “By the powers vested in me, I pronounce you husband and wife.”

Chasen looked at Skye for a long moment, before he took her chin between his fingers and kissed her. It was the sweetest kiss Skye had ever felt. Her heart soared as she kissed him back. He laughed and dipped her backwards in a deep knee bend as he continued to kiss her. The guests laughed and cheered.

Grow Old with Me, by John Lennon began to play. Chasen had selected it and it was perfect. He jumped up and clicked his heels on the way down the aisle.

They greeted friends and family then moved to sit at different tables. Neither of them wanted a head table, it was too formal. 

She spotted the caterers she’d met at the other weddings standing off to the side of the food table waiting for guests. Skye walked over to them and said, “Come and join us.” 

They looked at each other. “Oh...we can’t. We’re working.”

“Baloney.” Skye waved her hand. “I’m the bride so today I get to make the rules or I’ll throw a bowl of salad. You helped me the night I was injured and kept my purse safe, and I never had a chance to thank you. I want you here and as guests.” She pulled on one of their apron strings. “Come on! It’s my wedding. Have fun. I’ll cut the cake. Goodness knows, I’m pretty good at it by now. I’ve been asked enough times.”

“You can’t do that,” Macy, the caterer protested. “We don’t want you to get your dress dirty,”

Skye leaned over. “The dress is forty years old. If it’s survived this long, I don’t think a little frosting will hurt it. Come on, stop worrying about things and let’s have some fun.”

The two women laughed as Skye put her arms around their shoulders and led them to join the other guests. 
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AFTER THEY ATE, SKYE could barely contain her excitement as she carried over a large wrapped item and set it before Chasen on the table.

“What’s this?” he asked as he pulled off the paper.

She opened the wood box and took out a heart that lay on top of the other items. “This box holds all the little romantic things you’ve given me on most every date. With each item, I fell more in love with you. I don’t want this to be just my box.” She held out a palm-sized red glass blown heart. The yellow ribbon which had been tied around her purse at the second wedding they’d met was wrapped around the heart. “Because you said you liked this ribbon, so I saved it. I also realized that I hadn’t ever given you anything. To add to the other things, here is my heart. Now it’s our box.”

He pulled her onto his lap and wrapped his arms around her in a strong embrace. “What about when this box is full?”

“Then we’ll add another and another. We’ll stack them on top of each other. I remember someone telling me that you need to start with a good foundation.” She gave him a cheeky smile and knew they were both remembering the night he proposed, the sandcastle they had built. “I think we’ve started that today.” She kissed him. “I love you.”

“I love you, too.” He pulled her to her feet and motioned to the DJ to start the music. “This is the perfect time for our first dance.”

“What about the cake?”

“Mrs. Dantrell, do you have a schedule?”

“No, silly. Let’s dance. What song did you pick?”

“Happy, by Pharrell of course. Today you made me the happiest man on earth. I was going to pick the chicken dance but didn’t think I could get away with it.”

“I think I’d let you get away with pretty much anything today.” Skye laughed.

Chasen waggled his eyebrows. “How about making out in the limo later?”

“You’ll have to check with the driver.”

“Which is me.” Chasen did a fist pump in the air. “Now, I really am happy! I love you Mrs. Dantrell.”

“I love you, Mr. Dantrell.”

And that was the truth. 

[image: image]

KADY NEVER THOUGHT that she and her son, Noah, would have to come back to Vine Grove. But after nearly losing everything in a fire, moving in with Mom and Dad was her only choice.
Kady finds a job in town at the Que Syrah Syrah wine shop. The ladies who meet at the shop create a group called The Love List. They draw names of single guys in town to possibly become someone special. No way is Kady drawing a name. The last thing Kady needs is a man, she needs to concentrate on getting her life back and finding a new home.
Local entrepreneur, Editon, has always had a crush on Kady, but she never knew. When he sees her again, all of his old feelings flood back. He’s trying to make a difference and build a community center in their small town. Will he have time to pursue Kady if she’ll take a chance on him?
Sometimes all you have to do is come home to find love.
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