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      Eli Wilder is at a loss. Due to tragedy, time, and life in general, he and his five brothers are suddenly getting out of the military at the same time.

      Only none of them have any idea what to do next.

      Eli might have a plan—one so far-fetched it will take a miracle for them to agree to it.

      When he takes a chance, however, he meets the perfect woman. One he hadn't expected.

      Now he has one night to prove he's the right man for the job—and for her.
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        Eli

      

      

      

      Home is where the heart is. Or maybe just where you rest your boots after a long day. A long week. Hell, a long twenty years.

      I wasn’t even forty years old yet, and here I was, retired. Or at least as retired as one could be after putting in twenty with the military. I had put my entire life and career towards one goal, and now I was out. There was no going back. I was never going to work for the military again as a civilian or get a GS—general scale—position. I was just me…in this house I was renting because I wasn’t sure where I wanted to live, but it was my home for now.

      My boots were in the closet, scuffed and worn, and most likely headed towards the trash pile.

      But I wore my new boots, ones that I was just now wearing in, getting to fit around my feet. And I had a roof over my head, and I suppose my heart was in it. Therefore, this was home.

      I pinched the bridge of my nose and let out a breath. I clearly needed more coffee if I was going to pick apart a saying and add poetry of my own.

      “Why did you ask us over here if you’re just going to growl at yourself the whole time?” Evan asked from the doorway into the kitchen, and I turned to see my brother standing there, his posture rigid, slight lines of pain around his eyes. He was still getting used to the new prosthetic, but with therapy and a whole shit-ton of doctors, Evan was able to stand here in my kitchen on his own accord, with a glare on his face. Of course, the glare had always been there, even before the IED.

      “Seriously though, are you going to come in with the rest of us? We got the barbecue.”

      “From Harmon’s?” I asked, my stomach rumbling.

      “Of course we got it from Harmon’s,” Everett called out from the living room, and I snorted before grabbing the six-pack of beer I had for this occasion.

      I followed Evan out of the kitchen and into the living room, where Everett, Elijah, East, and Elliot were already lounging. We could have sat in a dining room, but I didn’t have a large enough table for us. So we would be sprawling on my worn couch and used armchairs. I hadn’t been able to get furniture of my own all my life. Or at least my adult life. I had moved from place to place, starting out in the barracks, and then I used rented furniture from the military because I was either overseas or living on base. When I had moved off base, I had put most of my money away and hadn’t bothered with expensive furniture. Now I had furniture that I got from thrift stores and garage sales. Most guys I knew my age and rank had household items that didn’t look like they belonged to a young bachelor. But all of them were married and had families. I’d run from mine.

      “What is with this couch?” Elijah asked, sitting nearly ramrod straight at the edge of it. “We’re adults now. Shouldn’t you have something that isn’t so brown and lumpy that you can sink into?”

      Evan grunted as he sat into the armchair, resting his leg straight out in front of him. “This chair isn’t that bad, but it’s not good.”

      I flipped them both off as I handed everybody a beer and took a seat on the floor. I may be the eldest here, but my brothers had already claimed the chairs, so I was stuck with this. “Honestly, I was just thinking that I needed new shit, but first, I need a house. One that’s not a rental.”

      “It’s still a good time for the market,” Elliot put in, looking down at his phone. He bounced his foot quickly as he spoke, and I held back a snort at that.

      “I know it’s a good time in the market.” That was a decent segue, so I let out a breath. “However, I don’t want to buy a house.”

      East’s eyes widened. “What do you want to buy?”

      I looked at my brothers, at the five of them that were my best friends. Between them and our youngest sister Eliza, there were seven of us. All named with an E, and all different in the same way. Somehow all six of us brothers had joined the Air Force and had rarely lived in the same place. It was hard enough to find a position that worked for you in the military for long, let alone finding a place that was near one of your siblings. It just didn’t work out that way. I had been on tour at the same time with at least one sibling, but we were never stationed in the same place. They did that on purpose, from back in the days when wars would take out entire squadrons, and therefore an entire set of siblings. But I still felt like it had been years since I’d really gotten to know my brothers. Now we were all in the same place, retired.

      Evan didn’t want to be here, but I knew it wasn’t because of family. No, he had his own reasons for not wanting to move back to San Antonio. We had lived here before when we had been kids, the seven of us, and it felt like home when we’d been little. We could have moved out west to where our uncles had lived on the winery, but that hadn’t felt right. Now we were here in Texas trying to make our own home.

      San Antonio had enough bases, so many military people retired in the area. It was gorgeous, decent weather if you liked the heat, and it was within driving distance of hill country, wine country, desert, city, and even the beach if you wanted to drive around five hours. It was a good area, and I was glad that this was where we were putting down our roots.

      Although, Eliza wasn’t moving down with us. When the guys and I had all planned where we were going to retire, I had always assumed Eliza would come with us. And then she had lost her husband in an IED explosion, the catalyst for why all of us Wilders had gotten out when we had.

      Between Evan’s accident, and Eliza’s husband’s, we hadn’t wanted to stay in anymore. I had reached my twenty while the others hadn’t, but we were all out. Though Eliza had found love again somehow and was up in Fort Collins with her husband’s family. I didn’t begrudge her for that, and I knew we would all be visiting our little sister often, but it was still odd that she wasn’t going to be with us.

      Either way, though, we were here—the Wilder brothers. Evan was growly and not exactly pleasant at the moment. It had nothing to do with his pain, though, and all to do with his past.

      Everett liked it here, at least from what I could tell. He was the quietest of us all, and sometimes it was hard for me to figure out exactly what he was thinking at all times.

      Elijah was out of his depth and angry but always had a smile on his face. He was also the only one that actually liked wearing a suit, so maybe he would like what I had in store for us. I wasn’t sure, though.

      East knew what he wanted, though he never told us. He was growly, a little abrasive, but considering what he used to do, it worked for him. But I knew he needed roots, needed to settle with us, and so that’s why we were here. To keep him safe. To keep all of us safe. Including Elliot, the youngest of the brothers, though still older than Eliza by a couple of years. He had gone out earlier than all of us for his own reasons. And I knew of all of them. He was going to click with what I had in mind more than the rest. At least, that’s what I hoped.

      “Seriously? Why are we here?” Evan growled and then let out a sigh.

      I figured I might as well tell them what my plans were, even if they felt insane. “I don’t plan on living in this house for long. It’s a rental, and I do want to buy. Just not a house.”

      “You said that, but what do you mean?” Everett asked as he leaned forward over our meal.

      “I want to buy land.”

      They blinked up at me, and Evan tilted his head. “You want to be a rancher? Or just buy land with a lot of oaks?”

      I snorted, thinking of the land for sale around us. The market was hot and many people moving out here wanted the land for privacy, not necessarily for what it had been used for in the past. “The place I’m looking at has a few oaks, but not a ranch. No, I want to buy land that is far more expensive than what I can afford alone.”

      They all looked at me then, while Elijah leaned forward. His normal smile tilted down, and he frowned. “You mean the inheritance? From our uncles?”

      Our mother’s brothers had both passed within the last year, and we were the only family that they had. When they died, their winery had been sold, as required by the will, but the proceeds from it, as well as whatever holdings they had, went to us. Meaning we had a decent nest egg on its way, and none of us had been expecting it or planning on it. So I had plans of my own. I just had to hope that they agreed.

      “There’s a piece of land that I want to buy. And I want to make it a retreat. Or, rather, continue the property as a retreat with our own touches.”

      “What the hell are you talking about?” Evan snarled.

      “Yeah, you want to spend money that we don’t have yet? I mean, I know it was out of the blue, but what the fuck?” East put in.

      I held up my hand. “We all need something to do. Right now, we’re working in dead-end jobs to give us an income and to pay our bills, but none of us were expecting to get out when we did.” I looked at all of them, and they swallowed hard, nodding.

      “It’s hard to find a new career when you thought you already had one,” Elijah whispered. Elijah had been a meteorologist for the Air Force, but the degree he had finally been able to get wasn’t in meteorology. It was hard to find a job in the field that he was trained in when he didn’t have the right degree for a civilian. But he was brilliant in more than that, and I hoped he realized that.

      “Just let me finish,” I began. “I want to open up a retreat. A Wilder Retreat. And the land that I’m looking at, the land I’ve already spoken to the owners about, is a place where we can make it an inn. Host weddings, and there’s even a winery attached. The owners are fine with wanting to change the name of the company, too. I wouldn’t have done it if they’d had a strong connection to it. We can make Wilder fucking Wines.” They all looked at me like I was insane, and maybe I was. But I had plans. “Before you think I’ve lost my mind, I’ve been talking to Roy.”

      “Roy, wait, didn’t he open up a place like it outside of Austin?” Everett asked, frowning.

      “He did. That’s where I got the idea. We all need something to do, and we’ve all been living on our own and away from each other for long enough that it feels like we’re not even the same brothers anymore.” They were all silent so I kept going. “I want us to work together. I want us to start a business.”

      “The Wilder Retreat,” Evan growled. “What’s our tagline? Let loose and get wild?”

      I ran my hand through my hair, knowing our dinner was getting cold, but I had started about this the wrong way. “Fuck I don’t know. But we plan things. We can do this.”

      Everett moved forward. “We’re military. We trained in explosives and planes. We don’t do wineries or fucking weddings or winery tours.”

      They were all saying things I had gone over in my head countless times, but the thing was, we were more than our past, and I had to hope to hell we figured that out. “I know that. But we can learn. The place that I’m looking at, the owner is an older man who wants to sell, and there’s already staff in place that know what they’re doing. We can fit in, find our way. We are more than just the jobs that we were given and trained for all our lives. We can do this. And we need a normal.”

      “And this would be a normal?” Elliot asked, but I saw the interest in his eyes.

      “What do you want us to do for the rest of our lives? Work a desk job? Work for someone else? We’ve been working for someone else our entire lives. Let’s work for ourselves. Let’s make it our business.”

      “What would we do?” Evan asked, his voice low.

      “We’ll split the business. Each of us would have our own concept of what we’re doing. We’ve all been in charge of organizing and setting up plans and strategizing. Our jobs as teens were like this, even if it’s been a few years for some of us. Now, instead of the way that we operated in the military, we’ll put it to use for running an inn and a winery.”

      “I like the taste of wine. I don’t actually know how to make wine,” Evan whispered.

      I shook my head. “Of all of us, you know the most about wine. You worked with the uncles over our summers as a teen and even again every time you visited on whatever vacations you could take over the years.”

      Evan scowled. “Yeah, so I know a little bit, but I don’t know enough to begin a new wine. I only know about the grapes from their place, not these.”

      “We are near Fredericksburg. They make great wines,” Everett said, his eyes narrowing. Everett was brilliant. If he hadn’t gone into the service, I knew he would have been an accountant or his own CEO or CFO. I knew he’d be the one to make sure that we didn’t go bankrupt. He just didn’t know it.

      “Evan, they have a vintner, a winemaker. But they need someone to help as the Director. What Uncle Leo used to do and what you trained for before you joined up.” Evan scowled at me, but it didn’t look as menacing at least.

      “So, what, we each get our own position and we figure out how to work together?” East asked, growling. “I’m good with my hands. I can build things. I don’t want to work in hospitality or with fucking grapes.”

      I nodded tightly. “I know that East. So that could be your job. Things break down, and we need to build things. I have all this written out, and I was going to talk it over with you. But first, I want to make sure that’s something that’s feasible. On top of that, Roy invited us to a wedding.”

      “We’re not fucking wedding planners,” Evan growled.

      I held up my hand. “That’s why we would hire a wedding planner for that part. As for an event planner? I think we all know who among us could be that person. We could be the people that show off our area. To plan tours for the winery, or even downtown San Antonio, or anything for when somebody wants to relax. We have spent our whole lives working for the government, risking our lives. Now, let’s enjoy it. Enjoy a home that we can build. And help others relax, too. I know it’s insane. But I didn’t want us to work together in a bar or build a company from the ground up. This place is already settled, and it has potential. We can hire someone for the wedding part, someone good. But we can do the rest.”

      “And Roy wants you to visit him then?” Elijah asked, speaking of my friend who had gotten out a couple of years before me, and had sparked this idea.

      “He has a very similar concept a couple of hours from us. I want to see how it works, and you should come with us.”

      “So, we’re going to crash a wedding?” Everett asked.

      “Well, I was thinking you and I could. And at least take some notes. Everyone else has to work, and I figured some of you guys might not be in the mood for a wedding.”

      Evan grunted, and we all knew who I was talking about at that moment.

      “This is insane,” Elijah began, but held up his hand when I started to interrupt. “But I could see it. We’ve all talked about getting out and working together. We just happened to get out far sooner than we planned.”

      There was silence in that, but we were good about not talking about the whys of it.

      “So we’re going to start over, work for ourselves, and we have the money to do this?” Everett asked as he pulled out his phone and started running numbers.

      “We do. I hope. I’ll send you what I have. The owner doesn’t have any kids and wants to sell. He also wants to keep the business that he already has in place operating. He’s one of us. Retired Air Force.”

      That made Evan’s lips twitch. “I guess we can listen to him then.”

      I knew that would get Evan. We were a brotherhood, even those not by blood. I didn’t know if this was going to work or if it was just a lark.

      I wanted us to be together. I wanted us to work towards a common purpose. And if that meant going out on a limb and trying something completely crazy and something that could risk everything, then I would do it. We had risked our lives for longer than I cared to admit. Why not risk something else to find a home?

      In order to be settled.

      Everett and I could see Roy and realize that this wasn’t what we wanted, and we’d find something else. This had shown up out of the blue, and it just spoke to me.

      I was probably losing my goddam mind, but I didn’t have anything else.

      I wanted my brothers settled, and I was the eldest. I needed to make sure that they were safe and had a future. None of us were married, other than Eliza. None of us had a family. We had spent so long protecting others. Now it was time to think for ourselves.

      So we would. And I would make sure that they had a path—that they had a future.

      First, however, it was time to go to a wedding.
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      My job was to plan. And yet, I didn’t think I could prepare for this.

      “I just really wanted the sun to shine from the goddess on my wedding. And yet it feels as if she’s crying.” The bride paced in front of me, her hair in hot rollers, her eyes puffy from sobbing. I risked a look behind her at the bright sun and the single white puffy cloud in the sky. The cloud that was apparently sending this woman over the edge.

      “It will be okay. The weather is still on our side.” I knocked on wood as I said it, knowing that’s what she wanted me to do. And frankly, I would have done it anyway.

      “Do you see that cloud? That cloud is mocking me on this day. It is mocking everything that I have stood for. Now how will I know if my love is true, knowing this cloud exists? I was supposed to be wed. To blend my soul with that of my mate and to know that our forever was only a beginning. And yet, it is over. Everything is over.” She flung herself on the chaise lounge while her mother glared at me before patting her daughter’s arm.

      “We’ll find a way to make this work. I know it’s going to be hard, but don’t you worry. We will find a way.”

      The bride began to sob in earnest. “Today was supposed to be about love and prosperity. I saw it happen.”

      I nodded even though she couldn’t see me and knelt by her, putting on my best wedding planner tone. “Of course, it’s about love and prosperity. You are going to marry the love of your life this afternoon.”

      “Will I? Or will that cloud ruin my destiny? For I was told that today was the day that we were supposed to be married. I saw it in the cards, as did my psychic. Don’t you see? She told me today was the day.”

      I sat back on my heels and nodded sagely at her words, trying not to roll my eyes. I was of the mind that people were allowed to believe in whatever they wanted to, that there was more than one possibility for the world we were in.

      And yet, right then, it was all a little too much for me. Mostly because everything had been planned by me, and therefore the psychic. The psychic had chosen this day for the wedding, so I had agreed to it. The psychic had read what color the wedding needed to be in tea leaves, so I had gone with it. My job was to make sure the bride was happy, and the groom as well, but mostly the bride in this case.

      The groom just seemed happy that his bride had said yes after years of trying to get her to commit, and therefore I was here. To work on the Baylor Ranch and Brewery and to plan this wedding.

      I truly loved this venue. Roy Baylor, the owner and operator of the retreat and venue was a wonderful man, a little strict, but knew what he wanted. And that meant making sure that the bride was happy.

      Even if a single cloud in the sky was about to ruin her day, apparently.

      “Okay now, let’s think about what this cloud can signify,” I began as my assistant walked in, her eyes wide at the scene in front of her. I waved her off, and Emily slowly backed out of the room, trying not to make a noise so she wouldn’t get caught.

      At least she was allowed to leave. Maybe she would be able to work with the caterer, the venue, and to ensure everything else was on track for the wedding that was supposed to begin in forty-five minutes.

      I smiled softly and did what I did best: made the bride happy. “That single cloud can be evidence of the path you were once on. The path of you as a woman. But it is showing you that you are ready for the next phase. To the blue skies that will be your marriage.” Emily gave me a thumbs-up as she walked out, and I did think that I had done pretty well just then in terms of making crap up.

      “Do you think? Do you think that Reggie will be okay with this? That he won’t leave me because of this cloud and what it can signify?”

      I leaned down in front of Phoenix and held her hand. “You are a beautiful bride. Exquisite. You are marrying the love of your life. I cannot wait to see you in that dress and to watch the reaction of the love of your life as he sees you for the first time today.”

      She patted her lip, her pout slowly decreasing. “It is a beautiful dress.”

      “And you are the beautiful woman in that dress. He is going to marry you, not because of the signs, but because he loves you. And that cloud is not the shadow upon your day. It is just a mere moment in time, signifying it is the next phase of your life. It is time for you to marry your Reggie. For Reggie and Phoenix to have a wedding on the books like no other.”

      I wasn’t lying then. This would be a wedding like no other.

      “Do you think?” she asked as her mother continued to wipe tears from her face.

      “I do. Now let’s get you finished with your hair and makeup. And then in that dress. Reggie’s waiting. Much like that cloud was waiting for you to see it so it could depart, and you can know that your day is in perfect harmony.”

      One of the bridesmaids rolled her eyes, and I gently narrowed mine, warning her not to say anything. She grinned wide, and I ignored her and went to help the bride finish getting ready. Knowing she was in good hands with the rest of the wedding party, I went to my other duties, focusing on the caterer and whatever else came up.

      The best man walked past, his face a little too bright, and I leaned forward and handed him a mint and a bottle of water from the side table. “Eat this and drink this. No more pregaming before the wedding.”

      He smiled at me, a little sloppily. “Yeah, I know. I’m just trying to walk it off.”

      That was good to hear, at least. “No worries, we will make sure that this wedding is amazing. Just stay a little more hydrated.”

      “You’ve got it, boss. Thanks, Ms. Alexis.”

      I waved him off. “It’s what I’m here for.”

      The venue had its own florist and caterer, so I didn’t have to use my contacts, which was nice. Not all venues had that, nor did they have their own planning stations. I liked working with places like that felt as if they were resorts. Those didn’t tend to have an on-hand wedding planner, but an event planner where I could step in and do my part of the job. Sometimes it got a little hard to mix the two, but Jeff and I worked well together. Right now, he was working on another event for the company while I was working on this wedding. Some guests at the resort weren’t part of the wedding itself, and so it was Jeff’s job to make sure that they had something to do that would not interfere with the wedding. Now mine was all about the ceremony and following reception. I checked over the cake one more time and made sure everybody was in their place.

      “Blue alert, blue alert,” Emily said into my headset, and I held back a sigh.

      “Blue?” I asked as I made my way to her.

      “It’s not quite urgent, but it does have to do with the color of the bridesmaids’ dresses,” Emily whispered fiercely as I came to her side.

      “What is it?” I asked, and then I didn’t need her to explain.

      One of the bridesmaids, Jasmine, if I remembered correctly, was not wearing the correct dress. Oh, it was the right color, but it used to have far more fabric than it currently did.

      “Crap on a cracker,” I mumbled.

      Emily blinked. “Is that the saying?”

      “It is now. Okay, let me handle this.” I rolled my shoulders back and smiled as Emily went to deal with another part of our checklist. I looked at Jasmine as the other woman just narrowed her gaze, put her hand on her hip, and showed off a generous amount of leg.

      “You can’t tell me what to do,” Jasmine snapped, and from there, I knew that the other woman had planned this on purpose because she wanted to be the showcase of the day.

      Well, screw that. This was what I was good at and what I was going to fix.

      “You look wonderful, Jasmine. Though the dress is a little bit different than what we had planned on, correct?”

      “Oh, I had always planned on this. Phoenix has always been a little too much. You know? This will put her down a peg.”

      I smiled through my teeth, even as my eyes went cold. Jasmine must have seen the look because her hand fell, and she raised her chin defiantly. “Today is about Phoenix. And Reggie. And their love for one another. While you do look amazing, this is not the dress you agreed on.”

      “There’s no way you can add more to it. I’ve already had it altered.”

      I nodded tightly. “Oh, I know. However, when there’s a will, there’s a way.”

      I looked to the side as Emily came running forward, our seamstress right beside her. “Now come on, I know exactly what you need to do.”

      “There’s not enough time,” Jasmine snapped.

      “Arabella is brilliant at what she does. We’ll make the time.”

      Arabella’s eyebrows winged to the top of her forehead as she took in the gown. “It’s a good thing I’ve brought extra fabric. You never know when you’re going to need to add an entire skirt.”

      The defiance on Jasmine’s gaze didn’t alter. “You will not be touching me or my dress.”

      I raised a brow. “And if you continue to think that way, you will not be in the wedding.”

      “This is not your day. You don’t get to tell me what to do.” Her lower lip wobbled and while I wondered what might have happened between the two women in the past to lead them here, my job was to ensure the bride was happy without hurting anyone in the process. Finding that balance was a tap dance.

      Thankfully I’d taken lessons.

      “No, this is Phoenix’s day. And actually, I do get to tell you what to do. This is not the same dress that the others had decided on, therefore, you will have to wear something appropriate for Phoenix. I’m not going to tell you what’s appropriate in general or in life, just what the bride wants. And today is about what the bride wants.”

      “She’s just going to get divorced in a minute anyway. She and Reggie aren’t even good for each other. He liked me first.”

      This wasn’t something I was going to get into. I didn’t have it in me. Nor did I care. I turned toward the seamstress and gave her a genuine smile. “Thank you, Arabella.”

      Arabella grinned. “Don’t you worry. I’ll get it taken care of.”

      “You’re not listening to me,” Jasmine snapped, and I tilted my head and smiled at her, knowing it didn’t quite reach my eyes.

      “Today is not about you. Or me. This is about the bride and the groom. This is their moment. You don’t get to ruin it. Even if you might feel differently. When it is over, you can have a lovely talk with Phoenix, and I will understand. But for now, you will fix your dress, you will walk down the aisle and smile, and you will be the beautiful woman that I know you are, inside and out.” That was stretching it a bit, but with the way that Jasmine’s eyes warmed slightly, I had to hope that that was the right trick. “You can do this, Jasmine. You can show the world that you can handle anything.”

      “He was mine,” Jasmine murmured.

      My heart hurt for her, even though I was slightly cold inside when it came to love these days. Not that I was going to mention that. “But he’s hers now. And you said yes to the wedding. Be a good friend. Show that you love them both.”

      “Fine,” Jasmine snapped and turned to follow Arabella.

      “That was one disaster levied,” Emily whispered just by my side, and I nodded tightly.

      “We’ll keep an eye on her.”

      “I’ll do that since you have the other thousand things to do.”

      I shook my head. “We’ll do it together. We have twenty minutes until go time. Time to go through our checklist one more time.”

      We nodded at each other then went to work, fixing the maid of honor’s shoe and then the flower crown for the flower girl. The ring bearer currently had his finger halfway up his nose, so I helped wash his hands and anchored him to one of the groomsmen who could handle the kid. I walked from pew to pew, ensuring that each flower arrangement was where it needed to be, and as the minister nodded at me, a gentle smile on his face, I knew we were almost there.

      So close.

      Roy stopped me on my way to the bride and grinned. “Good job, Alexis.”

      I smiled at the older man and shook my head. “Not yet. Almost there, though.”

      “Of course, can’t put the cart before the horse and all that.”

      “You sound more and more Texan every day.” I winked.

      He let out a rough chuckle. “I try. Now, I’ll see you after the wedding. Save me a dance.”

      I rolled my eyes, knowing Roy was happily married but was doing his best to try to get me out on the dance floor because apparently I needed to have a life. I had a life, thank you very much. It just didn’t have anything to do with weddings. Other than the fact that my entire life was weddings. Just not my own.

      Once the wedding began, I had my eyes on every person that I could at the same time, narrowing them at Jasmine as she walked in her now full gown, Arabella’s magic to die for. Jasmine looked like a princess herself, a little manic, but didn’t ruin the wedding. And when Phoenix walked down the aisle underneath the blue skies—without a single cloud—I smiled and let out a relieved breath.

      The first part was now over, now for the actual reception where things were just getting started.

      My photographer was set up for photos, and I let Emily handle half of them when I ensured that the rest of the wedding guests were doing their thing in the reception. They were going for a buffet, so people could mingle and party about, and the dance floor would be rocking soon. First, though, we had a few other things to handle, and I was exhausted. I should probably sleep a little bit more before big weddings, but I had too much on my plate.

      When the bride and the groom made their entrance, I smiled, and Emily wiped away a tear.

      “They’re just so beautiful.”

      “They are,” I agreed. I also didn’t think they would last long, but maybe they would surprise me. I liked when they surprised me. I wanted love to last, even though sometimes it didn’t, and it broke you.

      Emily nudged me, and I looked over at her, shaking my head. “What? Is something wrong?”

      “Look over at them. All tall, dark, and handsome. And growly. I want to take a bite of that. Who are they?”

      I laughed. I couldn’t help it. One of the guests gave me a look and smiled, and I held back a wince. My job was to blend into the scenes, not to make noise and laugh. I had to be better than that.

      I stared over at the two men with dark hair and blue eyes and frowned. I didn’t recognize them, and I had to wonder what side of the wedding they were from. I frowned, going through my mental list, but figured they had to be someone on the groom’s side since I didn’t know everybody by their face. However, they seemed to be brothers and were attractive, though I didn’t swoon like Emily seemed to be doing. Barely.

      “Seriously though, who are they? And are they single?”

      “You can find out after the wedding. We do not mix pleasure with business. You know that.”

      Emily put her hand over her heart and mimicked it beating while she fluttered her eyelashes at me. “Don’t you wish we did, though?” she purred, and I shook my head before I met the gaze of the slightly older man. His blue eyes intensified and narrowed on mine before a shiver went down my spine. I swallowed hard, and broke the connection, and looked down at Emily.

      “Not for us. You know that.”

      “Spoilsport. But I suppose we have to get back to work.”

      I swallowed hard and then looked back to where the man had been standing, only to find the space empty, and sighed. “Time to work. It’s what we’re good at.”

      And I pushed the thoughts of the man with the blue eyes from my mind, knowing I had far more important things to worry about tonight.
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      “Why did I say I’d wear a tie?” Everett asked as he worked his collar.

      I snorted and looked over at my younger brother. “Because it’s a wedding and its formal, and we were told by Roy we had to wear a tie. It’s not my fault you borrowed Elijah’s rather than buying one for yourself.”

      Everett sighed, worked his collar again. “I know I’m going to need to buy an actual suit that fits if we do this. It’s also not my fault that I looked damn fine in my dress blues, but my shoulders outgrew my old suit. Hell, I’m going to be the CFO, damn it, I should look the part.”

      I held back a grin, knowing that Everett might be growling slightly at the plan, but I knew he was in. Of all of my brothers, he was the most into it. That was Everett. Quiet sometimes, but determined.

      “You’re in then? CFO and everything? You’ve got the background and the degree for it.”

      Everett gave me a look, a single brow raised. “Of course, I’m in. I was in when you first mentioned it, even though it sounds insane.”

      I held back a laugh since I didn’t want to draw too much attention to us. “I guess that would make me CEO. Though I don’t want to think about being your boss.”

      Everett shook his head. “You’ve always been our boss. You’re the big brother. The only one you couldn’t order around is Eliza, but then again, none of us can order around our little sister.”

      That made my lips twitch, and I took a sip of the champagne the waiter had brought about. I wasn’t a huge champagne fan, but it tasted good, and I felt like I needed the liquid courage to be here. It was odd to be somewhat crashing a wedding, though Roy said we could come as observers. We weren’t going to eat or draw attention to ourselves, but it was good to watch what Roy and his team were doing. I knew there was a wedding planner around somewhere, one that Roy hired on since he didn’t have one on staff. However, Roy was thinking about hiring someone permanently.

      If the Wilders did go along with this insane plan, we’d be following Roy’s footsteps to the letter.

      “I don’t know how to take that. Am I bossy?”

      Everett grinned. “Yes. You’re colossally bossy. It’s what you do. Then again, you were the only officer among us.”

      I shrugged. “I got lucky with a scholarship and placement right out of high school, and things worked out for me. I was also in longer than any of you.”

      “And now we’re all out, a bunch of NCOs without jobs.”

      “Local accounting jobs at the warehouses not doing it for you?” I teased.

      “I hope that this works out because I’d rather you be my boss than anyone else. Yeah, you get annoying sometimes, but you’re my brother. I wiped your brow after you threw up after too many drinks. I feel like that connects us.”

      I snorted. I couldn’t help it. “You did that for East. He’s your twin. Not for me. I’m a little too old for that.”

      There was a seven-year age gap between the twins and me, even more so between Elliott and me and Eliza. There were seven of us, and honestly, not too many years between us. I didn’t know how my parents had done it, and never got a chance to ask before they died.

      “Think we can do this?” I asked after a moment, looking at the party in front of us.

      “Plan a wedding? No. Do everything else? Yes, I think we can.”

      I looked at him then, my eyes wide. “Just like that.”

      “Not just like that. You had notebooks and files on what it takes. And we’re going to that workshop about inns and owning your own business.”

      “One where Roy promises it’s not a timeshare scam.” We both laughed at that before I continued. “We’ll learn, and we’ve got the money to do it. I mean, I guess we could use the money for other things, but this is for our future, not just for a new car or new house.”

      Everett’s lips twitch. “Considering most of us will end up living on the property if things work out well, it is a new house. And we’ve got decent cars. And there’ll be enough after we buy the place to hopefully to get a new truck or two since we’ll need it. For hauling.”

      “And because we live in Texas and need to fit in,” I said with a laugh.

      “And you know that Evan is going to thrive on the winery side.”

      I swallowed hard at Everett’s words. “He will. If he lets himself.”

      “That’s a big if. But, hell, he’s the one who worked with the uncles for the longest. He’s the main reason that we even had this opportunity. Not that we can let him know that.”

      I smiled despite myself. “You’re right. We could figure things out but he’s the glue. We each have a job. Each have a purpose. We work together. We wouldn’t split up, take too much time away from each other like we’ve been doing for twenty years. Hell, I left the house to go pursue my own future when you guys were babies.”

      “I wasn’t a baby. Sure, Eliza was, but I wasn’t.”

      My lips twitched. “Close enough since you were like in puberty.”

      Everett sighed, looked over his shoulder. “Please, say that loudly for the people on the other side of the ball ballroom.”

      I looked around the vast room with the elevated ceilings and twinkling lights. “Our ballroom won’t look like this.”

      “True, but ours would be in a renovated European-style farmhouse. The place is in good shape. It’s like a fucking villa.”

      I snorted at the look of one of the guests at our cursing. “That was the goal for the original builders. They wanted to bring a little bit of Europe here with the architecture. So it is a villa of sorts in the middle of south Texas.”

      “Well, this is a little more upper-class farm.”

      I nodded. “We won’t be competing for each other, even though we’re a couple of hours away.”

      “Which is a good thing because we like Roy and need his help. We don’t want to piss him off.”

      “Why don’t you want to piss me off?” Roy asked as he walked over to us. Roy was a big man, mostly still muscle after all these years as a civilian, and he took care of himself. His hair was graying at the temples, and his full beard was white and gray now. He looked good, and he had been my friend for years. We had fought together, had been neighbors and even roommates for a bit in our early years. He was a couple of years older than me, so he got out before I did, but we had stayed in touch and, hopefully, he’d be able to help me figure out exactly what the hell I was going to do with the rest of my life.

      “We were just thinking about taking your business,” Everett said with a grin, and Roy just threw his head back and laughed, that big deep laugh that made everyone around us smile. Nobody glared at him. He was just the good guy who people got along with wherever he went.

      Maybe that’s why he was so good at this. I wasn’t that guy. Whatever it was. Everett was. As was Elijah. And Elliot. East, Evan, and I were a little more on the asshole side of the family. But half of us being assholes, the other half being decent guys wasn’t a bad mark.

      “You’re welcome to try, though. I think with the winery on your side and the brewery on mine, it’s a good fit. We’ll be able to send whoever can’t fit into ours to each other. Working like a partnership, rather than adversaries.”

      The way that Roy said it, it seemed like a decree, and frankly, I agreed. “Sounds good to me. And honestly, it’ll be nice having footsteps to follow in, even if we’re trying to be our own bosses.”

      “I had footsteps too. The guy who owned this before I was a retired general.”

      “No shit?” I asked.

      “Two star. Wanted something with his life a little bit different, and this was in the family. He sold it to me, and now you’re buying from a former military man as well. It’s all in the family, even though our family’s a bit convoluted.”

      “Don’t even begin on the whole convoluted family thing,” Everett added with a grin.

      Roy let out a big belly laugh that drew a few gazes our way. “There are seven of you, all starting with the same letter. What the hell was your mother thinking?”

      I just smiled, used to the refrain. It had been worse when we’d all been active duty and went by Wilder. “We answered to numbers mostly. I was one.”

      “I don’t remember my number. I think mom forgot it too.” Everett said with a grin.

      Roy leaned forward, laughing. “Well, you’re a twin. I’m sure you and East switched off often just to annoy your parents.”

      “I can neither confirm nor deny.”

      Roy just grinned. “Well, you’ve had a look around. You saw the books and figured out what we do. What is it that you want?”

      Everett looked to me, and I swallowed hard, rolling my shoulders back. “We want something that we can work together in. The place that we’re looking at we would rename to Wilder Resorts. It has a good flow. It just needs some updating, but we can do that. Especially within the budget. We’re already in talks, and they’re not talking with anybody else right now for selling, so that’s a good thing.”

      “Time is still on your side,” Roy added.

      “For sure. There are twenty cabins outside of the main building. The main building is a villa, with its own atrium and dining room and breakfast room and all that. The innkeeper can live there. And then within the cabins, we can designate some of those for the family like they did, so we can live on the property and not have to pay rent or mortgages on other places.”

      “That makes sense. We live in a house on the property. If you live in those cabins, are you going to cut into your bottom line?”

      I shook my head. “No, this is what the other owners did before us with their teams. It makes sense. And while we all did training for other things when we were active duty, all of our degrees went towards what we thought we’d do as civilians versus what we did in the service. Oh, and we can take the cabins that need the most work for ourselves and work on them on our own.”

      Everett snorted. “Thanks for giving us the heaps to live in.”

      I raised a brow. “You’ve seen our land. There’s nothing heap about it.”

      “That is true,” Everett whispered.

      “There’s a pool, a sunning area with a shit-ton of tile that’s perfect for photos according to the owner’s daughter. And then, on the other side of the acreage, there’s a winery with forested trails. There’s a tasting room, barrel rooms, a large building for all the equipment. It’s like its own business on the property.”

      Roy nodded along as we went over everything again. “And it’s a lot of acres, more than I have. But then again, you need more land for the vines. Not that it’s a huge heap of vines, but a respectable amount for good wines in moderation.”

      “It’s a shit ton, but pricing right now is good, and I think we can make it work.”

      “I’m here if you need me, but it’s a good opportunity. Yeah, it’s different than what any of you guys did in the military, but hell, most of us were just handed an instruction packet once we joined, after we took a test to see what we were most suited for. Not that we knew what we were suited for, and then we went into that field. You can do that here.”

      I nodded. “We can. And hell, this might be nice. Something completely different.”

      “You’re jumping into hospitality, think you can do it?”

      I sighed, looked at my brother. “I think I want to.”

      “I don’t think, I know.” Everett grinned and then reached out and squeezed my other shoulder.

      “Now to convince the others.” That made me wince but Everett looked unfazed.

      “They’re not going to need convincing,” Everett said with a tight nod. “They’re already excited. Or at least as excited as they can be with their scowls.”

      “I sure do love your family,” Roy said with a laugh. “And look, the garter toss is about to begin, go boys, go see if you’re the next to get wed.”

      I blinked, looked at Roy. “I thought you said we needed to be casual observers.”

      “True, but there aren’t as many single men here as there are single women, so go stand over there and fill the place so that way it’s not three guys vying for a garter.”

      “Isn’t that kind of archaic?” Everett asked, and I snorted.

      “What he said. I’m not going to go catch a fucking garter.”

      “Go. Stand there. Don’t hold out your hands. Just stand there and look forward. Fill up the space.”

      “I don’t understand you,” I grumbled.

      “You don’t have to. You just have to do what I say.”

      “He did outrank you,” Everett said with a grin, and I flipped my brother off before I lowered my head at Roy’s glare, and walked over to where the dozen or so men were standing, hands in pockets, looking for all the world they would rather be anywhere else.

      “They needed men for this, my ass,” I grumbled, and Everett snorted.

      “Hey, look on the bright side, the odds work in our favor now that we won’t catch it, which is good. We have enough on our plate without getting married.”

      “My mom forced me over here, so I’m going to hide behind you,” a man in his early twenties said as he smiled over at us. “If that’s okay.”

      “Fuck no, you’re not hiding behind me. I don’t want the damn thing,” I growled.

      Everett just grinned, the asshole. “Nobody does, but here we are, at a place where love and happy ever after is the only thing that matters.”

      I shook my head and stood there, hands in pockets as the bride sat down on a chair, and everybody started to cheer. Music began, and the groom went down on his knees, slid his hands up the bride’s dress, and slowly, very slowly took her garter down.

      “Well then, I feel like we’re part of a peep show,” Everett mumbled out of the side of his mouth, and I elbowed him to keep him quiet. He let out an oof, and when the groom stood up, swung the garter over his head, I held back a sigh. Apparently, we would have to get used to this, because a big part of the income were events and weddings on the property. I was going to have to start enjoying shit like this if this is what I wanted to do with the rest of my life.

      Everybody started shouting, laughing, and I looked up as the garter was flung from the groom’s hand and slapped me directly in the chest. On instinct, I reached out and gripped it and blinked.

      “Fuck,” Everett said with a laugh as everybody cheered.

      “Better you than me,” the younger man said before he rushed off to where his mom stood. The kid’s mom glared at me, and I looked down at the frilly white thing and just shook my head.

      “Well, shit,” I grumbled.

      “Oh, look at you, you’re the next to be wed. I’m so proud,” Everett teased as he wiped away a fake tear.

      Everybody started congratulating me, and there were a few curious looks, probably wondering where the hell I had come from. I was supposed to be lowkey for this wedding, and here I was catching the fucking garter.

      We moved out of the way as the bride came back, tossing bouquet in hand. “Okay single ladies, let’s see who’s going to get a ring on it!”

      I held back a groan at the cheesy joke and watched as a few dozen women all lined up, jokingly ready to fight for the bouquet.

      My gaze caught the eyes of one woman as she stood off to the side, earbud in her ear as she looked around at the others. This had to be the wedding planner, the woman that I had seen before and nearly swallowed my tongue over.

      “You’re drooling,” Everett whispered.

      “She’s hot. Can’t help it.”

      “And she’s not for you. Remember? We said no dating.”

      “When did we say that?” I asked as I shook my head.

      “You’re gone, just like that, one look, and you’re gone.”

      I didn’t answer. Instead, I watched as the bride tossed the bouquet, but she sort of twisted her body as she did so, laughing and probably a little bit drunk. The bouquet flew over the heads of the rest of the party and slammed into the wedding planner’s face. She caught the bouquet, her eyes wide, and looked beyond mortified.

      “Oh my God, I love it!” the bride screamed. “I knew the tea leaves said this. I knew it! Now, where’s our garter man. We have to see the dance!”

      I met the gaze of the wedding planner, and then I looked down at my garter and then back up again.

      “Well shit.”
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      I shouldn’t have been surprised when Roy’s hand pressed on my shoulder and practically pushed me towards the woman holding the bouquet.

      “Dance! Dance! Dance!”

      The crowd cheered, egging us on, and I found myself standing in front of the wedding planner, her soft blue suit nearly gray, and noticed that it was also a dress of some sort. She looked regal and yet like she wanted to blend with the background—something I should have been doing as well.

      “This is not happening,” she mumbled under her breath, and my eyes widened.

      “Nice.” I hadn’t meant to say that aloud, but damn, I was the only one who was supposed to not want to be there. Not her.

      She blushed and looked up at me. “Sorry.”

      The bride moved forward, her eyes bright and a bit manic. “Dance! Come on, Alexis. It’s my wedding. And I want you to dance, darling.”

      The wedding planner leaned forward, and I tried not to inhale her rich scent. “Phoenix, I need to help with the next part of the setup.”

      “You can do that after you dance.” The bride put her smile towards me, all teeth and manic eyes. “And, hello stranger. I don’t know who you are, so you’re probably with my lovely groom. However, you are about to dance with one of my bestest friends. This is my wedding planner. Wedding planner, this is the stranger.”

      “Eli. My name is Eli.”

      The bride gave me another shark-tooth smile. “Good. Eli, darling. Now, dance. Dance for me, my pretties!” she said with a clap of her hands as her groom came forward, rolled his eyes, and pulled her back.

      The groom grinned. “Just do what she says, and it’ll all be over quick.” He winked as he said it, then kissed his bride’s neck, and she let out a little giggle. The two seemed in love, and like they were perfect for one another, even if the bride seemed a little high-strung. However, it was her wedding, so for all I knew, this was just an abnormality.

      “Come on, let’s just get this over with,” the wedding planner mumbled under her breath as she slid her hand into mine.

      “It’ll be over before you know it,” I replied with a grin as I put my hand on the small of her back. Her eyes widened, and I swallowed hard at the feel of her against me. She was all soft and curved, and it was hard for me to focus. Fuck, it was just hard for me in general. She was beautiful. Gorgeous, and she smelled like sin. Or maybe that was just floral perfume. I didn’t know, but she was gorgeous. How was I supposed to focus when she was pressed up against me?

      “Hopefully, the song will be over soon. I’m sorry. I don’t mean to be a jerk, but I do have things to do for the wedding, and I’m not supposed to actually be around and in the spotlight like this.”

      I swallowed hard as the music turned into something softer, and we danced carefully.

      “I should probably tell you then I shouldn’t be in the spotlight either.”

      Her eyes narrowed even as her lips twitched. “Tell me I’m not dancing with a wedding crasher.”

      “Technically, I was invited. Just not by the wedding party.”

      She looked up at me, blinked. “You are with Roy then.”

      I frowned. “I don’t know if with Roy is the right statement.”

      She laughed and it lit up her whole damn face. What the hell was with this connection? “You’re here to watch Roy and to see what he does because you’re thinking about buying something similar. To join the innkeepers and wedding venue circuit.”

      I couldn’t stop staring at her mouth, so it took me a minute to catch up with her words. “I didn’t realize he told you all that.”

      “Of course, Roy told me. We’re about to have strangers at the wedding. I should have put it together beforehand, but I’ve been a little sidetracked. Busy day.”

      “It sure looks like it. The wedding looks fantastic, though.”

      “I hope so.” She looked around, smiling softly. “We worked hard on it. And the bride and groom are beautiful together.”

      I looked over at them as they swayed from side to side, not dancing, just the two of them holding one another off the dance floor. It was just the two of us on the dance floor. Alone. With all eyes on us.

      I held back a frown at the thought, even with the warmth of the woman in my arms. “I don’t know if I like being the center of attention. I won’t be once we run the place.”

      She smiled softly at me, her eyes filled with understanding. “No, you won’t be. And neither one of us should be here in the limelight now.”

      I grinned. “I won’t tell if you won’t.”

      “I think the cat’s out of the bag on that one,” she whispered, her eyes dancing with laughter. She smelled so good and felt fucking amazing against me. I wanted her. Just like that, I wanted her.

      There was a connection there, I could feel it, and from the way that she swayed into me, even though I knew she didn’t want to because she was working, I felt like maybe she felt it too. Or maybe that’s just what I wanted. What I was dreaming about and imagining.

      “You’re a wedding planner then. But you don’t work for Roy full-time.”

      “He told you that?”

      “Seems like Roy likes talking about everyone in his circles to each other,” I said with a laugh.

      “Seems like. And I own my own business. It would be nice just to work for Roy, but Roy wasn’t sure if he wanted a full-time wedding planner since he has an event planner on hand.”

      I nodded softly. “We’re thinking along the lines of having both. Because my brother Elliot would be great at all the other planning that comes to the resort, and any minute details that would come about. However, wedding planning isn’t something we’ve ever done before.”

      “And running an entire inn and business like this is?”

      “You got me there, but I don’t know if Elliot really wants to do that.”

      “So would you hire on a wedding planner ad hoc, or would you have one on full-time?”

      “That’s the discussion right now, and we’re leaning towards full-time.”

      She grinned, and I couldn’t help in joining her. “Sounds like you guys are planning well.”

      “If this weekend goes well, we sign on the dotted line on Monday.”

      Her eyes widened, even as my heart raced. I didn’t know if it was the thought that we’d be spending a shit-ton of money on Monday or that smile on her face.

      Damn it, I didn’t have time for this or complications, and yet I wanted her.

      There was something seriously fucking wrong with me.

      “Well, I think Roy said this would be a couple of hours away, so not exactly in my jurisdiction as it were, but I know some people. I’ll make sure you get my card afterward.”

      “I see, you just want to give me your number?” I asked, teasing. I surprised myself by even saying it since that wasn’t normally like me, but she just smiled at me and shook her head.

      “For work, buddy. I am working.”

      The song began to shift to something else as people came out onto the dance floor, joining us, and I almost hated the interruption. But the connection didn’t snap. It didn’t go away. It was still there.

      “That’s our cue. It was lovely meeting you, Eli. And I will get you my card.” She paused. “For work.”

      “Whatever you say. The wedding is gorgeous.”

      “Thank you, and I hope you sign on that dotted line on Monday. I don’t know. I just have a good feeling.”

      So did I, but I didn’t say it. At least not then.

      I followed her off the dance floor, ready to see if she wanted a drink, even if she was working. I couldn’t help it. Everett gave me a weird look, but I turned and kept my attention on the woman I couldn’t keep my mind off.

      That was when I noticed the man in the slick gray suit, fancy haircut, and wide smile on his face come up to her.

      She stiffened for just a moment.

      “Clint,” she whispered as she pushed her honey-brown hair back from her face. Some of it had fallen from her bun and made her look far more disheveled than she was.

      Clint. Well then. Either this guy was an ex, someone she didn’t want to meet, or someone that was going to ruin any plans that I had.

      “Baby. I talked it over with the bride, and well, you are amazing. I love you.” He went down to one knee, and the bride started to squeal, clapped her hands as everybody started to murmur in hushed tones, either cheering or with wide eyes.

      I looked at the man on one knee in front of the woman I swore I’d had a connection with, at her wide eyes, and held back a sigh.

      Fuck.

      I turned to see Everett there, his own eyes wide. “You know what, let’s do this. Wilder Resorts. We can do this. The six of us. We’ll figure it out.”

      My brother cleared his throat. “I know we will. And what about the girl?”

      I held back a snort as we made our way through the crowd, people cheering around us. “Clearly not for me. I don’t need a woman. We all know what happens when we let our guard down.

      “Yeah. We do.”

      And with that, I left the wedding alongside my brother. The two of us ready to meet with the other four and plan the rest of our lives. We had shit to do. Things that were all Wilder and just for us.

      And I pushed all thoughts of a wedding planner, a bright smile, and a connection that clearly hadn’t been real out of my mind.
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      I stood transfixed as my boyfriend of two years knelt in front of me in his Armani suit, and I just blinked. Mortification slid over me, embarrassment slamming into it.

      “Clint,” I whispered fiercely, wondering what the hell he could have been thinking. This was someone else’s wedding.

      Not only were public proposals tacky, but they were also the worst things in the history of all wedding planning. You never proposed in public. What if the person wanted to say no? What if things got weird? Because they were already really fucking weird.

      I loved Clint. I truly did. I knew we were going to get married.

      But how could he not know me well enough to understand that a public proposal at a wedding I was working at would not be a good idea? Why did he think that that would be a good idea?

      “Baby. I love you. You plan all the weddings. You put everyone else’s needs and happy ever afters in front of your own. Now, baby, it’s time to plan your own happy ever after. To plan ours.”

      I just blinked at him, my mouth going dry. “Clint.”

      “I know you’re looking at me like I’ve lost my damn mind. Maybe I have. But I love you. I’ve already talked to the bride and groom. You know I work with him.”

      “Oh. Right.”

      Why couldn’t I say anything longer than a word or two? Why couldn’t I focus or breathe? Why couldn’t I do anything other than want to run away but unable to do so?

      “I love you, Alexis. I want to spend the rest of my life with you. Here on the happiest days of two of my friends, they gave me permission to ask you to make me the happiest man on this earth.” I looked over his shoulder sharply at the bride and groom as they held each other, tears flowing down the bride’s cheeks. She gave me a thumbs-up and mimicked drinking tea, and I wanted to pass out. Over and away.

      She had seen this in her tea leaves. Of course she had.

      I looked to the right to see Emily rushing towards me, her mouth gaping open, her eyes wide.

      I saw the look of what the fuck on her face, and it mirrored my own.

      However, if I walked away, if I broke down and broke Clint’s heart right here, I would be the bitch of all bitches. I would ruin this wedding and put a pall over everything. Nobody would ever want to hire me again. I would lose my job. Lose my sanity. I would lose everything.

      This man, the love of my life, had proposed to me in the worst way possible for a wedding planner, but he seems so earnest about it.

      I couldn’t ruin this day for anyone.

      I wanted this, I reminded myself. I wanted happiness.

      Clint was mine. He was my forever.

      We might as well start now and not ruin everything that I had worked towards along the way.

      I lean down, and whispered, “Yes.”

      He beamed as he went to his feet and cheered, “She said yes!”

      “Champagne for everybody!” The bride shouted out, and the room cheered, clapping each other on the back and laughing and taking photos. Clint cupped my face and kissed me softly.

      “I knew you would love this. I knew this was perfect.”

      I looked at the man that I loved, at my fiancé, as he slid the ring onto my finger, a ring I didn’t even notice because I couldn’t breathe, and had to wonder if I had just made the biggest mistake of my life.
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