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Jenny pointed to her empty plate. “No wonder you're
busy. I was beyond thrilled when Denise said you could fit
me in for a tasting.”

“We make exceptions for certain people.”

“Like people you mow down?”

“Not exactly.” He chuckled, glad to know the day’s events
hadn’t doused Jenny’s feisty spirit. “Denise vouched for you,
and that’s good enough for me. So, when’s the big day?”

Faint lines around her eyes tightened. “In four weeks? On
June thirteenth? At three in the afternoon?”

The tentative answers weren’t what he'd expect to hear
from a true Heart’s Landing bride. Determined not to leap
to a hasty decision, he gave her one more chance. “Tell me
about the ceremony.”

“We're holding it in the Captain’s Cottage. The roses will
be in bloom then. They surround the veranda, climb the
trellises, you know.” As if she were standing on the porch
surrounded by flowers, a faraway look filled her eyes. Her
features relaxed. The taut expression on her face melted. “I've
heard that the scent is absolutely heavenly.”

There it is.

The dreamy expression on Jenny’s face was exactly what



he'd hoped to see. It made her stand out from the other brides
who flooded Heart’s Landing during the wedding season.

He nodded. It didn't matter that her wedding was only
four weeks away, that she'd already cost him a dozen cup-
cakes, or that his schedule was so full he'd have to skip a few
nights’ sleep in order to fill her order. He didn’t have a choice.
He had to do whatever it took to give this bride the wedding
of her dreams. “Have you had a chance to get your bearings
yet? 'm free for the next hour or two if you'd like the nickel
tour of our little town.” He held his breath, not sure why it
mattered but suddenly quite certain he wanted to be the one
to introduce her to a few key shop owners.

Across the table, Jenny’s eyes narrowed. “I appreciate the
offer, but—"

“Look, it’s no trouble.” A sudden anxiousness rippled
through him. Would she turn him down? “We only have a
little while before most of the stores close for the day. You
can meet some of the owners and get a feel for which ones
are best suited to help with your wedding plans. Besides...”
He glanced pointedly at blue and green streaks on her jacket.
“You owe me.”

“Hey!” Jenny’s eyebrows slammed together. She brushed
a hand over her stained jacket. “I think youve got that
backward.”

“The chance to make it up to you, I mean,” Nick finished,
his voice light and teasing.

“Well, there is that.” Grinning, she rubbed at a smudge of
blue icing.



