
 

WEDDING IN THE PINES

CASSIDY CARTER

S later rubbed the bridge of his nose as he 
walked into the lobby of the executive resort. He 
found Alex waiting for him, leaned over the com-

puter at the front desk, frowning.
“Alex, what’s the scoop?” Slater rounded the corner 

to stand behind the desk and lean over Alex’s shoulder. 
He squinted at the computer screen, which displayed the 
weekly bookings.

“I’ve sent Amelia to fetch a representative from the 
seminar, but look here.” Alex pointed with one mani-
cured finger. “Wyatt and Delaney’s reception was never 
on this schedule.”

Slater sighed. “But they put it on the books six months 
ago!”

“And it was probably there until the recent software 
change. It looks like when they imported all of the pre-
scheduled events from the old software into the new soft-
ware, the new software just blanked out the reservation 
for the reception, along with a couple of other wedding 
events.”



“Leaving those schedule spots open, so when Beacon 
called to schedule—”

“—it appeared to be available,” Alex finished.
They both stared at one another for a moment, 

thoughtful. Slater leaned in to make a few mouse clicks, 
tallying up the conflicts he could see off the top of his 
head.

Alex’s voice drew Slater from his focus on the sched-
ule. “Ah, here’s Amelia with the young lady now. We’ll get 
all this sorted.”

Slater stood, raising his eyes to see the front-desk 
clerk coming from the direction of the central lounge, 
escorting an elegantly dressed blonde whose head was 
bent slightly as they conversed. The soft, golden over-
head lights made her carefully coiffed hair seem to glow. 
She was dressed in a flowing, one-shoulder dress, the 
material a powder blue that reminded him of the color of 
summer skies. A slight buzz started behind his eyes, and 
he knew it wasn’t from the small, nagging headache he’d 
been nursing.

She never looked up the whole walk down the plush-
carpeted hall. Slater watched, intrigued. He could hear 
her talking to Amelia, but couldn’t make out what they 
were saying. That voice, though. It sounded so familiar.

And then she laughed.
Slater didn’t need her to look up. He knew, in detail, 

what she looked like—every beautiful feature. Everything 
about her was etched into his memory permanently, 
and there wasn’t an expression, angle, or gesture that 
he didn’t recall with painful clarity. His heart seemed to 
twist savagely in his chest.

Oh, no. She’s going to look up, and I’ll be—
“Slater?”



Time froze when her eyes finally met his. The clear, 
sparkling blue that he’d lost himself in years ago did 
the same thing to him now that it had when they’d been 
younger—knocked him flat. And beneath the blue was 
an unexpected sadness that put the steamroller in re-
verse and backed over his prone heart. He knew he was 
standing there woodenly, awkwardly, but he couldn’t 
force words out of his mouth. The sight of her was at 
once so unexpected, so painful, and yet so welcome, that 
he didn’t know how to react.

He wanted to wrap his arms around her. He wanted 
to ban her from the property. He wanted to pull a bum-
bling Buster Keaton leap-and-scramble over the front 
desk, run into the woods, and hide there until her com-
pany left at the end of the week.

Except…the wedding.
Wyatt and Delaney’s wedding—not the wedding that 

he’d longed for, but that had never happened, between 
him and the woman standing in front of him.

“You two know each other?” Alex asked, crossing her 
arms and looking between Hope and Slater, eyes nar-
rowed. Amelia, the clerk, looked alternately confused and 
intrigued.

Hope, at least, had the wherewithal to not freeze like 
a deer in the headlights. She’d always been more com-
posed than he had, anyway.

“We, uh, actually went to college together. It’s great to 
see you, Slater.” Her pinched smile still wasn’t the best 
cover-up.

“You look good,” he managed to say softly.
“Thanks. You too.”
There was a moment of silence before Hope changed 

the subject to the problem at hand and distracted Alex—



who Slater knew would only grill him later. Hope’s cheeks 
were tinged pink, and her words stuttered slightly. “I 
hear there’s an issue with scheduling?”

“Umm, yes. There seems to be.” Alex gestured for 
Hope to come around behind the front desk.

Slater decided that it was way too warm in here.
“Excuse me,” he said, sliding past Alex and heading 

to the front doors. He felt Alex’s curious gaze on him the 
whole walk. He needed out. He needed air. He needed 
a deep, internal shake to clear the impact of seeing the 
woman who’d broken his heart. It was as if his reminisc-
ing this past week had conjured her out of thin air. How?

“Slater, stay close. I have a few things to talk to you 
about when we’re done here,” Alex called as he neared 
the exit. He threw up a hand and waved in response. He 
pushed outside and grabbed the first chair he saw, a 
plush patio recliner that was one of many circled around 
the front fire pit. He took a few deep, steadying breaths.

And here Slater had thought this would be one of 
the happiest weeks of his life. His two best friends were 
getting married. His Pines family would all be here. But 
now, there was an unwelcome guest, a ghost from the 
past—one who filled Slater with the deepest of dread and 
the slightest shimmer of a longing he knew he’d never re-
ally let go of.


