
THE BRIDE WORE BLUE SNEAKERS

(The Coralee Chronicles)

Book 2


Table of Contents

Title Page

SUZANNE D. WILLIAMS | Feel-Good Romance

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

FROM THE AUTHOR

If you enjoyed this story, look for Book 3!

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

SUZANNE D. WILLIAMS

Feel-Good Romance



[image: ]


© 2014 THE BRIDE WORE BLUE SNEAKERS (The Coralee Chronicles) Book 2 

by Suzanne D. Williams

www.feelgoodromance.com 

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means without written permission from the publisher.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any similarity to actual people, organizations, and/or events is purely coincidental.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 1


[image: ]


An ant bit me on the toe, and I shot up from my prone position to scrabble and claw at the tiny red beast. “Why do they always want to bite me?” I asked.

Roman smiled and pushed me back into his lap. I lay my head there, one hand stretched toward the cerulean blue sky as if I could grasp the clouds. 

“That one looks like a rabbit,” I said, returning to our conversation.

Roman squinted into the afternoon sunlight. “A rabbit with a broken leg.”

I laughed. The day was perfect, one of those afternoons where all the forces in the universe somehow align at their maximum advantage ... the fact we both had the day off, the fact no one had found out and asked one of us to do something.

He bent over me and ran his fingers through my hair, which made me all goosebumpy. “I’m thinking of opening on Saturdays.”

I looked up at him. An afternoon off and time together, and he wants to talk about the shop? Then again, it shouldn’t surprise me. Roman’s life was that hardware store.

“Saturdays? But then we’ll be working six days a week.”

“No, I’ll hire someone for it.”

My interest perked.

“You’ve talked to your grandpa?” I asked.

When he was able to talk to him, that is. Grandpa Avery was only lucid half the time. The rest he lived in his memories.

Roman shook his head. “Executive decision. Grandpa will only say no, and I think this needs to be done. We’re losing business to the larger home improvement centers. We’ve always catered to the blue collar worker, but I think we need to expand and think about homeowners. Weekend projects and the like. Maybe even carry plants.”

“Plants?”

He detached himself from below me and stretched out at my side. Propped on one elbow, he lowered his lips to mine. His affection never got old. From our first kiss in the back of the hardware store to this one underneath the sky, Roman Avery took my breath away.

“Was that to convince me?” I asked.

He smiled and a shaft of sunlight sparkled in his eyes. They were green today. “Did it work?”

I smiled. “Yes.”

“Good because I’ve already got someone lined up for the job.”

Already had someone lined up? I admit to being miffed right then. I mean, I guess he didn’t have to include me in the choice. It was his store to run, but somehow, I’d thought he would, even though he’d just told me about it. 

“Her name is Manuela Alvarez.”

Manuela? He’d hired a ... a girl? I swallowed hard. He couldn’t hire a girl. I was the only girl working at the store. It was me and Roman. Not me, Roman, and some girl.

“She’s qualified, worked at the big place down the street.”

The competition, he meant.

“Plus, she speaks Spanish and you know that’s been a problem.”

Yes, it had, but guys spoke Spanish, too. He couldn’t find one somewhere?

“She only works weekends?” I asked, instead. That would make me feel a lot better.

He cocked one eyebrow. “Saturdays, yes. We stay closed on Sundays. But I have to give her more time than one day, so she’ll work mornings, Tuesday through Friday.”

Tuesday through Friday while I was there. I stared at the green-eyed monster grown up in my view, unwilling to admit it existed. Roman loved me. Roman definitely didn’t hire her because he was interested in her. Therefore, I was being stupid.

I blew it off. “Sure.”

He kissed me again, but it seemed a bit limp that time. Roman had broken up our little world, inserted someone else into it, and like it or not, I’d have to adjust.

I switched the subject. I had news, too, though mine seemed less important now.

“I’ve volunteered at the nursing home.”

He smiled. “Grandpa always likes seeing you.”

And I liked spending time with him, though he often thought I was his wife. But that was helpful when he wouldn’t do things. They’d call me to come up there every now and then simply to convince him of stuff.

“Say,” Roman said, bolting upright. “This is perfect. If you go in the mornings, then Manuela can fill in for you.”

Fill in. I watched my little bubble burst and the soapy slime smack me in the face. Manuela and Roman working alone. 

I had one last hope. One last thing that would salvage this for me. Acting real casual, I sat up, facing him. “Manuela’s married, right?”

Roman’s browns drew together, and he pursed his lips. “What makes you say that? She’s our age, attractive with black hair and a nice smile. I didn’t ask her if she was seeing anyone. Why would I? But she had no ring on her finger.”

My hope faded. Attractive. Nice smile. Unless she smelled like an arm pit, it’d be Roman and her alone at the store. Unsupervised. 

Grow up, Coralee. You are making a mountain out of a molehill. 

Could be. But it seemed to me like the mountain was about to change everything. 

Come Tuesday morning, I saw I was right. Manuela showed up early, her waist-length, silky black hair framing what was a figure any guy with two cents in his head would stare at. Plus, she had a brilliant smile and long lashes setting off two doe eyes. She was perfect to look at, and when she spoke, beyond perfect for the job. Friendly, knowledgeable, quick to pick up tasks, and seemingly never confused. All things that, except for friendly, I usually failed at. 

Roman made it worse by dismissing me. “Don’t you have to be at the nursing home? We’ve got it covered.”

Head bowed, my insides in a wad, I slunk out the door to my car.

By the time I’d arrived, however, I’d perked up some. I liked seeing Grandpa Avery and was actually looking forward to spending time at the nursing home. I’d gone by the week before and talked with Mrs. Geasy, the volunteer coordinator. Today, I was supposed to start my job.

I entered to find the director standing in the large lobby.

“Coralee Pirtle, right?” she asked.

I clasped hands with her and tried to seem confident.

“Lillian Fust,” she said, introducing herself. “I understand you’re familiar with the home.”

“Yes, ma’am.” I used my most polite voice. “I come every so often to see Grandpa Avery.”

It hit me I shouldn’t have called him Grandpa. She’d know him by his first name, Norman, but it was too late to correct it, and she didn’t comment.

“Mr. Avery is a sweetheart,” she said. “Stubborn sometimes, though.”

He hadn’t lived there long. Roman’s mom and her brother and sister had debated a long time about moving him in there, in the end, deciding it’d be better for everyone. Expecting his mom to take on all of his care was lopsided, her brother and sister not living nearby.

“It’s a family trait,” I said.

She laughed, kind of a parrot-like squawk, and it was all I could do to not picture bird feathers flying around her head.

“Well, we’re glad to have more volunteers. Mrs. Geasy said she went over what you’ll be doing?”

I nodded. “Long as I don’t have to clean anyone’s bottom, I’m in.”

I thought that’d make her laugh. I wanted to hear the parrot sound again. But she didn’t. She actually frowned some.

“Our nurses take care of that. If you ever have any problems, simply pick up the phone and dial three. That’ll ring the nurse’s station.”

Three. I tucked the number away, hoping I wouldn’t need it.

Her frown lifted, and she motioned toward the hallway. “If you’d like to get started, I’ll take you on a tour.”

I paced myself at her side, and we arched around the corridor. Floor to ceiling windows let in a fair amount of shaded light from a small garden in the center of the building complex. There was a door in two places. Residents not under medical care could go out there and sit.

“The kitchen and dining area, you probably know, is to the right.” She waved toward a hallway emitting a strong cabbagy odor.

“Prices are on the menu board overhead. You’re welcome to eat there anytime.”

And pay for it. So okay, volunteers didn’t get free food.

“There’s an activities room down this hallway.” She swerved left. 

We halted there, and she waved an arm model-like from left to right. 

Pink and teal padded chairs placed around a series of tables held various game boards, others, stacks of books. One old lady with purple-dyed hair worked a cross-stitch in her lap. My mom did those, so I recognized the back and forth motion. I also knew this room was used when special guests came. They held a church service on Sunday mornings, guest singers during the week, even exercise classes. It was amusing to see seventy-year olds doing arm stretches from their seats.

Mrs. Fust moved on, and I skipped to catch up.

“The residents’ rooms are all down the corridors at the end. Please remember to keep the doors on Palm locked when you go in and out.”

Palm. Instead of numbers and letters, this place had named things after trees. Palm was where the residents with memory problems stayed. Grandpa Avery was down there, though he wasn’t as bad as some. The other corridors were Oak, Pine, and Myrtle.

We passed all of these and came to another series of rooms containing a barber shop slash hair salon, an ice cream parlor, and a general store. We halted, and Mrs. Fust looked back at me.

It wasn’t really that hard to navigate around the place. I’d been there plenty of times. I was more concerned about following the rules I’d been given as they seemed lengthy. Also, I worried about one of the residents going postal on me.

“The nurses’ station is where?” I asked. I figured it’d be good to know how to find
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