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        “This was a heartwarming story of two young people finally finding the love they’ve nurtured for each other for years. I cannot wait to read the stories of their family. Susan May Warren is an amazing author, I love her books!”

        CLM, AMAZON

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “Loved it. I throughly enjoy all of Susan May Warren’s books. They're delightful. Can't wait to enjoy the rest of the Christensen series!”

        MARY JO, AMAZON

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “Real life issues, with real people. Each story is unique, yet weaves together each family member as they move through their lives. Faith, hope, and love...”

        SHELLY, AMAZON

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “I love all of the Deep Haven stories...and especially this Christiansen Family series...such beautiful characters and stories of life. It was fun to learn about how Ingrid and John found each other!”

        PRESTON, AMAZON
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      Just because handsome, small town football hero John Christiansen is in love with her big sister doesn't meant he isn't meant to marry Ingrid. At least that's the hope Ingrid is clinging to as the annual Deep Haven fisherman's picnic street dance arrives. Ingrid knows that eventually her sister will break his heart—and she'll be there to pick up the pieces.

      

      John has no interest in the kid sister of one of the cutest annual tourists⁠—and this year, he has big plans to impress, and woo, the girl he's thought about all year.

      

      Except, life doesn't quite turn out as planned, and thus begins an odyssey of seven summers of unexpected summer romance. But what happens when the summer fades? Just how long should someone wait for the perfect love?

      

      The Prequel to the Christy award-winning, best-selling Christiansen Family series!
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      Ingrid hadn’t spent two years waiting for tonight to let her sister’s threats scare her away.

      Kari stood in the bathroom, at the tiny mirror, spraying another layer of shellac on the long Farrah Flick she’d taken an hour to craft. “I swear, if you embarrass me, I’m ditching you.”

      Of course she looked like a younger version of Farrah Fawcett, with that long blonde hair parted in the middle, finely plucked brows, the perfect pout to her glistening lips. The Deep Haven boys wouldn’t be able to tear their eyes off her.

      All except one. Hopefully.

      Ingrid met her eyes through the mirror. “I won’t embarrass you.”

      Kari narrowed her eyes, her gaze burning through Ingrid. “Fine. But not a word to Mom and Dad, or I swear, this is the last time you’ll go anywhere with me.”

      Not a word to Mom and Dad about what? She didn’t want to ask, to sound naive.

      Kari studied her.

      “You need more blue eye shadow if you want to make an impression.” Kari grabbed the powder. “Close your eyes.”

      Ingrid obeyed, feeling Kari’s hands rough on her face as she painted her. Kari had already plowed through her suitcase, finally unearthing a pair of jeans and a plaid shirt, knotted at the waist over a tube top that her parents wouldn’t see until after she left the house. She’d dressed Ingrid in a T-shirt and a pair of overalls.

      “Do you think…that…John Christiansen will be there?”

      “Perfect, take a look,” Kari said, stepping back.

      Ingrid glanced in the mirror. She wished she’d at least gotten her bangs cut. Still, she hadn’t a prayer of being noticed next to her glamorous older sister. Not with her limp, long straight hair, the too many freckles. The blue eye shadow just made her look like a Charlie’s Angel wannabe. She put her hopes in the fact that Kari knew best, being two years older, and a senior next year in high school.

      “And I already told you, you have to unhook one side.” Kari reached for Ingrid’s shoulder, but Ingrid yanked away.

      “I don’t like it. It makes me feel naked.”

      “Don’t be such a prude, Ingrid. Trust me, guys like a girl who tries a little.”

      The hair, the eye shadow, the overalls—this was Ingrid trying. “I don’t like feeling undressed.”

      Kari rolled her eyes. “Johnny Christiansen won’t notice you, anyway.” She painted on another layer of lipstick. Popped her lips. “You need to get over your crush.” She picked up her new woven purse. “Whatever you do, don’t ask him to dance.”

      Don’t ask him to dance? But she’d rehearsed it for the last six months. Saw herself walking up to John, her voice casual, even as her heart hammered through her ribs, smiling up into his devastating blue eyes, his long, dark Robby Benson hair brushing the collar of his jean jacket as he leaned against the brick wall of the Ben Franklin, and…well, for the first time, he would see her.

      He’d take her hand, lead her into the street, under the diamond starlight of the sky over Deep Haven, casting magic into the night as the band rolled out covers from The Doobie Brothers, or Styx. The wind would carry enough tang of summer, the breeze off the lake fresh and mysterious. And, as he put his hands at her waist, as she looped her arms around his neck, he would realize…Ingrid Young had grown up.

      Yes, tonight, John would take his eyes off Kari and finally notice the girl from Cabin 12.

      Ingrid grabbed her bag, flung it over her shoulder, and raced after Kari as she headed down the gravel path toward the parking lot of Evergreen Resort. Kari made a point of standing on the gravel walkway and calling out to their parents, reading on Adirondack chairs by the lake. The canoes for the guests lay on the beach like walleye, the water gray and tinny, a streak of red parting the waves as the twilight cascaded through the trees.

      “Home by midnight!” her mother yelled back, waving. Her father looked up from the book on his lap–Ingrid recognized it as his Bible. He gave Kari a look, something of warning in it.

      Ingrid’s insides tightened, just a little. But this was Deep Haven, not Minneapolis. How much trouble could Kari get into, really?

      Ingrid didn’t glance at the lodge as she climbed into their father’s red Pontiac. She knew the Christiansen family lived upstairs, knew that the new red and white Chevy Silverado in the dirt lot belonged to John. He’d pulled it onto the grass this morning, and she’d seen him out with a bucket and suds on her way to town. He’d stopped Kari when they returned, offering to take her for a ride, a jar of car wax in his hand.

      Ingrid could have strangled Kari for the way she lifted her nose, shook her head.

      Take me for a ride. She’d tried to cover up for Kari’s rudeness by complimenting the truck, but he just ducked his head, went back to polishing.

      Maybe he’d finally figured out that Kari didn’t like small-town boys. Even if they did have a summer tan and a nice set of football biceps, a smile that could make a girl forget that she wasn’t the beautiful, long-legged cheerleader of the family.

      “Remember, don’t embarrass me,” Kari said as she rolled down the window and tugged a pack of Benson and Hedges from her bag. Ingrid’s eyes widened as her sister lit up, blew smoke out the window.

      She looked away. Bit her lip.

      Kari ejected the Pat Boone album and shoved in an 8-track of the Steve Miller Band.

      “Where did you get that?”

      Kari shrugged. “Contraband. You’ll learn.”

      Ingrid had no doubt she’d learn a lot tonight.

      The music lured them in as Kari parked the car off Main Street, then led Ingrid to the festivities. The town blocked off all four blocks of Main, the street edging the harbor where the lake slid over the rocks in rhythm to the beat. A perfect night for the annual fisherman’s picnic street dance. Kari slung her purse over her shoulder and added a swing to her hips as she forayed into the crowd. Mostly teenagers, some adults, groups of locals intermixed with the congregation of tourists who claimed Deep Haven during the summer. Like her parents, who’d rented the same cabin at Evergreen Resort for the last twenty years.

      In a way, Ingrid had grown up with John, watched him go from annoying kid who pushed her off the dock to hunky football player who could sweep her breath from her lungs with a single blue-eyed look. Last year, during the precious hour her parents allowed her to attend the festival, Ingrid perched herself on the steps of the State Bank and glued her gaze on John, watching as he hung out with his pals, leaning against their trucks, flirting with girls like Kari.

      This year, he’d flirt with her.

      Kari walked right into a crowd of friends. Ingrid recognized some of them from past years–it seemed the same resort crowd heralded into town the same week every year. A couple faces she recognized from their school, down in Wayzata, a suburb of Minneapolis.

      Ingrid stood at the outskirts, shooting her gaze in and through the crowds. The band started in on the first few bars of the new England Dan song.

      “Wanna dance?” The words brought her back, but their aim focused on Kari, who giggled and surrendered to the attentions of a letter-jacketed senior from Minneapolis. Craig. Brown hair, brown eyes, nothing spectacular, except that Kari moved her arms up around his neck, her body in close.

      Ingrid looked away, searching, and her heart stuttered in her chest when John parted the crowd and strode into a wash of streetlight, a rock star. He wore a jean jacket, a white T-shirt tucked into his jeans, a pair of tennis shoes, and when the wind raked his long, beautiful brown hair from his face, she couldn’t breathe.

      Now. She’d ask him now before her courage died. Besides, he was already heading toward the clump of dancers. She dashed out into the street, nearly knocked over a couple girls, and caught his arm.

      “John?”

      He turned, as if startled, and for a second, seemed not to recognize her.

      And why not? With her makeup and hair, she didn’t resemble at all the tomboy fifteen-year-old he’d seen landing a fish off the dock this morning.

      Thank you, Kari.

      “Uh…hi, Ingrid.” He had a low voice, and she could feel it touch her bones.

      “Would you…would dance with me?”

      There. The words were out and she added a smile, tremulous at the edges.

      He frowned, looked at the dancers. Then, at her. He smiled. “Sure.”

      She could barely walk as he took her hand, wove them through the crowd. She noticed how he planted her next to Kari, and she wound her arms around his neck.

      They swayed to the music, his hands on her hips. She settled her cheek on his jacket. He smelled good–woodsy, with a touch of cologne, like he’d tried. She locked her fingers behind his neck.

      I’m not talkin’ ’bout movin’ in, and I don’t wanna change your life. But there’s a warm wind blowin’ the stars around, and I’d really love to see you tonight.

      She hummed to the song then smiled up at him.

      He was looking over her shoulder, his gaze glued to someone behind him, his jaw tight. She glanced over her shoulder and spied Kari nestled up against Craig.

      “I like your new truck.”

      He glanced down at her. “Thanks.” He smiled again, but up close, she realized it didn’t touch his eyes.

      She swallowed her heart back into her chest, let it burn there. He held his hands loosely on her hips even as she pressed her body close to him.

      He sighed.

      Then, suddenly, he moved his hands to his neck, grabbed her wrists. “I gotta go.”

      He unlatched her arms and pushed past her

      As she turned, she saw Kari leaving the dance floor, Craig in tow. And behind them, pressing through the gap in the crowd, John, hot on their trail.

      Ingrid wrapped her arms around her waist, listening to the last of the song die into the night.

      
      Whatever Kari Young saw in Mr. Letter Jacket, he had nothin’ on John Christiansen. John just had to help her see it.

      He hadn’t spent the last day washing and waxing his new Chevy Silverado C-10 to lose her in the arms of a guy from the city. He’d only waited for this night an entire year, saving every dime, working after practice at the Fishhouse then snowplowing and even trapping on the property north of his place until he could pay cash for the truck.

      He deserved Kari’s attention tonight. So he was a year younger than her–he’d made varsity defensive end last year and a flock of girls who chased him around the school.

      And one look at her last Sunday as her family pulled into the resort told him she’d been worth the wait. She even smiled at him as he’d helped unload her father’s Pontiac, brought their bags to the cabin. She leaned against the railing on the deck, wearing those short shorts, her blonde hair long and feathered back from her face, and asked him if he planned on attending the Saturday night dance.

      If that didn’t sound like an invitation, what did?

      He would have asked her to dance if it weren’t for her pesky kid sister. Sure, Ingrid wasn’t a dog–not with that long silky blonde hair, but she had braces and was only fifteen, for Pete’s sake. Still, what was he going to do, brush her off and let it get back to his dad? Ingrid was a guest, after all.

      He left the crowd, following Kari and Craig to the beach. Craig sat on the big rock jutting from the middle of the beach and reached out for Kari, who giggled and settled her arms around his neck. Craig stuck his hands in her back pockets.

      The sight turned John hot and he probably lost a little of his mind when he closed in on them. “Hey Craig, did you bring your wheels with you this year?”

      Craig looked up, frowning, and Kari glanced over her shoulder. An enigmatic smile played on her beautiful lips, and he could nearly smell her sweet fragrance in the breeze. “Yeah, so?”

      “A bunch of us are going to the gravel pit. Not that you’d be interested.” He stuck his hands in his pockets, casual. Like he couldn’t care.

      His heart thudded into his ribs.

      “Yeah, sure, whatever.” Craig reached out for Kari’s hand, but she broke away and turned to John.

      “Was that your truck you were washing today?”

      He nodded.

      She pressed a hand to his shoulder. “It’s pretty.”

      He
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