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Synopsis

Time has never been an issue for Carter McKenna and
Sadie Maron. It just took them both nearly fifteen years to realize
it. Now Carter is tired of waiting, and the two have begun their
newest chapter—planning a wedding. Carter, a talented musician, has
always traveled the beaten path. But when she discovers the wedding
Sadie is hoping for may be a little out of their price range, she
realizes she needs to recruit the help of her wealthy father.
Unfortunately, her father’s money comes with a price she may not be
able to afford. But as Sadie continues to blissfully plan the
wedding she’s always dreamed of, Carter proves to herself just how
much she’s willing to give for the woman she loves.
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Dedication

To Bernadette Smith and 14 Stories, for making sure
everyone in the LGBT community can have the wedding of their
dreams


Chapter One

Carter McKenna had always been sexy. Even in high
school, when nearly everyone Sadie Maron knew, herself included,
was going through what was surely the epitome of an awkward stage,
Carter was cool. Nearly topping five foot ten, Carter had breezed
through puberty at a young age, skipping the usual barrage of acne
and weight gain, and landing directly into her slender, lean frame
and smooth, pale skin. Sadie had been instantly enamored. Fifteen
years later, nothing had changed. As she watched her now-fiancée
pound at the strings on her guitar with an intensity Sadie saw in
Carter only right before she kissed her, she thought Carter had
only gotten better with age.

“Hey, everyone. Thanks for coming out. We’re The
Hedges, and I just want to make a quick announcement before our
next set,” Carter said into the microphone, the handful of
onlookers only mildly interested. “This amazing woman right here,”
Carter straightened the lapel on her leather jacket and smiled at
Sadie, who was front and center in the small crowd, “agreed to
marry me last week.”

Sadie felt the heat rise in her face and looked to
the floor. She was hardly fond of being noticed. In fact, she’d
spent much of her life trying to blend in. Of course, Carter wasn’t
the only one who’d come into her looks. It took a little longer,
but Sadie seemed to have woken up one morning only to find people
did notice her. Men, women, it hardly seemed to matter. Luckily for
her, Carter had been among them.

“Come up here, Sadie.” Carter egged her on, reaching
down from the stage and pulling Sadie up by the hand. The crowd, if
you could call thirty drunken bar-goers there mostly for the
three-dollar PBR a crowd, cheered wildly, and a cold sweat broke
out around Sadie’s forehead.

She was once again reminded just how different she
and Carter were. While Sadie was content to remain cloaked in the
shadows, hoping not to be seen, Carter sought the spotlight. She
grabbed Sadie around the waist and expertly dipped her, kissing her
with a hard, fierce passion that still made Sadie’s legs
buckle.

All buckling aside, Sadie’s first instinct was to be
furious with Carter. In fact, it usually was. Carter often seemed
to forget that although she lived to be onstage, Sadie preferred to
stand in the back row.

“I’m going to kill you for this later,” she muttered
to Carter behind a coarse smile. Sadie still stood awkwardly next
to Carter on the small stage in front of the rowdy crowd.

“No, you aren’t.” Carter grinned at her the way she
had fifteen years ago, when Sadie was her quiet, braces-clad
sidekick with the Dawson’s Creek trapper-keeper, and any anger
drifted away alongside the thick cigarette smoke in the air. It was
almost inconceivable that Carter was still able to bring out that
eager, love-stricken adolescent. She was thirty-two now, for Christ
sake. They’d been living together for five years. Sadie brushed her
teeth as she stood next to Carter every night. She saw her wake up
every morning with bed head that would frighten small children. But
when she smiled at her like that, Sadie was that same little girl,
waiting for Carter at her locker to skip gym class. She loved that
Carter still did that to her. She loved that she’d do that to her
for the rest of her life.

“You ready to go?” Carter must have caught Sadie
yawning from her seat at the bar after The Hedges finished their
last set of the night.

“Does it make me the world’s oldest loser if I say
yes?”

“Not at all.” Carter put her arm around her waist and
pulled her against her body. “I love your shows. You know
that.”

“I know you do. And I think it’s beyond sweet that
you’ve come to every single one for the last, what, fifteen years
or so?” Carter kissed her forehead. “Jesus. Now that makes
us old.”

“We’re not that old.” Sadie pulled away and held up
her left hand, with the pea-sized diamond that had once belonged to
Carter’s grandmother. “In fact, I think we’re just getting
started.”

Carter smiled warmly. “Well, I, for one, can think of
plenty of things I have left to do with you.” She once again
gathered Sadie in her arms and kissed her teasingly slow.

“Lucky for you, then, I’m going to let you take me
home.”

“Good! Get out of here and get a room! You’re ruining
Carter’s fan-base of tween lesbians!” Mickey said.

Mickey Donavan was the drummer for The Hedges and
Carter’s best friend since the first grade. They’d come out
together and shared pizzas and beers and even girls. Except for
Sadie, that is. When Sadie came along, Mickey took her new place,
begrudgingly at first, at Carter’s left hand. But within a few
months, they’d become inseparable. In many ways, they still
were.

“You tell them they’re going to have to take a
number,” Sadie said. “A very long number.”

“Who needs some hot twenty-one-year-old in skinny
jeans anyway?” Carter said with a wink in Mickey’s direction.

“I do, actually. Now if you two are done being
disgustingly cute and making me sort of sad that I’m officially in
my thirties and still have no one to come home to but my dog, I’m
getting out of here. Last call at Blitzed isn’t for another hour. I
still have time to find me one of those hot things in skinny jeans.
Later.” Mickey bumped her fist against Carter’s shoulder and
left.

“Do you ever miss it?” Sadie said, taking Carter’s
arm as they left the bar.

“Miss what?”

“You know, that. That life. Going out to bars and
picking up girls. Getting wasted and acting like an idiot. All
that.”

“I love Mickey. You know she’s my best friend. But
she’s right about one thing. She is sad.” Carter lifted her hand
and flagged a cab. “I wouldn’t trade one night in with takeout and
movies with you for fifteen nights like that with Mickey.”

Sadie smiled at her, suddenly overwhelmed with
gratitude for the direction her life had taken her. “Good thing
then, since you’re marrying me.”

“Fifty-nine Hawthorne,” Carter told the driver. Sadie
was asleep on her shoulder before they reached their front
door.

*

Carter woke up the next morning, rolled over, and
looked at the woman sleeping soundly beside her. Sadie might have
felt old lately, but she hadn’t aged a day since she was sixteen.
Maybe that was because, in Carter’s mind, she was still just as
infatuated with her as she’d been back then. It was infuriating to
think about all the time they’d wasted when they were younger. If
Carter had just dared to even dream that someone like Sadie could
want her…How could she have? Sadie was perfect. Unobtainable. In
high school, Carter had watched in silence while football players
and musicians and Harvard-bound guys alike tried to court her.
Every now and then, one would catch on, and Carter would think not
one of those losers was good enough to lick the dirt off the bottom
of Sadie’s Keds. It wasn’t until college that Carter figured out
Sadie wasn’t really all that interested in men anyway.

“You watching me sleep?” Sadie smiled, but her eyes
were still closed.

“How do you do that?”

“I just know you.”

Carter stroked her cheek. “I was just thinking.”

“Oh, yeah?” She opened her eyes groggily. “What
about?”

“You. How long we could have been doing this if I’d
just had the guts to try.”

“See, now that’s not quite how I remember it.” Sadie
pulled Carter’s arm around her waist.

“It’s not?”

“No. What I remember is that you were this macho,
cool guitarist with a gaggle of girls following you around the UF
campus for four years. And I was your quiet buddy who made sure you
finished your term paper on time.”

“You were the best-looking thing at that school. I
just didn’t think I’d ever stand a chance with you.” Carter
grinned, still amazed that she got to take that same girl home
every night.

“Well, thank God we finally got our shit together,
then. Now go make me some coffee.” Sadie pulled her close by the
neck of her T-shirt and kissed her.

“I have to get going.” Carter looked at her
apologetically and slid out of the bed.

“Where?”

“I’m meeting my father.” Her stomach knotted and
turned the way it did every time she thought about sitting across
the giant oak desk from the man she could hardly say raised her.
Carter
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