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A HISTORY of WEDDINGS





In ancient times, weddings were a little more casual than they are today. Rival tribes, in order to increase their population, would frequently stage raids against one another, with the sole purpose of acquiring brides. Thats righttheyd steal one anothers ladyfolk. The raiding party was kind of what youd consider your modern-day groom and his groomsmen.


Only, you know, they wouldnt be wearing tuxes. More like loincloths.


Sometimes the young ladies in question got wind of the raiding party beforehand and didnt necessarily put up much of a fight.


But this didnt mean there wasnt ill feeling on the part of their families and friends.










Tip to Avoid a Wedding Day Disaster




Always have more gifts on your registry than you do wedding guests. This way you can avoid receiving the same gift twiceand those guests who cant actually make it to the festivities will still be able to find something lovely to get for you!


LIZZIE NICHOLS DESIGNS












 Chapter 1 




Whatever souls are made of, his and mine are the same.


Emily Bront (18181848), British novelist and poet








Chaz, I say, poking the man in the tuxedo who lay sprawled across my bed. You have to get out of here.


Chaz brushes my hand away as if its annoying him. Mom, he says. Stop it. I told you, I already took out the trash.


Chaz. I poke him some more. I mean it. Wake up. You have to go.


Chaz wakes up with a start. WhaWhere am I? He looks blearily around the room until his unfocused gaze finally comes to rest on me. Oh. Lizzie. What time is it?


Time for you to go, I say, grabbing hold of his arm and pulling on it. Come on. Get up.


But I might as well be pulling on an elephant. He wont budge.


Whats going on? Chaz wants to know. I have to admit, its not easy, being so mean to him. He looks downright adorable in his tuxedo shirt, all stubbly faced and confused, with his dark hair sticking up in tufts all over his head. He squints at me. Is it morning already? Heywhy do you still have your clothes on?


Because nothing happened between us, I say, relieved that its true. I mean, stuff happened. But my Spanx are still on, so not that much stuff. Thank God. Come on, get up. You have to go.


What do you mean, nothing happened between us? Chaz looks offended. How can you say that? Thats my beard burn youre wearing.



I lift a hand guiltily to my face. What? Oh my God. Youre kidding, right?


No, Im not kidding. Youre completely chafed. A look of self-satisfaction spreads across his face as he stretches his arms. Now come over here and lets continue where we left off before you so rudely fell asleep, which Im going to try not to hold against you, although I will admit its going to be difficult, and will probably necessitate punishment in the form of a spanking if I can figure out how to get those things off you. What did you call them again? Oh, yeah. Spanx. Chaz brightens. Hey, how appropriate.


But Ive already dived for the bathroom and am examining my face in the mirror over the sink.


Hes totally right. The entire lower half of my face is bright pink from where Chazs stubble rubbed it as we made out like a couple of teenagers in the back of the taxi on our way home from the wedding last night.


Oh God! I cry, staggering back into the bedroom. Do you think he noticed?


Do I think who noticed what? Chaz has seized me by the wrist, pulled me over, and is fumbling with the tiny buttons to my gown.


Luke! I cry. Do you think he noticed Ive got beard burn all over my face?


How would Luke notice that? Chaz asks. Hes in France. How do you get this thing off, anyway?


Hes not in France! I cry, swatting at Chazs hands. He was just downstairs. That was him, at the door!


The door? Chaz pauses in his attempt to disrobe me, looking more adorably confused than ever. Not that I have any business noticing how adorable Chaz is. Lukes at the door?


No, not anymore, I say, swatting his hands away once more. But hes coming back in half an hour. And thats why you have to leave now. He doesnt know youre here. And I want to keep it that way. I wrestle his tuxedo jacket from beneath the knee hes resting on it and hold it out for him. So if you wouldnt mind putting this on and kindly vacating the premises


Wait a minute. Chaz raises a dark eyebrow. Wait just a minute here. Are you honestly trying to tell me that you and Mr. Romance are getting back together?


Of course were getting back together, I say, throwing an urgent glance at the clock. Twenty-five minutes! Luke will be back in twenty-five minutes! He only went in search of a Starbucks to grab us coffees and a couple of Danishor whatever it is Starbucks has available on New Years Day. Which, for all I care, could be rancid pig fat in plastic containers. What does it matter? Why else do you think Ive been standing here asking you to please get up? I dont want him to know you spent the nightor that you gave me beard burn.


Lizzie. Chaz is shaking his head. But hes putting his tuxedo jacket on. Thank God. Hes not a little boy. You cant protect him forever. Hes going to have to find out about us sometime.


Icy tentacles grip my heart. Us? What us? Chazthere is no us.


What do you mean, there is no us? He looks up from the inside coat pocket hed been investigating, evidently in search of his wallet. Did we, or did we not, just spend the night together?


Yes, I say, with another exasperated glance at the clock. Twenty-four minutes! And I have to wash my hair. Im sure theres confetti in it from the wedding. Not to mention, I probably have raccoon rings of mascara around my eyes. But I already told you. Nothing happened.


Nothing? Chaz looks wounded. I distinctly remember holding you tenderly in my arms and kissing you beneath a sky full of falling stars. You call that nothing?


Those were balloons, I remind him. Not stars.


Whatever. I thought we said we were going to work on the physical part of our relationship.


No. You said that. I said wed both just come out of painful breakups and needed time to heal.


Chaz reaches up and runs a hand through his hair, causing it to stand even more comically on end. Plus, confetti falls out of it and onto my bedspread. Then what was all that kissing in the cab about?


He has a valid point. Im not sure what all that kissing in the cab was about.


Or why I enjoyed it so much, either.



But I do know one thing. And thats that Im not going to stand here and talk about it. Not right now.


We had too much to drink, I explain, with another frantic glance at the clock. Twenty-two minutes! And I have to blow-dry too! We were at a wedding. We got carried away.


Carried away? Chazs blue eyes look unnaturally bright in the winter sunlight filtering through my new lace curtains. Thats what you call my hand down your bra? Carried away?


I rush forward to place a hand over his mouth.


We must never speak of this again, I say, my heart boomingyes, boomingin my chest.


Dont even tell me, Chaz says from behind my hand, that youre giving him another chance. Yes, he made the big romantic gesture, flying back from France on New Years Day, or whatever. But, Lizziethe guy is a complete commitment-phobe. Hes never followed through with anything in his life.


That isnt true, I cry, wrenching my hand away from Chazs mouth and flipping it around for him to see. Look!


Chaz stares at the third finger on my left hand.


Oh God, he says after a minute. I think Im going to be sick.


Thats a nice thing to say, I point out hotly, to the girl your best friends just proposed to.


Although the truth is, I feel a little sick myself. But thats from all the champagne last night. It has to be.


Lizzie. Chaz flops back across my bed and stares up at the cracks in my ceiling. Do I have to remind you that less than twenty-four hours ago you two were broken up? That you moved out of the apartment the two of you were sharing precisely because he said he couldnt see you in his future? That you spent most of last night with your tongue down my throat because the two of you were supposed to be through?


Well, I say, looking down at the emerald-cut three-carat diamond sitting in its platinum band. It seems to catch the light just so. Luke told me the certificate authenticating the gem is blood-free is on its way. He changed his mind.


Because your moving out like that scared him shitless, Chaz cries, sitting up again. Is that what you want? A guy who comes running back to you and proposes just because hes so scared of being alone, hed rather be with a girl he knows isnt right for him than be by himself?


I glare at him. Oh, I say. And I suppose you think wed make such a better couple.


Yeah, Chaz says. Now that you mention it, I do. But the truth is, a monkey with a paper bag over its head would make a better boyfriend for you than Luke. Because you two are totally wrong for each other.


You I suck in my breath. I cant even believe Im having this conversation. WhatHow canI thought Luke was supposed to be your best friend!


He is my best friend, Chaz says. Ive known him since he was fourteen years old. I probably know him better than he knows himself. Thats what makes me unequivocally qualified to say that hes got no business asking anybody to marry him right now, let alone you.


What do you mean, let alone me? I can feel tears brimming along the edges of my eyelashes. Whats so wrong with me?


Nothings wrong with you, Lizzie, Chaz says in a gentler voice. Its just that you know what you want, and Luke doesnt. Youre a star. And Lukes not the kind of guy whos going to hitch his wagon to a star. He still thinks hes the star. And you cant have two stars in one relationship. Somebody has to be willing to be the wagonat least some of the time.


Thats not true, I say, wiping my eyes with the back of one of my wrists. Lukes a star. Hes going to be a doctor. Hes going to save childrens lives one day.


Chaz raises his gaze to the ceiling.


The day Luke de Villiers ever actually becomes a doctor, he says solemnly, is the day I switch to light beer. For good.


I glare at him. Get out, I say, pointing at the door. I mean it. Just get out.


Chaz stands upthen instantly looks as if he regrets it. Nevertheless, when he regains his balance, he says, with as much dignity as he can seem to muster, You know what? Gladly. He stalks out of the bedroom and into the living room, finding his coat on the floor where hed dropped it the night before. He scoops it upholding his head a bit woozilythen heads for the door.



Youre making a big mistake, Lizzie, he turns to say when he gets therelooking a little surprised when he finds me right behind him.


No, I shoot back, pressing my index finger against his sternum. You are. Your best friend is getting married. You should be happy for him. And for me. Just because things didnt work out for you and Shari


Shari? Chaz shakes his head in bewilderment. This has nothing to do with Shari. It has to do with you and me.


You and me? I let out a stunned bark of laughter. There is no you and me.


Thats what you think, Chaz says, tugging on his coat. And Ill be damned if Im going to wait around until you figure out that isnt true.


Fine, I say. Im not asking you to, am I?


No. Chaz is smilingbut not like hes happy. But you would if you had the slightest idea what was good for you.


And with that, he yanks open the door and storms through it, slamming it closed behind him with enough force to cause the windowpanes to rattle.


And then hes gone.












A HISTORY of WEDDINGS





Once the kidnapped bride and her groom had safely escaped the wrath of her relatives, frantically searching for her around the outskirts of the village from which shed been snatched, theyd lay low for a while, to avoid retaliation from her family (or any possible husbands already in existence).


This was also the period during which the groom exerted his dominance over his new captive, stamping out any desire she might have to escape or murder him in his sleep (a not uncommon practice in early marriages of this sort where the bride wasnt as happy with the situation as a groom might hope her to be).


This laying low period could be considered the ancient predecessor to the honeymoon. Only it probably took place in a cave, not at a Sandals resort. And there definitely wasnt room service.





Tip to Avoid a Wedding Day Disaster


Never try a new beauty productor, God forbid, get a facialon the day of or the days leading up to your wedding. The last thing you need is a breakout or rash! Stick to your normal routine, and youll glow like the angel you are.


LIZZIE NICHOLS DESIGNS












 Chapter 2 




Two souls with but a single thought,


Two hearts that beat as one.


Franz Joseph von Mnch-Bellinghausen (18061871), Austrian dramatist








I blink. I have to admit: this was not the reaction Id expected from the first person Id told about my engagement to Luke. Id expected Chaz to have some concerns, sure. I mean, its true that Luke and I have been having some problems up until recently. As recently as half an hour ago, as a matter of fact.


But all those problems are over now. Because Luke asked me to marry him. That was the only major obstacle standing in the way of our being togetherthat he couldnt see me in his future.


But all thats changed now. Hes asked me to marry him! Im going to be a bride! Lizzie Nichols, a bride, at last!


And okay. Its a little weird that every time I think about that, I feel like I want to throw up.


But thats just all the excitement from having gotten engaged before Ive had any breakfast. Ive always suspected Im a little hypoglycemic. Just like Nicole Richie.


And anyway, its all Chazs fault. Why, instead of being happy for me, had he had to throw that absurd little hissy fit, almost as ifwell, almost as if hed been jealous?


Except that thats not possible. Because Chaz doesnt like me that way. Were just friends. I mean, sure, wed messed around a little last night.


And, Ill admit, it had beenwell, nice.



Really nice, actually.


But wed both been a little tipsy. Drunk, even. It hadnt meant anything. It was like Id said: still smarting over our respective breakups, wed sought solace in each others arms.


But that doesnt mean there was anything more going on.


Does it?


Well, Im not going to waste any more time worrying about it. Luke is going to be here any minute. I have to get myself cleaned up before he arrives. Its bad enough he proposedand I acceptedwhile I still had morning breath. I am not going to start my first day as a newly engaged person wearing the same underwear Ive had on since yesterday.


By the time the downstairs buzzer goes off, Im as sweet smelling and coiffed as Ive ever been in my lifethanks to the worlds fastest shower, a quick change into a stunning 1950s Lorrie Deb pink chiffon party dress (perfect for the newly engaged, soon-to-be-certified professional wedding gown restorer), and a couple layers of undereye concealerand ready to let in the man to whom Ive just pledged my troth.


I feel lighter than air as I make my way down the twin flights of steps to the buildings front door (I have to get that buzzer fixed first thing when places open up again tomorrow morning).


Whoa, Luke says after I fling open the heavy metal door. You look


Like a bride-to-be? I ask, holding out the three layersone chiffon, one net, and one nylonof my full skirt and giving him a playful curtsy.


I was going to say hot, Luke says. He triumphantly holds up a Starbucks bagand a six-pack of Diet Coke for me. Look what I scored. I only had to walk eleven blocks to find a place that was open on New Years Day.


Oh, Luke! You remembered!


Except, of course, it was Chaz who told Luke how much I love Diet Coke in the first place. Thats the only reason Luke bought it for me that day in the village back in France last summer. Because Chaz told him that Diet Coke was the way to my heart.


But that doesnt mean Im in love with Chaz, does it?


Of course not! How could I think anything so silly?


My eyes fill with tears. Really, Lukes the most thoughtful fianc in the whole world. Also the handsomest, standing there in his Hugo Boss overcoat, with his long dark eyelashes curling so perfectlyand without the help of a Shu Uemura eyelash curler, even. Hed looked so cute when hed been kneeling there in that exact spot in the slush a half hour ago, so hopeful and nervous. How could I have said anything but yes when hed proposed?


Not that saying anything but yes had even occurred to me. Well, except for a few seconds, maybe. To punish him for that whole I dont know if I see you in my future thing.


I just want to let you know that when I look into my future, I see nothing but you. Thats what Chaz had whispered in my ear at some point during the wedding last night.


Then hed whispered, And youre not even wearing Spanx.


I shake my head. Why do I keep thinking about Chaz? He wears University of Michigan baseball caps nearly all the time.


In public.


Lukes face falls. What? he asks. Whatd I do? You dont drink Diet Coke anymore. Is that it? I can get something else. What do you want? Diet Dr Pepper?


No! I try to laugh breezily. Oh God. Whats wrong with me? Of course I still drink Diet Coke. Im sorry. Wow, its really cold out here. Come in. I move out of the doorway so he can do just that.


I thought youd never ask. Luke gives me one of those grins that still cause my insides to go weak. He stops in the doorway just long enough to brush my cheek with his lips, letting them linger for a moment in my hair.


Its good to be home, he murmurs before moving past me. Which is wherever you are. I know that now.


Oh! How sweet!


And how could Chaz ever accuse Luke of not knowing what he wants? He knows exactly what he wants. Me!


It just took him a little while to realize it. He needed a gentle nudge. In the form of my breaking up with him and moving out of the apartment we were sharing.


So this is the new place, huh? Luke is looking around at the somewhat dingy and exceptionally narrow hallway.



It gets better, I say.


No, Luke says, his tone apologetic. I like it. It has character.


It isnt, I tell myself as I follow Luke, Chazs fault. Not really. Hes just never known happinesstrue, romantic happinessas great as what Luke and I share. So of course when he sees it, he looks on it with suspicion. Of course he doubts our chances of success.


But when he sees us togetherhow happy we are, now that were really and truly committed to each otherhell change his mind. Hell come around. Hell see how wrong he was to say all those horrible things.


And someday Chaz will find a girlthe right girl for himwholl make him as happy as I know I make Lukeand hell make her as happy as Luke makes me.


And then everything will be all right.


Wait and see. Just wait and see.


Here we are, I say when we reach the door to my new apartment, which I fling open. Home sweet home.


Its great, Luke says enthusiastically as he follows me inside.


I smile at him. You dont have to pretend to like it. I know its horrible. But its mine. And as soon as I get the timeand some extra moneyIm going to fix it up.


No, Lizzie, it really is great. Luke sets down the Starbucks bag and the Diet Coke and puts his arms around me. Its like you. Completely whimsical and totally charming.


I hope its not like me, I say with a laugh. I hope Im not covered in big blobby rose wallpaper with slopey floors and cracks in my ceiling.


You know what I mean, Luke says, nuzzling my neck. Its unique. Like you. It already smells like you. God, I cant believe how much I missed you. And we were apart for only, what? A week?


Is that what you want? A guy who comes running back to you and proposes just because hes so scared of being alone, hed rather be with a girl he knows isnt right for him than be by himself?


God! Get out of my head, Chaz Pendergast!


Something like that, I say. Lukes nuzzling is getting more serious. Or at least closer to the bateau neckline of my dress.


I jump away and reach for one of the Diet Cokes.


So who should we call first? I ask brightly.



Call? Lukes eyes, which tend to have a dreamy look about them even when hes wide awake, are heavy-lidded with a combination of jet lag and, wellsex. Sexual desire, anyway. I wasnt thinking about calling anyone, to tell you the truth. I was actually thinking about trying out that bed I see over there. And I was hoping youd get out of that dress and join me


Luke, I say after Ive chugged down a mouthful of restorative caffeine and potassium benzoate. We have to call people and tell them the good news. I mean, were engaged.


Oh. Luke looks longingly back at the bed. I guess. I meanYeah. Youre probably right.


Here. I dig into the Starbucks bag and pull out the coffee hed ordered for himself, along with two muffins. Drink this. Lets make a list. We should call your parents, of course.


Of course, Luke says, taking a sip of his coffee.


And mine. And my sisters. Well, theyll be at my parents for New Years Day brunch with Gran, so well be able to reach them all with one call. I grab a notepad Ive left on the tiny yellow kitchen table, while Luke peels off his coat and sinks onto one of the tables matching yellow chairs. And I have to call Shari, of course. And you shouldyou should probably call Chaz.


Luke has his cell phone out and is punching numbers into it. An overseas number. Too many numbers for him to be calling Chaz.


What are you doing? I ask.


Im calling my parents, he says. Like you said to.


I reach out and close his flip phone.


Hey, he says, looking confused. Whatd you do that for?


I think you should call Chaz first, I say. Dont you?


Chaz? Luke looks at me as if Id suggested he mainline heroin and then shoot his mother. Why would I call Chaz first?


Because hes your best friend, I say, sliding onto the chair opposite his. And arent you going to ask him to be your best man?


I dont know, Luke says, still looking confused. He must be much more jet-lagged than I thought. I guess.


Hed be so hurt if you didnt tell him first, I say. You know, he was so kind to me this past week, while you and I wereapart. He helped me move in here and everything. And last night he even went with me to the Higgins-MacDowell wedding.


Luke looks touched. He did? That was nice of him. He must be feeling better. You know, after the whole thing with Shari turning out to like girls.


Uh, I say. Yeah. It was. Nice of him, I mean. Thats why I think you should call him first. And thank him. For being such a good friend. And tell him how much his friendship means to you. I really think he just needs to hear your voice.


Okay, Luke says, opening his flip phone and dialing. I think youre right.


A second later, as Im squeezing my fingers together and praying that Chaz is still in the subway and wont pick up, Luke says, Chaz? Hey, its me. Ive got some news, man. Are you sitting down?


I jump from my chair, convinced Im going to throw up what little Diet Coke Ive downed so far, and run to clutch the edge of the sink.


This is it, I think. Chaz is going to tell him. Chaz is going to tell Luke that just twelve hours ago, his hand was down my bra.


And the engagement is going to be off.


Probably Im not going to get to keep the ring.


What? Yeah, Im back. Im at Lizzies. I got back this morning.


What is Chaz doing? He knows Luke is back. I told him Lukes back. Oh God. Just do it already, so we can get this over with.


Okay. So youre sitting down? In a cab? Where are you going in a cab on New Years morning? You were? You did? Who was she?


I grab the edge of the sink. This is it. Im going to hurl.


What do you mean, youre not going to tell me? Luke laughs. Fine, you dog, you. All right. Well, heres my news: I asked Lizzie to marry me. And she said yes. And I want you to be my best man at the wedding.


I close my eyes. This is the part where Chaz tells Luke that he cant be his best man because he thinks hes making the worst mistake of his entire life.


And that, oh yeah, by the way, last night his tongue was down my throat.


Thanks! Luke is saying into the phone in a cheerful voice. An entirely too cheerful voice for him to be responding to the news that last night his best friend and fiance were making out in the back of a cab. Yeah, I do too. What? Lizzie? Sure, you can talk to Lizzie. Hold on.


I turn around from the sink just in time to see Luke cross the kitchen to hand the phone to me.


He wants to talk to you, he says. Luke is beaming. I think he wants to extend his congratulations personally.


I take the phone, feeling sicker to my stomach than ever. Hello?


Hi, Lizzie. Chazs deep voice rasps in my ear. You were hoping Id spill the truth to Luke about our illicit affair and hed call the whole thing off, werent you? No such luck, Im afraid. You got yourself into this mess, and youre going to have to get yourself out of it. If you think Im going to come sweeping in like some kind of prince on a milk-white charger to save your pretty little buns on this one, youre high.


I let out a totally fake laugh. Thank you! I cry. That is so nice of you to say! Luke continues to beam at me from across the kitchen.


Yeah, Chaz says. You know, when you packed up all your stuff and left his ass high and dry, I thought, finally. A woman with some moral fiber. Little did I know that all hed need to win you back was a big diamond ring and a few crocodile tears. I really expected bigger things from you, Lizzie. Tell me something. Are you going to wait until the invitations have actually gone out before you admit to yourself that Luke is the last guy you ought to be spending the rest of your life with? Or are you going to do the right thing and call it off now?


Great, Chaz, I say, with another fake laugh. It was nice talking to you too.


This is like watching a lamb being led to slaughter, Chaz mutters. Is getting married really that important to you? Its just a goddamned piece of paper.


Thanks, Chaz, I say. Im not sure how much longer I can keep up the fake laughing. Because Im ready to start shedding real tears. Thanks so much.


Look, IJust put him back on.


I hold the phone out to Luke. He wants to talk to you, I say.


Luke takes the phone from me. Hey, man. Yeah? Uh-huh.


I drift away, into the bedroom, unzipping my dress as I go. I cant believe thisany of this. I have what I wantedwhat it seems like I always wanted: The man of my dreams has proposed to me. Im going to be married.


I should be happy.


Strike that. I am happy. I am.


Maybe it just hasnt sunk in yet.


Whats going on?


I look over to see Luke standing in the doorway, his cell phone closed in his hand.


What are you doing? Luke wants to know. His gaze falls on my dress, lying in a pink puddle on the floor. I thought we were going to call people and tell them were engaged.


I changed my mind, I say, flipping the bedclothes back to show him what I have on underneath them. Which is nothing. I think I like your original idea better. Want to join me?


Luke tosses his cell phone over his shoulder. I thought youd never ask, he says. And dives into bed with me.





Luke and I are doing some postcoital spooning. Its so nice to be in his armsa place I seriously thought Id never be again.


So I was talking to my uncle when I was in France this past week, Luke is saying.


Umm-hmm? I love the way he smells. Luke, I mean. I missed that smell so much. Being a strong, independent woman who stands up for herself and walks out on the man she feels has done her wrong is really empowering and everything.


But its not easy. Or fun.


Its much nicer to hang out in bed with that man, completely naked.


You know, my uncle Gerald? Luke goes on.


Uh-huh, I say. The one who lives in Houston. And offered you the job with his firms new branch in Paris.


Right, Luke says. Thibodeaux, Davies, and Stern. Its one of the most exclusive private client investment companies in the world.


Mmmm, I say. Im admiring the way Lukes bicep, even when hes totally relaxed, like he is now, is just sobig. And round. And satiny smooth. And the perfect place for me to rest my cheek. Its impossible to think about anything elseor anyone elsewhen youre resting your cheek on a hot guys naked bicep. Except you dont care about that. Because youre working on your postbaccalaureate program so you can finish up the premed classes you didnt take in college because you were getting an MBA, and when youre done, you can start applying to medical schools.


Yeah, Luke says. I know. Thats whats so great about Geralds offer.


I have no choice but to reluctantly lift my head from the satiny pillow of Lukes bicep.


Your uncle Gerald made you an offer? I try to keep my voice even-sounding. Like I dont care at all what were discussing. La la la, dont care a bit about STUPID UNCLE GERALD BUTTING HIS NOSE INTO MY BOYFRIENDSexcuse me, MY FIANCSBUSINESS. What kind of offer?


That this summer I could work for him, helping to get the Paris branch of Thibodeaux, Davies, and Stern up and running.


Oh. I lay my head back down. Instead of taking classes in your postbaccalaureate program?


But no sooner have I laid my head down than Luke sits up, jiggling my head to the pillow.


Its a really fantastic offer, he says excitedly. Considering its for only three months. Its about half a years salary of what I used to be making. Its really generous of him.


Wow, I say, trying to plump my pillow up so its as comfy as his arm was. That is generous.


Not that it wont be a lot of work, Luke says. I mean, it will be. Seventeen-, eighteen-hour days, most likely. But its a fantastic opportunity. And, of course, I can use the family apartment.


Neat, I say. Lukes lucky his family happens to have all these places to live just randomly sitting around empty all over the world. Apartments in New York City and Paris, a house in Houston, a chteau in the south of France


And I can make up the classes Id miss, Luke says, in the fall. Itll just be another semester tacked on to what Ive already got ahead of me.


Oh, I say.



And the best part, Luke says, leaning over to drape one of those tanned, muscular arms across my waist, is that you can come with me.


I blink at him. What?


Yeah, Luke says, giving me a squeeze. Ive thought it all through. You can come with me, to Paris. Itll be much easier to coordinate the wedding at Chteau Mirac from there than it would be from here


Um, I say. I cant believe hes serious. I cant just take the summer off and go to Paris, Luke.


Sure you can, Luke says. Apparently, he thinks Im the one whos kidding. Theyll give you time off from the shop. Theyll have to. Youre getting married!


Yeah, I say. Time off meaning two weeksthree, maybe. But not the whole summer.


Lizzie. Luke looks disappointed in me. Dont you know anything about the business world? Dont let the Henris tell you how much vacation time you get. You tell them. If they really want to keep you, theyll let you take off as much time as you want.


Luke, I say, trying to figure out how I can put this without offending him. I dont want to take the whole summer off. And I definitely dont want to spend it with you in Paris.


But no sooner are the words out of my mouth than I realize that Ive done it again. Put my foot in my mouth, I mean. God, no matter how hard I try to be tactful, I just never seem to be able to say the right thing around this guy.


Th-that didnt come out the right way, I stammer.


Fortunately, Luke is chuckling.


I guess I never have to worry about your not being honest with me, he says.


Im sorry, I hurry to say. What I meant was


You dont want to spend the summer in Paris, he says. And you dont have to apologize. I understand. You love your job, and you want to be here for it. Thats okay. The thing is, Geralds offer is really too good for me to turn down. Especially with the wedding to pay for. Look, its all right. We can do the long-distance thing. Were already going to be doing the separate-apartment thinghe gives me a mischievous smile, because Id already warned him, before Id said yes to his proposal, that I wouldnt be moving back in with him until after the wedding; it just seems like the wisest thing to do, under the circumstancesso I guess living in separate countries for a couple of months over the summer shouldnt be that big a deal.


I chew my lower lip. Am I insane? I probably am. Ive got this amazing guy whos finally proposed to me, and in the past hour Ive turned down an invitation not only to move back in with him but also to spend a summer in Paris with him.


Hes not the kind of guy whos going to hitch his wagon to a star. He still thinks hes the star. And you cant have two stars in one relationship. Somebody has to be willing to be the wagonat least some of the time.


Oh! I cant believe it! Even a session of hot and heavy makeup sex didnt succeed in exorcising Chazs voice from my head! What am I going to have to do to get that guy out of there?


Come on, I say, reaching for my cell phone. Lets call people and tell them now.


Luke looks amused. Oh, now you want to call your family?


Youd better believe it. Anything to make the voice of Chaz stop talking inside my head.


Come on, I say, dialing. Itll be fun. Ill call my parents first. Because Im the bride, so you have to do what I say. Hello, Mom?


No, a childish voice says. Its me, Maggie.


Oh, Maggie, I say to my niece. Hi, its your aunt Lizzie. Could you put your grandma on the phone, please?


Okay, Maggie says, and I hear the phone thunk to the floor as she goes off in search of my mother. I can hear the voices of my sisters and their husbands in the background as they enjoy my parents traditional Nichols Family New Years Day Brunch. Although enjoy might be a strong word. Maybe endure is more like it. I can hear my sister Roses husband, Angelo, bleating something about how he no longer eats eggs because of the hormones in them, and my sister firing back that maybe he could use more hormonesespecially in bed.


Whos this? Gran picks up the phone and barks.


Oh, I say, disappointed. Gran. Hi. Its me, Lizzie. I was just trying to reach Mom


Shes busy, Gran says. Whoever was assigned to make sure she imbibes only nonalcoholic beer has apparently failed in his or her mission. Gran is, as always, three sheets to the wind. Somebodys gotta feed this crew. God forbid one of your sisters should offer to host one of these things and dirty up her house someday.


Huh, I say, giving Luke a sunny smile to show him everything is going swimmingly. Well, Ive got some news. Maybe you could let everyone know.


Jesus Christ, Gran says. Youre knocked up. Lizzie, I told you. Always use a rubber. I know the boys dont like them, but its like I always say: no rubber, no way.


Uh, I say. No, Gran, thats not it. Luke and I are engaged.


Luke? Gran sounds like shes choking on whatever drink shes just knocked back. That no-good-nik? What did you go and agree to marry him for? I thought you booted that loser to the curb before Christmas.


I cough and give Luke another reassuring smile.


Are they excited? he mouths.


I give him a thumbs-up.


Um, I did, Gran, I say. But now were engaged. Can you get Mom, please?


No, I am not going to get your mother, Gran says. Trust me, Im doing you a favor, Lizzie. She did an aquaerobics class and a scrapbooking class at the Y yesterday, plus all the shopping for this brunch, with no help whatsoever from those sisters of yours. This news could kill her.


Gran. I smile at Luke again. If you dont put Mom on the phone, Im going to call her on her cell and tell her youve been hitting the cooking sherry. And dont try to deny it. Because I can tell.


You ingrate, Gran snarls. What do you want to go and get engaged for anyway, Lizzie? Husbands dont do anything but cramp your style. Believe me, I was saddled with one for fifty-five years. I would know. Get out now, while you still can.


Gran, I warn.


Im getting her, Gran says. I hear her shuffling off.


I cant help noticing that Luke isnt smiling anymore. I say, Its okay. Grans just a little tipsy.


Luke looks at his watch. Its noon.


Its a holiday, I point out. Jeesh. Some people can be so picky.



Moms reception of the news that Im getting married is much warmer than Grans. She screams and cries and calls for Dad and asks to speak to Luke and welcomes him to the family and wants to know when shes going to get to meet him. Which reminds me that it is a little weird Luke hasnt met my family yet. Ive met all of his.


But oh well. Theyll meet soon enough, I guess. Mom wants to throw an engagement partyand the wedding, which Mom immediately offers the family backyard for, a suggestion I gently brush off, saying, Well, well see. Im not sure how to break it to her that Lukes already suggested we get married at his seventeenth-century familial estate in the south of France, an offer thats pretty hard to turn down.


Except that my familys never been to Europe beforetheyve never been to New York before.


This might actually pose a problem.


But Luke says all the right things to them on the phone, and is as charming and gracious as if my parents were a king and queen and not a professor at the University of Michigan cyclotron and a housewife. Everything, I think, as I watch him proudly, is going to be fine. Just fine.


This is like watching a lamb being led to slaughter. Is getting married really that important to you? Its just a goddamned piece of paper.


Okay, well, its going to be fine after a few more phone calls. And more sex.


A lot more sex.
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