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Chapter One


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Ten Years Ago

      

      

      Janine Grimson Potter awoke on the morning of her thirty-third birthday on Rue St. Dominique in the seventh arrondissement in Paris, France, as the light cascaded through the glorious streets and illuminated her sterling white bed sheets. Someone had opened the curtains, and they fluttered out on either side of the window, presenting a near-perfect view of the Eiffel Tower just down the street. It was just like entering a dream. But Janine knew, just like everything else that had happened since she’d met Jack Potter over a decade before, that this wasn’t a dream. It was very much reality— and it was perfect. 

      Janine lifted her torso from the overly fluffed pillows so that her silk pajama dress glittered in the light. At the far end of the large bed, a broad tray displayed a near-perfect breakfast platter filled with buttery croissants, strawberries, and raspberries, along with an array of French cheeses, sparkling orange juice, and bubbling champagne. Janine dropped her head back so that her dark curls cascaded down her back. How luxurious this all was. What did it mean to be thirty-three? To her, it meant being in love for another year; it meant raising two beautiful daughters back in Manhattan; it meant spontaneous trips to Paris. 

      Her thirty-third year couldn’t have been further from her first eighteen years of life when Nancy Grimson had raised Janine the best she could in Brooklyn. They hadn’t had two pennies to rub together. Janine hadn’t been in contact with her mother in years. She had to assume it was better that way. Nancy was toxic, a mess of a human being. Janine prayed she would never resemble her. 

      “Is that my darling birthday girl?” Jack Potter stepped in from the balcony, where he’d stood to take in the views of the Eiffel Tower and the bustling streets below. He looked so handsome; his black hair remained thick, his muscles firm from hours at the gym, and his smile arrogant and brash, yet entirely hers, proof of their love for one another. When Jack Potter, the son of oil tycoon parents, had committed his life to her, Janine had known hers was a storybook romance, the stuff of fairy tales. She’d never looked back.

      “Good morning.” Janine closed her eyes as he placed a kiss on her lips and smoothed her hair. “I see breakfast has arrived already?”

      They sat cross-legged on the end of the bed like children, nibbling croissants and sipping champagne and practicing their best French accents. Back in Brooklyn, Janine’s best friend had been Maxine Aubert, who had moved to the States from France as a child and never really lost her accent— something Jack and Janine joked she did on purpose. “It’s working for her,” Janine had pointed out several times, watching as Maxine social-climbed her way into her and Jack’s arena. 

      “What do you want to do today?” Jack asked now. “You’re in Paris. It’s your birthday. Name what’s next.” 

      Janine desperately wanted to call her girls but knew they wouldn't be up yet, considering they were six hours ahead of New York City time. Maybe before they left for school, she would call Maggie and Alyssa, where they were staying with Jack’s parents. Maggie was fourteen, and Alyssa was twelve. They were both turning into beautiful young ladies, incredibly smart and funny, at the very beginning stages of puberty and all its chaos. Both looked remarkably like Janine with gorgeous dark brown locks and eyes the color of the deep blue sea, but their upbringing couldn’t have been more different. Jack gave them the world. Education, money, and social status had all been theirs the day they’d been conceived. Janine sometimes struggled with the fact that they could never understand what it meant to live in poverty, to feel the power of a dollar. Still, she wouldn’t have traded their life for the world. 

      Janine and Jack showered together that morning in a large walk-in shower, captivated with one another and lost in the warm spritz of the spray and the buzzing steam around them. After, Jack wrapped a fuzzy towel around her shoulders and placed another kiss on her forehead. In the mirror, Janine spotted the first set of wrinkles across her forehead and around her eyes. Facials. Botox. Creams. This was the early remedy for that, and these were already whispered amongst the other women in high-society Manhattan. 

      Janine donned a dark-green silk dress and a pair of tights with Mansur Gavriel lace-up boots she had purchased the previous afternoon in the Marais. She then slipped on a khaki trench, added another layer of lipstick, and gave herself a final up-down in the mirror. She caught Jack’s gaze then as he finalized his own look with a whip of his jacket over his broad shoulders.

      He stepped up behind her, wrapped his arms around her belly, and whispered into her ear. “You look beautiful.” 

      “Aren’t you full of compliments this morning?” 

      “There’s more where that came from.” 

      It was the end of March, which, in Parisian terms, meant the sparkling sunshine could fall to shadowy grays and fluttering rains in no time flat. As Janine and Jack breezed down Rue St. Dominique, Jack purchased an umbrella from a side-street retailer and snapped it up over their heads just as the rain started. He suggested they walk to the Musee d’Orsay for a morning of Impressionist paintings, followed by a fancy lunch at Savarin la table. Janine slipped her arm through his and allowed herself to be escorted through the first hours of her thirty-third birthday, just as she’d allowed Jack to escort her through everything else in life. When she found herself before some of the splendorous paintings at Musee d’Orsay, she was nearly brought to her knees. 

      It had been a long time since Janine had illustrated to Jack the depths of her gratefulness for the world he had given her. She never wanted to embarrass him nor point to how little she’d had prior to their spontaneous meeting all those years ago. Over lunch, as he spoke near-perfect French to the server at Savarin la table, a server who already knew his name (such was the life of Jack Potter), her heart couldn’t help but perform a funny tap-dance across her diaphragm. 

      “What is that look for?” Jack asked as the server disbanded. 

      Janine placed the edge of her wineglass against her bottom lip. There weren’t enough words in the universe— not in French, nor English, nor Hindi—to express what he and their children meant to her. 

      “Just thank you,” she breathed finally. “For all of this.”

      Jack arched a single dark eyebrow as a laugh bubbled out from his throat. “There’s much more. We’ve barely cracked the surface of your birthday. I hope you’re prepared.” 

      As Janine wandered the rain-glazed streets of Saint-Germaine-des-Prés later that afternoon, she grew lost in memory: one of her mother’s thirty-third birthday. As Nancy had had Janine at the age of sixteen, Janine had been nearly seventeen on Nancy’s thirty-third. It was burned deep in her memory— the pancakes at the little diner down the road, her mother halfway through a bottle of wine before midday, and her mother’s whispered words, “Never trust any man on this earth.” Janine had seen how other people on the streets turned their eyes away from the drunken stupor of a woman. Somehow, in the pit of her belly, she’d known that Nancy wouldn’t be around much longer. 

      “Where did you go?” Jack asked.

      Janine cleared her throat. “What do you mean?”

      “You were lost in thought for a moment. What were you thinking about?”

      “Oh, nothing. I was just looking in the shop windows. There are so many beautiful things to buy and so many beautiful things I don’t need.”

      Regardless of that truth, Janine made her way through numerous shops, purchasing several items, like scarves, a Hermès belt, perfume for Maggie, and skin care for Alyssa. At times like these, she loved picking up little gifts for her girls. Jack waited patiently, either outside the stores or in a neighboring bar, where he sipped a very small glass of Cabernet and read the Parisian paper. Once, when Janine returned from a shop to meet him, she caught several women ogling him as they passed. Janine knew that French men were the sort to step outside their marriages; it was culturally accepted, even honored, as though it made you appear more wanted in others’ eyes. 

      But she and Jack weren’t French. Despite their immense wealth, they were a typical American couple: in love after many years of marriage’s ups and downs. He hardly noticed the other women’s eyes and instead turned his gaze toward her, smiled, and folded his paper. It was time to move forward. 

      Jack announced that dinner would be at eight. “It’s an exclusive restaurant near the Louvre,” he told her. “The waitlist is normally about a mile long if you can believe it.”

      “That’s hardly a problem for the likes of Jack Potter.”

      Jack’s grin widened. He hailed a taxi with a direct shot of his arm. A car immediately removed itself from the ever-charging line of vehicles and pulled up directly before them. “Dinner might be something of a surprise, though,” he explained as they eased into the back seat. 

      “And why is that?”

      Jack shrugged playfully. “I suppose you’ll just have to see for yourself.” 

      Janine placed her head against Jack’s shoulder and watched the Parisian streets, captivated. A young boy held a bright red balloon and let it bob to-and-fro beneath the heavy raindrops; his mother wore this season’s most expensive Prada spring jacket, which Janine had almost selected for herself; and at the corner, a very tall woman held a pink umbrella over the top of a very short man who played the violin. 

      “It’s all like a ridiculous postcard,” she whispered. 

      “That’s Paris, isn’t it? Always some kind of cliché,” Jack recited.

      When they reached the restaurant, Chez Paul, Jack paid the driver just before he rushed around to open the door and assist Janine back onto the damp streets. Jack placed his hand at the base of her back and led her toward the gorgeous entrance of the restaurant. Even from the door, Janine could see only four or five tables, making this one of the more exclusive, intimate dining locations in all of Paris. The flickering candles cast a beautiful silhouette across the walls. 

      In the farthest corner, a familiar face peered out of the shadows. There, seated at a two-top, in this season’s finest Dolce & Gabbana, wearing the sort of heels New York and Paris fashion women dreamed about, with picture-perfect lipstick and model-like cheekbones, sat Janine’s other favorite person in the world: Maxine Aubert. 

      Janine forgot herself. She forgot her place in the world, the nature of the restaurant, and her status as Jack Potter’s wife. At this moment, she was only a girl from Brooklyn in full view of her best friend. She raced across the space, nearly bumping into a busboy en route to a neighboring table, and flung herself into Maxine’s arms. Maxine slipped her chin across Janine’s shoulder and giggled madly. If Janine closed her eyes and shifted her attention just so, stripping them of their iconic styles and their sultry perfumes, she could almost imagine a younger version of herself greeting Maxine at their local Brooklyn high school. Back when everything had been much more sinister, and they’d only had one another.

      “We got her, didn’t we?” Maxine grinned at Jack as he approached. 

      “Ooph. Am I crying?” Janine wiped the corners of her eyes delicately. “Safe to say I didn’t see this coming. I had no idea you’d be in Paris this week!”

      “Gregory flew me over a few days ago. It was spontaneous. Jack suggested we arrange this little birthday meeting, and well, darling, you know I wouldn’t want to be anywhere else but with you on your birthday.”

      Janine sat across from Maxine as the server arrived to take their wine order. Jack remained standing as Maxine placed their order seamlessly, having never forgotten her childhood French language. Jack whistled, impressed. 

      “I would have ordered the same,” he stated with a nod. 

      Maxine wagged her eyebrows. “Not bad for a girl from Brooklyn?” 

      “You should be honored. He rarely gives compliments,” Janine said as her heart belled out of her chest. She then lifted her eyes toward Jack’s. “Are you sure you don’t want to stay for dinner?”

      “No. You girls have your time together. I’ve been allowed an entire day with you, and it was perfect. Besides, when you two get to talking, it’s like I don’t exist. It’s not very good for my ego,” Jack teased.

      Janine and Maxine ordered a decadent five-course meal, including a to-die-for creme brûlée and a second bottle of wine. Their conversation eased seamlessly across many decades. They discussed the first day they met when Janine stumbled on a stoop, cut her knee open, and cried into Maxine’s shoulder. At the time, Maxine hadn’t known more than a few English words and had murmured little French songs into Janine’s ear to calm her down. 

      “I’d heard French before and had always thought it sounded like the most magical thing,” Janine commented. “I thought you were a magical princess from another world.”

      “And really, it was you who became the princess,” Maxine pointed out. “When you met Jack? I thought for sure it was, well…”

      “You thought he was using me. And you were probably very right in thinking that,” Janine offered. 

      “But I was wrong. And I’m so glad to be wrong,” Maxine told her, her eyes glowing with candlelight. “What you two have built together is beautiful.”

      Janine’s thoughts stirred as she slipped back on her trench coat and grabbed the umbrella that Jack had left for her. Jack had already pre-paid, something he always did, which left Janine and Maxine to step out into the soft drizzle and contemplate what came next. Like lost girls, they purchased a bottle of wine from a corner shop. They then meandered through the streets to arrive at the River Seine, which surged through the central heart of Paris and crept around Notre Dame Cathedral. When they reached the glow of the Cathedral, they removed their expensive high heels and perched at the brick side edge of the river with their feet dangling down below. The rain had stopped for now, and they forgot to care about mussing their coats. Maybe they would regret it later. Maybe not. 

      “Do you think you ever want to do it, Max?” Janine whispered before she took a small sip of wine straight from the bottle— just as they’d done in long-ago days back in Brooklyn. 

      “Do what?” 

      “You know, the marriage thing. Have some children.”

      Maxine made a soft, hesitant noise in the back of her throat. Her eyes caught the soft glow of the enormous, old-world Cathedral. How many other women across time and space had contemplated their lives from this very location? Maxine then accepted the bottle of wine and took her own sip before answering. 

      “I don’t know. Sometimes, I think about it. About what it meant that day when I held Maggie in my arms as you slept in that hospital bed. I felt the enormity of what you’d done. You had brought a new life into this world. A new story. I wondered if I would ever be strong enough.” She laughed quietly after that and then added, “And sometimes, I think I might be too selfish for it. I’m thirty-three, but I still feel I have so much life to live. So many men to meet.”

      Janine’s smile widened. “As long as you keep me in the loop about all your adventures— all the men you know and love and all the people you meet.”

      “Maybe when the girls are older, you can come along with me,” Maxine offered. 

      “Maybe,” Janine added thoughtfully. “Although I can’t help but be a sap where Jack is concerned. I picture us on a beach somewhere, holding hands and watching the sunset. Maybe by then, we’ll be all shriveled up and tired. Maybe we won’t have a single thing to say to one another. But I know my love for him will remain true. Forever.”

      Maxine shuddered and took another long sip of wine. 

      “What?” Janine asked with a laugh.

      “You’re right about one thing,” Maxine teased. “You’re a real sap.”

      Janine punched Maxine lightly on the shoulder as her heart lifted. In the distance, a woman sang a melancholic French tune from an open window. Far above, clouds began to creep apart to reveal a large, pregnant moon. 

      “But actually, Jack knows the truth, doesn’t he?” Janine countered. “That you’re my real soul mate. That’s why he brought us together tonight. That’s why he’s nowhere in sight.”

      Maxine laughed. “He knows nothing can bring us apart.”

      “We’ve been through so much already,” Janine pointed out before gripping the wine bottle and taking it back. “I mean, look at us. We were diamonds in the rough, and we’ll always be Brooklyn girls for life.”

      Maxine lifted her pinkie toward Janine and nodded toward it. 

      “You’re suggesting we pinkie swear?” Janine asked. 

      “It worked for us in the past. I don’t know why it wouldn’t work for us now.”

      “As thirty-three-year-olds?” 

      “Come on. We’re not even middle-aged,” Maxine offered. “In the prime of our lives. Let’s pinkie swear to another seventy years together. Arm in arm at the nursing home, making fun of the other old ladies’ fashion and doing each other’s makeup and watching old Friends episodes and feeding each other mashed potatoes.” 

      “Seventy years is quite a long time.”

      “We don’t know that yet,” Maxine replied. “We haven’t lived it. As far as we know, it could feel like ten minutes.”

      “I sure hope not.”

      “Just pinkie swear about it,” Maxine insisted. “Be the greatest love of my life, as long as we both shall live.”

      “A little cliché to ask me this in front of Notre Dame Cathedral, isn’t it?”

      “Janine.” Maxine’s eyes widened playfully. “I swear if you don’t pinkie promise me…”

      Janine snapped her free pinkie into Maxine’s and squeezed it hard. Maxine shook her hand violently as they both burst into laughter. Janine took a swig of wine, then passed it over to Maxine, who took her own celebratory sip. When their eyes met again, they swam in the promise of tomorrow— one built on the texture of old memories and the beauty of time spent. They’d never needed anyone else but one another. The future, as they saw it now, was bright.
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        Present Day

      

      

      Janine squatted down at the entry to the hall closet, hunting for Elsa’s basket of party decorations, which she’d reportedly used for previous family functions at the house. Janine shifted through what seemed to be ten-year-old unused balloons, dusty streamers, and scrap paper, then clucked her tongue with regret. None of this would do for the party at hand. She then shifted back up onto her heels, rose to shut the door, then turned and immediately let out a blood-curdling scream.

      A ghost stood between her and the kitchen. 

      But immediately, that ghost burst into a familiar, gut-belly laughter. Alyssa appeared beneath a white sheet and grinned madly at her mother. 

      “Happy Halloween!” she cried.

      Janine’s heartbeat wouldn’t slow. She pressed her hand across her chest and exhaled deeply. “You know I’m easily freaked out!”

      “It’s almost too easy,” Alyssa agreed. “Did you find anything?” 

      “Not really,” Janine admitted as she exhaled deeper. “Maybe we should run to Edgartown. Grab some extra supplies.” 

      In the living room, Mallory’s one-year-old son, Zachery, let out a gut-wrenching shriek of his own. Janine’s cries had apparently woken him. 

      “Now look what you’ve done,” Maggie called before appearing in the hallway to give her younger sister an annoyed look. “Alyssa, look at yourself. How old are you?”

      Alyssa stuck out her tongue playfully. “Oh, I get it. You’re married and extremely mature now. Okay, noted.” 

      Maggie rolled her eyes back into her head. “Mom, I can run to Edgartown if you want to get things done here. Any idea of what kind of decorations you might want?” 

      “I don’t know. Anything that brings a birthday and Halloween party together,” Janine replied. “Christine just wrote that she’s headed here with the birthday cake. And Elsa?” 

      Elsa popped her head out of the kitchen. Her blond highlights caught in the sterling light, beaming in from the bay windows that allowed a beautiful ocean view in the distance. 

      “Well, hello there. What do you need?”

      “How are we on champagne? Wine? Beer?” Janine asked.

      “I have Bruce out grabbing another few boxes of beer,” Elsa reported. “But otherwise, I think we’re all set.”

      Janine nodded as she stitched her eyebrows together. It was Carmella’s forty-third birthday, and Janine, Elsa, and Nancy had conspired to make everything picture-perfect. Carmella had kept her distance from the family for ages, so much so that she hadn’t had a birthday celebration in decades. When Janine had learned Carmella’s birthday was on Halloween itself, she suggested a full-blown celebration. One that would remind Carmella of how grateful they all were that she had decided to return herself, heart and all, to the Remington clan. Janine knew what it was like to feel like an outsider from a world you once belonged to. Nothing like cake and a bit of bubbling champagne to bridge that divide. 

      “It’s cold out there!” Janine called to Maggie as she headed for the door. “Grab your hat and scarf.”

      “I’ll go with you!” Alyssa took two strides toward her own coat as Janine stepped back into the living area, where Mallory bobbed baby Zachery against her chest and blinked large, hooded eyes. 

      “When is Carmella supposed to arrive?” Mallory asked. 

      “Cody said he’d have her here around six thirty,” Janine replied. “It gives us about three hours to get everything done.” 

      At that moment, Nancy charged down the staircase, having gone upstairs for a brief afternoon nap. Her recent health scares meant a good deal more time resting in bed, which she often complained about since she was about as action-oriented as they came. “I hate the idea of missing out on anything because my body won’t let me do it,” she’d said once. 

      Now, Nancy smacked her palms together and demanded that Elsa and Janine put her to work. “I know for a fact there’s clam chowder to stir up, biscuits to bake, and wine to drink,” she declared, her smile electric. 

      Back in the kitchen, Elsa poured Janine and Nancy glasses of French Cabernet Sauvignon from Provence. Nancy yawned a final time before asking about the whereabouts of Maggie and Alyssa— her beautiful granddaughters. 

      “Where was it Rex ran off to this weekend?” Nancy asked as she arranged several onions onto a cutting board. “I swear, that husband of hers can’t keep still.”

      “If it means she’ll take more trips to the island, then I say we let Rex run off wherever he pleases,” Elsa stated as she pressed her flour-tinged hands into the biscuit dough, kneading it with her full weight. 

      “I’d say we’ve got ourselves a pretty decent girls’ club,” Nancy said as she pressed the knife through the first onion. “Martha’s Vineyard Sisterhood or something like it.”

      “Men come and go, but all we need is each other,” Janine offered with a laugh. “Oh! That reminds me. I think Henry will stop by. He’s coming in from the city today.”

      Elsa and Nancy cast one another glances so slight that Janine only barely noticed. Neither had asked Janine about the nature of her and Henry’s relationship, as things had been so chaotic since her big breakup with her ex-husband, Jack. Janine had sensed everyone thought of her like a ticking time bomb. “Don’t talk about the breakup. Don’t talk about Jack. Don’t talk about New York. And whatever you do, don’t mention for a moment, Maxine Aubert.” 

      “Why was he in New York?” Elsa asked.

      “He had a documentary in a small film festival,” Janine replied. 

      Again, Elsa and Nancy exchanged glances. Janine placed her hand on her hip and glared at them. 

      “What’s with all this over-the-counter mind-reading?” she demanded.

      Elsa cleared her throat as Nancy responded.

      “We just wonder, I guess, why you didn’t go to his film festival? I mean, the two of you spend so much time together.” Nancy spoke slowly, trying to articulate her words with gentleness so as not to pressure Janine. 

      Janine shrugged and turned back toward the ocean, which seemed overly volatile in the tumultuous October winds, which ripped over the waves without pause and despite the glowing sunshine above. 

      “I’ve seen the documentary many times now,” Janine answered in a steady tone. 

      What she meant was she couldn’t return to the city. The idea of New York City, in general, made her shiver with fear. What if she ran into Jack? What if she saw Maxine? What if a single Brooklyn sight sent her into a spiral of memories so great that she had to return to bed to cry for the next week? On Martha’s Vineyard, she was safe from her past; she’d carved out a new future with her mother and her stepsisters and her new friends, like Henry. 

      The door that led out to the main driveway opened, and with it came the sound of Bruce hollering hello. Elsa’s face brightened like the sun. She grabbed a towel to swipe off her white-tinged hands, then hustled into his arms for a hug when he entered the kitchen with three large boxes of beer. Behind him came Cole, Elsa’s twenty-six-year-old son, who apparently was the spitting image of Elsa’s deceased husband, Aiden. 

      “Look what I found out on the streets?” Bruce remarked with a funny laugh. “Recruited him for beer pickup.”

      Elsa shrieked, then flung her arms around Cole, who wasn’t often seen at the family house. He never did like crowds. He did, however, have his own small circle of friends who he hung out with over at the sailing docks in Edgartown. 

      “I heard there’s a party happening,” Cole stated with a cheeky smile. “You trying to ruin Aunt Carmella’s day?” 

      “Oh, stop it,” Elsa returned as she gripped one of the boxes of beer and headed out toward the back porch, where they planned to store the beer in the chill while the party remained in the warm glow of the main house. “Did you at least bring a costume, like I asked you?” 

      Cole shrugged, reached into his back pocket, and then placed a Red Sox baseball hat on his head. “I’m a baseball player.”

      Elsa rolled her eyes. “That, my dear, is the laziest Halloween costume I’ve ever seen.”

      “Really, and what are you going as?” Cole demanded playfully. 

      “She’s forced us into a couple costume if you can believe it,” Bruce said under his breath, feigning annoyance. 

      “Let me guess,” Cole said tentatively. “You’re a Disney prince…”

      “Oh, come on, I’m not that cruel,” Elsa told him. “Bruce already had all the perfect hunting gear. And I’m going as a doe.” She hustled over to a little tote bag, where she drew out some deer ears and a little black nose, which she would glue onto herself later. 

      “Isn’t that cute!” Nancy cried from her onion slicing, where her eyes glowed from the intensity of the air around the knife. 

      “You don’t have to cry about it, Nancy,” Cole teased. 

      “And what about Carmella?” Bruce asked. “Are you forcing her to dress up, too?”

      “We have a costume for her,” Janine told him with a funny grin. “Cody helped us pick a couple’s costume for him, Carmella, plus his daughter, Gretchen.”

      “Well, don’t spill all the beans,” Elsa hissed. “Cole gets overwhelmed with cutesy stuff. He’s apt to grab three beers for himself and run out the door.”

      “Don’t tempt me, Mom.” 

      There was a knock on the door. Janine hustled back into the living room and then to the foyer to open it. On the other side, she found Christine Sheridan, who had agreed to bake a “spooky” Halloween-Birthday cake for Carmella. The cake was wrapped up, as was Christine, in a beautiful burgundy Peabody coat with a thickly layered scarf wrapped around her neck. Even her beautiful coat failed to hide her pregnant belly.

      “Mind if I come in for a sec?” she asked with shivering lips. 

      Once inside, Christine placed the cake tenderly on the counter and rubbed her palms together as Nancy, Janine, and Elsa gathered around to unwrap and ogle Christine’s artistic creation. As usual, Christine had outdone herself. She had crafted little ghouls and ghosts out of fondant; they seemed to float out of a cave, which was surrounded with beautiful, scary pine trees, which rolled down either side of the cake, toward a much larger cave, with two large eyes peering out of the darkness. In large, beautiful, curled letters, Christine had written, “HAPPY BIRTHDAY, CARMELLA.” 

      “It’s a salted caramel cake,” Christine explained. “But I dyed all the fondant to make it, you know, Halloween-relevant.”

      Nancy passed Christine a mug of tea, which she accepted gratefully. 

      “You must have so much on your plate,” Nancy offered. “You’ve got Baby Max at your place, along with another little one on the way…”

      Christine grimaced. “Max is a handful. He has all the character of his mother, Audrey, along with these huge, gut-busting lungs that allow him to screech over the waters of the Vineyard Sound, but still, Zach and I love him to pieces.”

      Janine laughed good-naturedly. “How’s his momma doing at school?”

      “She misses her baby so much.” Christine’s eyes sparkled with sorrow. “She comes back from Penn State as often as she can and talks a lot about doing online classes so she can come back for good. I think she thought it would be a whole lot easier than it is.”

      “You couldn’t have taken me away from my babies when they were that little,” Elsa agreed as she lifted a hand to pat Cole’s cheek playfully and lovingly. 

      “I guess I’ll know what that’s like very soon…” Christine said brightly as she splayed a hand over her stomach. “The Sheridan family just keeps getting bigger and bigger. But with Maggie married, now, you must have some ideas of what’s next for you, Janine?” 

      Janine’s eyes widened slightly at the thought. She only half remembered when she and Jack had laughed about the concept of being grandparents. “I’ll love you when you’re old and gray and too fat for your pants,” she had told him once in a singsong voice as he’d grimaced. Now, at forty-three and mostly single, the idea of being a grandmother was far different than before. 

      Christine left just as Maggie and Alyssa arrived with a treasure trove of celebratory décor. Elsa instructed Mallory, Cole, Maggie, and Alyssa what to do next to prepare for the party ahead. Cody would return to the house very soon with Carmella and Gretchen in tow. Everything had to be ready. Elsa’s perfectionism had fully taken over, and everyone else had to get in line.
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names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


