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Rocky Point Reunion

 

 

Left at the altar

The night before their wedding, Zack Kincaid told Marcie Winter he couldn’t marry her–he was leaving to chase a dream of racing.  Marcie grieved their lost love, but gradually moved on, building up a business, participating in community activities, and enjoying her friendships in the small New England town of Rocky Point.  

 

Home again

Zack returns home unexpectedly when his brother needs help. His priorities have changed.  Being with family again has him thinking of a different lifestyle than the one he’s enjoyed for the last ten years.  Was it time to quit racing and put down roots?

 

What will the future hold?

Zack tries to convince Marcie he’s changed.  That he wants a second chance.  A strong argument needs to be made for Marcie to take a chance with this charming man again.  Dare she believe he’s back to stay?


Chapter One

 

 

The wind blew from the sea, keeping the early summer temperature comfortable. Marcie Winter had her arms full, boxes of hot dog buns stacked precariously beneath her chin, plastic bags of hot dogs ready to cook dangling from her fingers. She paused for breath at the top of the small dune and smiled when she saw the crowd on the beach. It was a good turnout. Yet how could it not be? The first church picnic of the summer and with gorgeous weather.

Two portable barbecues had already been set up. Trestle tables had been erected nearby—already laden with potluck fare. Children swarmed around, laughing and shouting and chasing each other in makeshift games of tag. An impromptu game of volleyball was in play and younger children were piling damp sand for castles, watched over by mothers and older siblings.

It was the annual Trinity Church picnic and everyone was expected.

Slowly she half walked, half slid down the four-foot dune, arriving on the flat sand without mishap. In moments she relinquished her packages to willing hands.

“Need any help?” one of the mothers asked as Marcie stacked the boxes of rolls near the barbecue.

“I’m good. One more trip will do it,” Marcie said, already hurrying back toward the parking lot. It was easier going without balancing things. She couldn’t wait to kick off her sandals and walk barefoot on the sand. But not until she’d finished with the gravel parking lot.

As she reached her car, a familiar truck turned into the space three down from her. Catching her breath, Marcie couldn’t move for a moment. She felt as if time stood still. It was Joe Kincaid’s truck. But he couldn’t be driving. Joe was out of town.

It had to be Zack. 

After ten long years.

She knew Zack was in town. How could she not when she owned the café in town? No one needed a newspaper in Rocky Point, Maine. They only had to come for coffee, pie—and a bit of town gossip. 

But no one mentioned he’d be at the picnic. He’d come back to help out at home when his brother burned his hands. What was he doing here?

Marcie held her breath as the passenger door of the pickup opened. She released it when his niece, Jenny jumped out, calling a greeting to Marcie. Her young voice broke the spell.

 Marcie called back a hello and opened the trunk of her car for the condiments and plastic cups she was also contributing—and to shield her for a moment while she regained her composure. She hoped fervently that Zack was only dropping Jenny off for the picnic. Please, Lord, she prayed. Don’t let him stay.

“Auntie Marcie, we’re here for the picnic!” Jenny called out and ran over to her, hugging her around the waist. “It didn’t rain!”

“No, it’s a beautiful day,” Marcie said, giving her a quick hug, keeping her back to the truck. She smiled at the young girl whom she’d known from birth. Jenny was seven years old and so full of life she brought a lot of joy to Marcie’s life. The child’s mother had died when she was two. 

Her dad was recently engaged to Gillian, a new friend of Marcie’s, and she wished they were the ones bringing Jenny to the picnic. 

But they were in Las Vegas, closing Gillian’s apartment, preparing for her move to Rocky Point.

Marcie heard footsteps on the gravel and with each one, her heart seemed to beat faster. She’d tried for years to figure out what she’d do when and if she ever saw Zack Kincaid again. 

That moment had arrived and she still didn’t have a clue.

“Marcie.” He was silent for a few seconds, then added, “Need some help?”

She focused on Jenny, shocked at the wave of longing that swept through her at the sound of his voice. She hadn’t heard it in ten years. 

If asked before this moment, she’d have said she’d be immune. 

But she wasn’t. 

Hearing him swept her back to the carefree days when she thought they’d marry and live happily ever after. 

She clung to her composure with all she had, but mostly she wanted to cry—at their lost love, their forever gone chance at a life together. She felt his stare but refused to look at him.

“I can manage,” she said bruskly, turning to pick up the last box, which held the industrial-size condiment containers and stacks of plastic cups.

“I’m gonna see if Sally Anne’s here,” Jenny said as she turned and began racing toward the low dunes that separated the beach from the parking lot.

“Marcie?”

“I’m surprised to see you here,” she said, holding the box in front of her as a shield and finally turning to look at him. Zack Kincaid. 

Six feet tall and filled out more since she’d last seen him. Dark hair and dark eyes that had once held her enthralled. Her mind jumbled with images. He looked older, harder, different. He was not the same young man she’d known. 

But then—neither was she the same woman he’d once professed to love. She felt her heart catch, her breathing quicken. He still had that old charisma that had always made her happy in his presence. 

She did not want to be attracted to him. No, no, no!

“I brought Jenny.”

His dark eyes held her gaze. Her heart beat erratically. She wished she could look away, but she was mesmerized—fascinated to see what the years had wrought. 

His brother Joe had kept her up-to-date on his career, even when she’d told him she wasn’t interested. 

But hearsay wasn’t the same. Zack looked fantastic. She almost groaned with the realization.

“I’ll bring her home, you don’t need to stay,” she said brightly, wishing he’d vanish as he had before. Only this time her heart wouldn’t be broken.

He turned those dark eyes on her. “Thanks, but I’d like to stay.”

“I can’t imagine why,” she said–instantly regretting it. She snapped her mouth closed.

 It sounded petty. She was too flustered to think straight. Of course he’d want to come to the picnic. It was a community tradition and he’d missed so many. This would give him the perfect opportunity to see everyone and catch up a bit. She just wished the timing had been different. That she’d already brought the last box down and was surrounded by friends instead of caught off guard here in the parking lot.

Plus, she hadn’t expected to feel anything but hurt and anger when she saw him again. Definitely not that pull of attraction she’d though dead and gone.

“Marcie, I’m sorry. Truly. If I could go back in time and change things, I would. I should have handled everything differently—better.” 

He looked contrite, but she dare not let herself forget for an instant the heartache his departure had caused. 

Not that she could forget the endless days of tears. The weeks and months of hoping he’d call or come back. Or at least write. 

Still, it lay in the past. She wanted it to stay in the past, to not have to deal with the pain and sadness that she’d experienced before. They’d been in love, planning a life together. It had ended. There was nothing more to do but move on.

“I guess there’s no good way to say goodbye,” she said, turning and walking toward the beach.

The wide sandy preserve was perfect for the annual beginning-of-summer picnic. She’d been attending ever since she’d been a child.

Without warning, he lifted the box out of her arms. “I’ll carry this.”

“I can manage,” she said through gritted teeth. 

She didn’t want to be around this man. He’d broken her heart a decade ago. Where she had once thought they’d attend Trinity picnics together for years, this was his first since he’d left her at the altar.

For a moment she considered wrestling the box from him. Or dashing to her car and leaving. But too many people had already seen her, and the last thing she wanted was to give rise to the speculation and gossip that had plagued her so much in the past. Raising her chin, she silently vowed to brazen it out. She just hoped Zack would stay as far from her as possible.

“I’m home for a while,” he said.

“How nice for you,” she replied. 

Where was a friend when she needed one? If only someone would beckon her over. Or call with an emergency at the café that she’d have to attend to personally.

“You’re looking good,” he said, easily keeping pace with her on the shifting sand.

She stopped at the top of the dune and turned, glaring at him.

 “Let’s get one thing clear, Zack. You left. You made your choice, so don’t come back here and try to make nice. Stay out of my way and I’ll stay out of yours.”

With that she stomped down the incline and headed straight for the water. Let him deliver the condiments. She was almost shaking in reaction. 

Tears blurred her vision as she stared at the sea. She’d loved him to bits and he’d shattered her heart when he’d left with no warning, nothing but a phone call the night before they were to marry. She’d spent the past ten years moving on. She had a nice life now. She did not need Zack Kincaid coming home and causing complications.

Zack watched her move across the sand, unable to take his eyes off her. She’d always been the most graceful thing he’d ever seen. She was still a petite bundle of energy. Her long brown hair was pulled back, showing off her dark eyes and pretty complexion. Clearly highlighting the anger in her gaze.

Once she’d looked at him as if he’d hung the moon. Now she wanted nothing to do with him. He’d caught a glimpse of the hurt in her eyes. He’d done that. To someone he’d loved. 

He felt lower than low. He needed to make things better between them.

What did he expect? He’d caused the breach. Deliberately and without thinking things through. It had haunted him all these years. 

In the early days he’d fantasized that he’d return home for her and she’d be waiting. That he’d sweep her off her feet and take her with him, despite her avowal when they were growing up that she never wanted to live anywhere but Rocky Point.

He’d dreamed that she had accepted his apology and forgiven him. 

That dream evaporated. She was still angry. She had every right to be. But he had hoped.

He carried the box to the food area, conscious of the stares and whispers as people recognized him. 

It had been a mistake coming today. He’d resisted, but his niece had wanted to come so badly, he’d acquiesced. Now he wished he’d made arrangements for someone else to bring her.

“Zack Kincaid? Hey, I didn’t know you were visiting,” a friend from his school days greeted him. Instantly two other people joined them.

“Zack, back for a visit?” the woman asked. He recognized her but couldn’t recall her name.

“I can’t believe you’re back, man,” another old friend said. “You haven’t been back in years. Call me, we’ll get together for a drink or something.”

“Hey, Zack, good to see you!” Pete Marin came over and took the box. 

Several others called a greeting. 

He should have expected it, he thought as he nodded to those who called. Everyone knew everyone in Rocky Point.

 “I heard you were back in town,” Pete said. “We missed you in church this morning. You’ll have to come next Sunday.” 

Pete’s easy manner helped Zack get his bearings. There were others in town besides Marcie Winter. And he’d been avoiding them all since he’d been back. For no good reason it seemed. Everyone appeared genuinely pleased to see him. He’d have to stop being a hermit if he was serious about moving back home.

“Good to see you, Pete. What have you been up to?” Zack asked.

He listened as Pete talked about his accounting business, but Zack’s mind was on Marcie. Shifting slightly, he could see her standing at the water’s edge. She looked so alone.

Zack nodded where appropriate, impatient to leave and go to the water’s edge. A couple of others called a greeting. He smiled and gave a short wave. Plenty of time to catch up on what others were doing. If he stayed. Which was the plan.

He took the cola someone offered, chatted a moment with two other men he’d known as a teenager, then headed where he’d wanted to go since he chased her away. Marcie stood a dozen yards or so to his left. Should he try again?

Suddenly Jenny and several of her friends ran over to Marcie and soon all the little girls were talking a mile a minute. 

He’d wait.

Marcie looked up and straight at him. She didn’t acknowledge him and quickly turned back to the girls.

It was no more than he deserved, but it hurt. He wanted to make things right. Barring that, he at least wanted peace between them. He’d messed up big-time. There wasn’t much excuse for it, either. Ten years ago he’d seen a chance for his dream and taken it. Never looked back. Ever since he could remember he’d wanted to race cars. He’d done his fair share around Rocky Point, mostly illegally. When the opportunity had turned up, he’d gone for it. 

Only, he didn’t realize until later the true cost of that decision.

He’d looked back plenty of times and never figured out a way to regain her trust. 

At the time he’d thought the decision best. Hers and his. He hadn’t wanted to tie her to a man who was racing in Europe. She never wanted to leave Rocky Point. He’d wanted to go. Could they have reached some kind of compromise? 

He’d missed her for ten solid years. Never found another person he related to as he and Marcie had when they were teenagers, planning their lives together. He hadn’t come back with the hope of regaining her trust or her love. He figured he’d shattered that for all time. If he had the chance to do it over, he’d handle it differently.  But he at least wanted friendship.

Taking a breath, he started walking toward her. If anything was to change, he’d have to start it. He hoped he’d find the right words.

Marcie glanced again across the short distance of beach and her heart stopped, then began to race. Zack was heading her way. His dark brown eyes narrowed as he focused solely on her. His strong jaw signaled determination and resolve. What was he coming to say? Another attempt at apology? It was way too late for that.

What she really wanted was an explanation that would erase the pain and hurt of the past and give her understanding of why he’d done what he’d done. Except she knew that answer already and it never helped.

She took a breath and focused on the girls around her, hoping he’d take the hint and stay away. He’d been back for several weeks, but he picked this picnic as the first time they’d meet. Why? Why had he waited? Why hadn’t he sought her out before?

“Uncle Zack,” Jenny called. “Come and help us.”

Marcie sighed softly. It seemed as if everything was against her today. She kept her gaze firmly on the girls from Jenny’s class.

“What’s going on?” Zack asked as he joined them.

“We want to go swimming, but the water’s too cold,” Jenny said.

“Can you think up a way so we stay warm while swimming?” another little girl asked.

Marcie smiled and shook her head. “There is no way, sweetie. You’ll all just need to wait a few more weeks and it’ll be closer to swimming weather.”

“But we want to go today!”

Zack gave the girl a sympathetic smile. “Marcie’s right. The water’s too cold. How about you find something else to do by the water, but not in it. Like, who can throw a stick the farthest,” he suggested, remembering back when he’d been their age and his father had coaxed Joe and him to try that, rather than risk hypothermia by going into the water.

“We don’t have any sticks,” one girl said.

He looked up to the high-water line on the sand. “I bet you can find them. Tell you what, I’ll judge the distance if you each bring five sticks.”

With a shout the girls dashed up the beach toward the high-water mark.

Marcie looked at him. “You handled that nicely.” With a smile she turned and walked toward the tables of food.

He started to follow when Jenny ran back, clutching an assortment of sticks.

Giving in to his niece, he knew he’d have to exercise more patience than he wanted, and waited for the other girls to return. 

In addition to making things right with Marcie, he wanted to know his niece better. He was practically a stranger to her. It was his own fault, but he was back to make amends.

As the afternoon wore on, Zack became more and more frustrated. Every time he approached Marcie, she’d find something to do or someone to talk to that excluded him. She and one woman seemed to spend a lot of time together. She looked familiar, probably a friend from high school. The name would come to him. In the meantime he talked to other old friends, listened to Pastor John’s pitch about attending church again and played a couple of games of beach volleyball to expend some of the frustration that was building.

At one point he conceded that she had every right to make his penance harder by not cooperating. But he was determined. Sooner or later she’d have to talk with him. And then he hoped he could make her understand why he’d acted liked a dumb kid.

Zack and Tom Daggle, the town’s mayor, were reminiscing when he heard his name spoken.

“Zack Kincaid?”

He turned to the teenager who’d walked up to them. He’d seen the boy earlier, a loner standing on the periphery of the crowd, never fully involved. Yet watching everyone as if not to miss a thing. “That’s right.”

“I’m Sean O’Connell.” The boy held out his hand, looking nervous. He glanced at the mayor and nodded.

Zack shook it and nodded. “Nice to meet you, Sean.”

“I heard you’re a race car driver.”

“Right again.”

“Grand prix,” Tom said. “Bringing fame to Rocky Point.”

“Hardly,” Zack said, amused. 

He was well-known on the grand prix circuit, having been in the winner’s circle more times than not over the past few years. But grand prix racing wasn’t as popular or as well-known in the States as in Europe.

“Better channeled that way than killing yourself or someone out on Ocean Side Avenue. Remember how much you liked driving fast? It was a miracle you didn’t have a drawer full of speeding tickets,” Tom said with a chuckle. “Do you remember you, me and Tate—?” The mayor looked at the teenager and changed his thought. “Not that we want anyone speeding around here these days.”

Zack nodded in understanding. Not the thing to talk up around others, but he remembered racing down those three miles of straight road with Marcie cheering from the side. She’d been so supportive of his need for speed. 

Would she have waited if he’d asked her to? Instead, he’d broken off entirely with her to follow his dream. Not thinking at the time he was also shattering hers.

“Hey, man, you never crashed. Still haven’t, have you?” Tom asked.

“You want to drive grand prix?” Zack asked.

“NASCAR, but I bet the techniques are similar,” Sean said, with a wary look at the mayor.

“Probably. I could tell you a few things, I guess,” Zack said, surprised at the request.

Sean looked around. “Not now. I know this isn’t the place. But I heard you were in town and thought if I didn’t ask you here, I might never run into you.”

“I’m staying at Joe’s place. His phone number’s in the book. Give me a call,” Zack said.

“Thanks.” The teenager nodded again and walked away.

The two men watched him as he headed for the dunes and the parking lot.

“He’s had a rough life,” Tom said. “His dad left his mother—she’s Earline Russell, Earline O’Connell now. She came back home to be with her folks and then her dad died. So it’s Earline and her mother raising the boy.”

“His father doesn’t visit?”

“Disappeared. No one knows where he is. And he’s not helping out financially. Watch Sean, though. He can be trouble.”

Zack shrugged. “Can’t be any worse than we were back when we were kids.”

Tom laughed. “Good thing the fine folks in Rocky Point don’t know all about that or I’d never have been elected mayor.”

Zack glanced around casually and didn’t see Marcie. 

He excused himself from the mayor and went to the table that held the drinks. Taking another can of soda, he looked around again. She wasn’t on the beach. She must have left when he’d been talking with Tom. He took a long drink of the cold soda and realized all his interest in the picnic had fled.

They still needed to talk. Now the question was where and when. He wanted to convince her he was sorry.

And maybe see if there was anything left between them–if only friendship.


Chapter Two

 

 

Marcie stepped out of the bank Monday morning and paused on the sidewalk, taking a moment to enjoy the beautiful June morning. The receipts from the weekend had been safely deposited. The lunch rush wouldn’t start for a couple of hours so she was free until then. 

Glancing at the colorful flowers spilling from the pots hanging from the old-fashioned wrought-iron lampposts, she smiled, happy in the day. She loved spring and summer the most. Maine weather was usually gorgeous in these seasons and she spent as much time outside as she could. The town looked its best at the beginning of summer, when visitors flooded the town, taking in the beautiful scenery, the boating and walks along the coast. And boosting her earnings at the café.

As she turned to head toward the café, she noticed Zack Kincaid across the road, talking with the sheriff. He hadn’t seen her and it gave her a few minutes to study him as she’d been afraid to do at the picnic. 

How often had she wished things had turned out differently! Maturity gave her insight she’d lacked as a nineteen-year-old. 

Zack would never have been satisfied living in Rocky Point. He’d always wanted to travel, to see the world. To race. 

While she’d wanted a cottage by the sea with a white picket fence. How had they ever thought they’d have a chance at a long, happy marriage?

“Hello, Marcie, dear,” Caroline Evans said as Marcie took a step and almost ran into the older woman.

She stopped abruptly and smiled at her older neighbor. 

“Hello, Caroline. Lovely day, isn’t it?” 

She deliberately kept her back to the men across the street, hoping this conversation would be short and she could escape before Zack took it into his head to try to talk to her. After thinking about him nonstop since the picnic, she didn’t trust herself around him just yet. She needed to gain some perspective, and not wonder if he still laughed at the same things she did. If he still liked pork barbecue more than anything else. If he could still stir feelings and longings she so wanted to ignore. 

Really, he’d said all she needed to hear at the beach yesterday.

“You looked deep in thought,” Caroline commented. Glancing at the bank, she frowned. “Not money troubles, I hope.”

“What? Oh, no, I just deposited the money from the weekend. Things are going very well.” In that regard, at least.

“Hmm.” Just then Caroline looked across the street. “Oh, dear,” she murmured, looking back at Marcie with sympathy in her eyes.

“It’s okay, it was a long time ago,” Marcie said gently, hoping to forestall any expression of sympathy. Obviously Mrs. Evans hadn’t heard of their meeting at the picnic. Marcie had enough gossip and speculation ten years ago. Maybe the rumor mill would be more merciful this time.

“I have to get back to work. Have a great day, Caroline.”

“You, too, dear. Don’t let the past mar the present.”

Marcie smiled and nodded. Good advice. She’d grieved enough over that lost love. She’d cried half an ocean when he’d left. Then she’d mopped up her tears, decided God had a different plan for her and she’d given herself over to whatever He decreed. 

The past decade had proved a blessing. She owned and operated her own restaurant, had moved out of her dad’s home to a place of her own and had developed a strong network of friends.

Father God, you know how hard I’ve worked. Please let any meeting between us go smoothly. Don’t let him wreak havoc with me again. I so need Your peace and a little strengthening, Lord, she prayed as she walked along the sidewalk.

Her office was just off the kitchen, where she could easily keep an eye on things, jump in to help if needed or close the door and be alone. The Cabot sisters were busy switching from late breakfast orders to early lunch requests as Marcie gave a wave and continued to her desk.

Another blessing. The two older women, renowned for their cooking, had joined her nine years ago as cooks, and the excellent offerings from the kitchen, like their famous blueberry pie, rich and chunky potpies and corn beef dinners, kept locals and tourists coming day after day.

She ought to keep track of all her blessings, so numerous they should have crowded out the pain of Zack’s leaving.

“Boss, we’ve got a problem with scheduling,” Jessica said from the doorway.

Marcie turned from her computer and frowned as one of her longtime waitresses stepped into the office. Her uniform was an old-fashioned blue gingham dress with crisp white pinafore apron that added to the ambiance of the restaurant. 

Rocky Point had sent ships and sailors to the War for Independence, and some of the older structures in town dated prior to 1776. Marcie knew how to sell what tourists liked, and the old-fashioned atmosphere of the place suited both her and all the customers she could handle.

“And that would be what?” she asked, hoping for a major crisis to get her mind off Zack Kincaid.

“That new kid. He doesn’t want to work Saturdays. He has other things to do, he says.”

“I’ll speak to him,” Marcie said. “Ask him to see me, would you?”

“Thanks. He, um, is also a bit slow in doing things.”

“Shirking?”

Jessica shrugged. She was not one to talk about other employees, so Marcie knew it was a bigger deal than Jessica was letting on if she’d seen fit to talk to her.

She needed something to get her mind off a certain man and back on track. Zack would be gone again soon and her peace would be restored.

The conversation with Bruce didn’t go as well as Marcie had hoped. He listened to her, but showed no emotion. When she was finished he’d said he’d see what he could do. Not a ringing promise to do better in the future.

Midafternoon, Marcie was ready for a break. There was a lull in the customer traffic. One of the Cabot sisters had taken off and would return later. It was the perfect time to dash home and do a load of laundry.

“Auntie Marcie?” Jenny came rushing into her office, a big smile on her face.

“Hi, Jenny, what’s up?” 

Marcie came from behind her desk to give the little girl a hug. Technically she was not Jenny’s aunt. The marriage to her uncle Zack that would have cemented that relationship had not taken place. But Joe had insisted she be called aunt, as she was practically a member of the family. 

She liked to think she’d stepped up when Pamela had died and done all a real aunt would have done with Jenny. They spent a lot of time together. Now seven, Jenny was allowed to visit the restaurant on her own, as long as her father was in town. 

Or for now, she guessed if her uncle was in town.

“Uncle Zack said I could get a sundae. I’d like a chocolate fudge one, but only if you eat with me. Wasn’t the picnic fun?”

“It was fun. Tell you what, I’m about to head for home to do some chores. We’ll take the fixings and make our own deluxe hot fudge sundaes.”

“I have my bike. I can ride to your place.”

“Or walk over with me,” Marcie suggested. “Check with your uncle to make sure that is all right. When we come back here later, your bike will be waiting.” 

That way, Jenny could meet Zack out in front of the café and Marcie wouldn’t have to see him.

Jenny had blossomed the past few months. Her mother had died in a car crash in which Jenny had been badly injured. Fortunately she’d been too young to remember it. Joe had been a very protective father until his elderly next-door neighbor died and her great-granddaughter showed up. 

Gillian joining the family was going to be a very good thing for Jenny. God would be at the center of Joe and Gillian’s marriage and Marcie knew that gave it the best shot possible.

“My dad and Gillian called last night. They’ve sorted through all of Gillian’s things and packed the rental truck. Daddy said they’re going to clean the apartment really good today so they get back the ’posit and then come home. Did you know it will take days and days to drive home? I want to look at dresses.”

Marcie smiled. 

“Deposit, Jenny. I did know it would take days to drive back here. I think they want to see some of the sights along the way, as well. And we can look at dresses online while we eat our sundaes if you like,” Marcie said.

She’d clicked with Gillian as soon as the woman had come to town and couldn’t wait for her new friend’s return. 

She’d been asked to cater the wedding—and be a part of the bridal party. The big event would be the weekend after Labor Day, plenty of time for the plans to be finalized. 

In the meantime, Jenny had been given the task of picking out the bridesmaids’ dresses. As a result she and Marcie had been poring over different ones on the internet. Jenny was thrilled to be the flower girl and loved to talk about the wedding.

“Why don’t you call your uncle and make sure it’s okay to go to my place,” Marcie said, proud of the steadiness of her voice when mentioning Zack. 

She could do this!

Ten minutes later Marcie unlocked the door to the small apartment over the bakery. She’d rented it five years ago when she’d decided twenty-four was too old to be living at home. Actually, she’d decided that long before that year, but it had taken all her money to get her restaurant going. Finally able to afford this small apartment, she’d moved in and spent the past five years fixing it up to suit her. She had a view of Main Street, the aroma of fresh baked goods to awaken her and plenty of privacy when she wanted it.

Jenny carried the carton of ice cream, nuts, fudge and cherries they’d acquired from Marcie’s café directly to the small kitchen that opened to the living space. Marcie quickly scooped the ice cream while the fudge heated in the microwave. Then she and Jenny heaped the delicious chocolate on the ice cream and dusted it with nuts.

“I’ll put the cherries on,” Jenny said, already dipping her fingers in the jar to pull out several. They had long ago decided one cherry was never enough.

Taking their concoctions to the small dining table, they began to eat.

“School will be over in three more days,” Jenny said. “I wish they’d let us out before Memorial Day. We aren’t learning anything anymore.”

“Hey, kiddo, you can learn something new every day. What are you doing all day if not learning?”

“We’re playing games.” Jenny took a bite and let the ice cream slowly melt, then tilted her head. “But we have to use subtraction to solve some of the puzzles, or know the spelling of words to play Scrabble.”
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