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      There was something about peak wedding season on Martha’s Vineyard. 

      Any given Saturday, a cacophony of wedding bliss echoed across Oak Bluffs. Rice was tossed, as were tiny flowers. Brides and grooms latched hands, their smiles enormous as they leaped into their rented convertibles and drove off— a banner with JUST MARRIED fluttering behind them. 

      It was a season of hope, prosperity, and first, second, and third chances. Anyone who believed in the beauty of falling in love couldn’t resist it. 

      Charlotte Montgomery Hamner was a seasoned wedding planner, and because of this, there wasn’t a whole lot she hadn’t seen over the years. She’d been at the helm of everything from a wedding between two eighty-five-year-olds (who’d found one another again sixty years after a breakup) to a wedding between two eighteen-year-olds who couldn’t wait to get their lives started. She’d seen break-ups ten minutes before the aisle walk and reunions five minutes later. She’d seen mothers absolutely lose their minds with sorrow, terrified that their sons were marrying the wrong women. She’d seen mothers lose their minds with happiness, so grateful their sons were finally settling down. She’d seen dog, cat, parrot, and hamster ring-bearers and had even served as a stand-in bridesmaid herself when the original bridesmaid had run away with the bride’s stepbrother just before the ceremony. The bride had even let her keep the dress. 

      Charlotte’s career had since skyrocketed after that fateful November nearly two years ago, when she’d been hired to plan the last-minute wedding ceremony for Ursula Pennington and her NBA basketball player fiancé. That wedding had come with a fair share of heartache and panic. Most notably, the bride had almost not walked down the aisle at all. 

      Lucky for Charlotte, Ursula had walked down that aisle. That single event had brought on an avalanche of popularity for Charlotte’s wedding planning business. Since then, Charlotte had worked for celebrities, the thirteenth-in-line for the English crown, and the daughters of billionaires. She’d been written up in countless wedding magazines, cited as the “one to hire for your Martha’s Vineyard wedding.” Other wedding planners resented her, while many others admired her. This solidified in Charlotte’s mind that she’d made it. 

      It was August 6th at six-thirty in the morning— smack dab in the middle of wedding season. A large coffee pot filled itself in the corner of Charlotte’s kitchen as she stood in a yoga pose, her eyes closed while she balanced on a single foot. Outside the house, a seagull squawked, destroying her meditation. 

      “Wow. Was that a pterodactyl?” Everett’s footfalls were soft across the hardwood kitchen floor. He grabbed the pot of coffee and filled his mug, smiling at Charlotte. 

      “It’s Jurassic Park all over again,” Charlotte told him, placing her foot on the ground to steady herself. “Better watch out.” 

      “And here I thought that the only thing to watch out for today was ‘bridezillas,’” Everett teased. 

      “Funny, Everett.” 

      For perhaps the millionth time, Charlotte nearly burst with how handsome his smile was. How had she gotten so lucky? Slowly, she crept one foot back to the hollow behind her knee and attempted her yoga pose once more. A split-second later, she lost her footing and teetered. Everett and Charlotte shared the joy of this silly moment, their stomachs bouncing with laughter. 

      Photographer Everett had been yet another gift from that Ursula Pennington wedding a couple of years back. He’d been hired as an event photographer for the big event and had been instrumental in keeping Charlotte above water throughout the chaos. 

      Somewhere along the way, they’d fallen in love. 

      This, most especially, was incredible for Charlotte. Love hadn’t been in the cards for her. Not after her husband, Jason, had died in a fishing accident nearly three years ago. Jason had been the love of Charlotte’s life, the father of her only child, and so much more. He’d been a thief of good snacks, an endless teaser, and an incredible lover. He’d loved sci-fi movies, long runs in the rain, and being out at sea with the wind sailing them home. He’d filled her life with song and purpose, and his death had nearly stripped it of all its joy. 

      Yet, for some reason, one that Charlotte didn’t completely understand, her heart had allowed space for another love. She couldn’t have been more grateful or more surprised. 

      Everett poured Charlotte a cup of coffee and beckoned for her to sit at the kitchen table with him. “I think your yoga time is over.” She did, using her elbows to prop her chin up and heaving a sigh. Outside, another seagull squawked again, making fun of her. 

      “You didn’t sleep, did you?” Everett asked. 

      “Not that much.”

      Everett’s dark eyebrows furrowed. “What did she have you re-do this time?” 

      Charlotte shrugged. “Pick something. The cake? The seating arrangements? The music? I’ve had to plan and re-plan everything four or five times at this point.” 

      “Does she know that it’s supposed to be her wedding and not a ‘torture Charlotte extravaganza’?” Everett joked.

      “I’m not sure if she got the memo.”

      Rachel appeared in the doorway, rubbing sleep from her eye with a fist. She wore an oversized Oak Bluffs High School t-shirt and a pair of basketball shorts, and her hair had been disheveled into a weird mass from her pillow. She reached into the fridge and grabbed the carton of orange juice, grumbling a “Good morning.” 

      “Hi, honey,” Charlotte replied. “How did you sleep?” 

      Rachel, who was seventeen and about to enter her senior year of high school, collapsed on the third kitchen chair and poured herself a glass of juice. “Doesn’t matter,” she returned, like a soldier on the front lines. “Let’s go over the list of what we need to do this morning.” 

      The corners of Charlotte’s lips quivered into a smile. Everett laughed. He reached for the newspaper and stretched it out in front of him. “Carry on,” he said as he flipped to the sports section. “No talking any sense into either of you. That bridezilla has full control.” 

      Charlotte retrieved her cell phone and propped it between herself and Rachel. There, she’d outlined the list— the items they needed to pick up for the ceremony and reception, when they planned to meet the bride and her bridesmaids, what time the string quintet planned to arrive for the pre-ceremony drinks and hors d’oeuvres, and on and on. Charlotte and Rachel were accustomed to the never-ending list of wedding responsibilities. 

      This particular Saturday felt different, though. This was because the current bride, Felicity Villman, was one of the worst women they’d ever met. Period. 

      Charlotte and Rachel showered, did their makeup, and dressed in black dresses with their hair curled to perfection across their shoulders. They met at Charlotte’s car, groaning with fear about the day ahead. 

      “She’s going to send us on non-stop errands all day long,” Rachel said as she buckled her seatbelt. 

      “Maybe I’ll tell her that the time for changing her mind is finished. She can’t do it anymore,” Charlotte tried. 

      Rachel coughed with doubt. “Yeah. Right.” 

      “You’re right,” Charlotte moaned. “She’s paying us too much money not to fall all over her. Gosh, it’s just a shame. Normally, this job is so fulfilling. You get to watch someone celebrate their love and prepare for the rest of her life.”

      “Maybe this is the way Felicity wants to celebrate,” Rachel pointed out.

      Felicity Villman was the daughter of an importer-exporter who supposedly made a little bit more money than God. She was her daddy’s treasure, which had resulted in a sort of “My daughter will get anything she wants for her wedding” vibe. This was ordinarily a good thing for Charlotte, who was happy to prepare beautiful weddings, blowing past traditional cost boundaries. With Felicity, however, there was absolutely no joy. It was all pain. 

      And in truth, she wasn’t sure she thought the bride and groom had any love between them at all. She hadn’t said anything about this to anyone, not even Rachel. That was the sort of thing a wedding planner kept to herself. 
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        * * *

      

      The first stop on their all-day Saturday mission led Rachel and Charlotte to Claire’s flower shop. Claire was Charlotte’s sister and dearest best friend, a woman who’d been there for Charlotte through thick and thin (and gosh, there had been a lot of thin). Claire was Charlotte’s right-hand woman for all things wedding, as her artistry led her to make gorgeous bouquets for every wedding arena. There were bouquets for the bride and the bridesmaids, flower arrangements for the ceremony and the reception, plus corsages for important women relatives and boutonnieres for the men. 

      Claire greeted them from behind a mess of flowers and twigs. Petals lined her hair, not on purpose but through the flurry of activity of perfecting each and every bouquet. She held Charlotte a little too long and dusted a bit of soil across the shoulder of Charlotte’s dress. 

      “How’s our Felicity doing?” Claire asked.

      “She just texted me that she woke up,” Charlotte replied, wrinkling her nose.

      “Oh, good. I hope she updates you with every single step of her morning. When she blows her nose or when she…” Claire began.

      “Claire…” Charlotte warned. “We won’t get through this day any better with bad attitudes.” 

      “She keeps telling me that, too,” Rachel said, sticking out her lower lip with disdain. 

      Claire chuckled, then flung up her hands. “All right. Well. All your bouquets are finished. The boutonnieres and corsages are in a box. What else?” She bustled around, counting out the unique creations she’d made. “Let’s bring them out to your car. You said you’ll be storing them in the walk-in fridge at the hotel?” 

      The wedding itself was held at The Quarry Estate outside of Chilmark, a drop-dead gorgeous establishment offering a glittering view of the water just behind the cliffs. Charlotte had initially wanted to propose that Felicity marry her groom at the Aquinnah Cliffside Overlook Hotel, which her sister, Kelli, had been redesigning for the previous year. Unfortunately, the Aquinnah Cliffside Overlook Hotel needed several more months of redesign, and Felicity’s wedding had to be moved to an alternate location. Charlotte knew that Kelli was secretly gleeful about this. Felicity’s wedding was something of a stain on the entire island. Nobody liked her energy. 

      She was like a villain in a Disney movie. All the good people of Martha’s Vineyard didn’t like her. They didn’t carry this dislike over to Charlotte, thankfully. They just prayed for a day when Felicity left the island for good instead of hanging around, leaving bad reviews online for otherwise wonderful restaurants, and making shopkeepers’ lives difficult. 
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        * * *

      

      Around noon, Rachel and Charlotte parked outside The Quarry Estate and watched as the bride and her much shorter mother bickered in the parking lot. The bride wore a white onesie, a shiny tiara, and a pair of flip-flops. She looked ridiculous, especially as her face contorted with anger.

      “What do you think they’re talking about?” Rachel asked softly. 

      “Maybe they’re talking about how it’s a beautiful day for a wedding,” Charlotte tried, just as Felicity stabbed her finger through the air to make a point. It was terrifying to watch. 

      After Felicity and her mother bounded inside, Charlotte and Rachel waited in the car, fearful, for a good five minutes. When they finally entered the building and headed toward the quarters they’d rented for Felicity and her bridesmaids to get ready in, their breathing was coming in ragged and strange. 

      “Let’s face the music,” Charlotte whispered to her daughter.

      But when they opened the door to the dressing room, laughter spilled out. There before them, Felicity and three of her bridesmaids sat in front of mirrors as makeup artists prepared their faces. Felicity’s mother gabbed and gossiped in the corner, happy as a clam. Charlotte, who’d basically imagined Armageddon on the other side of the door, tilted her head with confusion. 

      “Hi!” Felicity greeted, waving both hands. “She’s here, everyone! My brilliant wedding planner! You know, she also did Ursula Pennington’s wedding.” 

      The other bridesmaids blinked their very long and fake eyelashes toward Charlotte. Charlotte waved in greeting and bent down to Felicity (but not too close). Her perfume was a powerful cloud. 

      “How’s your big day going so far?” Charlotte wasn’t sure if the smile she now presented Felicity looked fake or overwhelming, or both. For a moment, she regretted saying anything at all. 

      But a split-second later, Felicity just said, “Oh, it’s been wonderful. The girls surprised me with green juice and champagne in the room. Hard to believe it’s my final day as a Miss!” 

      “Harvey doesn’t know what he’s got in store,” one of the bridesmaids said mischievously. 

      Charlotte wondered if the bridesmaid said this out of love for the bride or out of fear for the bride. Perhaps it was both. 

      As the bride was buttoned into her dress and the hair and makeup was finalized, Charlotte and Rachel rushed around the reception hall, the exterior gardens, and the place where the ceremony itself would take place. One hundred white-painted chairs had been set up on a lush green lawn, pointed toward the water. Charlotte pinched herself as a reminder that this was actually happening. 

      “There were so many times I thought Felicity would call today off,” she explained to Rachel. 

      “There were so many times I thought you would quit this wedding,” Rachel countered. 

      “But she seems almost happy? Dare I say that?” Charlotte asked. 

      “You can. I think you’re right. Maybe she was just nervous about everything and didn’t know how to talk about it,” Rachel tried. 

      Charlotte stopped and made a small note to herself on her clipboard. She then spoke into her headset to discuss something with the arriving caterers, who would soon begin to prepare the first hors d’oeuvres for the pre-ceremony cocktail hour. Charlotte felt strength in her voice, proof that she’d battled her way through difficult weddings before. There was no reason she couldn’t do that again. 

      When that call finished, she locked eyes with Rachel. The mother-daughter duo shared a smile.

      “Let’s get this show on the road, shall we?” Charlotte asked.

      “No time like the present,” Rachel quipped. “Let the games begin!”
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      Charlotte stood behind a double-glass door, her hand pressed against the shoulder of the lead flower girl and her ears perked. Behind her, all five bridesmaids, the bride, the mother of the bride, and the billionaire father of the bride waited for their cue. The air was heavy and expectant. Even the gossiping bridesmaids had taken the hint that it was time to listen, not speak. 

      Across the lush lawn, one hundred guests sat in wait. An opera singer soared through a gorgeous solo, her eyes closed and her hand across her heart. On the other side of the chairs, Rachel stood, watching the crowd from a different perspective and ensuring everything went smoothly. Just as soon as the opera singer decrescendo-ed, Rachel pressed her earpiece and whispered, “Okay. Everything is clear over here. Are the flower girls ready?” 

      “We have the flower girls all prepped and ready,” Charlotte whispered into her headset. Rachel lifted her thumb in response. 

      The string quintet began to play “Pachelbel’s Canon.” With trained ease (because she’d come to the estate herself and practiced it over and over again), Charlotte stepped up and opened the double-wide doors. She then directed the first flower girl down the grassy aisle, watching as she tossed her petals to the left and then the right. For a four-year-old, you had to hand it to her. She was doing a fantastic job. 

      Next, Charlotte directed the bridesmaids down the aisle. “Remember. Keep your chins up and your shoulders back. Smile, smile, smile. It’s a happy day.” She sounded like a kindergarten teacher. 

      Finally, the bride stepped forward, arm-in-arm with both her mother and her father. Often, that kind of thing brought tears to Charlotte’s eyes. It made her ache to think that Rachel would only have Charlotte on her wedding day; her father wouldn’t make it. 

      What role would Everett play? Oh, it didn’t matter, now. Charlotte shoved that thought away. 

      “You ready?” Charlotte asked the bride, her smile straining her cheeks. 

      The bride nodded, blinking back tears. She no longer looked like the alienating monster from the previous several weeks. It was hard to imagine that, just last weekend, she’d tortured a waitress at a seaside restaurant so much that she’d had to be sent home, crying. Well, that was the rumor, anyway. 

      “Thank you for all your help, Charlotte,” she sniffed. “This is truly the happiest day of my life.”

      So often, brides told Charlotte that. But this time, perhaps because it was such a contrast to Felicity’s normal personality, Charlotte really took it to heart. 

      “I wish you all the happiness in the world,” Charlotte told her, really meaning it. “Go out there and get your man.” 
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        * * *

      

      After the photographs were taken and post-ceremony cocktails were drunk, Charlotte guided the guests into the reception hall. The hall itself was old-fashioned, with hanging chandeliers, ornate golden clocks and statues, and round tables with white tablecloths. When Felicity had first seen the place, she’d squealed and said, “Oh, I love it. It’s just like Titanic.”

      Along the side of the hall, floor-to-ceiling doors opened out to a beautiful outdoor garden, where they’d decided to set up the dance floor and the live band. As the guests entered the reception hall, the live band began to play a blues-style version of “Just the Two of Us.” Charlotte had to admit that it wasn’t half bad. 

      As Charlotte headed to the kitchen to check on the cake, Rachel buzzed past her en route to check on something else. Discretely, they lifted their hands and high-fived each other. 

      “Is it my imagination, or are we killing this?” Rachel whispered. 

      “It’s one of the best weddings I’ve ever seen?” Charlotte muttered back, at a loss. 

      Charlotte popped through the swivel door between the hall and the kitchen. Back there, several line cooks and a head chef finished plating the first salad course, upon which they placed a healthy slab of pink salmon. Charlotte waved a hand and complimented the hors d’oeuvres. “I managed to grab a crab cake,” she explained. “And it was to die for! I knew there was a reason I always recommend you guys to my clients.” 

      The chef saluted her and returned to work, his face stoic. Charlotte knew better than to try to joke with the chef and the kitchen staff. Theirs was a tough and quick-paced job. Yes, hers was too, but it required a whole lot more “fluff” and a whole lot less “slicing, dicing, sautéing, boiling, and plating.” They didn’t have time to talk. 

      Rachel and Charlotte had retrieved the cake from renowned cake decorator and Charlotte’s first cousin, Christine Sheridan, earlier that afternoon. The result was a knockout— ten tiers with delicate fondant flowers and fondant “lace” around each tier. A classy-looking wedding topper stood at the top, the bride and groom old-fashioned and regal. 

      Sure, the whole “cake decision” had been a difficult one. Felicity had gone back and forth on the topic, sometimes calling Charlotte in the dead of night to declare that she “hated” the old cake idea and had a brand-new idea. This particular cake design was simplistic yet honorable, not the sort of thing anyone could fuss about. 

      Rachel came through on the speaker of Charlotte’s headset. “How’s it looking?” 

      “Just like it did when we brought it in,” Charlotte returned. 

      “Fantastic. I have a small issue out here with the seating arrangements. Seems like an ex-wife of someone doesn’t want to sit with the ex-husband’s new stepdaughter.” 

      “I’ll be out in a sec to handle it,” Charlotte affirmed.

      “No need. I have an idea,” Rachel told her. 

      Charlotte’s heart lifted. Over the previous couple of years, Rachel had really stepped to the plate in the wedding industry, especially during “peak wedding season,” which just happened to be between school years. Charlotte often imagined how much further ahead she’d have been if she’d gotten into the business at Rachel’s age. If Rachel wanted to, she could strike up her own business in a few years and already advertise herself as having eight years of experience. 

      Out on the islands of Nantucket and Martha’s Vineyard, wedding planners were a hot commodity. There would certainly be brides for the taking.
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        * * *

      

      Dinner was plated and served. The blues band continued to play; the music rang out through the open glass doors and filled the old-fashioned world with a hint of the new one. The gorgeous crowd chatted amicably, with their drinks lifted and their forks tinging their plates. At the head table, Felicity and her groom, Harvey, seemed lovey-dovey, frequently leaning in to kiss one another, just like a bride and groom were meant to. 

      After the meal, the lead singer of the blues band announced that it was time for the “first dance.” This, Charlotte remembered, had also been a bone of contention for Felicity, who’d said that a “first dance” was usually lame and often boring for the rest of their guests. Eventually, however, she’d called Charlotte to request “Close to You,” originally sung by The Carpenters. Charlotte found this to be a strangely adorable choice, especially coming from someone she often feared for her life in front of. She passed the news along to the blues band, who concocted a near-perfect blues rendition. 

      As Harvey and Felicity danced across the dance floor, their guests gathered, snapping photographs and watching as Felicity tilted her beautiful face toward Harvey’s and whispered words they couldn’t hear. Charlotte marveled that, actually, Felicity was a whole lot more beautiful when she was smiling rather than insulting whoever was around. 

      Mid-song, Charlotte and Rachel hustled back to the kitchen to retrieve the cake. They wheeled it out to the corner of the dance floor, positioning the bride-and-groom topper so that they looked out across the crowd. The song finished, and Felicity and Harvey shared a tender kiss as the crowd around them howled. 

      “Maybe I do believe in true love,” Rachel said under her breath. 

      “Why the heck wouldn’t you?” Charlotte shot back. She wanted her daughter to believe in all beautiful things, big or small. 

      Felicity remained on the dance floor with several bridesmaids, all of whom gushed about the wedding. Felicity flipped her hair behind her shoulder as the blues band started to play. One of her girlfriends grabbed her wrist and bobbed along beside her, dancing in her outrageous heels. Felicity stumbled slightly and fell off to the side. There was a sudden hush across the dance floor. Charlotte’s heart stopped beating for two full seconds. 

      There was a rip. The wedding dress had caught beneath the heel of her shoes and ripped a full three inches. 

      Charlotte gaped at the gash with horror and tried to drum up something to say to calm Felicity down. The last thing she wanted was for Felicity to suddenly scream at her friend in the center of the dance floor. Nobody liked a demonic bride. 

      When Felicity lifted her gaze, she directed it toward Charlotte, of all people. Her lower lip quivered with rage. She then dropped her eyes toward the cake. A look of horror was transfixed across her face, as though the cake itself was made of fire. 

      “What the heck is that?” she demanded, her voice low. 

      Charlotte’s eyes widened. She turned to blink down at the cake, which was the exact one Felicity had asked for. “Um. It’s your cake?” 

      Felicity lifted her dress as she staggered forward. The ripped edges frayed in the breeze as she moved forward. “That is not my cake.” 

      Charlotte’s throat tightened. She took a hesitant step back, keeping a smile on her face. The last thing she needed was for the crowd to notice this meltdown. 

      “This is the cake you asked for,” she said. 

      Felicity’s nostrils flared. Here she was, the Felicity that Charlotte knew so well. “This is not my wedding cake. I need you to take it away and get me a new one.”

      Charlotte wanted to laugh. She wanted to fall to the floor, tear at her own dress, and roll around the reception hall, wailing with laughter. The entire situation was crazy.

      “Where do you suggest I get a wedding cake five minutes before it’s time to serve it?” Charlotte asked flippantly. 

      Felicity’s cheeks were blotchy with rage. But just as she opened her mouth to tear into Charlotte, the groom appeared. He leaped for Felicity and pressed a hand on her shoulder. Felicity shook his hand off and pointed at the cake, enraged. 

      “Harvey. Do you see what she’s done?” 

      Harvey’s eye roll was so deep that he nearly lost his eyes in the back of his head. “Felicity?” 

      “Because, Harvey, we’ve paid this woman a lot of money, and I mean a lot, to make our day perfect. Don’t you want our day to be perfect?” Felicity continued. 

      A few people along the edge of the crowd had begun to notice Felicity’s anger. Charlotte nibbled on a fingernail nervously. She was terrified of what would happen next. She remembered how much Felicity’s father still owed her for the rest of the fees. It wasn’t a number to sniff at.

      “Felicity?” Harvey’s voice meant business. It was like a teacher calling out a misbehaving student in class. 

      Felicity blinked at her new husband. All the color drained from her cheeks. “Harvey, if you disagree with me, I—”

      But suddenly, Harvey’s massive hand flashed back into the cake. He ripped a massive chunk from the tenth tier, directly below the husband-and-wife topper, and then he smashed the cake directly into Felicity’s mouth to shut her up. 

      Charlotte had never seen anything like it, not in all her years of working as a wedding planner. 

      Those who’d noticed the fight gasped at the sight of the bride, dripping with cake. Those who hadn’t noticed, however, just assumed that this was all a part of the fun. It was a classic event in most weddings— the husband and wife shoving cake between each other’s lips. She was sure it was romantic to some and then not so much to others.

      Felicity gaped at her husband for a long time. Vanilla frosting dripped from her lips. Harvey let out a single, hesitant laugh as though he’d just decided to stand up to a bear. You didn’t just decide to stand up to a bear. There were rules in this life. 

      But before Harvey could run, Felicity leaped forward, grabbed a mound of cake for herself, and shoved it against Harvey’s mouth. The crowd adored the scene and howled. Even the blues band began to play “Top of The World,” another Carpenters’ song, which lifted the mood considerably. 

      In fact, a split-second later, Felicity pressed her head adoringly against Harvey’s chest and whispered up at him. “I just lose my cool sometimes, Harv. You know that.”

      “I do. I do know that.” Harvey spoke like someone who’d been to hell and back. Still, his eyes reflected sincere love. 

      The issue of the cake was soon forgotten. Charlotte sent it back to the kitchen to be sliced and plated, and soon, the guests were enjoying Christine Sheridan’s masterpiece. Charlotte and Rachel both nabbed pieces of their own and ate them secretly in the hallway, gobsmacked at the turn of events. 

      “Felicity really loves him,” Rachel offered, licking the tongs of her fork. 

      “And he seems to really love her. And know exactly what to do to calm her down,” Charlotte muttered. 

      “He better have a lot of cake on-hand over the years,” Rachel said. 

      “I wish him luck,” Charlotte said. “She’s terrifying.” 

      Rachel and Charlotte peered through the window of the reception hall, watching as Felicity tossed her head back joyously, her arm wrapped around her husband’s waist. There was still a tiny bit of frosting in her hair. Nobody would tell her because they were too afraid.
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      Charlotte drove bleary-eyed back to the house, her knees screaming and her once-curled hair limp and ragged. Rachel chatted excitedly beside her, fluffing her curls as the radio spit out pop music. It was ten at night, and they’d just said goodbye to the catering staff, put the wedding guests in taxis, and watched the bride and groom walk barefoot and drunkenly hand-in-hand toward their wedding suite. Just before his own departure, the father of the bride had slipped a two-hundred-dollar tip into Charlotte’s hand and told her he would “pay the rest of the bill first-thing Monday morning.” Charlotte could have cried with relief. 

      The red-bricked house sat up a bit from the Vineyard Sound and had a wraparound porch and large bay windows that often seemed to suck the light in from the gorgeous summer surroundings. Everett and Charlotte had purchased the place when they’d decided to move in together, leaving behind the home where Charlotte and Jason had raised Rachel together. It had been a heartbreaking yet necessary decision, a part of Charlotte’s plan to push herself forward and create a new life. The yard sale and throwing-out of old possessions had nearly destroyed her, but decorating the new place with antiques and fresh design had thrilled her, captivating her during the darker and slower winter months. 
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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.
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