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Chapter One


“This reminds me of your mum and dad’s wedding, Sophie!” said Shanti, dancing round her small bedroom with her three friends. “Do you remember? We danced to this song.”


“I can’t believe it was a month ago now,” said Sophie, her blonde ponytail bouncing as she spun. “It feels like just last week.”


“It was an awesome day!” said Cora.


“Look – here we are,” said Emily, pulling out her phone and showing them her screensaver. It was a photo of the four friends standing on the beach at the wedding, arms round each other, beaming at the camera.


Shanti smiled as she remembered the day – the pavilion decked out with fairy lights, Sophie’s mum in her beautiful dress, the delicious pizza and ice cream at Franketelli’s Italian restaurant afterwards – and then dancing long into the night. “It was a perfect wedding!”


“And it wouldn’t have happened without Bridesmaids Club,” said Sophie.


“We rock!” Cora agreed as Sophie high-fived her friends.


They went to the same large primary school, but they hadn’t known each other very well until a few months ago when they had discovered they were all going to be bridesmaids. They had started the Bridesmaids Club so that they could help make the four weddings they were involved in go perfectly. However, they’d had no idea that they would end up organising a whole wedding for Sophie’s parents.


When Sophie’s dad had lost his job, he and Sophie’s mum had decided to cancel the tropical wedding they had planned and it had looked like Sophie might not be a bridesmaid at all. But then the Bridesmaids Club had come up with the plan of organising a surprise wedding on the local beach. With some help from Sophie’s aunt, they’d actually pulled it off! It had been a real challenge but so much fun.


“So, I’ve been a bridesmaid, it’s your turn next,” Sophie said to Shanti.


“It’s just a week now until Rekha’s wedding, isn’t it?” said Emily.


Shanti nodded. Rekha was her older sister and the wedding celebrations were starting on Saturday – in six days’ time. She looked over at the beautiful pink bridesmaid lehenga hanging on her wardrobe door. “I can’t wait. It’s going to be so much fun,” she said, her brown eyes shining.
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“What happens at an Indian wedding?” asked Cora curiously.


“Well, I’ve only been to one and that was when I was little so I don’t really remember it very well,” admitted Shanti. Her mum’s family was originally from northern India. Her mum had grown up there and come over to England when she was eighteen, but her dad had been born in the UK. Shanti had been very surprised when her sister had said she wanted to have a big Indian wedding, but her husband-to-be, Ansh, came from a much more traditional family.


“It’s not just one ceremony, like at Sophie’s mum and dad’s wedding,” Shanti went on. “There are lots of different celebrations. We’ve already had a big engagement party at Ansh’s house. For the wedding itself, there’ll be several ceremonies and lots of eating, dancing and partying for three days. We’ve got relatives coming from all over the place. Nani – that’s my mum’s mother – is coming from India. She’s arriving tonight and staying here until after the wedding. Mum’s really stressing out about it because she hasn’t been to visit since I was three. Mum says Nani’s very traditional and we’re just not. I hope it’s OK.”


“That must be weird not to see your grandma often,” said Sophie. “I see my gran every week.”


Shanti shrugged. “I’m used to it. I’ve got lots of other relatives I see – aunties, uncles and cousins. We do sometimes Skype her. She just doesn’t like travelling.”


“It sounds like there’s going to be loads to do for the wedding,” said Emily. “If there’s anything the Bridesmaids Club can help with, then let us know.”


“Well, actually, there is something …” Shanti admitted.


“What?’ asked Cora curiously.


“It’s only a small thing,” said Shanti. “But I can’t work out what to get Rekha as a wedding present. I want to get her something special,” she continued, feeling a warm glow as she thought about her sister. Rekha was twenty-one, ten years older than Shanti, but she was the best big sister in the world. She was always ready to listen when Shanti wanted to talk. She helped Shanti with her homework and they went clothes shopping together at least once a month – and Rekha always treated her! Shanti knew she was going to really miss Rekha when she moved out to live with Ansh, after the wedding. She looked hopefully at her friends. “Any ideas for what I could get her?”


“You could buy some nice jewellery,” suggested Cora. “Then when she wears it, it’ll remind her of you.”


“I could but I haven’t got enough money,” Shanti said.


“Then why don’t you make her something?” suggested Sophie.


Emily nodded. “Home-made things are just as nice as shop-bought things. Better, even, because they show you really care.”


Shanti frowned doubtfully. “I’m not great at making things.”


“We can help you,” said Emily eagerly. “I’m sure I can find something in one of my dad’s books.” Her dad ran a craft shop and Emily shared his love of painting, drawing and making things. “I’ll have a look and find some ideas.”


Shanti beamed. “Thanks!”


“And let us know if there’s anything else that needs doing for the wedding,” said Sophie. “Anything. After all, that’s what the Bridesmaids Club is for!” She jumped to her feet. “Now let’s dance some more!”


Sophie pulled the others to their feet. Soon they were dancing round Shanti’s bedroom, even though there wasn’t much space. As Shanti spun round with the others and lost herself in the music, she felt a tingly rush of happiness. She had a wedding to look forward to, a beautiful bridesmaid outfit to wear and the best friends in the whole world!
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Chapter Two


“Have you come to catch up on Dance Off?” said Rekha when Shanti went to her sister’s bedroom after the rest of the Bridesmaids Club had gone home.


“Yep,” said Shanti happily. Dance Off was their favourite TV programme. The contestants had to learn different types of dance each week. Shanti and Rekha both loved dancing. Shanti did ballet and tap, and Rekha went to Indian dance classes, which was where she had met her fiancé, Ansh.


Every week, Shanti and her sister snuggled up on Rekha’s bed and watched Dance Off together. If they couldn’t watch it live, they always watched it on catch up. Rekha turned her television on but as she did so her mobile rang.


“It’s Ansh,” Rekha said, looking at the screen. “He’s video calling.” She answered the call. “Hi, babe.”


Shanti moved so she could see over Rekha’s shoulder. Ansh’s handsome face filled the screen, his dark hair falling over his forehead. “Hi, Ansh!” she called, waving.


He grinned and waved back. “Hey, Shanti,” he whispered.


Shanti frowned. It looked like Ansh was in the dark. “Where are you? And why are you whispering?”


Ansh’s eyes darted furtively from side to side. “I’m in my bedroom with the light switched off. I don’t want anyone to know I’m in here!”


“Why?” asked Rekha.


“I’m hiding from my aunties.” Ansh shook his head. “Three of them are staying at our house from now until the wedding. They’re driving me nuts. They keep telling me what a fine boy I am and ruffling my hair—”


“It is very nice hair,” Rekha put in, smiling.


“Well, I wouldn’t mind you ruffling it,” said Ansh, with a cheeky twinkle in his eye. He shook his head in mock dismay. “Oh, Rekha, what have we got ourselves into?”


Rekha grinned. “I told you we should have just had a simple registry office wedding. But no, you were the one who wanted the whole big wedding with all the relatives and all the fuss—”


Ansh interrupted her. “Oh, help, they’re coming! They’ve found me!” There was the sound of a door opening and Shanti heard the chatter of excited voices.


“Here he is! Our handsome nephew!”


“Hiding like a little mouse in the dark! Who would believe it?”


“Gotta go!” hissed Ansh, ending the call.


Shanti giggled. “Poor Ansh!”


“It’s his own fault,” said Rekha, putting her phone on her bedside table. “He wanted all this – the ceremonies, the food, the guests, the wedding clothes. He’s more of a bridezilla than I am! He even wants to know what mehndi patterns I’ve chosen for my hands and feet.”


“Have you decided yet?’ Shanti asked curiously. At the mehndi ceremony, Rekha would have her hands and feet decorated with delicate patterns painted in henna, a dark paste made from plants.


“Not yet,” said Rekha with a shrug. “I really don’t know whether to go for traditional or modern patterns. Do you want to have a look with me? After all, you need to choose what you want on your hands too.”


“OK, let’s look,” said Shanti eagerly. As bridesmaid she was going to have mehndi too! Rekha got out her iPad and they sat on her bed looking at lots of different photographs of mehndi on the internet. Some were a traditional swirling paisley-type pattern, others had pictures of flowers and birds. Some went all the way up to the bride’s elbows, while others were just on the hands and wrists.
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