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For Isabelle Duquesne-Clerc, and her ongoing efforts to make me more French


Chapter One

‘Miss Henshaw?’

Alice paused at the classroom door and turned back to the professor. ‘Sir?’

‘Excellent commentary today,’ the elderly man declared. ‘Your remarks on Macbeth were pertinent and insightful.’

Alice stared at him in disbelief. Finally, she was able to choke out, ‘Thank you, Professor Grimsby,’ before fleeing the room. Nick, who always sat just next to her in class, followed her out.

‘Hallelujah,’ he said. ‘May I offer you my heartfelt congratulations? That was a first.’

‘For me, at least,’ Alice agreed.

‘For anyone! Do you know what he wrote on my last piece of coursework? “This essay is not without some merit.” That’s his idea of giving praise.’

Her classmate was right – Grimsby was infamous for his total inability to say anything positive to students. Now that the professor’s remark was sinking in, Alice could actually feel a never-before-experienced exhilaration.

‘I think I’m in shock,’ she told Nick as they left the building. ‘I can’t feel my feet on the ground.’

‘This calls for a celebration,’ Nick declared. ‘How about letting me buy you a coffee? Or even something stronger?’

Alice smiled at her classmate. ‘Thanks, Nick, but I’ve got plans.’

‘How about later? Dinner?’

Alice bit her lower lip. She knew she had to let him down, but it wasn’t easy. Nick was cute, fit, smart, funny …

She spoke gently. ‘I can’t, Nick. I’m sorry.’

His face fell. ‘Boyfriend, huh?’

‘Well … there is someone I’m seeing.’

Nick sighed. ‘Lucky guy. Well, have fun. See you tomorrow.’

He took off, and Alice hoped there wouldn’t be any bad feelings. Nick was such a nice guy, and she wouldn’t mind hanging out with him sometime … but not today. There was another nice guy waiting at the King’s Arms, along with her flatmate and her nice guy. Even if she wasn’t ready to call Callum her boyfriend, she had been seeing him pretty much exclusively. She wasn’t sure where their relationship was heading but she had to give it a chance. And that meant not going out with anyone else.

As if to accentuate the unexpected praise she’d just received from the professor, the sky that had been overcast all day responded with an unexpected clearing. It was beautifully warm now and she slipped off her jacket. Then she tugged at the elastic in her hair and released her dark-blonde curls. She wasn’t sure why she always felt compelled to wear her hair pulled back when she went to her classes. Probably for the same reason she carried a satchel instead of her favourite fringed handbag. She thought it made her look more serious, more academic. More like someone who belonged at university.

These little tricks were silly, she knew that, but she needed them to bolster her confidence. She’d never expected to find herself at a real university, or even in a real city. Back in secondary school, she’d been a decent student, and she was a great reader, but higher education just hadn’t been a dream for her. She’d always assumed that once she left school, she’d take a secretarial course somewhere in the vicinity of Uppingham, the pretty market town where she’d grown up. She’d work for a couple of years. Then she’d marry her childhood sweetheart and raise a family.

But things hadn’t worked out the way she’d thought they would. So when her best friend suggested that they both apply to Nottingham University, move to the city and live together, it seemed like a good alternative. So here they were, sharing a flat, going to classes, hitting the library and the student hang-outs, and generally enjoying themselves. And today, for the first time, she realized she was actually succeeding in her studies! Life was good.

She quickened her step. With any luck, someone would have arrived early enough to secure a table in the beer garden. As she walked, she committed the professor’s words to memory. She couldn’t wait to repeat them to Lara. Her poor roommate had been forced to endure Alice’s complaints about Mr Grimsby over and over since the beginning of the term.

Reaching the King’s Arms, she hurried through the pub and went directly to the back door that led into the garden. Every table was occupied but then she spotted Harry alone at one of them.

‘Hi,’ she said, resisting her usual urge to ruffle Harry’s curly hair. There was something very huggable about Lara’s boyfriend. Lara herself called him her living teddy bear. ‘Where’s Lara?’

‘Late, as usual,’ he told her. ‘And your boyfriend’s at the bar, collecting drinks.’

There was that word again – boyfriend. Maybe in another month or so, she’d feel differently, but at this point in time she just wasn’t comfortable with it. It sounded too much like a commitment she wasn’t ready to make. She wasn’t even sure if she was looking for a boyfriend. Been there, done that … and she wasn’t ready to go there and do it again.

The boy who didn’t yet have a label was coming towards them now, with a pint in each hand. He was still wearing his work suit, but he’d loosened the tie and opened the top button of the shirt. Still, he looked more mature than most of the guys she knew.

‘Didn’t you hear me calling in there?’ he asked as he plonked the drinks down on the table.

‘Sorry,’ she said, planting a kiss on his cheek.

‘You’re forgiven. What do you want to drink?’

‘I’ll get it,’ Alice told him.

He gave her a look of exaggerated horror. ‘Do you really think I’d send my girlfriend unprotected into that hive of lonely guys? Now, what are you drinking? Cider?’

‘Yes, thanks,’ she said, taking a seat. So Callum already felt comfortable calling her ‘girlfriend’. This was the first time she’d heard him use the word, and she assessed her reaction. Confusion – that was the only word she could come up with. Callum was a terrific guy, but she hadn’t yet felt the bolt of ‘I’m-in-love’ lightning. Maybe it would come, eventually … but hearing him say the word put the pressure on her to reciprocate.

Harry had heard the word too. His bushy eyebrows shot up. ‘You’re the girlfriend now, huh? When did that happen?’

‘None of your business,’ Alice replied briskly.

‘Of course it’s my business; I introduced you two. If you’re going out with my best mate, I deserve to know every detail!’

‘You’re going with my best friend,’ Alice pointed out. ‘Have I ever asked about your feelings?’

‘You don’t have to,’ Harry replied. ‘You know I’m crazy about her.’

This was true. Harry and Lara had been inseparable for six months. They’d met in a lecture on the very first day of their very first term at Nottingham, and by now Alice was convinced that the concept of love-at-first-sight wasn’t a myth. In her case, she’d only met Callum a month ago, when he’d moved here to take up a trainee post at a bank. At least she could say there had been an attraction-at-first-sight.

He was a lovely guy, and it was great to have such a nice companion. He was agreeable and reliable; she could count on him. They never argued, they never even disagreed. OK, maybe he wasn’t the liveliest of companions but he was always in a pleasant mood, always saying the right thing at the right time and never demanding anything she wasn’t ready to give.

‘Earth to Alice, come in Alice.’

She blinked. ‘Huh?’

‘You look like you’re on another planet.’

‘So would you if you’d just received praise from Professor Grimsby.’ She reported what had just transpired. This time, Harry’s eyebrows met the curl that Lara was always brushing off his forehead.

‘You’re kidding! A kind word from His Royal Grimness? That’s like the Pope recommending a sainthood!’

‘I know, I still can’t believe it.’

‘You can’t believe what?’ Callum had returned with her cider.

‘The toughest lecturer in the entire English department complimented me on my comments in class.’

‘That’s wonderful,’ he said. ‘Congratulations.’

‘I’m not sure congratulations are in order yet,’ Alice declared. ‘Let’s see what kind of mark I get at the end of term.’

Harry disagreed. ‘You’re golden, Alice. You’ve been anointed. It’s smooth sailing for you now that Grimsby’s fallen for your charm. Excuse me, your intellect!’

‘Uh-oh,’ Callum commented. ‘Do I have a rival?’

Alice reached over and squeezed his hand. ‘Grimsby is about a hundred years old and he bears a remarkable resemblance to a frog. Not to worry, my dear, he’s no competition for you.’

‘Hi, guys, sorry I’m late.’ Slightly breathless, Lara pulled out a chair, plopped down and blew a kiss at Harry.

‘Is that all I get?’ he complained.

Lara leaned over the table towards him. Putting both hands on his plump cheeks, she tilted his head and laid a big kiss right on his lips.

‘There,’ she said, releasing him. ‘Better?’

‘Much,’ he said with a grin. ‘Alice, tell Lara your news.’

‘OK, one more time and that’s it! Grimsby said my comments on Macbeth were pertinent and insightful.’

‘Lucky you!’ Lara beamed. ‘And lucky me. I won’t have to listen to you whine about him any more.’

Callum pretended to be shocked. ‘Are you calling my girlfriend a whiner?’

‘Obviously you don’t know her as well as I do.’ Then his use of that certain word hit her. Her eyes widened slightly and she gave Alice a meaningful look.

Alice ignored it. ‘How was your day?’

‘Not bad,’ Lara said. ‘I got something interesting in the post.’ She reached into her handbag and drew out a large white envelope.

‘What’s that?’ Alice asked.

‘Not sure, but it’s postmarked “France”.’ She tore it open. ‘There are two envelopes inside, one marked for me and one for you.’

Alice opened her envelope, extracted a thick piece of paper and read the embossed words. At first, they didn’t register, and she read them again.

‘That’s nice,’ she said at last

‘What is it?’ Harry demanded to know.

Lara’s eyes were wide, and she shot Alice an ‘I’m sorry’ look before responding. ‘An invitation to a wedding. My cousin Jack’s getting married.’

‘He’s the one who lives in Paris, right?’ Harry asked.

Lara nodded. ‘He’s marrying a French girl. At least, I assume she’s French. I’ve never met her.’

Alice looked at the invitation again and checked the name of the bride-to-be. ‘Nathalie, with an “h”. And her last name’s Dupont. Yes, that sounds pretty French.’

‘Wait a minute,’ Harry said. ‘Isn’t he the same age as us, Lara?’

‘Two years older.’

‘That’s still kind of young to be getting married,’ Callum commented.
 
‘Exactly what I’m thinking,’ Lara replied. ‘I’m in shock.’

‘What time is it?’ Alice asked suddenly.

‘Just after six,’ Harry said.

She rose. ‘I just remembered. I have to pick up my dress from the dry cleaner’s and it closes at six thirty.’

Callum immediately pushed his chair back. ‘I’ll come with you.’

‘Don’t be silly, you’ve been at work all day,’ Alice said. ‘I’ll only be a few minutes.’ Without meeting Lara’s eyes, she grabbed her bag and hurried out of the garden.


Chapter Two

Alice had nothing waiting for her at the dry cleaner’s – that had been a rubbish excuse to get away. A million memories had flooded her head and she needed a few minutes alone to collect her thoughts.

There was a small park just across the street from the pub. On this unusually warm spring day, it was full of people, but she managed to find an unoccupied bench. She sat down and let out the breath she felt like she’d been holding since she opened the envelope.

Back at the pub, when she first saw the invitation, she’d managed to show nothing more than some mild surprise and interest. But she knew she had to get away before she lost control and let her real feelings out. Because it hadn’t been just a surprise. It was a blow.

Taking the invitation out again, she re-read it.

You are cordially invited to celebrate the marriage of Mr John Robert Baron to Mademoiselle Nathalie Marie Dupont …

‘John’ was Jack’s real first name, but it looked strange and formal to her. The words were embossed on the heavy cream-coloured paper. The date was written out in words, not numbers, and the venue was Château Belleville.

How long had it been since she’d last seen him? At least two years … and almost that long since she’d had any communication with him at all. She could remember a time when two days without a conversation would have been inconceivable.

Alice had been eleven years old when she first set eyes on Jack Baron. She could remember the moment as if it was yesterday. It was an August morning, quite warm, and she’d been in the front garden at home, pruning roses with her mother, when the boy on the skateboard appeared out of nowhere. Clearly new to the sport, he was struggling to keep his balance. Then, just at the end of their driveway, he attempted some sort of jump, and toppled into a rose bush.

‘Aiiiiiiiii!’ he screeched, and Alice and her mother ran over to him.

‘Are you all right?’ Mum asked anxiously.

Gingerly, he extracted himself from the bush, yelping as the rose thorns pierced his bare arms. That appeared to be his only injury. Once standing, he looked at the damaged bush and his expression was contrite.

‘Excusez-moi, madame! Je suis désolé!’

‘What?’ Alice asked. She couldn’t understand him.

‘He said he was sorry, in French,’ Mum answered for him. ‘Are you French?’

‘Half,’ he replied. ‘My mother’s French, my father’s English. I just moved back to England, so I suppose I’m still thinking in French. Anyway, I’m really sorry. I’ll pay for the roses. Well, actually, I don’t have any money, but my father will pay for them. Do you know Richard Baron? We live on the estate up the road.’

‘No, we haven’t met yet,’ Mum said. ‘Alice, why don’t you show – what’s your name, young man?’

‘Jack. Jack Baron.’

‘I’m Margaret Henshaw, and this is my daughter, Alice.’

‘Pleased to meet you.’ He looked again at the rose bush and winced. ‘You’re probably not so pleased to meet me.’

Mum laughed. ‘It’s not the end of the world, Jack. And I’ll forgive any young person with such nice manners. Alice, show Jack where he can clean himself up. Alice! Did you hear me?’

Alice had been staring at the boy in wonderment. And not just because he was new to the neighbourhood. He seemed so different. The boys she knew mumbled and stammered and wouldn’t even speak to adults unless they really had to. He looked different too. Even in jeans and a T-shirt, with smudges of dirt on his face and hands, there was something about him. At the age of eleven, she probably didn’t have a word for it, but looking back now, she guessed it was an aura of sophistication, self-confidence … something that set him apart from the kind of boys she knew.

Inside the house, she showed him the bathroom, and then offered him a snack in the kitchen. That was how it began, with crushed roses and a chocolate biscuit. She learned a little about him that day. His parents had divorced when he was six, and his mother had taken him to live with her in Paris. His English father was a schoolteacher, and he’d recently taken a position at the boarding school in town. Jack had been sent back to England to attend the elite institution.

So he wouldn’t be going to Alice’s ordinary secondary school, but he would be living just down the street. In the weeks to come, that was enough to create a bond between them. At Uppingham School, Jack’s classmates were all rich boarders, so the fact that he lived at home with his father and could only afford to go to the school because he got free tuition made him an outsider.

Jack’s father was nice, but he was a scholarly person, distant and reserved. His family lived in Uppingham too – a sister, brother-in-law and niece – but he wasn’t close to them. He treated Jack kindly, but he just wasn’t very communicative. And there were no brothers and sisters. So almost every day after school, Jack headed to Alice’s house, where she and her two sisters were always entertaining friends, including Jack’s cousin Lara. Jack became one of the gang. To Alice, he was a best friend and confidant – practically a brother.

She couldn’t remember exactly when or how everything changed. It just happened. It seemed like one day they were battling over control of a video game, and the next day, they were kissing. And then they were inseparable.

They had their ups and downs, the usual spats and disagreements, but they always recovered from them quickly. As she watched her friends pair off, break up, pair off with someone else, Alice knew her relationship with Jack was special. They were soul mates. It was a connection she couldn’t imagine ever having with anyone else.

Then Jack turned eighteen, and to Alice’s surprise he decided he would go to university in France. Alice remembered the long talk with her mother just before he left. Mum had spoken gently, with concern.

‘Things will be very different for both of you, Alice. You and Jack have a lovely relationship, but Jack’s moving into another world. He’ll be meeting new people and having new experiences that you won’t share. He’ll change, and you’ll change too. Hopefully, you’ll stay together, but you both need to spread your wings and give each other some freedom.’

Alice didn’t argue with her, but she wasn’t really listening. She and Jack had spent time apart before. Alice went on holidays with her family, Jack went to France to visit his mother. But they always emailed, called and texted on a daily basis. Distance had never had any impact on their feelings for each other. She and Jack weren’t like other couples. What they had was way too special, too unique. Alice knew that in three or four years, Jack would return from university. They would marry, have children, and live happily ever after.

And during Jack’s first few months away, everything went just as she imagined it would. He came back to stay with his father in the holidays and spent all his time with her. Then Jack’s father left Uppingham to take up a position at another school, way up north, and Jack went to see him on his next break. The calls and emails became less frequent. He was busy, she told herself. Going to lectures, studying and writing essays, nights out with the other students … he was too tired to write or call. She tried to be understanding and mature about it, but she missed him terribly.

So she wrote and asked him to stay during the next holiday. She knew they needed to talk, to reconnect, to remember what they had together.

It was over a week before she heard back. That should have been a warning, but she was so naive, or maybe just so stupid, she didn’t even fret over it. Maybe if she’d thought about it, she wouldn’t have been so shocked by the email he ultimately wrote.

We’re too young.

We’re not ready to commit.

We need to be free, to have experiences, to meet other people.

We have to be realistic.

We, we, we – when he was really only talking about himself. She didn’t need freedom, she didn’t want to meet other people. Suddenly, Jack had decided on his own that all their plans for the future were off.

The shock had been devastating. She’d never cried so much in her life. Finally, the crying stopped and was replaced by anger. How could he do this to her? All that ‘too young’ business – what nonsense. He’d met another girl and he’d dumped her. That’s all there was to it.

She’d found anger was a lot easier to deal with than despair. And Lara had been there for her. She was almost as furious as Alice. How could her favourite cousin do this to her best friend? Lara declared that she would never have anything to do with him again.

Lara also tried to help her get over it. She encouraged Alice to go to parties, meet other boys. But Alice, who had never even been on a date with another boy, couldn’t think about this. Besides, who would she date? She knew all the boys in Uppingham, and she wasn’t the least bit attracted to any of them.

‘Come to university with me,’ Lara had suggested. ‘There’ll be lots of single blokes there.’

So Alice did, and Lara had been right. There were lots of guys, and Alice went out with them. The sadness and the anger faded, and she was able to put Jack to the back of her mind. She honestly believed he was dead to her.

But now he’d returned from the grave, and the old feelings came back with him. And why had she received an invitation anyway? If he’d wanted to make it very, very clear that he’d moved on with his life, he couldn’t have thought of a better way.

Alice re-read the invitation. Nathalie, with an ‘h’. Was this the girl he’d dumped her for?

She shivered, and realized that the sun was beginning to set. How long had she been sitting here? The others would be getting worried. Quickly, she stuffed the invitation back in her bag, got up, and walked rapidly back to the pub.

With the drop in the temperature, her friends had moved inside, and she found them studying the menu board.

‘Sorry to take so long,’ she said as she sat down. ‘I ran into someone and we started talking.’ She turned to the menu board. ‘What looks good?’

‘Where’s the dress?’ Callum asked.

Alice looked at him blankly. ‘Huh?’

‘You went to pick up your dress from the dry cleaner’s, didn’t you?’

‘Oh, right! They closed early, I’ll have to go back tomorrow. Mm, chicken-and-mushroom pie, that’s for me. What are you guys having?’

She smiled at the approaching waitress. But even as she placed her order in what sounded to her like a normal tone of voice, she could feel Lara’s wondering and worried eyes on her.


Chapter Three

Lara tried to be discreet, but she couldn’t take her eyes off Alice. She knew the business about the dry cleaner’s had been an excuse to escape. Alice was putting on a good show, smiling and chatting. But Lara could see straight through her. The invitation had had a much bigger impact than Lara would have anticipated. She could have kicked herself for presenting it to Alice here, in front of the boys. If she’d known what the envelope held, she would have waited until they were home.

Still, she was a little surprised by Alice’s reaction. Yes, Jack had broken Alice’s heart, but that was two years ago. Alice never talked about him, and it wasn’t like she didn’t have a boyfriend now. Still, Jack wasn’t just another ‘ex’ for Alice. While Lara could count at least half-a-dozen guys who’d held the title of boyfriend, she knew Jack had been Alice’s one-and-only.

She was distracted by the arrival of their food. The waitress placed steaming pastry-crusted bowls in front of each of them. The chicken-and-mushroom pies smelled wonderful.

Harry’s pie smelled good too but she knew what it contained and she wrinkled her nose. ‘How can you eat that?’

Harry plunged his fork into the pie and took a long look at what he extracted from it. ‘You know, if this little hunk of deliciousness was called something other than a kidney, more people would appreciate it.’

‘You just dripped gravy down your front,’ she pointed out. Dipping her napkin in her glass of water, she made an attempt to wipe it off. ‘I despair! That is definitely going to stain.’

Harry wasn’t concerned. ‘Fine by me. I’ll have a souvenir of an excellent pie.’

Lara sighed. How could she love this boy?

Harry addressed the group. ‘You know, when Lara and I were having a cuddle once, she left a lipstick print on my white shirt. It wouldn’t come out in the wash.’ He grinned. ‘Think I cared?’

Lara smiled. That was why she loved him. ‘Aren’t I lucky?’ she said, rolling her eyes.

‘You certainly are,’ Alice replied cheerfully. A little too cheerfully, Lara thought.

Callum looked at Alice. ‘Aren’t you going to say how lucky you are?’

Alice reached over and prodded him in the ribs. ‘How’s your pie?’

Interesting, Lara thought. Earlier that evening, Callum had referred to Alice as his girlfriend. Now he was giving her the opportunity to put him in the same category. Alice didn’t seem to be ready for that and Lara couldn’t help wondering if the wedding invitation had something to do with this.

The evening broke up early because Harry had an exam the next day. ‘Early bed for me,’ he declared as they prepared to leave.

‘You go on,’ Callum told him. ‘I’ll walk the girls home.’

‘Why?’ Harry asked. ‘It’s only five minutes away. They don’t need an escort.’

‘He’s being a gentleman,’ Lara informed him. ‘You could learn something from him.’ This was something else she loved about her boyfriend – she could tease him, and he could take it.

Harry brushed that off. ‘He’s not a gentleman. He just wants an excuse to get into the flat.’

‘You are a gentleman,’ Alice told Callum. ‘But Lara and I are fine walking alone. I could do with an early night myself, and you told me you’ve got a meeting first thing at the bank.’

It took her a while to convince Callum, but eventually they went their separate ways.

‘OK,’ Lara said as soon as they were out of earshot. ‘Start talking.’

‘About what?’ Alice asked innocently.

‘Well, for starters, you can tell me how you feel about Jack getting married.’

‘It was a shock,’ Alice admitted.

‘You’re really upset?’ It was more of a statement than a question.

‘Lara, we split up two years ago. It’s ancient history. But seeing that invitation, well … it just stirred up some old feelings.’

‘I’m so sorry,’ Lara said. ‘If I’d know what it was, I wouldn’t have given it to you at the table.’

‘I know you didn’t mean to. Can we talk about something else, please?’

‘OK. How about the fact that Callum called you his girlfriend tonight? That’s the first time I’ve heard him say that.’

Alice nodded. ‘Yeah.’

‘So? How do you feel about that?’

Alice spoke slowly. ‘Good. I think.’

‘So is he your boyfriend now?’

‘I don’t know!’ she said finally. ‘I like him. A lot. What’s not to like? He’s cute, he’s fun to be around, but …’ She hesitated.

Lara finished for her. ‘But you’re not in love with him.’

‘Not yet,’ Alice admitted.

‘You’ve been seeing him for almost two months,’ Lara said crossly. ‘If you don’t know how you feel by now—’

‘Wait a minute,’ Alice interrupted, laughing. ‘Not everyone falls in love at first sight, you know. You were just lucky.’

Lara had to agree. ‘It’s funny, isn’t it? Remember when I used to tell you about the man of my dreams? Tall, devastatingly handsome, elegant, rich … and I end up going out with a short, chubby student who dresses terribly and could definitely do with a lesson in table manners. Plus he tells Dad-jokes.’

‘He’s also head over heels in love with you,’ Alice noted.

Lara grinned. ‘He is, isn’t he? And he always makes me feel so, so—’

‘Happy?’ Alice offered.

‘Yes. And comfortable. He fits me, you know? Like shoes you’ve had for a long time.’

Alice burst out laughing. ‘What a compliment. Harry will be thrilled to know you’re comparing him to your trainers.’

‘I love my trainers too,’ Lara said. She decided it was time to get back to the original subject. ‘Alice … I know you loved Jack, but—’

‘Lara!’

‘You did!’ Lara persisted. ‘Didn’t you feel it when you first met him?’

‘That was ages ago! And we were just kids.’

‘Fine, so are you going to the wedding?’ They’d reached their building, and as they climbed the three flights to their flat, she added, ‘The invitation included a plus one.’

‘A what?’

‘We can bring dates, it’s on the RSVP card. What do you think? Should we invite the boys?’

Alice paused in the middle of turning the key in the lock to their door. ‘Are you crazy? I’m not going!’ She opened the door. ‘And before you ask, no, it’s not because I couldn’t bear to watch Jack get married – it’s because I can’t afford it!’

‘But April in Paris! It would be fun.’ She paused to hit a button on the iPod deck.

‘There’s the transport, first of all,’ Alice pointed out.

‘And I’m sure Paris hotels are not cheap. I’m going to put the kettle on. Do you want a tea?’

‘Yes, but, Alice, I have to go to this wedding – he’s my cousin, even if he is an idiot for what he did to you. Please come with me. I’m going to be so bored without you.’

‘You won’t be bored; you’ll have Harry with you. I don’t even understand why I got an invitation,’ Alice called out from the kitchen. ‘I mean, it’s not like Jack and I are still friends. We haven’t spoken for two years.’
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