


[image: image]



Praise

Praise for Katie Fforde

‘A sweet a breezy read - the ideal accompaniment to a long summer’s evening’ Daily Mail

‘A heart-warming tale of female friendship, fizzing with Fforde’s distinctive brand of humour’ Sunday Express

‘A fairytale-like, gently witty read ... Heart-warming - made for sunny days in the park’ Cosmopolitan

‘Delicious ... gorgeous humour and the lightest of touches’ Sunday Times

‘Top drawer romantic escapism’ You Magazine

‘A witty and generous romance ... Jilly Cooper for the grown-ups’ Independent

Fiction

ISBN 9781846050916

www.rbooks.co.uk

www.katiefforde.com


KATIE FFORDE

[image: image]

Wedding Season

[image: image]


Contents

Cover

Praise

Title

Copyright

Dedication

Also by Katie Fforde

Acknowledgements

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three

Chapter Twenty-Four

Chapter Twenty-Five

Chapter Twenty-Six

Chapter Twenty-Seven

Chapter Twenty-Eight

Chapter Twenty-Nine

Chapter Thirty

Chapter Thirty-One

Chapter Thirty-Two

Chapter Thirty-Three

Chapter Thirty-Four

Chapter Thirty-Five

Chapter Thirty-Six

Chapter Thirty-Seven

Chapter Thirty-Eight

Chapter Thirty-Nine

Chapter Forty

Chapter Forty-One

Chapter Forty-Two

Chapter Forty-Three

Chapter Forty-Four

Epilogue


This eBook is copyright material and must not be copied, reproduced, transferred, distributed, leased, licensed or publicly performed or used in any way except as specifically permitted in writing by the publishers, as allowed under the terms and conditions under which it was purchased or as strictly permitted by applicable copyright law. Any unauthorised distribution or use of this text may be a direct infringement of the author’s and publisher’s rights and those responsible may be liable in law accordingly.

Version 1.0

Epub ISBN 9781407011134

www.randomhouse.co.uk



Published by Century 2008

2 4 6 8 10 9 7 5 3 1

Copyright ©Katie Fforde Ltd 2008

Katie Fforde has asserted her right under the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988 to be identified as the author of this work

This novel is a work of fiction. Names and characters are the product of the author’s imagination and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, resold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher’s prior consent in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition, including this condition, being imposed on the subsequent purchaser

First published in Great Britain in 2008 by 
Century 
Random House, 20 Vauxhall Bridge Road, 
London SW1V 2SA

www.rbooks.co.uk

Addresses for companies within The Random House Group Limited can be found at: www.randomhouse.co.uk/offices.htm

The Random House Group Limited Reg. No. 954009

A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library

ISBN 9781846050916
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 up, then or now. With love.




Also by Katie Fforde

Living Dangerously

The Rose Revived

Wild Designs

Stately Pursuits

Life Skills

Thyme Out

Artistic Licence

Highland Fling

Paradise Fields

Restoring Grace

Flora’s Lot

Practically Perfect

Going Dutch


Acknowledgements

Weddings always involve lots of people and in doing the research for my book, I met a lot of them and I hope I haven’t left anyone out of my thank yous. However, a couple of people are responsible for me writing the book in the first place. And yes, you are going to be named and shamed!

Firstly, Jema Hewitt for inspiring the whole idea and nearly teaching my daughter and me to make a corset. It was so much fun.

Secondly, Debbie Evans, friend, neighbour and hairdresser. Not only does she do my hair at a moment’s notice, at all hours of the day or night, but she made me realise that no book about weddings was complete without a hairdresser.

These are the two responsible for the whole idea but others had a hand in it too.

Sue Trevaskis from Colour Me Beautiful who wasn’t bossy but has inspired in me a desire to bounce up to people and say, ‘You really need to have your colours done.’ Most of us do, actually!

To Kate Cobb, wedding planner for real. Major respect to you!

Amanda Grange, author of Mr Darcy’s Diary and others, for her advice with regard to costume. Very generously, she didn’t say, ‘Do your own research.’

To Christine Gaunt, artist and dressmaker who shared her knowledge in the Curves changing room with great generosity.

To Cassie Winters-Pilcher, personal trainer and cake expert. Without her, that cake would never have been made.

To my personal trainer David ‘Mac’ McKinnon who not only knows everything there is to know about diet and exercise, he also has an encyclopaedic (and worrying?) knowledge of hen nights.

A book, like a wedding, is the product of many people. Without a wedding there would be no bride, and without an author there would be no book. But the bride would look a bit lonely standing at the altar without very many other people.

My publishers are the bridegroom to my bride. They are inspiring, inspired, hard working, patient, and incredibly supportive. When I despair they tell me the answers and are so nice about it. They never say, ‘That’s your job, Katie.’ They are nearly too numerous to mention but here goes.

In editorial there are Kate Elton, Georgina Hawtrey-Woore, and others who work so hard but never get to go out to lunch with The Author. Charlotte Bush and Amelia Harvell, who spoil me so shamelessly and keep me smiling through thick and thin. (Mostly thick, sadly.) Mike Morgan, who takes me on road trips every year. Rob Waddington, Oliver Malcolm, Jay Cochrane and Trish Slattery who force my books on the public so successfully. Claire Round and Louisa Gibbs in marketing. And Richard Ogle and the art department who produce such lovely covers.

To patient, long suffering Richenda Todd, without whom the egg on my face would be truly awful.

To all at AM Heath, Sara Fisher, lovely Sarah Molloy, Bill Hamilton and the rest of the team. Thank you!

Time for confetti now!


Chapter One
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Sarah stood by the lych-gate and surveyed the perfection of the summer morning. It was June and the sun was shining with the promise of a perfect day. The church was an early English gem, surrounded by closely mown, dew-spangled grass, ancient lichen-covered gravestones and clipped yews. She’d already seen Sukie, the florist, who’d been there since dawn, and now some of her anxiety left her. Two years of work had come to fruition. It was all going to be all right.

Then she screamed as someone appeared from behind a tombstone. ‘Agh! Hugo! You brute! You gave me such a fright!’ As her beating heart caught up with her brain and she realised she wasn’t being attacked, by a stranger at least, she went on: ‘You had me thinking it was Halloween for a moment there.’

Hugo, tall, blond and rumpled, always gave Sarah the impression that he’d just got out of bed – and not his own.

‘Sarah, you’re so sweet, I should give you up for Lent,’ he drawled in reply.

Sarah smiled. Hugo was one of the best photographers she dealt with and they always exchanged sallies and insults, but she had deliberately never got to know him as a friend – she felt it was more sensible to keep the relationship strictly professional. ‘We both seem to have got our seasons mixed up.’

‘As long as we’ve got the day right. Perfect for it, huh?’

Sarah nodded. ‘And you’ll love the bride. She’s really beautiful.’

‘Bridesmaids?’

‘Darling. Two little sweeties – we won’t call them angels until we know how they behave – and one big one to keep them in order. Heavenly dresses.’

‘Second families to worry about? Bride and groom’s parents still married to each other and pitching up?’

‘Yup. Marriage does work for some people, apparently.’ She smiled again slightly, pretending she was joking.

Hugo rumbled his amusement. ‘Don’t you believe in “happy ever after” then?’

‘Not very often. Which is why I think it’s important that the wedding is as wonderful as it can possibly be.’ She gestured to the scene of perfection before them. ‘It might be the only happy memory.’

Hugo inspected the dew that had gathered on his perfect shiny shoe. ‘Honestly, Sarah, if the people who pay you to organise all this knew how you feel . . .’

‘They don’t need to know about my feelings, only about my ability to find the perfect venue and a personable photographer who makes everyone look fabulous.’

He chuckled again, taking the hint that she needed to get on, along with the compliment. ‘So, anything I need to know?’

Sarah considered. ‘I don’t think you should have any trouble. The bride’s mother has put an awful lot of energy into this and is very anxious that nothing happens to spoil that, but she’s got a great hat. I’m sure she’ll succumb to your ready charm.’

Sarah could never understand why she was the only one who realised Hugo’s ready charm was part of his stock-in-trade as a photographer, but she admitted that, for a wedding planner, she did have more than the usual amount of cynicism. And for good reason: she hadn’t been in the business more than a couple of years and already two of the perfect weddings she had organised had broken up, one barely eight months after the happy pair drove off in a cloud of dried delphinium petals. Five of the six girls from her school who had got married the moment they hit twenty-five had since separated. There was also her sister’s debacle of a marriage, not to mention (and Sarah never did) her own heartbreak, recovered from but not forgotten. No, in Sarah’s eyes, happy-ever-after was the rare exception that proved the rule.

‘Well, I’ll just prowl around a bit more,’ said Hugo, unaware of Sarah’s thoughts. ‘Find somewhere really picturesque to take the less formal shots.’

‘Try to avoid grass stains on the dresses, if you can. Please! I always get complaints.’

He tipped his head and closed his already heavy-lidded eyes, indicating that while he heard her request, he wasn’t necessarily going to concede to it.

‘It’s all right for you, no one ever moans to you!’

‘Because I’m the best,’ he said simply.

And because he was, and they both knew it, she just said, ‘I’d better get back to the hotel to make sure everyone’s there who should be, and not too many people who shouldn’t.’ She frowned. ‘I’m still not convinced it wouldn’t have been better to have the reception at the bride’s home – it’s fabulous, but they decided it was less upheaval to have it at a hotel. It is a very good hotel, of course. But the money!’ She raised her hands in a gesture of amazement. ‘Now, I must get on.’

She turned away, aware of his sleepy gaze on her back. She hoped he wouldn’t get the bridesmaids to lean against lichen-covered gravestones and thus ruin their dresses for ever, but accepted that for him getting the right shot was vital and nothing much else came into consideration. She was good at managing people and she usually got what she wanted out of them, but she was never convinced that Hugo took any notice of her at all.

As she walked back to her car she wondered if Ashlyn was the sort of bride who would encourage people to open the champagne before the wedding and turn what should be a morning of solid preparation into an extension of the hen party. But her mother would probably put a stop to anything like that. A glass for everyone during the final hair and make-up session was fine, but only one!

She arrived at the hotel to a diorama of potential tragedy. Everyone was more or less static when they should have been calmly getting on with dressing the bride.

Instead, Ashlyn was sitting at the dressing table in a chemise, stockings and French knickers, with her mobile phone in her hand, tears of rage adding the wrong sort of sparkle to her eyes. Elsa, the dressmaker, waiting to help her into the dress now hanging on the back of the door, stood awkwardly inspecting her nails and picking bits of fluff off her black trousers.

Bron, in charge of hair and make-up, had also stepped back. Ashlyn’s long and slippery tresses were half up, half down, and her frantic texting had threatened her French manicure. The perfect make-up already needed reapplying.

‘What’s happened?’ demanded Sarah, instantly aware she was witnessing an unfolding calamity.

There was a moment’s tense silence and then the bride answered: ‘My fucking bridesmaid has decided not to come!’

Shock settled round the room like dust after an explosion. Sarah had never heard Ashlyn use language like that before. A moment’s reflection made her feel it was justified.

‘Oh no,’ said Sarah, her eyes shut, wondering how on earth two enchanting three-year-olds could possibly manage without an accompanying adult bridesmaid.

‘Oh yes.’ Ashlyn bit out the words between her newly whitened teeth. ‘She’s decided that a weekend away with her new boyfriend would be more fun than attending her best friend’s wedding!’

‘That’s so out of order,’ murmured Bron, wondering when she could carry on doing the bride’s hair.

‘And to think I paid for that bitch’s weekend at Barnstable Spa, which is not exactly cheap!’ Ashlyn went on. ‘And Mummy paid for her dress – another small fortune.’ Elsa, who’d also made the bridesmaid’s outfit, winced. ‘Well, at least I can change her disgusting wedding present for something decent!’

Sensing that the bride was beginning to move on from this disaster, Bron stepped forward with her comb and pins, preparing to carry on defying gravity with Ashlyn’s water-smooth hair. Elsa’s shoulders relaxed and Sarah said, ‘We can manage perfectly well without her. Poppy should be able to take your bouquet from you and we can ask your sister-in-law to take it from her. Don’t worry.’

Ashlyn gave a huge sigh. ‘I should have known not to trust her. She sat on my guinea pig when we were little and I’ve never forgiven her.’

There was a tiny pause, showing respect for the dead guinea pig, and then Bron said bravely, ‘OK, if I can just get back to doing your hair. We haven’t got all day.’

As Bron laughed, a little awkwardly, Sarah wondered if there was a bit of puffiness around her eyes this morning, or if she’d imagined it. She didn’t know Bron very well, perhaps she always looked like that.

Elsa stopped picking at her trousers and seemed calm, waiting for the moment when her dressmaking skills might be needed. Ashlyn’s mother had insisted that she attended, principally so she could make final adjustments to the chief bridesmaid’s dress, as she’d missed her final fitting. Most probably she would only be required to hook up Ashlyn’s dress at the back and break it to the bride that the dress would look better if it wasn’t worn over the French knickers she’d had such fun buying, but over nothing at all. She had a thong in her bag if Ashlyn preferred that option.

Then the door opened and the bride’s mother walked in. ‘Everything all right, darling?’

There was a moment’s silence. No one wanted to be the messenger that turned the bride’s mother’s big day into a disaster. Then Ashlyn bit the bullet. ‘Fulvia’s backed out. She’s going to Paris with her boyfriend instead.’

Mrs Lennox-Featherstone screamed, not loudly, but loud enough to alarm her husband who called anxiously through the door.

‘Is everything all right in there?’

‘No it is not!’ hissed his wife. ‘That – trollop – whom we’ve taken with us skiing, for God’s sake, has backed out!’

Sarah realised this was probably the moment when she really earned her money as a wedding planner and coordinator. ‘It’s all right, Mrs Lennox-Featherstone, we can manage perfectly well without her.’

‘I’ve paid for that dress,’ said her client’s mother. ‘Over two thousand pounds – and it’s not spending the wedding in a plastic bag!’

Elsa jumped. It was not her fault the dress was not going to be worn or that the enormous amount of hand-beading had taken her so long to do – it was time-consuming. But she couldn’t throw off her feelings of guilt.

‘That’s all right,’ said Ashlyn, calm now her mother was having conniptions, ‘Elsa can wear it. She and Fulvia are the same size and, unlike Fulvia, she’s been a real friend.’

Elsa gasped loudly. ‘Ashlyn, I—’

‘Yes you have,’ persisted Ashlyn, as if it was their friendship that Elsa had been about to deny. ‘You sorted me out when Bobby and I had that huge row and we’ve had such fun together! That lovely day looking at fabric. And you haven’t forgotten that time at—’

‘Stand up and let me look at you,’ snapped Mrs Lennox-Featherstone, obviously feeling there wasn’t time for reminiscing just now. ‘Why do you persist in wearing black? It’s absolutely the wrong colour for you. Drains you. Well, put on the dress and let’s see what you look like. It’s all right, Donald,’ she called through the door. ‘You can go away now. It’s all going to be fine.’

‘Um, I can’t wear the dress,’ said Elsa.

‘Why not? We know it fits,’ said Ashlyn’s mother.

‘Because I’d feel a fraud, not being Ashlyn’s real bridesmaid,’ said Elsa, sending Sarah a look that told her she needed help.

‘It might be a bit awkward with – er – Fulvia’s parents coming to the wedding.’ Sarah had already wondered if she could leave them seated so near the top table and decided that she had to.

‘I don’t suppose they know about their little tart’s defection,’ snapped Mrs Lennox-Featherstone. ‘Although they should have guessed, sending her to that awful school. None of the pupils leaves without an A level in bitchiness.’

‘OK,’ said Sarah, taking charge. ‘It is a shame that Fulvia has backed out but, as I say, we don’t really need her.’

‘Oh yes we do,’ said Ashlyn and her mother simultaneously.

‘Not only did the dress cost a fortune,’ went on Mrs Lennox-Featherstone, ‘but the photographs will be unbalanced without a big bridesmaid.’

‘Hugo is an excellent photographer,’ said Sarah. ‘I can assure you that—’

‘I want Elsa,’ said Ashlyn, like a child on the verge of a tantrum. ‘I like her a lot more than fu—’ She glanced at her mother and went on to use her ex-best-friend’s name without the alliterative expletive. ‘Fulvia.’

‘So you simply must be her bridesmaid, dear,’ said Mrs Lennox-Featherstone. ‘What the bride wants, she must have.’ She gave a tight smile and glanced at her daughter.

‘I can’t!’ persisted Elsa, feeling more and more uncomfortable.

‘You don’t want to spoil Ashlyn’s big day by being selfish, do you?’

‘Of course not,’ said Elsa. ‘But being a bridesmaid is a really big thing. It should be someone who’s known Ashlyn all her life not someone she’s only met—’

‘I’ve known you nearly two years,’ said Ashlyn. ‘I like you – and you haven’t killed any of my pets!’

Elsa tried to laugh at this attempt at lightheartedness. ‘No, but . . .’

‘Please!’ said Ashlyn. ‘I really want you to.’

‘I can’t,’ said Elsa, finding some determination at last.

‘Why not?’ demanded Ashlyn’s mother, who wouldn’t take no for an answer without a very good explanation.

‘Seriously, I can’t!’

‘But why not?’ demanded Ashlyn, who took after her mother and was curious as well as demanding.

‘My armpits!’ she said desperately and with all the firmness she could muster – given the word she was being firm with.

‘What about your armpits?’ said Ashlyn, a frown disturbing her perfectly shaped eyebrows.

‘I haven’t shaved them. At least, not for a few days . . .’ Elsa faltered, anxiously regarding the women who were all looking back at her, appearing to condemn her for slovenly, unhygienic habits.

‘Not a problem,’ said Bron smoothly, having kept out of the fraught discussion until now. ‘I have disposable razors in my kit.’

Mrs Lennox-Featherstone, who, like the others, had perched on the edge of the double bed, stood up and came across to Elsa. ‘I realise that as a family we’re asking an awful lot of you, but this is Ashlyn’s special day; we’ve been preparing for over two years. Please help us out.’

Elsa regarded her client. She knew as well as anyone how long this wedding had been in preparation as she had been thinking about, designing and eventually making the dresses for it. It had been her first really big contract and she’d put into it not only the expected blood, sweat and tears, but a good chunk of her soul too.

‘We would all be so grateful.’ The older woman put her hand on Elsa’s shoulder, and Elsa realised she’d never seen her vulnerable before. Bullying, Elsa might have stood up to, but not this heartfelt plea.

‘OK,’ she said, really wishing she could find it in herself to refuse, but conceding that she was finally beaten. ‘On the condition that Ashlyn doesn’t wear those knickers,’ she added. That was something she wouldn’t budge on.

‘What’s wrong with my knickers?’ said Ashlyn indignantly. ‘They’re silk chiffon and Bobby’s going to love them!’

‘I’m sure he is, but they’ll show through your dress where it glides over your thighs. It’ll spoil the line. I’ve got a thong if you don’t want to go knickerless.’

Distracted from Elsa for a moment, Ashlyn’s mother turned to her daughter. ‘Darling, I really do think you’d better wear something. You can’t go to church without pants on.’

‘Whatever,’ said Ashlyn, ‘as long as Elsa agrees to be my bridesmaid.’

Sarah, aware the room seemed very crowded all of a sudden, took charge once more. ‘Elsa, you go to the bathroom and have a shower and a shave – sorry, that sounds a bit weird! Mrs Lennox-Featherstone, you go to your room and get dressed. Bron will want to do your hair soon. And Ashlyn, you sit still so Bron can finish yours and then she’ll touch up your make-up.’

‘Let’s open a bottle of champagne,’ said Ashlyn when her mother had left the room and Elsa had been sent to the bathroom with a razor and an exfoliating scrub. ‘I put a couple of bottles in the mini-bar fridge.’

Sarah really wanted to say no. She knew it was fatal for people to start losing control at this stage but she was weakened by events. She wouldn’t have any herself but she really appreciated how welcome it would be to the others. ‘OK then, if you must.’

‘Can you open it for us then, Sarah?’ The bride fluttered her eyelashes just a little and Sarah sighed.

‘Get the glasses, Bron, there’s a dear,’ she said.

Everyone had a glass, and Sarah realised it had been a good idea after all. Just seeing the champagne pour creamily into the flutes had a calming effect.


Chapter Two
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Elsa realised she shouldn’t have washed her hair just after the shower hit the top of her head, but it felt so good, standing under the pounding water. The hotel had provided very pleasant-smelling and luxurious toiletries and Elsa thought she might as well make the most of them. She also deserved them. It was going to take far more effort to do this than anyone realised. Going home with soft and gently perfumed skin was, she felt, a justified perk. Besides, the shower in her converted loft and workroom wasn’t that good. She stayed under the water for as long as she thought she’d get away with.

Eventually she went back into the bedroom feeling clean and shiny with armpits dewy, hairless and fit to be seen. ‘I probably shouldn’t have washed my hair,’ she said apologetically.

Bron, who had been checking Ashlyn’s hair, which was swept into a chignon that enhanced her blonde beauty, looked up briefly and said, ‘It’s OK,’ before turning back to the delicate diamond tiara sitting on the top of the shining gold base, making sure that no pins were visible, and nothing less than a hurricane was likely to dislodge it.

‘Happy?’ Bron asked the bride in the mirror.

‘Magic,’ said Ashlyn, seeing herself as a proper bride for the first time. ‘I look quite like Claudia Schiffer, don’t I?’

‘Even more gorgeous,’ said Sarah, laughing gently. ‘Now, if you don’t mind going somewhere and keeping very still, we’d better let Bron get on with Elsa.’

Elsa, seated in front of the mirror, draped in a gown, peeked at herself through her hair. She really hated having it done and recently had taken to cutting the ends off herself with her dressmaking scissors – but not too often in case it permanently blunted them. It wasn’t so much that she minded the end result, she just hated spending all that much time looking at herself in the mirror.

Bron stood behind her, holding Elsa’s hair and moving it this way and that. ‘It’s a lovely colour,’ she said.

‘Thanks,’ muttered Elsa.

‘And in great condition. I’m just thinking . . . We haven’t got a lot of time to put it up, what do you think about a restyle?’

‘Won’t that take longer than just putting it in a bun?’ said Elsa. She’d already had enough excitement for one day.

Bron shook her head and shuddered at the same time. ‘Definitely not. Up-dos take ages. A cut and a blow-dry will be much quicker and I think it’ll look fab.’

‘What about the headdress?’ said Ashlyn from her seat by the window, as she idly flicked through a magazine. ‘She has to wear it.’

‘Not a problem. What do you think, Elsa?’

Elsa didn’t want to think. ‘I’ll shut my eyes,’ she said. ‘You do what you think is best.’

‘Excellent,’ said Bron softly, and picked up her comb.

Elsa sat at the dressing table, trying not to look at her reflection. She spent her working life coaxing beautiful fabrics into graceful shapes to make young women’s bridal dreams come true but she really hated getting dressed up herself. Her wardrobe consisted of several pairs of black trousers and several black tops. She felt safest in black.

Bron’s gentle fingers raised her head or moved it every now and then. She combed, she cut, and Elsa still didn’t look. As with using the bath products, having a haircut would make the torture that was to come useful, if possibly unbearable.

Elsa had never liked being the centre of attention and would do anything to avoid it. It went back to her schooldays when she blushed terribly easy and everyone used to tease her. She still blushed – although not quite as much – but the habit of never doing anything that made people look at her stuck.

Bron chatted gently to Elsa as she worked, commenting on the wonderful condition of her hair. ‘And as I said, it’s a lovely colour.’

‘You don’t think I should have some highlights in it or something?’

‘No, it’s a lovely rich brown, and so shiny. Highlights would spoil it.’

‘Oh.’ Elsa sat in silence for a while as Bron continued to comb and chop.

‘Right,’ said Bron, ‘now for the make-up. You can shut your eyes quite legitimately now.’

‘So did you train to do make-up as well as hairdressing?’ Elsa asked, to make conversation as much as anything.

‘Not really. I worked as a hairdresser for a television company for about five minutes before I went freelance. One day the make-up artist didn’t turn up so I did it. I’d seen it done lots of times and sort of picked it up. It makes you more employable if you can do both.’

‘So you’re freelance, are you? I thought you worked in a salon.’

‘I do, nowadays. I’d like to go freelance again, but it’s a money thing.’ And a boyfriend thing, thought Bron, but she didn’t share this with Elsa, who was technically now a client. ‘Right, have a look,’ she said a little while later.

‘Oh my God! A fringe!’

‘I know I should have asked, but you might have said no.’

‘I hardly recognise myself! My eyes look huge! Is it the make-up?’

Bron shook her head. ‘I haven’t put much on, just a touch here and there.’

Elsa stared at the stranger who stared back. She looked younger and yet more sophisticated at the same time.

‘Wow!’ said Sarah, looking up from her clipboard to inspect the new bridesmaid. ‘That looks amazing. Look at your cheekbones.’

‘You do look lovely,’ said Ashlyn. ‘Just as well you’re a brunette or I’d be jealous.’

‘It’s amazing what the right haircut will do,’ said Bron. ‘Now, the headdress. Did you make these?’

‘A friend of mine did. I can make them but quite honestly I had so much to do with the dresses, I asked her to do them for me.’

‘How do you fix it? Oh, I see, little combs. I hope it’ll stay on. Your hair is so shiny, I might need some clips.’ She stood back. ‘Oh! It looks adorable.’

Elsa hadn’t been referred to as adorable since she was three, but she had to admit that she did look better. Her usual beauty routine of toothbrushing and moisturiser didn’t involve looking in the mirror. Seeing her features emphasised with make-up was a shock. Her eyes really were quite large, with thick lashes; her skin glowed and her lips looked fuller. ‘Wow, I look amazing – and only a little bit like a deer caught in the headlights. Thank you so much.’

Bron laughed. ‘If you want to be a dear, put the dress on! It’s getting late. I can see Sarah looking at her watch.’

Elsa hadn’t been to many weddings and none as a main part. She had been thoroughly briefed by Sarah, Ashlyn and Ashlyn’s mother, and they had all given her quite different instructions. Now she sat in the back of one of the wedding cars, a vintage taxi, with the two little bridesmaids and one of them’s mother. As she was wearing the big dress, she was sitting on the bench seat next to the smallest bridesmaid, while the other two sat opposite.

‘I love your dress,’ said the mother, who Elsa thought was called Pam. ‘Did you make it?’

‘Yes, I did all the dresses.’

Pam sighed. ‘It’s heaven.’

Elsa smiled, not sure if she should take the credit for her creation or be modest about her appearance. The dress was a picture. It was a slightly simplified version of the bride’s, in the palest pistachio with very occasional cerise detailing.

The bodice was boned, a process which took hours of very precise cutting and seaming. It had been a real stroke of luck at the time that Fulvia, the errant bridesmaid, had shared Elsa’s dimensions, because she was never available for fittings. Elsa had made a model of her own body, aided by a giggling friend and a bottle of wine, when she was a student, so she could fit the dress perfectly. On top of the boned bodice was embroidery enhanced by crystals. It would have been perfectly suitable as a wedding dress, she had thought, wondering at the extravagance and generosity of the bride’s family.

‘It must have cost a fortune,’ said Pam.

Elsa took a breath. ‘It did, and not a small one, but it also took hours and hours of hand-stitching – almost as much as the bride’s. Poppy and Amanda’s dresses didn’t take so long.’ She smiled at the little girls who were now admiring their ballerina-length dresses with broad sashes. They had simple wreaths of fresh flowers on their heads, which (fortunately) had not been Elsa’s responsibility. A lovely girl called Sukie wearing dungarees and a broad grin had delivered them at a ridiculous hour before she had dashed off to the church.

‘Looks like we’re off at last,’ said Pam. ‘There’s Ashlyn getting in the car with her father. He’ll be able to keep her calm, I hope. Did you dress Vanessa, too?’

‘Mm. That was quite difficult.’ It was a silk suit of the most heavenly fabric that Mrs Lennox-Featherstone had bought in Singapore and had been hell on earth to sew.

‘So they paid you thousands, as a family?’

Elsa took a breath. It was a lot of money, but if you counted up the hours of time and labour, and the fact that the money was spread over two years, it didn’t make her a rich woman. ‘Yup.’

‘So you don’t mind being a bridesmaid then? At least you’re getting to wear one of your creations.’

‘Mm,’ said Elsa. ‘I’m actually happier in my black trousers.’

‘Great hair, by the way.’

Elsa blushed.

Elsa had a long time to admire the back of Ashlyn’s dress, which had been super-complicated to make. All those folds and gathers, beading and ribbons, had at first seemed a bit over the top to Elsa. But Ashlyn had insisted, and combined with a bit of tactful toning down on Elsa’s part, the effect was gorgeous.

The whole wedding was gorgeous, she had to admit. Sarah had done wonders. There was even a local choir so that the hymns had harmonies, and the fact that most people didn’t know them didn’t show.

Yet she was still anxious. She didn’t feel right wearing a client’s dress, even if she had tried it on a couple of times. But was it, she wondered, trying to distract herself from the minefield of the reception and the photographs that lay ahead, like staying in your own spare room? Magazines suggested that if you had a spare room you should sleep in it yourself to make sure it was comfortable. Maybe wearing one of her own creations would reveal any little flaws that might only come to light with wear. Call it research, she told herself, and shivered.

At last the ceremony was over. Widor’s Toccata boomed out from the organ and eventually it was time for the bridesmaids to process out after the bride. Just concentrate on the little sweeties, Elsa silently ordered the congregation, don’t look at me.

But fate wasn’t listening. It was only Elsa who processed, the little ones had been caught up by their loving parents, abandoning Elsa to a walk of, if not shame, definitely embarrassment. She stiffened her back and tried to look natural. Why had she never realised how difficult these darn dresses were to walk in?

There had been no video in the church but now the still photographs were to be taken. Elsa wasn’t sure what she should do. Would they really want her in the photos? Mrs Lennox-Featherstone had said she did, but surely you wouldn’t want a virtual stranger appearing next to beloved little nieces and old family friends? Having her photograph taken was something else she hated, ever since she’d been caught with her mouth open, looking completely gormless, as a child. Her parents’ gentle teasing about this photograph hadn’t helped.

‘Er – chief bridesmaid – what’s your name? I’ve got Fulvia down here, but somehow I don’t think that’s right.’ Hugo the photographer smiled his lazy but scarily efficient smile in her direction.

‘I’m not really a bridesmaid,’ began Elsa, ‘I’m only—’

‘Yes you are,’ said Mrs Lennox-Featherstone. ‘For all intents and purposes, you’re the chief bridesmaid. Tell Hugo your name, dear.’

Elsa longed to rebel, to stalk off across the churchyard and not let herself be captured on film, all dressed up like a dog’s dinner, feeling a complete idiot, but for one thing she didn’t have the courage, and for a second, she didn’t want to spoil anyone’s day.

‘I’m Elsa,’ she said to Hugo.

‘Well, I’m glad to find that out,’ said a male voice from behind her. ‘I’m Laurence, your partner in crime.’

Elsa shot round. She felt guilty enough already without people saying things like that to her.

‘The best man?’ said a tall, faintly smiling man who wasn’t exactly good-looking, but seemed well made and confident. He wasn’t standing in for anyone else, obviously.

‘Oh, hi. I’m not really the bridesmaid,’ she said for what felt like the hundredth time. ‘I’m just wearing the dress.’

‘And a very lovely dress it is,’ said Hugo. ‘Now, if you’d just stop crushing yourself against that buttress so we can see you and it, I’d like one of the pair of you . . .’

Elsa gave up. She’d told everyone she wasn’t the real bridesmaid and they didn’t seem to care, so she decided to just go along with what anyone wanted her to do, as long as it didn’t involve dancing or kissing or arcane practices like that. She stood next to Ashlyn, as requested, and then took a paper cup of chilled orange juice that Sarah had arranged to be served.

‘This is all very civilised,’ said Laurence. ‘I was a best man last year and it was absolutely baking. We had to stand around for hours having our photographs taken and someone fainted from the heat.’

Sarah, who was nearby, a golden Labrador at her heels, making sure that she’d ordered enough juice, heard this and said, ‘It also makes people less likely to fall on the alcohol the moment they get to the reception if they’re not dying of thirst. Oh, I’d better get out of the way.’

Hugo had made everyone laugh and had been very brisk and organised about getting the right people into groups. Even the dog had posed appropriately. Elsa was surprised. Hugo had such a laid-back appearance but behind the lazy smile was obviously someone who got things done.

‘That’s a wrap for now,’ said Hugo and everyone relaxed. Then he took another photograph.

‘Rotter!’ said Ashlyn. ‘I had my mouth open!’

‘But your teeth are lovely. Now, on to the reception, everyone. I’m afraid I’ll be asking for more posing there, but you love it, so that’s all right.’

Elsa saw Ashlyn pouting prettily and wished she could pout. It was obviously something you were born either able to do or not, like curling your tongue.

‘Come with me,’ said Laurence, taking her arm. ‘I’ll drive you to the reception.’

‘I’m sure you should be looking after someone else,’ Elsa protested. ‘After all, I’m here on false pretences.’

‘Not at all. You’re my responsibility. Believe me, I know,’ he went on, when Elsa still hesitated. ‘I’ve been a best man lots of times.’

‘Oh? Why is that? Were you the most popular boy at school or something?’

‘Not at all. It’s just that I don’t drink and the brides always make their bridegrooms pick me even if they hardly know me. I’m guaranteed not to lose the ring, allow the groom to get too drunk the night before, or, worse, strip him naked and tie him to a lamppost.’

Elsa giggled. ‘And presumably you’re guaranteed not to goose the bridesmaids?’

‘Actually, the brides don’t usually care about that. It stops the groom doing it, after all.’

‘So you’re saying I might not be safe in your car?’

‘You will be, absolutely safe. I’m known as Laurence the Dependable.’

‘Well, that’s nice.’

‘No it’s not, it’s boring as hell, but it’s what I seem to be stuck with. Shall we go?’

When Elsa saw Laurence’s car she wondered if his title was really accurate. It was an ancient-looking Morgan and barely had room in it for Laurence, let alone Elsa and her dress.

‘I think I might have to take a taxi,’ said Elsa.

‘Not at all. I’m an expert at squeezing meringues into my car.’

‘This is not a meringue!’ Elsa was stung. ‘It’s a beautifully crafted, elegant creation and cost a fortune.’

‘So is my car. Trust me.’

By following his instructions, Elsa did find that she and the dress could both be squeezed into the Morgan quite neatly.

‘You are practised at this,’ she said, making sure she hadn’t trapped any of the precious material in the door.

‘Oh yes. It’s the only stipulation I made today. Sometimes the family wants me to drive their car so I can take a bevy of aunts.’

‘Is a bevy the proper collective noun for aunts?’

‘It was in one particular case. I had to drive them to the station afterwards – they were drunk as skunks. Not a happy experience. At least it wasn’t my car.’

Elsa laughed. ‘You should get paid. You could hire yourself out. Sarah – she’s the wedding organiser – she’d get you work.’

Laurence gave her a look that told her this suggestion didn’t find favour with him and started the car. ‘I do have a life, you know.’

‘Sorry! I didn’t mean to offend you.’

‘It’s all right. I know you didn’t. But the thought of doing all this for people I really didn’t know is fairly dreadful.’

‘Oh.’ Elsa subsided, feeling crushed in spirit as well as in hand-beaded organza. Now she felt like a burden.

Laurence looked left before turning out into the road and patted her knee. ‘Don’t worry, I’m not quite as good-natured as people think. I don’t do anything I don’t want to.’


Chapter Three
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‘OK,’ said Ashlyn, when they had got out of their respective modes of transport and were all in the hotel’s exceptionally grand foyer, ‘which one of you two is going to help me in the loo?’

Sarah looked at Elsa. Her short but intensive career as a wedding planner had not previously required her to take on this duty. Sometimes it seemed as if her clients needed everything doing for them but it hadn’t gone this far before. ‘It’s definitely the bridesmaid’s job.’

‘But . . .’ Elsa looked around for Laurence for support. He wasn’t visible; he was probably in the Gents, unencumbered by several miles of tulle.

‘Darling, I’d do it of course,’ said Mrs Lennox-Featherstone, ‘but about a million people are about to arrive and we need to arrange the receiving line . . . God, they’re here already,’ she muttered. ‘I thought knowing the way gave us a good fifteen minutes’ grace. Ah, Daphne. How lovely you could come. What a blissful hat. The bride’s not quite ready to say hello – needs the lav, poor girl.’

‘Well, I can’t go into the Ladies,’ said Bobby, playing with the gloves that went with his hired outfit. The bride’s mother had insisted on all the men wearing morning suits. ‘Or I’d willingly hold your dress up while you pee.’

‘Oh, for God’s sake! I’m bursting here.’ Ashlyn gathered up her skirts and rustled purposefully towards the Ladies. Elsa, who’d covered the dress every night after she’d finished working on it and did not want it to be trailed along a dirty floor at this stage, hurried after it. She had to kick off Fulvia’s shoes, which were at least two sizes too big, and throw her own, shorter train over her arm in order to keep up.

Sarah, aware that it really wasn’t Elsa’s job to hold the bride’s skirt while she answered the call of nature, hastened after them, clutching Elsa’s discarded shoes. If Elsa had been the real bridesmaid she’d have left her to it, but Elsa had helped them all out of a spot, she deserved support now.

In the Ladies, Ashlyn, a strong-minded woman whose need was great, took charge. She looked at the cubicle which seemed extremely narrow and said, ‘Here, catch.’

To Elsa’s immense relief, she did not actually throw her long train, but Elsa caught it quickly all the same.

‘Pick it right up and drape it over the wall to the next cubicle,’ went on Ashlyn. ‘Why they have to make these stalls so damn narrow I have no idea. They do weddings all the time. I’m going to complain about it.’

Sarah, glad she wasn’t going to have to write a letter explaining in polite language that the dimensions of the toilets made it difficult for brides to relieve themselves, helped Elsa gather up Ashlyn’s train. Ashlyn would undoubtedly be far more down to earth in her use of words than she could allow herself to be.

‘Here,’ Sarah said now, ‘I’ll climb on the loo next door, you hand all that you can of it up to me so we can drape it over the partition.’

Elsa, carrying the bulk of it, squeezed in beside Ashlyn and between them they hauled the spangled train up the side of one cubicle wall and Sarah supported it as it came over the other side.

‘If I’d known my creations would suffer these indignities . . .’ Elsa began.

‘What?’ said the others. Sarah was about to avert her gaze and Ashlyn was about to pull down her thong. They both stopped to look at Elsa.

‘I don’t know! I just never think of them having to be peed in. Or squashed into ancient sports cars.’

Ashlyn giggled. ‘Did Laurence bring you in his Morgan? It’s fun, isn’t it? And Laurence is nice. Not dashing but jolly dependable. Now look away, girls, I don’t think shutting the door is an option.’

‘I think you could—’ began Sarah.

‘Too late,’ said Ashlyn. ‘Oh, that feels better.’

‘I did warn you against the champagne,’ said Sarah, keeping her gaze averted.

‘It wasn’t the champagne,’ said Ashlyn, pulling up her thong with a snap. ‘It was the water you made me drink afterwards to stop me getting a hangover. Anyway, all’s well now. Let’s get back to the party.’

‘Er, hang on!’ said Elsa. ‘I need to go too and my train’s nearly as long. Now that we’ve mastered the technique . . . I promise to shut the door,’ she added.

As Elsa sat at the top table a couple of hours later, she began to stop feeling like a fraud. She’d already confessed to Laurence, the best man, the bride’s parents knew already, and the groom’s parents didn’t much care. The speeches were nearly over and her tension was beginning to ease.

‘That was a brilliant speech,’ she said when Laurence had sat down again. ‘You didn’t seem nervous at all.’

‘Well, you get used to people looking at you after the first few weddings,’ he said, filling her glass. For someone who didn’t drink, he was very prompt with the wine bottle.

Elsa considered this. ‘Do you? I don’t think I ever would, although my mother tells me being shy is an affectation, an assumption that people are looking at me when, of course, they aren’t.’

He laughed gently. ‘She hadn’t ever been a bridesmaid and sat at the top table, then?’

Elsa shook her head. ‘Don’t think so. I’ll ask her next time she says it.’

‘Do you see her often?’

Elsa nodded. ‘Quite often. I live in a corner of my workshop, and if I need a bit more comfort, or a garden to lie in, I go home. They also feed me up occasionally. They’re only a few minutes away.’ She frowned, wondering if this made her seem pathetic, constantly running home to mummy and daddy.

‘There’s nothing to be embarrassed about.’

She turned to him, about to deny being any such thing but thought better of it. She sighed. ‘It does seem a bit sad, a woman of my age going home to play in the garden.’

‘You’re not exactly ancient! What, twenty-three?’

‘Twenty-six, actually,’ she said with dignity.

He seemed surprised. ‘Oh. It’s just that fringe makes you look much younger.’ Then, possibly seeing Elsa blush, he went on, ‘So tell me about living on the job.’

Elsa relaxed a bit. ‘Well, I couldn’t afford to rent two places, so my dad helped me convert a corner of this warehouse – well a floor of one – into a little bedroom, kitchen and sitting room. There’s a teeny shower room, too.’

‘Does it feel cramped?’

‘Not really. I can open the sitting room out on to the workroom if I want to. My parents say it would be a great place for a party.’

‘Have you ever had one?’

‘No. I’m not really a party girl. I think maybe it’s because I’m an only child and got used to my own company.’

‘Were you lonely?’

She considered. ‘I don’t think so. I don’t ever remember being bored. But it means that now I don’t like trying to talk to people in big echoey spaces – more than just a couple of people, anyway.’

‘I know what you mean. I’d always prefer to talk to just a few people than a whole braying crowd.’

‘So you’re not keen on large donkey sanctuaries then?’

He laughed and gave his head a little shake. ‘No. Like you, I prefer one donkey at a time.’

Elsa sipped her wine. She liked Laurence, she decided. He got her jokes and didn’t interrogate her – well, not too much. He was fun and she found him very easy to talk to.

Then he said, ‘Did you know that guests who don’t know the people on their table, or who aren’t getting on with them, make up stories about the people on the top table?’

‘That’s a bit horrifying! But how do you know that? I thought you were always the best man at weddings?’

He laughed. ‘Not absolutely every time. This is only my third appearance as the groom’s right-hand man.’

‘Always the best man, never the groom, eh?’

Elsa said this as a throwaway line – she hadn’t expected a little sigh before he said, ‘Yes.’

She felt instantly remorseful. She put her hand on his sleeve. ‘I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to step on your toes – it was just a sort of joke.’

Gallantly, he laughed. ‘Stepping on my toes comes later, when we dance. But the last wedding where I was best man the bride was my ex.’ He looked down at her, smiling ruefully. ‘I told you it was the brides who chose me as best man, didn’t I?’

Elsa’s heart was touched. ‘God, that’s awful! How utterly tactless. How could she do that to you? And how could you do it?’

He shrugged. ‘It did hurt, obviously, as I was still in love with her at the time, but that was why I did it. She asked me to.’

Elsa felt her throat constrict with tears of sympathy. ‘That’s so sweet.’ She knew if she wasn’t careful she’d actually cry. She was either over-tired or had had too much to drink.

Laurence said briskly, ‘No need to get sentimental, I’m pretty much over her now.’

‘I’m so glad!’ His eyebrow went up a little and his mouth twitched. Trying to backtrack she said, ‘I mean, I’m glad for you. I don’t care personally.’ She paused and sipped some water.

‘It’s all right,’ he said, still gently amused by her discomfiture. ‘I know exactly what you mean.’ He paused. ‘So, what about you? Is this your first time? Or have you followed lots of your girlfriends down the aisle?’

She shook her head and found that her fringe went into her eyes. She flicked it away. ‘No. I’ve never been a bridesmaid before and they didn’t give me long to learn my part.’

‘So you don’t really know Ashlyn, then?’

‘Well, I do, actually. We got to know each other quite well when we were doing fittings, choosing fabrics and things.’

‘So you’re here because the bride begged you to be,’ said Laurence firmly. ‘And quite right and proper too. Now, can you dance?’

‘Dance? What do you mean?’ She was horrified. Did he want her to dance a rapid quickstep, backwards and in heels, like Ginger Rogers? Somehow she didn’t think he meant disco dancing.

‘Sorry, I didn’t realise that was a hard question. I’m asking you if you can waltz at all. I’m not talking proper ballroom here, but when Ashlyn and Bobby have had their first romantic number, we have to join them. Now, if you can waltz, I can too. If not, you can just hang on and I’ll steer.’

‘That doesn’t sound very romantic.’

‘It’s not supposed to sound romantic. I’m the prosaic best man being frank.’

‘I thought you said your name was Laurence?’ She smiled.

He frowned and shook his head. ‘I must have given you too much to drink.’

‘Well, you did but don’t worry about it. I was only being flippant and everyone says I take life far too seriously, so it’s probably a good thing.’ Elsa sighed, wishing she could be bright and outgoing without having to be slightly drunk.

‘They say that about me too.’

She didn’t really believe him – he had a very frivolous car after all – but she didn’t want to argue. ‘Then we’re well matched. That’s good!’

He nodded. ‘It also makes me believe in the power of coincidence.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘Nothing, really.’ He paused before going on. ‘The brides, having chosen me as best man, are not usually terribly considerate in their choice of chief bridesmaid.’

This made Elsa laugh. ‘I’m sure you’d have loved Fulvia! She’s a real goer. Well, obviously, she’s gone to Paris, after all.’

‘I know Fulvia,’ he said mock seriously, ‘and while she is definitely a goer, she’s not much fun.’

‘No?’

‘No. Lovely to look at but absolutely no brain. Not much sense of humour either.’

It was somewhat of a surprise to Elsa that a man should feel like this. She’d always assumed that a good figure and pretty face were what was important. Although she saw his point; in her work she often dealt with brides who were extremely pretty but weren’t easy to communicate with. Ashlyn had been a lovely exception – demanding, but fun, and able to be clear about what she wanted. ‘Oh. Well, I hope I’m not too disappointing.’

He smiled. ‘Not at all.’

‘Hm,’ said Elsa. ‘You’re very polite, aren’t you?’

‘Very. Famous for it. So, can you dance?’

She wondered briefly if dancing round her studio on her own counted as dancing. ‘A bit. But steering me might be the best option.’

‘It will be a pleasure.’

Elsa considered. ‘I suppose having such an ancient car makes you good at steering.’

He nodded, really smiling now. ‘It does. Now, let’s see if Ashlyn can get down from the dais and on to the dance floor in those shoes.’

‘Oh God, my shoes. They’re about ten sizes too big.’

‘Really?’

‘Well, a couple, anyway. I can’t dance in them. You’ll have to find someone else.’

‘Ditch the shoes. So Fulvia has big feet, has she?’

‘No,’ said Elsa, ‘I have small ones. It’s one of my few virtues.’

Laurence looked at her sideways. ‘Oh, I wouldn’t say that.’

‘No you wouldn’t, because as I said, you’re very polite. I’m honest.’

‘Honest but deluded,’ said Laurence.

Suspecting she was being paid a compliment and unsure how to react, Elsa ignored this. She’d never learnt how to flirt.

Just then, Ashlyn and Bobby shuffled past them. The band was playing their specially selected ‘first dance’ number and they were heading for the dance floor.

Elsa watched the bride and groom dance together with awe. They must have practised. That dress was not designed to move in, and yet they glided over the floor with grace and harmony. At the end, everyone applauded, not just because it was expected, but because they were really very good at it.

‘Wow,’ said Elsa. ‘I’d love to be able to dance like that.’

‘Well, now’s your chance,’ said Laurence, helping her to her feet.

‘It won’t be like that,’ she muttered under her breath, but he either didn’t hear or chose to ignore her.

Elsa left her shoes under the table, and this emphasised the already noticeable height difference between her and her partner. The first few steps were a disaster. Her feet felt so vulnerable next to his huge, shiny black shoes, she would only move them backwards.

‘I’m sorry, I really can’t do this,’ she said. ‘Please find someone else. There are lots of girls here who’d love to dance with you.’

‘But I want to dance with you. Come on, you can do it.’

Three more staggering steps proved that Elsa couldn’t.

‘Tell you what, put your dress over your arm. Good, now put your feet on mine. We’ll dance together.’ Then he put his arm firmly round her, lifting her slightly. Elsa surrendered and put her feet on his, trusting that his shoes wouldn’t allow her feet to crush his.

It felt magical! He moved gracefully round the floor, and because he did, so did she. When the dance was over she forgot that she was shy and inhibited, flung her arms round his neck and kissed his cheek. ‘Thank you, that was fantastic! I loved it!’

‘Mm,’ said Laurence, ‘so did I. Maybe you should have some lessons, so you can dance on your own two feet instead of mine.’

‘Maybe I should!’ She sighed, yearning to be able to glide, as if on wheels, like Ashlyn and Bobby had.

Laurence chuckled. ‘Now it’s your turn to show me up. I’m hopeless at bopping about. I feel silly and I look silly.’

‘I’m sure you don’t!’ said Elsa, indignant for him. But a few moments later, she had to admit – privately, of course – that he was right. He couldn’t dance for toffee.
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