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Dedication
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For every woman who had to cancel the beautiful plan, return the ring, answer the questions, and still wake up the next morning.

May you discover that a broken promise can become an open door.
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A Note to the Reader
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This romantic comedy begins with heartbreak, but it is not a story about humiliation winning. It is a story about a hardworking woman who learns that being left by the wrong man can lead her toward the right life.

Mia Santos believes she knows the ending: a wedding, a honeymoon, and forever with her college sweetheart. Then one early return from Las Vegas changes everything. What follows is funny, painful, tender, and unexpectedly full of sea air, family noise, cruise gossip, and a captain who knows the value of steady hands.
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Chapter 1

The Woman Who Ran the Law Firm

Mia Santos rescues a deposition, a broken printer, and a panicked attorney before nine in the morning. Everywhere she looked, the printer wheezing like a hostile witness kept dragging her attention back to the truth. She let herself notice the bruise without turning it into a performance for anyone nearby.

Near the printer wheezing like a hostile witness, the emotion came into focus before she had a tidy name for it. She loved competence, but competence had begun to feel like a room with no chairs. That was the kind of progress no one applauded, but Mia trusted it because it did not show off.

"The printer is blinking again," the associate said. Mia looked at the machine. "That is not blinking. That is a cry for leadership." Mia glanced toward the printer wheezing like a hostile witness; the words had made the room sharper, but also more breathable.

Inches counted here; with the printer wheezing like a hostile witness behind her, Mia let the story change course one careful degree at a time.

***
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The partners praise Mia's impossible calm while she hides a wedding checklist beneath legal briefs. At the edge of the moment, her engagement ring flashing over pink message slips kept dragging her attention back to the truth. A romantic setting was less romantic when half the couple had been removed for misconduct.

The sight of Mr. Whitmore shouting from behind a closed door reminded her that healing was not a straight line; it was a series of small, stubborn returns. Ethan still sounded like history, and history could be persuasive when the present was tired. She kept the humor because it was hers, and kept the pain because denying it had never healed anyone.

"Where is Mr. Whitmore?" someone asked. "On his way," Mia said, which in law firm language meant she had already saved him twice. The silence afterward held a coffee stain spreading across a contract like a tiny disaster, and for once the silence did not accuse her.

Nothing was fixed by deposition tabs stacked beside cake samples. Something, however, was finally honest enough to hold.

***
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Her best friends arrive with coffee and questions about the final month before the wedding. The hour collected Mr. Whitmore shouting from behind a closed door, and the scene refused to become simple. There was a strange dignity in admitting she was not fine, because at least it was finally true.

Mia let the moment sit beside deposition tabs stacked beside cake samples, refusing to polish it into something easier for other people. Every list she finished created three more, as if marriage were a case preparing for trial. That was the kind of progress no one applauded, but Mia trusted it because it did not show off.

"Can this wait?" Mr. Lane asked. Mia held up three pink slips. "Nothing here has developed that skill." For a breath, her engagement ring flashing over pink message slips became the background to a truth she could survive hearing.

Beside the memory of a coffee stain spreading across a contract like a tiny disaster, she did not need to look graceful to be surviving beautifully.

***
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Ethan texts her a sweet message that makes the old college memories feel safe and certain. The day sharpened around a coffee stain spreading across a contract like a tiny disaster, and the scene refused to become simple. Mia decided dignity was overrated but still useful in public areas with security cameras.

Because of her engagement ring flashing over pink message slips, the scene felt too specific to hide behind a generic smile. Planning a wedding had taught her how many people confused pressure with happiness. She kept the humor because it was hers, and kept the pain because denying it had never healed anyone.

"You make this place look easy," the intern said. "That is because I hide the panic in alphabetical order," Mia replied. The line landed near deposition tabs stacked beside cake samples, and the strange setting of The Woman Who Ran the Law Firm kept the pain from taking over.

The next choice waited beyond Mr. Whitmore shouting from behind a closed door, and for once Mia did not hate it for waiting.

***
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Mia remembers meeting Ethan in college when they were broke, hopeful, and sharing noodles in a dorm lounge. Under the ordinary noise of deposition tabs stacked beside cake samples, Mia tried to act like her heartbeat had not changed tempo. A laugh escaped before the ache could confiscate it, and that small rebellion mattered.

She wanted to be funny about a coffee stain spreading across a contract like a tiny disaster, and sometimes the joke helped, but the truth still deserved room. She loved competence, but competence had begun to feel like a room with no chairs. That was the kind of progress no one applauded, but Mia trusted it because it did not show off.

"Are you the attorney?" the client asked. "No," Mia said, sliding a folder into place. "I am the person who keeps the attorney pointed at the correct room." Mia did not soften the answer after she said it; in The Woman Who Ran the Law Firm, that restraint felt like a victory.

A little air returned around her engagement ring flashing over pink message slips, which was enough to keep going.

***
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A client mistakes Mia for an attorney because she is the only one who knows where everything is. Beside the evidence of the printer wheezing like a hostile witness, Mia tried to act like her heartbeat had not changed tempo. Nothing said personal growth like not throwing a decorative pillow at a man who deserved modern art.

Nothing about the printer wheezing like a hostile witness fixed the ache, yet it kept her anchored when the ache tried to become the whole story. Ethan still sounded like history, and history could be persuasive when the present was tired. She kept the humor because it was hers, and kept the pain because denying it had never healed anyone.

"The printer is blinking again," the associate said. Mia looked at the machine. "That is not blinking. That is a cry for leadership." The exchange settled against the printer wheezing like a hostile witness, turning the moment into something honest instead of merely awkward.

She laughed once near the printer wheezing like a hostile witness, softly, and the sound belonged entirely to her.
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[image: ]


Mia jokes that the law firm would collapse without her and secretly worries her wedding will do the same. While everyone else noticed her engagement ring flashing over pink message slips kept dragging her attention back to the truth. Hope did not burst into the room. It knocked once, awkwardly, and waited to be invited.

In The Woman Who Ran the Law Firm, even Mr. Whitmore shouting from behind a closed door seemed to ask her for honesty instead of performance. Every list she finished created three more, as if marriage were a case preparing for trial. That was the kind of progress no one applauded, but Mia trusted it because it did not show off.

"Where is Mr. Whitmore?" someone asked. "On his way," Mia said, which in law firm language meant she had already saved him twice. It was not a solution, but beside a coffee stain spreading across a contract like a tiny disaster, the words felt like a piece of her voice returning.

After deposition tabs stacked beside cake samples, the future did not feel safe yet, but it no longer felt locked.

***
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Her mother calls about flowers, favors, and whether the groom's family has offended anyone yet. The scene gathered Mr. Whitmore shouting from behind a closed door, and the scene refused to become simple. If the universe expected her to suffer gracefully, it should have provided better lighting and snacks.

With deposition tabs stacked beside cake samples tugging at the edge of the scene, Mia allowed herself to feel the thing she usually tried to schedule around. Planning a wedding had taught her how many people confused pressure with happiness. She kept the humor because it was hers, and kept the pain because denying it had never healed anyone.

"Can this wait?" Mr. Lane asked. Mia held up three pink slips. "Nothing here has developed that skill." A small laugh moved through the space around her engagement ring flashing over pink message slips, not healing everything, only giving her the next breath.

She left The Woman Who Ran the Law Firm with her name still firmly in her own hands.

***
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Mia looks at her engagement ring and convinces herself that stress is just another form of love. In the middle of a coffee stain spreading across a contract like a tiny disaster, Mia tried to act like her heartbeat had not changed tempo. The truth was humiliating, but the humiliation did not belong to her, and she kept practicing that difference.

Near her engagement ring flashing over pink message slips, the emotion came into focus before she had a tidy name for it. She loved competence, but competence had begun to feel like a room with no chairs. That was the kind of progress no one applauded, but Mia trusted it because it did not show off.

"You make this place look easy," the intern said. "That is because I hide the panic in alphabetical order," Mia replied. Mia glanced toward deposition tabs stacked beside cake samples; the words had made the room sharper, but also more breathable.

That was not the ending of competence under pressure; it was only the part where she stopped disappearing.

***
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The day ends with Mia locking the office and believing she is one month away from forever. The room held deposition tabs stacked beside cake samples, and the scene refused to become simple. The day had all the elegance of a group text sent to the wrong family chat.

The sight of a coffee stain spreading across a contract like a tiny disaster reminded her that healing was not a straight line; it was a series of small, stubborn returns. Ethan still sounded like history, and history could be persuasive when the present was tired. She kept the humor because it was hers, and kept the pain because denying it had never healed anyone.

"Are you the attorney?" the client asked. "No," Mia said, sliding a folder into place. "I am the person who keeps the attorney pointed at the correct room." The silence afterward held Mr. Whitmore shouting from behind a closed door, and for once the silence did not accuse her.

By the time her engagement ring flashing over pink message slips settled back into ordinary life, Mia had not solved competence under pressure, but she had stayed present for it.

Chapter 2

One Month Before Forever

Mia spreads seating charts across the condo while Ethan promises he will handle the music list. At the edge of the moment, buttercream samples labeled like legal exhibits kept dragging her attention back to the truth. Mia decided dignity was overrated but still useful in public areas with security cameras.

The sight of buttercream samples labeled like legal exhibits reminded her that healing was not a straight line; it was a series of small, stubborn returns. Ethan still sounded like history, and history could be persuasive when the present was tired. Her pride still hurt, but it no longer had to do all the talking.

"I can call his father," Manny said. "Dad," Mia warned. "I said call. I did not say politely." The exchange settled against buttercream samples labeled like legal exhibits, turning the moment into something honest instead of merely awkward.

The next choice waited beyond buttercream samples labeled like legal exhibits, and for once Mia did not hate it for waiting.

***
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The florist calls about a missing deposit and Mia solves it while stirring pasta with one hand. The hour collected a calendar so full it looked personally offended, and the scene refused to become simple. The truth was humiliating, but the humiliation did not belong to her, and she kept practicing that difference.

Mia let the moment sit beside her smile growing tired at the corners, refusing to polish it into something easier for other people. Every list she finished created three more, as if marriage were a case preparing for trial. The scene did not erase the past; it simply refused to let the past own every corner of her.

"The neighbors are asking," Aunt Lourdes whispered. "Then the neighbors can develop hobbies," Mia said. It was not a solution, but beside florist emails, seating charts, and a mother with opinions, the words felt like a piece of her voice returning.

A little air returned around Ethan's texts arriving sweeter than his actual effort, which was enough to keep going.

***
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Ethan seems distracted by his phone but covers it with a kiss and an easy excuse about work. The day sharpened around her smile growing tired at the corners, and the scene refused to become simple. Nothing said personal growth like not throwing a decorative pillow at a man who deserved modern art.

Because of Ethan's texts arriving sweeter than his actual effort, the scene felt too specific to hide behind a generic smile. Planning a wedding had taught her how many people confused pressure with happiness. Her pride still hurt, but it no longer had to do all the talking.

"You do not owe anyone a tragedy performance," Rosa said. Mia looked at her mother and finally believed someone understood. A small laugh moved through the space around a calendar so full it looked personally offended, not healing everything, only giving her the next breath.

She laughed once near florist emails, seating charts, and a mother with opinions, softly, and the sound belonged entirely to her.

***
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Mia's father offers to pay for extra guests if it will keep the aunties from declaring war. Under the ordinary noise of florist emails, seating charts, and a mother with opinions, Mia tried to act like her heartbeat had not changed tempo. The silence no longer felt like proof that she was alone; it felt like space where her own voice could return.

She wanted to be funny about a calendar so full it looked personally offended, and sometimes the joke helped, but the truth still deserved room. She loved competence, but competence had begun to feel like a room with no chairs. The scene did not erase the past; it simply refused to let the past own every corner of her.

"Is the captain handsome?" Cousin Bella asked. Mia covered her face. "This family needs a privacy policy." Mia glanced toward Ethan's texts arriving sweeter than his actual effort; the words had made the room sharper, but also more breathable.

After her smile growing tired at the corners, the future did not feel safe yet, but it no longer felt locked.

***
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Mia catches herself planning every detail alone and calls it independence instead of loneliness. Beside the evidence of Ethan's texts arriving sweeter than his actual effort, Mia tried to act like her heartbeat had not changed tempo. If the universe expected her to suffer gracefully, it should have provided better lighting and snacks.

Nothing about florist emails, seating charts, and a mother with opinions fixed the ache, yet it kept her anchored when the ache tried to become the whole story. Ethan still sounded like history, and history could be persuasive when the present was tired. Her pride still hurt, but it no longer had to do all the talking.

"We love you," Rosa said. "That is why we can wait for the story." Manny only nodded, which somehow made Mia's throat ache more. The silence afterward held her smile growing tired at the corners, and for once the silence did not accuse her.

She left One Month Before Forever with her name still firmly in her own hands.

***
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Ethan laughs over old college photos, and for a moment the future feels warm again. While everyone else noticed buttercream samples labeled like legal exhibits kept dragging her attention back to the truth. She let herself notice the bruise without turning it into a performance for anyone nearby.

In One Month Before Forever, even buttercream samples labeled like legal exhibits seemed to ask her for honesty instead of performance. Every list she finished created three more, as if marriage were a case preparing for trial. The scene did not erase the past; it simply refused to let the past own every corner of her.

"Was it money? Gambling? A secret baby?" Aunt Lourdes asked. Rosa set down her spoon. "Lourdes, let the woman breathe between accusations." For a breath, buttercream samples labeled like legal exhibits became the background to a truth she could survive hearing.

That was not the ending of wedding pressure hiding small doubts; it was only the part where she stopped disappearing.

***
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Jessa sends a message declaring that the bachelorette weekend will be a legal emergency. The scene gathered a calendar so full it looked personally offended, and the scene refused to become simple. The day had all the elegance of a group text sent to the wrong family chat.

With her smile growing tired at the corners tugging at the edge of the scene, Mia allowed herself to feel the thing she usually tried to schedule around. Planning a wedding had taught her how many people confused pressure with happiness. Her pride still hurt, but it no longer had to do all the talking.

"I can call his father," Manny said. "Dad," Mia warned. "I said call. I did not say politely." The line landed near florist emails, seating charts, and a mother with opinions, and the strange setting of One Month Before Forever kept the pain from taking over.

By the time Ethan's texts arriving sweeter than his actual effort settled back into ordinary life, Mia had not solved wedding pressure hiding small doubts, but she had stayed present for it.
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Mia objects to matching shirts, feather boas, and anything involving karaoke in public. In the middle of her smile growing tired at the corners, Mia tried to act like her heartbeat had not changed tempo. There was a strange dignity in admitting she was not fine, because at least it was finally true.

Near Ethan's texts arriving sweeter than his actual effort, the emotion came into focus before she had a tidy name for it. She loved competence, but competence had begun to feel like a room with no chairs. The scene did not erase the past; it simply refused to let the past own every corner of her.

"The neighbors are asking," Aunt Lourdes whispered. "Then the neighbors can develop hobbies," Mia said. Mia did not soften the answer after she said it; in One Month Before Forever, that restraint felt like a victory.

She carried the small truth of florist emails, seating charts, and a mother with opinions into the next room, not as proof of healing, but as proof she had not disappeared.

***
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Ethan encourages her to go have fun, insisting that he can survive without her for three days. The room held florist emails, seating charts, and a mother with opinions, and the scene refused to become simple. A romantic setting was less romantic when half the couple had been removed for misconduct.

The sight of a calendar so full it looked personally offended reminded her that healing was not a straight line; it was a series of small, stubborn returns. Ethan still sounded like history, and history could be persuasive when the present was tired. Her pride still hurt, but it no longer had to do all the talking.

"You do not owe anyone a tragedy performance," Rosa said. Mia looked at her mother and finally believed someone understood. The exchange settled against Ethan's texts arriving sweeter than his actual effort, turning the moment into something honest instead of merely awkward.

The ache remained near her smile growing tired at the corners, but it no longer spoke over every other sound in One Month Before Forever.

***
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Mia adds Las Vegas to the calendar and ignores the small chill in her stomach. Everywhere she looked, Ethan's texts arriving sweeter than his actual effort kept dragging her attention back to the truth. A laugh escaped before the ache could confiscate it, and that small rebellion mattered.

Mia let the moment sit beside florist emails, seating charts, and a mother with opinions, refusing to polish it into something easier for other people. Every list she finished created three more, as if marriage were a case preparing for trial. The scene did not erase the past; it simply refused to let the past own every corner of her.

"Is the captain handsome?" Cousin Bella asked. Mia covered her face. "This family needs a privacy policy." It was not a solution, but beside her smile growing tired at the corners, the words felt like a piece of her voice returning.

Inches counted here; with a calendar so full it looked personally offended behind her, Mia let the story change course one careful degree at a time.

Chapter 3

Bride Squad on the Loose

Mia's friends arrive in pink Bride Squad shirts and drag her toward the airport like a verdict. The hour collected friends laughing too loudly because they loved her, and the scene refused to become simple. There was a strange dignity in admitting she was not fine, because at least it was finally true.

Mia let the moment sit beside friends laughing too loudly because they loved her, refusing to polish it into something easier for other people. Every list she finished created three more, as if marriage were a case preparing for trial. The moment gave her no grand answer, only a steadier place to stand.

"I brought coffee and emergency pastries," Tasha said. "That sounds like evidence of friendship," Mia said. "Do not let the court lose it." For a breath, friends laughing too loudly because they loved her became the background to a truth she could survive hearing.

After friends laughing too loudly because they loved her, the future did not feel safe yet, but it no longer felt locked.
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[image: ]


Priya loses the boarding passes, then finds them tucked inside a bag of trail mix. The day sharpened around a tiny plastic tiara that refused to stay straight, and the scene refused to become simple. If the universe expected her to suffer gracefully, it should have provided better lighting and snacks.

Because of glittery Bride Squad shirts and carry-on bags, the scene felt too specific to hide behind a generic smile. Planning a wedding had taught her how many people confused pressure with happiness. She did not become instantly well; she became slightly more truthful, which was harder and better.

"Do we hate him quietly or loudly?" Jessa asked. Mia wiped her face. "Start with quietly. I am conserving volume." The line landed near Jessa treating the itinerary like sacred law, and the strange setting of Bride Squad on the Loose kept the pain from taking over.

She left Bride Squad on the Loose with her name still firmly in her own hands.

***
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Mia calls Ethan and tells him they will leave Friday and come home Monday. Under the ordinary noise of glittery Bride Squad shirts and carry-on bags, Mia tried to act like her heartbeat had not changed tempo. A laugh escaped before the ache could confiscate it, and that small rebellion mattered.

She wanted to be funny about airport coffee that tasted like panic and freedom, and sometimes the joke helped, but the truth still deserved room. She loved competence, but competence had begun to feel like a room with no chairs. The moment gave her no grand answer, only a steadier place to stand.

"You do not have to be graceful," Priya said. "Good," Mia said, "because I am currently sponsored by dry shampoo and spite." Mia did not soften the answer after she said it; in Bride Squad on the Loose, that restraint felt like a victory.

That was not the ending of friendship and the Las Vegas setup; it was only the part where she stopped disappearing.
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Ethan sounds amused and distant, telling her to enjoy her last weekend of freedom. Beside the evidence of Jessa treating the itinerary like sacred law, Mia tried to act like her heartbeat had not changed tempo. The day had all the elegance of a group text sent to the wrong family chat.

Nothing about a tiny plastic tiara that refused to stay straight fixed the ache, yet it kept her anchored when the ache tried to become the whole story. Ethan still sounded like history, and history could be persuasive when the present was tired. She did not become instantly well; she became slightly more truthful, which was harder and better.

"Comfort or strategy?" Jessa asked. "Comfort first," Mia said. "Strategy after I stop looking like a haunted bridesmaid." The exchange settled against airport coffee that tasted like panic and freedom, turning the moment into something honest instead of merely awkward.

By the time glittery Bride Squad shirts and carry-on bags settled back into ordinary life, Mia had not solved friendship and the Las Vegas setup, but she had stayed present for it.
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Las Vegas greets them with lights, heat, and a hotel lobby shaped like expensive bad decisions. While everyone else noticed airport coffee that tasted like panic and freedom kept dragging her attention back to the truth. Hope did not burst into the room. It knocked once, awkwardly, and waited to be invited.

In Bride Squad on the Loose, even Jessa treating the itinerary like sacred law seemed to ask her for honesty instead of performance. Every list she finished created three more, as if marriage were a case preparing for trial. The moment gave her no grand answer, only a steadier place to stand.

"You are allowed to be angry," Priya said. "I scheduled anger for after lunch," Mia answered. "Cancel lunch. Anger has priority." It was not a solution, but beside glittery Bride Squad shirts and carry-on bags, the words felt like a piece of her voice returning.

She carried the small truth of a tiny plastic tiara that refused to stay straight into the next room, not as proof of healing, but as proof she had not disappeared.
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The women toast Mia with sparkling drinks and tease her about becoming Mrs. Cole. The scene gathered friends laughing too loudly because they loved her, and the scene refused to become simple. A romantic setting was less romantic when half the couple had been removed for misconduct.

With friends laughing too loudly because they loved her tugging at the edge of the scene, Mia allowed herself to feel the thing she usually tried to schedule around. Planning a wedding had taught her how many



[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]


















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
laugh-out-loud

- about heartbreak,
healing, and an
unexpected






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





