The Guest List (Lucy Foley)

The Guest List by Lucy Foley is a thriller set at a remote wedding, where secrets and

tensions culminate in a murder.

Hannah: The Plus-One

The Plus-One moves through the wedding reception, absorbing the chaotic mix of
celebration and hidden tensions that simmer beneath the surface. The ushers, led by
Peter Ramsay, make an entrance so boisterous that it teeters on disaster, their antics
veering between comedy and calamity as they tumble into a heap of laughter and
spilled drinks. The lively atmosphere of the evening is infectious, but Hannah senses
an undercurrent of discomfort beneath the revelry, an awareness that not all joy is
untainted. As she observes the unfolding scenes, her gaze keeps returning to her
husband, Charlie, who appears unusually tense, his demeanor flickering between
forced cheerfulness and restrained unease. The weight of an unspoken burden is
evident in his stiff posture, the way his laughter rings hollow amidst the genuine mirth
around him. Her intuition tells her something is wrong, but she isn’t prepared for the

truth that will soon unfold.

The moment of revelation comes suddenly, catalyzed by an unexpected confrontation
between Charlie and Duncan, one of the groom'’s closest friends. What begins as a
minor exchange quickly escalates into something heavier, drawing the attention of
nearby guests as words turn sharp and tempers flare. Hannah, standing just close
enough to overhear, feels the ground beneath her shift as Charlie, under pressure,
begins to unravel a secret he has carried for too long. He speaks of a stag night gone

wrong, an evening that was meant to be filled with harmless fun but instead spiraled



into humiliation and regret. The combination of alcohol, magic mushrooms, and the
reckless camaraderie of men behaving badly had led to Charlie being abandoned in
the cold, left to wander alone through an unfamiliar landscape, lost in both a physical
and emotional sense. His voice trembles slightly as he recounts the isolation he felt
that night—not just from his so-called friends but also from himself, realizing how little

control he had over his own place within the group.

But the confession doesn’t end there. As the conversation deepens, Charlie reluctantly
admits that the alienation he felt-that night drove him toward a moment of
betrayal—one that Hannah never saw coming. Ina haze of intoxication and self-pity,
he had sought comfort in-the arms of another woman, and not just any woman—jules,
the bride. The impact of his words strikes Hannah like a physical blow, the wedding
celebration around her suddenly feeling unbearably loud, unbearably bright, as if the
entire room has tilted on its axis. The sting of betrayal is immediate, but so is the slow,
creeping realization that their marriage, which she had believed was steady despite its
imperfections, was far more fragile than she had understood. She searches Charlie’s
face for remorse, for an explanation that might dull the ache in her chest, but all she
finds is exhaustion—a man who has carried guilt for so long that it has become a part

of him, worn like a second skin.

The juxtaposition of the wedding’s festivities against the rawness of Charlie’s
confession underscores the strange duality of human relationships—the way joy and
heartbreak can exist within the same breath. Hannah, caught between fury and grief,
stands at the precipice of an uncertain future, unsure whether forgiveness is even an
option. Around her, the party continues unabated, oblivious to the quiet destruction
unfolding in her heart. The guests laugh, drink, and dance, their world untouched by
the fracture that has just split her reality in two. And yet, despite the pain, there is a
clarity in this moment—an understanding that nothing, no matter how carefully built, is
immune to the weight of hidden truths. As she watches Charlie, standing before her
like a man drowning in his own regrets, Hannah realizes that this night, intended to be
a celebration of love, has instead become a reckoning, forcing her to confront the

foundation of her own marriage and whether it is strong enough to withstand the



gf summaryer



Now: The wedding night

The chapter opens with the unsettling image of a waitress regaining consciousness,
her body trembling as she struggles to process the disorienting experience she has
just endured. Though physically unscathed, she is incapable of forming coherent
words, emitting only fragmented sounds and weak moans, her distress palpable to
those gathered around her. The scene unfolds during the wedding night, housed in
an opulent marquee filled with lively music; flowing drinks, and elegant decorations.
The venue is divided into distinct sections—dining tables adorned with candlelight, a
dance floor alive with movement, and a bustling bar—each creating an atmosphere of
indulgence and revelry. Yet, the physical separation of these spaces means that not all
guests are immediately aware of the turmoil beginning to spread through the event.
As the realization of an incident dawns upon them, the mood shifts, the wedding

night’s carefree energy slowly dissipating into an undercurrent of unease.

At the center of the commotion is the head waitress, a young woman herself, who is
visibly shaken as she attempts to explain what little she knows. She reveals that the
distressed waitress had been sent to the Folly, a secluded part of the estate, to
retrieve additional bottles of champagne. What should have been a simple errand has
instead left her in a state of shock, returning as a mere shadow of herself, unable to
articulate what happened. The guests begin exchanging uneasy glances, their curiosity
giving way to concern as they take stock of their surroundings and search for any
missing companions. A few, still dazed from the festivities and alcohol, are slow to
grasp the seriousness of the situation. Others, however, instinctively sense that
something far more sinister may have occurred, their gazes flickering toward the

darkness beyond the marquee’s warm glow.

Whispers of speculation ripple through the crowd as they attempt to rationalize the

waitress’s condition. One guest suggests that the storm, now intensifying outside,



could have startled her, the howling winds and oppressive darkness playing tricks on
her mind. Another, less convinced, voices the possibility that she encountered
something—or someone—that left her in a state of silent terror. Tension tightens its
grip on the gathering, but before panic can set in, the wedding planner takes charge,
her presence a stark contrast to the growing chaos. Though her voice is measured,
there is an undeniable edge of apprehension as she urges caution, warning against
rash decisions that could put others at risk. She reminds them of the island’s
treacherous landscape—its.unguarded cliffs, deep bogs, and unpredictable terrain—all
of which pose serious dangers to anyone,who.ventures.out unprepared. Her words
carry weight, momentarily quelling the impulse for immediate action, yet they do little

to dispel the growing sense of dread hanging over the night.

The once-glamorous atmosphere of the wedding is now tinged with an eerie stillness,
as if the very island itself is holding its breath. What began as a night of joy and
celebration has taken on an ominous new shape, the contrast between light and
darkness becoming more pronounced. Guests who once danced with abandon now
huddle together in hushed groups, their laughter replaced with murmurs of
uncertainty. The marquee, once a sanctuary of indulgence, now feels like a fragile

cocoon shielding them from something lurking just beyond its borders. The chapter

closes with a lingering sense of unease, as the storm outside rages on, its winds
rattling the fabric of the marquee like an unspoken warning. The guests, now sobered
by fear, wrestle with the uncertainty of what has transpired, their minds filled with
questions but devoid of answers. Though the wedding planner maintains her
composed exterior, even she cannot shake the feeling that this night has shifted

irrevocably—that something beyond their control has already been set into motion.



Aoife: The Wedding Planner

The Wedding Planner had carefully orchestrated every detail, but now, in the eerie
quiet of the night, Aoife and Freddy are jolted by an unsettling noise that cuts through
the stillness. The sound seems to blur the lines between human and something
altogether more otherworldly, reverberating through the darkened landscape of the
island. The wedding festivities, which hadeanlier-filledthe air with music and laughter,
have long since ended, and all the guests have retreated to their quarters, leaving
behind only the faint echo of whispers carried on the wind. As the night thickens, Aoife
and Freddy are left alone in the house, their senses heightened by the strange, almost
unnatural sounds that continue to float in the air. Freddy, ever the rational one,
attempts to interpret the noise, translating the Latin words he believes he’s heard.
However, Aoife feels an icy shiver run down her spine at the eerie familiarity of the
sound. It's as though the chanting carries with it a weight of ominous foretelling,
something lurking just beyond the veil of the present. Aoife can’t help but think back
to past experiences, where grand, seemingly flawless events had devolved into chaos.
In her mind, the mixture of tightly controlled high society with the island’s untamed,
almost anarchic energy, seems to create a volatile cocktail, one that invites mischief
and danger in equal measure. This unsettling blend sets the stage for the strange

events that follow.

Unwilling to ignore the eerie disturbance any longer, Aoife, driven by both a sense of
duty and an ingrained sense of curiosity, makes the decision to investigate. Freddy,
although concerned, hesitates, content to let her handle it while remaining safely
inside. Aoife, on the other hand, is no stranger to adversity. Her years of experience
have taught her to face the unknown head-on, even when it means venturing into the
blackness of the night without the aid of artificial light. She knows that this kind of

darkness will tell her things the light cannot. As she walks through the hushed island



landscape, she senses the quiet is almost too thick, as if the very earth is holding its
breath. The sounds of the island, once familiar, now seem alien to her as she moves
closer to the source. The sobbing that punctuates the wind-driven silence sharpens her
focus, and her every step becomes more deliberate, more cautious. Her senses, finely
tuned from years of managing both the mundane and the extraordinary, detect a
fleeting shadow near the outbuildings—an odd movement that sparks her instincts. In
that moment, Aoife is on high alert, her trained eye picking up on the subtle nuances

of the night, something she’s done countless times when managing the unpredictable.

Her mind briefly flashes to the island’s ghost staries—tales she’s heard countless times
from locals and visitors alike. For a fleeting moment, Aoife allows herself to entertain
the thought that perhaps she’s encountered a spirit, something lost in time, drifting
through the island. But as she nears the source of the sound, her expectations are
shattered. The figure she sees isn’t a ghostly apparition, but rather the best man,
slumped against the wall, his face streaked with the signs of excessive drinking and
emotional turmoil. His disheveled appearance, so stark against the quiet night, makes
Aoife pause. The sorrow and intoxication he exudes initially create a feeling of
disorientation, but Aoife’s pragmatism quickly takes over. This is no myth or legend,
but a person in distress, and Aoife’s concern shifts from the supernatural to the very
real human issues that are unfolding before her. The presence of the best man, in a
state of despair, stands in sharp contrast to the eerie, folklore-inspired visions that had
briefly gripped her. Her first instinct is to make sure he is safe, knowing well the
dangers of wandering the island’s outskirts in such a state. The old farm machinery
stored in the outbuildings looms as a reminder of the very real physical risks that are

just as present as the mythical threats whispered about in the island’s past.

Her conversation with the best man centers around his safety, highlighting the stark
reality of the situation. Aoife’s thoughts shift from the eerie and supernatural to the
tangible and present. She reminds him, with a calm but firm tone, that the island is not
just steeped in legends, but also fraught with real dangers. As she carefully assesses
his state, Aoife feels the weight of the island’s reputation as a “place of death,” a term

locals use when speaking of its mysterious and sometimes dangerous history. This



mixture of folklore and real-world threats creates a tension that Aoife is acutely aware
of. The haunting atmosphere of the island, combined with the very real hazards it
presents, creates a complex web that Aoife must navigate with both sensitivity and
practical action. In the end, her concern for the best man’s safety, paired with her
pragmatic approach, underscores the theme of finding balance between the mythical

and the real.



Earlier that day: Olivia: The Bridesmaid

Earlier in the day, The Bridesmaid, Olivia, moves through the wedding marquee with a
singular focus—to drink enough to dull the relentless emotions that refuse to leave her
alone. As The Bridesmaid, she is expected to share in the joy of the celebration, to
stand by her sister Jules and-smile for the photographs, but the weight of her own
turmoil is too great to mask completelys She, skirts theredges of the party, avoiding
conversations and instead collecting half-finished drinks from abandoned tables,
downing them quickly as if each sip will erase the past. The bitterness of alcohol
lingers on her tongue, but nothing is as bitter as the memories she is desperately
trying to suppress. Will's presence at the wedding is an unavoidable reminder of what
she wants to forget, his charm acting as a thin veneer over the cruelty she has come
to recognize. Their earlier dance, meant to be nothing more than a polite formality,
had instead become a suffocating confrontation, punctuated by his warning that the

past must remain buried.

The dance floor is alive with the energy of guests reliving their younger years, moving
to nostalgic music with an abandon that Olivia cannot relate to. The contrast between
their carefree movements and the storm brewing within her makes her feel even more
disconnected from the world around her. She notices the waitstaff—young,
disinterested, and clearly unimpressed by the extravagance of the event—and in their
quiet judgment, she finds an unexpected sense of camaraderie. They, too, see the
artifice of the night, the forced smiles, and the polished perfection that hides the flaws
beneath. But Olivia’s detachment is not just observational; it is deeply personal,
exacerbated by the unwanted attention of certain male guests emboldened by alcohol
and the looseness of the evening. The casualness with which they invade her space,
the way their hands linger too long on her waist or brush against her arm without

invitation, fuels her discomfort. Each encounter is another reminder of how little



control she has over her own existence, and the frustration festers beneath her skin

like a slow-burning fire.

As the night wears on, Olivia leans harder into the numbness that alcohol provides,
chasing an oblivion that remains just out of reach. She wants to disappear into the
crowd, to blend into the haze of laughter and music, but her body betrays her, swaying
unsteadily under the weight of exhaustion and inebriation. A fleeting reunion with her
cousin Beth on the dance floor offers a brief reprieve from her downward spiral. Beth's
presence, familiar and-grounding,.momentarily lifts her from the fog, but the reprieve
is short-lived. In an instant; Olivia missteps, her heel catching on the uneven floor, and
suddenly, she is falling. The impact is jarring, sending her sprawling to the ground in a
graceless heap, her dress pooling around her like a broken promise. Gasps ripple
through the crowd, heads turning in her direction, and for the first time that evening,

Olivia is undeniably seen—but not in the way she wants.

Beth is the first to react, kneeling beside Olivia, her voice filled with concern as she
calls for help. But Olivia barely registers the words, her mind swimming in a haze of
alcohol and shame. The weight of the stares pressing down on her is suffocating, each
pair of eyes a silent accusation, a reminder that she has failed to hold herself together.
Her hands tremble as she tries to push herself upright, but the effort feels
monumental, as if she is sinking into the floor itself. Someone reaches out to help her,
but she recoils instinctively, unwilling to accept kindness when all she feels is
humiliation. Beth’s worry deepens as she looks at Olivia, sensing that this is more than
just drunken clumsiness—that something far more insidious is gnawing at her cousin

from the inside out.

The wedding carries on around them, the music and laughter resuming as though
nothing has happened, but for Olivia, the night has irrevocably shifted. The illusion she
has spent the entire evening trying to maintain has shattered, leaving her exposed
and vulnerable in a way she never intended. No amount of alcohol can erase the past,
nor can it silence the voice in her head telling her that she will never outrun the truth.

Will’s warning still lingers in her mind, a sinister whisper reminding her that she is



trapped, that her secrets are not hers to reveal. As she sits on the cold ground,
surrounded by celebration yet utterly alone, Olivia realizes with a sinking certainty that
she has already lost—because Will was right. The past is not something she can

escape; it is something that will follow her, no matter how much she tries to drown it.



Olivia: The Bridesmaid

The weight of the evening settles heavily on the bridesmaid Olivia’s shoulders as she
drifts further from the wedding’s revelry, drawn to the quiet solitude the island offers.
The distant laughter and clinking of glasses fade behind her, swallowed by the wind as
she moves through the darkened landscape. She has spent much of the night on the
outskirts, lingering at the edges of conversations;fercing-polite smiles, pretending to
enjoy the moment while feeling entirely detached. The wedding is supposed to be a
celebration, a grand display of love and unity, yet to the bridesmaid, it only highlights
how adrift she feels—how separate she has always been. As she walks through the
island’s abandoned houses, their broken windows and weathered facades whispering
of forgotten lives, she sees a reflection of herself in their hollowed-out remains. They
are remnants of something that once held purpose but now stand empty, their
foundations eroded by time, much like the sense of belonging she once thought she

had.

The cold air bites at her skin as she continues onward, her thoughts drawn to
memories of Charlie, a boy who once occupied so much of her heart. He had been her
secret crush, the kind of infatuation that lived in stolen glances and imagined
moments, never acknowledged, never reciprocated. Seeing him now, older but not
necessarily wiser, married and yet seemingly just as restless, unsettles something
deep inside her. He had been the embodiment of confidence back then, always at the
center of attention, laughing too loudly, moving through life as though the world had
been shaped for his convenience. But as she watches him from afar, his easy charm no
longer feels quite so effortless, and the illusion of who he was begins to crumble. The
realization is jarring—how often do we hold onto people as we once saw them, rather
than who they have become? Perhaps even more unsettling is the thought that she

has done the same with herself, clinging to old versions of her identity that no longer



fit.

Needing space to breathe, Olivia finds herself heading toward the Whispering Cave, a
hidden enclave on the island that few know about but many fear. The wind rushes
through its narrow passageways, creating an eerie chorus of murmurs, as though the
cave itself is alive with secrets. The sound unsettles her, yet it feels fitting—a place
where the past and present seem to blur, where whispers fill the empty spaces just as
they do in her mind. She steps inside, the darkness swallowing her whole, allowing
herself a rare moment-of raw vulnerability. Here, there is no need for pretense, no
expectation to perform, just the quiet confrontation of'her own thoughts. She recalls
the sting of her recent breakup, the way it unraveled so painfully, leaving her with a
hollow ache that refuses to fade. It was not just the end of a relationship; it was the
confirmation of a fear she had always carried—that she is difficult to love, easy to

leave.

She leans against the cave wall, pressing her palms into the cold stone as if grounding
herself in something solid. The walls feel ancient, bearing the weight of time in their
jagged edges, much like the heaviness she carries within. The silence is comforting
until it is suddenly broken by the sound of footsteps approaching. Olivia tenses, her
solitude shattered, but when the figure emerges into the dim light, she exhales. It's
Hannah, Charlie’s wife. For a moment, they simply stare at each other, the unlikeliness
of this encounter stretching between them. Olivia wonders why Hannah is here,
whether she too is looking for an escape, or if she has followed her out of curiosity. But
there is no judgment in Hannah’s gaze, only something quiet, something knowing.
They are different in so many ways, yet in this moment, Olivia senses a shared
understanding, a silent recognition of being outsiders at an event that demands they

belong.

Without words, Hannah offers her a cigarette, and Olivia takes it, their fingers brushing
briefly in the exchange. The flick of the lighter casts a glow between them, illuminating
their faces in flickering light, highlighting the exhaustion in their eyes. Smoke curls into

the air, filling the space between them, and with each exhale, Olivia feels the tension



in her chest loosen just slightly. Their conversation is unhurried, each sentence
carefully measured, neither of them feeling the need to fill the silence with empty
words. They speak of the wedding in vague terms, their places within it, the roles they
are expected to play. Olivia admits, in a quiet voice, that she has never quite felt like
she belonged, not just here, but anywhere. Hannah nods, her expression unreadable,
but there is an agreement in her silence, a mutual understanding that neither of them

fit as seamlessly into the world as they are supposed to.

The moment is fleeting, but for Olivia, it lingers—this brief companionship, this
acknowledgment of loneliness shared. Hannah leaves first, disappearing back into the
night, back to her place among the guests, and Olivia is left alone once more. Yet
something about the encounter has shifted the weight in her chest, even if only
slightly. As she extinguishes the last of the cigarette, watching the ember fade into
darkness, she realizes that some connections, no matter how brief, are enough to
remind her that she is not entirely alone. The cave still whispers around her, but now,
its murmurs feel less like echoes of loss and more like reminders that even in isolation,

understanding can find its way through the cracks.



Jules: The Bride

Jules’ wedding day begins like a carefully curated dream, set against the breathtaking
yet wild backdrop of a cliffside ceremony. The event is meticulously planned, every
detail crafted to exude elegance and perfection, reflecting her desire for control and
order. Yet, as she and Will-return from their private photo session, an unease settles
in—something imperceptible yet undeniabte; a-shiftinthe air that makes her feel

exposed in a way she hadn’t anticipated.

Though laughter and conversation fill the marquee, Jules feels distant, as if she is
watching everything from the outside rather than participating. Will, who should be
basking in the joy of their union, seems preoccupied, his attention drawn toward a
particular guest in a way that unsettles her. She had envisioned this day as the
beginning of something stable, yet already, cracks are forming, making her question if

the perfection she sought was merely an illusion.

The wind whips through her hair as she forces a smile, attempting to shake off her
growing discomfort. But the moment she encounters Freddy—bloodied and
disheveled—it is as if reality itself conspires to strip away the polished exterior of the
wedding. For a fleeting instant, she feels true fear before realizing the blood is not
from an act of violence but the result of behind-the-scenes chaos, something related to

the reception preparations.

Still, the moment leaves an imprint, a sharp contrast between the fantasy she had
constructed and the raw unpredictability of the world around her. She longs for
reassurance, for Will's presence to ground her, yet his detachment only fuels her sense
of isolation. It is not just the wind making her shiver—it is the creeping suspicion that

something about this day, about Will, about everything, is not as it seems.



Before she can fully process her emotions, a commotion erupts, pulling her attention
toward the sea. Murmurs of confusion quickly escalate into cries of alarm as guests
rush toward the cliff’s edge, their voices tinged with panic. It takes only a moment for
Jules to realize what has happened—Olivia, a guest at the wedding, is fighting against

the waves, her figure barely visible as she struggles to stay afloat.

The tension shifts from personal turmoil to collective urgency as people scramble to
respond, their initial shock giving way to action. The once-picturesque scene is now
one of chaos, the serene ocean transformed into a menacing force threatening to pull
Olivia under. Jules watches; her breath catching,@s the.rescue unfolds, a part of her

torn between genuine concern and a simmering resentment she can’t quite define.

When Olivia is finally dragged to safety, gasping and drenched, she appears more wild
than relieved, her presence a stark contrast to the carefully curated elegance of the

wedding. Jules should feel relief that Olivia is alive, but instead, her worry morphs into
something sharper—anger, frustration, and the resurgence of memories she had tried
to bury. Olivia’s near-drowning is not just a disruption; it is an intrusion, a reminder of

past conflicts that Jules had no desire to revisit on this day of all days.

The rawness of the moment ignites something within her, an unspoken fury that
simmers just beneath the surface. This was supposed to be her day, one of joy,
stability, and fresh beginnings, yet Olivia has managed to shatter the illusion with her
presence alone. As Jules stares at her, dripping and breathless, she doesn’t just see a
guest who nearly drowned—she sees an embodiment of everything she has tried to
suppress, everything she has fought to control, and the undeniable proof that

perfection is, perhaps, nothing more than a fleeting dream.

The scene lingers in the air like an unresolved storm, the tension between Jules and
Olivia now an undeniable force. Even as the wedding continues, as people try to shake
off the shock of the incident, something has shifted irreversibly. Beneath the thin veil
of celebration, Jules knows this day is no longer just about marriage—it has become a

reckoning, one that will unravel more than she is prepared to face.



Hannah: The Plus-One

The wedding reception unfolds in a dazzling blur of lights, laughter, and champagne
flutes raised in celebration, yet for Hannah, a persistent unease shadows the joyous
atmosphere. The Plus-One dynamic adds an unexpected weight to the evening—Will's
speech, while polished and-charming, carries an undertone she can’t quite place, as if
each carefully crafted word hides a deeperyunspoken truth. As she watches him
speak, commanding the room with ease, Hannah feels disconnected, her thoughts
straying to her husband, Charlie. Seated apart from her, immersed in his role among
the wedding party, Charlie’s absence feels more than physical—it’'s an emotional
chasm that has quietly grown between them, widening with each passing day. The
lively conversations at her table and the unrestrained laughter of the guests provide
little comfort. Instead, the noise around her serves to amplify the dissonance within,

making her feel like an outsider amidst the celebration.

The air shifts when Jonathan Briggs, or Johnno as he is better known, stands to deliver
the best man’s speech. There’'s an almost imperceptible hesitation in Charlie’s voice as
he introduces him, a brief pause that doesn’t go unnoticed by Hannah. The room
quiets, anticipation building, but not all of it is eager. Johnno’s unsteady demeanor,
betrayed by the slight slur in his words and the telltale flush of alcohol on his face, sets
the tone for what’'s to come. What starts as a typical trip down memory lane quickly
veers into treacherous territory, his jokes cutting too sharply, his anecdotes laced with
a bitterness that the guests can’t quite ignore. His words, meant to celebrate Will,
instead seem to challenge him, painting a picture of their past that is far from the
polished narrative Will has always projected. The tension in the room grows with every
word, the laughter from earlier fading into uneasy murmurs as Johnno delves into

stories that blur the line between humor and accusation.



The turning point comes when Johnno brings up the suit—a gesture long touted as a
symbol of Will’s generosity and camaraderie. The narrative unravels as Johnno reveals
the truth: the suit was no heartfelt gift but a calculated pretense, a prop in the facade
of their friendship. The air in the room thickens as Johnno’s voice grows more pointed,
each word a deliberate strike at the veneer of perfection Will has cultivated. The crowd
shifts uncomfortably, torn between their loyalty to the groom and the uncomfortable
truths being aired before them. Will’s composed smile tightens, his jaw clenching
subtly, a clear sign to Hannah that the cracks in his armor are beginning to show. Yet,
even as Johnno's words dig deeper, Will. maintains his carefully crafted facade, offering

deflections and smooth responses that only partially’mask the strain beneath.

Hannah’s gaze flickers between Will and Charlie, whose expression is unreadable as he
watches the unfolding scene. The distance between them feels more pronounced now,
her thoughts filled with questions she is too afraid to voice. What does Charlie make of
this? Is he as uneasy as she is, or has he grown so accustomed to the unspoken
complexities of their own relationship that this spectacle barely registers? Her
attention returns to Johnno, who now speaks less like a best man and more like a man
with unfinished business, his words no longer veiled in humor but tinged with raw
emotion. The room is no longer filled with celebration but with a heavy, almost
tangible tension, the kind that signals something significant has shifted, even if no one

fully understands it yet.

As Johnno finally steps down, leaving behind an air of awkwardness and unresolved
tension, Hannah feels a wave of discomfort settle over her. The reception
continues—guests clinking glasses, music playing—but the earlier exuberance is
noticeably dimmed. She can’t shake the feeling that this night, meant to symbolize
love and unity, has instead become a stage for confrontation and revelation. Watching
Will return to Jules, offering her a reassuring smile that doesn’t quite reach his eyes,
Hannah senses that the cracks in the facade of this perfect wedding are only the
beginning. In the midst of the revelry, she finds herself grappling with her own
reflections, not just about the spectacle unfolding before her but about the state of her

own life. Weddings are meant to be a celebration of new beginnings, but tonight, they



feel like a reckoning—a moment when illusions fall away, leaving only the raw,

uncomfortable truths behind.



Earlier: Will: The Groom

In this chapter WILL: The Groom, Jules and | walk back to the marquee together. |
leave Olivia to make her own way. For one crazy moment there, realizing how near we
were to the cliff edge, | was tempted. It wouldn’t have come as that much of a
surprise. She tried to drown-herself earlier, after all - or that’s certainly how it looked,
before | saved her. And-with this wind -jit'syneallysblowing a gale now - there would

have been so much confusion.

But that’s not me. I’'m not a killer. I'm a good guy. It's all somewhat out of control,

though, everything getting out of hand. I'll have to sort things out.

Obviously, | could never have told Jules about Olivia. Not by the time | made the
connection between them that day at her mum’s house, not when it had gone so far.
What would have been the point in hurting Jules unnecessarily? The thing with Olivia -
that was never going to be real, was it? It was a temporary attraction. With her, it was
all based on lies, hers as much as mine. In fact, it was the pretence that got me going
when we met on that date, trying to be someone she wasn’t. Pretending to be older,
pretending to be sophisticated. That insecurity. It made me want to corrupt her, rather
like a girlfriend | had at uni once, who was one of the good girls - smart, a hard worker,
who came from some crummy school and didn’t think she was good enough to be

there.

When | met Jules at that party, however, that was different. It was like fate. | saw how
good we would be together straight away. How good we’d look together - physically,
yes, but also in how well-matched we were. Me, on the brink of a promising new
career, her, such a high flyer. | needed an equal, someone with self-confidence,

ambition - someone like me. Together we’d be invincible. And we are.



Olivia will keep quiet, | think. I've known that since the beginning. Knew she wouldn’t
feel anyone would believe her. She doubts herself too much. Except - and perhaps I'm
simply being paranoid - it does feel like she’s changed since we’ve been here.
Everything seems changed on this island. It’s as though the place is doing it, that
we’'ve been brought here for a reason. | know that’s ridiculous. It’s the fact of having
so many people in one spot all at once: past and present. I'm usually so careful, but |
admit | hadn’t thought it all through, how it might play out having them all here

together. The consequences of it.

So. Olivia: | think I'm fine there. But I'll have to do something about Johnno, soon as |
get back to the marquee.- | can't have him running his mouth off to anyone and
everyone. | underestimated him, perhaps. | thought it was safer to have him here than
not, to keep him close. But Jules invited Piers without my knowing. Yes, actually, that's
where it all went wrong. If she hadn’t, Johnno would never have known about the TV
thing and we could have carried on as normal. It would never have worked, him on the
show, he must know that. He does, in fact: he put it so well himself. He’s an absolute
liability. With his pot-smoking and his drinking and his long fucking memory. He'd have
had some sort of freak-out in front of a journalist and it would all have come out. If he
can see that - what a disaster he would have been - then | don’t really understand why

is he so cut.



The day before: Hannah: The Plus-One

The day before, | had dismissed my lingering anxiety as nothing more than exhaustion,
but now, as | sit there, a creeping unease takes hold, my pulse quickening as my eyes
lock onto the shadowy figure outside. The flickering candlelight distorts its form,
casting it in an eerie glow,-and for a moment, it feels as though the figure is staring
directly at me. My breath catches in my;thnoat;and-the,fine hairs on my arms rise
instinctively, as if my body recognizes a threat before my mind can fully comprehend
it. This must be my imagination—perhaps a trick of the dim light—but the intensity of
the moment grips me with a fear | cannot shake. | let out an involuntary gasp, causing
Charlie to turn toward me, his expression one of mild curiosity rather than concern. He
follows my gaze to the window, but by the time he looks, the figure has vanished,

leaving only the shifting shadows cast by the wind against the glass.

“What is it?” Charlie asks, his voice tinged with impatience, as if he assumes | am

overreacting.

“There was someone... outside,” | whisper, barely able to form the words as | continue

scanning the darkness.

Charlie peers through the glass, but there is nothing now—only the distorted reflection
of the room’s golden light against the pitch-black night. Others notice our exchange
and follow his lead, glancing toward the window with fleeting curiosity before returning
to their conversations. No one sees what | saw, and the realization leaves me feeling
ridiculous, as though my fear is nothing more than a foolish misinterpretation of
shadows and candlelight. Yet, despite my best efforts to dismiss it, the dread clings to

me, an unsettling weight that settles deep in my chest, making it impossible to relax.

The evening, despite its carefully curated charm, feels increasingly artificial, as though

beneath its polished surface lies something darker, something waiting to unravel. My



attempts to fit into this world, to move seamlessly among these people, feel forced,
each interaction highlighting just how out of place | am. The brief conversation with
Will, filled with awkward pauses and veiled indifference, reminds me of how invisible |
have become in the eyes of men since becoming a mother. It is a strange realization,
this slow fading from view, as if my existence has been quietly edited out of the
narrative unfolding around me. The laughter that fills the space, the playful ribbing
among old friends, the easy familiarity between those who have known each other for
years—all of it feels like an_elaborate stage play in which | have been cast in the wrong
role. Charlie, who once saw me as his equal,. now.barely acknowledges my presence,

his attention drawn elsewhere, his laughter too loud; too eager to belong.

The social fabric of this gathering is tightly woven, an intricate web of implicit rules
and unspoken hierarchies that | have yet to decipher. | am an outsider, fumbling my
way through a world where each step | take feels either like an effort toward belonging
or a deeper plunge into isolation. The ominous presence at the window—real or
imagined—feels like an extension of this unease, a physical manifestation of my
growing sense of vulnerability. The thought that | could have imagined it should bring
comfort, but instead, it unsettles me further. If my mind is playing tricks on me, what
else have | been misinterpreting? The celebration around me, the lighthearted banter,
the flowing champagne—are they merely distractions, illusions meant to disguise

something far less benign?

The thought lingers, gnawing at the edges of my consciousness, turning the warmth of
the marquee into something suffocating. This place, this event, feels less like a
gathering of friends and more like a beautifully adorned cage, one where expectations
and appearances hold more weight than sincerity. The laughter is too forced, the
camaraderie too rehearsed, as if everyone is playing their part in a script written long
before | arrived. And at the heart of it all, | find myself questioning not only my place
among them but the very nature of the relationships that have bound this group
together. Are we truly here to celebrate, or is there something else beneath the

surface, something we are all pretending not to see?



The chapter unfolds as an exploration of social anxiety, of the unspoken rules that
define belonging, and of the subtle but profound ways in which perception can distort
reality. Through the protagonist’s eyes, we witness the struggle to navigate a world
where appearances are everything and the fear of being an outsider is as tangible as
the shifting shadows outside the window. The evening may be one of celebration, but
the undercurrent of unease lingers, leaving us to wonder whether the real threat lies

beyond the glass—or within the carefully guarded dynamics of the people inside.



Johnno: The Best Man

Perched atop the rugged battlements of the Folly, the best man, Johnno, and Will stand
side by side, the howling wind carrying whispers of the past between them. Below, the
restless sea crashes against the jagged rocks, an unrelenting force that mirrors the
undercurrents of tension brewing beneath their camaraderie. From an outsider’s
perspective, they appear-as two old friendsrenjoying arquiet drink before the wedding
festivities truly begin, but beneath the surface, something unspoken lingers. Johnno,
with his characteristic bravado, attempts to fill the silence with laughter, cracking
jokes and reminiscing about the wild antics of their youth. Yet, despite the easy
banter, Will remains guarded, his responses carefully measured, his polished exterior
betraying none of the unease that flickers in his gaze. Their friendship, once effortless
and unbreakable, now feels like a precarious balancing act—one misstep away from
revealing the fractures beneath, testing the very bond between the groom and the

best man.

The conversation takes a turn toward Jules’s half-sister, Olivia, a topic that visibly
unsettles Will. Johnno, ever the provocateur, makes a teasing remark about Olivia’s
striking beauty, but his words elicit an immediate and almost defensive response from
Will. It is subtle, but telling—a brief moment where the mask of composure slips,
replaced by something unguarded and raw. Will insists that Olivia is off-limits, that
certain lines must never be crossed, a declaration that raises more questions than it
answers. Johnno senses the weight behind his words, the careful restraint in his tone,
as if Olivia’s presence at the wedding stirs something Will would rather not confront.
The exchange leaves Johnno with a lingering curiosity—what is it about Olivia that

rattles Will, and why does he feel the need to shut down the conversation so quickly?

Their uneasy moment is soon interrupted by the arrival of Femi, Angus, Duncan, and

Peter, their old schoolmates from Trevellyan’s, whose laughter and easy camaraderie



inject a sense of familiarity into the night. Their presence brings a flood of nostalgia,
memories of late-night escapades, drunken dares, and the reckless abandon of youth.
The school they once attended had shaped them in ways they never fully
acknowledged—Trevs, as they called it, had been more than just an institution; it had
been a world of unspoken rules, hierarchies, and fierce loyalty. Now, as grown men
standing on the precipice of adulthood’s full weight, they fall into familiar patterns,
reliving their glory days with the same boisterous energy. But beneath the revelry,

there’s an undeniable sense of something being held back, something left unsaid.

Their stories turn to old traditions, particularly the infamous "Survival" game—nights
spent in the darkness of the school’s vast grounds, testing their endurance, their wit,
and sometimes, their cruelty. What had once felt like an initiation into brotherhood
now carries a different weight, a recognition that not all their antics had been harmless
fun. There’'s a moment where their laughter falters, where nostalgia shifts into
something heavier, as if they are all silently recalling events they do not wish to
discuss. Will, the golden boy of their group, maintains his carefully crafted image,
effortlessly maneuvering the conversation to safer ground. Johnno, watching him
closely, realizes how much effort Will exerts in controlling the narrative, ensuring that
the past remains exactly where he wants it—buried beneath charm and well-placed

distractions.

As the night wears on, the mood oscillates between revelry and reflection, between
the comfort of old friendships and the discomfort of what they refuse to acknowledge.
The passage of time has eroded none of their shared history, yet it has created
undeniable distance, the realization that they are no longer the boys they once were.
The wedding should be a moment of celebration, yet to Johnno, it feels like a
reckoning—a moment where the past and present collide, forcing them to confront the
truths they have spent years avoiding. The unspoken tension between him and Will,
the guarded nature of their interactions, the hints of something unresolved—Johnno

knows that this weekend will bring more than just vows and champagne toasts.



As the others continue drinking, Johnno takes a quiet moment to observe Will, noting
the slight stiffness in his posture, the way his gaze flickers toward the shadows beyond
the Folly, as if expecting something—or someone—to emerge. It is in that moment that
Johnno realizes this wedding is not just a celebration for Will. It is an attempt at
control, at erasing whatever it is that haunts him. But the past has a way of
resurfacing, and Johnno suspects that before the weekend is over, whatever Will is

trying to bury will claw its way back into the light.



Jules: The Bride

The Bride and Charlie find themselves standing alone on the battlements, temporarily
removed from the wedding’s extravagant celebrations, caught in a moment of
nostalgia and unresolved emotions. The night air is cool, thick with the weight of
things left unsaid, their conversation a delicate balance between familiarity and the
unspoken tension of past.indiscretions. TheBridej Jules; soon to be wed, explains the
official reasoning behind choosing this remote island location—privacy from the press,
a connection to her Irish heritage, and the exclusivity of hosting an event in such an
untouched setting. Yet, beneath the polished explanations, a deeper truth lingers—one
rooted in fleeting doubts, hidden regrets, and an unspoken awareness of paths not
taken. As they talk, Charlie’s presence stirs in The Bride a flicker of uncertainty, a
whisper of what might have been had things unfolded differently. The setting, isolated
and surrounded by the endless sea, amplifies the emotional gravity of their exchange,

leaving them both teetering between nostalgia and reality.

What begins as a reflective conversation soon escalates into a subtle clash, as Jules,
perhaps defensively, turns the focus onto Charlie’s happiness in his own relationship.
There is teasing, but beneath it lies a challenge—a provocation aimed at exposing
whether Charlie harbors jealousy, whether he ever wanted something more with her.
The dance of their words becomes a test of unspoken boundaries, revealing the
complex and layered nature of their friendship. Jules finds herself searching his
expressions for answers she isn’t sure she wants, while Charlie’s reluctance to fully
engage hints at his own hesitations. The past and present seem to collide in this
suspended moment, a reminder of how entangled their histories are. Yet, the night
does not allow for resolutions—only more questions and the lingering feeling of

unfinished business between them.



Later, Jules returns to Will, seeking solace in the familiarity of his touch, hoping
intimacy will silence the emotions stirred by her exchange with Charlie. But her
attempt to lose herself in the physical moment is interrupted by a grotesque and
unexpected discovery—something damp and tangled in their bed. At first, she recoils
in horror, her mind racing to decipher what kind of creature has been placed there. A
closer look reveals that it is seaweed, arranged deliberately in a manner reminiscent of
a schoolboy prank. The absurdity of it cuts through the tension, but not in a way that
brings relief. Instead, the act feels pointed, laced with malice, dragging Will's past into

their present in a way that feels both unsettling,and.cruel.

Jules struggles with a surge of anger, her thoughts spiraling between indignation and
disillusionment. The act of placing seaweed in their bed feels like more than just a
juvenile joke—it is a reminder of Will's past, of the private school traditions and the
unspoken rules of his old friendships. She contemplates retaliation, her mind racing
with ways to respond, to regain control of the situation. Yet, Will, ever the charmer,
convinces her to let it go, to dismiss it as meaningless mischief rather than allowing it
to cast a shadow over their wedding day. His words are soothing, but they do little to
erase the unease now lodged in Jules’s mind. The incident, however trivial on the
surface, serves as a symbolic prelude to the wedding, highlighting the tension between

moving forward and the ghosts that refuse to be left behind.

As the night stretches on, Jules cannot shake the feeling that something is lurking
beneath the surface, something beyond childish pranks and whispered conversations.
The isolation of the island, the omnipresent sea, and the weight of history seem to
press in on her, making her question how much of the past ever truly stays buried. The
interplay of nostalgia, unresolved emotions, and the fragile promise of marital bliss all
swirl together, creating an atmosphere thick with anticipation and doubt. This chapter
masterfully sets the stage for the unfolding drama, exploring the lingering shadows
that exist within relationships and the uneasy realization that the past has a way of

making itself known, no matter how carefully it is tucked away.



Hannah: The Plus-One

Hannah moves through the dance tent, the air thick with heat and energy as the
wedding guests lose themselves in the chaotic joy of the celebration. The live band fills
the space with a lively rhythm, and the dance floor sways under the weight of feet
stomping in mismatched unison. Everywhere she looks, she sees flushed faces, arms
flung in exuberant gestures, bodies moving-in-a fevenishpattempt to capture the spirit
of an Irish jig. The atmaosphere is intoxicating, a blend of laughter, music, and the
uninhibited abandon that comes with too many drinks and the promise of a long night
ahead. Yet, despite the revelry, Hannah feels a growing dissonance within herself, as if
she is separate from the celebration, unable to fully immerse herself in the joy that
surrounds her. Her mind is restless, preoccupied with thoughts of Charlie, of Jules, of
the uneasy feeling that has been gnawing at her since the evening began. She
watches the party unfold, trying to shake the discomfort, but then her eyes land on

something—or rather, someone—that makes her pause.

Will is dancing with Olivia, his grip on her firm, his movements light and playful, as if
nothing in the world could possibly be wrong. His confidence is effortless, the kind that
charms a room without even trying, but Olivia's body language tells a different story.
She moves with hesitation, stiff and unresponsive, as though she is forcing herself to
participate in a dance she does not want to be part of. The smile on her lips is
unconvincing, stretched too thin, a silent plea rather than an expression of enjoyment.
Hannah watches, suddenly alert, sensing that this moment is significant, though she
cannot yet articulate why. A flicker of recognition sparks in her mind, a memory
surfacing from a conversation she once had with Olivia. It had been about a party—an
event at the V&A museum, hosted by Jules—something that had seemed like idle
chatter at the time. But now, as she watches Olivia’s discomfort under Will’s touch, the

recollection tightens around her like a warning.



Hannah's thoughts begin to race, trying to connect the dots between Olivia’s unease,
Will's presence, and the lingering sense that something at this wedding is not as it
seems. The music swells, the crowd moves like a living organism, and for a moment, it
feels like the entire night is spinning around her, pulling her deeper into a realization
she isn't ready to face. A fellow guest stumbles into her shoulder, muttering an
apology before disappearing back into the sea of moving bodies, but Hannah barely
registers the impact. Her heart pounds in her chest, not from the energy of the dance
but from the urgency rising.in her. There is something here—something hidden just
beneath the surface of polite smiles and wedding-day. bliss—that she cannot ignore.
Her instincts scream at her to pay attention, to follow the thread that has begun
unraveling in front of her eyes. Will's carefree attitude, Olivia's hesitation, the
whispered warnings from earlier in the night—it all feels connected, and the weight of

that realization settles deep in her bones.

The celebration continues around her, oblivious to the shift in Hannah’s demeanor, to
the storm of thoughts building behind her composed expression. The tent feels smaller
now, suffocating, the once-welcoming atmosphere taking on an almost oppressive
quality. The laughter, the clinking of glasses, the joyful chaos—it all feels like a
performance, a stage carefully constructed to mask the truth. Hannah glances at Olivia
again, searching her face for answers, but all she finds is fear. A silent, contained fear
that sends a chill down her spine. This night, which had started as a celebration of love
and union, now feels like something else entirely—an unraveling, a slow, creeping
revelation of something that was never meant to come to light. Hannah doesn’t know
what she’s about to uncover, but she knows one thing for certain: this wedding is far

from over, and neither are the secrets it holds.



Johnno: The Best Man

The Whispering Cave looms in the darkness, its damp, briny air wrapping around
Johnno as he leads the group into its eerie depths. Laughter bounces off the jagged
rock walls, masking the tension that thickens with each step. The Best Man, Will,
bound and blindfolded, stumbles slightly as he is led forward, grinning despite his
discomfort. To him, this is just another wild stunt, another reckless prank in the long
line of juvenile traditions that had always been part oftheir friendship. But Johnno’s
grip on his arm is just a little too firm, his steps a little too deliberate, his silence
stretching just a little too long. This isn’t just about tradition, not for Johnno—this is
something deeper, something darker, something he has been waiting for far too long
to say. The others, half-drunk and giddy with adrenaline, cheer him on, oblivious to the

undercurrent of resentment rippling beneath his every move.

As they reach the heart of the cave, the stench of rotting seaweed and damp stone fills
the air, mingling with the salty tang of the approaching tide. The ground beneath their
feet is slick with moisture, and the sound of waves crashing against distant rocks
grows louder, more insistent. Johnno watches Will’s face as the laughter around them
starts to fade, as the realization creeps in that this is more than just a game. The
blindfold robs Will of the confidence he usually wears like armor, and for the first time,
Johnno sees him without the veil of effortless charm that had always kept him one step
ahead. The group, now quiet with the weight of the moment, watches as Johnno
tightens his grip on Will's shoulders. Will shifts uncomfortably, a nervous chuckle
escaping his lips. "Alright, Johnno," he says, trying to keep the amusement in his voice.

"Joke’s over, yeah?"
But it isn’t over. Not yet.

Johnno has carried the weight of this moment for years, a heavy stone pressing

against his ribs, waiting for the right time to break free. He has spent too many nights



replaying the past, tracing every betrayal, every humiliation, every time Will had used
him, manipulated him, left him behind. This night, this cave, is his stage now. The
memory of their school days floods his mind, the night they thought they were
invincible, the night they took things too far. He can still see the face of the boy they
called "Loner," can still hear the pleading in his voice as they tied him to the railing,
laughing, so sure that the tide wouldn’t reach him. But it had. And in the morning, he
was gone. They had promised never to speak of it again, and Will—self-assured,
golden, untouchable Will—had moved on as though it had never happened. But Johnno

never had. He never could.

Will’s shoulders stiffen as-Johnno’s voice finally breaks the silence. He lays it all out,
every grievance, every wound that had never quite healed. The stolen business
opportunity, the broken promises, the betrayal that went beyond schoolyard cruelty
and into something far worse. Will tries to brush it off at first, tries to play it cool, but
there’s a crack in his voice that Johnno catches. He’s afraid. Not of the cave, not of the
dark, but of what Johnno knows, of what he might finally do. "You think you’'re the
victim?" Johnno spits, his hands curling into fists. "You always do, don’t you? You think

you can just walk away from everything, like none of it ever mattered."”

The tide creeps closer, licking at Will’s shoes, and for the first time, he pulls at his
restraints, testing them. Johnno takes a step back, watching him struggle, watching
the confidence drain from his face. For a split second, he considers pushing this
further, making Will feel even a fraction of the fear they had once inflicted on someone
else. But something stops him—a flicker of exhaustion, of realization. He isn't Will. He

isn't like him.

With a sharp breath, Johnno turns and walks away, leaving Will in the cold embrace of
the cave, the whispers of the tide growing louder around him. He doesn’t look back. He
doesn’t need to. The past will always be there, but tonight, for the first time in years,

he isn’t the one drowning in it.



Now: The wedding night

On the wedding night, the atmosphere takes a chilling turn as the ushers, including
Femi and Angus, stumble upon a twisted gold crown embedded in the damp, storm-
ravaged earth. At first, it appears like a discarded remnant of the celebration, but upon
closer inspection, they realize. it belongs to Jules. The sight of the once-pristine crown,
now severely bent andrmisshapen, sends anunsettlingywave of unease through the
group. The damage suggests a significant amount of force was applied, raising
immediate concerns about what could have happened. Angus, visibly troubled, recalls
the last time he saw Jules—right before the cake-cutting ceremony. He remembers
catching a glimpse of her expression, one that seemed tense, bordering on either
anger or fear, a detail that now feels far more significant in light of this ominous

discovery.

As the group stands in silence, processing the implications of the damaged crown, the
air around them feels heavy with something unspoken. Femi, attempting to piece
together the events, asks if anyone had seen Jules after the power briefly flickered
during the reception. An eerie pause follows as they exchange uncertain glances, each
of them realizing that no one can confidently recall seeing her in the aftermath of the
blackout. The realization settles over them like a weight, amplifying their collective
unease. Angus, unwilling to voice his worst fears, shakes his head, his reluctance
mirroring the group’s growing sense of dread. Duncan exhales sharply, the sound
cutting through the tension, a nonverbal confirmation that he too feels the unsettling

presence of something amiss.

Femi clarifies that he isn't outright suggesting Jules has been harmed, but his attempts
to reconstruct the evening expose a gaping hole in their recollections. If Jules had left
the reception willingly, someone should have seen her, yet no one did. The silence that

follows his statement speaks louder than any words—the fact that not a single one of



them can confirm where she went is deeply unsettling. The storm, which had once
seemed like nothing more than an inconvenience, now feels like a shroud concealing
something far more sinister. The battered crown in Angus’s grasp serves as a tangible
clue, but it only raises more questions than answers. The fact that it was found in the
mud, away from the main wedding area, implies something happened—something that

shouldn’t have.

As they reluctantly push forward, the night air grows colder, and the remnants of the
storm leave behind an-eerie stillness that feels almost unnatural. Each step through
the wet grass and shifting earth feels heavier, asrif the land itself is reluctant to give
up its secrets. The Folly leoamsin the distance, its windows reflecting the occasional
flicker of light, but instead of appearing welcoming, it now seems like a dark, watchful
entity. Every gust of wind, every distant rustle in the underbrush, sets their nerves
further on edge, as if something unseen is lurking just beyond their sight. The group,
once merely concerned, now moves with a sense of urgency, their unease growing into

a palpable fear that Jules may not just be missing—she may be in real danger.

Despite their shared apprehension, they know they cannot stop now. The longer Jules
remains unaccounted for, the more their worries take root, threatening to spiral into
full-blown panic. Every passing second deepens the mystery, and though none of them
want to say it aloud, the thought lingers between them: what if they are already too
late? The contrast between the joyous celebration that had taken place just hours ago
and the foreboding atmosphere that now grips them is staggering. What was meant to
be a night of unity and happiness has instead unraveled into a night of fear,
unanswered questions, and an overwhelming sense that something terrible has
happened. The darkness surrounding them is no longer just a product of the night—it
is a veil hiding the truth, and they can only hope that whatever they are about to

uncover is something they can still fix before it's too late.



Jules: The Bride

In The Bride, Jules unexpectedly finds herself thrust into the heart of an emotionally
charged confrontation, one that unravels the delicate fabric of trust she had woven
with her husband, Will. As she watches from the shadows, she overhears a
confrontation between Will and Olivia, the latter making a desperate attempt to
expose the secret relationship they have been hiding. Initially, Jules is in denial, unable
to fully comprehend the magnitude of the'moment. The fragments of their heated
conversation, carried faintly by the wind, gradually begin to piece together the truth of
the affair, a truth that had been lingering in the background but now comes to the
forefront with undeniable clarity. The physical closeness between Will and Olivia, once
brushed off as casual interactions, now takes on a far more sinister meaning, one that
forces Jules to confront the painful reality that her husband, the man she married, has

been living a double life.

As the conversation continues, Jules’s heart races, a whirlwind of emotions taking over
her. Disbelief first consumes her, as she cannot fathom the depth of Will’s betrayal.
How could the man she trusted, the man she thought she knew, be capable of such
deception? The anguish soon shifts into a fierce anger, one that burns through her like
a wildfire. This betrayal, once a distant suspicion, is now exposed in full force, and
Jules cannot escape the emotional weight of the situation. The anger is not just aimed
at Will for his infidelity, but at herself as well—for having missed the signs, for being
blind to the lies that had been carefully constructed around her. It is a bitter
awakening, one that forces Jules to question the very foundation of her marriage, her

relationship, and the trust she had placed in Will for so long.

In the silence that follows the revelation, Jules stands frozen, processing the enormity
of what she has just discovered. It feels as if the ground beneath her is shifting, the

world spinning out of control, and she is left struggling to regain her footing. The



intense emotions coursing through her—disbelief, anger, humiliation—are now
overshadowed by a deep sense of loss. Will's actions have not just betrayed her trust;
they have betrayed the love and commitment she had believed they shared. Her
whole world is upended, and the realization that she can no longer ignore the truth is a
harsh pill to swallow. This emotional rupture marks the end of an era in her life, a point
of no return that sends her spiraling into a journey of self-exploration and emotional

reckoning.

The cliffside setting where this confrontation takes place becomes a powerful
metaphor for the emotional precipice Jules how faces. The cliff's edge, high and sharp,
mirrors the sudden and jarring shift in Jules’s perception of her life, her marriage, and
her identity. She feels as if she is standing at the edge of a great chasm, with no clear
way to move forward. Will’s infidelity has pulled the rug out from under her, and she is
left to face the fallout alone. The landscape around her, once familiar and comforting,
now feels alien, much like the man she thought she knew. The weight of her emotions
presses down on her, and she knows that the person she was moments before—the
woman who stood by Will’s side in love and trust—is gone, replaced by someone who

must now navigate the harsh truth of betrayal.

This chapter is not merely a revelation of Will’s infidelity; it is an exploration of Jules’s
inner transformation. The pain and anger she feels are not just directed outwardly at
Will but are also focused inwardly on herself. She must now come to terms with who
she has become in light of this betrayal—who she was when she believed in her
marriage and who she must become now that everything she held dear has been
shattered. Jules’'s emotional journey is complex, filled with raw vulnerability, self-
doubt, and a thirst for justice. This moment, while harrowing, also serves as a catalyst
for her personal growth, as she is forced to reassess her values, her future, and the

strength she never realized she had.

As the wedding continues, a painful juxtaposition unfolds before Jules—around her, life
carries on as if nothing has changed. Guests continue to enjoy the celebration,

unaware of the turmoil raging inside her. The contrast between the public joy and her



private grief amplifies the sense of isolation Jules feels. She is surrounded by people,
yet she is profoundly alone, caught in a whirlwind of emotions that threaten to
overwhelm her. This chapter captures not just the agony of betrayal, but the quiet
devastation of realizing that the person she loved and trusted is no longer the person
she thought he was. The revelation of Will's secret life has irrevocably altered the
course of her future, leaving her with the daunting task of rebuilding herself from the

pieces of her broken heart.



Now: The wedding night

On the wedding night, with the wind howling around them, Duncan, Femi, and Angus
find themselves outside, torches in hand, searching the darkness for something
unknown but undeniably unsettling. The mention of a body by a waitress has set the
stage for their uneasy mission, turning the already grim atmosphere into a breeding
ground for suspicion-and fear. Every strange noise and irregularity in the terrain now
feels like a potential discovery, heightening theiranxiety as they move through the
night. Duncan attempts to lighten the mood by joking about their school days and a
game they used to play called "Survival," hoping to ease the tension, but his attempts
fall flat. Femi and Angus, clearly not in the mood for nostalgia, are frustrated by his

levity, given the seriousness of what they believe they are about to encounter.

The conversation quickly takes a darker turn as the three friends delve into their
shared past, with unresolved grievances surfacing about a particular school activity
that ended tragically. Duncan defends the school tradition, brushing off the death as
an accident, while Angus vehemently condemns it as reckless and dangerous,
suggesting that Duncan’s penchant for intimidation played a role in the incident. The
tension between them becomes palpable, the long-suppressed animosities rising to
the surface as they confront their past actions. Their differing views highlight the deep
divide in their friendship, with Duncan’s dismissive attitude and Angus’s serious
condemnation pulling them further apart. As the wind intensifies, their uneasy banter

grows more charged, mirroring the darkening environment around them.

Despite their growing isolation, they push forward, trying to focus on the task at hand.
The cold, relentless wind and the eerie, unsettling silence of the night only add to the
strangeness of their situation, creating an atmosphere that feels almost surreal. The
juxtaposition of this nightmarish search with the previous day’s joyful wedding

celebrations is not lost on them. The stark contrast between the warmth of the



ceremony and the chilling, uncertain atmosphere they now find themselves in
emphasizes the absurdity of their predicament. The search for something as vague as
"a body" feels absurd in this context, underscoring the strange shift from celebration

to grim reality.

Duncan, ever the skeptic, dismisses the alarms they’ve heard as nothing more than
drunken exaggerations from the wedding party, a result of the revelry and chaos that
surrounded them earlier. But Femi, sensing there may be more to the situation,
suggests that the celebratory atmosphere might have inadvertently led to an
unfortunate incident, one that they now have to face. Duncan, however, focuses on
Charlie, a particular guest from the wedding, suggesting that his intoxicated state
might be a lead worth pursuing. This theory, while speculative, adds a layer of intrigue
to the mystery they are trying to unravel, shifting their focus to one of the wedding’s

attendees rather than the vague notion of a body.

The chapter encapsulates a poignant moment where youthful recklessness meets the
harsh realities of adulthood. The men, once bound by the carefree bonds of their
youth, are now forced to confront the consequences of their actions, past and present.
What began as a fun, light-hearted game now feels like a haunting reminder of the
darker aspects of their shared history. In the midst of a wedding celebration, a
potential tragedy unfolds, pulling them into a situation that forces them to confront not
only their fears but the weight of their past decisions. The atmosphere is charged with
tension, the wind echoing the turmoil within them as they are thrust into a nightmarish
reality that will test the limits of their friendship and their ability to reconcile their past

with the present.



Hannah: The Plus-One

In the chapter The Plus-One, the protagonist, Hannah, is confronted with a deep
internal struggle that leaves her emotions torn between attraction and rage. Her
growing feelings for Will are clouded by the unsettling realization that he may be tied
to a tragic event involving-her sister, Alice. As Hannah reflects on the events that have
led her to this painful conclusion, she recalls, ayconversation with Jethro and Luis, which
planted the seed of suspicion about Will's involvement in Alice’s untimely death.
Despite her attempts to dismiss these thoughts as mere coincidence, the facts begin
to align too perfectly, forcing her to face the painful truth that Will may have played a

role in the destruction of Alice’s life.

The dark past resurfaces as Hannah recalls the anonymous video that was circulated
about Alice, a video that deeply damaged her sister’s reputation. At the time, the grief
of losing Alice overwhelmed her family, preventing them from investigating the true
source of the video or identifying who was responsible for the public humiliation. In her
own private world, Hannah swears vengeance, yet she finds herself grappling with the
irony that the same man she is drawn to—Will—is the one she believes may have
contributed to Alice's tragic end. The attraction she feels towards Will, once seen as
harmless or even flattering, now feels like a betrayal to her sister, adding to the

turmoil brewing inside her.

As the wedding progresses, Hannah's suspicions are only solidified by her observations
of Will. At the wedding, she watches his every move, noticing the way he interacts with
others and, most disturbingly, how his charm seems to eerily mirror the way he once
engaged with Alice. His interactions with her also take on a strange familiarity, as if he
has mistaken her for her late sister. This unsettling realization sparks a stronger sense
of fury and helplessness within her, especially as she sees him continuing to flourish

despite the shadow of his past actions.



The wedding setting becomes a poignant contrast to Hannah’s inner turmoil.
Surrounded by guests who remain blissfully unaware of the weight of her emotions,
she moves through the marquee, which intermittently grows dark, a fitting metaphor
for her state of mind. With each passing moment, her desire for revenge deepens, and
the festivity around her feels more like a reminder of Alice's lost potential rather than a
celebration. The juxtaposition between Will's apparent success and the tragic end of

her sister creates a bitter sense of injustice that Hannah cannot ignore.

The cutting of the wedding cake-is.a symbolic moment that becomes the climax of
Hannah's emotional turmoil. Watching Will and his bride, Jules, perform this ritual of
union and celebration, Hannah’s anger reaches its peak. When Jules smashes cake into
Will's face as part of the ceremony, Hannah is struck by the seemingly innocent act,
but to her, it holds a violent undertone. The moment mirrors her inner conflict, the
growing rage she feels toward Will, and her desire to lash out, to somehow make him

feel the weight of the wrongs that have been done to Alice.

Hannah's narrative is a powerful portrayal of grief, betrayal, and the search for justice.
Her emotions are complex, caught between the aching loss of her sister and the
growing realization that she might be falling for a man who could have played a part in
her death. As she watches the wedding unfold, the external joy contrasts sharply with
her internal chaos, highlighting the difficulty of reconciling the public celebration with
the private grief and anger that consume her. Through Hannah's eyes, the reader is
drawn into a world where revenge and justice feel intertwined, and where the past’s

unresolved pain threatens to overshadow any hope of moving forward.



Now: The wedding night

The wedding night, once a dazzling celebration of unity and joy, is suddenly plunged
into an unsettling darkness as a power outage sweeps through the marquee. The
revelers, caught mid-conversation and mid-dance, fall silent as the storm outside
intensifies, rattling the veryfabric of the tent. Rain lashes against the structure, the
wind’s howling crescendos drowning out theinitial gasps-of surprise. The dim glow of
flickering candles barely illuminates the disoriented guests, casting eerie shadows that
flicker across their faces, amplifying the growing tension. The laughter and music that
had once filled the space are now replaced with hushed murmurs and uneasy
shuffling, as though the very essence of the wedding night has been snuffed out along
with the lights. For a brief moment, the blackout feels like an uninvited guest, bringing

with it a sense of dread that no one dares voice aloud.

As the guests shift uncomfortably, the storm outside pounds against the island with
relentless force, hammering the marquee with gusts of wind strong enough to make
the structure tremble. The island’s isolation, once a charming element of the
wedding’s exclusivity, now feels like a trap, locking them in place with no means of
escape until the tempest passes. Conversations, whispered and uncertain, swirl among
the attendees, speculating whether this is simply a minor inconvenience or the prelude
to something far more sinister. Some joke nervously, their laughter brittle, but others
are gripped by a growing unease that has little to do with the weather. The wedding
planner, Aoife, moves swiftly through the crowd, attempting to reassure jittery guests
while simultaneously scanning the area for any sign of disruption beyond the storm.
The staff work hurriedly to retrieve flashlights and lanterns, their hurried movements

reflecting an unspoken concern that something is not quite right.

When the power finally flickers back to life, the marquee is bathed once more in warm,

golden light, yet the moment of relief is fleeting. The scene before them, once the



epitome of elegance and festivity, now appears slightly off-kilter, as though the outage
has exposed an undercurrent of disorder that had been lurking just beneath the
surface. Tables are in disarray, abandoned glasses and overturned wine bottles litter
the floor, their contents pooling into dark stains on the pristine white tablecloths. A
pair of silver sandals lies forgotten beneath a chair, and the once-glorious wedding
cake now bears the first marks of a premature slicing, its deep red sponge stark
against the surrounding mess. The damage is subtle, but unmistakable—something
had shifted in the darkness, and the return of the lights has done little to restore the

evening’s once-carefree-atmosphere.

Despite efforts to reignite the revelry, the tension lingers, an unshakable presence
weaving its way through the crowd like an invisible specter. The Irish band, after a
moment’s hesitation, resumes playing, though their once-lively music now feels like a
forced attempt to restore normalcy. Guests warily step around broken glass, their
movements measured, their voices lower than before. The storm outside continues to
rage, reinforcing the stark reality that no one can leave the island until the weather
calms. Some make light of the situation, raising their glasses in mock toasts to the
unpredictable forces of nature, but the forced nature of their humor only highlights the

unease that refuses to dissipate.

Then, just as the collective tension seems to settle into an uneasy acceptance, a sound
pierces through the din of the storm—sharp, distinct, and chillingly unfamiliar. At first,
it is dismissed as the wind, another burst of violent rain against the marquee, or the
distant crash of waves against the cliffs. But then it comes again, clearer this time—a
sound that does not belong to the storm. The guests freeze, their conversations cut
short, as a collective shiver seems to run through the crowd. Eyes dart toward the
entrance of the marquee, toward the shadowy edges of the reception area where
candlelight fails to reach. The moment stretches unbearably, the once-opulent

wedding now feeling like the prologue to something far darker.

The guests glance at one another, searching for answers, but none are offered. The

wedding planner, ever the professional, attempts to calm the murmuring crowd, but



even she cannot conceal the flicker of uncertainty in her expression. Something has
shifted in the atmosphere, an unspoken knowledge that the night’s troubles are far
from over. As the storm howls outside, rattling the tent like a beast demanding entry,
the celebration that had once been the pinnacle of joy now teeters on the edge of
something far more ominous. The chapter closes with an overwhelming sense of
anticipation, leaving both the characters and the reader with an unsettling question:

what exactly has disrupted the night, and is the worst still yet to come?



Hannah: The Plus-One

During the wedding ceremony, The Plus-One feels a distinct sense of separation from
the event as she sits among distant relatives, quietly observing from the sidelines. Her
attention is split between the unfolding ceremony and the occasional glance at Charlie,
her partner, who is deeply-immersed in the celebration, interacting with friends and
family in ways that make Hannah feel mare-like,anyoutsider. As the bride, Jules, walks
down the aisle, Hannah is struck by a fleeting moment of fear in her expression—a
brief look of uncertainty that quickly fades into a bright, assured smile as she reaches
her groom, Will. This fleeting moment of vulnerability is not lost on Hannah, who
begins to reflect on her own feelings of unease and the complex emotions that come

with such an important event.

The ceremony progresses smoothly, set against a stunning backdrop that Hannah
can’t help but admire. The lavishness of the venue, from the grandiose flowers to the
elegant décor, contrasts sharply with her own wedding experiences, subtly highlighting
the financial disparities between her life and the luxurious celebration taking place
before her. As the ceremony wraps up and the guests are ushered outside, they
eagerly toss rose petals into the air, only for the wind to scatter them hurriedly across
the lawn. This fleeting, almost chaotic moment sparks a deeper reflection in Hannah
about the superstitions surrounding weddings and the ominous atmosphere that
seems to linger, amplified by the local lore shared by the bartenders about the venue
being haunted. The eerie stories only add to Hannah's growing sense of discomfort, as
she contemplates the unpredictable nature of both the day’s events and her own

internal anxieties.

As she explores the venue further, Hannah’s sense of being out of place intensifies.
She observes the elaborate setup—each detail meticulously arranged, from the fine

china to the sparkling glasses—and feels a profound disconnect from the atmosphere



of wealth and exclusivity. The guests, dressed in stylish and sophisticated outfits,
engage in conversations about topics she feels disconnected from, from business
ventures to luxury vacations, all of which serve as reminders of her outsider status.
When she engages in brief conversations with the other guests, they are polite but
superficial, often focusing on wedding hashtags and the social status of the attendees,
which only emphasizes her growing sense of alienation. Despite her efforts to
participate, she can’t shake the feeling that she doesn’t belong among these people,

as though she is merely playing a role rather than being part of the true celebration.

As the evening progresses, Hannah's discomfortcontinues to build, and she finds
herself retreating into herself. She struggles to find a comfortable space within the
wedding’s social dynamic, unable to escape the growing tension and awkwardness
that seem to follow her every interaction. From the groom’s school friends, who make
her feel as though she’s invisible, to an uncomfortable exchange with Will’s parents,
every moment seems to reinforce her feelings of being an outsider. This culminates in
an unfortunate moment when Charlie, who has been drinking and is slightly tipsy,
inadvertently embarrasses her with an offhand comment about her choice of
headwear. His thoughtlessness stings, not just because of the comment itself, but
because it highlights the distance she feels from him in this environment. It
underscores a deeper issue in their relationship—a lack of connection that she had

hoped wouldn’t be so evident.

Despite her attempts to navigate the social complexities of the wedding with grace,
Hannah finds herself struggling with an overwhelming sense of not truly belonging.
The anxiety she feels about fitting in is compounded by a more profound realization
that she may never feel at home in these circles. Her final exchange with Charlie only
intensifies these feelings, leaving her with lingering doubts about her place in both the
wedding and in their relationship. As she retreats further into herself, the once joyous
occasion becomes a reflective moment, where she questions the authenticity of her
connection with both Charlie and the world she is surrounded by. This experience
forces her to confront the dissonance between her outward appearance—trying to fit

in—and the internal conflict that makes her feel increasingly alienated. The wedding,



which should have been a celebration of love and unity, instead becomes a catalyst for
Hannah'’s realization that perhaps she is more disconnected from her own life than she

ever imagined.



Aoife: The Wedding Planner

The weight of responsibility bears heavily on Aoife, the wedding planner, as she
reflects on the unsettling incident that has overshadowed what should have been a
joyous occasion. From the moment she noticed the bridesmaid’s unusual demeanor in
the morning, a nagging sense of concern lingered at the back of her mind. Yet, with a
multitude of tasks demanding her attention;fremmcoordinating vendors to managing
last-minute requests from the wedding party, she found herself unable to act on her
instincts. The moment of realization came too late—by then, the bridesmaid had
already fallen into the water, an event that sent shockwaves through the reception.
The collective gasp from the guests, the splash that shattered the celebratory
atmosphere, and the chaotic scramble that followed replayed in Aoife’s mind like a
nightmare she wished she could rewrite. She had encountered all sorts of challenges in
her career, from missing rings to floral disasters, but nothing had prepared her for
this—the sharp, breathless terror of witnessing a guest in distress, slipping beneath

the surface.

The groom's quick reaction to dive in and rescue the bridesmaid momentarily
alleviated the tension, redirecting the guests' attention away from the accident.
However, for Aoife, the incident became a catalyst for self-recrimination, forcing her to
question whether she had failed in her duty to anticipate and prevent such an
occurrence. She couldn't shake the eerie familiarity of the moment, the cold grip of
past memories surfacing—memories of another day when water had swallowed
someone whole, leaving only regret in its wake. The echoes of her past intertwined
with the present, each heartbeat a reminder of how fragile control truly was. But unlike
before, this time, there had been a rescue. There had been a second chance. Yet, the
thought haunted her—what if there hadn’t been? What if, for all her experience, she

had allowed something truly irreversible to unfold on her watch?



Even as she maintained an outward appearance of grace, expertly directing the
shaken guests toward the marquee for the wedding breakfast, an internal storm raged
within her. The laughter, the clinking of glasses, and the soft hum of background music
all felt like a thin veil disguising the emotional undercurrents threatening to pull her
under. In her role, she was expected to be invisible yet omnipresent, ensuring
perfection while remaining behind the scenes. But tonight, she couldn’t escape the
weight of what had almost happened. If only she had paid closer attention. If only she
had trusted her instincts. These thoughts swirled in her mind, an unrelenting tide of
what-ifs, as she prepared to finish what,she.had started—delivering a flawless evening,

no matter the personal cost.

As the guests settled back into the rhythm of the evening, Aoife’s practiced smile
remained firmly in place, masking the exhaustion that crept into her bones. She had
long ago accepted that perfection in her line of work was an illusion, but moments like
these reminded her just how much of her own emotions she had to suppress. The night
would go on, and so would she, her regrets neatly tucked away beneath layers of
professionalism. Yet deep down, she knew that the echoes of this night—like those
from the past—would never truly leave her. The weight of her responsibilities extended
far beyond ensuring the correct placement of centerpieces or orchestrating a seamless
schedule. It was about people—their lives, their safety, their moments of joy and
vulnerability. And for all her expertise, there were moments when even she felt

powerless against the unpredictable tides of fate.

As the night progressed, Aoife found herself standing at the edge of the venue, staring
out at the darkened water, its surface now calm and undisturbed. A gust of wind sent a
ripple across it, making her shudder involuntarily. She inhaled deeply, exhaling slowly
in an attempt to steady herself. The weight of her past and present responsibilities
intertwined in a way that made her stomach churn. This job had always been more
than just managing logistics—it was about navigating the unpredictable nature of
human emotions, relationships, and sometimes, tragedy. And as much as she tried to
separate herself from the evening’s near disaster, she knew it would linger with her

long after the last guest had departed.



Olivia: The Bridesmaid

The chapter "OLIVIA: The Bridesmaid" plunges readers into an emotionally charged
wedding reception, where Olivia, overshadowed by the grandeur of her half-sister
Jules' wedding, grapples with an inner turmoil she cannot escape. The opulence of the
event only amplifies her discomfort, making her feel like an outsider despite being a
bridesmaid. Dressed in-a-gown-from the previousinight; Olivia blends into the crowd
physically but remains disconnected emotionally, haunted by tensions that simmer
beneath the surface of her interactions with Jules. The chill she feels is more than just
the cool night air—it mirrors the unspoken words, the buried conflicts, and the quiet

resentment that have long defined their strained relationship.

As the festivities continue, Will, the groom and Jules’ charming new husband, takes
center stage with a captivating speech that enthralls the guests. He speaks of fate and
serendipity, recounting how an impulsive decision at a party for The Download at the
V&A Museum led him to meet Jules. His storytelling paints their romance as an
extraordinary stroke of luck, a narrative designed to enthrall and endear him to his
audience. The guests, charmed by his charisma, listen intently, absorbing his words as
if they were straight out of a fairy tale. But to Olivia, the speech is laced with an
unsettling undertone—one that serves as a bitter reminder of the tangled web of
secrets connecting them. While everyone else basks in the romance of Will’s words,
Olivia sees past the illusion, recognizing the calculated precision behind his every
sentence. His ability to manipulate emotions with ease, to craft a story so convincing

that even Jules seems oblivious to its flaws, unsettles her to the core.

Olivia’s personal history with Will—once known to her as Steven—is a ghost that
refuses to fade. Their first encounter, shrouded in secrecy and deception, has left an
indelible mark on her, transforming what should have been a moment of joy into a

silent battleground of conflicting emotions. Seeing Will again after Jules announced



their engagement had been like a punch to the gut—shock, nausea, disbelief all rolled
into one suffocating moment. Now, watching him effortlessly weave a narrative that
excludes the uncomfortable truths of their past, Olivia feels trapped in a cruel irony.
The weight of the knowledge she carries—the truth of who Will really is—presses down
on her, yet she remains paralyzed by indecision. Should she say something? Should
she disrupt this perfect image that Jules has crafted for herself, shattering the illusion

of happiness before it has a chance to take root?

The chapter expertly.explores the facades people wear in the name of family
obligations and societal expectations, a theme Olivia is.all too familiar with. She is not
just contending with Jules’ dominance but also with her own struggle for authenticity in
an environment where appearances matter more than reality. The mention of a dating
app and Olivia’s use of an alias allude to her efforts to escape her own identity, to
carve out a version of herself untainted by past mistakes. The deeper she sinks into
this performance, the harder it becomes to determine where the lies end and the truth
begins. Every glance, every exchange, every forced smile at the reception is a

reminder of the precarious balancing act she has been maintaining.

Jules, ever the orchestrator, thrives in her role as the bride, reveling in the attention
and controlling every detail of the evening with precision. She dictates the social
landscape around her, introducing people with an air of authority, ensuring that
everyone plays their part in her meticulously planned day. Olivia is all too aware of her
sister’s talent for manipulation—how effortlessly Jules can spin a situation in her favor,
bending others to her will. This awareness makes Olivia’'s predicament all the more
agonizing. If she were to speak the truth about Will, would anyone even believe her?
Or would she be painted as the jealous, troublesome sister trying to sabotage Jules’ big

day?

The emotional crescendo of the chapter builds as Olivia weighs her options—truth or
silence, confrontation or complicity. The wedding, meant to symbolize love and new
beginnings, instead becomes a setting for hidden tensions, unspoken betrayals, and

the burden of knowledge that Olivia alone must bear. The carefully constructed facade



of happiness begins to show its cracks, leaving readers to wonder: how long before the
illusion shatters completely? Through Olivia’s eyes, the celebration takes on a darker
tone—one where joy and deception walk hand in hand, and where every moment of

laughter is underpinned by secrets waiting to be revealed.



Hannah: The Plus-One

The Plus-One dynamic is undeniable as Hannah feels an unexplainable pull towards
Olivia, driven by an instinct she can’t ignore despite being advised to steer clear. The
lively chatter and laughter from the marquee fade into the background as she
ventures towards the secluded Folly, a place shrouded in solitude. There, she discovers
Olivia, her once composed demeanor giving way to vulnerability, as she sits lost in
thought, seemingly carrying a weight tooe heavy to'bear."Without hesitation, Hannah
approaches, offering a quiet, nonjudgmental presence, creating an unspoken invitation

for Olivia to let her guard down.

At first, Olivia appears reluctant, her words measured and her emotions guarded, as
though afraid to reveal too much. However, under the gentle warmth of Hannah’s
concern, she begins to open up, revealing the immense pressure she feels amidst the
wedding celebrations. Olivia confesses that the expectations of being perfect for
everyone—family, friends, and society—have become suffocating, leaving her yearning
for an escape. Her attempt to disappear isn’t about seeking attention but a desperate

effort to find a moment of reprieve from the overwhelming demands placed upon her.

Sensing Olivia’s inner turmoil, Hannah decides to share her own story, speaking about
her sister Alice, whose struggles once mirrored Olivia’s current predicament. She
recounts Alice’s bright academic journey, which was abruptly overshadowed by a
devastating breakup and the betrayal of having private photos shared without her
consent. The emotional scars Alice endured, compounded by the humiliation of public
scrutiny, serve as a testament to the resilience required to overcome such adversity.
Hannah uses this story not to overshadow Olivia’s pain but to create a space of
understanding, showing that while the weight of personal struggles feels isolating, it is

possible to rise above them.



As the conversation deepens, themes of trust, societal pressure, and the violation of
privacy take center stage. Olivia listens intently as Hannah explains how Alice
eventually found solace by confiding in those who genuinely cared for her,
emphasizing the importance of sharing burdens with someone trustworthy. Olivia
begins to see a reflection of her own experiences in Alice’s story, finding quiet comfort
in knowing she isn’t alone in her feelings of despair and helplessness. Hannah's gentle
encouragement makes it clear that acknowledging one’s pain and speaking about it is

not a sign of weakness but a crucial step toward healing.

The interaction between Hannah and Olivia becomes'a powerful exploration of the
emotional and psychological toll of societal expectations. Hannah’s willingness to be
vulnerable creates an environment where Olivia feels safe to express her fears,
offering a glimpse of hope amidst her struggles. Olivia’s quiet nods and occasional
glances toward Hannah suggest the beginning of a connection, built on shared pain
and mutual empathy. In this space, words are less about solutions and more about
validation—an acknowledgment that feeling overwhelmed does not diminish one’s

worth.

Hannah concludes their exchange with a heartfelt reminder: sometimes, the heaviest
burdens can only be lightened by sharing them with someone outside one’s immediate
circle. Her words resonate deeply with Olivia, planting a seed of trust that may grow
into a deeper bond. The interaction signifies a turning point for Olivia, where the act of
confiding in someone begins to feel less daunting. Meanwhile, for Hannah, this
moment reinforces the transformative power of kindness and understanding,

highlighting the profound impact of simply being there for someone in need.

In this delicate yet profound exchange, the narrative delves into the complexities of
mental health, the pressures of living up to others’ expectations, and the quiet
strength required to seek help. Olivia’s subtle acknowledgment of Hannah'’s story
suggests a tentative willingness to open up, marking a potential shift in her journey.
By the end of their conversation, an unspoken promise of support and solidarity hangs

in the air, leaving both women changed in subtle yet meaningful ways.



Jules: The Bride

The Bride, Jules, stands before the mirror in her pristine wedding gown, the
embodiment of elegance and meticulous planning. The Folly, a fifteenth-century
structure nestled on a secluded island, serves as the perfect backdrop for the grandeur
and exclusivity she envisioned for this moment. As she admires her reflection, the
weight of perfection settles upon her—eveny, detailjofjthe'wedding has been curated to
exude sophistication and control. Yet, despite the seamless execution of her plans, an
unwelcome thought lingers, resurfacing the unsettling note that warned her against
marrying Will. She tells herself it was a cruel joke or an act of jealousy, but the doubt,
however small, refuses to be fully silenced. The moment is fleeting, however, as the
Bride brushes aside the thought and steels herself for the day ahead, determined to

uphold the flawless image she has crafted.

The narrative delves into Jules’s relationship with Will, a whirlwind romance marked by
intensity, desire, and a mutual understanding of ambition. Their connection, though
rapid, feels undeniable—fueled by a shared need for success and the intoxicating pull
of physical chemistry. Jules has never been one to second-guess herself, and her
decision to marry Will is no exception; certainty, after all, has always been her strong
suit. Yet, beneath this confidence lies an unspoken urgency, as if their relationship is a
meticulously timed performance that must stay on script. Their interactions are a
delicate balance of passion and precision, both of them acutely aware of the
importance of perception. To Jules, Will represents not just a partner but a calculated
choice—someone who matches her in poise, status, and the relentless pursuit of

excellence.

Beyond her relationship, Jules reflects on the select few who make up her inner circle,
a contrast to the vast network of professional acquaintances who admire her from a

distance. Among these few is Charlie, her closest confidant and the person who knows



her best outside of Will. Their bond, forged over years, is one of familiarity and history,
though the lines between past and present remain blurred in ways Jules chooses not to
acknowledge. As she readies herself for the biggest day of her life, she recognizes the
significance of keeping certain aspects of her past neatly tucked away, unwilling to
allow sentimentality to interfere with her perfectly curated reality. But the presence of
Olivia, her half-sister, serves as a reminder of the unpredictable elements she cannot
control. Olivia’s detachment from the wedding preparations unsettles Jules, though she

chooses to interpret it as immaturity rather than something more complex.

The arrival of Will, breaking,tradition with & spontaneous visit before the ceremony,
introduces an unexpected ripple in Jules’s otherwise structured morning. His presence
is @ mix of reassurance and disruption, a reminder of the passion they share but also
of the impulsive nature that lies beneath his polished exterior. Just as she regains her
composure, Johnno, Will’s best man, makes an uninvited appearance, further testing
Jules’s ability to maintain her sense of order. There is an edge to Johnno, a lingering
unpredictability that sets him apart from Will’s polished charm, and Jules is acutely
aware of the tension between them. Their exchange is brief yet charged, a reminder of
histories unspoken and dynamics yet to be unraveled. While Will represents control,
Johnno exudes something rawer, an element that Jules has no interest in entertaining

on this day of calculated perfection.

As the chapter concludes, Jules stands on the precipice of a moment she has long
envisioned, a wedding not just of love but of carefully crafted appearances and power.
The air is thick with anticipation, yet beneath the surface, cracks begin to
form—whispers of doubt, hidden tensions, and the ever-present need to maintain
control. Through Jules’s eyes, the wedding is not just a union of two people but a
performance, one where perfection is paramount, and the slightest deviation could
unravel everything she has built. The stage is set, the players are in place, and yet,

there is an unmistakable sense that the story unfolding may not go according to script.



Aoife: The Wedding Planner

The scene surrounding me is a blur of constant motion, a cacophony of voices and
concerns. Everywhere | turn, there are guests with requests, questions, and last-
minute changes that need immediate attention. As The Wedding Planner, it’'s my job to
handle all of it with grace.and. composure—to soothe anxieties, to anticipate needs
before they are voiced; and to-ensure thatthejdaypdespite its inevitable chaos, moves
forward with flawless elegance. Even as nature attempts to throw its own
unpredictable obstacles in our path, it’s my responsibility to maintain a sense of calm

and order amidst the storm.

The wind picks up, swirling through the open spaces, carrying with it the scent of the
sea and earth, and threatening to unravel the delicate outdoor celebration we’ve
worked so hard to craft. The silk dresses of the bridal party flutter with the breeze, and
guests adjust their hats, some tumbling away in the gusts. There is something almost
poetic in the disruption, as the lively, erratic forces of nature challenge the careful
control we’ve put in place. But even within this potential chaos, there is a beauty—an
unexpected kind of magic that adds depth to the day, making it all feel alive and in
motion, a perfect reflection of the unpredictability that is woven into every event, no

matter how meticulously planned.

Through it all, | remain the calm in the center of the whirlwind, focused on the task at
hand and on keeping everything on track. My hands are a blur as they work to adjust
seating arrangements, fix minor issues, and provide reassurance to those around me.
My voice, steady and clear, guides guests and vendors alike, giving them a sense of
direction and confidence amidst the confusion. As the wind grows stronger, and the
demands of the day begin to pile up, the gentle melody of "Is tusa ceol mo chroi"—a
Gaelic song filled with memories of childhood and home—floats in the background. For

a brief moment, the tune pulls me out of the frenzy, grounding me in a place of



warmth and love. It's a reminder of the reasons | do what | do, a reminder that this is
more than just an event—it’'s about love, connection, and creating something

meaningful for the couple and their guests.

Despite the storm of questions and the urgency that drives the day, | maintain my
focus, moving from one task to another with practiced efficiency. One moment I'm
directing guests to the gluten-free options near the north garden, and the next, I'm
helping with a seating change or directing the photographer to capture a particular
moment. It's all in a_day’s work,-a-whirlwind of activities that requires not just
organizational skills, but ansintuitive understanding of the flow of events. As the
weather continues to challenge us and the guests grow restless with the
unpredictability, | remain steady, seamlessly guiding the day forward, ensuring that

nothing falls through the cracks.

As | work through each request, | feel a sense of pride in my ability to control the
chaos, to weave together every element of the day into something that will be
remembered for years to come. It’s not just about logistics or planning—it’'s about
creating a space where people can celebrate, where love and joy take center stage
despite the obstacles. | am not just a planner; | am the orchestrator of this day, pulling
all the elements together into a harmonious celebration. Each adjustment, each
decision made, is a part of a larger vision, one that culminates in a moment that is

unforgettable for the couple and their loved ones.

In those moments when | pause to catch my breath, | realize that being a wedding
planner is more than a job—it’'s a deeply emotional experience. | am not simply
executing a plan; | am creating memories, shaping the emotional tone of the day, and
ensuring that every person in attendance feels the significance of the event. It's a job
that requires heart and soul, something beyond the practicalities of the day, a
commitment to making each wedding feel personal and special. And as | stand there,
amidst the whirlwind, | am reminded of the power of the work | do and the profound

impact it has on the lives of those | work with.



Hannah: The Plus-One

Hannah grips the boat’s railing tightly, her knuckles white as she fights the rising
nausea brought on by the relentless rocking of the waves. The journey to Inis an
Ampldra is proving more treacherous than she had anticipated, the rough seas serving
as an unsettling prelude to-The Plus-One wedding they are about to attend. Charlie,
seated beside her withja look of mild amusement; reassures her with empty platitudes,
though his own unease is betrayed by the occasional tightening of his jaw. Their
captain, Mattie, an older man well-versed in the island’s treacherous waters, steers
with practiced ease, regaling them with stories of the land they are fast approaching.
His tales, rich with history, paint a darker picture than the picturesque wedding venue
they had imagined. Once a sanctuary for a persecuted religious sect, the island had
been the site of an unspeakable massacre—an event buried beneath the weight of

time and forgotten by all but those who made the journey across these waters.

Mattie's voice carries over the howling wind as he details the discovery of the remains,
a grim reminder of the island’s violent past. Hannah listens intently, feeling an
inexplicable chill creep up her spine, as if the very air on the boat has grown heavier.
Jules had chosen this location for its exclusivity, its inaccessibility lending an air of
grandeur to her already extravagant wedding plans. Yet, as Hannah watches the
jagged cliffs loom in the distance, she cannot shake the feeling that beneath the
island’s breathtaking beauty lies something deeply unsettling. Charlie, on the other
hand, remains unbothered, dismissing Mattie’s stories as superstitious ramblings
meant to entertain nervous travelers. He is more preoccupied with his thoughts on
Jules’s fiancé, Will, whose sudden and whirlwind engagement he finds questionable at

best.

As they approach the dock, the contrast between Hannah and Jules becomes ever

more apparent. Where Jules thrives in a world of careful curation and refinement,



Hannah exists in a state of organized chaos, her life dictated by instinct rather than
meticulous planning. The island, with its duality of isolation and grandeur, mirrors the
complexities of their friendship—an uneasy balance between admiration and unspoken
tension. Hannah can sense Charlie’s skepticism about the wedding, a doubt she too
shares but dares not voice. There is something about the rapid nature of Jules’s
engagement that feels off, and while Charlie’s distrust stems from Will’s carefully
controlled persona, Hannah's discomfort is more visceral, a feeling she cannot yet

articulate.

As the boat nears the island, the water calms slightly, momentarily easing Hannah's
discomfort. A cormorant-emerges from the mist, its dark wings slicing through the sky
before disappearing into the cliffs, an image that inexplicably captures her attention.
There is something poetic about the sight—a creature that thrives on the edge of land
and sea, moving effortlessly between two worlds. It serves as a brief distraction from
her unease, though the ominous weight of Mattie’s stories lingers at the back of her
mind. She glances at Charlie, wondering if he feels it too—that creeping sensation that
they are stepping into something far more complicated than a wedding celebration.

But Charlie, ever pragmatic, simply gathers their belongings, eager to disembark.

The chapter ends with their arrival, the boat docking against the weathered wood of
the pier, the grandeur of the Folly rising in the distance. Hannah steps onto solid
ground with a mixture of relief and apprehension, feeling as though she has crossed an
invisible threshold into something unknown. The island, with its breathtaking beauty
and unsettling past, awaits them, a stage set for celebration yet laced with an

unshakable sense of foreboding.



Will: The Groom

In the wake of the wedding festivities, Will, known to many as "The Groom," retreats to
the bathroom of the Folly, feeling the weight of the day’s events settle on him. The
remnants of cake are smeared across his face, clinging to his skin in places he hadn’t
even realized, reminding him of how quickly the joyful celebration turned chaotic. As
he faces the mirror,the image of himself, covered in the symbols of what should have
been a joyous occasion, feels like'a crueljoke. Thejourney back to some semblance of
normalcy, with a fierce wind fighting against him, offers a brief escape—a moment of
peace where he can collect his thoughts before rejoining the group. Yet even in this
fleeting moment of respite, the events of the evening continue to press on him, a

reminder of how his carefully planned day has gone horribly awry.

The cake-feeding ceremony, once a symbol of marital unity, had spiraled into a
spectacle, one that embarrassed him and left him questioning his every move. Worst
of all was the undeniable presence of his father, whose gaze from across the room
seemed to pierce through him with a silent disapproval. His father’'s expression—a
blend of grim satisfaction and barely concealed judgment—mirrored all the past
disappointments Will had faced: the athletic failures, the academic struggles, the ever-
present feeling that he had never quite measured up. It wasn’t just the cake incident
that left him unsettled; it was the history behind his father’s eyes, those eyes that
always seemed to silently echo the refrain of “I told you so.” The sting of paternal

disapproval was a familiar one, but that didn’t make it any easier to bear.

But the disquiet isn’t solely rooted in his father’s judgment. Will can’t shake the
unease that creeps in as he thinks about Jules’s reaction to the cake disaster. She had
been angry, yes, but there was something else in her eyes, something more unsettling
than the simple disruption of their wedding. Had she suspected something deeper,

something he hadn’t even fully confronted within himself? The fear that Jules might



have uncovered a hidden truth that he wasn’t prepared to face sends a chill through
him. In his mind, he clings to the hope that it’s all just a misunderstanding, that with a

few words of reassurance, everything could be smoothed over and returned to normal.

As the weight of the day’s events sinks deeper into his consciousness, Will reflects on
the fragile nature of the joy he had hoped to build. The realization comes slowly, like a
wave breaking just below the surface, that the fragile happiness of their wedding
might already be slipping away. He had worked so hard to craft the perfect
celebration, yet it felt-as though-the very foundation of their new beginning was
already starting to crumble: Will knows there is an urgency to return to the unfolding
chaos, to confront the storm that looms over them, but for a moment, he is frozen,
unsure of where to begin. The tapestry of their celebration, once so carefully woven, is
starting to unravel, and he doesn’t know which thread to pull first to attempt to repair

what is quickly falling apart.

In this chapter, Will is portrayed as a man caught in a tangled web of expectations,
both the ones he has imposed on himself and those thrust upon him by others,
especially his father. His reflection on the events of the day exposes a man struggling
with his identity, his marriage, and his role within a family that has always expected
more of him. As he stands at the precipice of what should have been the happiest day
of his life, the weight of his past and the unknowns of his future create an emotional
tug-of-war. Will is left to navigate the complexity of marriage, personal aspirations,
and the crushing weight of unmet expectations, all while trying to hold together the

remnants of a celebration that now seems far beyond his control.



Hannah: The Plus-One

The journey to the island is anything but smooth, with the boat ride serving as a
metaphor for the turbulence beneath Hannah and Charlie’s seemingly stable
relationship. The Plus-One invitation had initially felt like an opportunity for them to
reconnect, but now, with the wind biting at her skin and the water churning beneath
them, Hannah can’t-shake the nausea creeping up her throat—an unsettling mirror of
her unease about the weekend ahead. She'studies'Charlie, whose excitement about
the wedding seems to outweigh his awareness of her discomfort, a stark reminder of
how far they have drifted from the days when they moved in unison. Once, their love
was effortless, filled with spontaneous getaways and whispered laughter in the dark,
but now, their conversations revolve around childcare schedules and mortgage
payments. Their relationship, while still intact, has shifted from passion to practicality,
a change that leaves Hannah longing for something she can’t quite articulate. The
Plus-One spot at this wedding, she hopes, will be an opportunity for them to find their

way back to each other, away from the daily burdens of parenting and responsibility.

Stepping onto the island feels like entering another world, one where extravagance
and nature collide in a breathtaking yet unforgiving landscape. The grandeur of the
Folly, an architectural marvel set against the rugged cliffs, looms over them, a symbol
of wealth and exclusivity that makes Hannah feel slightly out of place. Jules, their host,
greets them with an effortless grace, her polished smile exuding confidence as she
embraces Charlie just a little too warmly, making Hannah'’s stomach twist. The tension
is subtle, but unmistakable—Jules and Charlie share a history, one that Hannah has
never fully understood, and perhaps, never wanted to. Around them, the other guests
move like polished figures in a carefully curated tableau, dressed to perfection, their
presence exuding an air of importance and privilege. The spectacle of the wedding,
with its meticulous planning and opulence, contrasts with the untamed beauty of the

island, making Hannah feel as though she’s stepped into a world where she does not



quite belong.

As they make their way toward the Folly, Hannah’s eyes land on Olivia, Jules’s younger
half-sister, whose presence seems both hesitant and detached. There is something
haunting about the girl, something in the way she stands apart from the others, as
though she is carrying a weight no one else can see. The sight of Olivia stirs something
in Hannah, a recognition of loneliness, of feeling like an outsider in a place that
demands performance. She turns her gaze toward Will, Jules’s soon-to-be husband,
whose undeniable charm and striking looks make him the kind of man people can’t
help but watch. He moves through the crowd effortlessly, exuding a charisma that
seems almost too polished, too perfect, as if it’'s been carefully honed for public
consumption. The contrast between him and Olivia, between his ease and her
discomfort, speaks volumes—there are layers to this gathering, unspoken tensions

simmering beneath the surface.

The island itself seems to echo these tensions, its raw beauty masking an underlying
sense of unease. Towering cliffs, jagged and unyielding, stand as silent witnesses to
the unfolding drama, while the crumbling ruins of an old chapel hint at a history of loss
and forgotten promises. The chapel, soon to be the site of Jules and Will’s vows, carries
an eerie, almost tragic beauty, a reminder that even the most carefully constructed
foundations can succumb to time. As Hannah and Charlie continue toward their
accommodations, she can’t shake the feeling that this weekend will be far more than
just a wedding celebration. The island, with its haunting landscapes and whispering
winds, holds stories of its own, waiting to unravel, just as the lives of those gathered

here seem poised on the brink of something inevitable.



The day before: Aoife: The Wedding Planner

The day before the grand wedding of Will Slater and Julia Keegan, Aoife moves through
the Folly with an air of quiet authority, her mind racing through a checklist of last-
minute details. The atmosphere is charged with anticipation, and she knows from
experience that beneath the veneer of celebration, tensions always simmer. She
ensures that the crates of Guinness are chilled to perfection, the vintage Bollinger
champagne is ready for toasts, and the marquee’s’lighting is set to cast just the right
glow over the evening’s festivities. Among the arriving guests, she takes note of subtle
dynamics—the barely restrained energy of the best man and the ushers, their
rowdiness already promising trouble, and the bride’s half-sister, Olivia, moving on the
outskirts of the gathering, lost in her own world. Aoife has spent years observing these
moments unfold, understanding that weddings, for all their joy, are also stages for
unspoken resentments, rekindled tensions, and long-held secrets. Still, her role is to

ensure that, at least for one day, everything appears seamless.

Her dedication to detail stems not just from professionalism but from personal
experience—an unspoken desire to create beauty and order where life often offers
only chaos. As she oversees the lighting of the turf fires, ensuring warmth and comfort
for the rehearsal dinner, she exchanges a brief word with Freddy, her partner in both
work and life, about the evening’s menu. The Connemara fisherman’s chowder, a nod
to the island’s heritage, is simmering to perfection, alongside other carefully curated
dishes that reflect both tradition and sophistication. Aoife finds solace in these small
victories—ingredients prepared just right, logistics aligning flawlessly, a brief moment
of calm before the inevitable whirlwind of the main event. But even amidst the
controlled elegance of it all, she feels the weight of responsibility pressing against her.
The Folly is more than just a venue; it is her passion, a chance to redefine herself and

prove that this place, once dismissed as a relic, can become something extraordinary.



The grandeur of the event is evident in every carefully selected element, from the
towering, four-tiered wedding cake—transported with painstaking care—to the
intricate floral arrangements flown in to match Julia’s exacting standards. But beneath
the surface of perfection, Aoife is acutely aware of the delicate balancing act required
to hold everything together. She watches guests exchange glances, notes the laughter
tinged with something unspoken, and wonders how many hidden dramas will unfold
before the night is over. Despite all the opulence, she understands that her job is
about more than just aesthetics—it is about preserving an illusion, offering a
momentary escape from- reality. For Aoife, this.wedding marks not just another
successful event but a turning point, a reaffirmation of the decision to leave Dublin

behind and invest herself fully in this place, this dream, this island.

As the evening stretches on, she allows herself a rare moment of reflection, sharing a
quiet drink with Freddy before the chaos fully sets in. The familiar knot of anxiety
lingers in her chest, a mix of excitement and apprehension, the weight of knowing that
any misstep could unravel the careful orchestration of months of work. Yet, as she
watches the flickering candlelight dance against the stone walls of the Folly, she
reminds herself why she does this—to create something lasting, even if only for a
night. The air is thick with anticipation, the promise of celebration layered with
something more elusive, more fragile. With a final deep breath, she straightens her
shoulders and steps back into the night, ready to ensure that, at least for now, the

illusion of perfection remains unbroken.



Johnno: The Best Man

Johnno wrestles with the painful realization that his friendship with Will has never been
as solid as he once believed. While he had always recognized Will’'s cunning nature, he
assumed their bond would protect him from being on the receiving end of such
ruthless behavior. That assumption shatters when he discovers that The Best Man he
once trusted deliberately sabotaged hisychancejto eoshost a television show, a project

that was not only professionally promising but also deeply meaningful to him.

The revelation hits hard during an unexpected conversation with Piers, the producer of
Survive the Night, who mistakenly believes Johnno had willingly stepped away from
the project. With an offhand remark, Piers explains how Will and his agent framed
Johnno's supposed withdrawal, spinning a fabricated story about how he had hesitated
and ultimately declined the opportunity. Johnno, who had been eagerly looking forward
to showcasing his natural charisma and outdoor survival skills, is blindsided by the fact

that Will orchestrated his removal behind his back.

As the weight of this deception sinks in, Johnno reflects on the magnitude of Will's
betrayal—not just on a personal level but in a way that directly impacts his career and
future. The show had been his idea, envisioned as a dynamic partnership that played
off their contrasting personalities—his rugged energy balanced against Will’'s polished,
effortless charm. Losing that opportunity stings, but what cuts even deeper is the
knowledge that Will did not hesitate to take something so important away from him,

using manipulation to eliminate him from the equation.

This moment of clarity forces Johnno to reassess their friendship, tracing back through
years of shared experiences to find the cracks that had been there all along. He recalls
subtle moments of competition, instances where Will always seemed to come out on

top, often at someone else’s expense. Yet, Johnno had convinced himself that their



camaraderie was genuine, that beneath Will’'s ambition, there was a level of respect

and loyalty that kept their bond intact.

Now, with the truth staring him in the face, Johnno feels an overwhelming mix of
anger, disappointment, and humiliation, realizing just how expendable he was in Will's
pursuit of personal gain. What makes it worse is that the opportunity had meant so
much more than just a career move—it had been a chance for Johnno to carve out his
own space in an industry that often overlooked people like him in favor of those with
refined charm and connections. This wasn’t just about a TV show; it was about

validation, about finally being recognized for something he was truly passionate about.

The sense of betrayal deepens as Johnno contemplates the professional implications of
Will's deception, understanding that the entertainment industry thrives on perception.
By the time the truth surfaces—if it ever does—the opportunity may have already
slipped beyond his grasp, leaving him powerless to undo the damage. Will's ability to
shape the narrative to his advantage proves just how calculated he is, using his
influence to construct a reality that serves his interests while erasing Johnno’s rightful

place in it.

As the conversation with Piers replays in his mind, Johnno struggles between
confronting Will immediately or waiting to see just how far his lies would extend. He
wonders if Will even realizes the depth of his betrayal or if he has justified it as a
necessary move in his ongoing quest for success. The thought of facing him now,
pretending nothing has changed, fills Johnno with an unsettling mix of emotions—rage,
sadness, and an aching sense of loss for a friendship that may have never been as real

as he once believed.

Before he can make a decision, Will approaches, exuding his usual confidence,
completely unaware that Johnno has uncovered the truth. For a split second, Johnno
considers playing along, testing how long Will will maintain the illusion of friendship
before his lies unravel. But as Will smiles, oblivious to the storm brewing inside Johnno,
it becomes clear that a reckoning is inevitable, and the next words spoken between

them could forever alter the course of their friendship and careers.



Hannah: The Plus-One

Hannah senses a growing unease as the evening progresses, particularly in the way
Johnno and the other ushers behave when alcohol flows freely. Their old public school
camaraderie carries an unsettling undercurrent, as if beneath their rowdy laughter and
inside jokes, something darker lurks. The Plus-One dynamic adds to her discomfort, as
she watches her husband, Charlie, becoming @bserbediin'the crowd, laughing too
loudly, lingering too long near Jules, and displaying an energy that feels unfamiliar.
Charlie is typically mild-mannered, but alcohol strips away his restraint, turning him
into someone unpredictable, a version of himself that Hannah neither trusts nor likes.
The sight of him, swept up in the energy of men who thrive on excess, leaves Hannah
torn between anger and concern, unsure if she should intervene or step back and let

him make his own mistakes.

Duncan, one of the ushers, makes a sharp remark, teasing Hannah about controlling
Charlie, a comment laced with the kind of casual cruelty often disguised as humor.
Instead of defending Hannah, Charlie, clearly embarrassed, chooses to align himself
with the ushers, laughing it off and drinking more as if proving his allegiance. Hannah
watches in silence, realizing that trying to pull Charlie away would only push him
deeper into their influence. The decision is not hers to make—Charlie has chosen to
engage, to drink, to step into their world of juvenile bravado, even at the cost of their
relationship. A part of her wants to warn him, to tell him that he doesn’t need their
validation, but another part of her knows it would be useless. As he clinks glasses with
them, already half-drunkenly absorbed in their antics, Hannah feels a sharp pang of

detachment, as if the man she married has momentarily vanished.

The energy of the evening turns more chaotic as the ushers chant their old school
motto, their voices rising in drunken unison. What might have once been a nostalgic

call to youthful recklessness now takes on a more menacing tone, an intoxicating



blend of arrogance and danger. The chant becomes a signal for escalating
debauchery, their uninhibited behavior taking on a cult-like intensity that makes
Hannah'’s skin crawl. The night descends further into games meant to test limits, one
particularly vile challenge forcing the losers to drink a grotesque concoction, more
humiliation than entertainment. The cruelty of it, masked as harmless fun, reinforces
the toxic dynamic of the group, where brotherhood is built on shared degradation.
Hannah watches, repulsed, her discomfort morphing into a silent resolve—she wants

no part of this night, no part of this world that Charlie seems so eager to belong to.

Needing an escape, she quietly slips away to therdrawing room, craving solitude, only
to find Olivia already there. The tension of the evening lifts slightly as they fall into
conversation, their interaction tinged with the ease of teenage rebellion, as if escaping
the chaos outside has created an unspoken bond between them. For the first time that
night, Hannah feels a sliver of relief, the warmth of human connection momentarily
easing the sharp edges of her discontent. Their moment of camaraderie is short-lived,
however, as Angus, stumbling and slurring, crashes into the room, a reminder that the
madness outside is still unfolding. The disruption shatters their temporary refuge,

pulling them back into the reality of the night’s unraveling.

The chapter captures the discomfort of watching a loved one change under the
influence of peer pressure and alcohol, the conflict between intervention and self-
preservation. Hannah and Olivia’s quiet moment in the drawing room offers a brief
reprieve, a stark contrast to the chaos that defines the rest of the evening. Yet even in
that solace, the night’s tension lingers, a reminder that no one on this island is truly

escaping anything.



Jules: The Bride

Jules moves stiffly across the dance floor, her hand clasped in Will’s as they sway to
the music, but the joyous atmosphere of the reception feels hollow. The band plays
lively tunes, the guests cheer and raise their glasses, yet none of it can quiet the
gnawing unease creeping-through her. The weight of the evening’s earlier
incidents—the prank by the ushers, the strange; suggestive speech—settles heavily on
her shoulders, each moment replaying in her mind like a puzzle missing a crucial
piece. She forces herself to smile, to keep up the charade of a blissful bride, but
beneath the surface, her thoughts churn relentlessly. The words spoken during the
speech, veiled in humor yet laden with a deeper meaning, have unsettled her in ways
she cannot fully articulate. It was meant to be lighthearted, a jest among friends, yet
there was something in the delivery that suggested more—a hidden truth wrapped in

laughter, a secret buried beneath the surface.

As they continue dancing, Jules becomes more attuned to the undercurrents of the
evening. She notices the exaggerated expressions of delight among the guests, their
laughter a little too loud, their movements more uninhibited as the alcohol flows freely.
The celebration has taken on an almost surreal quality, the revelers moving with an
abandon that seems disconnected from the growing tension she feels. Will, usually so
composed, seems different tonight—not just distracted but slightly off-balance, as if
something is pressing on him as well. His grip on her waist is firmer than usual, his
movements a fraction too stiff, and it dawns on her that he, too, is acting. He is playing
a role, just as she is, pretending that nothing is wrong, that the night is unfolding
exactly as planned. But Jules knows better. The nervous energy radiating from him, the
way he avoids direct eye contact whenever she tries to probe for answers—it all adds

to the growing sense that something is being deliberately concealed.



Determined to push past the unease, she asks Will directly about the speech, about
the unsettling remarks that seemed to hint at something more than mere bachelor-
party antics. At first, he brushes it off, dismissing it as Johnno’s drunken ramblings, the
kind of harmless teasing that men indulge in during weddings. But his casual tone is
too practiced, too rehearsed, and when she presses further, she sees a flicker of
something else—frustration, maybe even anger—flash across his features. The
moment is brief, gone in an instant, replaced by an easygoing smile, but Jules doesn’t
miss it. His fingers tighten slightly on her wrist, the pressure barely noticeable yet
enough to make her aware of the subtle shift.in his. demeanor. It isn’t the grip of a man
dancing with his new wife; it is a reminder, a silent insistence that she drop the
subject. Her pulse quickens, though she keeps her expression neutral, unwilling to let

him see the fear stirring beneath her carefully composed facade.

Will’'s demeanor softens almost immediately, his grip loosening, his voice dropping to a
gentle murmur of reassurance. He plays the part well, slipping back into the charming,
affectionate husband she has always known, but something has changed for Jules. The
illusion of perfection, of stability, is cracking, and she can feel the tension coiling
beneath the surface of their carefully curated moment. The guests around them are
oblivious, lost in their own revelry, unaware that beneath the fairy-tale exterior of the
wedding, shadows are beginning to take form. Jules realizes that she no longer trusts
Will’s explanations, that the night’s events have planted doubts she cannot ignore. The
celebration may still be in full swing, but for her, the evening has taken a darker turn.
And as she looks into Will's eyes, she knows, with growing certainty, that whatever

secrets linger in the background of their marriage will not remain hidden forever.



Olivia: The Bridesmaid

Olivia’s account in The Bridesmaid begins with the relentless discomfort of residing
beneath Jules and Will's bedroom, where every intimate detail of their life filters
through the poorly soundproofed ceiling. Each muffled laugh and whispered word feels
invasive, amplifying Olivia’s-sense of being an outsider in a world she doesn’t belong
to. Seeking escape, she considers wandering therislandyat night, an idea tempting yet
tinged with danger given the island’s rugged terrain and haunting solitude. Her
isolation is compounded by a growing detachment from her friends since university,
leaving her to battle her struggles alone. One of these battles, her tendency toward
self-injury, surfaces briefly as a coping mechanism before being interrupted by Jules’s
arrival, intent on ensuring The Bridesmaid dress fits perfectly for the upcoming

wedding.

The interaction between Jules and Olivia quickly shifts from surface-level civility to a
tense interplay of unspoken truths and veiled concerns. Jules, always poised and
determined, embodies the bride-to-be’s perfectionist archetype, focused on the details
that will make her wedding flawless. Olivia, in contrast, is adrift, her life marked by
inertia and emotional detachment, which are reflected in her resistance to engaging
fully with the dress fitting or the role she is expected to play. The process, initially
mundane, becomes a symbolic representation of their relationship—a fragile bond held
together by obligation rather than mutual understanding. Jules’s silent observations of
Olivia’s weight loss and the faint scars on her arms suggest a recognition of deeper
issues, yet she refrains from voicing her concerns, choosing instead to address the
matter indirectly. Olivia, aware of Jules’s scrutiny, retreats further into herself, her

inner monologue revealing a whirlwind of self-doubt and feelings of inadequacy.

In Jules’s impeccably decorated bedroom—a space that already feels oppressive due

to Olivia’s earlier auditory intrusions—the fitting becomes an emotional confrontation,



though few words are exchanged. Jules’s sharp eye catches every detail, from the
loose fit of the dress to Olivia’s pale complexion, though her comments are carefully
framed as practical observations rather than genuine worry. For Olivia, standing before
the mirror beside Jules only sharpens the contrast between them. Jules, radiant and
composed, seems to embody everything Olivia cannot be—confident, successful, and
rooted in her identity. The shared reflection feels less like a moment of sisterly
connection and more like an exposure of Olivia’s shortcomings, leaving her feeling

smaller, more invisible.

Despite this tension, an unexpected softness emerges from Jules—a fleeting moment
where she reaches out to Olivia, her touch almost tender. It is a rare glimpse of
vulnerability from the otherwise pragmatic Jules, an effort to bridge the widening gap
between them. Yet Olivia, overwhelmed by the weight of her internal struggles and the
pressure of Jules’'s expectations, cannot reciprocate. The gesture, though well-
intentioned, falls flat, highlighting the disconnect between them. Jules is firmly
grounded in the reality of her wedding and the life she is building, while Olivia remains

trapped in a cycle of self-doubt and unresolved trauma, unable to meet Jules halfway.

The chapter concludes with a symbolic act of defiance from Olivia, a quiet yet
profound rejection of her role in Jules’s carefully curated world. Whether it's the way
she brushes off Jules’s advice, the lack of enthusiasm she displays, or her deliberate
refusal to fully engage with the preparations, it’s clear that Olivia is not just rejecting
the dress but the expectations that come with it. As she leaves the room, her
disoriented steps mirror the chaos within her—a young woman lost in the shadow of
her past, uncertain of her place in the present. This moment encapsulates the essence
of their strained relationship, a poignant mix of missed connections, unspoken truths,

and the pain of loving someone you no longer fully understand.



Now: The wedding night

On the wedding night, Angus, Femi, and Duncan are thrust into an atmosphere filled
with an eerie sense of mystery and danger, made all the more intense by the lingering
effects of a storm that has just passed. The storm, which had raged fiercely just
moments before, now leaves.-behind a silence that seems to stretch on forever. Angus,
clearly uneasy, picks up-a solitary shoe from, thegroundj1ooking at it with confusion
and a hint of suspicion, as he wonders who it belongs to. Femi, while also disturbed,
struggles to recognize the shoe’s owner, acknowledging that it seems familiar but
ultimately unable to pinpoint any logical connection. The events of the day feel distant
and dreamlike, as if they were merely fleeting moments in a larger, more unsettling
narrative that has now taken hold of their lives. The contrast between the wedding
festivities that were meant to be joyful and the tension they now feel creates an
overwhelming sense of disorientation, with the storm's aftermath leaving them in an

atmosphere charged with foreboding uncertainty.

In an attempt to make sense of the situation, Angus proposes that they keep the shoe
as a clue, believing it might offer some insight into the chaotic events of the night.
However, Femi, still cautious and unsure, insists that they leave it where it is,
emphasizing that the shoe, along with a strange crown they’ve discovered, could be
evidence in a case far more significant than they initially thought. He warns against
rushing into conclusions without considering the potential consequences of tampering
with things that might be linked to the disturbing circumstances unfolding around
them. Their tense conversation is suddenly interrupted by Duncan, who sharply
rebukes Angus for even suggesting that they handle what could be vital evidence. His
response is filled with urgency, as he underscores the gravity of the situation they find
themselves in. The trio now realizes that their actions, no matter how seemingly small,

could have profound repercussions, and they are standing on the precipice of a much



larger and darker mystery than any of them had anticipated.

As the tension between them grows, something strange happens—the storm that had
once been a roaring force of nature now ceases, leaving an unnerving silence in its
wake. The world around them seems to hold its breath, the silence so complete that it
presses in on their senses, amplifying every sound, every movement, every beat of
their hearts. It's as if the very atmosphere has shifted, turning the once-violent storm
into an almost unnatural stillness that heightens their growing unease. The absence of
the storm feels unnatural, almost.as if the world has paused, waiting for something
even worse to unfold. The silence, instead of offering comfort, only deepens their
sense of vulnerability, making them hyperaware of their every step, every sound they

make, and the terrifying unknown that lies ahead.

Despite their anxiety and the darkness surrounding them, the trio pushes forward,
their determination to uncover the truth propelling them onward. Eventually, through
the pitch-black night, they catch a glimpse of the Folly in the distance, its windows
faintly glowing in the limited light. The building, once a familiar and perhaps
comforting sight, now feels like an ominous landmark, a place that holds secrets far
more unsettling than any of them could have imagined. Femi, leading the group,
comes to an abrupt stop, his instincts suddenly alert to a change in the air, as though
something is watching them or waiting for them to make their next move. He turns to
the others, sensing that they are not alone, that there is more to the situation than
they have yet uncovered. The uncertainty of what lies ahead fills the air, and the sense

of danger grows even more pronounced.

The trio now stands frozen, caught between the familiar and the unknown, as their
surroundings seem to close in around them. Each of them feels the weight of their
emotions—fear, confusion, and an unsettling realization that they are caught in a web
of events far more dangerous than any of them anticipated. Their journey, which
began as an attempt to resolve a simple mystery, now seems to lead them deeper into
a dark and treacherous path that none of them fully understands. The Folly, with its

ominous presence, seems to be drawing them in, as though it is the heart of this



looming mystery. They know they must proceed, but they are no longer sure whether
they are walking toward answers or toward an even darker truth. As they move
forward, their every step is filled with uncertainty, and the oppressive silence around

them makes it clear that the night holds far more secrets than they are ready to

uncover.



Earlier that day: Jules: The Bride

The Bride wakes up on her wedding day, her heart weighed down by an inexplicable
sense of unease. The remnants of the previous night’s festivities still linger in her
mind, mingling with the unsettling fragments of a vivid dream that disturbs her
morning. Even though her fiancé, Will, has adhered to the traditional custom of
sleeping separately before their wedding, The Bride feels a deep longing for his
presence. She wishes she could share the'excitement, ‘the nerves, and the anticipation
of the day with him, but instead, she is left to grapple with the solitude of the morning,
feeling a growing sense of separation between them. As she prepares for the big day,
her wedding dress—a delicate balance of tradition and sensuality—sits ready, waiting
for her to slip into it. The dress, like her, embodies duality, a mix of innocence and
allure, signifying the conflicting elements of her character that she is about to present

to the world in her vows.

Through the window, Jules observes Olivia standing near the water's edge, the sea
dangerously close beneath her feet. For a fleeting moment, concern for her friend'’s
safety rises within Jules, but she quickly redirects her focus back to her preparations.
As she watches Olivia, she feels a sharp pang of anxiety, only to push it away with
determination. Choosing to embrace her independence, Jules decides to apply her
makeup without assistance, emulating the calm grace of Kate Middleton, who applied
her makeup alone on her own wedding day. This choice becomes an important act of
self-reliance, an attempt to take control of this defining moment without leaning on
anyone else for emotional support, even though the weight of the wedding day’s

expectations continues to press on her.

However, in the midst of this personal ritual, an unexpected disturbance interrupts
Jules’s focus—a spill reveals a hidden note among her things. As she retrieves the

note, a cold shiver runs through her. It's the same note she had previously tried to



dismiss—a warning about Will’s supposed deceitful nature. The note stirs up deep-
rooted fears she thought had been buried long ago. Its resurfacing feels like a
betrayal, an unwelcome reminder of the doubts that have hovered over her
relationship with Will, doubts that have been fueled by his semi-public persona and the
anonymous criticisms they have faced together in the past. As the note threatens to
cloud her thoughts, Jules feels a rush of conflicting emotions, ranging from disbelief to

betrayal, yet she can’t help but linger on the words.

The note’s ominous tone feels personal, as though it was crafted by someone who
knows her intimately, someone within her circle who has chosen to expose these
doubts at the most inopportune time. The recognition that it could be someone close
to her causes a surge of anxiety, and Jules is torn between wanting to preserve the
note as a reminder and needing to rid herself of the unsettling thoughts it brings.
Initially, she considers keeping it—perhaps to examine its implications further—but
then, in a sudden moment of clarity, she decides to destroy it. By tearing the note into
pieces, Jules symbolically rids herself of the doubts and fears it has ignited within her.
In that moment, she feels a fleeting sense of relief as she watches the paper
disintegrate, hoping that this small act will restore some semblance of peace to her

mind as the wedding draws nearer.

Despite her efforts to dismiss the impact of the note, its warning continues to linger in
the back of Jules's mind, like an ever-present shadow. Though she attempts to push
the thoughts away and focus on the joyful occasion ahead, they remain, unsettling her
at every turn. The presence of the note, even in its destruction, represents something
deeper within her—an unresolved tension in her relationship with Will, and the
unspoken fears about their future. She is not only grappling with external
pressures—the expectations of the wedding, the eyes of their guests—but also with
the weight of her own internal doubts. These feelings of uncertainty and distrust
continue to echo in her thoughts, forcing her to confront the complexity of her

emotions on the day she should feel most assured.



Jules’s struggle is more than just about dealing with a piece of paper—it's about
coming to terms with the conflict between her public role as a bride and the private
doubts she harbors about the man she is about to marry. As she moves forward with
her preparations, the remnants of the note's message echo within her, a constant
reminder of the unresolved tensions she has tried to ignore. The act of destroying it
may have given her a momentary sense of control, but the lingering feelings of doubt
and unease suggest that this is just the beginning of her internal battle. The journey
she is about to embark on, from the altar to the unknowns of marriage, carries with it
the weight of unanswered questions, and Jules realizes.that the trust she has in Will is

something that must be built, not just assumed.



Now: The wedding night

In the chilling chapter titled The Wedding Night, the once-joyful atmosphere of a
celebratory gathering has been consumed by the weight of a terrible tragedy. What
should have been an evening filled with joy and love has turned into a haunting
tableau of death and disbelief. A group of people stands frozen in shock around a
lifeless body, the grim reality of the situation setting, innwith each passing moment.
Femi, a skilled surgeon accustomed to life-and-death decisions, bends over the body
with a professional calmness, desperately searching for any sign of life. His fingers
move swiftly, checking for a pulse, listening for breath, but the body before him
remains cold, unyielding to his efforts. The unseeing eyes stare upward, the slack jaw
a macabre confirmation of death, and the bloodstain that spreads across the chest is
the final, unmistakable marker of the tragedy. The storm howls around them, the noise
of the wind almost deafening, heightening the isolation and despair. The
powerlessness of the situation weighs heavily on the group, with nothing but the

rustling of foil blankets and soft, panicked whispers filling the silence.

In this tense and suffocating atmosphere, the group is so absorbed in the corpse
before them that they fail to notice the other figure emerging from the shadows.
Slowly, as if summoned by the storm itself, a figure steps forward into the flickering
torchlight, their presence sending a ripple of fear through the gathered crowd. At first,
the sight is almost surreal—this figure, drenched in blood from head to toe, appears to
have stepped out of some dark, ancient myth. The blood is not just a faint trace but a
disturbing smear, covering the person’s shirt, dripping from their wrists, and staining
their neck and jaw in grotesque fashion. The sight is so jarring, so alien, that it seems
impossible for the group to process what they are witnessing. Soft sobs escape the
figure’s lips, adding a chilling layer to the scene, but it is the gleaming knife clutched

in their hand that steals the group’s attention.



The knife, with its mother-of-pearl handle gleaming in the torchlight, now seems
entirely out of place in the context of death and bloodshed. This was not just any
blade; it had once served a celebratory purpose, a tool to slice through a wedding cake
during a moment of joy. Now, it has been transformed into an instrument of violence,
its sharp edge soaked in blood, marking the shift from joy to horror. The contrast
between the blade’s elegance and the grisly scene it now signifies is stark, making the
group freeze in place, unsure of how to react to what they are witnessing. The knife’s
sinister presence serves as.an unwelcome punctuation to the night’s disastrous turn,

an undeniable symbol of how quickly everything can spiral from light into darkness.

As the figure stands before them, the group slowly begins to realize who it is, but the
image before them is so grotesque that it seems almost impossible to reconcile with
the person they once knew. The transformation in the figure is more than
physical—this is someone who has been irrevocably changed by the events that have
unfolded. The bloodstains on their clothes and the knife in their hand speak to
something much darker than anyone could have imagined, a revelation that throws
the group into a state of confusion and fear. They begin to piece together the events,
trying to understand what happened, but there is an unspoken understanding that

things have gone far beyond a simple tragedy.

The emotional weight of the moment grows heavier as the figure, still sobbing, begins
to speak, their words breaking the heavy silence. But each word seems like a cruel
confirmation that this was no accident, no moment of misguided chaos—it was
deliberate, planned, and executed with a coldness that chills the heart. The group, still
in shock, now faces the daunting realization that this tragedy is far more complex than
they had initially thought. They are not just witnesses to an unfortunate death but are
now entangled in a web of emotions, guilt, and consequences that stretch far beyond

the present moment.

The storm outside intensifies, reflecting the turmoil within the group and the figure
before them. As rain lashes against the walls and wind howls through the cracks, it

seems as though nature itself is bearing witness to the terror that has unfolded. The



bog beneath them, dark and silent, stands as a grim reminder of the grave they now
find themselves in—both metaphorically and literally. Will they be able to make sense
of the night’s events, or will this moment of horror leave them shattered forever? The
rain, relentless and unforgiving, mirrors the grief that begins to settle over the group, a

grief that will not be easily dispelled.

As the figure continues to stand in front of them, the realization of their connection to
the death of the body in the center of the group becomes clearer. There is a sense of
finality in the air, a sense that something has been irrevocably broken, and the truth,
however painful, is now unavoidable. The group is forced to confront their own role in
the tragedy and the way their relationships have been shaped by secrets and lies. The
dark night, the howling storm, and the bloodstained figure are all part of a larger, more
intricate story that has yet to fully unfold. The question that lingers is not just about
the fate of the figure, but the future of the group—their ability to move past the night’s

events or be forever marked by the choices that were made.



The day before: Olivia: The Bridesmaid

In the chapter of The day before: OLIVIA: The Bridesmaid, In the cave the sea has
come in, so it's practically lapping at our feet, the water black as ink. It makes the
space feel smaller, more claustrophobic. Hannah and | have to sit nearer to each other
than we did before, our knees touching, a candle we nicked from the drawing room
perched on the rock inifront of us.in its glass lanterm iNow | understand why it’s called
the Whispering Cave. The high water has changed the acoustics in here so that this
time everything we say is whispered back to us, as though someone’s standing there
in the shadows, repeating every word. It's hard to believe there isn’t. | find myself

turning to check, every so often, to make certain we’re alone.

| can’t make Hannah out all that well in the soft light of the candle. But | can hear her
breathing, smell her perfume. We pass the bottle of vodka between us. I'm already a
bit drunk, | think, from dinner. | couldn’t eat much and the booze went straight to my
head. But | need to be drunker to tell her, drunk enough that my brain can’t stop the
words. Which seems silly, as recently | have been needing to tell someone about it so
badly that sometimes | feel like it’s going to erupt out of me, without any warning. But

now it has actually come down to it, | feel tongue-tied.
Hannah speaks first. ‘Olivia.’
The cave replies in a whisper: Olivia, Olivia, Olivia.

‘God,” Hannah says, ‘that echo. Did your ex ... did he do anything to you? Someone |
know—' She stops, starts again, ‘my sister, Alice. She had this boyfriend when she was

at university. And he reacted really badly to the break-up. | mean, really really badly—’

| wait for Hannah to say more, but she doesn’t. Instead she takes the bottle from me

and has a very long drink, about four shots’ worth.



‘No, it wasn’t anything like that,’ | say. ‘Yeah, Callum was a bit of a shit. | mean, he
wasn’t very subtle about hooking up with Ellie straight after. But he was the one who
broke it off, so it wasn’t that.’” | grab the bottle from her, take a big gulp. | can taste her
lipstick on the rim. ‘It was in the summer holidays after term had ended. | was staying

at Jules’s place in Islington, while she was away for work for a few days.’

| speak into the darkness, the cave whispering my own words back to me. | find myself
telling Hannah how lonely | felt. How | was in this great big city, which I've always
found so exciting, but-realised I'had no one to share it with. How it was Friday night
and I'd gone to the Sainsbury’s down the raad frem Jules's flat and bought myself
some crisps, milk and cereal for the morning, and how my walk home took me past all
these people standing outside pubs, drinking, having a laugh in the sun. How | felt like
such a fucking saddo, with my orange carrier bag and a night of Netflix to look forward
to. How it was at times like that that | always thought of Callum, and what we might be

doing together, which made me feel even more alone.

| still can’t quite believe I'm telling her all this, when | hardly know her. But maybe
that’s the point. Maybe, of all the people here, she’s the one person | can tell, because
she’s basically a stranger. The vodka definitely helps, too, and the fact that it's so
gloomy in here that | can hardly see her face. Even so, | don’t think | can tell her all of
it. The thought of doing that makes me feel panicky. But maybe | can start at the
beginning and see if, once I've told her most of it, I'm brave enough to tell her the

whole thing.

‘l was on my phone,’ | say, ‘and | could see that Callum was with Ellie. She’d shared all
these pics on Snapchat. There was one of her sitting on his lap. And then another one
of her kissing him, while she held one middle finger up to the camera like she didn’t
want anyone to take the picture ... except then she went and shared it for the whole

world to see, for fuck’s sake.’

Hannah takes a drink from the bottle, breathes out. ‘That must have made you feel

pretty awful,” she says. ‘Seeing that. Jeez, social media has a lot to answer for.’



‘Yeah.’ | shrug. ‘It did make me feel a bit ... shit.” In case | sound like a total stalker |
don’t tell her how many times | looked at those photos, how | sat there clutching my
Sainsbury’s bag and crying while | did it. ‘My mates had been saying | should have
some fun,’ | say. ‘You know, like show Callum what he was missing. They kept telling
me to get myself on some dating apps, but | didn’t want to do it at uni, where it was all

So incestuous.’

‘What, apps like Tinder?’

| think she’s trying to show she’s down with.the kids.

‘Yeah, but no one really uses Tinder any more.’

‘Sorry,’ she says. ‘I'm ancient, remember. What do | know?’ She says it a bit wistfully.

‘You're not that old,’ | tell her.

‘Well ... thanks.” Her knee bumps against mine.

| take another swig of vodka. And remember how that night in Jules’s flat | drank some
of her wine, which made me realise how all the stuff we drank at uni for £3 a glass in
the local bars tasted like absolute piss. | remember how | felt quite sophisticated
walking around in my pants and bra with one of her big glasses. | imagined it was my
flat, that | was going to go out and find some man and bring him back here and screw

him. And that would show Callum.

Obviously | didn’t actually plan to do that. I'd only had sex with one person before,

with Callum. And even that had been pretty tame.

‘I set up a profile,” | tell Hannah. ‘I decided in London it was different. In London | could

go on a date and it wouldn’t be all over the whole of campus the next morning.’

‘I'm kind of impressed,” Hannah says. ‘I'd never have been brave enough to do

something like that. But weren’t you, you know ... worried about safety?’

‘No,” I say. ‘I'm not an idiot. | didn’t use my real name. Or my age.’



‘Ah,” Hannah nods. ‘Right.’ | get the impression she’s not convinced by that and is

trying very hard not to say anything else.

| put my age as twenty-six, in fact. The profile photo | put up didn’t even look like me. |
ransacked Jules’s closet, did my make-up perfectly. But it was kind of the point not to

look like me.

‘I called myself Bella,’ | say. ‘You know, as in Hadid?’

| tell Hannah how | sat-there onthe bed and scrolled through photos of all these guys
until my eyes burned. ‘Most of them were rank,! I'say. ‘In the gym, like lifting up their

shirts, or wearing sunglasses that they thought made them look cool.” | almost gave

up.

‘But | did match with this one guy,’ | tell Hannah. ‘He caught my eye. He was ...

different.’

| made the first move. So unlike me, but | was a bit pissed from Jules’s wine.

Free to meet up? | wrote.

Yes, his reply came. I'd like that, Bella. When suits you?

How about this evening?

There was a long pause. Then: You don’t hang about.

This is my only free evening for the next few weeks. | liked how that sounded. Like |
had better places to be.

Fine, he messaged back. It's a date.

‘What was he like?” Hannah asks, her chin in her hand. She seems fascinated,
watching me closely.

‘Hotter than his photo. And a bit older than me.’

‘How much older?’

‘Um ... maybe fifteen years?’

‘OK.” Is she trying not to sound shocked? ‘And what was he like? When you actually

met up?’



| think back. It's hard for me to see him as he appeared at the beginning. ‘I guess |
thought he was hot. And ... he seemed like more of a man. He made Callum look like a
boy in comparison.” He had broad shoulders, like he worked out a lot, and a tan. In
comparison, Callum was a scrawny little pretty boy. Proper men were my new thing, |
decided. ‘But,’ | shrug, even though she can’t see me. ‘Il don’t know. | suppose

however hot he was, at first, a part of me would have preferred him to be Callum.’

Hannah nods. ‘Yeah,” she says sympathetically. ‘I get that. When you’ve got your heart
set on someone Brad Pitt could walk in and he wouldn’t be enough—’

‘Brad Pitt is really fucking old,” | say.

‘Um - Harry Styles?’

That almost makes me smile. ‘Yeah. Maybe. Or Timothée Chalamet.’ | always thought
Callum looked a bit like him.

‘But Callum probably hadn’t thought about me for a moment, especially not while
Ellie’s stupid big tits were in his face.’ | told myself | had better stop fucking thinking

about him.

‘And did this guy ... what was his name?’

‘Steven.’

‘Did he say anything? When you met, about you being so much younger?’

| give her a look. That sounded a bit judge-y.

‘Sorry,’ she says, with a laugh. ‘But, seriously, did he?’

‘Yeah, he did. He asked me if | was really twenty-six. But he didn't say it in a
suspicious way, more like it was, | dunno - a joke we were both in on. It didn't really
seem to matter to him, not then. And he was nice,’ | say, though it’s hard to remember
that now. ‘Il was having a good time. He laughed at all my jokes. He asked me loads of

questions about myself.’

| cast my mind back to that night. Being in that bar with the drinks going to my head -
| was drinking Negronis because | thought that would make me seem older. ‘My
original plan was to get a photo,’ | say, ‘post it to my Instagram.’ Let Callum see what

he was missing.



‘I'm guessing ..."” Hannah looks at me, ‘a bit more than that happened?’

‘Yeah.’ | take a gulp of vodka.

There was this moment, | remember, when | thought maybe he was going to say
goodbye, but he opened the door of the cab and turned to me and said: ‘Well, are you
getting in?’ And in the taxi (not even an Uber, a proper black cab), how this little voice
kept piping up: What are you doing? You hardly know him! But the drunk part of me,
the part of me that was up for it, kept telling it to shut up.

We went back to Jules’s place, because he’d just moved house and didn’t have any
proper furniture. | felt a bit'bad about it; but | told myself I'd wash the sheets.

‘Wow,’ he said. ‘This is impressive. And it all belongs to you?’

‘Yeah,’ | said, feeling like I'd got a whole lot more sophisticated in his eyes.

‘And then we had sex,’ | tell Hannah. ‘I guess | wanted to do it before the booze wore
off.’

‘Was it good?’ Hannah asks. She sounds excited. And then: ‘I haven’t had sex for ages.

Sorry. | know that’s TMI.’

| try not to think of her and Charlie having sex. ‘Yeah,’ | say. ‘It was a bit - y’know. A
bit rough? He pushed me up against the wall, pushed my skirt up around my waist,
pulled my knickers down. And he— Can | have a bit more of that?’ Hannah passes me
the bottle and | take a quick slug.

‘He went down on me, even though | hadn’t had a shower. He said he preferred it like

that.’

‘I got a bit nervous,’ | said. ‘Especially of having to introduce him to Jules. And there
were all these free drinks. | had way too many of them, to try and feel more confident.
| made a total twat of myself. | had to go and be sick in the loos - | was a state. And
then Steven put me in a cab back to Jules’s, and | couldn’t even ask him to come with
me because she would be there later on. | remember him counting out the notes to the

cab driver. And then asking him to make sure | got home safe, like | was a child.’



‘He should have gone with you,” Hannah says. ‘He should have made sure you were all
right. Not left it to some taxi driver.’
| shrug. ‘Maybe. But | was such a fucking embarrassment. I'm not surprised he wanted

to be rid of me.’

| remember watching him out of the window and thinking: I've blown it. And thinking, if
| were him, maybe I'd just go back inside and hang out with people my own age who

could hold their booze.

‘After that he started ghosting me.’ In case,she.doesn’'t know what that means | say,
‘You know, like not replying? Even though I could see the two little blue ticks.’

She nods.

‘I went back to uni. One night | got a bit drunk and sad after a night out and | sent him
ten messages. | tried to call him on the walk to Halls at two a.m. He didn’t answer.

Didn’t reply to my texts. | knew I'd never see him again.’

‘Shit,” Hannah says.
‘Yeah.’
‘So was that it?’ she asks, when | don’t say any more. ‘Did you see him again?’ And

then, when | don’t answer: ‘Olivia?’

But | can’t speak. It’s like | was under some sort of spell before, it was so easy to talk.

Now it feels as though the words are stuck in my throat.

There’s this image in my brain. Red on white. All the blood.

When we get back to the Folly, Hannah says she’s knackered. ‘Straight to bed for me,’
she says. | get it. It was different in the cave. Sitting there in the dark with the vodka
and the candlelight, it felt like we could say anything. Now it feels almost like we

overshared. Like we crossed a line.

| know | won't be able to go to sleep, though, especially not while all the blokes are still

playing their game outside my room. So | stand against the wall outside for a bit and



try to slow down the thoughts racing round my head.

‘Hello there.’

| nearly jump out of my skin. ‘What the fuck—’

It's the best man, Johnno. | don’t like him. | saw how he looked at me earlier. And he’s
drunk - I can tell that, and I’'m pretty drunk. In the light spilling from the dining room |
can see him give a big grin, more of a leer. ‘Fancy a puff?’ He holds out a big joint,

sickly smell of weed. |.can see it’'s wet on the end where it’s been in his mouth.

‘No thanks,’ | say.

‘Very well-behaved.’

| make to go inside, but as | reach for the door he catches my arm, his hand tight
about it. “You