
  
    [image: Miss Wrong and Mr Right]
  


  
    
      Miss Wrong and Mr Right

      A LAUGH-OUT-LOUD ROMANTIC COMEDY THAT WILL HAVE YOU HOOKED!

    

    
      
        Robert Bryndza

      

    

    
      
        [image: Bookouture]
      

    

  


  
    
      This book is dedicated to all the people who dare to dream, and have the courage to make their dreams a reality.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Players

          

        

      

    

    
      My wedding dress burned easily.

      I stood in the field behind the farmhouse on that summer afternoon, the afternoon of my wedding day, with my Mum, my Gran, and my best friend Sharon. It was almost two o’clock.

      My wedding invitations stated that at two the reception would begin. I should have been sitting at the top table with my gorgeous new husband Jamie, listening to my Dad make the speech he’d stressed over for the past few weeks. Instead, I was peering into an old oil drum, and watching with morbid curiosity as the satin and lace of my dress puckered and curled, appearing for a moment like caramel, before crinkling, singeing, and then igniting with a whoomph.

      The flames shot up high, and our view of the hills beyond rippled and distorted in the heat.

      ‘Natalie…What are you doing? This is madness!’ cried my Mum.

      ‘I didn’t even get a photo of you in it,’ said Sharon sadly, her camera hanging off her wrist. She was still wearing her peach-coloured bridesmaid dress.

      ‘It vas just a dress Natalie, and it made you look like a cream cake,’ said Gran lighting a cigarette. She snapped her gold lighter shut and stuffed it back in her fur coat. My Gran, Anouska, is Hungarian. She came to England as a young girl but has stubbornly held on to her accent.

      ‘I don’t know how you can say that. She looked beautiful!’ said Mum.

      ‘She did look beautiful, like a beautiful cream cake, offered up to be gobbled down,’ said Gran. ‘Is that how she vanted to begin her life as a married vooman, as a sugary insignificant object?’

      ‘Do you know how long it took old Mrs Garret to sew all that lace?’ asked Mum. ‘It cost a fortune! If I’d got here five minutes earlier, I’d never have let you do this.’

      The breeze changed direction, blowing a toxic plume of smoke at us. We coughed and flapped for a moment.

      ‘Natalie didn’t vant to get married!’ snapped Gran. ‘And I paid for the dress…’

      ‘It doesn’t mean you can burn it. I would have liked to have kept it,’ said Mum.

      ‘Yes, only to remind the poor girl you think she should hev gone through vith it,’ said Gran. There was a fizzing popping noise as the flames worked their way down to the fake pearls on the bodice. I didn’t say anything; I was still numb with shock. Mum went on.

      ‘What were you thinking, Natalie? You walked down the aisle on your father’s arm, in front of half the village, and two minutes later you run back up it and out of the church.’

      ‘I thought you had a tummy upset, Nat,’ said Sharon.

      ‘How will I show my face in the village? And poor Jamie! That handsome lovely boy,’ cried Mum.

      ‘Annie, put things in perspective,’ said Gran, flicking the butt of her cigarette into the oil drum. ‘Didn’t I say Natalie vas too young to get married? She’s nineteen. She needs to get out into the vorld…’ She squinted at me against the sun. ‘You’ve got your whole life ahead of you my darlink. You need to try out some different men for size.’

      ‘She’s not trying any men out for size,’ hissed Mum. ‘She needs to…’

      ‘What about what I want to do?’ I shouted suddenly. ‘You’re all talking about me as if I’m not here! Can’t you ever be a normal family, and try to understand how I feel? All you’ve done is shout and persuade me to set fire to my dress!’

      ‘If you didn’t vant me to burn the dress, you should hev opened your mouth, Natalie,’ said Gran.

      ‘Like the poor girl had a choice. Once you’ve got a bee in your bonnet there’s no stopping you!’ countered Mum. There was an awkward silence. Sharon leant over and grabbed my hand.

      My Dad approached us, picking his way across the muddy field. He still had on his morning suit and smart shoes. When he reached us, he peered into the oil drum in disbelief. My dress was now a blackened lump.

      ‘Bloody hell, is that…?’ he began, but Mum cut him off.

      ‘Martin, I thought you were going to get changed?’ She slapped at his lapels, brushing imaginary dirt off his suit.

      ‘I’ve been trying to sort out what to do with my parents,’ he said, fending her off. ‘I dropped them at the Travelodge, they want to know if we’re still having the sit down meal at the pub?’

      ‘Of course we’re not still having the sit down meal at the pub!’

      ‘I’m trying to get my head around this, Natalie, did Jamie do something?’ asked Dad. They all turned to look at me. I opened my mouth. Nothing came out for a few seconds.

      ‘I just, don’t feel ready…’

      It sounded whiny and pathetic.

      ‘When would you feel ready?’ shrilled Mum. ‘Tomorrow? Next week? It would have been nice to know when we were booking the bloody wedding!’

      ‘I’ll pay you back, all the money,’ I said.

      ‘With what?’ asked Mum. ‘Money from the DSS? You’ve got no job. You failed all your exams because you were so in love with Jamie. Do you have any idea what you’ve done?’

      ‘Of course I know what I’ve done!’ I shouted. ‘You think I did it just to spite you?’

      ‘I wouldn’t put anything past you right now!’ roared Mum. ‘I can’t look at you.’

      ‘You need to calm down, Annie,’ said Dad putting a hand on my mother’s shoulder.

      ‘Don’t you dare tell me to calm down,’ said Mum shaking him off.

      ‘She vas always highly strung as a child,’ said Gran watching my mother impassively. ‘Some mornings I’d sprinkle a little of my Valium in her Ready Brek, just for some peace and quiet…’

      Mum pulled away from Dad and marched off back towards the farmhouse.

      ‘I’m sorry I never got to hear your speech, Dad,’ I said.

      He took one look at the charred dress, shook his head, and followed. Tears began to stream silently down my face. Gran pulled a lace hanky from her handbag and handed it to me.

      ‘Do you vant a moment, Natalie?’ she asked. I took the hanky, pressed it to my face and nodded.

      ‘Sharon, let’s go back,’ she said.

      Sharon smiled and squeezed my hand. They followed after Mum and Dad, who were halfway across the field to the farmhouse in the distance. I grabbed a stick and poked at the now blackened lump in the oil drum. The tip of the stick caught, and as I pulled it away a string of melted material came too.

      

      After running out of St Bathsheba’s church, I had found myself on a deserted country lane. The local bus had stopped, probably because they didn’t often see a bride in her wedding dress and veil, waving madly from the pavement. I didn’t have any money, so had to exchange my bouquet for a ticket (the driver was off to see a sick aunt when his shift ended, and needed some flowers to take to the hospital). As brides, we’re told it’s so important to have something old, something new, something borrowed, something blue… but what about a bit of cash – if we don’t go through with it?

      

      When I walked into the kitchen, Mum was making a very angry cup of tea, furiously spooning leaves into the pot. Dad had changed out of his suit and was at the table with Sharon and Gran. They were sitting in silence, looking up at the three elaborate tiers of my wedding cake, which had been placed in the middle.

      ‘The lady from the pub just brought it over,’ said Sharon apologetically. I stared for a moment at the flawless royal icing, topped with a crown of delicate yellow sugar roses. Mum came up to me and held out a long knife.

      ‘You want me to cut it? Now?’ I asked.

      ‘Yes, it’ll have to be frozen. We won’t get through it all,’ said Mum.

      ‘Annie, she doesn’t have to do it right now,’ said Dad.

      ‘Well, when, Martin? She was happy to let her Gran chuck her wedding dress on the bonfire! When is an appropriate time to…?’ Mum was cut off by a knock at the back door. Through the frosted glass was a peach-coloured blur.

      ‘Micky! We forgot about Micky!’ cried Mum, running to the door and opening it. My fourteen-year-old sister Micky was standing outside in her bridesmaid dress. She had a pair of white shoes in her hand, having taken them off to wade through the mud up the driveway.

      ‘Micky, where did you go?’ asked Mum. She put down some newspaper by the door and Micky hopped onto it.

      ‘And she tells me I vas a bad mother,’ muttered Gran lighting another cigarette.

      ‘I had a wander through the graveyards, and then got a lift with the man who digs the graves. He had spades in his boot!’ said Micky excitedly.

      ‘You see Annie, Micky is just fourteen, and already she’s seeking out interesting men,’ said Gran.

      ‘Oh will you shut up!’ said Mum. She went to the sink, filled a bowl with warm water and set it down by the door. We watched Micky as she washed her feet.

      ‘What’s going on Nat?’ asked Micky looking up at me. ‘I thought you and Jamie were in love?’

      There was a silence. I jumped as the phone rang. Dad went and answered then came back.

      ‘It’s for you, Natalie. It’s Jamie.’

      I shook my head.

      ‘He’s at the end of the drive, on his mobile phone. He says he won’t leave until you talk to him,’ explained Dad.

      ‘That poor lad, you at least owe him the decency of an explanation,’ said Mum.

      ‘Okay… Tell him I’ll come outside,’ I said.

      I pulled on some plastic wellies. Mum made a fuss about my hair. I batted her hand away and stepped outside.

      Jamie was standing behind the gate at the end of the drive, tall, lean and heart-stoppingly handsome in his wedding suit. He was still wearing his rose buttonhole with a spray of gypsophila, and the sun glinted off his chestnut hair. I walked towards him, my wellies sloshing through the mud.

      ‘What the hell Nat?’ he said when I approached the gate.

      ‘I know. I’m so sorry.’

      ‘That’s it? You’re sorry?’ He opened the gate and went to come in. I put my hand up and went through it joining him on the other side. I closed the gate behind me.

      ‘I’m not ready…’ I said.

      ‘How aren’t you ready? You put the dress on, you got in the car… You walked up the aisle?’

      I just stared at him.

      ‘Do you know how humiliating it was? They kept playing the Wedding March over and over again, expecting you to come back… I’ve got cousins who’ve come over from Canada. They’ve spent a fortune on their plane tickets!’

      ‘When I said I wasn’t ready, I meant…’ I tried to explain, but Jamie went on.

      ‘My cousins go back in a week. My aunt is already asking if we can do it on another day…’

      ‘Do what on another day?’

      ‘Get married. Auntie Jean said she had wedding jitters before she married my Uncle Paul. She said she nearly did what you did, and bolted for it, but they’re still happily married after thirty-five years.’

      I looked up at his handsome face. He wanted me to tell him it was just wedding jitters.

      ‘This is different,’ I said softly.

      ‘How?’

      ‘It wasn’t just jitters. I don’t want to get married. Well, I don’t want to get married right now.’

      ‘When do you want to get married?’ he asked.

      ‘It could be tomorrow, it could be next week, next month… I could be thirty-five, Jamie. But right now, I don’t want to get married.’

      His face clouded over.

      ‘I thought we were in love,’ he said in a matter-of-fact way.

      ‘We are, but don’t you think it feels different now we’re not going to university together? We planned to leave home, get away from here and start a new life.’

      ‘We can retake our exams,’ he said. ‘Try again for university next year.’

      ‘The college where they do retakes is miles away. We’ve got no car, no money. What if I fall pregnant by accident?’

      ‘Would that be a bad thing?’

      ‘So we’d be jobless, homeless, with a baby too?’

      ‘We could live with my parents.’

      ‘What? In your bedroom with the beanbag and the Star Wars posters?’

      ‘Or your parents.’

      ‘I wouldn’t expose a newborn child to those nutters…’ I said.

      Despite himself, Jamie laughed. A lock of his hair fell over his forehead and I reached up and tucked it behind his ear.

      ‘I just feel that if we got married now, we’d miss out on life. We were so stupid. We did no work for our exams. We just spent all our time…’

      ‘Shagging?’ grinned Jamie weakly.

      ‘We did other things too, like, the cinema, and we went for walks,’ I added.

      ‘And we did shag on several of those walks, and in the cinema. You seemed pretty happy,’ he grinned. He leant in and went to kiss me.

      ‘Jamie, please can you be mature about this. I’m trying to be serious…’

      ‘I’m immature am I?’ he said pulling back. ‘Why didn’t you open your gob about this before our families booked a whole bloody wedding?’

      ‘Everyone got so excited and carried away, and there never seemed a right time… until…’

      ‘Until you got to the altar?’ he finished. I reached out and grabbed his hand.

      ‘Don’t you worry about the future? How your life is going to end up?’ I asked.

      He looked nonplussed.

      ‘Dunno, I don’t really think about it…’

      ‘Well, I have been thinking about it. I want a decent life, with a career and prospects!’

      ‘Oh, nice. So life with me isn’t good enough?’

      ‘It’s not just about you. I don’t want to be stuck here in bloody Sowerton! I don’t want to just be your wife, and get trapped here!’ I shouted, making a grey-haired lady wobble on her bike as she passed us on the road.

      ‘Natalie. You agreed to marry me,’ said Jamie losing his temper and gripping my arm. ‘You can’t do this! You can’t back out!’

      I pulled away, lost my balance and landed on my backside. I sat there for a moment, sinking into the mud and feeling the wet begin to seep through my trackies.

      ‘I’m sorry,’ he said, helping me up. I stood there for a moment. Jamie ran his finger round the collar of his shirt. He looked so good in his morning suit.

      ‘So, that’s your final answer. You won’t marry me?’

      ‘No,’ I said softly.

      ‘Fine,’ he said. ‘You’ll never have to see me again.’

      ‘That’s not what I want!’

      ‘It’s simple. Either you want me or you don’t,’ he said defiantly.

      ‘So you’re going to blackmail me? Wedding or nothing?’ I asked.

      ‘Yes, wedding or nothing,’ he said.

      We stared at each other for a few moments. He was waiting for an answer, but I couldn’t give it. He turned suddenly and walked away, crossing the road to the green by the pub.

      I should have gone after him. I should have gone after him and stopped him, but something held me back. I watched him cross the green, and vanish round the corner into the pub. I burst into tears and for a few minutes had to hold onto the gate until I had composed myself. Then I trudged my way back up the drive. When I reached the back door my mother pulled it open.

      ‘Well?’ she said grinning hopefully. She grabbed my arm so I could balance and pull off the wellies.

      ‘It’s over,’ I said.

      Mum hit the roof. She ranted whilst everyone looked on. She said I’d never find anyone as good as Jamie, that I’d made a fool of myself and the family, and that she might as well go up to bed and die of shame.

      ‘Okay Annie,’ said Dad firmly taking my mother’s arm. ‘That’s enough.’

      ‘I think this vill be the making of Natalie,’ said Gran, stubbing out her cigarette in the fruit bowl. ‘She needs to see the vorld! I vas lucky enough to, ven my family had to flee persecution from the Nazis…’

      ‘You didn’t have to flee,’ shouted Mum. ‘The Hungarians were Nazi allies! And you always said how handsome you thought Hitler was.’

      ‘Don’t be so ridiculous, Annie…’ snapped Gran. ‘I thought Himmler vas the handsome one. If Himmler had been in charge, the Nazis vould have done so much better.’

      ‘Do you hear this Martin?’ Mum said to Dad. ‘This is the woman I had to grow up around. No wonder my nerves are shot!’

      Gran stood up. She eyed my wedding cake for a moment.

      ‘Natalie, I vas planning to go on to London after your vedding, to stay with my friend Paulo; he has a flat right in the middle of everything… You could come vith me?’

      ‘London!’ said Mum. ‘Why would she want to go all the way there?’

      ‘I think Natalie needs some time away, so the dust can settle,’ said Gran.

      ‘What? A holiday?’ I asked. The thought of staying in Devon and watching the mushroom cloud rise above the wreck of a wedding was giving me anxiety.

      ‘Think of it as a coming of age,’ said Gran. ‘Paulo runs an open house, everyone is velcome. He plays clarinet for the London Symphony Orchestra.’

      ‘And who’s going to pay for this?’ asked Mum.

      ‘I vill take care of Natalie,’ said Gran.

      ‘Maybe I could go? Just for a bit?’ I said, the idea suddenly seeming like my saviour. Mum’s lips thinned.

      ‘She is an adult now,’ said Dad.

      ‘You could bring your friend too,’ said Gran gesturing to Sharon.

      ‘Really?’ said Sharon. ‘Wow, I’ve never been to London before.’

      ‘What about me?’ asked Micky. ‘Can I go to London?’

      ‘You’ve got school Micky,’ said Mum.

      ‘That’s not fair! Why does Natalie get to go to London? I hate you!’ cried Micky.

      ‘Micky love, you can go to London with your Gran, when you’re older,’ said Dad.

      ‘Even if I don’t leave someone at the altar?’ asked Micky.

      ‘Um… yes,’ said Dad.

      There was a silence. Gran came over and put her arms around me and Sharon.

      ‘So that’s decided. You are coming to London, vith me, yes?’

      I looked at Sharon’s excited face and I nodded.

      ‘Ok, let’s go to London,’ I said.

      

      That evening, we went to London. And since then, I’ve rarely been back.
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      I woke early with the summer sunshine pouring through the window, marking out squares on the bedroom wall of my flat. I stretched and sat up in bed. My boyfriend Benjamin was still asleep beside me. I watched him for a moment, and traced my fingers lightly over his muscular back. His eyelids flickered under his long dark lashes, but he didn’t stir. A rush of excitement for the day ahead propelled me out of bed. I took a quick shower, pulled on a loose summer dress, and then went to make breakfast.

      My flat is tiny, and the kitchen is a little like the galley of a ship, thin and narrow with everything on the walls; cooker, fridge, washing machine, microwave. I closed the kitchen door quietly, so I wouldn’t wake Benjamin. Under a long window at the end, overlooking the communal garden is a small breakfast bar where I’d laid out my makeup, hairdryer, and hair straighteners. I popped a capsule into the coffee machine and plugged in the straighteners to heat up. I loathe my frizzy hair and spend a fortune on product to tame it. I have it down to a fine art, and can do it in twenty minutes. I switched on the radio quietly and jiggled along to the music as I drank my coffee, and dried and styled my hair.

      As I was gathering up my Blackberry, Kindle, and laptop from their unofficial charging station on the floor beside the fridge, the kitchen door opened and Benjamin came in. He had on just his boxer shorts and he was rubbing his eyes.

      ‘Sorry, did I wake you up?’ I asked shoving everything into my oversized handbag.

      ‘No. Mmmm. You look nice. Namaste,’ he growled putting his hands around my waist and pulling me against him. He is very tall; I reach up to his shoulder. He was warm and firm against me, and I put my hand up and ran it through his short salt and pepper hair. His hands moved down to my thigh and started to slide up the material of my skirt. He leant down and kissed me, then pulled away a tiny bit and flashed me a wicked smile.

      ‘You’ve brushed your teeth before breakfast,’ I said.

      ‘Yes,’ he said and pulled me against him.

      ‘I can’t, Benjamin,’ I said. ‘I have to get to work…’

      ‘Busy girl,’ he said, releasing me with a sulky pout.

      ‘I’m hardly a girl Benjamin,’ I said, checking my bag again and locating my sunglasses.

      ‘Yes, you are knocking forty… hang on,’ he said and left the kitchen.

      ‘I’m only thirty-five!’ I said peering at my reflection in the chrome kettle. I waited for a couple of minutes, then seeing the time, went through to the bedroom.

      ‘What are you doing? I have to go,’ I snapped. He was perched on the end of the bed with his backpack open, pulling out clothes, his laptop, shoes, a tightly packed wash bag.

      ‘Why don’t you at least leave your wash bag here?’ I said. ‘And I could leave mine at yours? And maybe my hair straighteners? We lug so much stuff across London to see each other…’

      ‘Natalie,’ sighed Benjamin still rummaging through his bag. ‘It’s important to have our own space. Keeps it exciting…’

      ‘I’d find it exciting not to pack a mini suitcase on wheels every time I stay over,’ I said. He carried on rummaging through his backpack, a pile of stuff growing on the carpet beside him. At the bottom he found a plastic wallet. He opened it and extracted a biro and one of the leaflets he’d had printed for the yoga studio he runs. Under the ‘BENJI YOGA’ logo he scrawled his email address and wrote, ‘ATTN: Ryan Harrison - discretion assured.’ He held it out to me.

      ‘Benjamin,’ I said crossing my arms.

      ‘Natalie you promised me you would give this to Ryan Harrison,’ he said.

      ‘Yes… But, jeez not today. Give it a few days.’

      ‘Yes, and then he finds somewhere else to practise yoga.’

      ‘We don’t even know if he does yoga?’

      ‘He’s a hugely famous television actor from Los Angeles. Believe me. He does yoga.’

      Benjamin stood up, and took my head in his hands.

      ‘You are the theatre manager Natalie, the boss. I trust you to do the right thing… It will be good for me, and in turn good for us. Maybe I could reconsider you leaving some things at my flat.’

      ‘Okay,’ I said taking the leaflet. ‘I’ll do my best.’

      ‘Thank you Natalie. Namaste.’ He leant in and kissed me, then started to repack his bag.

      ‘You know, you could still come along tonight to the launch party. Sharon’s coming too…’

      ‘I won’t miss my meditation workshop. It’s important to me,’ said Benjamin.

      ‘This is important to me,’ I countered.

      ‘It’s nice that we both have important things in our lives Natalie,’ he said, not getting what I meant. He zipped up his backpack and came with me to the front door. I grabbed the dress garment bag containing my outfit for later, and checked in my bag that I had my keys.

      ‘Why don’t I give you a key,’ I said impulsively, seeing the spare on my bunch of keys. Benjamin paused.

      ‘Um, okay,’ he said. There was an awkward silence as I wrestled it off the key ring. I finally got it free and handed it to him.

      ‘There, now you’re…’

      ‘Able to open the door myself,’ he finished. I killed some time putting the keys back in my bag, hoping he might offer to give me a key to his place in return, but he lost patience, leant across and opened the door.

      ‘Right, well I’ll see you?’

      ‘Soon Natalie, soon. And don’t forget the leaflet. Namaste,’ he smiled, and closed the door.

      

      It was still early when I came out of the security gate onto Beak Street. The late July sun was dazzling, promising a hot day. I made my way past the pub next door. The cobbled terrace out front was being hosed down, and a rainbow hung in the air as a little of the spray landed on my bare arms with a delicious prickling cool. Further along, a lorry was idling by the kerb and there was a clinking of beer barrels being unloaded. I slipped on my shades and crossed the road.

      Raven Street is in the heart of Soho and I walked past the glittery gay bars, restaurants, sex shops, all shuttered up and sleeping after another late night. Only the coffee shops were open this early. I nipped into Grande, my regular, and ordered a takeaway americano from the pale dreadlocked guy behind the counter, then waited with the bike couriers and office workers as the machines hissed. Through the picture window I could see the crisp, white art deco facade of the Raven Street Theatre opposite.

      It was built in 1919 and was a functioning theatre until the Second World War. It then went into decline, closed, and over the years was used as a soup kitchen, a pornographic cinema, and a huge second-hand bookshop. It was then boarded up and almost became a theme pub. My proudest achievement so far is that I was involved in raising money to save and restore it to its former glory, and now I am the manager.

      Eek!

      I say eek, because every time I walk through the doors, into the hush of the box office with its art deco mouldings and brass lamps, I feel a thrill, a little fear, and a lot of pressure to make it succeed.

      I reached the front of the queue and the pale dreadlocked guy handed me my coffee.

      

      I left Grande, crossed the road, and entered the theatre through the main entrance. I always take the stairs up to my office. Photos of our most successful productions are displayed on the staircase walls, and it gives me confidence as I climb the five flights. Halfway up, I stopped on a step beside my favourite picture of all: me with Kim Cattrall. It was taken at a charity gala evening we hosted last year. The highlight for me was looking after Ms Cattrall (who was lovely and insisted I call her Kim) before she performed in the evening of monologues. In the photo she looks gorgeous, so sleek and polished… I look a little washed-out beside her, the dreaded frizz beginning in my hair, and what I was wearing was rather thrown together. Like a social worker who’d just spent her Christmas vouchers on a decent outfit.

      When I went into the open plan part of the office, Xander, our new office assistant, was being versed in the alchemy of coffee ordering by Nicky, my business partner of five years. She’s had a long career in London’s West End. She knows everyone and everything there is to know about theatre. She was involved in putting together the complex financial package to bring the theatre back to life, and where I manage the day-to-day running of the theatre, she is head of PR and publicity.

      ‘It’s a tall, decaf, extra-hot, Colombian blend coffee with two pumps of hazelnut syrup, soy milk and a Sweet’N Low… And I’ll know if it’s sugar or Canderel,’ she drawled in her Texan accent. She was wearing a hot pink trouser suit, nipped in at the waist, accentuating her considerable curves. Her sleek dark hair was tied back and she wore glasses with matching hot pink frames.

      ‘Right, no problem,’ said Xander scribbling furiously on a post-it. Nicky turned when she saw me.

      ‘Nat. I love Xander. He’s so cute. He’s like a puppy dog!’ She ruffled his shiny chestnut hair playfully. ‘When did you get him?’

      Xander’s large brown eyes registered shock.

      ‘Morning Xander,’ I said apologetically, and then to Nicky, ‘Xander started when you were away on holiday.’

      She peered down at him sat neatly behind his desk as if he were a little dog.

      ‘Xander, what a cute name!’

      ‘It’s Alexander, but my little brother couldn’t say it properly so I became Xander,’ he said, his deep Scottish accent belying his youth.

      ‘Oh my God, and an accent,’ said Nicky playing with the silver chain nestled between her impressive bosom. ‘Welcome to the Raven Street Theatre honey. You are just adorable!’

      She went to the printer and opened the paper drawer. For a moment I thought she was going to pull out a sheet of inkjet paper and put it down for him to pee on, but seeing it was full, she closed the drawer and turned.

      ‘Xander honey. That coffee isn’t gonna cross the street by itself…’

      ‘Yes, of course,’ he said grabbing his phone and getting up. ‘Natalie?’

      ‘I’m good thanks,’ I said holding up my americano. He left, and Nicky followed me through into the office we share and closed the glass door.

      ‘So Xander, is he…?’

      ‘Yes, he’s got a partner called Paul,’ I said.

      ‘Perfect. Guilt-free ogling.’

      ‘How was your holiday?’ I asked as I put my bag down on my desk.

      ‘Nat. The resort was amazing, the only downside was that Bart made my wrist ache…’

      ‘Men can be so disgusting,’ I said. I realised she was talking about something else when she held out her wrist to reveal a dazzling bracelet.

      ‘Oh my gosh, are they real?’ I asked.

      ‘Yes. Diamonds. Yes,’ she said wiggling her wrist with a grin. ‘So many carats I’ll never have to eat my five-a-day again!’

      ‘Blimey Nicky. Your husband is still so romantic after twenty years…’

      I pulled out my laptop, and the BenjiYoga leaflet fluttered to the floor. Nicky picked it up.

      ‘Attention Ryan Harrison, discretion assured,’ she read out loud. She raised a perfectly shaped eyebrow.

      ‘Benjamin virtually forced it into my bag,’ I said grabbing it back.

      ‘Nat. Ryan Harrison is not going to BenjiYoga,’ she said with an air of finality.

      ‘Why not? Benjamin is a good yoga teacher.’

      ‘And a good self-promoter, which is fine, but we need to protect Ryan…’

      I went to protest. But Nicky went on.

      ‘And Ryan Harrison’s manager made us put in his contract that if he’s sick, he is only seen by a Harley Street doctor…’

      ‘What does that mean?’

      ‘Nat. Didn’t you get foot fungus from BenjiYoga?’ asked Nicky.

      ‘That was months ago, and it was athlete’s foot…’

      ‘That’s just fancy talk for foot fungus. Do you know how much a Harley Street doctor charges to treat foot fungus? Probably a good chunk of our Arts Council funding for the next quarter.’

      ‘Okay, okay,’ I said folding the leaflet and stuffing it back in my bag. Nicky put her hand on my arm.

      ‘Honey, I get the attraction to Benjamin. He’s tall, well-built, arrogant. I’m sure he can reach the places other men can’t reach… But there is a great guy out there for you, I’m sure of it.’

      ‘I gave him a key this morning,’ I said defiantly.

      ‘A key to what?’ she asked.

      ‘To my flat…’

      I didn’t get to hear her response as there was a loud bang from outside, and then a squealing of metal. We went to the window and saw a lorry parked by the kerb. A massive pile of crash barriers was being unloaded onto the road below.

      ‘Do you really think we’ll need all these tonight?’ I asked.

      ‘Nat. This is Ryan Harrison,’ said Nicky. ‘He has crazy fame. When the costume department on his TV show take his clothes to the laundry it has to be in an armoured truck. A woman from Ohio bid ten thousand dollars for a pint of his bath water in a charity auction. Allegedly his stalker has a stalker…’

      ‘Well, tonight’s crowd should be a bit more demure. We’ve invited press and theatre people,’ I said.

      ‘You’d be surprised,’ said Nicky.

      There was a knock at the door. Val, the box office manager, poked her head of short grey hair around the door.

      ‘Morning ladies, there’s a group of muscly men in the foyer downstairs. Either it’s an early birthday present for me, or the security guys you hired,’ she said.

      ‘We’ve already bought you slippers for your birthday,’ I said with a wink. ‘Xander should be back soon, he can deal with them.’

      ‘Okay, I’ll put them in the bar, and when Xander is back I’ll get him to do a coffee run,’ said Val leaving with a smile.

      ‘Right. Let’s go through our to-do list for tonight, and make sure nothing is forgotten,’ I said.

      ‘First I wanna know what you’re wearing?’ asked Nicky. I unzipped the garment bag, and pulled out a black pencil skirt and an orange blouse. The second it was out, Nicky wrinkled her brow.

      ‘Did you choose this, or did a sales assistant railroad you into it?’

      ‘I don’t get railroaded!’ I protested.

      ‘Honey, you’re British. Half your wardrobe is what you’ve bought to be polite.’

      ‘I chose it. From that place off Carnaby Street where the girls all dress like they did during the Blitz… It’s vintage!’

      Nicky sucked in her teeth and shook her head. ‘The skirt I can cope with. It’s the colour of that blouse. Two words: Easy Jet.’

      ‘EasyJet is one word,’ I said.

      ‘Either way, you’re wearing the uniform of a budget airline… This is probably the most important night of our careers. If you wear this people won’t be saying, oh look there’s Natalie Love, she runs this joint, they’ll be asking you for Pringles and charity scratch cards.’

      ‘It’s not EasyJet orange. Is it?’ I said holding it up to me in front of the mirror by the door. Nicky nodded.

      ‘What are you wearing?’ I asked. She went out and came back with a beautiful pearl-white Alexander McQueen dress.

      ‘Oh, wow, that’s stunning,’ I said.

      ‘Bart got it for me, to go with my bracelet… I’d offer to lend you something but you know I’ve got a big fat ass and huge…’

      ‘Okay, I know,’ I said hanging the outfit back up. ‘I’ll sort it. Sharon will probably lend me something… Now, let’s talk about tonight.’

      ‘Just one more thing,’ said Nicky.

      ‘What?’

      ‘How much is priority boarding?’

      I couldn’t help but laugh.

      

      The rest of the morning, and first part of the afternoon, was spent in meetings, briefing our theatre staff, and ticking the seemingly endless list of tasks off our to-do list. By three pm there were a couple of hours free so I ducked out to get my replacement outfit from Sharon. I hurried through Covent Garden and down to Charing Cross where I jumped on a train to New Cross. Twenty-five minutes later I emerged onto New Cross Road.

      I walked past the big Sainsbury’s supermarket, and knocked on a bright green door in a row of terraced houses set back a little from the traffic roaring past. The door opened. Sharon was stood in the hallway, her hair slicked back with foam, and a towel round her shoulders.

      ‘Have you seen Ryan Harrison yet?’ she asked excitedly. ‘Have you? What’s he like?’

      ‘Muzzle yourself. He’s not arriving until five,’ I said. There was a yell from down the hall.

      ‘Stay by the sink Amy!’ shouted Sharon over her shoulder. ‘Come through Nat.’

      I followed her into the big kitchen overlooking her cosy little garden. Her ten-year-old son Felix was sat at the kitchen table, also with his hair slicked back with foam. He was wearing a superman towel tied under his chin like a cape. Her daughter Amy’s eight-year-old legs were only just long enough so she could lean up and over the sink as her hair dripped.

      ‘Nits, Nat,’ said Sharon. ‘We’ve all got bloody nits.’ She picked up a small silver comb and started combing through Amy’s thick wet hair.

      ‘Oh no!’ I said putting my bag down on the table. ‘How?’

      ‘We got them from Laura Dalton, Aunt Nat,’ said Amy. Even aged eight she had her disapproving face down to a tee.

      ‘We don’t know it was Laura Dalton,’ said Sharon.

      ‘She’s always in the playground, flicking her hair around the boys,’ said Amy. ‘She was bound to get something from them.’

      ‘Girls have nits too!’ shouted Felix.

      ‘The dress you want to borrow is on the back of the bedroom door,’ said Sharon pulling the comb through a knot in Amy’s hair. ‘Do you mind grabbing it?’

      ‘No probs,’ I said. As I went through Amy yelled,

      ‘Ow! This is all Felix’s fault. He kissed Laura yesterday!’

      ‘I didn’t!’ shouted Felix.

      

      I always feel a little envious when I wander round Sharon’s house. It’s so cosy: pictures drawn by the kids, framed holiday photos, a little clay Homer Simpson ashtray made by Felix for his Dad, Fred, who is small, handsome and very Italian. It always reminds me I might just miss the boat as far as kids were concerned. Benjamin couldn’t commit to leaving a toothbrush in my flat, let alone impregnating me…

      ‘It’s just water you twit. I haven’t even put the nit shampoo on yet!’ I heard Sharon saying from the kitchen. A beautiful green silk wrap-around dress was hung in plastic on the back of the door. I grabbed it and went back through.

      ‘Is that okay Nat?’ asked Sharon.

      ‘It’s perfect, thank you,’ I said.

      ‘I’m wearing my black galaxy dress,’ said Sharon. ‘I know it’s a bit 2007, but it pushes me up and pulls me in in all the right places…’ She tailed off when she realised the kids were staring. Amy rolled her brown eyes under her foamy hair line,

      ‘Mother, you’re like married, and Ryan Harrison is so out of your league,’ she said.

      ‘Where does she get this at such an early age?’ asked Sharon. ‘Out of my league… I love your father. I just like looking at Ryan Harrison… and I might get to touch him!’

      ‘Steady on Sharon,’ I said. ‘I’ve had to book security guards for the theatre.’

      Sharon wiped her hands and opened the pantry door. On the inside hung the Official Ryan Harrison Calendar. It was turned to July, which was a broody black and white shot of Ryan lying shirtless on a beach in Speedos, with sand artfully dusting his taut six pack.

      ‘Look at him, smouldering in my pantry with all the dried lentils and Weetabix… And tonight I get to see him for real! Do you fancy a glass of wine Nat?’

      ‘I’d love to, but I’ve got to get back,’ I said.

      ‘Ok, we’ll make up for it later… Is it still a free bar?’

      ‘Yes. We’ve hired a mixologist to make cocktails.’

      ‘Ooh super!’ said Sharon. ‘Felix what does it say to do next?’

      Felix unfolded the nit lotion leaflet and started to read out loud.

      ‘After applying lotion allow eight hours, and then rinse thor-ror…thur..’

      ‘Thoroughly!’ shouted Amy. Sharon paused, closing the pantry door.

      ‘Don’t you mean eight minutes Felix?’

      ‘No Mummy. It says eight hours…’

      Sharon went over to Felix and grabbed the leaflet.

      ‘Eight hours? Why didn’t that bloody woman in the chemist say! I didn’t want the eight hour one! Eight hours takes us to…’

      ‘Midnight,’ I said.

      ‘Yay, yay, yay! Can we stay up?’ shouted Amy. ‘We’ve only ever stayed up till midnight on New Year's Eve!’

      ‘Cool!’ shouted Felix, joining in with Amy jumping up and down in excitement. Sharon stood with the leaflet, tears starting to prick her eyes.

      ‘It’s all right. Just rinse it off and do it again tomorrow,’ I said. Sharon bit her lip.

      ‘No, because I will still have nits, and I’ll have to do them again, and it says you shouldn’t use these chemical shampoos more than once a month… And I can’t take them to school tomorrow if they haven’t been done.’

      ‘Really?’ I asked.

      ‘There’s virtually been a witch hunt to find whose children are responsible for the nit outbreak. And I can’t come to your fancy launch party with nits! What if I gave Ryan Harrison nits? I’d be mortified!’

      Sharon grabbed a tissue, wiped her eyes and blew her nose.

      ‘Can we have a Dr Who marathon Mummy?’ asked Felix. Sharon sighed and nodded. The kids both screamed and ran through to the living room.

      ‘BUT DON’T SIT RIGHT BACK ON THE SOFA CUSHIONS!’ she shouted after them. ‘This shampoo smells like industrial solvent.’

      ‘Are you sure you won’t come? You could stay at mine and…’

      ‘Thanks, but no,’ she sighed. ‘Mummy duty comes first.’

      ‘There will be plenty of time to meet Ryan. He’s going to be at the theatre for five weeks. Plenty of time, I promise,’ I said giving her a hug.

      ‘I even had my tits measured at Marks and Spencer’s, and bought an expensive new bra,’ sniffed Sharon. ‘Turns out my tits are bigger than I thought. God I could have seen Ryan tonight with my new big tits. He must like big ones, he’s from Los Angeles…’

      I peered at her breasts to see if they looked any different. Sharon blew her nose and dabbed her eyes.

      ‘Will you be okay Nat, if I don’t come? Is Benjamin coming?’

      ‘He was invited but he’s got his meditation group…’ I said. Sharon turned to the fridge and pulled out a bottle of wine.

      ‘I know you’re pulling a face,’ I added.

      ‘I’m not doing anything,’ she lied.

      ‘I know you think Benjamin is selfish… And I suppose he is, sometimes, but he’s just focused on his yoga and his meditation and… And we all need things to focus on. I focus on my job.’

      Sharon nodded unconvincingly and poured herself a huge glass of wine.

      ‘I gave him a key this morning,’ I added.

      ‘To what?’

      ‘Nicky asked the same thing. To my flat, of course…’

      Sharon went to say something when the Dr Who theme wound down and we heard the unmistakable sound of the Daleks.

      ‘They are not watching that episode, Felix won’t sleep. He’s terrified of the Daleks,’ said Sharon jumping up. I followed her into the living room and watched her go into Mum mode, commandeering the remote and choosing a different episode. I realised that I had to go. She gave me a hug by the door.

      ‘Phone me later, and tell me everything,’ she said.

      ‘Of course,’ I promised. ‘And thanks for the dress.’

      I felt a twang of envy as I made my way back to the train station. Not that I wanted nits or to watch Dr Who… I just envied Sharon’s life, with her full house.
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      The sky was heavy with cloud as I made my way up from Charing Cross Station and back to Soho. The rush hour was reaching its peak. I expertly weaved my way through the crowds, the plastic-wrapped dress sticking to my skin in the thick afternoon heat.

      When I reached the theatre I was shocked to see a huge crowd had formed. The pavement and part of the road directly outside the main entrance had now been blocked off with a long line of crash barriers. The front row had been nabbed by members of the press and paparazzi, who were leaning languidly against the barriers, seemingly used to the routine of waiting for a famous person to materialise. In contrast, the Ryan Harrison fans behind them were whipping themselves into a frenzy, with an excited babble of chatter, shrieks and laughter.

      There were teenage girls and guys, and some women a similar age to me and Sharon. Phone camera flashes went off as they took group selfies, and there were some elaborate homemade signs being held up with things like: ‘WE LOVE YOU RYAN!’, ‘I LOVE YOU RYAN!’, ‘RYAN! I WANT YOUR BABIES!’ And a group of older ladies were all wearing pink t-shirts reading, ‘WE’RE MORMONS, RYAN. MARRY US ALL!’

      Six uniformed police officers were stationed at intervals along the crash barriers, watching over the growing crowd. Inside the enclosed area on the pavement, Nicky was supervising Xander and a couple of the guys who worked in the box office as they straightened and vacuumed a huge roll of red carpet leading up to the main entrance.

      I reached the barrier and tapped one of the police officers on the shoulder. He wouldn’t believe who I was and I had to shout for Nicky to come over and vouch for me. The police officer wordlessly opened the barrier and I slid through.

      ‘Sorry Nat, I meant to give you a pass before you left,’ she said handing me a laminated square with my name and staff photo. ‘Ryan Harrison’s people have been in contact. He’s running half an hour late.’

      I checked my watch. It was five thirty-five. There was a rumble of thunder, and the crowd screamed. Xander came over with a clipboard for Nicky.

      ‘This is the final guest list,’ he said. ‘Everyone who comes in will be verified three times. Once out front, once in the foyer when they get their goody bag, and then once more when they enter the bar.’

      The thunder rumbled again, and the sky seemed to grow heavier.

      ‘Have we got umbrellas?’ I asked.

      ‘Yes, we’ve got a load upstairs, I’ll move them down to the foyer,’ said Xander and went back inside.

      ‘Can I see the dress?’ asked Nicky. I unhooked it from my shoulder and she gave me an approving smile.

      ‘It’s perfect,’ she said. ‘This is crazy, huh?’

      ‘I know. The crash barriers, the press, the fans… All at our theatre!’

      Nicky grinned and squeezed my hand. ‘It’s what we’ve been working towards Nat, for so long… Look, we’ve even got press here from America.’ She pointed to a blonde lady in an immaculate trouser suit as she did a piece to camera with her microphone.

      We went back inside and I went up to one of the spare dressing rooms to get ready. The green dress from Sharon was beautiful, simple and elegant with a bit of cleavage on show for good measure. I gave my hair a touch up with the straighteners, and vamped up my make-up a little. It was one of those occasions when everything went right. My eyes were dramatic and smoky; my hair was sleek and straight with just enough volume. Why could I never pull this off on a date? The last couple of times I had been out with Benjamin, I’d been bloated and had an attack of the frizz.

      I pulled out my mobile and called Benjamin, but after a couple of rings his phone went to voicemail. I stared at the screen. He’d cancelled my call… Maybe he was just about to meditate, I thought. A knock roused me out of my thoughts and Nicky entered.

      ‘Nat. Ryan Harrison’s car will be here in ten minutes.’

      ‘Okay. I’ll be down in a sec,’ I said. I suddenly felt very nervous.

      

      When Nicky and I went back out of the theatre, the atmosphere on the street was crazed. The air was hot and thick, and black clouds hung low above the rooftops. Streetlights were flickering on, even though it wouldn’t get dark for a few more hours. The crowds had now swollen to fill Raven Street, and we were met by a policewoman who explained they’d made the decision to close it in both directions, and divert traffic. ‘The Metropolitan Police have taken control of the crowd management and all public areas, please do not interfere,’ she added sternly. We nodded obediently. The radio on her lapel hissed and crackled and a tinny voice said, ‘incoming.’

      The screaming suddenly intensified, and camera flashes started to fire off, lighting up the crazed faces of the crowd whose heads were snapping back and forward trying to see what was happening.

      ‘This is it Natalie. That’s Ryan’s car!’ shouted Nicky over the mayhem.

      A black people carrier was waved through the barrier, which had been erected halfway along Raven Street. Four police officers flanked it, moving fans out of the way as it crept through the crowd. It stopped at the crash barrier and, holding the fans back, the police officers made a small opening near the rear door. A few seconds passed and then it slid open.

      Ryan Harrison emerged to an epilepsy-inducing strobe of camera flashes. He posed for a moment on the pavement outside the theatre, pouting in his Ray Bans and looking fashionably dishevelled. He was gorgeous dressed in simple blue jeans and a tight white t-shirt, but as with most famous male heart-throbs, he was tiny.

      Ryan’s ‘people’ emerged behind him from the aptly named people carrier; a huge woman with jet-black hair pulled back from her pale face, and two serious-looking younger women in dark blue trouser suits. The huge woman moved quickly to the theatre entrance and vanished inside. One of the younger women approached me, whilst the other shadowed Ryan as he made his way along the barriers, posing for pictures and selfies with the press and fans.

      ‘Who is Natalie Love?’ shouted the woman above the noise from the crowd.

      ‘Hello that’s me,’ I said.

      ‘Wait here,’ she snapped, pointing at the piece of pavement where we stood. She went back to Ryan and guided him to the end of the line, speeding things along.

      ‘Who are all those women?’ I said bristling a little from her attitude.

      ‘The big dark-haired woman is Terri, Ryan’s manager, the other two are her assistants,’ explained Nicky. After about ten minutes, they decided Ryan had been paraded long enough. He posed for a final group photo with the ‘MARRY US WE’RE MORMONS’ ladies, then bade them farewell, gliding past us and into the foyer. We hurried in after them.

      The theatre foyer was packed. Five of our beefy security men milled about, Terri stood in the corner, still wearing the grim scowl. Her two assistants were leaning in, whispering to her intently. The doorway leading to the rest of the theatre was blocked by a huge trolley piled high with goody bags, which were being unloaded by Xander and a couple of girls we’d hired. Ryan stood in the middle of the box office, still wearing his Ray Bans. As we approached him, I could see our faces reflected in them, like staring at the back of a teaspoon. Nicky and I introduced ourselves with manic smiles. He didn’t remove his Ray Bans, and just nodded politely. One of Terri’s assistants came over.

      ‘Nadia… We need to move Ryan out of here,’ she said indicating the cameras still flashing outside, illuminating the foyer.

      ‘It’s Natalie,’ I said. ‘And of course, we’ll show you up to the dressing room we’ve had put aside.’

      We got Xander to move the goody bag trolley. We went through and I pressed the button for the lifts.

      There was a silence as we rode up. Terri and her assistants stared straight ahead with the same grim concentration you see from secret service agents. Ryan remained behind his shades.

      ‘How was your flight?’ I said to Ryan.

      ‘Loooong,’ he said. There was another silence.

      ‘We were worried something had happened to you… I was wringing my hands a little like Lady Macbeth!’ I said.

      ‘Who?’ asked Ryan. I went to say something but the lift pinged. We all piled out onto the third floor.

      ‘As requested, we’ve set up our number one dressing room for your exclusive use,’ said Nicky.

      ‘Hey! Hello America,’ said Ryan perking up at the sound of Nicky’s voice. He pulled off his shades to reveal dark circles around his piercing green eyes. He gave us a cute smile revealing perfect white teeth.

      ‘Yeah. I’m from Dallas, Texas,’ said Nicky.

      ‘Cuyahoga Falls, Ohio,’ he said.

      ‘Sowerton, Devon!’ I quipped. There was a crashing silence. Thankfully we arrived at the dressing room.

      ‘Okay, make yourselves comfortable,’ said Nicky opening the door.

      ‘Thanks,’ said Ryan. He went in followed by the two assistants. I went to file in after Terri’s enormous bottom, but she reached behind her and closed the door in our faces.

      ‘Charming,’ I said.

      ‘Your terrible jokes didn’t help Nat…’

      ‘Didn’t it worry you he didn’t know who Lady Macbeth was?’ I hissed as we made our way back down the corridor.

      ‘They’ve all just come off a sixteen hour flight,’ said Nicky diplomatically.

      ‘But he’s agreed to be Macbeth in Macbeth! How could he not get what I was saying?’

      ‘Isn’t it bad luck to mention the Scottish play?’ asked Nicky.

      ‘Oh crap. It is, isn’t it? What happens if you say Mac… the name of the Scottish play?’

      Nicky started to tap at her phone. ‘Here in Google it says, using the M-word is like a curse on a theatre, which may cause disaster, plaguing theatre productions with accidents, bad luck, and misfortune…’

      ‘That’s all we need,’ I said.

      ‘There is, however, a cleansing ritual we can do,’ said Nicky swiping at her phone.

      ‘A cleansing ritual?’

      ‘To reverse the bad luck. It won’t take a sec, but we have to go back outside.’

      Despite the stupidity of it all, I followed her back downstairs and out onto the pavement. The crowds behind the barriers were staying put, now looking up at the windows and chanting for Ryan.

      ‘What do I have to do?’ I asked.

      ‘Turn around three times,’ said Nicky. I turned around three times.

      ‘Okay then what?’

      ‘Then spit over your left shoulder…’

      I went to spit.

      ‘Not on the red carpet!’ scolded Nicky. ‘Do it in the gutter!’

      I moved to the kerb and surreptitiously spat over my left shoulder.

      ‘And you need to say the line from Hamlet, “Angels and ministers of grace defend us…”’

      ‘Angels and ministers of grace defend us,’ I repeated.

      ‘There, it’s all going to be fine,’ said Nicky. I looked at the crazed faces of the crowds screaming hysterically for Ryan. Thunder rumbled and there was a flash of lightning.

      ‘Ok. I’ll go inside and check everything is running smoothly,’ I said.

      ‘And I’ll get ready to be door bitch,’ said Nicky giving me a hug. ‘And let’s have fun tonight, Nat, yeah? Enjoy our moment.’

      ‘I couldn’t have done it without you,’ I said.

      ‘And vice-versa honey,’ she smiled.

      When I got back inside I saw my phone battery was low, so I went up to the office. I was rummaging around in my bag for my charger when there was a knock at the door. It was Xander with a serious look on his face.

      ‘Sorry to bother you. One of Ryan’s assistants is asking if I can get him a Mountain Jew. I don’t know what that is? Is she asking for a Rabbi?’

      ‘I think he means Mountain Dew. It’s a soft drink Xander. ‘Dew’ as in a light film of water on the grass, as opposed to someone of the Jewish faith…’ I couldn’t help smiling.

      ‘Oh. Ok,’ he said blushing. ‘Do we have it at the bar?’

      ‘No. You can get it at the international newsagent on the corner. Can you spare a moment to run out?’

      ‘The girls need more goody bags in the foyer,’ he said. I went to the petty cash tin, pulled out a twenty and handed it to Xander.

      ‘Go and get Ryan a load of Mountain Dews, and I’ll sort out the goody bags,’ I said.
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