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			Introduction

			Everybody loses their mum at some point. But your mother is supposed to be old when it happens; wrinkled and stooping and frail.

			They are not supposed to be cut down in their prime. When they are still bleeding every month, haven’t received any ‘keep calm at forty’ cards, or even started using anti-wrinkle moisturisers, for goodness sake.

			When life ends so rudely, so prematurely, it makes no sense at all. The world stops turning. Your foundations have been removed. The floor beneath you could give way at any point. It’s like playing one of those ball in the maze games and knowing that at any second you could fall down the hole.

			Precarious. Life is precarious. And if people try to tell you otherwise, and say you are crazy for thinking that way, you have to remember that the crazy ones are those who deny it. Because the only thing which is certain in life is that we are all going to die one day. And that day could be sooner than we think.

		

	
		
			PART ONE

		

	
		
			Jess

			Monday, 11 January 2016

			I smell his bad breath a second or two before I feel his hand on my arse. That’s the weird thing about public transport gropers, they always seem to have personal hygiene issues.

			‘What’s your problem?’ I shout, as I spin around to face him. Immediately, the crowd of people jostling around the ticket barriers parts. The one thing commuters hate even more than delays is a confrontation.

			The guy with the dodgy breath and wandering hand obviously hadn’t expected this. He looks to either side, desperate to pass the buck.

			‘Nope, it’s definitely you, middle-aged man in the shiny grey suit. Get off on touching women’s arses, do you?’

			He shuffles his feet and looks at the ground then pushes his way towards the ticket barrier.

			‘That’s it, you run along to work. I bet the women at your office can’t wait to see you. Keep your mucky hands to yourself next time, OK?’

			I glance behind to see Sadie looking at me with a raised eyebrow.

			‘What?’ I say. ‘He got off lightly if you ask me.’

			There is now a clear path in front of me to the ticket barrier. I go straight through and wait for Sadie on the other side.

			A young guy with dark hair stops in front of me. ‘Nice takedown,’ he says with a smile. ‘Do you want me to go after him for you?’

			He is wearing a plum-coloured jacket over a white T-shirt, like he’s come in for dress-down Friday on a Monday by mistake.

			‘What I really want is for all members of the male species to go to hell and stop bothering me.’

			The smile falls off his lips. ‘Point taken,’ he says, before walking off.

			‘What did you do that for?’ asks Sadie, staring at me. ‘He was only trying to be nice.’

			‘Yeah, well, it’s difficult to tell sometimes.’

			Sadie shakes her head. ‘I don’t get you. Is this national bite-someone’s-head-off day or something?’

			‘PMT and hunger, always a bad combination. Come on, I need food.’

			Breakfast (I hate the word ‘brunch’ so I refuse to call it that, even when it is after ten thirty) for me consists of a huge blueberry muffin (that I hope will count as one of my five a day) and a can of Tango (that possibly counts as another). Mum used to tell me that the day would come when I wouldn’t be able to eat and drink all that crap without looking as if I did. I’d taken it as a green light to have as much of it as possible while I could still get away with it.

			I hear footsteps approaching as I stand waiting to pay. Sadie gives me a nudge. I look up. The guy who’d offered to go after the groper is standing there, bunch of flowers in hand. Actually, it isn’t a bunch; it’s a proper bouquet. Hand-tied, I think they call it, not that I’ve ever seen a machine tie flowers.

			‘An apology for earlier,’ he says. ‘On behalf of the male species. To show we’re not all complete jerks.’

			All conversation in the queue stops. I am aware my cheeks are turning the same colour as the roses in the bouquet.

			‘Thanks,’ I say, taking them from him. ‘You didn’t have to do that.’

			‘I know, but I wanted to. I also want to ask you out to dinner but I’m not sure if that would be risking a massive public bawl-out so I’ve left my business card in there with the flowers. Call me if you’d like to take up the invite. And thanks for brightening my morning.’

			He turns and walks away, one of those supremely confident walks that stops just short of being a full-blown swagger.

			‘I hate you,’ says Sadie. ‘I have no idea why I chose someone who strangers give flowers to as a best friend.’

			‘You didn’t choose me,’ I reply. ‘I chose you, remember? Mainly because you had the best pencil case in reception.’

			‘Well, whatever. I still hate you. You don’t even have to try. You wear a puffer jacket, leggings and DMs and you still get a gorgeous stranger asking you out.’

			‘I might not call him,’ I say, lowering my voice, aware other people in the queue are listening.

			‘Then you’re a bigger mug than I thought.’

			‘Well, I’m certainly not going to do it straight away.’

			‘Playing hard to get, are you?’

			‘No. I’m just starving and I’m not going to do anything until I’ve stuffed this blueberry muffin down my gob.’

			Sadie smiles at me and looks down at the flowers. As well as the roses there are lilies and loads of other things I don’t even know the names of. ‘They must have cost him a packet,’ she remarks.

			‘Shame he didn’t know I’d have been happy with a blueberry muffin then,’ I reply. She laughs. I hold the flowers a little tighter, despite myself.

			Leeds city centre is its usual Monday morning self: grey, drizzly and slightly the worse for wear from the weekend. Someone presses a copy of a free magazine into my hand as I stand at the crossing. I take it, not because I want to read it but because I feel for anyone who has to get up at the crack of dawn to force magazines into the hands of grumpy commuters. I roll it up and wedge it into the side pocket of my backpack as I cross the road. The woman in front of me has her right arm turned out and a bulging tote bag hanging from it. I resist the temptation to tell her she looks like a Barbie doll that has had its arm twisted the wrong way by a little boy. I am convinced that if the female species carries on like this, baby girls will eventually be born with their right arms protruding at this weird angle, ready for the midwives to hang tote bags on them.

			Sadie follows my gaze and smiles knowingly at me. We are both fully paid-up members of the backpack brigade.

			‘I wonder if they’ll do something for Bowie at work,’ Sadie says. ‘Put Labyrinth and Absolute Beginners on, maybe.’

			‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘I bet a lot of people would come if they did.’

			I decide not to tell Sadie, who has spent most of the train journey talking about David Bowie, that, actually, I am already fed up with it all. Every time I look at Facebook it’s full of people posting tributes to him, all doing that RIP crap as if they’d actually known him, actually suffered some deep personal loss. Never stopping to think about what that must feel like to someone who had genuinely lost a loved one. The most important person in their life, even.

			We turn off the road into the comparative warmth of the shopping centre. Someone had the bright idea of not putting any sides on the building, so people have to sit at the tables outside the restaurants with their coats and scarves on in winter, even though they are technically inside.

			I follow Sadie up the escalator. The cinema is on the ‘leisure’ floor, with all the restaurants. It’s a trendy independent one with squishy sofas and pizzas served in your seats. That’s how I justify working there (well, that and the fact I don’t have to start work before 11 a.m., even on an early shift). I could never work at a multiplex. It would be like letting the Dementors suck out your soul.

			Nina, who’s on a rare outing as duty manager, is on the front desk. She looks down at my flowers and raises an eyebrow. ‘I hope you’re not thinking of starting a Bowie shrine here.’

			‘It’s nothing to do with him. I was given them, actually.’

			‘What for?’

			‘Telling a guy he was an arsehole.’

			‘Very funny.’

			‘No, really,’ I reply. ‘Only the arsehole wasn’t the guy who gave them to me.’

			Nina shakes her head and sighs. ‘So, basically, you bought yourself some flowers on the way into work to make it look like someone gave them to you.’

			‘Actually,’ says Sadie, jumping in before I have the chance to say anything, ‘she got them from a drop-dread gorgeous guy who came up to her in the station and asked her out. She’s just too modest to admit it.’

			‘Oh yeah? What’s his number then?’ asks Nina.

			I reach for the business card inside the cellophane and read it out to her. ‘Call him if you like,’ I say. ‘I might not bother.’

			Nina rolls her eyes and goes back to whatever it was she was doing on the screen. Sadie nods at me and we head off towards the staffroom. When we get there, I realise I still have the business card in my hand.

			‘What’s his name?’ asks Sadie, following my gaze.

			‘Lee Griffiths. It says he’s an associate director at some PR firm in Leeds.’

			‘Woo. Big cheese. Call him.’

			‘Nah. It’s probably a wind-up.’

			‘Well, if you don’t want him, I’m very happy to take ­second-hand goods.’

			I smile at her as we step back into the lobby to find Tariq and Adrian laying the new red carpet leading to screen one.

			‘Here you go, ladies,’ says Adrian, ‘just in time to try it out.’

			‘Me first!’ cries Sadie. I laugh as she sashays up and down the red carpet, posing for imaginary photographs for the paparazzi.

			‘Hang on,’ I say, throwing myself on the floor in front of her. ‘Name the film premiere.’

			‘Suffragette,’ she shrieks, before joining me, prostrate on the floor.

			‘What’s all this noise?’ asks Nina, sticking her head around the corner.

			‘Guess the film premiere!’ I say. ‘Do you want to have a go?’

			‘No. I want you two to stop treating this place like a soft-play centre and get to work.’

			Sadie groans as Nina returns to the front desk. ‘I bet Carey Mulligan never had to put up with this,’ she says.

			*

			I wait until lunchtime to text Lee, when I am on my own in the staffroom. I want to be sure no one else is around in case the whole thing is a wind-up. I decide to keep it short and sweet.

			Hi, thanks again for the flowers. Let me know a date and time to meet up. I finish work at 7pm until Wednesday, then I’m working late for a week. Jess.

			I hesitate for a second, aware that I might be about to make myself look incredibly stupid, but then I decide to do it anyway. I exhale deeply and press send. It is only once I have done so that I realise how bothered I am about whether or not he responds. Fortunately, I have to wait less than thirty seconds before my phone beeps with a message. Clearly he is the sort of guy who doesn’t have to worry about looking desperate.

			Hi Jess. That’s great. How about Wednesday @ 7.30pm, the Botanist?

			The Botanist is an uber-trendy bar just along from the shopping centre. I have never been there, mainly on account of the fact that I am not uber-trendy and don’t know anyone who is.

			I text back to say that I’ll see him there, as if it’s a usual hangout of mine. He replies, Great, looking forward to it already.

			I am still sitting there with a smug look on my face when Sadie comes in.

			‘You’ve called him, haven’t you?’ she says.

			‘Texted.’

			‘And you’re going out with him.’

			‘Might be.’

			‘If you two get married, I’m going to hunt down the arse-groper guy and invite him to the wedding.’

			‘I don’t think there’s any danger of us getting married.’

			‘Why not?’

			‘Er, different leagues.’

			‘Bollocks. You’re well up there with him.’

			‘I still reckon he did it for a dare. Anyway, you’ll be on your own on the train home on Wednesday. Think of me surrounded by hipsters trying to order cocktails I’ve never heard of.’

			Sadie snorts. ‘I hope he’s paying.’

			‘So do I. Otherwise we’re going to Subway, I tell you.’

			*

			It’s only as I’m walking home from Mytholmroyd station later that I realise Dad will ask about the flowers. I think for a second about chucking them over my head – bride-style – but a quick glance behind confirms that they are likely to be caught by a long-haired, overweight guy, who probably wouldn’t appreciate it. I decide to tell Dad a censored version of what happened. He may be able to cope with a guy hitting on me but I’m pretty sure he would freak if I mentioned the arse groper.

			I walk past the rows of little back-to-back terraces, lines of washing hanging across the backyards like something out of a bygone era. I bet the people down south watching the Boxing Day floods on the news couldn’t believe that a place like Mytholmroyd even existed. It does my head in most of the time, the smallness and oldness of the place. Some people have lived here all their lives, have never even been to Leeds, let alone London. I think that’s why I took the first job that came up in Leeds when I left college. No, it wasn’t doing what I had planned to do, but at least it meant I could get out of Mytholmroyd.

			Our front door opens straight onto the street and the back door onto our yard behind. If I can ever afford a flat in Leeds (which is doubtful), I’ve already decided I’ll get one high up, so people walking past can’t have a good gander inside when you open the door.

			I go in the back way, as usual. Dad’s in the kitchen, Monday being a rare evening off for him because the Italian restaurant where he works is closed.

			‘Smells good,’ I say. Dad looks up from the pan he’s stirring, his gaze immediately dropping from my face to the flowers.

			‘They’re nice.’

			‘Yeah.’ I put the flowers on the kitchen counter, knowing full well that I’m not going to get away with that answer.

			‘So, who are they from?’ Dad is still stirring the vegetables on the back hob, trying to pretend he’s not that interested.

			‘A guy I met at the station this morning.’

			He nods slowly and puts the wooden spoon down on the chopping board.

			‘That was nice of him.’ Dad’s tone suggests he actually thinks the man in question is a serial killer. I decide to get it all out in one go.

			‘Yeah. I’m going for a meal with him on Wednesday.’

			‘Are you now?’ Dad picks up the spoon again and stirs with an intensity that is entirely unnecessary.

			‘How old is he, this guy?’

			‘I’d say seventies, maybe eighty at a push.’

			He turns to face me. I have the smile ready prepared for him.

			‘Very droll,’ he says.

			‘Well, what do you expect? He looks like he’s in his late twenties but I don’t know. I’ll take a questionnaire with me on Wednesday, if you like.’

			‘So you’ve never met him before?’

			‘Nope.’

			‘And he just walked up to you this morning and gave you flowers and asked you out?’

			‘Yep. That’s pretty much how it was.’

			‘Doesn’t that strike you as a bit weird?’

			‘Not really.’ I was starting to think it would have been easier to tell him about the arse groper after all.

			‘It sounds a bit weird to me.’

			‘Look, you’ve got to let me do normal stuff like this.’

			‘It’s not normal, though, is it? Giving flowers to someone you don’t know. Maybe he does this all the time. Some kind of scam he pulls on pretty girls.’

			‘Dad, I can’t win with you. You’re the one who always used to tell me to get out more.’

			‘Yeah, I didn’t mean with a stranger.’

			‘Well, he’s not a stranger now, is he? He gave me flowers and asked me out. I said yes. I thought you’d be pleased.’

			This is a lie. I knew he’d be exactly like this but I also know how to play him in an argument. He looks down at his feet.

			‘I’m happy for you. It’s just that after last time I, you know, I don’t want to see you get hurt.’

			‘Callum was an emotionally inadequate bastard.’

			‘Jess.’

			‘Well, he was! And I’ve grown up a lot since then – I’m not going to make the same mistake again, am I?’

			‘So how do you know this guy’s not like that?’

			‘I don’t yet, but he gave me flowers, which is a pretty good start, and if I don’t like him on Wednesday I won’t see him again. Simples.’

			Dad nods. He is trying his best to be two parents rolled into one, I know that. But I still wish Mum was around to tell him to let me learn from my own mistakes.

			‘OK. I’ll give him a chance. What’s his name?’

			‘Voldemort.’

			For the first time in the conversation, Dad manages a smile.

			‘Really?’

			‘His name is Lee and he’s the associate director of a PR firm in Leeds and I don’t know anything else about him – but if you submit your questions by midnight tomorrow, I’ll be sure to put them to him over dinner, OK?’

			I flounce out of the kitchen and up to my room. When I return ten minutes later, Dad has put the flowers in a vase. I smile at him. Sometimes he tries so hard it hurts.
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			Your dad just told me. I can’t believe you’re gone. Can’t believe you’re never going to crack me up laughing again. I’m so, so sorry I couldn’t save you. Love you forever. RIP Jess.

		

	
		
			Jess

			Monday, 11 January 2016

			I’m in my room later when I see Sadie’s post. It’s the photo I see first, one of Sadie and I when we were at primary school. My socks are around my ankles and I have messy hair. We are both grinning inanely. I am about to message her when I read the words she has posted above it.

			I read them again, twice more, sure I have missed something. I wait for another post to pop up from her saying it was a joke. It doesn’t. I call her.

			‘Why did you just post that?’

			‘What?’

			‘That RIP thing on Facebook.’

			‘About Bowie?’

			‘No, about me.’

			‘I didn’t post anything about you.’

			‘You did. To my timeline. Two minutes ago. A photo of us at primary school and stuff about how you can’t believe that I’m gone and you’re so sorry you couldn’t save me. You basically said I was dead.’

			‘Why would I do that?’

			‘I don’t know. That’s why I called you.’

			‘I honestly haven’t posted a thing.’

			‘Check Facebook now. You’ll see it.’

			‘OK.’ It goes quiet at the other end of the phone for a minute. ‘There’s nothing there,’ she says. ‘I haven’t posted anything for hours and I’ve looked on your timeline and there’s nothing there either.’

			I look again at my phone and read the post out to her.

			‘That’s really sick. I’d never do that. Not even as a joke.’

			A comment comes up underneath Sadie’s post from Adrian at work.

			‘Listen,’ I say, ‘Adrian’s just posted this: “Oh Jess, so sad to lose you. Will miss your smile and the laughs we had together. RIP sweetie.”’

			‘Maybe someone’s hacked your account,’ says Sadie. ‘I wouldn’t put it past Nina. She could have got hold of your phone or something.’

			‘But how come I can see it and you can’t?’

			‘I dunno. Maybe there’s some way you can do that.’

			‘Well, they must have hacked into yours as well because the post’s from your account.’

			‘Change your password. I’ll change mine too. That should put a stop to it.’

			‘OK. I’ll call you back in a bit.’

			I go into my account. I’m rubbish at remembering passwords so I have to write down the new one as soon as I’ve changed it. I log out of Facebook then log in again and go back to my timeline. There are now eleven comments underneath Sadie’s post, a couple of them from people I haven’t seen since I left school and who I unfollowed on Facebook long ago. I have no idea how this is happening but I am going to put a stop to it straight away. I begin to type: Ha, ha, very funny. It seems the news of my death has been greatly exaggerated – which I seem to remember was a line from a book or a play or something. I post it. It doesn’t appear. I post it again, twice more in fact. Still nothing. I don’t get it. I don’t get what’s happening. I call Sadie back.

			‘I changed my password but it’s still there. Lots of people have posted comments on it but I can’t, it won’t let me.’

			‘Maybe it’s a virus or something.’

			‘And you’re sure you can’t see it?’

			‘Absolutely.’

			‘I don’t understand how that’s even possible.’

			‘It’ll be some thirteen-year-old hacker who’s bored stiff doing his maths homework and gets off on doing sick things like this.’

			I sigh and shake my head.

			‘So what do you think I should do?’

			‘Do a virus scan. That should get rid of it. And if no one else can see it apart from you, there’s no harm done, is there?’

			‘But what if the people who commented can see it? What if they think I’m actually dead?’

			‘Well, Adrian would have messaged me for a start, wouldn’t he?’

			‘I guess so.’ Adrian is lovely. I’m actually touched that he sounded so gutted in his comment. Which is really stupid, I know.

			‘But the things people have said in their comments,’ I continue. ‘They actually sound like the sort of thing they would say.’

			‘Well, nobody’s going to say they’re delighted you’ve popped your clogs, are they? Everyone says the same stuff when people die.’

			‘Adrian called me sweetie. How would they know he calls me sweetie?’

			‘Probably because he calls everybody sweetie on Facebook? There’s probably some algorithm that tells you what words people use most.’

			‘What if you were right about Nina, though? Maybe she has got something to do with it.’

			‘She might have the motivation but I’m not sure she’s actually bright enough to do it.’

			‘Well, who else hates me, then?’

			‘No one hates you, Jess.’

			‘What about Callum?’

			‘He’s hardly super-brain league either, is he?’

			‘Why didn’t you tell me that at the time?’

			‘Because you wouldn’t have listened. Anyway, why don’t you front Nina up in the morning and see what she says. And quit worrying. You’re clearly alive. OK?’

			‘Yeah.’

			There is a pause on the other end of the line. I have a feeling I know what Sadie is going to say next.

			‘You are OK, aren’t you? I mean you’d say if . . .’

			‘I’m fine.’

			‘And you would tell me if you weren’t?’

			‘You know I would.’

			‘Good. Now turn your phone off, do a virus scan on your laptop, zap anything that comes up and I bet when you look in the morning there’ll be nothing there.’

			‘OK. Thanks. See you tomorrow.’

			I put my phone down and open my laptop. Maybe I won’t even be able to see it on there. It might only have been on my phone. I click on Facebook and scroll through everyone’s posts from the past couple of hours. Nothing. The photo isn’t there. I click on my timeline to double-check. Sadie’s post comes up straight away. There are loads of comments now. People asking what happened. And others have started posting to my timeline. Jules from college and Tariq from work and a couple of Mum’s friends. They all say the same: that they’re in shock; they can’t believe I’ve gone. That it’s too much for one family to bear.

			I brush the tears away from my cheeks and tell myself not to be so stupid. If it is a virus, the person who created it won’t have stopped to think how upsetting it is for someone who has lost a loved one. Sadie’s probably right – it’ll be some kid who’s bored out of his brain and thought it would be a laugh. I shouldn’t take it so personally.

			I can hear voices on the television drifting up from downstairs. It doesn’t sound like football – maybe it’s a cookery programme. They’re about the only two things Dad watches. I wonder for a moment about going down to join him, just to clear my head. Snuggling up on the sofa together like we used to do. He’d like it. He always says we don’t spend enough time together. I decide against it, though. He’d probably ask me what was wrong. Either that or start quizzing me about Lee again.

			I get my earphones, push them into my phone and play the first thing that comes up on the menu. But I can’t stop thinking about the post. I suddenly remember the arse groper at the station. What if he’s an IT nerd who has decided to get his own back on me for his public humiliation this morning? What if he’s somehow managed to find my photo and track me down online?

			I pull my earphones out and throw the phone across the bed. I get up, go over to the laptop and start a virus security scan. I’ll leave it running overnight and by the morning the whole thing will be gone.
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			I’m heartbroken to say that my beloved daughter Jess died yesterday following an accident. I’ve lost my little girl and I don’t have the words to say what she meant to me. My only comfort is that she will at least be with her mum and that Deborah will take care of her for us. RIP beautiful girl.

		

	
		
			Jess

			Tuesday, 12 January 2016

			I died in an accident. I screw my eyes up tight and then open them again, just to make sure that I am fully awake. The words in front of me remain the same. I go cold inside. The overnight laptop security scan came up clear. No viruses found. Probably the only time someone has been disappointed to hear that. Because, if it’s not a virus, what the hell is it? I am about to phone Sadie when I realise there’s no point – she won’t be able to see it. I’ll have to show her the posts on the train. That way she’ll know I’m not making it up.

			I read Dad’s words again, tears pricking the corners of my eyes. They sound like the words he would use. I can see him sitting there, typing it with two fingers on his keyboard (he never does posts from his phone. He says his fingers are too big for the buttons and he doesn’t get on with predictive text). His eyes are red. A scrunched-up tissue is poking out of the pocket of his favourite cardigan – the grey one Mum got him the Christmas before she died. This feels too real, far too real for my liking. It doesn’t feel random. It doesn’t feel like some hacker messing around. It feels like whoever is doing this is getting at me on purpose.

			It is only when I go to read the post for a third time that I notice the date above it: 12 July 2017. I stare at it for a long time, my brain trying to process what my eyes are seeing. How can someone change the date on Facebook? That’s eighteen months from now. Eighteen months exactly. I scroll down to last night’s posts. At the time I read them, they just had 2 minutes ago or 1 hour ago above them. Now Sadie’s says 11 July 2017. My breaths are coming fast and shallow. I Google ‘How to change the dates on Facebook’. There is a surge of relief when I see that you can. Apparently, you can change the dates of posts to as far back as 1 January 1905. But a second later I am reading that you can’t change the dates of posts to the future. Can’t. As in, impossible.

			Someone is screwing with my mind. Maybe some kid I used to go to school with who knows what happened to me, who thinks it would be funny to freak me out like this. There are a few comments below Dad’s post now. One from my cousin Connie in Italy. She’s done a breaking-heart emoji at the end of it. And another from a chef at the restaurant where Dad works, saying how sorry he is for his loss.

			Nobody has asked yet what kind of accident. I probably got run over by a bus. That’s the sort of stupid thing a space cadet like me would do. Probably looking at my phone at the time. I find myself thinking that I hope it wasn’t messy. That, however I died, people didn’t have to scoop up parts of me from the road. I wouldn’t like that. Wouldn’t like it at all.

			I’m not going to let them get to me like this. I’ll report it to Facebook, let them find out who is doing it and have them blocked or whatever. They can get the police involved if they want, or at least threaten them with it. I just want it stopped.

			I pull my dressing gown on. It’s a huge purple fluffy thing; Sadie says it makes me look like an extra from Monsters, Inc. I pad across the landing to the bathroom. I can hear Dad downstairs in the kitchen. I try to get the image of him sitting at his laptop, crying, out of my head.

			Usually, I turn the temperature in the shower down when I use it after Dad. He likes his showers hotter than me, like he drinks his tea hotter than me. But today I leave it where it is, welcoming anything that takes my mind off what is happening – even the scorching sensation as the water hits my body. My skin is decidedly pinker than usual by the time I step out. I grab my towel off the rail above the radiator and hug it around me. It’s one of the things I always remember about Mum: her rubbing me dry after a bath when I was a kid and singing cheesy eighties’ pop songs to me.

			By the time I make it down to the kitchen, Dad is on what I suspect is his third coffee of the day. He smiles and comes over and kisses me on the forehead. Sometimes I pull away and remind him that I am no longer seven years old. Today I don’t say anything, just give him a little smile back. I know he won’t have checked Facebook yet. He doesn’t even bother turning his phone on until he leaves for work some days. I’m pretty sure he won’t be able to see the posts, though. And for that I am mightily relieved.

			‘You OK?’ he asks.

			‘Yeah, not a great night’s sleep, that’s all.’

			‘Were you cold? I’ll put an extra blanket in there for you if you want.’

			‘No. Just couldn’t get to sleep for ages.’

			He nods. I catch sight of the flowers, still in the same spot on the table as last night. I’d almost forgotten about Lee with everything that has been happening.

			‘Early night tonight then, before your big date,’ Dad says, bringing over my mug and putting it down in front of me.

			‘It’s not a big date,’ I say.

			‘What is it then?’

			‘A meal. That’s all.’

			‘Right,’ he says with a wink. I look down; I can’t even look him in the eye without thinking about it. What it would do to him if I died.

			*

			I meet Sadie on the platform as usual. We’re not always on the same shifts, but if it’s Chris or Liz doing the rota they try to make sure we are. People used to take the piss out of us at secondary school. My English teacher called us Jessadie because he said we were inseparable, like conjoined twins. I’ve always liked it though, having one best friend rather than being part of a big gaggle. Or a threesome. Threes were a nightmare at school because you never knew who to sit next to.

			‘They’ve done a post from my dad now,’ I say, reaching into my pocket to get my phone. ‘Saying I died in an accident. And they’ve changed the date to make it seem like it’s from next year.’

			‘How can they do that?’ asks Sadie.

			‘You can’t, according to Google,’ I reply, clicking on Facebook and going to my timeline. ‘Which is why it’s freaking me out. The virus scan was clear too. Somebody’s doing this on purpose.’

			‘Show me. I still can’t see anything on mine.’

			I don’t respond because I’m staring at my timeline. It’s back to normal. The posts aren’t on there. I scroll up and down. Nothing. I look up at Sadie, phone in hand.

			‘They’ve gone.’

			‘Good. Maybe it just took that long for the password change to take effect.’

			‘But they were there just now, before I left the house. I checked again before I came out because I wanted to show you.’

			Sadie looks at me. I can almost hear her choosing the right words in her head before she says anything.

			‘Well, at least they’re gone, that’s the main thing.’

			‘I wanted you to see them though!’

			‘I believe you, Jess. But it doesn’t matter now, does it? They’ve gone and that’s what you wanted.’

			‘Yeah. I suppose so.’

			‘You could always check with Facebook? Maybe they could tell you if your account was hacked.’

			‘But I haven’t got any proof now, have I? It would just be me saying there were some crank posts with nothing to back it up. They wouldn’t bother looking into it.’

			‘I guess not. Anyway, like I said, it was probably some spotty thirteen-year-old lad in Hong Kong with nothing better to do.’

			I hear the whistling on the tracks and a moment later see our train coming into view. Sadie’s right. I should forget it, I know that. But there’s a cold place deep inside me that can’t. Somebody did that, knowing full well how upsetting it would be. And I can’t let that go.

			*

			Nina is back with the rest of us plebs on the hosting team today. Hosting is a rather grand word for dashing in and out of different cinema screens with pizzas and burgers (posh ones that they can charge more for because they’ve got halloumi in). I suppose it’s like the bin men now being called refuse collectors, and woodwork and metalwork being called resistant materials at school. Everyone and everything has to have a souped-up title these days.

			‘No flowers today then,’ Nina says as I walk past her in the corridor. I turn and look at her, trying to work out if the smirk on her face is a guilty one.

			‘Have you been messing with my phone?’ I ask.

			‘What kind of question is that?’

			‘One that I want answered. You were pretty interested in who gave me the flowers yesterday.’

			‘Do you honestly think I’m desperate enough to go trawling through your contacts for your supposed boyfriend?’

			‘Maybe you wanted to have a look at my Facebook.’

			‘Why would I do that?’

			‘I dunno. You tell me. Some people get off on that sort of thing.’

			‘Well, I’m not one of them. I have no interest in your private life. And I suggest,’ she says, jabbing a finger towards my face, ‘you don’t go around making accusations like that.’

			I look at her, trying to work out whether she’s telling the truth. Her dyed blonde hair is scraped back into a ponytail. The whole of her face looks like it’s been scraped back with it. She has one of those mean, vacant faces you see in mugshots. But, despite the smirk, I’m not sure Nina’s capable of doing something as clever as hacking into my account.

			‘Fine. We’ll leave it at that, then,’ I say, walking off.

			I hear a loud tut and muttered swearing behind me, but I choose to ignore it. I go to the staffroom to make myself a tea, swishing the kettle side to side to check there’s enough water in it before I flick the switch. No one else is around. I know I shouldn’t but I can’t help myself. I get my phone out of my bag and go to my Facebook page.

			The posts are back, with even more comments under them, dozens of them now. Sad emojis and RIPs by the bucketload. My fingers tense around the phone. I don’t understand this. Has the hacker somehow discovered my new password? I go into my account and change it again. I check back but the posts are still there. And the dates on them are all from July next year.

			The kettle has boiled, but I’m no longer bothered about the tea. I march out of the room to go and find Sadie.

			‘Look,’ I say, hurrying into the kitchen, where I find her sorting out the ketchups and mustards. ‘They’re back again.’

			I thrust the phone in her face. She takes a step back, stares at it then looks at me, a frown creasing her brow.

			‘Crazy, eh?’ I say.

			‘There’s nothing there,’ she says softly. I turn the phone round to look at it. She’s right. It’s my usual timeline. No RIPs in sight.

			‘I don’t understand!’ I cry. ‘They were there a minute ago in the staffroom. I just checked.’

			Sadie gives me that look. The one she used to give me when it was at its worst. The one that says, I really don’t want to hurt your feelings but I think you should know you’ve lost the plot.

			‘Maybe leave it for a bit, eh?’

			‘I know this doesn’t make any sense, but it’s like I’m the only one who can see them.’

			Sadie nods slowly. ‘Like I said, maybe stop checking all the time.’

			‘Yeah,’ I say, putting the phone back in my pocket. ‘You’re right.’

			She smiles at me, but even Sadie, who is experienced in these things, can’t hide the concern behind her smile. She returns to organising the mustards.

			‘Here,’ I say. ‘I’ll give you a hand. Pass me the ketchups.’
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			I still keep expecting to see one of your posts on here. I see your name and I think it’s going to be you, posting something stupid, and it isn’t, of course. It’s someone posting a tribute to you. And the daft thing is you never had any idea how many people loved you. I know you came across like a cocky sod sometimes, but you weren’t, not underneath. You were as insecure as the rest of us. More so, I think. That’s why you fell so hard for Lee. It was like you couldn’t believe someone could actually love you. I wish you had known because look at this now, Jess Mount. Look at all the people queuing up to say how much they loved you. People who are heartbroken that you’re gone. It’s stupid, isn’t it, that people don’t tell you that until you die? Even Nina at work cried when she found out, and you thought she hated your guts. Love you, Jess. We all do. And we miss you like crazy. And don’t worry about H. I promise I will find a way to look after him.

		

	
		
			Jess

			Tuesday, 12 January 2016

			I read Sadie’s post several times. And the comments below. People sending their love to her. Telling her to be strong. Saying how devastated Lee must be. And everyone thinking about ‘H’.

			I am lying on my bed as I read, but my head is spinning like I’m on a waltzer at a fairground. So many thoughts are ricocheting around inside, crashing into my skull. I tell myself that it is complete rubbish, but a tiny part of me doesn’t want to believe that. A tiny part that can’t help feeling ridiculously excited at the idea of still going out with Lee in eighteen months’ time. Which means I am being doubly stupid, because if I do believe it, I’ll be dead by then, so the having-a-boyfriend thing wouldn’t exactly matter.

			The weird thing is how whoever is doing this can know these things about me, because I’m not friends with Lee on Facebook and I only met him two days ago for a matter of minutes. The people who are sending Lee their condolences don’t even know he exists.

			I sit up in bed, as if hoping the mere act of being upright will stop the world spinning. Instead, it feels like I’m standing at the side of the waltzer, my legs trembling, sure I am going to throw up at any moment. And the one question rising above all the others that are competing for my attention is who is H? People are sending love to H and Sadie is telling me she’s going to look after him and I don’t know who the hell H is. All I can think of is that guy from Steps and I’m quite sure he has nothing to do with any of this. Maybe I’ll get a kitten and call it H. I want a kitten, a tabby one, but I also know that if I got one I would call it Minerva, after McGonagall in Harry Potter. I would definitely not call it H.

			And the other thing I can’t get my head around is that the date of these posts is still in eighteen months’ time. Does whoever is doing this want me to think that this is my future? That they are some kind of demonic fortune teller and I only have eighteen months left to live? It’s the social media equivalent of finding a voodoo doll of yourself with a hundred pins stuck in it – next to a ticking clock. No wonder it’s freaking me out. I want it to stop but I don’t know how to make that happen. It’s pointless ringing Sadie. I know she’s already worried about me and I don’t want to make things any worse. I can’t show Dad because saying, ‘Hey, you know how you’ve never got over your wife dying, well, now someone’s saying I’m going to die in eighteen months too,’ is clearly not an option. And I can’t go to the police because they won’t be able to see it. I have no proof. And if they did bother to investigate, they’d find out about my history and decide I’m a fruit loop.

			I sigh and rest my head on the desk. The fact is, I wouldn’t blame them. The whole thing is beyond belief. I sigh and sit up sharply, unable to believe that I haven’t thought of it before. I check my laptop, making sure the post’s still there, and take a screenshot. I have a little smile on my face as I do it, like I’ve caught someone out and they haven’t realised it yet. The smile lasts for only a matter of seconds until I check the screenshot and find it’s of my usual timeline, the one everyone else can see. My stomach clenches. I try it again but the same thing happens. Even if there was a way that someone could hack my account and post all this stuff, there is no way they could stop it coming up on a screenshot, no way at all.

			Another idea comes to me. I get out my phone and take a photo of the laptop screen. I take three in a row, just to be sure. But when I check, the photos are of the usual timeline too. The one that isn’t even on my fucking screen. I start shaking, and put my laptop down on the floor.

			I lie back on my bed. Maybe Sadie’s right, maybe I am cracking up. Perhaps I’m the only one who can see it because it exists only inside my head. And we all know what my head is capable of. Maybe it’s just different this time, which is why I didn’t recognise it at first. It makes sense, if you think about it. If you are thwarted from gaining control one way, you find another way to do it, to get past security. If my mind is playing tricks on me, it’s making a bloody good job of it. I’m not even sure I’m clever enough to have a mind that could make that up. I let out a snorted laugh. It’s come to something when the best-case scenario is that I am going mad.

			You hear about people who have white blood cells that attack their own healthy cells. What if I’m somehow programmed to do this? What if I’m so used to being miserable that I am destroying any signs of happiness as soon as they appear?

			*

			I open my eyes, instantly surprised that I managed to drop off at some point during the night. I reach straight for my phone. More posts, more comments. More grief that only I can see. If I can see it at all, that is.

			I time my entrance to the kitchen so that Dad will know I haven’t got time for breakfast. He looks up from the table.

			‘There’s a banana on the side,’ he says, nodding towards the kitchen counter.

			‘I’m fine thanks,’ I say.

			‘You should have something.’

			‘I’m fine.’

			‘Saving yourself for the big date tonight, are you?’

			‘Yeah, something like that.’

			Dad is still looking at me.

			‘It’s not too late to blow him out,’ he says. ‘If you’re having second thoughts. Your mum blew me out on our first date. Did I tell you that?’

			‘I’m not having second thoughts,’ I say. ‘And yes, you both told me lots of times.’

			I see his face and look down at my feet. ‘Anyway, I’ve got to leave now if I’m going to make the train. Don’t wait up, OK?’

			‘Have fun. Be careful.’

			I nod and open the door. When I look through the window as I pass it, he is still sitting at the kitchen table, staring at the flowers.

			*

			I get changed in the toilets straight after work. I have no idea what you wear for a date at a swanky bar with an associate director, which is why I brought my favourite vintage dress with me and am now wriggling into it while trying to get a soggy piece of loo paper off my boot. My thinking being that if I am going to wear the ‘wrong’ thing, it should at least be something familiar, something I’m comfortable in and that everyone says looks great on me. I emerge from the cubicle and look at myself in the mirror. The top half looks OK. If the mirror could speak, Snow White-style, it would probably say, ‘Not sure about the purple tights and DMs, love,’ but fortunately we live in a world where mirrors can’t speak, so I am saved from the humiliation.

			I draw on heavier eyeliner, apply some shimmering copper tone eye shadows and top it off with two coats of mascara. A slick of lip balm and I’m done. Eyes or lips, Mum always used to say, there’s no need for both. I stick my hair behind my ear on one side and ruffle the rest of it. The good thing about doing the wild, unkempt look is that my hair seems to be very good at it.

			When I leave the loos, Adrian is walking towards me with the Henry vacuum cleaner.

			‘You’re looking particularly gorgeous this evening, sweetie.’ He smiles. I smile back, but find it difficult to reply. All I can think of is what he wrote about me on Facebook.

			‘Is tonight your hot date?’ he asks.

			‘How do you know about that?’

			‘The walls have ears in this place,’ he says. ‘And a few people have particularly large mouths as well.’

			I shake my head. Nina, no doubt.

			‘Well, he’s a lucky guy, whoever he is.’

			‘Thanks. I’d better not keep him waiting.’

			‘Fashionably late, darling,’ says Adrian over his shoulder. ‘Always be fashionably late so that people notice your entrance.’

			I smile and walk off. Still unsure about the purple tights.

			I have resisted looking at my phone all day. I made a promise to myself not to. But as I stand on the escalator my hand reaches for it and, in what I swear is a completely involuntary movement, clicks on Facebook.

			It’s like stumbling into a wake by mistake. Everyone raw with grief, grasping each other for comfort and passing on condolences to their nearest and dearest. Which, in my case, appears to include the man I am about to go on a first date with. It’s like some weird time-slip movie where the main character knows she dies in the second part. I need to remember, if there is one of those awkward pauses in conversation, not to blurt out, ‘By the way, everyone sends their love to you after I die.’

			I arrive outside The Botanist. It’s all wrought iron and rustic-looking. I go down the steps. There are outside tables but no one is sitting on them tonight. A waitress who, unlike me, is dressed sophisticatedly and doesn’t smell of burgers, glides towards me, smiling. I quickly scan the room, spotting Lee at a table in the far corner. He’s wearing the same plum jacket but with a different coloured T-shirt underneath. I suspect he is one of those annoying people who looks good in anything.

			‘Hi,’ the waitress says. She’s looking at me expectantly, but I have a complete mental block on Lee’s surname.

			‘Hi, I’m, er, with him,’ I say, pointing in Lee’s direction. She nods, doing a very good job of hiding her surprise that someone like me has a date with someone like him.

			‘Great. Follow me.’

			I do as I’m told. Lee looks up. He grins at me and I swear half of Leeds is being plunged into darkness; that smile can only have been powered by the national grid.

			‘Hi, Jess,’ he says, standing up and bending to kiss me on the cheek. ‘You look fantastic. I’m so glad you could make it.’ He is greeting me like I’m an old friend, not someone he picked up in a train station a couple of days ago. I sit down quickly, desperately trying to put the thought of him grieving for me out of my mind.

			‘Thanks,’ I say. ‘It makes a change from grabbing something at the station and legging it for the train.’

			‘And at least you don’t have to face the grubby commuters at close quarters.’ He smiles.

			‘No, there is that.’

			‘Do you get that often?’

			‘Often enough.’

			‘There are, as you said, a lot of complete jerks out there.’

			‘Arseholes.’

			‘Sorry?’

			‘I said there were a lot of arseholes. Leeds appears to be full of them.’

			‘Well, I’m honoured that you’ve deemed me an honorary non-arsehole.’

			He smiles at me as he says it. I’m about to say that I might change my mind by the end of the night, but then I think better of it. The waitress returns and asks what we’d like to drink. I glance at the menu on the table, all cocktails that I’ve never heard of. Lee is looking at me expectantly.

			‘You choose,’ I say. ‘I’m up for anything.’

			He raises an eyebrow. I notice for the first time what amazing eyebrows he has: dark, thick and really rather shapely for a man.

			‘We’ll go for the Lemon and Jasmine Collins, please,’ he says. The waitress nods. He smiles at her, but not in a lechy way.

			‘So,’ he says, once we’re left alone. ‘Where do you work?’

			‘The cinema in the shopping centre,’ I reply, pointing upwards before sharply bringing my hand down as I realise how ridiculous it looks. ‘I’m on the hosting team, which means I do waitressing, a bit on the front desk and whatever else needs doing.’

			‘Do you enjoy it?’

			‘It’s a job, isn’t it?’ I shrug. ‘And it means I get to watch lots of films. Well, bits of films anyway.’

			‘They’re very lucky to have you.’

			‘You can tell my boss that, if you like.’

			‘Well, if they don’t appreciate you, we’re about to advertise for a receptionist.’

			‘I’m not sure that’s my sort of thing. I can be a bit gobby, in case you hadn’t noticed.’

			Lee smiles again. ‘Can’t say I had. Anyway, I’m not going to turn this into a job interview. This evening is strictly for pleasure.’

			I glance down at the menu, mainly to hide the rising colour in my cheeks. What I really fancy is a burger, but I suspect it’s not what someone sophisticated like Lee would go for.

			‘How about we both go for the deli board?’ says Lee, as if sensing my hesitation. ‘It’s basically a mezze and then we can mix and match.’

			‘Sounds good.’

			‘You choose the starters, though.’

			‘OK. It’ll be the garlic mushrooms, though.’

			‘Are you trying to ward me off?’ He smiles.

			‘Nope. Just don’t fancy something served in a tin or on a piece of slate and I have no idea what piri-piri sauce is but I don’t like the sound of it.’

			‘You,’ Lee says, leaning over towards me, ‘are a complete breath of fresh air.’

			‘Good,’ I reply. ‘Although you won’t be saying that when I’ve eaten the garlic.’

			*

			There is no awkward pause in the conversation. Not for the entire evening. We talk about all sorts of stuff: where you can get the best pizzas in Leeds, crap films, me not owning a brolly and him not being able to ride a bike. By the time we get to the desserts all I can think about is what it would be like to spend the next eighteen months of my life with this guy. And that, even if I do die then, I suspect I will at least die happy.

			‘So, have I retained my non-arsehole status?’ asks Lee. ‘Or did I turn out to be just as bad as the rest of them?’

			‘You’re still non-arsehole,’ I say with a smile. ‘What about me? Do you want your flowers back?’

			‘No, you can keep them,’ he says. ‘Though had you spent the entire evening checking your mobile phone, I’d have said otherwise.’

			I swallow, wondering for a second if he somehow knows what’s been going on.

			‘Why do you say that?’

			‘Just hate it, I think it’s really rude. An ex-girlfriend of mine used to do it all the time. Drove me up the wall.’

			‘I take it she didn’t last very long?’

			He hesitates before replying. ‘No. Bit of a deal-breaker, as far as I’m concerned.’

			‘But what if I needed to check it for work?’

			‘Yeah, but unless you’re an on-call doctor or something, how many people actually need to do that? Certainly not of an evening, anyway. Most people are just obsessed by what other people are up to or watching stupid videos on Facebook.’

			I clench my hands under the table and try to smile. ‘You’d better not friend me on Facebook then. I’m the one sharing them.’

			‘Facebook’s on the way out. I’m not even on it anymore. All the kids are on Instagram these days. And next year it’ll be something else. It’s like anything, it keeps moving. You’ve just got to move with it.’

			‘Now you’re sounding like someone in PR,’ I say.

			‘Sorry.’ He grins. ‘Anyway, I shouldn’t be telling you what the latest thing is. How old are you?’

			‘Twenty-two.’

			‘There you go – you’re ten years younger than me. You should be telling me where it’s at.’

			I shrug, trying not to let him see that I’m shocked he’s thirty-two or think about my dad going apeshit when he finds out. ‘I’m not into following the crowd; I like to do my own thing. Wear what I want, do what I want, say what I want. Not what some blogger or app tells me to.’

			‘Bit of a free spirit, are we?’

			‘I just don’t like taking crap from anyone.’

			‘I had noticed that bit.’ He smiles again.

			Our baked chocolate-chip cookie dough arrives. There are two spoons with it. He passes one to me and waits to let me have the first mouthful.

			‘Good?’ he asks. I nod, afraid to speak because I suspect I’ve got chocolate all over my teeth.

			He picks up his spoon and tries it. ‘Top choice.’

			‘Always go for what you would have chosen when you were twelve,’ I tell him.

			‘You would have gone for garlic mushrooms when you were twelve?’

			‘Yep. My dad’s a chef. We did garlic from when I was a toddler. He said he didn’t want me to be one of those kids who wouldn’t eat what their parents were having. He’s half Italian,’ I add. ‘It explains a lot.’

			‘Have you got some sultry Italian surname then?’ asks Lee.

			‘Nope. It’s Mount. Which was great fun at school. His mum’s Italian, not his dad, so I still got a lousy surname.’

			‘You got his Mediterranean looks though.’

			‘Only the eyes. Everything else is from my mum.’

			‘She must be one beautiful lady then,’ says Lee.

			I look down at the table. ‘She died,’ I say. ‘Seven years ago. Cancer. She was beautiful, though. In every kind of way.’

			‘I’m sorry,’ says Lee.

			‘It’s OK.’

			I reach my hand out for my glass but he takes it in his before I get there.

			‘I mean it. I’m really sorry. I had no idea. That must have been so tough for you.’

			‘Thanks,’ I say, trying hard to keep myself together. ‘I got through it, that’s about all I can say. Still miss her.’

			‘Are you close to your dad?’

			‘Yeah, I guess so. I still live with him. It hit us both pretty hard.’ I’m not going to say any more than that. I’m surprised that I’ve said this much. I don’t usually, not when I’ve just met someone. Although maybe it’s because I know he’s an important someone. According to my Facebook page, anyway.

			‘What about your parents?’ I ask, keen to change the subject.

			‘Divorced,’ he says. ‘Mum still lives in Horsforth, where I grew up. I see her a couple of times a week. She cooks a mean Sunday roast.’

			‘And your dad?’

			Lee shakes his head. ‘I’ve not really seen him since.’ I want to ask more but I get the sense that Lee doesn’t want to talk about it. I realise he still has hold of my hand. It feels good. It feels right.

			*

			He still has hold of my hand later, when I glance at my watch and see the time.

			‘Shit!’ I say. ‘I need to go. The last train home is in ten minutes.’

			‘I’ll get you a taxi if you’d rather,’ Lee says.

			‘No, honestly, it’s fine. I’ll get the train.’

			Lee gets the bill and pays in cash before I even have the chance to offer half.

			‘Thanks,’ I say. ‘My turn next time.’

			‘So, you think there’ll be a next time, do you?’ asks Lee, his eyebrows raised.

			‘Yeah. It takes at least two dates to work out if someone’s an arsehole or not, sometimes three. The first time, they’re trying so hard to impress that they might be able to cover it up. On the second, they drop their guard a bit and usually say something stupid. And on the third they think they’re in there and all sorts of crap comes out.’

			‘So it’s kind of a three dates and you’re out process, is it?’

			‘Possibly. Though not everyone even gets to the third date.’

			‘I’ll count myself lucky to make it to two then.’

			‘Well, thanks for the first one. I’d better leg it.’

			‘Let me walk you to the station.’

			‘You’ll have to run with me.’

			‘Fine by me.’

			He follows me outside and I start running. A second later I feel his hand slip into mine.

			‘Wow,’ he says. ‘Usain Bolt has nothing on you.’

			‘It should be an Olympic sport, you know. The six-minute train dash.’

			We go full pelt down the road and into Leeds station. I can feel my nose start to run and hope to God I won’t be all snotty if he goes to kiss me. We get to the barrier and I fumble in my pocket for the ticket.

			‘If you can’t find it you can always stay at my place,’ he says. ‘My flat’s just opposite platform 17b.’

			‘That’s a bit Harry Potter. Do you run through the wall to get to it?’

			‘Sadly not. I have to go around the long way.’

			I find my ticket and hold it up for him to see. ‘Sorry,’ I say.

			‘Well, the offer’s still there for another time.’ He steps forward and kisses me on the lips. If I have got a snotty nose, he’s too polite to say anything.

			‘Now go on,’ he says, smiling as we pull apart. ‘Before you miss your train.’

			I smile and nod and hurry through the barrier. I run up the escalator and down the other side just as the Manchester Victoria train pulls into the platform.

			I find a seat next to the window. My phone buzzes. I pick it up.

			I don’t know about you but I’m still getting my breath back. X

			*

			‘Good night?’ asks Dad, when I arrive back. It’s nearly midnight. I thought he’d be in bed by now.

			‘Yeah. Great, thanks. Turns out Lord Voldemort’s quite nice in real life.’

			He smiles. ‘And what about Lee? Would I like him?’

			‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘I think you would.’

			‘That’s OK, then. I’ll head up to bed.’

			‘You didn’t need to wait up, you know. I’m a big girl now.’

			Dad turns to look at me. ‘You never stop worrying, Jess. That’s the thing you learn about being a parent. However old your children get, you never stop worrying.’
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