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It was the summer of Year 8 when our French teacher, Miss Bosnall, made THE most exciting announcement EVER.


Okay, so normally, French isn’t my favourite subject. It’s too hard – the words just don’t stick in my head like they do for my super clever best friend Vita. Miss Bosnall is cool, though, with her shiny red Doc Marten boots and short bright blonde hair. She used to live in France, and her stories about the chic fashion and cafés where the hot chocolate is actual liquid chocolate have made me, Vita and the third member of our trio, Miles, decide it’s top of our list of places to visit.


Anyway, on the day the announcement happened, we were doing a speaking exercise in groups about what jobs we wanted to do when we grew up.


‘Je veux être boulangère,’ Vita said confidently.


‘You want to be a butcher?’ Miles guessed.


‘No!’ She laughed. ‘You know I want to be a baker, Miles. It’s my ultimate dream.’


‘Right, yes, of course.’ He brought his hand to his forehead. ‘You know French isn’t my best.’


‘Honestly.’ Vita shook her head fondly. ‘Et toi, Miles?’


‘Je veux être codeur,’ he replied instantly. ‘It means “coder”. I Googled it.’ He looked over at me. ‘Et toi, Maya?’


I paused. ‘Well, I have been thinking about a new career idea recently. But I have no idea how to say it in French.’


‘Oooh, what is it?’ Miles asked. ‘Let me guess, drama queen?’


‘Oi!’ I swatted his arm. I did want to be an actress when I was younger, actually. But now … ‘I want to be a content creator. It looks so fun, making videos and having partnerships with loads of cool brands. And I’ve got one leg, so that will definitely help me get followers.’


It had taken me a long time to adjust when I lost my right leg below the knee after being hit by a car while I was in Year 7. I’d had two legs for twelve years of my life, so it was tough getting used to life as an amputee – physically as well as mentally. I’d had months and months of physiotherapy, working on my strength and balance. Finally, I had accepted my new normal. Of course, I still had down days. But I was (mostly) able to laugh at myself and stay positive. My best friends had definitely helped with that.


‘That’s one way to look at it, I guess.’ Vita sounded doubtful.


‘I think it’s “influenceuse”, by the way,’ Miles said. He held his phone under the table, Google Translate open. ‘I figured it wouldn’t be in the school’s ancient dictionaries, so I quickly looked it up.’


I nodded. ‘Nice. Merci.’


‘But can you really make money doing that, Maya?’ Vita asked.


‘’Course she can – if she gets millions of followers,’ Miles said.


‘Which I will,’ I jumped in. ‘Remember you showed me that amputee influencer called Cally Can? I want to be like her, only even bigger.’


‘Well, if there’s one thing I know about you, Maya, it’s that you don’t give up.’ Vita smiled.


‘Chase those dreams, girl.’ Miles grinned.


‘Right, everyone!’ Miss Bosnall clapped her hands and the chatter died down. ‘We only have about five minutes left. Before the bell goes, I need to tell you all something very exciting.’


Instantly, a hush descended. The word ‘exciting’ wasn’t used very often in French class.


‘What’s she going to say?’ I whispered to Vita and Miles.


‘No homework for the rest of term?’ Miles whispered back. ‘Now that would be epic.’


‘Shhh,’ Vita said. ‘We’re about to find out.’


‘The time has come for us to announce our annual French exchange,’ Miss Bosnall said. ‘As you may know, every year we partner with a school in France, and we take Year 8 on a trip where they stay with a host family and get to experience a taste of French life. And I know you’ll all be excited to hear that this year’s school is in Paris.’


A trip to Paris! With my best friends! I felt a thrill run through me. Beside me, Vita was nodding rapidly. Her older sister, Lilli – who was now at uni in Liverpool – had done the French exchange back when she was in Year 8, and Vita had been talking about her chance to do it ever since the start of Year 7.


‘It’s a brilliant opportunity to practise your language skills,’ Miss Bosnall continued. ‘We’ll be doing lots of activities while we’re there, sightseeing in Paris and even a day in Disneyland. I’ll be leaving a sign-up sheet in my pigeonhole by the staff room, and I hope as many of you join in as possible.’


The room buzzed with excitement. Everyone was asking who was going on the trip. It seemed like most people were super keen.


‘Disneyland!’ Miles was grinning. ‘I LOVE theme parks. OMG, bring it on!’


‘Maybe I can see a real patisserie in action,’ said Vita. ‘Oooh, and maybe we can even visit the new Jellycat Patisserie! Have you guys seen it on TikTok?’


Miles and I exchanged a glance, then shook our heads.


‘It’s so cool – it’s in this department store called Galeries Lafayette, and the people working there are dressed like pastry chefs, so you choose your cuddly toy and they put it in a cake box and pretend to dust it with frosting and pipe whipped cream on to it and stuff. My favourites are the little cuddly chocolate éclairs. They’re sooo cute.’


‘I think I’m going to start wearing berets,’ Miles said. ‘Make them my new “thing”. Reckon I can pull them off?’


‘Oh, absolutely.’ I grinned. ‘Très chic.’


I turned around to the row behind us, where Sophie was sitting with her friends Jodie and Li. Jodie was talking about a new French make-up brand she’d heard about. Sophie met my eyes and smiled.


‘What do you think, Soph?’ I asked. ‘Will you come to France?’


Sophie and I used to be best friends. But after my accident, when I lost my leg, she went a bit weird and didn’t visit me in hospital or even really contact me like my other friends. When I came back to school in Year 8, she’d moved into the ‘cool’ crowd with Jodie and Li. Things got awkward and we fell out for a bit. We’ve made up now and we chat again, but I’ve realised who my true best friends are – and that’s Vita and Miles. They stuck by me and didn’t forget about me. They’ve been loyal, no matter what. Still, I do feel sorry for Soph. Her dad left her mum a few months ago, and I know it’s been tough for her.


‘I probably won’t come,’ she replied with a little shrug. ‘I don’t want to leave Mum on her own so soon after everything.’


‘Of course,’ I said. ‘That makes sense.’


‘We’ll miss you, Soph,’ Li said.


‘We’ll bring you back a Violette lipstick,’ added Jodie.


‘So, what about you, Maya?’ Vita asked. ‘Are you up for it?’


‘Are you kidding? Of course I am!’ I smiled. ‘Paris is the dream! You know how obsessed I am with that Netflix show, Emily in Paris. Also, I really want to see the Eiffel Tower. I’ve heard it lights up and sparkles at night.’


‘Maybe we’ll be staying somewhere with a view of the Eiffel Tower,’ Vita said, eyes shining.


‘That would be amazing.’


I could see myself now, waking up and pulling open the curtains, taking a cheeky selfie with the stunning tower behind. It would feel like being in a movie.


‘We can have Nutella crêpes every day.’ Miles patted his stomach. ‘Oooh, and waffles. And croissants.’


‘And snails?’ Vita teased.


‘Totally,’ he said, laughing. ‘I can’t wait for the frogs’ legs at lunch.’


‘It’s going to be so fun.’ I grinned. ‘Although … there’s just one small hurdle to get over first.’


‘What’s that?’ Vita asked.


‘My parents.’


‘Ah.’ Vita shot me a knowing look. ‘Of course.’


Mum and Dad had been super protective since my accident. Mum had even given up her job as a research scientist to look after me. For a long time, they hadn’t even let me get the bus to school, insisting on driving me every day. Thankfully, Mum was back at work now and they were definitely more chilled. But I had a feeling that a trip to Paris might be pushing the limits of my new-found freedom.


‘I reckon you can convince them, Maya,’ Miles said.


‘Maybe you can emphasise how good the trip will be for your French skills?’ Vita suggested. ‘That’s what I’m going to do when I get home later. If it helps me with exams, my parents will be all for it.’


‘And tell them we’ll both be there,’ Miles added. ‘They know we’ll look after you.’


‘That’s true,’ I said. ‘Thank you. You guys really are the best friends ever.’


‘Always here for you, babe.’ Vita smiled. I pulled her in for a hug.


As we headed to lunch, I felt lucky and hopeful. Just one more lesson to get through this afternoon, and then I’d launch Operation Convince Mum and Dad.


My hands were shaking as I slid my key into the front door.


‘I’m home!’ I called out.


‘In the kitchen, love,’ Dad called back.


I sat on the second-to-bottom stair to take my shoes off, dumped my school bag in the hallway and hung my coat up on the hooks by the door. Then I took a deep breath and headed into the kitchen.


‘Welcome home, Magic Maya.’ Dad was chopping onions. He had a striped apron with ‘Head Chef’ on it tied over his paint-splattered boiler suit – a sign he’d been painting in his studio, aka garden shed, all day. ‘How was school?’


‘Good, thank you.’ I wrapped my arms around his waist and he kissed the top of my head. ‘How was work?’


‘Pretty productive.’ He tipped the onions into a pan and began adding spices. ‘I’ve finished the second painting for Abby’s Café. All on track, I think.’


‘Great.’ I smiled. It was so cool to think that in the future when I went for a hot chocolate at Abby’s Café, the café run by one of Miles’s mums, Dad’s artwork would be up on the wall.


‘It’s chicken curry for dinner tonight,’ Dad said. ‘Hope you’re hungry.’


‘Smells amazing.’ I breathed in appreciatively. ‘Where’s Mum?’


‘She just got back from the lab. She’s upstairs getting changed.’


I headed over to the corner of the kitchen, where we had a huge indoor guinea pig run. When she wasn’t being a research scientist, Mum bred guinea pigs as a side hustle.


‘Hello, gang,’ I said, reaching down to give my favourite, Harry Styles, a stroke. He gave a happy little squeak as my fingers found his long, soft brown coat. Soon, Elton John, our oldest piggie, got jealous and barged over, lifting his head demandingly in my direction.


‘Okay, okay.’ I gave in and tickled him behind the ears. ‘There are enough strokes for everyone, no need to push.’


As if making her presence known, our diva piggie, Mariah Carey, raised her head upwards and gave a series of little squeaks. She was huge these days because she was pregnant. I stroked her silky blonde fur, and she wiggled her head happily.


‘I can’t wait to meet your babies,’ I told her.


‘I don’t think it’ll be long now,’ Dad said. ‘We better start prepping some names.’


‘Oooh, yes.’ I smiled. ‘I love coming up with new celebs to name them after!’


‘Did I hear the front door?’ Mum appeared in the doorway, wearing her pyjamas and dressing gown. She loved to get comfy as soon as she got home from work. ‘Hi, Maya! You got back quickly.’


‘I rushed out as soon as the bell went,’ I said, standing up to give her a hug. ‘Because something super exciting happened at school today. I couldn’t wait to get home and tell you both about it.’


‘Oh?’ Dad said. He handed Mum a glass of cold white wine, and she took a long, appreciative sip.


‘Mmm. Just what I needed after a day behind the microscope. Thanks, darling. So go on, Maya. What happened?’


‘Well …’ I took a deep breath. ‘Miss Bosnall announced a school trip. But not just any trip. A French exchange, to Paris!’


Mum looked over at Dad, and I felt my heart rate speed up. What was she thinking? Reflexively, I crossed my fingers on both hands. It was Dad who replied first.


‘That does sound fun,’ he said thoughtfully, stirring the pot of curry. ‘Are Vita and Miles going?’


I nodded, clenching my fingers even more tightly. ‘Yep. Vita’s parents think it will be really good for her French.’


‘That is true,’ Mum said. ‘I remember doing a French exchange myself, a long time ago. It was in a little village in Normandy, and the family I stayed with barely spoke any English at all. Hard work, but Celine was a lovely girl. We used to send Christmas cards, but we lost touch when I went to university—’


‘Mum,’ I interrupted. My fingers were held so tight now that they were turning white. I released them and gave them a stretch. ‘Please … can we focus?’


‘Sorry, yes.’ She gave her head a little shake, pulling herself out of the past. ‘I guess what I’m saying is that I know it would be a great experience, Maya. But things are a bit different for you now, with your leg. Do you think you’d be able to cope?’


I leaned back against the kitchen counter and looked down at my prosthetic leg. It was pink and sparkly. When I first became an amputee, I’d been desperate to hide it, wanting one that matched the colour of my skin and only wearing long, baggy trousers. But now I proudly wore a skirt to school, a clear sign I was no longer worried about people staring at it. I didn’t even flinch when I saw myself in the mirror. I had realised that, generally, people only looked at me because they were curious, not because they were judging me or being horrible. Of course, I still had the odd bad day or times when I didn’t feel so strong, but mostly I was back to my usual confident self. I was Maya Bright – and I could do anything.


‘Mum, yes, I can manage,’ I replied, a little snappily. I felt frustrated that she even had to ask. Last term, I had learned to roller-skate. And if I could do that, I could surely go to France.


‘Of course you can, Magic Maya,’ Dad soothed. ‘We just worry about you, that’s all.’


‘This is more than just getting the bus to school,’ Mum said. ‘It’s another country. We won’t be able to get there quickly if something does go wrong.’


‘But I’d be with my friends,’ I pleaded. ‘And the teachers. Miss Bosnall would look after me, I know she would.’


‘We’re not saying no, darling,’ Dad said. ‘We just need to think about it, okay?’


‘I think we need to have a chat with Miss Bosnall,’ Mum added. ‘Then we can work out the logistics, and find out what support you’d be given. Let’s pop into school tomorrow, Pip.’


‘Good plan.’ Dad nodded.


‘Guys, please – you don’t need to do that.’ The idea of them both marching into school filled me with horror. ‘I really don’t need special treatment. I’m fine. I just want to be like everyone else.’


‘I get it, Maya,’ Mum said, her tone softening. ‘But it would make your dad and I feel a lot better if we could discuss it with the school. We won’t make a scene, promise. You won’t even know we’ve been in.’


I shrugged. There was clearly no point in arguing. I reminded myself that at least it wasn’t a no. It made me remember how, when I went back to school after the accident, Mum had found out I was struggling to go up the old stone staircases at school to lessons, so she’d phoned up and given them a ‘piece of her mind’, as she’d put it. She hadn’t stopped there either, constantly emailing and pestering until, finally, they’d made changes to make it easier for disabled people. There were a few stairlifts around now, which meant if I did need my wheelchair in future, I could at least get to the upper levels of the building. Reluctantly, I had to admit that Mum making a scene did sometimes pay off.


‘Thanks for bearing with us, Magic Maya.’ Dad came over and pulled me into a hug. ‘We only want to look out for you.’


‘I know.’


‘We love you,’ Mum said, and she put her arm around my other side.


‘I know that too.’


And I did know that my parents loved me. I just couldn’t bear the idea of being treated differently. I was thirteen years old. Why couldn’t I just have a normal life?


‘Right then,’ Dad said as he clapped his hands together. ‘Who’s hungry?’










Chapter Two
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Mum and Dad’s chat with the school worked! I was going to Paris, baby! Miss Bosnall had assured my parents that she’d place me with a French family who ‘understood my needs’, whatever that meant. I was trying not to dwell on the fact that I was still being treated differently from everyone else. After all, I didn’t really have any ‘needs’ these days. I could walk, I could wash and dress myself – I could pretty much do anything my peers could do. As long as I didn’t overdo it and get a sore, I’d be fine.


However, I decided not to put up any protest with Miss Bosnall, or Mum and Dad for that matter. The main thing was, I was going to Paris! With my best friends! I was totally over the moon. Vita and Miles were buzzing, too. Vita kept sending us pics and recipes of all the different cakes and pastries she wanted to try, while Miles had announced he was adding a ‘French twist’ to his wardrobe, deciding he MUST buy some berets before the trip.


My plan was to get started on becoming an influencer straight away. With all its pretty buildings, amazing food and chic fashion, Paris offered the perfect content for my platform. Mum and Dad were usually quite strict about my screen time. They wouldn’t let me watch TV all evening, and I had to leave my phone outside my room when I went to sleep – even though sometimes I snuck out of bed to retrieve it. However, in Paris, there would be no rules like that! No parents to stop me taking my time to create the BEST content ever! This was my chance to get started on my dream career. I’d even had an idea for the perfect hashtag – #MayaInParis. Like Emily in Paris, except it’s me! See what I did there?


That morning, I woke up early, filled with excitement. I checked my bedside clock – yep, I definitely had time to make a post before school. I showered in record time, then dressed up in a blue-and-white striped T-shirt and my favourite high-waisted, wide-legged black jeans. I rifled through my make-up drawer until I found the perfect bright red lipstick, a birthday present from Miles’s make-up artist mama, Robyn. I leaned in close to the mirror to apply it, carefully rubbing my lips together and pouting at my reflection.


Perfect, I thought. I looked très chic.


Downstairs, I clipped my phone into the ring light Sophie had given me a few years before and positioned it on the kitchen counter. I grabbed Harry Styles from the guinea pig enclosure and asked our kitchen speaker to play traditional French music on Spotify. Hitting record, I began to dance around the room with Harry, holding him to my chest and waving his little paw at the camera. Some of the piggies, like diva Mariah Carey or elderly Elton John, would have protested or wriggled away, but I knew Harry didn’t mind. He was a sweet and easy-going soul. As long as he had cuddles and carrot peelings, he’d do anything.


The video was perfect. I smiled as I watched it back, thinking of all the likes and comments it would get. Harry was so photogenic – that definitely helped. I added some text to it, the words ‘Coming soon, #MayaInParis’ flashing up on the screen. I’d just hit ‘post’ when Mum came into the kitchen, her bedhead curls sticking up at all angles. Seeing me all dressed up, she did a double take.


‘Maya?’ She blinked, taking in my outfit. ‘What are you doing? That’s not your school uniform …’


‘Right, yeah. No, it’s not.’


I gently put Harry Styles down, back into the run with his friends. Elton John ran up to him, squeaking excitedly, as though asking him for all the gossip.


‘I was just making a video,’ I told Mum. ‘Saying I’m going to Paris.’


‘I see.’


She flicked the kettle on, still looking confused. I didn’t want to tell her about my plan to become an influencer. Not yet. She and Dad would only worry about me spending too much time on my phone – and they had enough to worry about with me going on the trip already.


‘Well, don’t be late for school, okay?’


‘I won’t.’ I glanced at the clock on the oven. It was later than I’d planned – I did need to get a move on if I was going to make our usual bus. ‘I’ll go and get changed now.’


‘I’ll make you some toast,’ Mum told her. ‘Oh – and, Maya?’


‘Yeah?’ I called back over my shoulder, already halfway up the stairs.


‘Wipe that lipstick off.’


‘Yes, Mum,’ I shouted back dutifully.


Back in my bedroom, I checked my new post. Miles had already liked it, commenting with a row of thumbs up, croissant and French flag emojis. A few other people had liked it, too – and I had three new followers. As I scrubbed the lipstick off with a make-up wipe, I couldn’t help but smile to myself in the mirror. This was the start of a new chapter. #MayaInParis was go.


As I took my seat in the second row of desks, between Vita and Miles, I could feel a buzz in the air, the atmosphere pulsing with anticipation. It was time to find out who our partners were.


‘Okay, quiet, everyone,’ Miss Bosnall called. After she’d taken the register, the room had erupted into frantic chatter. ‘I know you’ve all been very excited about finding out your pairings, so I’m going to hand the information packs out. Take some time to have a read about your French families. If you want to find out more about your partners, for once I will let you get your phones out to look up their social media – I know you’re all going to be desperate to do that.’


‘Yessss!’ Miles whooped. ‘At least you won’t have to say you’re Googling French verbs this time, eh, Maya?’


‘Shut up.’ I poked him. ‘You’re not funny.’


‘Oh, but I am,’ he said with a big grin. ‘And you know it.’


Miss Bosnall had already started giving out packs to everyone. ‘For those who aren’t coming to France, I have some French word searches for you to do while you wait.’


I turned around to look at Sophie, who wrinkled her nose at me. She was right – a word search was pretty boring in comparison.


The information pack landed on my desk, and my hands trembled a bit as I picked it up. Each side of me, Vita and Miles were already glued to theirs. For once, the classroom was quiet.


I read that my partner’s name was Levi. He lived with his mum, Claudine, and he had a cat called Lulu. That was as far as I’d got when Miles broke the silence, distracting me.


‘So this Jonathan seems like he’s basically a French version of me,’ he said. He had his phone out and was flicking between the info pack and Jonathan’s social media. ‘He likes roller-skating and gaming. He’s even got a YouTube channel where he plays and rates games. That is so cool. Seems like he lives in a MASSIVE house too. Look!’


He shoved his phone towards me and Vita. On the screen was a grinning boy with long, wavy brown hair and angular features, sitting in a hot tub with a girl who looked similar to him – she even had the same hair. In the background was a tall, three-storey house.


‘Hold on,’ Vita said. She squinted at Miles’s phone, then looked back at her own. ‘Is that Jonathan’s sister? Does it say what her name is?’


‘I think so, yeah.’ Miles flicked through his information pack. ‘Yep, here we go. He has a twin sister called Noémie. Why?’


‘No way.’ Vita was staring at her phone in wonder. ‘No actual way.’


‘What?’ I asked.


‘I’ve got Noémie,’ she squealed. ‘I’m paired with Jonathan’s sister. She’s super stylish, like proper French chic. And she loves baking, like I do. Wait, so that must mean—’


‘We’re staying in the same house!’ Miles finished. ‘OMG. That is SO fun, Vits.’


‘I can’t believe it!’ Vita smiled. ‘What are the chances?’


‘The same house?’ I asked. Immediately, I was filled with jealousy. ‘As in, you’re going to be together the whole time?’


‘Looks like it!’ Vita said.


‘And look at the house,’ Miles said. ‘It’s huge. We’re gonna be in that hot tub every night, living it up with the Frenchies. This is the best news ever.’


They were clearly over the moon. As they carried on chatting about all the fun they’d have, I forced a smile. I was pleased for them, of course, but I couldn’t help the pang of jealousy that struck me. My two best friends would be together for this whole experience. And I’d be on my own. After a few minutes, Vita clocked my silence.


‘Who have you got, Maya?’ she asked.


‘He’s called Levi.’ I flicked through the information pack. The ‘About Me’ section was very short, literally a couple of sentences. ‘He likes guitar, singing and swimming, and he has a cat,’ I read out.


‘He’s also clearly a man of few words,’ Miles remarked, looking over my shoulder. ‘Very different to our chatty Maya.’


He was right. From the very small amount of information, I could hardly work out anything about what this Levi’s personality was actually like. The pack only had one photo – a head-and-shoulders picture of him giving a side smile to the camera, not showing his teeth. He had bushy eyebrows, short chestnut hair with a sweeping floppy fringe and a dimple in one cheek.


‘He looks quite nice,’ Vita ventured.


‘But there are no photos of his house,’ I said. ‘This is literally the only picture.’


‘Find his Insta or TikTok?’ Miles suggested.


‘Good plan.’


I typed ‘Levi Dupont’ into the Instagram search box. Loads of Levis came up, but no matter how much I scrolled, not one of them matched the boy in the photo. I tried TikTok and then Snapchat. Nothing.


‘He’s not there,’ I wailed. ‘How can he not have social media?’


I couldn’t believe it. Of all the possible cool French friends I could have had, I’d been paired with a total technophobe. Not great for my #MayaInParis brand or my dream of becoming an influencer. I may as well have been paired with a dinosaur.


‘I don’t get it,’ I said. ‘You guys both have partners who have, like, exactly the same interests. And mine doesn’t even have TikTok?’


‘Maybe he just has really good privacy settings?’ Vita suggested.


Miles shook his head. ‘Nah, he’s not there, mate. Looks like you’ve got a real mystery man, Maya. But you know, mysterious can be cool. Kind of aloof and charming?’


I knew he was only teasing me to try and lighten my mood, but it didn’t work.


‘It’s obviously fine not to be into social media,’ I said. ‘But I am – so what will we have in common?’


‘Don’t worry, Maya,’ Vita said, trying to comfort me. ‘I’m sure Levi has loads of other great things about him. Maybe he just prefers in-person communication. Social media isn’t the most important thing in the world.’


‘It is when you want to be an influencer,’ I replied sulkily. ‘And you guys get to stay together, relaxing in a hot tub, while I’m stuck on my own in a place that doesn’t even have WiFi.’


All around me, my classmates were showing one another their new partners’ profiles. The air was filled with chatter – but my excitement had evaporated. I slammed my phone down on the table dramatically, catching the attention of Miss Bosnall.


‘Is everything okay, Maya?’ she asked, eyebrows raised. ‘You’ll crack your screen if you’re not careful.’


‘I don’t understand, Miss,’ I said. ‘My partner isn’t anything like me. Maybe there’s been a mistake?’


Miss Bosnall leaned over me to flick through the pages of my info pack. ‘Levi Dupont,’ she read. ‘Nope, no mistake there. Levi is your partner. Although, hold on, there seem to be some pages missing from this pack.’


‘There you go, Maya,’ Miles said. ‘Maybe Mr Mystery isn’t so mysterious after all.’


‘I must have taken the accommodation pages out to show your parents,’ Miss Bosnall explained. ‘Hold on a moment.’


She headed back over to her desk and rummaged around in a drawer, before returning with several sheets of paper.


‘Found them.’ She held them out to me. ‘Sorry about that, Maya.’


‘Thank you.’


I held my breath as I leafed through the papers. Maybe Levi lived in a mansion – that would certainly help my disappointment.


Unfortunately, that wasn’t the case. His flat was very small, all on one level with a kitchen–living room, one bathroom and three teeny bedrooms. It looked quite cosy, decorated in bright warm colours, but it wasn’t a three-storey house with a hot tub. I noticed that there were rails on a lot of walls, and the bathroom was an accessible one, a wet room with a pull-down shower chair. Worry bubbled up inside me.


‘Your parents were satisfied that this accommodation would meet your needs,’ Miss Bosnall explained. ‘Claudine – that’s Levi’s mum – assured me that she has a lot of experience with disability and that you’ll be very comfortable there.’


‘Is she disabled then?’ I asked tentatively.


‘Oh, no,’ Miss Bosnall replied. ‘Levi is a wheelchair user.’


I paused for a moment as the reality sank in.


‘He’s used a wheelchair since he was very little,’ Miss Bosnall continued. ‘So as his mum, Claudine understands the sorts of adaptations that might be needed.’
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