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Prologue

Six Months Before the Wedding

In Mimi’s opinion, it all began with their names. Her older sister got Sabrina. As in Audrey Hepburn in Sabrina. Mimi, on the other hand, got stuck with Miriam. During their teenage years, Sabrina liked to point out that ‘Miriam’ was Hebrew for ‘bitter’. Mimi would retaliate by saying that couldn’t possibly mean anything because they weren’t Jewish. Sabrina would then sadly conclude that either a) Mimi must have been adopted from Jewish parents who hated her or b) their parents hadn’t cared enough to spend more than half a minute choosing her (inappropriate) name. Things tended to deteriorate from there.

So it was mainly because of Sabrina that when Mimi first went overseas she shortened her name to Mimi, which she quite liked until she returned home and realised that it was the perfect name for sentences that began, ‘Mimi, I need you to pick up some fabric swatches for me. The place closes in ten minutes so you’d better hurry.’ Or, ‘Mimi, can you please confirm the order of red cymbidium orchids with the florist, drop off the rings for engraving at the jewellers - don’t forget we decided we wanted the engraving in upper and lower case - and then you’ll need to collect my shoes and drop them off at Double Bay so that the designer can hand-dye them to match my dress. Oh, and she needs the shoes by half past seven. a.m.’

Mimi was meant to be Miriam’s fun new alter-ego. Instead, thanks to Sabrina, she had become Mimi the Bridesmaid Slave.

But Mimi had no choice because she was unemployed and, if she was honest, unemployable. When she first started going for job interviews, following her return to Australia, prospective employers were surprised to discover that she had, at one stage, begun a tertiary degree. This was fair enough really, given that Mimi’s sparse employment history gave no hint that she might have either the brains or the inclination for higher education.

‘An Arts degree?’ they said, a faint note of hope appearing in their voices as they wondered whether she might have studied something that may be useful to their company, like another language or psychology. ‘What did you major in?’

‘Drama.’

Generally at this point Mimi would be warmly thanked for her time, except at one memorable interview when the bald head of the fifty-something, male interviewer snapped up. He looked at Mimi with respect and said, ‘That’s acting, isn’t it? Did they make you study Bruce Willis in Die Hard? Best movie ever made. Yippee-ki-yay, mother—. Well, you know how it goes.’ He shook his head fondly. ‘That guy is a genius.’

The last interview had been the worst. Mimi was dressed in a cast-off hand-woven pashmina of Sabrina’s (hats, scarves and jewellery being the only items of fashion that Mimi and Sabrina could share, given their difference in size). The luxurious wrap was so swanky that it fortunately drew attention away from her cheap shirt and pants and the scuffed pair of work shoes she had rescued from the storage boxes filled with her belongings that she had left behind all those years ago.

The interviewer had looked down her nose at Mimi’s admittedly short CV. ‘You seem to have spent a lot of time travelling overseas, Miriam.’

‘It’s Mimi. And yes, I have.’

‘What were you doing over there?’

‘Immersing myself in other cultures. Visiting museums and galleries. ’ Sleeping with Scandinavian backpackers, Mimi added silently. Getting drunk in hole-in-the-wall bars in Madrid.


‘No, I mean what work did you do overseas?’

‘Oh. Um, I didn’t really work.’

‘But you’ve been travelling for—’ here she briefly consulted Mimi’s CV again, ‘three years.’

It was actually more like three and a half years but that sounded worse. ‘Yes,’ Mimi agreed, hoping that would end the matter.

It didn’t.

‘I don’t understand. How did you support yourself all that time?’

This was the bit that Mimi really hated. Because she had learnt from previous interviews that if she answered ‘I was a drugs courier until I ended up in prison and paid my debt to society’, then they’d probably look at her with compassion and think about hiring her, just to prove that they weren’t prejudiced. Instead, she told the truth.

‘I inherited a lot of money and that’s how I chose to spend it.’ Mimi sat back and folded her arms. That was all she was going to say. She could have told the interviewer the entire story and she probably would have got sympathy. But that wasn’t what Mimi wanted.

For some prejudices, Mimi had discovered, were socially acceptable. So while not hiring a rehabilitated drug runner would be politically incorrect, sneering at a supposedly spoiled, rich kid with no sense of responsibility - even if the interviewer would have given anything to have spent the last three years of her life in exactly the same manner as Mimi had done, instead of sitting in this shitty fluorescent-lit office - was entirely acceptable.

‘Oh. I see. I don’t suppose you did any volunteer work while you were over there?’

‘No, I didn’t. How much volunteer work have you done lately?’

Unsurprisingly this was where the interview was terminated.

So that was how Miriam Falks became Mimi the Bridesmaid Slave. In three and a half years, she had thrown away the sizeable inheritance that her father had left her, and now she was living off Sabrina’s share. Only this time, Sabrina was making her earn it.
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‘Mimi, meet me at the studio, would you? There’s a lighting problem so I’m stuck in my dressing-room for the next two hours. We may as well use the time to go over the guest list.’

Mimi was already certain that she hated her elder sister’s constantly sweet tone veiling commands as requests even more than the degradation of her beloved new moniker. Before Mimi left Australia for the first time, Sabrina never used to speak with the insincerity so endemic in ‘showbiz’. She hated all that kind of thing. Sabrina would have preferred to have become a serious actress, or rather, actor (for some reason it was apparently passé to use the gendered form of the word). But she quickly discovered that searing theatrical productions of King Lear were thin on the ground, while commercials for yoghurt (Sabrina emerging refreshed from a yoga class holding a mat in one hand and an open tub of Wildberry Delight in the other) or fast food (Sabrina sticking chips up her nose and then snorting them across the room at one of the male models - sadly, the real commercial wasn’t quite as interesting) were abundant and paid her outrageous amounts of money.

From commercials it was an easy step to a small, temporary role on a wildly popular television soap named Sunshine Cove, which gradually evolved into a permanent, starring role, as audiences in both Australia and the United Kingdom fell in love with Sabrina (or Danielle, as her character was named). Sabrina/Danielle had a beautiful face, a perfect bikini body and a penchant for falling in love with unsuitable men  who had a tendency to fall off cliffs and reappear twenty episodes later - generally when she was in her wedding gown about to marry a new bloke, who would then wrestle with the first bloke until one of them fell over a cliff again.

Of course, off-screen, Sabrina would never do anything as stupid as fall in love with someone who couldn’t maintain their footing near a treacherous precipice. As much as the tabloids and her adoring public bayed for her to fall in love with her co-star in real life, she fell in love with an investment banker named Edward Forster.

And, thought Mimi resentfully, as she trudged off in search of 250 silver organza bows with which to decorate the reception chairs, it was just Sabrina’s luck to become engaged to a handsome, charming, clever and successful man, not because he was a trophy on her arm or because she wanted to marry him for his money or for any stupid, shallow reason. No, the sole reason Sabrina was marrying Edward was because she had genuinely and irrevocably fallen in love with him at first sight.

The only problem was, so had Mimi.




twelve months Before the Wedding

• Announce engagement to family & friends 
• Choose bridal party 
• Hire wedding planner
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Sabrina

CELEBRITY CONFIDENTIAL RUMOUR ALERT!

Our favourite glamour girl Sabrina Falks was spotted shopping at the Sydney Rocks Market yesterday - and dazzling all bystanders with a brand-new rock of her own! Sabrina’s publicist has refused to confirm or deny the rumours, so it looks like we’ll have to wait for the official engagement announcement from Sabrina and long-term boyfriend Edward Forster. But, as our exclusive pictures of the gorgeous three-carat diamond ring show, wedding bells can’t be too far away . . .

 



The dress was all wrong. Wrong, wrong, wrong. The ruffles were meant to cascade. A gentle, rippling waterfall was the sartorial metaphor for which Sabrina was searching. This dress was not a rainforest waterfall. This dress was a monster water slide at Wet ’N’ Wild. It was crass, vulgar and completely the opposite of the brief that she had given the designer. There was no way in the world she was going to wear it to Australia’s most important television awards ceremony.

Sabrina looked at herself again in the bank of heavy mirrors. The designer, Corinna, and her three assistants, who had closed the exclusive salon especially for Sabrina, were waiting for her reaction. Sabrina sighed inwardly, knowing that she had to say something soon. What  she wanted to do was to tell them they were all hopeless. But there was no way she could express her anger and irritation. If she had an outburst it would probably end up in the hands of the media and a negative story could affect her character’s likeability. From there it was but a short slide to Danielle falling off a cliff and into a coma or leaving Sunshine Cove to live in Tasmania. She had seen it happen on countless occasions to other Sunshine Cove characters and she would not let it happen to Danielle.

The constant threat of a fatal accident or exile to Tasmania was the reason why Sabrina always put the scriptwriters’ birthdays in her iPhone and bought them a cake on the day. One could never be too careful. For such an idyllic setting, there was a surprisingly high number of precarious precipices in Sunshine Cove.


Corinna was still waiting, sensing now that something was wrong. The assistants (whom Sabrina had mentally christened Flora, Fauna and Merryweather, after the three fairies in Sleeping Beauty who were forever arguing over their preferred colours for Princess Aurora’s gown)  continued to flutter around Sabrina, adjusting flounces and making effusive comments about how the colour of the fabric made Sabrina’s flawless complexion glow. Meanwhile, the older, more experienced designer was already strategising as to the best way to handle a potentially disastrous situation.

Despite Sabrina’s famed ‘niceness’ (‘She was so nice’, fans would invariably gush after tentatively approaching their idol and being rewarded with an autograph and photographs taken on camera phones), Corinna knew she was no pushover and wouldn’t wear a dress that she disliked simply because she was afraid of hurting Corinna’s feelings. Besides which, as they both knew but never verbally acknowledged, over the last few years the initial hierarchy of their relationship had inverted and all of the power now lay with Sabrina.

From their first meeting several years ago, Sabrina and Corinna had  formed a mutually beneficial professional relationship. In the beginning, when Sabrina had still been synonymous with the borderline derogatory term ‘starlet’, Corinna had occasionally allowed Sabrina to borrow some of her lesser-value, sample gowns for awards ceremonies or film premieres, due to the simple fact that Sabrina’s face and figure set off Corinna’s gowns to perfection. A beautiful girl in a stunning dress was always guaranteed to generate a decent-sized photograph in the Sunday paper’s social pages, which Corinna had found to be far more influential than a conventional advertisement.

But that had been years ago and it was now, indubitably, Sabrina who was doing Corinna a favour. With the awarding of Sabrina’s first trophy for Most Popular Television Personality, the borrowed sample gowns had immediately given way to breathtaking made-to-measure works of art that were stunning achievements of design, construction and embellishment. It was Sabrina’s patronage that had been responsible for Corinna’s rise from a well-regarded but niche designer to the owner of three opulent salons that catered for an elite clientele, with salons in Melbourne and Perth, as well as the flagship Sydney store where the fitting was taking place, which was in an exclusive, very private residential street in swanky Double Bay.

Dressing Sabrina Falks for the Logie Awards was therefore a rolled-gold guarantee of saturation coverage in all of the women’s magazines. Now that it had become de rigueur for the media to ask the stars who had designed their dress or loaned them jewels as they paraded on the red carpet, it was also akin to getting several free advertisements on prime-time television. Last but not least, for the past week, Sabrina had sported a very large, very expensive diamond ring on the fourth finger of her left hand. While media speculation had gone wild, there was yet to be a formal confirmation of the engagement. Corinna had no intention of waiting for the public announcement. She had already, discreetly, launched her bid for the opportunity to  create Sabrina’s wedding dress, with all the attendant publicity and business that would generate.

It was the thought of the wedding dress and the media circus that would surround it that now made Corinna leap into the breach. The made-to-measure dress that Sabrina was wearing constituted hours and hours of painstaking labour, while designing and making an entirely new gown from scratch, within an impossibly short time frame, was an expense and headache that Corinna could live without. But the thought of Sabrina wearing a dress by a rival designer for the most important televised awards night in Australia was mortifying.

She stepped forward so that she stood directly behind Sabrina and pursed her lips. She would have liked to permit a small, troubled frown to crease her brow, but her regular Botox injections wouldn’t allow it.

‘Sabrina darling - please don’t take this the wrong way, you know that you always look like perfection in my gowns - but do you know, I’m not sure that we’ve got it exactly right.’

One of the assistants (Merryweather; not the sharpest needle in the pincushion) audibly gasped. Only minutes before Sabrina’s arrival, Corinna and her assistants had indulged in an orgy of self-congratulation over what they all agreed was one of Corinna’s finest creations.

Making a mental note to assign that particular assistant to lace-dying duties for the next three months, Corinna watched Sabrina for her reaction.

Sabrina waited a few moments, as she considered her reflection carefully in the mirror once more. ‘I think perhaps you might be right, Corinna,’ she finally pronounced. ‘The colour is perfect and I like the beading on the bodice—’ Flora, who had been responsible for the hand-beading visibly swelled with pride, ‘but the skirt is a little . . . over-powering.’ Sabrina smiled to take the sting out of her words. ‘Why don’t I shout us all some cakes and champagne and we  can sit down and discuss some ideas and make some new sketches? Providing one of the girls doesn’t mind running out to get them for us.’ Sabrina watched as her speech mollified Corinna, whose greatest fear was always that she would lose her most valuable client altogether.

Corinna’s features relaxed as much as her Botoxed muscles would allow, and Sabrina noted that the assistants’ faces had changed from awed to adoring. She could practically see the text messages that they were itching to send to their friends: OMG! We drank champagne with Sabrina Falks!!


As Corinna, Flora and Fauna helped her out of the heavy dress and cheerfully discussed the chocolate cannoli that the disgraced Merryweather had been dispatched to procure from a nearby bakery (and which Sabrina had absolutely no intention of eating), none of them had any idea that even as she smiled and thanked them, the picture of graciousness and affability, Sabrina was wearily thinking:  Why, oh why, can’t I trust anyone? Why do I always end up having to do everything myself?
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Mimi

The first time Mimi met Edward Forster, her soon-to-be brother-in-law and object of desire, was at the party held for his engagement to Sabrina. Mimi had returned home from overseas only weeks before to be greeted by the big news. As she had nowhere to live and no money left, she was staying with their mother’s sister, Aunty Bron, in the house in Maroubra where Bron had lived for her entire adult life. Maroubra was a quiet suburb, right on the beach, in the eastern suburbs of Sydney. Although it was only a few suburbs along from the glamorous and popular environs of Bondi and Bronte, Maroubra remained defiantly unfashionable. This had quite a bit to do with the infamous surfing gang ‘The Bra Boys’, for whom Maroubra Beach was home turf. Personally, Mimi thought that any gang with claims to intimidation should start by changing their name to something less girly and amusing but considering that not once in the thirty-six years that Aunty Bron had lived in Maroubra had she ever encountered a speck of trouble from the gang, maybe they weren’t as scary as everyone envisaged - unless perhaps an outsider tried to drop in on one of their waves. Although no-one ever said it, Mimi was also pretty sure that nearly all of the long-term residents of Maroubra, including Aunty Bron, silently blessed the Bra Boys for ruining their beachside  suburb’s image, thereby saving it from the high-rise development and saturation tourism that dominated Maroubra’s neighbouring suburbs.

It had taken Mimi two days to pluck up the courage to telephone her aunt from London to ask whether she could stay with her upon her return to Australia. Aunty Bron was her mother’s older sister but the two had never been close, and Mimi had seen her aunt only sporadically over the years. However, since the death of Sabrina and Mimi’s mother over a year ago, both of the Falks girls had grown considerably closer to their aunt and contact between them had become much more frequent. To Mimi’s great relief, Bronwyn had sounded delighted to hear from her and had immediately said that she would love the company and that Mimi was welcome to stay with her for as long as she wished.

To Mimi’s complete lack of surprise, even though her aunt hadn’t seen her for ages, it was only about ten minutes after the taxi from the airport had dropped her off at Aunty Bron’s neat seaside brick-veneer house that she changed the subject from Mimi’s trip home and adventures abroad to the topic of her elder sister.

‘How do you feel about being a bridesmaid, Mimsy?’ asked Aunty Bron.

Mimi looked at her blankly. ‘For whom?’

‘For Sabrina, of course! Who else?’ Aunty Bron said, exasperated.

‘Sabrina’s getting married?’ This was somehow less of a surprise than the thought that immediately followed. ‘And she wants me to be her bridesmaid? Why would she pick me?’ To say that Mimi and Sabrina were not close was an understatement. The sisters hadn’t spoken since their enormous fight, which had taken place the night before their mother’s funeral.

‘Who else is there?’

This was true. Sabrina had never had any close girlfriends, and before she died, their mother had expressed her concern in emails to  Mimi that Sabrina’s new socialite and actor friends all seemed to be of the ‘I’m famous, you’re famous, let’s have our photo taken together on the red carpet’type of acquaintance. Mimi could just imagine that they were not the sort of girls you would want as your bridesmaid. They would undoubtedly all be far too pretty for starters. And, God forbid, some of them might even be skinnier than Sabrina.

Unsure as to whether she was amused or mortified by the idea of being Sabrina’s last resort as bridesmaid, Mimi changed the subject instead. ‘What’s he like? Her fiancé?’

Aunty Bron made a face. ‘Charming. Perfect. They look like Ken and Barbie together. Wait till you see. It’s hilarious.’

‘So you approve?’

‘Of course I approve,’Aunty Bron said cheerfully. ‘The only thing wrong with him is that he always makes me want to mess up his hair. And it would be nice to see him without a tie just once. I keep thinking that maybe his head falls off if he doesn’t wear one. But apart from that, he’s what we used to call a good catch. Am I allowed to say that or is it politically incorrect these days?’

‘You’re an old chauvinist pig,’ Mimi reprimanded her sternly. ‘Are you sure he’s not a closet serial killer or something? The perfect ones always are.’

‘That’s a bit rich coming from the girl whose English boyfriend looks like a criminal.’

‘Dreadlocks, Aunty Bron. They’re just dreadlocks. It’s a hairstyle. Came into fashion a bit after the powdered wig your last boyfriend wore.’

‘Very funny. What’s happened to Jared anyway? You haven’t mentioned him at all.’

Mimi refrained from pointing out that she hadn’t had time to mention her personal life before her aunt had steered the topic to Sabrina and instead said briefly, ‘We broke up.’

‘Is that why you’ve come home? What happened?’

Under her penetrating gaze, Mimi shifted uncomfortably. ‘Let’s just say you were right about him, okay? He is a criminal.’ She added flippantly, ‘He’s currently serving a prison sentence for crimes against follicles.’

Aunty Bron laughed. ‘I’m glad to see that you haven’t lost your sense of humour. And I take it from your reaction that he hasn’t broken your heart, which is a good thing. I never thought he was The One for you, I must say.’

‘You never even spoke to him! You’re just judging him on emailed photographs.’ Why Mimi was defending Jared she really had no idea. It was undeniably the third stupidest thing that she had done in the past six weeks, although her first two rash acts were still miles ahead in terms of idiocy.

Aunty Bron looked at her over the top of her glasses. ‘Oh come on, Mimi,’ she said in a let’s-be-reasonable tone. ‘Sabrina always says that you never had any taste when it comes to men.’ She paused and then added thoughtfully, ‘She also says that that must be why you always adored your father.’
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Mimi had left Australia just as Sabrina’s star had started to rapidly ascend. For a while their mother had kept her updated on Sabrina’s career via telephone calls and the occasional email but Mimi hadn’t realised exactly how famous Sabrina had become until she flew back into Australia and was confronted with her sister’s irritatingly perfect face on just about every magazine cover at Sydney Airport.

Mimi had now been home for three weeks, during which time she had grown heartily sick of both job hunting and the sight of her older sister. It was nigh on impossible to escape Sabrina’s smiling face; every time Mimi left the house she was confronted with her sister glowing from newsagency racks or in billboard and television  advertisements for the network on which Sunshine Cove screened. Even when she avoided turning the television on to Sabrina’s network, Sabrina kept popping up on the other channels. Mimi’s ubiquitous sister had been a contestant on Dancing With The Stars,  had appeared as a guest on the country’s most popular late-night talk show, and had been featured driving a sports car around a racetrack on the Australian version of Top Gear. Mimi had been driven to throw the remote control across the room in disgust when she recognised Sabrina’s voice in a televised commercial appealing for donations to Taronga Zoo. Apparently even exotic jungle animals weren’t safe from Sabrina these days.

Despite this surfeit of Sabrina, Mimi was still yet to catch a glimpse of her sister in the flesh. She knew that Sabrina was aware that she was back because she had overheard the tail end of a telephone conversation between their aunt and her sister. So she couldn’t help thinking that Aunty Bron must have been mistaken about Sabrina wanting her to be her bridesmaid as otherwise her elder sister would have surely spoken to her by now.

Their aunt had left the invitation to Sabrina’s engagement party on Mimi’s bedside table, without saying another word about it. Mimi had thought briefly about calling Sabrina, but launching into small talk or pretending that the past hadn’t happened was ridiculous. So, in the end, she just let the elegant square of heavy embossed card sit there and tried not to notice that the date was getting oppressively nearer and nearer.

On the day of the engagement party Mimi was taking comfort in the fact that she hadn’t RSVP’d so obviously couldn’t go. It would be bad manners. Then Aunty Bron came bustling into her bedroom, dressed to the nines.

‘You’re coming,’ she said firmly, forestalling any argument. ‘It’s about time this ridiculous stand-off between you and Sabrina ended, and  the more I think about it, the better it is that you two meet in public, where you’ll both have to behave.’

‘I can’t go. I didn’t RSVP.’

‘It’s a cocktail party, not a sit-down dinner. There will be room for one more, particularly if that one more is the bride’s only sister. Now, what are you going to wear?’

Mimi grimaced as she put aside the book that she hadn’t really been reading. ‘Not sure. Do you have any spare purple cling-wrap and six-inch stilettos? That’s what all of Sabrina’s friends will be wearing.’

Aunty Bron ignored this witticism and started to rifle through the bulging backpack that Mimi still hadn’t got around to unpacking properly. ‘Jeans, T-shirts, more jeans, Birkenstocks - honestly, Mimsy, I thought you spent time in Paris! How could you go to the world’s fashion capital and come back with the wardrobe of a German hiker?’

‘Hmm, let me see. Oh, that’s right. I had an appointment to buy haute couture from Dior but they cancelled it when they saw me. Something about it being bad for their image to let fat girls wear Dior.’

‘You’re not fat,’ said Aunty Bron immediately, not quite meeting Mimi’s eyes.

‘Of course not. I’m just big-boned,’ Mimi said demurely. ‘Anyway, that’s beside the point. Do you really think I had the money or the inclination to buy designer clothes? I was backpacking.’

‘You certainly had the money so it must have been a lack of inclination. ’ Mimi flushed but Aunty Bron didn’t notice. ‘Didn’t you ever go out?’ she asked despairingly. ‘You don’t appear to own a single dress or skirt!’

‘I wore my dressy jeans when I went out.’

‘Dressy jeans,’Aunty Bron muttered in disgust. ‘What a concept. Well, this isn’t helping. What are you going to wear?’

Mimi sighed and gave in to the inevitable. Aunty Bron was right. She was going to have to confront Sabrina sooner or later and it was probably better that they met again in a room full of strangers. At least  that way they were unlikely to end up screaming at each other and throwing things. And she was kind of curious to meet Sabrina’s fiancé.

‘My dressy jeans,’ Mimi answered cheekily, hauling herself off the bed. She went over to the chest of drawers and pulled out her nicest top-a dark-blue, floaty floral blouse that she’d bought at Camden Market. ‘With this top. And there’s no point telling me I can’t wear jeans because a) it’s all I have, b) I’m hardly going to fit into anything of yours, and c) I don’t care what anyone thinks of me so if wearing jeans sends Sabrina and her snooty friends and in-laws into conniptions, they can all just bugger off.’ She lifted her head and stared at her aunt defiantly.

Aunty Bron heaved a sigh. ‘It’s an engagement party, Mims, not a showdown at high noon in a Western. Fine. Wear your jeans if you must. That top is lovely and I’ll lend you some earrings. Do you have any shoes?’

‘I have that old pair that I’ve been wearing to all my job interviews. They’ll do.’

‘But they’re black and your top is blue,’ Aunty Bron said in consternation.

‘I don’t care, Aunty Bron. And it’s either those or my Birkenstocks.’

Bronwyn looked at her niece with frustration. ‘You’ve known about this party ever since you got back. You had plenty of time to go out and buy something to wear.’

This was true but Mimi only had a few hundred dollars left to her name and she had to make her money last until she got a job. But she couldn’t tell Aunty Bron that.

Her aunt now glared at Mimi with sudden suspicion. ‘Dressing down isn’t your way of having a cheap shot at Sabrina, is it?’

‘No, it’s not! Anyway, why would Sabrina care, let alone notice, what I’m wearing?’

‘She’ll notice all right. And you and I both know that Sabrina loves fashion and always tries to look her best, which is why I can’t help  thinking that you turning up in jeans is an unsubtle way for you to demonstrate to everyone how unlike your sister you are.’

Mimi hooted as she pulled on her blouse. ‘Aunty Bron, they don’t need a pair of jeans to tell them that. They just have to stand us side by side. Skinny. Fat. Boring. Fun. Malibu Barbie versus Dora the Explorer. We don’t exactly provide the most challenging game of Spot the Difference.’

Aunty Bron sighed. ‘The saddest part about this mess between you two is that you’re more alike than you know.’ She found the pair of old shoes under the bed and threw them to Mimi. ‘Now hurry up. We have to leave in fifteen minutes.’
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To get to the engagement party Mimi talked her aunt into leaving the car at home and catching a ferry from Circular Quay to Rose Bay instead. Bron gave in to what she supposed was her prodigal niece’s sentimentalism, unaware that Mimi had chosen the slower mode of transport as a way of deliberately delaying her unwelcome reunion with Sabrina. However, as the ferry moved out of its moorings and made its way slowly across Sydney Harbour, Mimi leaned over the back railing and was surprised to feel tears welling in her eyes. There was just something so familiar about it all, and it wasn’t merely the postcard-saturated view of the white sails of the Opera House or the looming iron presence of the Harbour Bridge. It was definitely more than that that was causing this belated rush of homesickness. It was triggered by the blue of the sky and the warmth of the breeze. The sound of the seagulls and even the slow chug of the ferry’s engine. It was the sight of blossoming jacaranda and of being enveloped by Australian accents. Mimi hadn’t realised until this moment just how much she had missed all of these things.

Aunty Bron mistook the expression on her niece’s face. She put an arm around Mimi’s waist and gave it a squeeze. ‘Nervous?’

‘Nervous? What have I got to be nervous about?’

She shot Mimi a shrewd look. ‘Seeing your estranged sister for the first time in over a year. And you were only back in Australia for a short time the last time anyway. You’ve been away for well over three years.’

‘It’s probably done us a world of good not to be around each other for a while after growing up in each other’s pockets.’

‘See, now that’s what I can’t understand. Your grandmother always told me how close you two girls were when you were little. Closer than most sisters.’

Mimi shrugged. ‘You should understand. You and Mum were never close. Anyway, people change and so do their relationships. Sabrina and I just — We have nothing in common any more.’

‘Oh yes you do.’

‘Name one thing,’ Mimi challenged her.

‘Well, for starters, neither one of you will tell me what the ridiculous fight that started all this was actually about.’

Mimi turned away from her aunt and looked back out over the railing at the trail of disruption the ferry was leaving in its wake. Losing herself in the opaque waters of the harbour, she thought back to that day.

She could hear her voice and Sabrina’s, shrill with anger, screaming at each other; their uncontrollable display of fury all the more unforgivable because of the funeral parlour in which they were standing. With no difficulty at all, Mimi could still conjure up the sight of Sabrina’s face at the worst moment. For the last fourteen months, every time she’d thought of Sabrina it was that look that she had remembered. A lifetime of other memories of Sabrina made no difference at all. It was always her sister’s face, contorted with hatred, that Mimi had been unable to erase from her mind.

The hatred that had all been directed at Mimi.
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To Mimi’s judgemental gaze, the engagement party was exactly the sort of stylish, filled-to-the-brim-with-gorgeous-types soirée that you’d expect when Malibu Barbie was marrying Watch-his-head-fall-off Ken. It was a cocktail party at Catalina restaurant in Rose Bay, and while Mimi and Aunty Bron had caught the public ferry, all the other guests seemed to be arriving by private water limousine. Catalina had 180-degree views of the harbour from its floor-to-ceiling glass windows and was renowned as the venue where all of the eastern suburbs princesses of Sydney hosted functions to mark the milestones of their lives. Of course Sabrina and Mimi had grown up in the gritty western suburbs, but judging by this party, Sabrina had well and truly left their dreary childhood origins far behind. With her glamorous career, celebrity status and now her rich, perfect fiancé, Sabrina had morphed into an eastern suburbs princess with the skill of a chameleon. In fact, now that Mimi thought about it, probably the only flaw in her perfect disguise was the appearance of Aunty Bron and Mimi herself.

Pushing their way through the beautiful and fashionable crowd, Aunty Bron and Mimi became separated by a waiter bearing an overflowing tray of full champagne flutes. Within the space of the merest second, hordes of dehydrated Sydney A-listers surrounded them and Mimi completely lost sight of Aunty Bron. She was about to fight her way back through the crush to rescue her aunt when suddenly the throng parted - and there stood her sister.

Coming face to face with Sabrina, Mimi was horrified to feel an all-too-familiar stab of jealousy. The Falks sisters both had tawny-coloured hair and similar features but Sabrina’s eyes were the same startling deep blue as their father’s. Before she became famous and her eye colour became one of her trademark features, Sabrina had grown used to being asked on a daily basis whether she was wearing coloured contact lenses. Mimi’s eyes, however, were standard-issue brown. For Mimi, looking at Sabrina was like looking into a magic  mirror that showed her a prettier, slimmer, more successful version of herself. Sabrina was Cameron Diaz, Liv Tyler, Nicole Kidman. Mimi was Chimene Diaz, Mia Tyler, Antonia Kidman. The family resemblance was there but in the younger sibling the heart-stopping beauty was diluted and the sylph-like figure entirely absent. Sabrina was a vision of what Mimi might have been, if only she had had the luck to have been born first.

As one of the guests of honour, Sabrina was being constantly besieged by well-wishers but Mimi knew that she had seen her. She made her way slowly towards Mimi until she was about a foot away and then she stopped. The sisters looked at each other and then, by unspoken agreement, they slipped outside onto the deck, under the pretence of admiring the sunset. Eerily, as soon as they were alone, the little capsule of private space that had surrounded them during their childhood, protecting them but also separating them from the rest of the world, slid silently back into place.

It was obviously up to Mimi to go first. With the exception of their birth order, it had always been Mimi who led the way.

‘Hi, Breens.’

‘It’s Sabrina. How are you, Miriam?’

‘It’s Mimi. And I’m fine.’

‘Run out of money, did you?’

‘What makes you think that?’

‘Because I can’t think of any other reason why you would have come home.’ There was a note of accusation in her voice. For reasons that had never been clear to Mimi, Sabrina had been immensely critical of Mimi’s decision to spend her inheritance on travelling overseas.

Mimi took the strategic option of attacking, rather than confirming or denying. ‘What did you do with your share of the inheritance? No - let me guess. It’s sitting in a bank account somewhere earning  a sensible amount of interest. Have you ever wondered why they call it “interest” when it’s hands down the most boring thing you can do with money?’

‘And yet, amazingly, I still have money while I bet you have none.’

‘Yes, but what’s the point if you never spend it?’

‘I’m saving it for a little thing called the future. You’ve probably never heard of it.’

It was inevitable, Mimi decided. It had been less than two minutes and already they were bickering. Then again, this was still an improvement on the screaming match that had constituted their last conversation.

‘Sounds like a horrible place to me. Probably best not to think about it.’

‘That’s a luxury that only people with no responsibilities can afford.’

‘What responsibilities do you have apart from making sure you have two facials a week and only eat macrobiotic food? Or have you gone all Brangelina and adopted several orphans while I’ve been overseas?’ Mimi looked around, as though searching for the Jolie-Pitt kids, so she missed the fleeting expression that crossed Sabrina’s face. ‘Although I just remembered you have acquired a fiancé. Which one is he?’

‘He’s over there talking to Aunty Bron.’ Sabrina paused and then added sarcastically, ‘Thank you for your good wishes.’

‘Oops, sorry. Congratulations. Based on the back of his head, which is all that I can see, I’m sure you’ll be very happy. I can’t see any signs of male pattern baldness, which is excellent.’

‘I’m sure I will be happy.’


I will be happy, Mimi noted. Not we will be happy. Typical.

‘So have you got a job?’

‘I only just got back!’

‘Are you planning on getting one?’

‘What do you care? Or would it be embarrassing for you, now that you’re famous, if your little sister was on the dole?’

Sabrina flushed.


Bloody hell, Mimi thought. I got it in one.


‘I was just wondering if all the time you spent overseas had made you grow up. Apparently not.’

‘That’s weird. I’ve been wondering whether all the time you’ve spent playing Danielle has turned you into a shallow, materialistic airhead.’ Mimi stopped, and very deliberately looked Sabrina up and down. She had changed. She had always been extraordinarily pretty but now her beauty was enhanced by the sort of unreal glow that only celebrities or very rich people can obtain via impossible diet and exercise regimes, designer clothes and the constant ministrations of a professional hairstylist, make-up artist and an array of beauty therapists.

Mimi’s blazing gaze met Sabrina’s icy stare.

‘Edward is coming over to greet you,’ Sabrina said quietly, through perfectly made-up lips. ‘If it’s not too much to ask, I would be grateful if you could manage not to be rude to him.’

Mimi sighed and then turned towards Edward, whom she had already mentally christened ‘Deadwood’, prepared to meet the last in the long line of Sabrina worshippers, all of whom tended to be handsome, nice and incredibly dull - and all of the platitudes and smart-arse comments that she had rehearsed to deal with this awkward moment died on her lips.

He was gorgeous. Outrageously, impossibly handsome. Not like a male model but in an ‘I’m a real man’ sort of way. Like Daniel Craig as James Bond.

He smiled at Mimi and she actually felt her knees turn to water. ‘Aha. The prodigal baby sister has returned.’ He held out his hand and it was all that Mimi could do not to fall to her knees and kiss it, pledging her eternal allegiance.

‘I’m actually a prodigy. Sabrina never could spell,’ Mimi managed weakly, letting her hand rest in his.

He laughed and Sabrina looked annoyed; as far as Mimi was concerned, it was an excellent result all round. To her utter surprise, he didn’t shake her hand. Instead, he pulled her into him and kissed her warmly on the cheek, as though they already knew each other. He smelled so delicious that for a moment she seriously considered licking his neck.

‘Now what are you doing hiding in a corner? Shouldn’t you be inside, regaling us with tales of your exotic life abroad?’

‘Nobody puts Baby in the corner,’ Mimi said feebly. Oh crap, she thought. She had turned into the village idiot. Three and a half years overseas and instead of entertaining him with her best anecdote about the time she got lost in the Medina in Marrakech and unwittingly promised herself in marriage to a carpet seller in exchange for guiding her back out, the best that she could come up with was a quote from Dirty Dancing.

‘Quite right,’ he said, beckoning to a passing waiter to bring her a drink. ‘Now if only you had a watermelon.’

He was gorgeous and he understood eighties movie references. Despite herself, Mimi was impressed.

For the next four hours, Mimi found herself unable to look away from Edward’s handsome face and using the excuse that she hardly knew anyone else there to monopolise his time. By the end of the party her initial attraction to him had morphed into complete infatuation. Mimi was in love.

So that was how the nicknames started. From then on he called Mimi Baby while she christened him Teddy, mainly to annoy Sabrina, who seemed to have contracted an aversion to nicknames now that she was a Star. (Perhaps it was some sort of celebrity thing, Mimi thought. While everyone else was referring to them as Bennifer or TomKat,  in privacy they were probably calling each other Mrs Holmes-Cruise and Sir Operating Thetan Level VIII.)

Mimi knew that Baby was really short for Baby Sister, but that night, while she lay in bed, she recalled the timbre of Edward’s voice and the look in his eyes when he called out, ‘Hey, Baby! Come over here and show us how they mix martinis in Dublin!’ And she was powerless to resist the fantasy that he was her fiancé and that Baby was really short for sexy baby or baby girl or any of those other nauseating nicknames that people use in public when they’re in love and don’t care what anyone else thinks.

Sabrina also lay awake that night but the thoughts that were keeping her from slumber were a million miles away from her sister’s flights of fantasy. She was facing the inexorable reality that Mimi was back, bringing with her unwelcome memories of a past that Sabrina desperately wanted to remain buried. She punched her pillow into shape and turned over restlessly in bed once more. For Sabrina couldn’t shake the disquieting feeling that Mimi’s return was a catalyst that had put in motion an unstoppable, unpredictable ride that she had been forcibly strapped into - and from which there was no means of escape.




3

Runaway Bride

‘Have you asked Baby to be your bridesmaid yet?’ Edward demanded.

It was three days after the engagement party and he and Sabrina were eating breakfast in their luxurious penthouse apartment that overlooked Bondi Beach. That is, Edward was eating toast and bacon. Strictly speaking, Sabrina hadn’t eaten breakfast for years. Her breakfasts were always liquid, although she did vary them. Today she was having a mix of citrus juices followed by a wheatgrass shot.

‘Not yet,’ Sabrina replied. ‘And why do you insist on calling her that? She’s twenty-four. She’s hardly a baby.’ Halfway through this rejoinder, Sabrina realised that her tone was more snappish than she had intended and she instantly modified it. She was trying to hide the fact that she was still seething over Edward’s successful charm attack on Mimi at the engagement party. Being charming came naturally to Edward in the same way that Mimi was inherently gregarious. While Sabrina had dreaded the thought that Mimi might be rude to Edward, she hadn’t anticipated how irritable she would feel at the sight of her sister and fiancé getting along famously.

Edward now laughed. ‘I don’t know. It suits her somehow. There’s something a bit childlike or puppyish about her.’

‘It’s called a lack of maturity and sense of responsibility.’ This time Sabrina didn’t even try to quell her crotchety tone.

Edward raised one eyebrow. ‘I thought you two had made up?’

‘We had one conversation at the engagement party. It was a step in the right direction but it wasn’t exactly the Paris Peace Accords.’

Edward finished his toast and pushed back his chair from the table. ‘I’m sure that asking her to be your bridesmaid will be the olive branch that will set everything back to rights.’

Sabrina disagreed but she couldn’t bear to argue with Edward about Mimi at seven o’clock in the morning. Instead she simply smiled as she kissed him goodbye and set off for her morning run.

As she ran along the foreshore towards Bronte, Sabrina couldn’t stop thinking about Mimi. She still wasn’t sure whether she even wanted her irresponsible younger sister to be her bridesmaid, even though there really wasn’t anyone else. And why did she have to be the one to extend the olive branch? Why couldn’t Mimi say sorry and take some responsibility for a change? As Sabrina’s feet pounded the soft sand she already knew the answer: because she was the older sister and that’s the way that family dynamics worked. The eldest sibling was expected to shoulder responsibility and to set an example. The youngest was to be cosseted and protected at all costs.

When Edward had proposed three months ago while they were on holiday in Hawaii, the idea of having anyone as her bridesmaid, let alone Mimi, hadn’t occurred to her. Thrilled by his romantic proposal, she had wanted to elope.

‘Please?’ Sabrina begged. ‘We could do it straightaway. We could get married on the beach - it would be so simple and beautiful. And then we could go home and throw a huge party and tell everyone.’

Edward had hated the idea. ‘I could never do that to my parents, Sabrina. Or my friends. Mum would be devastated if we got married without telling her, let alone not having her there, especially given ...’  His voice trailed off and she squeezed his hand fiercely to let him know that she understood. Edward gave her a small rueful smile. ‘And I want Nate to be my best man.’

Despite a valiant attempt, Sabrina’s face expressed her disappointment and trepidation. He watched her for a moment before enfolding her in his arms. ‘I know this might sound strange, that I’m the one who wants a big wedding, but my family has done so much for me. This is a way for me to give something back to them. I want to stand up in front of all of our friends and family and tell them how much I love you. And I want them all there as we become husband and wife.’ He finished softly, ‘Weddings aren’t just about celebrating the love between us. They’re about the love that all of our family and friends have for us too.’

In retrospect she should have known that Edward would never have gone for her idea of an elopement. He came from the sort of happy, stable family that genuinely enjoyed one another’s company and liked spending time together.

Things had finally come to a head at one of the joyful gatherings they’d had with his family following the engagement announcement, when Edward’s mother had turned to Sabrina and said, beaming, ‘We can’t wait to meet your sister when she comes home for the wedding. Is she excited about being a bridesmaid?’

And somehow, the prospect of telling her future mother-in-law that both she and her sister would view the idea of Mimi in the role of bridesmaid with unmitigated horror was just impossible. So Sabrina smiled and nodded and hoped that the issue would quietly go away. If forced, she could always simply answer that Mimi was living overseas and was regrettably unable to make it home for the wedding. But things didn’t work out that way.

For starters, from then on every time the wedding was discussed (which was pretty much all of the time now) Chief Bridesmaid Miriam  had somehow become a fixture, as unyielding and intrinsic an element as the cake or the bridal waltz. Compounding the problem was the fact that Edward was planning on only having a best man. The bridal party was therefore going to be just the four of them, which elevated Mimi’s imaginary role.

But then came the shock announcement from Aunty Bron. In typical Mimi fashion, despite the fact that she had lived overseas for more than three years, she had chosen this year to return home for good. As far as Sabrina knew, Mimi didn’t even know that her sister was engaged and was to be married early next year. It was classic Mimi - living her hedonistic lifestyle with no thought for anyone else, unwittingly causing annoyance and frustration simply by being herself.

So it was that with the announcement of Mimi’s homecoming, the first of the incontrovertible wedding truths revealed itself to Sabrina. As control over the wedding began to slip through her fingers, she started to realise that weddings weren’t really about the bride and groom at all. Weddings were about families: the ones already existing and the one that will come into being from the new union.

Which was why every time she thought about her wedding, her stomach ached from nervous cramps and every morning she ran farther and farther along the beach, simulating the recurring dream that she had started to have of running away.
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The Proposal

Two weeks after the engagement party, Sabrina decided that she could no longer put off the unpalatable task that awaited her. The wedding was only eleven months away and she was already feeling overwhelmed by the length of her ever-increasing To Do list. So, with a rare gap in her schedule, unwillingly she set off for her aunt’s house, in search of her sister.

Despite the fact that it was mid-morning, Mimi opened the front door still wearing her pyjamas.

‘Breens! To what do I owe this honour? You might have told me you were coming over,’ she added resentfully, as she took in her sister’s chic appearance. ‘I would have worn my good pyjamas.’

‘I would prefer it if you called me Sabrina,’ Sabrina replied coldly, already regretting her decision to visit. She pushed past Mimi and made her way into the normally spotless living room, which was scattered with Mimi’s breakfast dishes and discarded books lying face-down on the floor and sofa. She turned to face her dishevelled younger sister. ‘Where’s Aunty Bron?’

‘Not sure. What day is it today? On Mondays she volunteers at the Red Cross, Tuesdays is tennis, on Wednesdays she—’

‘All right, I get the picture. She’s out.’

‘Well, you asked,’ Mimi said, in indignation. ‘I don’t see why you’re getting so huffy.’

‘Is this—’ Sabrina’s sweeping hand gesture took in the messy room and Mimi’s unkempt appearance, ‘how you spend your days since you got back? Hanging around Aunty Bron’s house in your pyjamas?’

Mimi flushed at the naked disdain in her sister’s voice. ‘What do you care? Would you prefer that I was out getting my nails and hair done, or posing for the front cover of some stupid magazine?’

This time it was Sabrina’s cheeks that grew scarlet as the contempt in Mimi’s voice mirrored the cutting glance she gave to her sister’s stylish but obviously high-maintenance appearance.

Sabrina took a deep breath and remembered the promise she had made to herself during the drive over that she would not let Mimi annoy her. She briefly considered abandoning her plan altogether but then the memory of her terrifying To Do list surfaced. She had no choice. There was no-one else.

‘I came to discuss something specific,’ she said stiffly. ‘I have a proposal.’

Mimi threw herself into an armchair, flung her legs over one arm, and then cocked an eyebrow at her sister. ‘Another one? Who from? Does Teddy know that other men are propositioning you?’

Sabrina remained standing. ‘Can you please be serious for one minute, Miriam? Aunty Bron told me that you’ve been looking for a job—’

Mimi immediately cut her off. ‘Can you get them to write a part into Sunshine Cove for me? I’ve always wanted to do one of those minute-long stares into the distance that follows some important disclosure - all right, sorry.’ Mimi collapsed under the weight of Sabrina’s glare. Meekly, she folded her hands in her lap. ‘What is it?’

‘Like I said, it’s just a proposal. Probably a misguided one. But you  need a job and I want . . . an assistant. It’s only a temporary position,’ Sabrina clarified hastily. ‘It would be for just under a year. Until the end of next February.’

Mimi sat up. ‘You’re offering me a job?’

‘Yes.’

‘You’ll pay me?’

‘Of course.’

‘Fine,’ Mimi said cheerfully. ‘I’ll take it. When do I start?’

‘Don’t you even want to know what you’ll be doing?’ Sabrina asked, exasperated by this insouciant approach to decision-making.

‘I imagine I’ll be fetching your coffee and walking your chihuahua around the studio lot while you’re on set.’

‘I don’t have a chihuahua.’

‘Really? That’s a grave oversight. It can be my first task to procure one then. I read the trashy mags, you know. Every starlet needs a chihuahua to put in their Birkin. You do have a Birkin, don’t you?’

‘If you’re going to work for me, your first task will be to learn how to shut up and listen instead of making smart-arse comments all the time. And while I might occasionally ask you to get me a coffee if I really can’t do it myself, your job won’t have anything to do with the show. I need you to do all the running around for my wedding.’

A look of caution came over Mimi’s face. ‘You want me to be in charge of your wedding arrangements?’

‘Don’t be ridiculous. I don’t want to turn it into a circus sideshow. We’ll have a professional wedding planner, of course, but I will need you to liaise with them and with many of the other professionals involved in the wedding. I simply don’t have the time. I’ll also require you to accompany me to dress fittings and assist with the guest list and invitations and help me get ready on the day. That kind of thing.’

Mimi had a strange look on her face. Finally she said, ‘You mean you want me to do all the things that a bridesmaid would.’

Sabrina swallowed and chose her words carefully. ‘Yes, I suppose I do. But because of the demands of my career, you’ll be doing far more than the average bridesmaid. It’s essentially a full-time job for the next twelve months, which is why I wouldn’t dream of asking you to do it without paying you for your time.’

‘You’re hiring me to be your bridesmaid?’ Mimi didn’t know whether she wanted to laugh or to cry.

Sabrina said nothing.

Mimi’s thoughts were shooting off in such erratic directions that, more to buy time than anything else, she demanded, ‘But we can hardly have a conversation without arguing. What if you decide you want to set fire to me?’

‘What?’

‘Sorry. It’s an expression that my friend Amisha, back in London, always used. I meant what happens if you fire me? Who will be your bridesmaid then?’

‘You haven’t even started working for me yet and you’re already envisaging me firing you? God, Miriam, with that attitude it’s no wonder you can’t find a job.’

There was a long silence.

‘There’s just one question I need an honest answer to if you’re going to take this on.’ Sabrina hesitated.

Mimi looked at her curiously.

Sabrina nervously fidgeted with her enormous diamond engagement ring and then looked at her younger sister defiantly. ‘Do you have a drug problem?’

Now it was Mimi’s turn to yelp, ‘What?’

‘You heard me.’

Mimi gazed at her sister open-mouthed for a moment and then made a big production out of pushing up her sleeves. ‘No track marks from heroin, see? Clean as a whistle.’

Sabrina looked at Mimi steadily. ‘There are other drugs, Miriam.’

‘Yes, Breens, there are, and I’m not abusing any of them. How about you? Oh, silly me, of course not. Little Miss Perfect is probably the only person working in television who doesn’t have a coke habit. You know, maybe if you acquired one you’d be more fun.’ Mimi paused to draw breath and then said in frustration, ‘Jesus, Sabrina, why in the  hell would you even think that I was a drug addict?’

‘Because we both inherited the same amount of money,’ Sabrina replied evenly. ‘And I haven’t the faintest idea how you could have burned through that much money in three and a half years while living in share houses and backpacking hostels unless you have a drug problem or a gambling addiction.’ She paused and then added, very deliberately, ‘Alcohol just isn’t that expensive.’

Mimi flushed scarlet. ‘What makes you think I’ve used up all my inheritance?’ she replied, unable to quite meet Sabrina’s eyes.

‘I know you, Miriam. There’s no way you would have come home, be living with Aunty Bron or be looking for a job at all unless you had no money left.’

Damn Sabrina. Mimi tried to keep her voice unemotional as she answered. ‘Well, that’s not really any of your business now, is it?’

‘It is if you’re going to work for me.’

Mimi took a deep breath and then looked her sister straight in the eyes. ‘I do not have a drug problem. I never have and I feel quite safe in saying that I never will. And I’m not a gambler either,’ she added, sounding disgusted by the very idea. ‘Gambling always makes me think of that Kenny Rogers song and Kenny Rogers is not someone from whom I take my life cues.’

Sabrina held Mimi’s gaze and then finally nodded. ‘Okay. The job’s yours then, if you want it.’

Mimi didn’t just want it, she desperately needed it. But she wasn’t about to tell Sabrina that.

‘What do you think Mum and Dad would have made of this?’ Mimi suddenly asked.

Sabrina opened her mouth to reply and then closed it again. There was really nothing she could say.

Mimi stared off into the distance with a furrowed brow for such a long time that Sabrina finally intervened.

‘Mimi! You still haven’t answered me. Will you do it?’

‘Of course I will,’ Mimi said, surprised. ‘I was just practising for when a part does come up on Sunshine Cove.’

She grinned at Sabrina and held out her hand to shake on their deal. As the sisters shook hands, Sabrina couldn’t help feeling that this was going to turn out to be a very bad idea, even as Mimi was trying to work out which of them was more to be pitied: Sabrina, for having to pay her own sister to be her bridesmaid, or herself for having to accept.
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The Luckiest Girl in the World

The first task Sabrina had given Mimi in her new job was, unfortunately, not as easy as purchasing a chihuahua. Sabrina had set her heart on having her wedding planned (or themed or styled - Mimi wasn’t exactly sure what the correct terminology was) by a company called FG Weddings and had asked Mimi to set up an appointment with them. Despite the fact that Sabrina was now technically Mimi’s boss, Mimi had still managed to argue with her about her very first assignment.

‘I don’t understand why you need a wedding planner when you’ve just hired me to do all your wedding stuff.’

‘We’re inviting 250 people for a sit-down dinner at Strickland House,’ Sabrina answered, naming a famous, heritage-listed mansion in the elite suburb of Vaucluse. ‘You haven’t the first clue what’s involved with staging an event of this size and stature.’

‘Stature?’ Mimi hooted derisively. ‘You’re not marrying royalty, darl.’

Sabrina flushed. ‘And that response is exactly why I would never give you that amount of responsibility. You can’t take anything seriously. Anyway, the job I’ve hired you to do is more about doing the running around for me. It will be the wedding planner’s role to oversee the smooth running of the ceremony and the reception. But naturally, if she needs help, you’ll be expected to assist her.’


Typical, Mimi thought. She had been working for Sabrina for less than twenty minutes and already she was being bumped down the corporate food chain. She was now apparently at the mercy of two bosses, one of whom she hadn’t even met.

Two frustrating days later, she was extremely doubtful that she ever would meet her second boss, for trying to find FG Weddings was like trying to track down Jason Bourne or the Abominable Snowman. It was one of those uber-trendy, discreet businesses that only worked for very posh or famous people and deemed advertising vulgar. All of its clients were obtained by word-of-mouth through some sort of Rich People’s Morse Code that was either unknown or indecipherable to the rest of the population. FG Weddings wasn’t listed in the telephone book. It didn’t have a website. It did come up under a Google search (one website detailed a rumour about FG purchasing a first-class aeroplane seat from Paris to Sydney for a wedding dress), but all the other links were dead ends to inconsolable social-climbing brides wailing into cyberspace, ‘Please, can anyone tell me how to contact FG Weddings? I’m desperate!!!’

Mimi was beginning to understand how they felt. She didn’t know who was actually behind FG Weddings but she was pretty sure she already hated them.

Sabrina had bought Mimi a BlackBerry that she had absolutely no idea how to use, so she was treating it as a glorified mobile phone, although even that was a bit of an overstatement. A pair of tin cans with a string running between them like the Falks sisters used to communicate when they were kids would probably have done the trick, as the only person who ever called Mimi’s BlackBerry was Sabrina. So when the already annoying ringtone trilled, Mimi didn’t even bother to look at the caller identification to see who it was.

‘You rang?’ she answered, in her deepest Lurch from The Addams Family voice.

‘Have you contacted FG Weddings yet?’ Sabrina asked abruptly.

‘I’ve been trying but—’

‘Mimi, I want it done today! Do you have any idea of how late you’ve already left it? If they’re booked out ...’

Mimi ignored the fact that she hadn’t left it late considering that she  had only been on the job for two days. ‘Sabrina, you don’t understand. I think FG Weddings might actually be a sub-branch of ASIO. There is no known way of contacting them.’

Sabrina clicked her teeth impatiently. ‘Use your brains. Just call one of their other clients and ask for the number.’

‘Sure thing. I’ll just ring Nicole Kidman and ask her for the secret handshake.’

‘Miriam, I have to go.’ Mimi knew that Sabrina was pissed off because she had reverted to calling Mimi by her full name again. ‘Just find them or else.’

‘Or else what?’

‘Or else I’ll set fire to you,’ she said pleasantly. Then she hung up.
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After three more hours of fruitless research, Mimi decided to follow up the only lead she had, even though it was about as likely to succeed as - actually she couldn’t think of anything less likely to succeed than what she was about to do.

Finding the number for the firm that handled Nicole Kidman’s Australian public relations was surprisingly easy. Mimi suspected that the next stage wouldn’t be. Nevertheless, she took a deep breath and called the number.

‘Good afternoon, the International Group, this is Candace speaking.’

‘Good afternoon, Candace. I’m calling on behalf of Sabrina Falks,’ Mimi paused to savour the pleasure that came with the knowledge that dropping Sabrina’s name to staff used to representing mega movie stars would make no impression whatsoever. ‘I was just wondering—’

Candace’s shriek almost punctured Mimi’s eardrum. ‘OH MY GOD - did you say Sabrina Falks? I looove her!!’


For fuck’s sake, Mimi thought, exasperated. Aloud she said, ‘Excuse me but your company does handle Nicole Kidman’s affairs in Australia, doesn’t it?’

‘Uh-huh. Listen, I don’t suppose you could get me Sabrina’s autograph, could you?’

‘If you don’t mind me asking, how can you get so excited over Sabrina when you work for Nicole Kidman?’

‘Well, it’s not like I’ve ever actually met Ms Kidman,’ Candace replied. ‘I’m just the receptionist.’ She dropped her voice. ‘And between you and me, some of her film choices are a little art house for my taste. But I’ve watched Sunshine Cove for, like, forever. And Danielle is my favourite character of all time. Although I did like her evil identical twin Diana who reappeared after the old farmhouse burned down. You remember - when everyone thought she was Danielle because Danielle had been trapped in the cellar during the fire and was still alive, but no-one was looking for her because Diana—’

‘Uh-huh.’ Mimi had never watched a single episode of Sunshine Cove, a fact that she retold with pride in much the same way as other people liked to announce that they had never touched alcohol, cigarettes or a professional rugby player. ‘Candace, I wonder if you could help me-I mean Sabrina. I’m trying to track down a contact number for FG Weddings, who I believe Ms Kidman—’ (God, this is a minefield, Mimi thought. She had only narrowly avoided referring to her as ‘Our Nic’) ‘employed to plan her wedding.’

There was a long pause. ‘I’m not meant to give out any of the contact numbers on the database without my boss’s approval.’

‘It would make Sabrina very happy,’ Mimi said wistfully. ‘I’m sure she’d be happy to personally autograph a photo for you.’

‘A photograph of me with her?’ Candace asked cunningly.

‘What else?’ Mimi laughed merrily. Mimi would promise her a photograph standing between Danielle and her twin sister Diana if that’s what it took.

Candace was wavering. In true Sunshine Cove style, she was standing right next to the cliff, about to fall into the sea of temptation. Mimi decided to give her a little nudge.

‘Naturally you’d have to come to the set of Sunshine Cove to have your photo taken with Sabrina.’

She heard Candace’s sharp intake of breath. ‘Give me your mobile number,’ she whispered hoarsely.

Mimi quickly found the page in her notebook where she had written the new number down and then started to thank Candace profusely. But Candace cut her off. ‘I want to be like you. I don’t want to be a receptionist forever. I want to be a personal assistant to a real star. How did you get the job with Danielle-I mean Sabrina - in the first place?’

‘I studied acting for a while and then I went backpacking overseas. From there it was a natural step to holding Sabrina’s oversized handbags and making her phone calls.’

‘What countries did you go to?’ Candace demanded. ‘And does it have to be backpacking or could I go on one of those Contiki tours?’

Bloody hell. Mimi could practically hear her taking notes.

‘That didn’t really have anything to do with it,’ Mimi said gently. ‘I’m her sister. That’s how I got the job.’

‘You’re her sister and you work for her?’ Candace said, in a tone of awe. ‘Ohmigod. You’re, like, the luckiest girl in the world.’

Mimi knew she ought to laugh at this but it was surprisingly hurtful. She had no money, no long-term career prospects, she was single and she was living with her elderly aunt. And now she was getting paid to run around in the shadow of her successful, beautiful older sister. Yep, that was definitely her. The luckiest girl in the world.

‘I know,’ Mimi finally managed to drawl. ‘Sometimes I just sit here pinching myself. Really hard. So, Candace, you’ll send through that number?’

‘I’ll try. Anything for Danielle.’

Mimi hung up and crossed her fingers. For the next five minutes she watched the BlackBerry like it was a votive offering, while she muttered prayers and tried to pull her eyelashes out so that she could blow on them and make wishes for Candace’s success.
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