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Once she’d read the article, Lydia just sat there frozen on the sofa, unable to think, unable to speak, unable to do anything at all. It was as if the world had just ended, though the TV was still running. It was as if she’d just died, but was still aware, still sentient and yet completely unable to comprehend what had happened. 

Finally a single thought filtered through her petrified state. “It can’t be true. Oh God, don’t let it be true.” But at the same time she knew perfectly well that it was. And just in case there was any doubt, there was still the magazine mocking her with its exclusive spoiler scoop.

Abruptly she got up. Her parents, who had been watching TV in the same room, actually managed to divert their eyes from the magic screen for once.

“Lydia, don’t you want to watch the rest of the show?” her mother called after her, “But then you weren’t watching anyway, just reading that stupid magazine.” Mom shook her head. “I don’t understand you, the show about the lady lawyer is so good.”

Lydia wanted to cry out. “Shut up.” She wanted to cry out how little she cared about that stupid show and that stupid lady lawyer and how could she be expected to care about stupid TV shows and stupid lady lawyers (And who’d care about that woman anyway? She was old after all.) when the whole world had just come crashing down all around her. But she knew her parents well enough to know that they wouldn’t understand, so she said nothing. She just walked out of the room, slamming the door behind her for good measure. 

“Don’t bang the door,” her father called after her, “You’re always breaking things and then who has to repair them? Me.”

Lydia did not react, though she fervently wanted to tell Dad just how little she cared about the house he’d built and how much she hated always having to be careful because she might break something. Instead, she just marched into her room banging three more doors on the way, which got the point across just as well. 

Once inside her room, she flung herself onto her bed and turned on the radio on the bedside table. Pop-music, a song by Oasis, sad and angry like Lydia herself, flooded the room, but she did not hear one word of it. Nonetheless, for a few minutes she pretended very firmly to be listening to the radio. But the music did not make her feel better, so she switched the radio off again, got up and restlessly paced up and down the room.

She came to an abrupt halt in front of the shelf, where his photograph stood and regarded it for a long moment. Matt, looking so good in jeans and a lumberjack shirt, with that red-headed slut standing beside him. Screw her. She was behind this. It was her fault, all her fault. Damned fire-haired whore, she had been after him in from the beginning.

Gripped by a sudden fury, Lydia spat at the precious photograph, spat at the image of that red-haired slut.
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