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To Geila, who will like this

dedication more than she’ll ever admit.

With our love xx



Main Characters – the story so far . . .


Elektra James: almost sixteen. Failed at all extra-curriculars except acting. Break-out agent-getting role? Performing carrot. Finally – after a long and painful year when her biggest role was the voice of the second-most-important squirrel in a local nuts commercial – landed a role, as Straker, teen lead and action hero in Raw, world’s most dystopian film. Great times (shame Elektra runs like a wonky chicken and Straker got killed off early in the rewrites . . .).

Moss Sato: Elektra’s best friend. Spiky, funny and far too good to be being messed around by sort-of-boyfriend Torr.

Archie Mortimer: practically perfect. Also Elektra’s boyfriend [image: image] . . . well, until she broke up with him (due to toxic combo of stupidity, misinformation and rampant insecurity). Currently filming vampire-slaying teen hero Tibor Snolosky in The Curse of Peter Plogojowitz in Transylvania, supported by a cast of maidens of outstanding beauty and a horse called Angelina Jolie.

Elektra’s family: Julia, her mum, world-class worrier, Bertie, her dad, hates colour and mess, but otherwise most rational member of family, Eulalie, her adored French step-grandmother (life-loving, bit of a fantasist). Also, Digby (RIP), recently deceased favoured sibling – OK, Dalmatian & Plog (short for Plogojowitz, see above) new dotty, four-legged arrival.

Acting: Elektra’s agents are Stella and Charlie at the Haden Agency (child actors’ agency handily located above the dentist).

The long-suffering cast and crew of Raw. The Hunger Games meets Planet of the Apes meets Avatar meets Romeo & Juliet meets etc. etc., production on this post-apocalyptic action movie has been dogged by delays and disasters and rewrites. Even before filming is over the critics and trolls are gathering [image: image]. The Terra Tribe (inc. Elektra) is fighting it out with the Warri Tribe (who have better costumes). There are floods, there are scary wolf-like creatures, there isn’t much more to eat than bugs and it’s hard to say more because the plot keeps changing . . .

Carlo Winn: plays Jan, the only other teen in the cast, Elektra’s on-set unreliable friend. Committed flirt, gossip, way more likeable than he probably should be.

The A-Listers. Sam Gross, nurse-punching, ex-rehab, action hero – drinks too much whisky (his own brand) and has a pet pig back in LA. Amber Leigh, glowing matcha-drinking, Yoga-honed, screen goddess rarely separated from hard-to-love pet pooch, Pomeranian Kale. S-Amber have a long-running complicated on-off onscreen, off-screen love-thing going on.

Sergei Havelski: Director, has fallen hard for Eulalie [image: image]. Hungarian, mildly terrifying, drinks too much coffee. Plagued by the producers, the suits at Panda Productions and ever-changing roster of screenwriters. Assisted by Ahmed the first AD. Also, Eddie, an assistant with a thing about schedules, abs and ABBA (usually at the same time), Sound Dan (i.e. Dan the guy who’s in charge of sound) and Naomi, the on-set tutor.

School: Tragically, Elektra still spends a lot of her waking hours dodging detentions at all-girls’ Berkeley Academy. It’s Year Eleven so it’s basically a cesspit of stress. Head of year Mrs Green: is also least pastoral head of pastoral care in history. Thank God for Moss (see above) and Jenny. Others are Flissy and Talia: unavoidable power couple of meanness & (annoyingly) hotness.


It’s the night of Elektra’s sixteenth birthday party and . . .
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‘Everyone’s tried to have a perfect career. No one in the history of Hollywood’s succeeded.’

Anna Kendrick



‘Nothing says “guilty” like gifting a puppy,’ said Carlo.

Great. My ex-boyfriend turns up unannounced with a tiny Dalmatian snuggled into his jacket – which is probably the most romantic thing that will ever happen to me – and my ex-co-actor fresh from the Raw set has to turn up too to share the limelight.

‘Archie, meet Carlo. Carlo, meet Archie,’ I said resignedly. They sort of nodded at each other. ‘What are you even doing here, Carlo?’

‘It’s a party.’ He shrugged like it was obvious. It was. The house was pulsating.

‘I didn’t invite you.’ But then I hadn’t invited at least half the people who’d turned up.

‘Why not? We can’t have worked together for months on the world’s most dystopian movie without me earning an invite. Come on, E, we saved the world together.’ Put like that, it did sound bad.

‘No, I died while the world was still under threat.’ Strictly speaking it was Straker (my character) who had died but they were my lines that had been cut so it counted as a personal tragedy.

Plog – because for better or worse that was the puppy’s name – made a weird noise that would probably grow into a bark; another male to fight for the limelight.

‘It’s not going to work,’ said Carlo.

‘What’s not going to work?’ asked Archie, pulling me closer. I’d forgotten how nice that was. I tried to relax but Carlo was still talking.

‘The puppy gesture.’ Carlo tickled him under the chin (Plog not Archie). ‘Nice try, mate, better than flowers – but she’s not going to fall for it. Are you, E?’

‘Yes,’ I said simply. ‘I am.’ I wanted Carlo to go away. It was a bit crowded in this conversation. Archie was back. Couldn’t I just enjoy that for a bit without Carlo materializing to remind me of all the complicated stuff?

‘It’s not an apology,’ said Archie. ‘Also, Plog’s not exactly a gift.’

‘He’s not?’ I asked. ‘God . . . no, I hadn’t assumed . . .’ I tailed off. I had assumed. Why had I assumed? If anyone else had turned up on my doorstep with a puppy I wouldn’t have jumped to the conclusion they were going to hand it over. This was awkward.

Archie laughed. ‘Obviously he’s your dog . . . if you want him.’ I did. ‘But it’s more of a delivery than a gift. I mean . . . whatever, Plog’s not an apology.’

‘But you’re hoping he’s going to get you out of some difficult conversations,’ Carlo said. ‘That Elektra’s going to be too busy with your little fur baby to ask you too many questions about life on-set in Dracula country?’

I wished, not for the first time, that I’d never told Carlo that Archie was filming a vampire-slaying-teen-hero in Transylvania surrounded by a supporting cast of maidens of outstanding beauty. In my defence, it’s quite a hard fact to ignore and we’d had a lot of time hanging around on-set together to fill with gossip. ‘He doesn’t have anything to apologize for,’ I said. Definitely not the full-on-cheating-with-hot-leading-lady thing that I’d recently and wrongly accused him of. Complicated. And now my phone was barking – Mum wants FaceTime. Oddly enough I really didn’t, but the stream of angry texts complaining about the noise (why, oh why had she stayed in the neighbourhood?) were becoming harder to ignore. I was in deep trouble. The last one simply read: You’ve had your last warning. I’m coming home RIGHT NOW.

‘Don’t panic,’ said Archie when I held out the screen. Of course I was panicking, I had fifteen minutes, tops, before Mum got here and my life was over. ‘We’ve got this.’ He sounded like the hot guy in war movies who singlehandedly restores peace and order to an entire geo-political region while getting the girl. I wasted a precious minute just gazing at him before harsh reality kicked in again. ‘We’ll just go in and get everyone out.’

‘How?’ I wailed. ‘There are still people trying to get in.’

‘Nobody’ll want to stay when they find out your mum’s on the way,’ said Carlo. For someone that hadn’t met my mum that was a weirdly accurate prediction.

‘Archie! You came!’ Moss emerged from the crush in the hall and flung herself on him, narrowly avoiding being the second person to risk squashing Plog to death on his first night in his new home.

‘Where’s Torr? It was the worst question he could have asked but then Archie wasn’t up to date with the recent ups and mostly downs of Moss’s love life. She broke off from giving Plog little besotted pats and looked at us like she was about to cry.

‘Who’s Torr? Weird name.’ Carlo had stopped trying to get people out and was staring at Moss.

‘Moss’s sort of boyf . . .’ I tailed off. This wasn’t the moment to try and explain the intricacies of that relationship. Torr had flaked on my party to go to a cool-year-above-party and rumour had it he was having a very good time. Moss had briefly tried to have a ‘good time’ too with a guy with excellent arm game but no conversation; judging by the mascara’d tear tracks it hadn’t gone well.

‘The . . . kitchen. Oh, God, Elektra, wait till you see the kitchen.’ Moss looked at her phone and did a sob-hiccup.

‘You’re not crying about the kitchen, are you?’ Carlo was getting in touch with his sensitive side.

This probably wasn’t the perfect time for my hot reliable best friend to meet my hot, unreliable friend from filming but I gave in to the inevitable. ‘Carlo, Moss. Be nice, Carlo, but not too nice.’ Moss wiped her tears and stuck out her hand, Carlo went in for a double kiss. Only the deepest loyalty stopped me from laughing.

‘I’m always nice, E.’ He turned to Moss. ‘I don’t know why she hasn’t introduced us before.’

‘Carlo just stop. Moss is my best friend. I tell her everything. It’s way too late to make a good first impression. Anyway, there’s no time for small talk.’ I squashed back against the wall to let people get out. The word that there was a parent on the way was getting around but not fast enough.

‘You and Dracula Boy have got this. Lend me the puppy, I’ll cheer her up.’ Carlo snaffled Plog, grabbed a startled Moss by the other hand, and headed back out of the door.

‘Might work?’ said Archie.

That was what I was worried about – Moss had probably had enough drama for one night – but there was no time to waste. I clung onto Archie and we faced the kitchen together like Jack and Rose in the final scene of Titanic.

Wow.

There were shards of glass on the floor; an open drawer was full of popcorn and for some inexplicable reason all the carrot sticks my mother had insisted on supplying had been spiked on cocktail sticks and lined up neatly along on our kitchen counter.

The humans were less ordered.

‘Party’s over,’ yelled Archie. No one heard him. I turned off the music; he roared again. Not enough happened. ‘We can’t sort this out in ten minutes.’ Ten hours wouldn’t have been long enough. Plan B.

‘Here’s the thing,’ I said to Mum, stalling her at the door some painful minutes later. ‘It’s quite bad but it’s not a disaster.’ This time I felt like the captain of the Titanic.

‘I. Am. Not. Happy.’ She didn’t look happy. ‘There must be a hundred people in there.’

‘Definitely not a hundred,’ I said, employing a strange dance-y manoeuvre to let people out without her getting in.

‘There are at least twenty just hanging out of the windows,’ she spluttered.

‘No—’ It was unfortunate that at that exact moment a shoe fell to the ground from the second floor. ‘Er . . . it’s just that . . . everyone’s on this side of the building?’

‘And why would that be, Elektra? Is there a fire in the kitchen? A body in the hall? What exactly should I be prepared for before I walk through that door?’

‘I think the best thing is if you don’t walk through that door right now. Just give us a bit more time for . . . a little tidy up.’ OK, Plan B was weak. How long could I hold her off?

‘I’ll help,’ said Archie.

‘We’ll help too,’ said Moss, who had reappeared with Carlo to join our human barricade. She wasn’t crying anymore, which was good, but Carlo was looking smug, which was . . . troubling.

‘No,’ said Mum without even saying hello. ‘This needs an adult.’ There was the unmistakable sound of breaking glass. ‘Possibly one in uniform.’

‘Have you seen the puppy, Mrs James?’ Archie reclaimed Plog from Carlo and held him out like a peace offering to a vengeful god. ‘Aaaaaw, he likes you.’

‘He’s good,’ whispered Carlo. ‘Don’t trust him, E.’ I ignored him. This wasn’t the moment to fill him in on the real facts surrounding Archie’s alleged straying.

Plog’s spell couldn’t hold for ever, or apparently even for very long. ‘Everyone still has to leave,’ Mum said grimly.

‘But Archie’s just got here,’ I protested.

‘I’ve just got here too,’ said Carlo, looking at Moss, who blushed.

‘Archie’s crossed seas and brought me a puppy,’ I added. Archie shrugged like it was all in a day’s work.

‘I don’t care if he’s slain dragons for you,’ said Mum.

‘That’ll be his next trick.’ I had a suspicion Carlo didn’t like anyone else playing the action hero.

‘If you ever want Archie, or anyone else, to come over to this house again, they leave now.’ Mum wasn’t lightening up.

‘Is it not still OK for me to stay over?’ asked Moss.

‘I’ll walk you home,’ offered Carlo, inching ever closer to her. She looked panicked, as well she might.

‘Everyone leaves except Moss,’ said Mum.

It was hard to say goodbye to Archie with her giving it the full Medusa.

After an hour so grim I will be reliving it in therapy in twenty years’ time, the house was empty – of ‘guests’, anyway – and Moss and I had finally managed to steer Mum upstairs (clutching my puppy like a comfort blanket) on the promise that we’d clean the kitchen. ‘It’s really bad.’

‘I know. Messy.’

‘Everything’s sticky,’ I said, looking for a cloth under the sink and finding only empty crisp packets and a hoody that wasn’t mine.

‘I wasn’t talking about the kitchen,’ said Moss.

‘Ah, yes . . . Carlo?! What was going on there?’

‘Nothing.’ She looked sheepish. ‘He was comforting me.’ I raised an eyebrow. ‘He was sweet to me. I cried on him.’ Moss squirmed.

‘Sweet?’ Carlo and I had shared a lot – we’d eaten (fake) bugs, we’d climbed (fake) cliffs, we’d fought off (fake/green-scene) scary-wolf-like-creatures together. That made for a weird bond but I wouldn’t describe him as ‘sweet’. ‘What did he say to you?’

‘Nothing. I just went on and on about Torr and he made sympathetic noises and let me cry on his shoulder. She slumped down at the table, her head in her hands. ‘What was I doing? So cringe. And he’s probably still into you if he bothered to turn up.’

‘He was never into me.’ As I’d told her a billion times. ‘He just likes parties.’ Now she was scrolling her phone, muttering Torr-related curses and looking seriously stressed. ‘And the other guy?’

‘I am a terrible person.’

‘No, you’re honestly not. You just needed a distraction.’ I was going with that because the dodgy alternative was that she’d been trying to get Torr’s attention. I abandoned tidying and started to make us toast.

Her phone buzzed. ‘Torr is calling,’ she read out. Spooky timing. ‘Do you think he knows?’

‘Nooooo.’ Of course he did. It had been at least two hours, news spread fast. ‘And so what if he does?’

‘I feel so bad.’ Double standards right there. The phone beeped with a text and she chucked it into an open drawer. Under less painful circumstances, I’d have congratulated her on her aim.

‘Um . . . Mossy?’ I ventured. ‘What did it say?’

‘I have no idea. That’s why I placed my phone in the drawer.’ Placed? More beeping, Moss stared at the drawer as if she was hearing muffled scratching from inside a coffin.

‘You haven’t done anything wrong.’ Torr was too up himself for basic boyfriend commitment. I put a plate of uneven buttery rounds in front of her.

‘I got with some random guy.’ She munched and despaired. ‘Oh, yes, and then I cried on a hot-breakthrough-actor’s shoulder. Mustn’t forget that smooth move.’ Her phone rang again. She tensed. ‘I should pick it up.’ She stayed where she was. The drawer stopped beeping and started buzzing. ‘What am I going to do?’ Another text. ‘Shall I just put it on silent? Yes, I’ll put it on silent, and then I’ll . . . leave. I could move to Stockholm. Apparently, the guys there are hot and respect women.’

‘What? All of them? Are you sure?’

‘Positive – everyone knows that. It’s probably in Wikipedia.’

I would have laughed except that she was struggling not to cry. I plonked myself right in front of her. ‘Torr’s behaved really badly.’ Possibly really, really badly. ‘No way does he get to make you feel guilty about anything.’

‘Can we just talk about you?’ She forced a smile. ‘At least one of us had a successful evening. I knew Archie would show.’

‘No, you didn’t!’

‘OK, no, I didn’t. But I’m so happy he did.’

‘Me too, Mossy. But . . .’

‘What? Come on. It was like the most romantic thing ever.’

‘It was mad. In a good way. But . . . Archie and me, we still need to talk. We can’t just pretend the last couple of months didn’t happen. I need to say sorry.’

‘Puppies speak louder than words.’

‘I wish.’ We looked at each other for a moment and then, as one, reached for more toast.
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‘But at sixteen your brain isn’t fully formed yet, is it?’

Ryan Gosling



It was eight in the morning (which, given that we’d crashed four hours earlier, was the crack of dawn) and Mum was already in the kitchen wearing Marigolds and an ominous expression when Moss and I came downstairs. ‘You promised me the kitchen would be perfect by the time I saw it.’

‘I’m really sorry, Mum,’ I said, ineffectually wiping toast crumbs off the counter with my dressing-gown sleeve. ‘We didn’t think you’d be up yet.’

‘Well, unfortunately for you, I am. And I think this is yours?’ She held up a big bedraggled piece of paper scrawled all over with gold marker pen.
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Goals

(for Elektra on turning 16 – feel free to add . . .)
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1.

Become less uggers.

I was pretty sure that was Moss’s writing. I hoped it was Moss’s writing. If it was Moss it was funny. If it was anyone else it was mildly soul destroying.

2.

Become world’s most unlikely big screen action hero and DON’T FORGET ME. Then get a part in something/anything I’d pay to see. Mean Girls 3???

Same handwriting.

3.

Throw more parties.

I was up for that but I’d probably need to rethink the venue.

4.

Get . . .

And then some letters . . . I think they were letters. I tried about 12 different combinations on Urban Dictionary. Nope, it would forever remain a mystery – probably for the best.

5.

Move to Arizona and become a cactus.

That was rude. You don’t turn up to someone’s party and tell them to move to a remote part of America and become an inanimate object.
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6.

Stop breaking up with boyfriend

7.

Have boyfriend gift you a dog.

I had a suspicion numbers six and seven were Archie.

8.

Break up with boyfriend and get with hot co-star (call me) ;) ;) ;)

I wonder who that could have been.

9.

^^LOL Jokes. Give me the phone number of your hot friend – the one that was crying.

Nope, no idea, none.

10.

Survive release of what critics are already calling the world’s worst dystopian movie.

11

PASS YOUR GCSES!!

The ink was barely dry on this one.
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‘Where did you find it?’ I asked nervously.

‘On the watermelon. Impaled with a chopstick. If you’d tidied the kitchen properly – if you’d tidied the kitchen at all – you couldn’t have missed it.’

I took it from her and read.

‘Thanks, Mum, for reminding me that this is the year of my imminent death and destruction,’ I said, although for her that was restrained (she usually specified minimum grades).

My phone barked. How was being last night? A text from my party-loving step-grandmother Eulalie.

So good I’m now in deep disgrace

Bravo, cherie! I loved Eulalie. We understood each other.

Also, LOOK. I attached some pics of Plog.

I am being in love already. Archie brought him? Non?

You knew?

Bien sûr

‘Was I the only person in this family that wasn’t expecting Plog to turn up?’ I asked my mum.

‘Yep,’ said Dad, wandering in looking crumpled. ‘Good surprise?’ He yawned and set about making coffee.

‘The best.’ I yawned too. It was catching. ‘Good time at your work party?’ I asked. He’d failed in basic parenting duties by avoiding my party and sloping off to some ‘unmissable’ work thing.

‘Judging by all this,’ he waved his arm around the kitchen (which I thought was looking fine now), ‘it wasn’t as fun as yours. Do you need coffee?’ He waved the pot at us.

‘You know I don’t drink coffee,’ I said at the same time as Moss nodded desperately.

‘I didn’t ask if you wanted it, I asked if you needed it.’ He filled Moss’s mug and then his own. ‘Did you have fun, Moss?’

‘Sort of,’ she said, her eyes welling.

‘Ah,’ he said, leaving well alone.

‘Oh, Moss!’ said Mum, beetling over. ‘Boyfriend problems?’ She never left well alone. ‘Will it help to talk about it?’

‘Er . . .’

‘I think we need to take Plog outside,’ I said, mostly to allow Moss to escape, but also because he was enthusiastically sniffing out a potential wee spot in the corner. ‘If I were you, I’d go home,’ I said when we were safely in the garden. ‘It’s not going to be chill around here for a bit.’ We watched my mum through the windows. She was brandishing a mop like a light sabre.

‘I feel bad abandoning you.’

‘Just go. It’s OK, they won’t actually kill me.’ I paused, ‘Although could you phone in a couple of hours just to be sure?’

‘If the worst happens, can I inherit Plog?’

‘Yes, but I don’t want Torr to be his step-father.’ He would be a poor influence on my dog. ‘Don’t message him.’

‘I’m not going to,’ she said, cuddling Plog goodbye and not looking at me.

It took another hour of heavy-duty sweeping and scrubbing after Moss had gone before I was allowed to sit down and have breakfast. ‘See, I told you we’d get it back to perfect,’ I said.

‘When you said “we” I hadn’t realized you meant mostly “me”,’ said Mum. ‘But, yes, it’s almost back to normal. Do you think it still smells?’

‘Only of bleach,’ I said, covering Plog’s little nose with my hand before he could be poisoned by all this cleanliness.

‘Oh, well, let’s put it behind us,’ she said, and I breathed a big sigh of relief. ‘Of course there’ll be consequences.’ I sucked my breath right in again. ‘What do you think,’ she looked at Dad. ‘We could ground her?’

He nodded, ‘That could work.’

My phone barked and Plog startled (I needed to explain ring tones to him before he got attachment issues); a text from Carlo. That girl from your party with the face – THE FACE – can I have her number?

That’s not narrowing it down. I knew exactly who he meant.

THE FACE ELEKTRA. Hot but crying. Oh Carlo. I think she had a fringe? Jeans? Some kind of top??? Stunning powers of observation.

‘Elektra? Can you explain why there is a shoe in this plant pot?’

‘Hang on, I just need to reply to Carlo.’

‘Carlo? There aren’t any complications there, are there?’

I was getting a bit bored of reassuring people that there wasn’t some dark, surprising hidden attraction between me and my ex co-actor. ‘No.’

‘Good, I like Archie,’ said Mum, as though that was the most important consideration. ‘And it would be unsettling for Plog.’ Sorry? ‘We don’t want you to suffer from a broken home do we?’ she cooed to the tiny dog. Plainly the thin thread connecting her to reality had finally snapped.

That girl has a name. I texted. I think you should maybe know that before her number

Something weird. Carlo texted back. Grass? Weed? Algae?

MOSS . . . but she’s really nice

And?

Too nice for you

I was SO nice.

You mean you creeped on her when her defences were down

He didn’t bother to contradict me. Does she have a boy?

A boy? What, like a pet? Possibly. Send her a friend request. Put in the work

Text would be better

And again, creepy . . .

My phone barked again. Seriously. I liked her

You barely spoke to her

She was cool. She had something

What?

How would I know? I’m not that in touch with my emotions. He was hopeless. My phone barked again. But I did like her.

Interesting. I put down the phone and grabbed more toast. ‘Please don’t ground me. Nobody gets grounded at sixteen.’

‘We could go for something more imaginative,’ said Dad.

‘What are you thinking?’ asked Mum merrily, as if they were discussing holiday options. ‘Ooooh, her phone?’ She picked it up off the table.

‘Anything but my phone,’ I pleaded. ‘I would literally die. I would have no life.’

‘I’m sure your social life would survive,’ said Mum. ‘There’s always real-life communications.’

‘No. I might actually die. I could be, like, attacked or abducted or . . . there could be an alien invasion?’ These were real concerns for my mum. ‘How could I summon help? How could I let you know?’

‘You’d survive.’

What? This was not a good moment for her to turn rational. Was she going to be one of those mums that ties their kids’ shoelaces for them until they’re sixteen and then sends them on a solo trip to Colombia with an out-of-date Rough Guide?

My phone barked. Mum looked at the screen and read aloud, ‘ “I’m literally five mins from your house.” ’

If there was one thing worse than not having my phone it was my mum having my phone, especially when – if my guess was right – Archie was texting. I lunged for the phone but not fast enough.

‘ “How’s the industrial clean-up going?” ’ she read out. ‘ “Did you get the stains out of the curtains? Do you think they’ll let me come round or are they being too cray? I’ve got a bad feeling I blotted my perfect bf rep last night.’ Make. It. Stop. ‘How intuitive of him.’ Mum commented dryly.

‘Please, I am literally begging you, give me back my phone. You can ground me for as long as you like if you give me back my phone. Dad?’ How come he wasn’t in trouble? He’d got home super late. ‘Show some mercy. I’ll be an actual slave. I’ll do extra revision.’ Mum slowly lowered the phone. ‘I’ll . . . wash the curtains?’ I probably wouldn’t. I was desperate. ‘And you’ll let Archie come?’ The phone was back on the table. I made a grab for it. ‘He’s got to go back to Transylvania on Tuesday.’ I didn’t just want to see him; I needed to see him.

‘All the more reason for him to spend time with his own family.’

‘Muu-u-mmm.’

‘OK, OK, stop looking at me like that. Archie can still come but that’s it. Then you’re looking at convent-like seclusion till the end of the month.’ And off she went to inspect the curtains.

Archie flicked a cigarette butt off a low wall in our garden and we sat down. It was a serious contribution to the tidying-up efforts. I shivered. He shrugged off his jacket and – as I waited smugly for another rom-com moment – wrapped it around Plog. So, that would be the famous rom-com where the hero prioritizes the dog above the love interest.

‘What?’ Archie shifted so that there was no space between us. That was better. ‘He looked cold.’

‘Didn’t I look cold?’

‘He’s a lot smaller than you.’

‘But he has fur.’ Given that it was October and my legs were safe in jeans, I had a fair amount of fur too but Archie didn’t need to know that.

‘Are you really getting jealous of the dog?’ Archie laughed.

And then it was quiet. ‘I’m so sorry,’ I blurted.

‘You are jealous of Plog?’ It was a half-hearted joke. We were both tense.

‘We need to talk.’ Oh God, I’d said it out loud. I sounded like my mum. It wasn’t that I wanted to have a heavy conversation – I hated heavy conversations – but not having this one was starting to feel worse.

‘Don’t say it like you want to break up with me . . . again.’ Plog was getting all his attention. ‘Unless you do?’

‘No, I don’t.’ I really didn’t. ‘I want to explain.’

‘You don’t need to.’ He stopped stroking Plog and laced his fingers through mine. ‘I get why you reacted like you did.’ He did? ‘I was really crap.’ No, he didn’t get it. This was going to be even worse than I’d thought. ‘You had a lot going on. The rewrites on Raw and your character getting killed off and . . . Digby. I feel really bad that I wasn’t there. I’m sorry, Elektra.’

‘You couldn’t be there.’ Nobody got to walk off a set just because their girlfriend’s dog died. Even a dog as legendary as Digby. It would be touch and go if the girlfriend had died. Archie/Tibor Snolosky had been needed in Transylvania – still was. There were vampires to slay and the BBC were paying him to slay them.

‘I should have phoned more and texted more and—’

‘No.’ I interrupted. ‘That wasn’t why.’

‘What wasn’t? Why? What?’

‘I didn’t break up with you because I thought you weren’t paying me enough attention. I thought . . . I thought you’d cheated on me.’ I said it very quietly but he heard me. He was going to be angry. Or upset. Angry and upset. He drew away and turned and stared at me. There was a long pause. I tried to read what he was thinking.

‘You what?’ At a wild guess I’d say he wasn’t happy.

‘I thought—’

‘You idiot.’ Under the circumstances I’d let that go. ‘Who with?’

‘Poppy Leadley,’ I said, very much in the direction of the paving stones. Poppy Leadley, the beautiful maiden that captures Archie’s heart. But only his on-screen heart as I’d belatedly worked out.

‘What the . . . Why? What made you think that?’

I could run away or I could try and explain. It was a tough call. ‘It was in The Bizz. They said you and Poppy made “one fit vampire-fighting couple”.’ I could have quoted the whole post.

‘The Bizz?’ he smiled but it was more of a grimace. ‘You believed The Bizz?’

‘They said it quite a few times in quite a few ways . . . It was persuasive. And there were pictures of you together . . . having fun.’

He looked at me like I was mad. ‘So? We’re mates. And she’s dating Izzy from Costume.’

‘I know that now. The Bizz finally got it right.’

‘So you stopped being paranoid because you read on the same crappy online gossip site that Poppy was gay?’ I hung my head. ‘That’s quite . . .’ He tailed off.

‘If she had a girlfriend she probably wasn’t . . .having a thing with you.’ I spelled it out in a very small voice.

‘Come on, Elektra, you didn’t need to worry whether Poppy was dating anyone or not. I was dating you. I am dating you. I am, right?’ I nodded nervously, hopefully. ‘Why didn’t you ask me if it was true?’

That was the obvious question and I didn’t have a good answer. ‘I didn’t know how to and everyone was telling me something must be going on. And . . . I felt insecure.’ That was putting it mildly.

‘Everyone who? Carlo?’

‘Sam and Amber, too.’

‘You were discussing my alleged cheating with Sam Gross and Amber Leigh?’

And most of the rest of the cast of Raw and all of the crew. ‘It came up,’ was all I said.

‘I don’t know whether to be horrified or flattered. So, two A-list actors told you to break up with me because . . . ?’

‘There’s always stuff going on on-set and long-distance stuff doesn’t work out. Well, that’s what they said and I thought they probably knew what they were talking about.’ Sam and Amber had both been drawing on a lot of real-life experience – not least their own on-off on-set off-set relationship. ‘And I didn’t exactly break up with you – I said we should leave it till you got back to London—’

‘You broke up with me, Elektra.’

‘You let me.’ I still couldn’t look at him.

‘I messaged you so many times. And I texted you. You didn’t get back to me. I even called you.’ Real voice conversations were hard.

‘Because I thought you’d cheated.’ And because I’d watched Moss not breaking up with Torr for months when she should have. ‘And I was upset . . . more about Digby than anything else.’

‘More upset about Digby than breaking up?'

‘That sounds bad?’ He didn’t answer. ‘It’s just, we hadn’t been together that much – well, not real, actual together-in-the-same-place. And me and Diggers were pretty much inseparable. I should stop now, right?’

‘There’s not much chance of my ego getting out of control while I’m going out with you.’ But now he smiled for real. ‘I’m going to have to work harder at being your Digby substitute.’

‘Except Plog. I’ve fallen for Plog.’

Archie sighed dramatically. ‘OK, I accept my lowly position in your life as third to Digby R.I.P. and Plog. Anyone else?’

‘Well, Moss?’

‘And Moss.’ He was leaning in. ‘But you should definitely stop talking now.’

I was one hundred per cent good with the no-more-talking plan but first I had to say it again, so he knew I meant it. ‘I really am sorry, Archie.’



Sweet♥Pop!

Libra Sept 23 - Oct 22




Work

One tricky project is almost over (but don’t think you’re safe from it yet) and there are yet more daunting challenges ahead. Questions are being asked of you – there are right answers, you just might not know them. Don’t try and bluff it out, you won’t get away with it. Trust yourself.

Relationships

You’ve had a tumultuous time recently with Venus, your planetary ruler, connecting with Neptune, the planet of fantasy. You are dreaming big and could find it easy to fall in love. Don’t get in your own way . . .

If it’s your birthday today

This is a potentially life-changing year. The stars will not always be aligned; you will seek balance and not always find it. Challenges will come from the known, the unknown, the real, the not-so-real and the super-real. You can’t foresee or control the future. Resilience will be your greatest asset.


This Week’s Celebrity Horoscope!

Amber Leigh (35)

Currently loved up again with Sam Gross, her co-star in Raw, this is going to be an exciting year for Amber. We asked the stars in the sky whether this would be the year these two stars of the screen would wed and the answer was Definitely Maybe . . . ♥ ♥ ♥




This Week’s Celebrity Uncovered Georgie Dunn (currently filming costume drama Fortuneswell)

♥  She loves Cronuts and has a MASSIVE crush on Sam Gross (we feel ya G!)

♥  She’s never cheated . . .at games

♥  She prefers Pretty Little Liars to Poldark

♥  Her fave make-up brand is Glow Box (check out sponsored giveaway on back page!)

This Week’s Ex-Celebrity Spotting is Maisie Moon (17), who, just two years ago, stole our hearts as tearaway-teen on huge hit drama Hopeless, spotted punching movie trickets in our local O2. Good to see you’re still in The Business, Masie!






From: Stella at Haden Agency

Date: 16 October 12.11

To: Elektra James

Cc: Julia James, Charlie at Haden Agency

Subject: Raw: release date and production meeting

Dear Elektra,

I’ve just had confirmation on the release date for Raw! 25 March. I know it seems ages away – next year – but it’ll come sooner than you think!

There are going to be lots of exciting things going on in the runup and the producers have set up a meeting with some of the lead actors and other key players on Raw to talk about plans for promotion. Because they’re still filming (!) the meeting will take place at the Fairmount Studios on Saturday 24 October at 11 a.m.

Stella x

P.S. Belated Happy Birthday! I’ll try and find you a lovely casting as a late present, I know it’s been a bit of a dry spell . . .


162

Days to Go . . .


TheBizz.com


Bringing you the all the Best Backstabbing in the Bizz . . .



22 October

Roll up, roll up, our spies are telling us that the sets are finally coming down on Fairmount Studio’s Sound Stage A as filming on Raw makes way for the next Bond film, Skeleton Island. Come on, souvenir hunters! Polystyrene cave, anyone? Weird wood-carvings that are probably cultural appropriation? No? No. Final scenes and any reshoots – and on this painful production there’ll be lot of those – are going to be filmed on one of the smaller stages but post-production has already begun. It’s end days now – maybe in more ways than one – is Havelski heading for his first big flop? And how bad is bad? BAD? We’ve even heard a few direct-to-digital whispers [image: image].

We’re pretty sure most of the cast and crew are desperate to be released to new projects buuuut for some, parting will be such sweet sorrow – what now, for everyone’s favourite dystopian couple, Sam Gross and Amber Leigh? Will true love keep (start? *cynical journo-face) running smoothly when the cameras stop rolling? Well, for now the signs are good. S-Amber were spotted working up a sweat in London’s most fashionable and expensive gym yesterday and they say that the couple that works out together stays together. Or maybe we should say the family that works out together stays together? We definitely heard the patter of tiny feet – all four of them. Kale, Amber’s pet pooch was working hard on his own mini-treadmill.

Aaaaawwww or should that be Paaaaaaaaaawww!


[image: image]


‘The threat of egomania and narcissism are always looming.’

Colin Firth



‘Elektra James, I’ve missed you!’

Eddie, one of the production assistants, met me at the security gate of the studios. ‘I’ve missed you too!’ I disengaged myself from his hug because his clipboard was sticking into my shoulder. ‘It’s so nice to be back!’ I stood and sniffed the Fairmount air. Some might have said it smelled much the same as all the other Greater London air but I’d swear I was getting a whiff of Hollywood. I zoned out into a little fantasy that they’d resurrected Straker (it wouldn’t be the maddest thing in the plot) and that I was going to get whisked into hair and make-up and fed biscuits and gossip (happy sigh) and then into Costume and then onto set (happy sigh) and then—

‘Elektra?’ Eddie snapped his fingers to get my attention. ‘I’ve checked today’s schedule.’ I was pretty sure he’d memorized the schedule. ‘We need to get to the production offices at A Stage by precisely 10.53 a.m.’ He was a slave to precision timing. ‘The meeting starts promptly at 11.00 a.m.’ I wasn’t back to do any acting, I was here for a meeting about ‘pre-release publicity’ whatever, exactly, that was. ‘We should take a buggy.’ Eddie was already walking over to the little line of neatly parked Fairmount-Studio-branded golf-cart thingies parked by the security hut.
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