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What’s everyone saying about WAITING FOR CALLBACK?

‘A witty, feel-good romp of a book. Waiting for Callback is my new favourite teen read!’

Emma Carroll author of The Girl who Walked on Air

‘So warm and funny with characters who feel like friends’

Karis Stainton author of Starring Kitty

‘A fabulously funny read with a very big heart’

Abi Elphinstone author of The Dreamsnatcher

‘Fresh and funny and sweet’

Lisa Williamson author of The Art of Being Normal

‘This is a chocolate cake of a book, a good sugary and rich wedge of hyper-real characters doing screamingly funny things with straight faces...’

Harriet Reuter-Hapgood author of The Square Root of Summer

‘Funny, heartwarming and just properly brilliant’

Maximum Pop

‘A light-hearted and entertaining read, packed with both funny and cringe-worthy moments’

The Bookbag

‘Kept me turning the pages and quite frankly, I didn’t want it to end!’

Waterstones Review (Bookseller, Edinburgh)

‘Waiting for Callback auditions brilliantly for the part of freshest new voice in young teen fiction.’

Minerva Reads

‘I’m a huge fan of Waiting For Callback, a fresh and funny YA contemporary novel with fabulous characters and particularly brilliant dialogue!’

Jim Dean, YA Yeah Yeah

‘Superbly well-written, heart-warming, hilarious and believable, it’s a book every teenager can relate to and get lost in’

Delightful Book Reviews

‘It has a lovely, feel-good quality to it that left me with a big smile on my face’

5* Amazon Review

‘Warm, funny and very witty. Thoroughly recommended for fans of Geek Girl or the Louise Rennison books.’

5* Amazon Review
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For Jonathan, with our love


TheBizz.com


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



27th June

Finally! The apocalypse is here!

That’s not something even we at The Bizz, eternal pessimists that we are, saw coming. Remember Straker? Sorry Straker (working title)? No? We don’t blame you. There’s been a very loud silence on this project over the last few months. So here’s what you need to know:

Straker is a post-apocalyptic drama that sees two tribes battle it out for survival and the power to shape a new civilisation. One wants to rely on tech (think ‘gimme all the iPhones’) and the other on nature (think ‘back to mother-earth duuuude’). We’d been promised natural disasters, tons of violence, breathtaking CGI and ‘love stories to rival Romeo and Juliet’ (credit to the Panda Productions publicity department for that subtle and humble turn of phrase). So naturally we were pretty bummed when it dropped off our radar. BUT, drumroll please … we finally have news!

Panda productions have nabbed master-money-maker, director Sergei Havelski fresh off the top grossing Terror Island franchise. Even more excitingly we have ourselves a male lead! A-Lister Sam Gross (aka our favourite bar-room brawl hottie) will play Raw, the leader of one of the tribes. We’re expecting lots of action on and off screen. The actress who will play Winona, the leader of the other tribe is yet to be announced. Our informant is torturing us by hinting that the casting decision is proving controversial but wouldn’t tell us any more. We’re no longer speaking.

This production is also rocking a bit of a Hunger Games vibe with two juicy teenage roles for the children of the tribe leaders. Sam’s adopted son and heir will be played by 17-year-old Carlo Winn. And – defibrillators at the ready – here is his Instagram. He’s a relative newcomer with only a few TV credits to his name.

Oh, and a completely unknown fifteen-year-old London girl will play female teenage lead Straker!

We think this is going to be one sweet, sweet apocalypse. Especially for one London school-girl…
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‘He’s the director. He’s the writer. I’m only the actor, so what do I know?’

Chloë Sevigny



I was under a tree in my garden with the guy of my dreams and there was a Hollywood director on the phone. For me.

‘Hello?’ I squeaked.

‘So?’ There was a long and worrying pause. Mr Havelski was waiting for an answer. But what exactly was the question? ‘So?’ Another scary pause.

My mum – she was there too and there was literally no way to ignore her because she was doing some sort of weird panicky dance in front of me – mouthed, ‘What? What?’ Our genetic link was at its most obvious.

‘So . . . Is that my Straker I’m speaking to?’

‘It’s Elektra,’ I squeaked, starting to stress that he’d got the wrong number.

‘And . . . is Elektra my Straker?’

‘I . . . I don’t know . . .’ This suspense was killing me. I was better with statements from adults than questions. Ask any of my teachers. Was Havelski offering me the part? Was he just really confused? Was this an elaborate form of psychological torture? Maybe this was the final and defining test of my suitability for the role – what would Straker do?

‘I mean . . . I . . . I think so . . .’ I stuttered. I’m pretty sure that this is not what Straker, world-saving action heroine, would have done.

‘You think so?’ Mr Havelski sounded confused.

My inner seven-year-old wanted to hand the phone to my mum. ‘No. I mean . . . yes. I mean, if you mean . . .’ If this went on any longer he was going to call one of the other girls on the shortlist and ask if she was his Straker. I pulled myself together. ‘I’d love to be your Straker if you’ll have me.’

‘I would like that very much.’ I could tell Mr Havelski was smiling all the way from LA. ‘I’ll see you soon.’ He hung up before I could say goodbye; he was a very busy man.

I let the phone slip out of my very sweaty hand and threw myself into Archie’s arms. He laughed and picked me up and spun me around. This had been my very favourite fantasy through months of near tragic crushing.

‘Elektra, help!’

‘How did you end up in the bush?’ I asked my mum, as Archie and I each gave her a hand and hauled her upright. This hadn’t featured in my fantasy. Obviously.

‘I was sort of . . . dancing and the path must be uneven.’ She glared at the innocent little paving stones and untangled a hydrangea leaf from her hair.

‘Sure,’ I said. ‘Are you happy?’ It’s fair to say that my mum had been conflicted about the idea of me taking a big film role.

‘Of course I am. I’m beyond excited for you!’

A vision of Kris Jenner style momaging flashed before my eyes. ‘Is Dad home?’

‘He went to get another newspaper because Digby vomited on the sports section. He should be back any minute. Let’s go inside and have celebratory tea and wait for him.’

‘I should go,’ said Archie, but he was still holding on to my hand.

I didn’t want him to leave for obvious reasons but the thought of him sitting around the kitchen table with my mum and dad was too weird. Especially because Mum was now trying to persuade him to stay like he was her very favourite person in the world. I think he was scared she was going to hug him. As a) he’d never met her before, b) all he’d seen her do was ‘dance’ and fall in a bush and c) it was less than twenty-four hours since he’d got with me for the first time, this was possibly too much, too soon.

‘No really, Mrs James, I should get home. I’ll text you, Elektra. Er . . . bye then.’

And we both just sort of stood there. Neither of us knew how to say goodbye. Mum was standing in between us, smiling amiably. Hopeless. There was a very real threat of awkward waves.

‘Why don’t you show Archie out, Elektra?’ said Mum finally.

That took quite a long time in the end. There are some things that shouldn’t be hurried.

‘I’m just very proud of you,’ said Dad later.

‘Mum told you? I wanted to tell you!’ I’d been dispatched to buy cake but she might have waited ten minutes for me to get home.

‘Sorry, I couldn’t keep it in.’ Mum cut me a huge slice of the lemon cake by way of apology. ‘And I told Digby.’

I was good with that. Digby might be an elderly Dalmatian but he was very much part of the family and it was right and proper that he should be one of the first to know. He came over and licked my hand. It might have been the crumbs but I was taking it as congratulations. ‘Have you seen my phone? I need to call Eulalie.’ Eulalie was my fabulous Coco Chanel/Dolly Parton mash-up of a step-grandmother.

‘In the drawer, you left it in the garden. But, er . . .’ Mum looked shamefaced. ‘I told Eulalie too. I know I shouldn’t have, but you were taking ages and I was all excited and I just had to tell someone.’

Someone? It sounded like she’d told everyone. ‘Was she pleased?’

Mum laughed. ‘She said lots of things in very fast French that I didn’t understand but yes, she was definitely pleased.’

MOSS! If I didn’t text my best friend straight away there was a risk that Mum would do it for me. MOSSSSSS!!

What’s up? Did Archie come over? [image: image]

Yes and SOMETHING JUST HAPPENED

With Archie? WHAT WHAT? I’m panicking here. Something good or something bad?

Something good. Very good. Like, THE DREAM

You had The Conversation?! You’re exclusive with Archie? In LESS THAN 24 HOURS. [image: image] I am literally in awe. You guys are PERFECT together.

Are you mad?

Own it, Elektra. You’re irresistible

That is true but we did not have The Conversation. Obviously.

I am so confused

It’s nothing to do with Archie I considered getting into an in-depth analysis of what was wrong with the assumption that my every communication was about Archie – but only very briefly.

Then WHAT? JUST TELL ME

Havelski phoned me . . .

Oh. My. God. Yo

‘Yo?’ That was not the response I’d been hoping for. There was a long pause.

Sorry, I fell off my chair when I was typing. *You* are going to be a FILM STAR ★ ★ ★ ★

Hahahahaha

Dad stood right in front of me and waved until he got my attention. ‘Talk to me, I want to know every last detail.’ He sounded like Mum. ‘What did Mr Havelski say? What did you say?’

‘Mum’s probably already told you everything. Although I bet she didn’t tell you she fell in a bush.’

He didn’t look surprised. ‘But I want you to tell me.’

‘I didn’t tell him about . . . Archie,’ said Mum. The pause was fake, she knew his name well enough. She probably also knew his date of birth and predicted GCSE grades. ‘Don’t miss out those bits.’

‘Who’s Archie?’

‘He’s the boy from the party last night,’ Mum mouthed at Dad over my head.

Great. Not only had my mad mum stayed up to interrogate me on what had in fact been a very good night (thank you, Stephanie, random party-throwing girl who I barely knew) but she’d immediately briefed my dad. This was how things worked in my family. It was quite trying being an only child.

‘I am right here,’ I said.

‘But what’s he got to do with Mr Havelski?’ asked Dad, looking confused.

‘Absolutely nothing,’ I replied firmly and rerouted the conversation back to business. And after an hour of me recounting (re-enacting) the two-minute phone call (and nothing else) I’d exhausted them both so much that I was left in peace to get down to the serious business of checking whether Archie had messaged me since he left.

‘Elektra, is there any chance you could get off the phone for two minutes. I appreciate that you are now a very important person but I have asked you to get the door twice already.’ Ah, Mum was beginning to sound more like herself.

I couldn’t even see the person behind the petals when I opened the door.

‘Miss Elektra Ophelia James?’ he said, in a tone that suggested he’d never had to deliver to somebody with a stupid name before.

I was living the dream. I nodded.

‘Sign here.’

The delivery man thrust a little machine at me and I did a sort of squiggle that didn’t look like it could be anyone’s name, but he shoved the flowers at me anyway. I would need to work on my autograph now I was going to be a film star. I staggered giddily back into the kitchen. I’d never known that flowers could be this heavy.

‘Oh, my!’ sighed Mum happily. ‘Who sent me flowers? Today is just getting better and better.’

Maybe I should have been worried that she didn’t even look at Dad, just made a frankly undignified lunge for my flowers. ‘Noooo, you don’t. They’re for me.’ I pulled them back.

‘Who’s sending you flowers? Are they from your director? Is this what life is going to be like now? Film offers and flowers every five minutes?’ Dad sounded a bit troubled.

‘No,’ I said, reading the note pinned to the cellophane. ‘They’re not from Mr Havelski.’ That would have been amazing, but this was even better.

‘Your boyfriend sent you those! That was quick,’ said Mum.

‘He’s not my boyfriend,’ I said, adding a silent, hopeful ‘yet’ in my head.

‘He was certainly behaving like he was your boyfriend in the garden.’ I cringed. ‘And he must be keen,’ she went on. ‘Look at these roses. I’m jealous.’ Now she did look at Dad (accusingly).

‘They’re not from Archie. Obviously,’ I said.

‘Then who sent them?’ Mum looked at me suspiciously as if I might have a clutch of undisclosed millionaire boyfriends.

‘Eulalie. How could you not guess that? Over-the-top? Super expensive? Pink? Beautiful? Got here quicker than the speed of sound?’ I buried my nose in them; they smelled good. Once I stopped sneezing I read the note again and again.


Cherie, I am so very, very proud of you. Many people will give you flowers in all the exciting years to come but I wanted to be the first. I love you. xxxx



It made me want to cry. But in a good way.

To Do This Summer

I wrote this list last night in a fit of post-being-cast-in-a-Hollywood-blockbuster-excitement. I had to annotate it quite extensively this morning.


1.   Share an ice cream with Archie. I just put that one on so I had something to cross out.

2.   Get cast in a film. Also make a film. I’m on fire.

3.   Get a tan. Or at least a combination of sunburn and freckles that looks kind of like a tan.

4.   Avoid family holiday in Scotland. Achievable. Go on a girls’ holiday with Moss, preferably at a time when Archie is also on holiday. (Possibly to a destination quite close to his??) Would have to get rid of both mums for this to happen . . . Definitely not achievable.

5.   Go to A Pool Party. First I need to meet the kind of person who just happens to have an actual pool in their house/garden and make friends with them, which will probably involve convincing them that a) I am a perfectly seasoned pool party guest and b) not someone who just wants to use and abuse their prime real estate.

6.   Learn Italian. A noble intention but deeply unrealistic.

7.   Lie in a meadow with Archie picking wild flowers and having deep conversations about our relationship. Must Google ‘deserted wild meadows on the Circle line’ asap. Also the deep conversations do sort of assume the relationship is a thing. Also our ‘relationship’ might go better if we avoid deep conversations?? Also it is less than forty-eight hours since we first got with each other – I might slightly be losing my mind.

8.   Write a poem. ??????????????????

9.   Roll down a grassy hill. I’m so up for this. This is my kind of life goal.



It was going to be a spectacular summer.


From: Stella at the Haden Agency

Date: 29 June 11:25

To: Elektra James; Julia James

Cc: Charlotte at the Haden Agency

Subject: GREAT NEWS!

Attachments: Performance Licence Application Form.doc; Chaperone Security & Clearance Forms.doc

Dear Both,

Charlie and I wanted to be among the first to say CONGRATULATIONS!! You’ll be a perfect Straker, Elektra. We’re very proud of you – and it’s lovely having a Haden Agency actor landing such a big role, we’ve been doing little happy jigs in the office all morning!

I’m sure that even though it’s Monday morning you’re all still busy celebrating (or is Elektra at school?!) but can I just flag up some important housekeeping that we need to get sorted out as soon as possible. This is all going to happen really fast now.

I’ve made a list with everything that needs to be dealt with.

1. Elektra needs a performance licence. I’m attaching the application form and you need to get this submitted to your local authority asap.

2. The licence application needs an up-to-date medical certificate too, so if Elektra could be seen by her doctor asap that would be perfect!

3. We also need a letter from Elektra’s headmistress authorizing her to be absent from school for the production dates. As you know, everyone is confident that everything is running ahead of schedule and that Elektra’s scenes will be completed during the summer holidays, but they have added on a fortnight just to be on the safe side. I’m sure that her school will share her excitement and be happy to help!

4. The production locations are now listed as London and (unconfirmed) Hungary so can you also let me have two passport photos and a copy of the ‘magic page’ of her passport.

5. Julia, if you are still keen to act as Elektra’s chaperone then I’m afraid there are a lot of forms to fill in for you too (attached). I appreciate that this seems a little crazy but Panda Productions insists on every minor having an allocated, licenced chaperone.

6. Mr Havelski wants another meeting with Elektra and Carlo Winn (Jan) as soon as possible. His assistant is suggesting Wednesday 1 July at 5 p.m. at Claridge’s Hotel where he will be staying (Charlie and I are very jealous). It’s short notice but Mr Havelski is a very busy man. It’s important, Julia, that you (and/or Elektra’s father) also attend as this is a good opportunity to raise any questions you might have with Mr Havelski and his team.

I will be getting draft contracts out to you within the next few days and don’t hesitate to call me to talk them through. I know that this probably seems rather daunting but do all try to enjoy it every step of the way!

With renewed felicitations to all!

Stella x
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‘Why can’t you understand that there’s no such thing as privacy? That’s just dumb.’

Lisa Kudrow



‘You still haven’t finished telling me what happened,’ said Moss accusingly, as we walked to assembly. ‘You were halfway through the whole celebrating-with-Archie-in-the-garden moment and you just went completely dead on me.’

‘Sorry, I had a major emergency.’

‘Really? What does a soon-to-be-movie-star count as a major emergency? Did your nail polish chip? Did your adoring fans give you the wrong colour of roses?’

‘Don’t mock me. I had a genuinely traumatic experience. I dropped my phone in the bath mid-text to you.’

‘Did . . . did it make it?’ This was real concern; Moss knew how deep my phone dependency was.

‘Only just,’ I pulled it out of my pocket and gave it a little stroke. ‘I got it into a massive bowl of rice. I’ve never run so fast in my life.’

‘You’ve never run, full stop.’

‘It was full-on like something out of Grey’s Anatomy. I sat by its bedside for hours watching for signs of life. It only pulled through this morning.’

‘Well now you have to tell me every single detail. Wait—’ Moss tugged at me – ‘who have they cast as your lurve interest?’

‘Carlo Winn.’

‘The American one?’

On the unlikely chance that I’d get this part I’d briefed Moss on the shortlist. ‘The British one that lived in New York, yes.’

‘Was he the one you fancied at the final audition?’

‘No!’ (A little bit, yes.)

‘Should Archie be worried?’

‘Moss, no!’

‘Good, I really like Archie.’

‘Not as much as I like Archie.’ I gave a little swoony sigh and Moss laughed. I had to get that under control. ‘I’m not going anywhere near Carlo. He terrifies me.’

‘Interesting. Let’s stalk him.’ She grabbed my phone.

‘We’re not friends,’ I said, trying unsuccessfully to wrestle it off her.

Talking of not friends, Flissy and Talia stalked past flicking their blow-dries and giving it the full Regina George.

‘You will be,’ said Moss. ‘I’ve just sent Carlo a friend request.’

I loved Moss but she did struggle with boundaries. ‘You’re a nightmare. He’ll think I’m into him.’

‘Why? It’s just a friend request and you’re going to be co-stars.’ She found that quite funny.

‘Carlo’s that kind of guy. He thinks everyone is into him.’

‘Then the friend request won’t make any difference . . . Anyway, he’s accepted already. You are his 1,735th friend, congrats.’ She stood stock-still in the school corridor, oblivious to girls shoving past left and right, and scrolled. ‘But I’m not sure I can be friends with you any more.’ She zoomed in on a photo of Carlo in swimming trunks, caught the second after he’d jumped off some boat.

‘That looks all right to me,’ I said, dragging her along the corridor.

‘It’s like an advert for some stupidly expensive holiday or preppy lifestyle swimming brand. You—’ insulting pause – ‘you are getting paid to get with him.’

‘Not exactly,’ I said. The bell went. We were going to be late for assembly.

‘Does the script contain kissing scenes?’

‘I think so.’

‘Is there or is there not a beautiful romance between Straker and Jan?’ Moss’s mum’s long-running campaign to turn Moss into a lawyer was paying off.

‘Well . . . yes, there is. A romance so meaningful that dark turns to light and the world is saved. Probably. Or maybe everyone dies, but I think that’s less likely.’

‘I rest my case,’ said Moss, as we were shooed into the hall. ‘You’re getting paid to kiss this almost-man-god and the only money I’m going to make in the next six months is going to come from babysitting. There is no justice in the world.’

‘Good morning, girls!’ exclaimed our head teacher, Mrs Haroun, from the stage. ‘It’s lovely to see you all here looking so fresh-faced and bright-eyed after the weekend.’ Talia and Flissy slid down a little bit in their chairs. ‘First things first, uniform.’ There was a collective groan. ‘One day of mild weather is no excuse for turning up at school practically wearing beachwear. Dignity, girls, dignity. And I’d just like to say to any of you who may be considering signing the anti-uniform petition that is currently circulating the corridors – yes, I know about it – that, whilst Berkeley Academy is a very democratic seat of learning, the petition WILL FAIL.’ There was a murmur of misery. ‘Anyway, you are in for a treat from the maths department this morning who will be giving you an account of their trip to the Xtreme Calculus Convention in Birmingham – in part, I hear, through the medium of an original song.’ Mr Glenson brandished a ukulele ominously from the sidelines. ‘But first we have some announcements. Feminism Society will be meeting in room A12 at four fifteen on Tuesday to discuss: Should we hate men? Boys from St John’s are invited to attend.’ There was a brave attempt at applause that Mrs Haroun quelled with one look. ‘I would also like to clarify that after last year’s fiasco at the fiesta we will not be offering the Spanish exchange this year. Which reminds me,’ she went on, ‘let’s all give a warm Berkeley Academy “welcome back” to Señora Perez who has returned from her . . . leave of absence, just in time for the end-of-term fun.’ We all turned to stare at Señora Perez who was shuddering in the corner (probably PTSD).

Mrs Haroun looked over to where our year group usually sat. ‘Elektra James?’ I sank down in my chair. ‘Where’s Elektra James?’ I was practically on the floor, but any number of ‘helpful’ girls pointed me out. Very, very slowly I got to my feet. ‘Ah, there you are – could you join me onstage?’ This was a first. I didn’t think I’d done anything wrong but I wasn’t entirely confident that I’d done anything right either. I climbed the steps to the stage, painfully aware of eight hundred and sixty pairs of eyes. There were good audiences and then there was school.

‘Last night I received a very interesting email from Elektra’s mother.’ I had a bad feeling. ‘Mrs James tells me that . . .’ Mrs Haroun paused for dramatic effect – ‘Elektra has been offered the title role in a movie and will be filming over the summer holidays!’ Flissy and Talia sat upright in perfect unison. I was starting to enjoy this. ‘A movie called . . .’ Mrs Haroun squinted at the paper in her hand. ‘STREAKER.’ Scrap that. I was definitely not enjoying this. ‘STREAKER,’ she read, ‘is a fast-paced run through a world that is post-apocalyptic and dystopian.’ Flissy snorted. Mrs Haroun went on, ‘STREAKER lays bare the bad and the good of the human condition.’ Quite a few people snorted. Where was dignity now? ‘I’m sure you’ll all join me in congratulating Elektra – we look forward to seeing you in all your glory on the big screen in STREAKER!’

How could a woman who had worked with teenagers for so long be so utterly, utterly oblivious?

‘Come on, girls, sit down and steady down,’ said Mrs Lawal when we piled into the physics classroom. ‘I know you’re all very excited and happy for Elektra . . .’ Excited and happy wasn’t the vibe Flissy and Talia were giving off. ‘But in just two days’ time, you’ll be turning over your papers for the end-of-term exam. And – if you can come back down to earth and concentrate – I know you’re all going to do brilliantly.’

It really wasn’t going to matter which planet I was on. I was not going to do brilliantly.

‘Think of the test as a chance to show off everything you’ve learned this year,’ Mrs Lawal went on. ‘You’ll enjoy it.’ Judging from the swell of groans, I wasn’t the only one struggling with the concept of ‘enjoying’ a two-hour physics paper on the origins of the universe. ‘I’ve set this session aside for quiet revision. If any of you experience a sudden blankness on the difference between the Oscillating Theory and the Steady State Theory then come and find me in the staffroom, otherwise I’ll be back five minutes before the bell.’ She was already halfway out of the door.

‘Brilliant,’ said Maia. ‘The only lesson of the year when I’m extremely motivated and she decides to leave us to our own resources. She’s probably off to FaceTime her new boyfriend.’

‘Lawal has a boyfriend?’ asked, well, all of us.

‘She does, and he’s younger than her and hot. My mum saw them together outside Tesco. We’ve basically been out-pulled by our physics teacher. And why didn’t you tell me about Streaker, Elektra?’

‘Straker,’ I corrected for the umpteenth time that morning. ‘It’s only just happened,’ I said, which was true but not the whole reason. I wasn’t as close to Maia as I used to be, after she blew my reservations about Moss and Torr (Moss’s sort-of boyfriend) massively out of proportion and nearly ruined our whole friendship.

‘Such a pity you’re not playing another talking squirrel,’ said Flissy. ‘ “Ooooh it’s just so utterly nutterly!” ’

My Squirrelina had sounded nothing like Flissy’s Squirrelina but she got laughs (even Moss was struggling not to smile). This had been happening quite a lot since they’d released the Utterly Nutterly Nuts advert. I’m not sure the advert had shifted many nuts but it had definitely got a lot of air-time at Berkeley Academy.

‘Can you just stop talking,’ wailed Molly. ‘Or at least stop shouting. Nobody cares about Skillerina.’

‘Squirrelina,’ I corrected her, very quietly.

‘Yeah, but she’s not just playing another squirrel this time, is she, Flissy?’ said Moss, who was probably enjoying the attention more than I was.

Flissy shrugged. ‘Or maybe it’s just another part that she’s boasting about that won’t happen.’ I flinched. One time I’d done that, one time, and I was never going to be allowed to forget it.

‘What even is the Oscillating Theory?’ said Jenny, her face scrumpled with worry, and everyone was dragged back to the misery at hand.

‘Who cares?’ said Flissy. ‘Year Ten exams don’t count.’

‘They’re the last ever exams that don’t matter,’ said Moss darkly. The room got a lot quieter. I’d say that a chill fell over us, but the radiator was stuck on high (the radiator was always stuck on high – except for the months between November and February). Right, I’d spend five minutes checking Facebook and Insta and then I’d be filled with the sort of calm resolve that would bring mastery of the origin of the universe easily within my reach. Maybe.

Carlo had messaged me. My life really had changed a lot in the last forty-eight hours.

Psyched for the meeting with Havelski?

Bit nervous, I replied, which was a lie. I was very nervous.

Why? he sent back straight away. Decision’s made. We’ve done the hard part

I’m no expert but I’ve got a feeling the ‘hard part’ might be making the movie, not getting cast

Bet you wouldn’t have said that before you got cast

He was right about that. The biggest hurdle was always the one coming up (which was the only reason I was currently more worried about my physics test than maths).

They could still change their mind. Nothing’s signed, I replied. And that was a really good reason to apply myself to the Big Bang Theory. I opened my book. More matter means more gravity which could slow down expansion causing the so-called ‘big crunch’. A Crunchie right now would be a beautiful thing. I was hungry. I couldn’t concentrate so I checked my phone again.

My agent says we’ll get contracts any day. Anyway, Havelski’s too busy to change his mind

So do you know what this meeting’s for?

Nope, but did you see where it’s happening? What are the chances we’ll run into Kate Moss?

Slim, I’d have thought, but I was really excited about going to Claridge’s too so I didn’t mock him.

The food will be awesome, Carlo added.

It’s not like he’s invited us to have tea and scones with him

Trust me, there’ll be food. There’s always food at these things and usually no one’s eating it. I need your phone number, Elektra James . . .

‘Aaaw, sweet, Elektra’s texting her new boyfriend,’ said Flissy.

I didn’t say anything, just slid the phone back into my bag.

‘Have you seen Archie since Stephanie’s party?’ asked Talia, coming over and perching on the edge of my desk.

I didn’t want to answer her but clearly she wasn’t going to move until I did. A voice in my head was going: ‘Tell her EVERYTHING’, but a louder (and saner) voice was saying: ‘Are you mad? You don’t like her. She really doesn’t like you. Do NOT trust her. Also it is too early to tell anyone ANYTHING.’ Finally I had common ground with Talia. We’d both got with Archie Mortimer. ‘I saw him yesterday.’

‘Seriously?’ She couldn’t have sounded more surprised if I’d said I’d met up with Chuck Bass. ‘Did you ask him to meet up?’

‘We’re friends from acting,’ I said, not quite answering the question.

‘Close friends,’ sniggered Flissy. ‘You looked like very close friends on Saturday from where I was standing.’ Flissy had been at the party too.

‘So how was that for you, Elektra?’

Was Talia actually asking me what it was like to get with Archie? This was very uncomfortable. ‘Er . . . cool,’ I said, which wasn’t a very cool answer and certainly didn’t do justice to the occasion, but I wasn’t about to give her a moment-by-moment account.

‘I don’t think Elektra’s got anything to compare it with,’ said Flissy, which was fair (if you don’t count a very creepy lunge-kiss in the traumatic final Straker callback) but annoying.

Mrs Lawal swept back into the room and saved me. She looked very pleased with herself. ‘So, girls! I hope that was a productive revision session. We have—’ she looked at her watch – ‘precisely seven minutes left, so let’s put it to the test with a quick test. See what I did there?’

It was going to be a long seven minutes.
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‘You rarely hear a man described as difficult, which a woman is if she has an opinion that is not popular.’

Kate Beckinsale



I messed up before I even made it into the ridiculously glamorous gilded foyer. I’m pretty sure I’m the only person ever to have visited Claridge’s in a purple school uniform, and I’m absolutely certain that I’m the only person in purple school uniform to have got stuck in the revolving door. I had to be rescued by a doorman in a top hat, who was nice enough not to say anything to me and not even to raise his extremely bushy eyebrows at the very non-five-star-hotel state of me.

‘Are you nervous, Elektra?’ Mum asked in a too-loud whisper. ‘Do you need to nip to the loo before the meeting?’

I despaired. I tried to catch my dad’s eye but he was too busy gazing up at some architectural detail on the ceiling that only he could see. (To be fair, he is an architect.)

‘I’m fine,’ I said in a tone intended to close down both lines of enquiry. Although now, of course, I did want to go to the loo. My shoes were making too much noise on the polished black-and-white marble floor.

‘Well, you shouldn’t be nervous. You’re entitled to be here,’ said Mum.

This reassurance told me two things: she was also nervous and neither of us really believed that I was entitled to be here. Not at Claridge’s and definitely not at a meeting with Mr Havelski.

I wouldn’t feel entitled until I signed a contract.

No, I wouldn’t feel entitled until I started filming.

Noooo. I wouldn’t feel entitled until I’d finished filming. I’d read enough The Bizz posts to know that there were some brutal firings in this world.

Oh God. What if this meeting was because Mr Havelski wasn’t sure about casting me at all? Now I definitely needed to go to the loo. My phone barked with a text. A miniature pug shot me a withering glance from a passing socialite’s handbag. It wasn’t a very Claridge’s-y ring tone, so I switched it to silent.

Say bonjour to Michael for me. It was Eulalie.

Who’s Michael?

The doorman. The large one with the bushy eyebrows. Were you not meeting him?

Sort of, but not to chat

But you must always chat to doormen! They are knowing everything

It wasn’t the moment. Pretty sure I made an impression though

Of course you did. You are perfectly wonderful

No, it was how I looked that made the impression

Bien sûr, you are perfectly beautiful

Eulalie was loyal to the point of myopia but I was about to disappoint her.

I came straight from school

NON! Please do not be telling me that you are in Claridge’s in that terrible uniform?! Like a prune. What is your mother thinking?

Yes I am ☹ And I never know what my mother is thinking. Never.

Is it being too late to rescue the situation? Le shopping?

It’s way too late for le shopping. My fate is sealed. My humiliation is complete

‘May I help you?’ asked the man behind the desk.

‘We have a meeting here with Mr Sergei Havelski,’ said my mother. I couldn’t speak because I’d just noticed that the lift opposite the desk came complete with a lift man, floor-to-ceiling gilded mirrors and a sofa. A real sofa in case you got so exhausted from standing in your fabulous heels between the ground and second floors that you needed to sit down.

‘Ah, yes, Mr Havelski is receiving his guests in the French Salon,’ said the desk man and, like magic, someone appeared to take his place so he could escort us to the room. We followed him nervously, just a little bit distracted by the fact that he was wearing what I think is called a tailcoat. He opened a door decorated with winged cherubs and showed us into a room that was all panelling and marble fireplaces, with a large chandelier hanging above a table. It smelled warm and expensive like salted caramel truffles. Eulalie would have been very much at home. Me? Less so.

There was a different cast this time: me, Carlo, my parents, his mum, Mr Havelski and his assistants Selim and Rhona, and a man in a black suit whose name I didn’t catch but who was Production something or other. The relief that there were no other possible ‘Strakers’ in the room was enough to make me feel slightly faint.

‘So you must all call me Sergei,’ Mr Havelski said in his meerkat accent. I still wanted to call him ‘Sir’. Actually, I was still a bit scared to call him anything. Really I wanted to say as little as possible to him, to delay the inevitable moment when he realized that he’d made a terrible mistake in casting me. A sort of director-y buyer’s remorse. ‘We’re going to make a wonderful film together.’ Mr Havelski – Sergei – was pacing around in front of us like a small stressy bear. He was doing a lot of smiling. The last time we’d met he’d been in full ‘scary dictator’ character and now he was trying to pull off ‘everyone’s favourite uncle’ and I wasn’t entirely convinced by the metamorphosis. ‘First, we have the presentation and then we’ll talk over tea.’ Carlo, who was sitting next to me, nudged me at the mention of tea. ‘We’ll have a big tea and we’ll talk. Selim, lights, screen; Rhona, doors.’
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I’m not going to lie, I was almost hysterically excited. The rest of the slides were a bit quieter. Some of them were a bit weird.



[image: image]






[image: image]






[image: image]






[image: image]




51% of girl teens asked prefer a female lead with relatable looks. I was grateful to them.

The presentation ended; nobody knew whether to clap or not but then the doors opened and two waiters wheeled in silver trolleys bearing what I can only describe as a feast: perfectly straight sandwiches upstanding in a feat of engineering, scones plain and fruit cocooned in snowy napkins to keep them warm, miniature cakes with twirls of chocolate, swirls of cream and icing so glossy I could see my own reflection. I was loving this.
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