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  1 January 2016, 9.02 a.m.

  NY RESOLUTIONS

  Delete Tim’s number

  Get job IN LONDON

  Make money

  Exercise 5 times a week

  Have sex at least once a month

  Find my G spot

  Make more fun friends

  Take a course in design

  Give up carbs and sugar mon-fri

  Rebrand personal style – less high st

  Move out of home TO LONDON


  CHAPTER 1

  Whenever the first of January came round, I had a habit of imagining myself a year on, as someone who had enigmatically outgrown the person I was in that moment. But year after year, it was like déjà vu – and it was starting to get old.

  I had always thought of my life in Topsham as a sort of drawn-out prelude to the life I planned on eventually living. I’d expected that once I’d done all the things you’re supposed to do – like finish school and university – I’d float naturally into a job for some London-based fashion designer, who would be blown away by a talent that even I’d been uncertain I possessed. I’d live in a flat with palm-printed wallpaper and a free-standing bath, wear embroidered kimonos and get a blue tick by my name on Instagram. I hadn’t accounted for being sucked back into the arse-end-of-nowhere to pull pints and wait for a call from the recruiters who had sounded so eager when I was fresh out of the graduate oven back in June. And I certainly hadn’t accounted for spending New Year’s Day on yet another bathroom floor I didn’t recognise, in England’s tiniest town.

  ‘You’re not still looking for it, are you?’ Billie called out from the other side of the door.

  I cradled the toilet basin. ‘Looking for what?’ I said, moving my mouth as little as possible in case it put pressure on my stomach, which was at that very moment threatening to expel the contents of the night before.

  The door opened a crack and Billie looked down at me, her blood-red, boy-short hair standing up in all directions. ‘Your G spot? Last night you were worried you didn’t have one.’

  It was then that I winced – not because of what she’d said, but because it reminded me that I’d sent an unsolicited selfie, at three in the morning, to Tim, the on-off fling who hadn’t been ready for anything serious throughout the three years we were at university, whom I hadn’t seen since graduating and whom I had been known – after a few drinks – to refer to as ‘my first love’.

  Please.

  ‘Shit,’ I muttered.

  ‘Still missing then?’ she said.

  I wriggled my hand around the floor for my iPhone and braved a peek at the damage: an aerial shot of myself on the loo, captioned, ‘Miss me?’, as if murky urine framed by average thighs was a truly irresistible thing. Seeing it in the cold light of day, I had a vision of myself shrinking in size and morphing into the screaming face emoji.

  I held the phone up to show Billie and moaned. ‘This is a disaster!’

  I never sent messages like that to Tim, or anyone I was seeing, in the daytime. I was very much Cool Girl in the daytime. That was my safe spot, even if it got me nowhere closer to the discovery of my G spot. That was what he’d always liked about me. No pressure, no strings. Nothing in it for me, basically.

  Billie looked at the photo, shrugged, and said, ‘At least your piss looks good,’ because she knew it would make me laugh. She always knew how to make me laugh.

  Billie and I met at school. She was in the year above me, where she had earned herself the uncreative nickname ‘Dyke’, owing to the fact that she was the only girl in her year who wasn’t a walking blow job charity, and, to be fair, looked a lot like Ant or Dec. We came across each other on a tree-lined hill near school that was called ‘the smoker’s slope’, and its function was self-explanatory. One day, when it was just the two of us, she said to me, ‘Can I tell you something, as a friend? I don’t think you know how to inhale a fag properly.’ I looked at her, amazed that she’d taken notice of some girl in the year below. And it was true. I just took little bird-like sucks on the end of my Lucky Strikes, which was why my cigarettes took longer than everyone else’s to burn down, though sometimes I’d blow into them to speed up the process. So Billie kindly taught me how it was done and we’d been best friends ever since. I’d been addicted to cigarettes ever since, too.

  ‘Where are we?’ I asked, unsticking my tongue from the roof of my mouth several times in a row.

  She shook her head and gave me a look that said, ‘You don’t want to know.’ Billie was my only fun friend and I was hers, so the people we ended up mingling with on nights out were usually unpalatable before the sixth tequila or when you were on their bathroom floor the next day, dying of alcohol poisoning.

‘Can we Irish?’ I asked hopefully, not in the mood to be polite to anyone.

  Billie held her finger to her lips, reaching out with her other hand to haul me up off the ground. I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror, looking like the grim reaper in a blonde wig – or, rather, an orange-tinged wig, thanks to the home-dye job. As I followed her out, I realized – or remembered – that we were on a boat. I had a fleeting vision of looking out the small window to find that we were halfway to France, but thankfully, or maybe disappointingly, we had not drifted from the sleepy quayside of the town that I’d spent my whole life waiting to leave.

  Billie handed me my raincoat as she threw on the bomber jacket that I’d customized with patches and sequins for her when we were sixteen (I’d hardly seen her wear anything else since) and we made a beeline for the exit.

  ‘Can I come back to yours?’ I asked as we tumbled out onto the path and started walking.

  ‘I love you, but I need a few more hours’ kip before my shift,’ she said. ‘And you’ll want to talk my ear off.’

  I got it. She needed her space. Something that I found I had way too much of. Too much space was bad. Too much space led to boredom, and if you let boredom happen, it often mutated into something much gloomier.

  ‘Can I come for a drink later, while you’re working?’ I asked.

‘I’ll kill you if you don’t.’

  With that we parted ways, and my mind began spinning with a faux-methodical reverie detailing exactly what I’d do from that moment on: walk briskly home, prepare a cheese and mayonnaise sandwich, boil the kettle, eat the sandwich while listening to some podcast that would likely instruct me how to be a better human, make coffee, run a bath, soak in said bath while drinking coffee, get into pyjamas, get into bed and take out my long-suffering sketchbook to draw for the rest of the day. I hoped that the familiarity of drawing would be comforting. More than that, I hoped that I’d feel resourceful by feeding the burgeoning fantasy of becoming a fashion designer, which was still loitering in the back of my mind, like something on a hypothetical to-do list.

  When I reached the end of my road, I put the whole plan on pause and sat down on someone’s doorstep to light a cigarette. My mother would probably be up and she didn’t know that I was a smoker. You’d think as a fully-fledged adult, I’d be able to admit to it, take the disapproving headshake on the chin and move on with life. But, not so.

  I took out my phone and opened the Notes application to do what you were meant to do at the start of the year, but what I probably should have done six months earlier.
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  ‘That’s not how you chop onions,’ said my mother. She took the knife away from me and started slicing them horizontally.

  I sank down into one of the mint-green kitchen chairs and opened Instagram on my iPhone, resigned to the fact that I couldn’t even chop an onion, let alone get a job, move to London or tick off anything else on the list of New Year’s resolutions I’d only just made. I scrolled through the anecdotal squares as the smell of those onions filled the small kitchen, prickling my eyes. There was something so mindlessly captivating about the holidays of people I’d never met, the poached eggs drizzled with green sauce I’d never tasted, the £5 vouchers for a clothing brand I’d never heard of, the fitness videos and makeup tutorials that I always meant to emulate. I stopped on some supermodel I followed who had taken a mirror selfie in a fancy-looking room. She was wearing sunglasses and dangling a pair of high heels from her fingers. The shot was simply captioned, ‘@KurtGeiger[image: ]’, tempting all of her impressionable followers onto the shoe brand’s Instagram page. I clicked right through. Kurt Geiger’s profile bio was a one-liner, promising anyone who clicked on the link to their shopping page a chance to feature on their Instagram. Again, through I went.

  ‘What can you possibly still be looking at on that virulent device?’ my mother’s voice came cascading over my shoulder.

  ‘I like these shoes,’ I said, showing her a pair of metallic silver heels.

  She glanced briefly then let out a small laugh that I would describe as a chortle. ‘When would you wear those? You never go anywhere but the pub!’

  ‘Where else am I supposed to go around here?’ I muttered.

  The doorbell rang before she could answer, though I’m not sure she had an answer to that question. Her friend Philip had arrived for dinner, like Friday-night clockwork. He was virtually her only friend and she was in love with him, although he was almost certainly gay. They were both lecturers at the University of Exeter, the reason I had been uprooted from an exciting South London life, at the age of four, and dumped into seaside monotony. My mother had taken the job when my father – ‘a Dutch immigrant’ as the locals now referred to him – left her for a buxom blonde. I’d always imagined she looked like Ursula Andress, but now I think about it, that is highly unlikely. It wasn’t something my mother and I spoke about.

  My mother and Philip were both reading some book about Russia’s cultural elite, which sounded so depressing that I could have slit my wrists just listening to them unpack it over spaghetti bolognaise. The conversation then mutated into Brexit chat, as it always did, which seemed pointless given that we were all set on voting Remain, so what was there to really talk about?

  And then Philip asked me the question that I so dreaded to hear, especially around my mother: ‘So, Scarl, what are you doing with your life?’

  I would’ve taken the Russian elite or Brexit over that conversation topic.

  ‘I’m trying to find a job, but the recruiter says there’s nothing at the moment,’ I said, opening my mouth to allow a greedily large forkful of spaghetti to enter.

  ‘The recruiter’s been saying that for six months now,’ said my mother, without looking at me, which was her way of saying, ‘She’s a lazy cow.’

  ‘Can’t be easy the way things are at the moment,’ said Philip, no doubt hoping to open another riveting conversation about the state of our country.

  ‘Yes, but we can’t always rely on other people, like recruiters, to do everything for us, can we?’ said my mother.

  She liked to make comments like that when other people were around, so that I was forced to curb my natural reaction. Instead of welling up with tears of frustration and storming out of the room, as I might have done in her company alone, I just muttered, ‘When you live in Topsham you can.’

  I couldn’t bring myself to tell her that I’d sent off nearly a hundred job applications – to fashion houses, retailers, textile studios; to be a PA, to be a copywriter, to be a goddamn personal shopper; whatever came up on Indeed.co.uk when you typed in ‘jobs in fashion London’ – and had either been rejected or plain ghosted by every single one of them.

  ‘She wants to work in fashion, you see,’ said my mother, with a subtly mocking half-smile at Philip.

  ‘Sounds ever so glamorous,’ he said, brightly.

  ‘Glamorous, maybe. Stable or lucrative, absolutely not,’ she said, and that was settled.

  After dinner, the two of them sat in the living room drinking Pinot Noir and jizzing over a Radio 4 podcast. When I popped my head in, Philip was sitting slim and dainty by the arm of the sofa and my mother was sitting unnecessarily close to him, twirling the ends of her long, silver-streaked hair around her fingers.

‘I’m going to the pub,’ I said, a sentence I knew she was bored of hearing.

  ‘Are you working?’ she asked.

  ‘Nope.’ (Couldn’t even claim that excuse.) ‘Just going to see Billie.’

  She gave me something between a nod and an eye roll before holding up her hand dramatically, evidently anxious that she was missing some particularly arousing soundbite of condescending intellectual bullshit.

  When I arrived at the pub, Billie was busy serving a couple of battered kids who had come down to crawl the Topsham Ten, like the university students loved to do during term time. It had always baffled me – the idea of escaping the shackles of home and entering the freedom of uni life, and thinking the best you could do was a pub crawl in a town with a population of five thousand. But hey, each to their own.

  While I waited, propped up at the bar, I re-read my New Year’s resolutions, hoping they would seep into me by osmosis, and that a light bulb would miraculously appear above my head, or a rocket would force its way up my arse. Finally the kids staggered off, pints of dark lager in hand. It was the fifth pub on the trail and it was standard that they’d all be sick by the seventh, but who was I to judge, given my own track record with vomit?

  Billie slid a vodka tonic over to me and tapped her long, acrylic nails against the bar top.

  ‘No money,’ I said, guiltily.

  ‘What a surprise,’ she said, and started rubbing a pint glass with a dirty tea towel.

  ‘What am I gonna do?’ I whined. She was better at coming up with solutions than I was.

  ‘Just work more shifts here. It adds up,’ she said.

‘I need a proper job.’

  ‘You mean a Landan job?’ she said. She’d been teasing me about being London-beguiled ever since I’d gone to see the Alexander McQueen exhibition at the V&A museum the year before and had come back banging on about how the city had given me life.

  ‘I don’t know how I’m going to make it happen,’ I said, and rested my head on the bar to show just how hard I was finding life.

  ‘Why don’t you shut up talking about it, pack your stuff up and just bloody go?’ she said.

  ‘Yeah, that’s realistic,’ I said, looking up.

  ‘Why not? Just walk into one of these wank-arse fashion places you want to work for and tell them they’d be mad not to hire you. You’ve got nothing to lose.’

  Nope, just my dignity, I thought, and returned my head to the sticky wooden bar top, where it belonged.

  ‘You’re so fucking hard to pity when you do nothing to fix your problems, Scizzle,’ she said, which pissed me off, because I knew it was true. And also, ‘Scizzle’ was a nickname from school, and I was growing to hate what a stupid word it was.

  Over the next few weeks, I continued sketching, scrolling, creating Pinterest boards and making lists of all my favourite designers and fashion icons in preparation for the job interview that I was becoming less and less confident was coming. I even started going on runs, adhering to at least one of my resolutions, in an attempt to prepare myself for the lifestyle that I still believed was ahead of me, though the route into it was nowhere in sight. I’d never been the sportiest of types, having opted for the smoker’s slope or the art room rather than the lacrosse field at school, and was rather regretting those years as I rasped along the quay with a splitting pain from throat to abdomen.

  It was towards the end of January, when I returned from one of my runs looking like a sweaty beetroot, that my mother announced, ‘I’ve got you a job at the university.’

  I reached over to pluck a digestive biscuit from the packet she was holding (runs meant that I could eat whatever I wanted, obviously) and asked, ‘What kind of job?’

  ‘Assisting one of the history professors with faculty research.’

  ‘That sounds bleak,’ I said, flatly, and bit into the biscuit, letting crumbs fall down my chin.

  ‘It’s not bleak, actually. It’s very interesting,’ she said defensively.

  ‘I doubt I will find it interesting!’ I retorted, amazed that she was still imposing her interests – which, clearly, were not mine – onto me. ‘There’s no way I’m doing that job.’

  ‘Well what, may I ask, are you going to do instead?’ she said.

‘Not your problem!’ I replied, though it probably was, given that I was living with her. ‘Just leave me alone.’

  Then she used her go-to weapon: ‘God, you are so like your father.’

  At one time, tears would have been my response to that remark, but I’d grown so used to hearing it that I simply snapped a sardonic ‘Thanks!’ back.

  She carried on: ‘You’re never going to get a job sitting in the pub waiting for a recruiter to call. You have to be proactive, you have to—’

  ‘I’ve applied for about a million jobs. No one fucking wants me!’ It bubbled out of me unexpectedly, like a carbonated liquid that had been shaken too hard. Immediately, I felt embarrassed that I’d admitted to what I suspected she already thought: no one wanted me. Her cryptic silence prompted a creeping pain in the base of my throat, so I muttered, ‘Just leave me alone,’ and flounced away from her.

  As I was slamming my bedroom door, I heard her call out my name, which I knew always reminded her of my father. He’d given me that name, after Scarlett O’Hara. I assumed it was because he was hoping I’d turn out to be a charming belle, but he’d not stuck around long enough to find out. There had been the odd visit in the early years after he left, but they had become more and more infrequent, until, finally, they were nothing but a memory. I didn’t even know he’d married Ursula Andress until years after. I wondered if he’d be disappointed to see me now, the girl who was always ‘too’ something: too loud, too messy, too promiscuous, too bold.

  The thought of his hypothetical disappointment made me angry. I was done. I was done being the ‘too-something’ girl with that very clever mother, who had somehow turned out to be so useless. Somehow. ‘Somehow’ meant that it was my fault. It didn’t mean that my mother had been so engaged with her students and her writing that there had been nothing left for the child drowning in the room with her.

  I heard Billie’s voice in my head – ‘Why don’t you shut up talking about it, pack your stuff up and just bloody go?’ – and, without even thinking, I took out a suitcase and started packing.

  If I wasn’t in a bad enough mood already, the crinkled mound of clothes that were on offer to me really sent me raging. All of a sudden, I hated my Topshop jeans, my well-worn Dunlop trainers, the River Island boots that I’d begged my mother to buy me on a shopping trip to Exeter, and I particularly hated the collection of thrift-store dresses that she’d bought me over the years. But I packed them all anyway, because I had nothing else.

  And then I saw a familiar bell-sleeve hauled up against the mound of disappointing garb. Momentarily forgetting about my packing stress, I pulled out Henrietta, the dress I’d crafted for my A Level final and named after my dead dog. As dresses went, it was pretty heinous, with its overly pointed collar, messy line of buttons and poor choice of Aztec fabric, but it still made me smile. I’ll never forget the feeling of stepping back after the eight hours spent draping and stitching the patterns that my art teacher had helped me pre-prepare, and seeing the finished piece, which was offbeat compared to the country landscapes that the other students had gone for. My mother had barely acknowledged Henrietta, even on results day, when the only A grade on the page was for art, just as she’d never shown any interest in the paper dolls I’d spent all the hours of my childhood drawing, cutting and colouring whole wardrobes of outfits for.

  I rolled Henrietta into a cylinder and stuffed her into the corner of my suitcase. Last, I added a collection of what I thought were my favourite books, because they’d been so heavily Instagrammed – Joan Didion, Zadie Smith, Jay McInerney – and my actual favourites – Caitlin Moran, Jilly Cooper, Tina Fey – and then I texted Billie to tell her I’d made a major life decision and that she was responsible for it.

  When I went downstairs, my mother was sitting at her desk, marking essays. She was totally immersed, oblivious to the sound of my suitcase rolling over the wooden floors. Even when I planted myself right in front of her, she didn’t lift her eyes from the paper. It was a familiar sight. In fact, this was exactly how my mother materialized in my head whenever I thought about her.

  ‘I’m moving to London,’ I said.

  Her eyes flickered towards me for a millisecond, but she still didn’t look directly at me. ‘Don’t be ridiculous.’

  ‘Okay, bye, then,’ I said in an infantile manner, and whirled away.

  ‘Scarlett, you are not going to London,’ she said imperiously.

  ‘Yes, I am.’

  She stood up and pressed her palms over her eyebrows, like I’d just given her a terrible migraine. ‘I cannot afford to bankroll your zeitgeist millennial fantasy.’

  ‘You don’t have to bankroll it. I’ll be bankrolling it!’

  ‘Let’s see how long you last in London before you’re on the phone, crying to me because you’ve hit the bottom of your overdraft and you’re at some obscure train station or airport, completely alone, and I’ll have no choice but to bail you out, or let you starve.’

  To be fair, it sounded like a plausible scenario. Or, rather, something that had actually happened the last time I’d gone to London . . .

  ‘Maybe I’ll let you starve this time!’ she added, and even in the dimness of the room, I could see that she was at the end of her tether.

  ‘Great, I could do with the fucking weight loss!’ I shouted angrily. I turned around and headed towards the door.

  ‘Scarlett! Come back here!’

  But I didn’t. I slammed the front door like a teenager in a sulk and headed for the station.


  CHAPTER 2

  It wasn’t until I was on the train that I had the real, what the fuck am I doing? moment. I wasn’t so blinded by the bright lights that I didn’t care about having three meals a day, central heating and a roof over my head. I took out my iPhone to look up ‘cheap flats to rent in London’, which was futile given that I only had a few quid to my name. Each and every one of them was – quelle surprise – extortionate. What was London, the third priciest city in the world? I decided to Google it. It was the first.

  Say goodbye to that wardrobe rebrand or a student-debt-free existence, Scarlett.

  I did have a friend from university who had moved there, but every time I’d suggested coming to see her she’d seemed less than enthused, so I’d given up. But since I didn’t even have enough money to take the train back to Topsham, I picked up the phone.

  She answered after a few rings with a somewhat suspicious ‘Hello?’

  ‘Liz! How are you?’ I said, trying to sound both easy-going and responsible – like someone you’d want on your sofa. We did the small talk, the niceties, she made her excuses for being out of touch, and then I went for it and said, ‘So, I’m on my way to London.’

  ‘Oh, cool.’ Her voice faded before she reached the ‘L’ in ‘cool’.

  Don’t get too excited, I thought, that rod might fall out of your arse.

  ‘I’m coming for a job interview,’ I said, which I figured was only half a lie, since I did plan on getting at least one job interview. ‘I wondered if I could stay for a couple of nights?’

  I heard a sigh down the phone, and then: ‘Scarlett, you can stay, but . . .’

  ‘But what?’

  ‘I live with . . .’

  ‘Hello?’

  ‘I live with Tim.’

  Silence filled the phone line for a few seconds, which is all it took for me to compute that Tim was not her flatmate. Suddenly, her efforts to keep me at arm’s length made perfect sense. I even took some comfort in knowing that it hadn’t been anything to do with how much she liked me. She probably didn’t really want to push me away from her; she just wanted to fuck and live with my ‘first love’. The thought of seeing Liz and Tim together was all too strange. Liz was a straight-A student, with a degree in economics, a job in the city, a burgeoning savings account and perfect hair. And Tim had once stolen the light bulb from my bedroom after I’d slept with him because he couldn’t be bothered to buy his own. He was, frankly, not good enough for her.

  ‘Scarlett?’

  But I had nowhere to go.

  ‘Shall we talk about this?’ she asked softly.

  I cleared my throat. ‘Sorry, the line broke up. Can I come stay anyway?’

  *

  ‘It’s only temporary,’ I promised my friend and ex-boyfriend – her new boyfriend – who, I was sure, had no idea that he’d taken my virginity.

  ‘It’s cool, any time,’ said Tim uncertainly, looking anywhere but directly at me as he held out a fleece blanket. For someone who had spent the years of university looking like he’d bought all of his clothes at Dubai Airport, he appeared awfully sensible in his white collared shirt and badly fitting suit pants.

  Liz hovered awkwardly in the open-plan kitchen. ‘Let us know if you need anything.’

  Us.

  I looked at the perfectly clean and hard-looking leather cushions on the sofa. ‘Could I maybe have a pillow?’

  ‘Of course,’ said Liz, eagerly hurrying off into the bedroom.

  I smiled at Tim, a slightly humorous smile in the hope of making light of the situation, but he wouldn’t meet my eyes. In fact, he even started humming through his teeth – some football tune, I believe. As he came round to the second verse, I was suddenly amazed that he’d ever been able to arouse me, sexually or emotionally.

  Liz came back with a plush white pillow from their bed and he stopped the silly little tune self-consciously. I wondered if the pillow was hers or his and if it meant they’d now be sharing one.

  ‘Thank you so much,’ I said, an image of his face buried in her glossy hair loitering in my mind.

  ‘Good luck with the job interview,’ said Tim, hanging onto that thing we both knew was not really happening.

  ‘Thanks so much again, guys. Sleep well,’ I said pleasantly.

  They disappeared down a corridor – together, into their bedroom – together. I wondered what they would do once they’d shut the door. Probably look at each other with rounded eyes and let out a long-held breath while mouthing things like, ‘What is she thinking?’ and ‘Mega awks!’ Would they have sex on the other side of the wall, making every effort to be quiet? Did they even have sex? I couldn’t imagine Liz standing for his ‘in-out, me-meme’ attitude towards love-making. Had she trained that out of him? Or had he been different with her from the start?

  I opened a kitchen cupboard. I was feeling too hyper and on edge to think about sleep. My usual solution was to eat an entire packet of fizzy sweets or chocolate buttons, which would send me flying on a sugar high followed unfailingly by a crash into heavy, sticky sleep. But I only had oats and almonds to contend with in that perfectly organized new-build kitchen.

  I settled into the sofa that was clearly made for perching, not slouching, and definitely not for sleeping. Much to my annoyance, I had a Find My Friends request from my mother, whose calls I had not been answering. Was she crazy? Who allows their mother to install a tracking device on their phone that gives them the ability to virtually follow them around?

  I ignored the request and opened the Notes application.

  25 January 2016, 11.12 p.m.

  Fuck my life right now

  The next morning I went to a local internet café to print out my flimsy-looking CV, one hundred times over. Then I embarked on a public transport tour of anywhere that could possibly hire me: Vogue House, Sunbeam Studios, Harrods, Selfridges, Harvey Nichols, Net-a-Porter, Matches, Farfetch, LN-CC, Fenwick, Erdem, Michael Kors, Burberry, Alexander McQueen, Alice Temperley, Louis Vuitton. I even tried every store on Bond Street that might have needed a sales assistant, for God’s sakes. Every time I was met with a vacant smile and a look of ‘Are you fucking serious?’ from some receptionist or store manager. Desperate for hard cash, I also dropped my CV into a heap of restaurants and cafés, but even they were unresponsive. You’d have never known from my Insta-montage of city streets, museum lobbies and artisan bakeries, with captions like ‘This’ll do[image: ]’, that my days were nothing but a broken record of rejection.

  During this time, Liz kept mentioning people we’d been to university with who lived in London. And even though they were people I’d barely known, I got in touch to suggest a drink, because we both knew that the situation at the flat was fucking dire. The problem was, apparently there was something called ‘dry January’, which hermitized the population for an entire month. Most evenings I slipped into bars or pubs to spend a few hours browsing memes and sending the funniest ones to Billie while sipping orange juice – because I knew that getting drunk alone was never a good sign (or a good look, for that matter). Then I’d return to the domesticity of Liz and Tim’s coupled-up life claiming to have had a fabulously fun night out.

  I was finally in the metropolis where I’d thought I would feel endlessly invigorated, but it turned out that there were only so many times you could walk the streets solo and get a kick out of the heaving pavement of drinkers and Soho sex shops and tube station saxophonists. I’d never understood the concept of the lonely city dweller, but I was starting to. London, it turned out, wasn’t the easiest place to make friends. Everyone existed in tightly sewn-out pockets, and I didn’t know how or when I would find mine. I knew I should be going on Tinder dates, or something. But what would I tell a stranger? That I was a homeless, jobless and, frankly, prospect-less addition to the city?

  Lock up your sons, London.

  *

  It was three weeks into my overstay at Liz and Tim’s that an email finally appeared in my inbox, like a shining beacon of hope. A current went through me when I saw the subject line: ‘Assistant job’. I opened it eagerly. A ‘creative stylist’ – whatever that was – called Pawel Dyk – no joke – needed a ‘second assistant’. The email came from his first assistant, who had been given my CV by another company.

  This is it, I thought. My misery is about to end. I responded immediately and an interview was scheduled for the following day. I went online to research Pawel Dyk. He certainly seemed to be a big deal, given that he had a blue tick, 70K Instagram followers, and there were hundreds of Google pages about him. The most recent picture on his Instagram was a model reclining on what looked like a hospital bed, dressed in an evening gown, with one nipple hanging out and her legs splayed open. Pawel’s caption read, ‘created by me’. The next was a pastiche of a 1950s housewife, vacantly drinking vodka from the bottle with a straw, also with one nipple on show. The next was a ‘businesswoman’ in her office, handcuffed to the chair with a gag ball in her mouth and, yet again, the exposed nipple. I suddenly had a vision of my mother looking through the images of these slightly dead-looking (or at least drugged) women when I told her the name of my new boss.

  But however uncomfortable the images made me, I wasn’t hesitant about the interview. I needed the job. And anyway, there were countless articles calling Pawel a genius, so what did I know? Maybe I was taking it all too literally. There was probably an irony to these images that I had totally missed. Pawel could be depicting a powerful feminist message, one that only a true creative could decipher. Perhaps he was an advocate of ‘free the nipple’. Or maybe I had just become oversensitive as a result of all the virtuous podcasts I listened to and needed to open my mind.

  When I arrived at Pawel’s studio the next day, the first assistant who had emailed me opened the door. I couldn’t help but think she looked more like a cadaver than a woman. Obviously I kept that little observation to myself, however.

  ‘Hi. Come in,’ she said, the suggestion of a smile trying to break its way through her seriousness.

  In total silence, I followed her down a concrete corridor of strip lighting with blue doors along the walls. There was a horror film vibe to the place and I wondered if I was about to walk into a dungeon lined with handcuffs and gag balls and the carcasses of the women in Pawel’s Instagram photos. When we entered the unit, though, I was relieved to see that it was a legitimate fashion studio, the first I’d ever been into, which gave me a millisecond of excitement before I felt sick with nerves. There were rails of clothes, floor-to-ceiling pin boards of magazine cuttings, and a long table covered in a mound of thick, expensive coffee-table books.

  Pawel sat at one end of the table, delicately leafing through a book. He had black hair, cut short at the back, with a side fringe hanging halfway down his face. He wore a variation of a white shirt, with an Indian-style collar and a phantom bow tie. I couldn’t see what the bottom half of the ensemble was, because he didn’t get up from his desk, or even look at me.

  ‘Sit down,’ said the cadaver woman, gesturing to the chair furthest from Pawel. She placed herself next to him. ‘So, where did you go to fashion school?’ she asked.

  Fashion school?

  Had they even read my CV?

  ‘I went to university,’ I answered dumbly. ‘Loughborough.’

  There was no suggestion that Pawel even knew I was in the room.

  ‘Okay. What did you study?’ asked cadaver-lady.

  ‘Sociology.’

  It finally became clear that Pawel was not in fact deaf when the two of them exchanged a tiny, complicit glance.

  ‘But I did art at A level. And I’ve always, always wanted to be a designer,’ I added.

  ‘So, why don’t you go work for a designer?’ said Pawel, monotonously, still not looking up from the book.

  Because no one wants me.

  ‘Because I really admire your work,’ I tried, desperate, but unconvincing.

  Pawel looked up. His eyes swept over me, evaluating me like a product. And I thought my mother was judgmental!

  ‘I feel I could learn a lot,’ I continued, to fill the silence.

  ‘Why do you admire my work?’ he said.

  Because I think you might be trying to do more for women’s rights than the suffragette movement itself, but I can’t be sure.

  ‘It’s very bold,’ I said instead.

  He shifted his eyes towards the cadaver and I thought I saw the minutest of eye rolls. He sighed, and asked with an intonation of boredom, ‘So, what do you want to design?’

  Finally, something I could answer. ‘I want to make clothes that redefine the term power dressing.’ I’d practised that one the night before.

  ‘What does that mean?’ Pawel almost scoffed.

  ‘Clothes that are designed to make women feel confident,’ I said. And then, ‘Clothes for real women.’

  They both stared at me and I suddenly thought that maybe I’d insulted him. The cadaver spoke next. ‘Have you got a portfolio?’

  ‘Um . . . sort of,’ I reached into my bag and pulled out Henrietta, whom I’d ironed and folded that morning. I stood up and let the full length of the dress fall to the floor. ‘I made it on my own,’ I said proudly. ‘It’s not the fabric I would have chosen, but it’s all I could get in Topsham, where I’m from. I taught myself how to sew.’

  Pawel glanced at the cadaver again and this time it was not a snarky eye roll – it was something darker.

  She stood up and said, ‘I think that’s all we have time for today.’

  ‘I also have a sketchbook—’ I tried.

  ‘We’ll be in touch,’ she said, and briskly walked off to open the door for me. The message was clear: I was to get the fuck out of there and never come back.

  I walked down the creepy industrial corridors alone, feeling almost suffocated by those strip lights, and out into the street. I sunk down onto the doorstep and hung my head in my hands like the failure I was. How could I have been stupid enough to think that I could waltz into a job like that? Why would the fashion industry, who could cherry pick the best of the best, give some random sociology student from the arse-end-of-Fucksville a chance?

  I had obviously been way ahead of myself. Fashion school was what I needed to do. That was the stepping stone. University had been a total waste of time. But how was I supposed to make fashion school happen? There was no way I could pay for it, and my mother certainly wouldn’t help. I didn’t even know if there was a fashion school that would want me, considering no one else seemed to.

  I took out my iPhone and attempted to make a plan.

  19 February 2016, 3.22 p.m.

  TO DO

  Research fashion schools

  Start portfolio

  Make a new friend who will have me to live for free

  Become an escort????

  Fuck cfuck fuck fuckckjsflksfjl

  Then the door opened. The cadaver nearly tripped over me on her way out and looked down at me with what I translated as disdain. Then that ambiguous smile as she lit a cigarette. ‘Number one rule in fashion: no one wants to hear about “real women”,’ she said after taking a drag.

  ‘He asked me a question and I answered it honestly,’ I snapped.

  ‘We’re not selling honesty. We construct fantasy.’

  ‘Right,’ I said, with little patience for pretentious rhetoric when all my dreams were crumbling around me.

  The cadaver tucked her free hand under the opposite elbow and eyed me for an unsettlingly long time. Then she took out her phone, to distract herself, I assumed, so that she didn’t have to talk to me anymore. But she carried on: ‘They’re looking for a women’s division assistant over at Pure. I’m going to put you in touch. Think it might suit you better than this.’

  I frowned. Was she trying to help me? I had no idea what Pure was and thought that a ‘women’s division assistant’ sounded like a role at a female prison, but at that point, I would’ve taken it.

  ‘You got Instagram?’ she said, without looking up.

  ‘Yeah, I do.’

  ‘Check your DMs,’ she said, and then turned her back on me, ambling away to enjoy the rest of her cigarette in peace.

  Within a few moments, she had put me in touch with someone called Steph Conway, suggesting me for the role of ‘asst’. Steph replied, almost immediately, asking me to come in for a trial day on Monday. That was in three days’ time. I thought it was strange to go for a trial day before you’d had an interview, and even stranger when you had no idea what the job was, but I was not about to complain. I replied that, of course, I’d come in on Monday. Then I delved into Steph Conway’s Instagram to try and put the pieces together.

  Her feed was filled with magazine covers and fashion shows, interspersed with pictures of the London skyline and fancy-looking cocktails. Not a bad sign. I clicked on an image of a model on a catwalk captioned, ‘You go girl! @PureModelsWorldwide #newface’.

  I clicked through to the Pure Models Worldwide Instagram and read their bio: ‘Leading global agency, representing women, men and special talents.’

  Pure was a modelling agency.


  CHAPTER 3

  I can say with confidence that I have never felt more out of my depth than I did perched on the cow-skin sofa that was on a diagonal angle in the reception of the Pure Models agency in Covent Garden. I was staring up at a wall of framed magazine covers, meticulously spaced out and inhabited by women who looked as if they had grown from the ground, like perfectly formed trees.

  I had no idea what a model agent did, but I had a sense that it meant you were on the cusp of being relevant.

  The receptionist, a thin-faced boy in gold-rimmed spectacles, glanced up from his computer screen. ‘You said you’re here for a trial day?’

  ‘That’s right,’ I said, too loud, dragging the palms of my sweaty hands along the faux-leather skirt that I’d bought especially the day before and decided for some God-known reason to wear with knee-high boots and, worse, star-printed tights.

  The receptionist closed one eye and scrutinized me through the remaining open slit. ‘It’s not in the system. Did you get an email confirmation?’

  ‘It was done through Instagram,’ I said, realizing that it was a sentence that pretty much defined my existence.

  ‘Oh, you’re from Pawel’s?’ he said, with inevitability rather than surprise.

  I guessed he’d heard the tragic tale of Pawel & Henrietta.

  ‘That’s me!’ I smiled, suddenly conscious about my jagged teeth, which I’d refused to let anyone put braces on, screaming that they gave me ‘character’ at the age of twelve.

  The receptionist stood up to his full height of six-foot-four, and my eyes swooped to the ankle-length denim skirt he was wearing. ‘Come with me.’

  I stood up and clopped along behind him – my knee-highs beating against the hard floor like hooves – into what he called ‘the booking room’. It was entirely white, like a large rectangular igloo, its walls lined with models faces gazing out of bordered cards and tight rows of magazines. Clean and sharp but, disappointingly, nothing too fancy. The main feature of the room was a long table, on which stood twelve desktop computers. Two faces bobbed up from behind the screens, both of them male, one so tanned and shiny that it looked like plastic, and the other a pigmentation of pale and rosy skin. It was a Monday morning and they were the only people in, it seemed.

  ‘Morning, Worm!’ said the tanned one, with a heavy Australian accent. ‘Heard you went bareback riding at the public toilets on Friday.’

  ‘The prospective is here,’ said the receptionist (Worm?), sounding bored.

  ‘What fucking prospective?’ said pale and rosy. He sounded like he had a problem with his vocal cords and was not exactly the person who came to mind when you envisioned someone who worked in the fashion industry.

  ‘The Instagram girl from Pawel,’ said the receptionist, a title I sincerely hoped wouldn’t stick. ‘Prospective assistant.’

  ‘I don’t know anything about it,’ said the man with the vocal cords, who turned to the Australian. ‘Do you know anything about this?’

  The Australian shrugged. I’d expected a model agency to be a place swarming with twenty-somethings who spent their evenings on the rooftops of East London members’ clubs and went home to flatmates who worked at magazines, or maybe to their aspiring photographer boyfriends and blog-writing girlfriends. But these two were both much older than me. They were proper grown-ups.

  ‘Steph organized it,’ said the receptionist.

  ‘Oh, you’ll have to wait for that hot mess to get in,’ said the vocal cords, getting up to open a window.

  ‘No, Drew, it’s cold!’ the Australian barked at him.

  I took note of Drew’s name, so that I could stop feeling like I was in the opening of a bad – and probably offensive – joke, as he whined, ‘I’m sweating!’

  ‘That’s because you’re overweight!’ said the Australian, and I stifled a sputter of laughter, wondering how I would take it if someone ever said something so cutting to me.

  Drew just rolled his eyes and said, ‘Oh, you’re so cruel!’

  ‘It’s not cruel,’ said the Australian. ‘There are chubby-chasers out there. It’s a big scene!’

  ‘You would know, honey. You’re no twink!’ said Drew, giving him an exaggerated look up and down.

  ‘Do I wanna be a twink aged nearly fucking forty?’ the Australian snapped, and finally I could hold in the laughter no more. It was all too ridiculous. They both turned to me, amused that they’d amused me. I could see them sizing up the carefully considered combination of fast fashion, which I gathered was over the top, given that they were wearing jeans and trainers.

  ‘D’you wanna sit down?’ said Drew, nodding at a lone desk at the corner of the igloo. ‘You can get started on tear sheets, since you’re a prospective.’ He stood up and traipsed around the table holding a pile of magazines, which he dropped in front of me with an aggressive thud. ‘Go through these magazines and tag any pages that have our models on them. Then you’ll order two more copies and tear out the relevant pages for their portfolios.’

  ‘How will I know which ones are your models?’

  He looked a bit irritated with me then, but how was I meant to know? ‘The names are in the credits, at the end of the fashion stories. Check on our website if you’re not sure.’

  And with that, he left me. I sat down at the little corner desk and picked up one of the magazines, nearly dropping it, given its unexpected weight. It was the kind of magazine that I usually flipped through at the newsagent’s but couldn’t afford to buy. I didn’t think there was anything more luxurious than one of those perfectly A4 glossy titles. The paper felt thick between my fingers, not flimsy like the weeklies, and had a distinct smell, almost like perfume. Every page, whether it was an advert, a fashion story or an article, was a visual sensation. There was a fantastical element to the photography, the images depicting something incredible but wholly unreal. I stopped at a black-and-white double-page spread, captured on a beach. The model was reclining sideways against the sand, adorned in nakedness, not a muffin top in sight. When I checked the credits for the model’s name, I found that it matched a name on Pure’s website. I tagged the page, as I’d been told to do, finding it surreal that this otherworldly creature must have passed through the very room that I was sitting in.

  Over the hour, more and more people came tripping in, each with a groan and a different metaphor to describe how they were feeling: ‘Hanging out my arse’, ‘Like my organs are slowly disintegrating’, and ‘Still sneezing Columbia’, among others. It was towards the end of the hour that the ‘hot mess’ called Steph dragged herself in sporting the homeless-chic look: beanie hat, oversized coat, a small backpack slung over one shoulder. She, at least, was younger than the others, mid-twenties maybe, and looked like someone you’d see at the back of one of the weeklies, like Grazia or Now, talking about her favourite coffee shops and why she loved her job at Urban Outfitters.

  ‘Good afternoon, sunshine,’ said the Australian, whose name I still didn’t know.

  ‘Lilah is having an absolute shit fit,’ said Steph. ‘Crazy booked her on another shoot with Damien Stern. Last time he photographed her, he made her take off her knickers and stand on a mirror.’

  ‘That sounds about right,’ said Drew, with a slightly uncomfortable pursing of the lips. ‘Not surprised Lilah’s in a rage.’

  ‘Yeah, well, Crazy and Damien were getting on it together at Tramp the other night and organized it without telling me,’ said Steph. ‘Now I have to do damage control.’

  ‘And I suppose you forgot that you ordered an assistant on Instagram?’ said Drew, looking over at me.

  Steph whirled around. ‘Yes, I did. But I’m so happy you’re here!’ I detected a Northern accent. Mancunian, perhaps. ‘What’s your name, darling?’

  I’d soon learn that when you worked in fashion, you could call anyone ‘darling’, regardless of how many seconds you’d known them for.

  ‘Scarlett,’ I said, with a smile that must have looked either fake or pained. And then, for some reason, I gave her a stupid wave of the hand and a high-pitched ‘Heya!’

  ‘Scarlett. Leave the magazines, you can do those later. Take this—’ she handed me a credit card. ‘Go to Gail’s. Get a turmeric latte with oat milk and something delicious-looking, like a cake . . . No, wait, she’s dieting. Um . . . Get the latte and then maybe a bunch of flowers from somewhere else.’

  I’d already forgotten what kind of latte she’d said.

  ‘Then I need you to take it to Lilah at the shoot. I’ll give you the address.’

  ‘Okay. Who’s Lilah?’ I asked.

  ‘She’s a big up-and-coming model, darling,’ she said, sounding quite impatient.

  I did wonder how a model could be both up and coming and big, but didn’t think it was the time to question semantics.

  ‘You really think it’s a good idea to send a prospective you’ve not even had a conversation with?’ said the Australian, as if I wasn’t sitting right there – as if I hadn’t just told them my name.

  ‘Literally, je cannot right now,’ said Steph, which he seemed to understand, as did everyone – even, weirdly, me. ‘Turmeric latte. Bunch of flowers for about fifty quid.’

  I groped around the desk for a pen and jotted it on my hand that time. I’d never heard of a turmeric latte, but imagined it was the new-age, less basic version of a pumpkin spiced latte.

  The address she gave me was in north-west London. I took the Bakerloo line, as instructed by Citymapper, and then walked to Gail’s, a charming local bakery (or so I thought). As I ordered the elusive turmeric latte, I felt a small sense of triumph. Sure, it was just coffee, but still, I had been given a task and I was doing it. When it was handed to me, I took a tiny sip, just to see if I could believably pull off being the kind of person who casually ordered a turmeric latte of a Monday morning. I decided that I most definitely could. Next, I went to a flower shop down the road where I purchased an expensive bouquet of peonies. It turned out to be rather small and probably not spectacular enough for the big, up-and-coming model, or worth the fifty quid. Clearly, I’d been ripped off, but what could I do?

  Damien Stern’s studio was at the top of a red-brick building. On the way up the stairs, I heard loud dance music and suddenly realized that I wasn’t just getting coffee and flowers. I was about to walk onto a fashion shoot: I was about to be at ground zero of the glossy magazines I’d been thumbing through less than an hour before. As I reached for the door handle, I told myself to play it cool, but that immediately went to shit as I was hit by a gust of cold air that made me gasp.

  ‘Chill out, it’s only the wind machine,’ a voice said. I turned to see a very bored-looking girl dressed all in black, much like the thin woman at Pawel’s. I tried to laugh off my clear out-of-placeness and she coldly asked, ‘Can I help you?’

  ‘I’m looking for Lilah,’ I said, with faux-confidence.

  The girl, presumably an assistant, threw her arm out unenthusiastically, and I turned in the direction of the flop.

  I was expecting to meet a raging diva in sunglasses, refusing to get out of her robe and throwing hard objects at anyone who came near her. But the only person who looked like a model was the gangly, nonchalant figure lounging on the floor with a cigarette hanging from her plump lips. I remember thinking that someone who chose to sit on the floor rather than in a chair (of which there were many), and to smoke inside rather than out in the cold, was bound to be a kindred spirit.

  I approached her with a little more caution than I did most people, wondering if she really wanted her quiet moment interrupted by a plant-based hot drink and a second-rate bunch of peonies, and said, ‘Are you Lilah?’

  She looked up curiously, no doubt wondering whose idea it was to send a badly dressed, bottle-dyed blonde, who didn’t even know who she was, to make up for having shoved her helplessly into the hands of an alleged molester. She had that rock-and-roll dishevelled look that I’d always wanted: a messy brown tangle of hair hanging by the collarbone and a fringe brushing the eye line in a partially blinding way, like Chrissie Hynde in her Pretenders days. Her lips curled up into a smile, revealing a wide and oddly inviting gap between her front teeth. Another thing we had in common.

  Sitting on floors, smoking indoors – and imperfect teeth.

  I knew she was expecting me to say something else, but all I managed was, ‘You all right?’, far too loudly, and I think I even slurred a little. I lowered into a half squat and my skirt tightened, the bulge of my lower abdomen pressing so hard at the pleather that I expected it to burst open as I thrust the flowers and the turmeric latte towards her. She sort of laughed, stubbing her cigarette out in a mug. I would’ve laughed too, if it weren’t for the precarious skirt seam.

  ‘I’m from the agency,’ I explained, as she took the gifts.

  ‘Thank you! Steph knows the way to my heart,’ she said. I had expected her to talk like Marianne Faithfull – melodic and whimsical – but she had a coarse Essex accent. She took a sip of the latte. ‘Is this oat milk?’

  For a second, I thought about lying, having completely forgotten the milk specification. Turmeric and oat was all a bit too much to remember. She obviously read my expression before I could say anything, because she laughed. That time, I laughed too.

  ‘Sorry about that,’ I said.

  ‘Babe, it’s fine. I’m not allergic or anything.’

  Apparently ‘babe’ was also an acceptable term for addressing strangers. I kind of loved all this pet-namery.

  ‘So, how are you liking the agency?’ she asked.

  Do I tell her I’m just a prospective?

  ‘I just started, less than an hour ago,’ I said, planting myself on the floor next to her, tucking the knee-highs out of sight behind me.

  ‘No way! What were you doing before?’

  Waitressing at a pub in Shitsville and trawling around London begging someone to hire me.

  I couldn’t bring myself to tell her that.

‘I was working for a stylist.’

  ‘Oh, cool, who?’ she asked, taking the lid off her non-oat-milk turmeric latte and licking the froth, without the decency to take her eyes off me and give me some privacy to formulate another lie. I felt a little panic flutter in my chest. I only knew the names of really famous stylists and imagined that she knew them all personally.

  ‘Someone in Paris,’ I said, racking my brain for another conversation topic to cut this one short, because I’d never even been to Paris.

  ‘And you wanna be an agent now?’ asked Lilah, her lips golden-yellow with turmeric.

  ‘Actually, I want to be a designer,’ I said, with a tiny sigh of relief that I was finally telling the truth about something. ‘I’m just doing this until I start fashion school.’

  It wasn’t a total lie. If I got the job at Pure it would only be a stepping stone towards fashion school. That’s what I was thinking, at least.

  ‘How did you end up at the mad house?’ said Lilah, and I assumed she meant Pure, given how my morning had gone so far.

  ‘Friend of my mum’s,’ I muttered. I still don’t know where that one came from, but sometimes I just can’t stop myself from embellishing the truth. Or in that case, just lying.

  ‘Madeleine?’ said Lilah, and I nodded dumbly, not even knowing who Madeleine was. ‘Love Madeleine!’

  At that point I managed to move the conversation on by commenting on her trainers. They had been custom-made for her, she told me, by a friend who was an aspiring designer, and then she reminded herself that she needed to post them on Instagram. Maybe I could make her an item of clothing to post on Instagram, I thought.

  We chatted away easily about how much we preferred trainers to high heels and straight cigarettes to roll-ups. That conversation, that first time, her attention was so fully on me, so complete, that for a few minutes I felt like I was literally the most important person in her world. It was such a welcome contrast to how I felt in the flat with Liz and Tim, to how I felt at home with my mother – to how, in fact, I’d felt with most people.

  When she was called to wardrobe, she placed her slender hand over my less slender wrist and whispered, ‘Can I ask you a favour? Could you stay until I’ve finished shooting? I just think he might behave better if an agent is here.’

  The thought that I could be called an agent, given the unemployable state I’d been in only a few days before, seemed mind-boggling, but of course I was delighted to stay. I wondered if the agency would be as delighted, given that I was only a prospective, but Steph sounded relieved when I called her and told me to stay the whole day if Lilah wanted me to. I sat on a folding chair next to the catering table, invisible to all intents and purposes, but for once oddly content in being so.

  Damien Stern finally appeared, swinging two large cameras around his neck like weapons, and he really was the shortest man I’d ever seen. I felt a swell of disgust watching him shamelessly saunter over to Lilah, and thought that, as her surrogate agent, I should be protecting her in some way. But Lilah seemed totally unfazed and greeted him like an old friend. After a brief exchange, Damien lifted his camera and suddenly everyone was ready to go.

  Lilah took her place at the centre of the studio roll, like a Barbie in her box. She was dressed in a heavily embellished angular jacket that – I overheard the stylist say – was Balmain, and a pair of ripped jeans. I’d never seen a Balmain jacket in real life. It sparkled under the bright shooting lights, the hundreds of throbbing jewels shooting rays onto the ceiling, like a disco ball. I had an urge to walk up and touch it, but thankfully not an uncontrollable urge, because that would have been quite something. Lilah looked fiercely into the camera, flirting with the lens in a way that I imagined she flirted with men (or women?). She kept making sharp, cat-like movements, changing position for each shot. The song ‘Le Freak’ was blaring out over her and I was aimlessly bobbing my head to the beat. Hearing that song will forever remind me of how I felt in that moment: awestruck.
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