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Chapter 1

This particular Thursday started out looking like it was going to be one of the best days of Britt Baxter’s twenty-six years.

It was one of those blissfully mild, blue-skied April mornings, when even the air in central London smells fresh. Britt stepped out of the taxi onto New Burlington Street, a few short steps away from the bustle of shoppers and tourists on Regent Street. She usually took the tube – unless it was a special occasion and she happened to be wearing over three inches heels. But today she was late for an extremely important – possibly life-changing – appointment, so she had splurged on a cab and would make up for it elsewhere. That Essie nail polish in Midnight Blue could always wait another week.

She checked her watch: she had exactly eight minutes to get to her 9 a.m. meeting, just round the corner amongst the bespoke tailors and fashion houses on Mayfair’s Savile Row.

As she hurried along, Britt caught her reflection in a sandwich shop window. Not too bad, she thought – although considering the amount of time and money she’d spent getting ready she should look bloomin’ sensational. Rather than risk one of her all-too-frequent bad hair days, Britt had splashed out on a professional blow-dry to tame her mane of curls into submission. Over the years she had spent a small fortune on products to try and find something that would control her thick, unruly tresses. Her bathroom was crammed with so many mousses, foams and gels that her best friend Jessie had nicknamed her Boots Baxter. ‘Got any special offers today?’ Jessie would joke. ‘Buy-one-get-one-free on curl serum, perhaps?’ Well, it was alright for Jess with her sleek, neat bob, thought Britt fondly. For her part, she only had to glimpse rain on TV for her hair to puff up into a halo of frizz. 

Britt had spent several hours the night before agonising over what to wear for her big moment, before finally deciding on her treasured black Diane von Furstenberg wrap dress (a bargain in the Net-A-Porter sale). It screamed class yet clung to every curve and gave her an eye-popping cleavage. She had teamed the dress with a pair of snakeskin Alaïa heels, a Mulberry tote and her swishy Reiss cape. 

She wouldn’t usually get this dressed up for a casting – in fact bookers usually preferred you to look as natural as possible – but this job was different. And judging by the number of heads that swivelled in her direction as she sashayed along, her wrap dress parting to reveal a flash of long, tanned leg with every stride, she certainly looked the part. 

Although she was from a little village called Larkbridge Britt looked like she hailed from California rather than from Carlisle. Her mate Jessie joked all Britt needed was a red swimming cossie and she could be an extra on Baywatch. She was a petite size eight with slender, golden-skinned limbs and a cracking 32D chest. With her large, wide-apart green eyes, perfect pout and a profile that would give Yasmin Le Bon a run for her money, hers was the beauty type of your classic fifties pin-up. Yet even though she’d had a successful career as a model, inside Britt still felt like that gawky teenager who on holidays would walk to the sea hiding behind a lilo in the hope that nobody would see her long, skinny legs and hipbones jutting from her swimsuit.

Britt had been spotted by a model agent at the age of seventeen and had worked steadily ever since, mainly in catalogue shoots, magazine editorials and commercials, but although she’d been to countless castings with top designers, she’d never landed a big-name catwalk show or lucrative worldwide advertising campaign. At five foot seven and a half she was just too short to be a top fashion model – and besides, she loved Green & Black’s vanilla caramel nut ice-cream, full-fat Coke and the odd packet of Frazzles way too much to starve herself down to a catwalk size four. 

But then, last month, in the middle of what had been a rainy and worryingly work-free March, something incredible had happened. Out of the blue, Britt had been summoned to Berlin for a casting with Zauber, the top German fashion label, who were on the hunt for a new girl to front their advertising campaign. She had headed off to the meeting at the brand’s head office on the city’s hip Rosenthaler Strasse with little hope. After all, Zauber was known for its edgy designs – they were bound to go for one of those scarily skinny, bug-eyed models who were the current big thing. Britt’s heart had dropped even further into her grey suede Topshop ankle boots when she had been summoned to a meeting room in which a panel of seven people waited behind a long table, like a fashionista firing squad. Her eyes had nervously skimmed the panel, taking in a man dressed all in black with a shock of Warhol-white hair, a woman in sunglasses who looked a dead ringer for US Vogue editor Anna Wintour (surely it couldnt be, couldn’t it?), and a bored-looking bloke slouching at the end in a leather jacket, who she recognised as the latest hot young photographer. But then Britt had noticed that at the very centre of the panel, in the seat of power, was a small, chubby woman in her mid-fifties who was about as far from the frosty fashion-bitch stereotype as you could possibly get. With her corkscrew-curly brown hair laced with grey and half-moon glasses, she looked like she’d taken a wrong turn out of a school governors’ meeting and ended up sitting there by mistake. And the biggest shock of all was that the woman was smiling at her warmly. As far as Britt was aware, nobody in fashion had smiled since 1998.

‘My name is Frieda Koch, and I am Zauber’s creative director,’ the woman had said in lightly accented English. ‘I was very excited when I saw your portfolio, Britt, so I’m thrilled you could come to meet us today.’

After gesturing for Britt to take a seat, Frieda had explained that for its next season’s campaign, Zauber was taking a radically different direction. Rather than their usual type of model, they were looking for someone glossy and curvy (well, curvy in modelling terms). A girl who was bursting with health; who looked like she loved life, food and sex.

‘In short, we want a girl who looks exactly like you,’ smiled Frieda, as Britt had struggled to take in the fact that it looked very much like she had just landed the job of a lifetime. ‘Congratulations my dear, I will arrange a date in London with your agent to sign the contracts and take care of the formalities.’

And today was to be that day.

In modelling terms, it was like winning the EuroMillions jackpot. In an instant, her status would be elevated from catalogue girl to campaign queen. She could wave goodbye to those cruel cattle-call castings that usually took a two-hour slog through driving rain to get to, finally arriving only to be shown to a room with a hundred or so other girls eyeing each other competitively from behind their portfolios, all after the same job. No, after nearly ten long years pounding the pavements, she would be the Zauber girl, with all the respect and recognition that entailed within the fickle fashion world. Heck, she’d even be able to take a taxi without worrying about the expense. 



Number 183 Savile Row was an imposing four-storey redbrick building with a glossy, black front door. Britt checked the list of names next to the buzzers and found Zauber’s British HQ on the fourth floor. She suddenly felt sick with nerves.

She was just checking her make-up in her compact and plucking up the courage to press the buzzer when her BlackBerry started vibrating. It was Scott, her agent at Gawk Models.

‘Why on earth are you answering your phone when you’re supposed to be sitting in a meeting with Zauber right this freaking minute?’ 

Scott was American, flamboyantly gay and had a mouth on him like Joan Rivers.

‘If you get off the bloody phone,’ said Britt, ‘I’ll go in.’

‘Now remember, Britt, your whole career depends on you not screwing this up. If you get this advertising campaign you will be splashed across every billboard in every city in the world and beyond. Oh, and PS – I was out for drinks with the editor of German Vogue last night and word on the street is that Matthew McConaughey will be starring in the shoot alongside you.’ His voice dropped to a reverent whisper. ‘Matthew freaking Mc-Hot-aughey!’

‘Wow, really?’ Britt’s nerves seemed to suddenly double in intensity. 

 ‘The job is basically in the bag,’ Scott went on, ‘you just need to sign the contracts with Frieda Koch, so—’

‘So, don’t Koch it up,’ laughed Britt. 

‘Right. If she says jump, you find a freaking trampoline – got it?’

‘You worry too much, Scottie.’

‘Go get ’em, tiger,’ grunted Scott in mock manly tones.

As Britt put her phone back in her bag it vibrated again. It was a text from her boyfriend, Alex: ‘Dolce booked for 8 p.m. Don’t forget! A xxx’

As if, Britt smiled to herself. She had been looking forward to tonight for ages. Not only was Dolce her favourite restaurant but tonight was to be a double celebration: her landing the Zauber campaign and Alex’s well-deserved promotion. He had been working for the local council since moving down from Carlisle to live with her a year ago, and was meeting with his boss today to ‘discuss his future’. It looked like Alex was a dead cert for a step up both in pay and prestige. He certainly deserved it, and with the extra cash coming in, they would finally be able to afford the deposit on a place of their own. For the last few days they had talked late into the night, planning their future together, and had even gone to look round a flat they had spotted for sale nearby. As the estate agent had shown them round, Alex had looked at the airy second bedroom and whispered to Britt: ‘This would be perfect for a nursery, wouldn’t it?’ 

‘Oh my God, he’s going to propose!’ Jessie had squealed when Britt had told her friend about it the following day. And although Britt had laughed it off at the time, she was beginning to think dinner tonight would be the ideal occasion . . . 





Chapter 2

Britt pushed the buzzer next to the glossy black door and a few moments later a crackly German voice said, ‘Ja?’

‘Oh, hi, this is Britt Baxter for Frieda Koch,’ said Britt nervously. 

‘Sehr gut. Come straight up, please.’ 

Britt took the lift to the fourth floor to be greeted by a startlingly tall, skinny man with a neatly clipped blond goatee. He was wearing a black polo neck, and trousers that looked two inches too short for him. Britt presumed they were the height of fashion in Berlin. 

‘Guten morgen, Miz Baxter,’ he said in a sing-song voice. ‘My name is Herman, I am Frau Koch’s executive assistant. Please, come zis way.’

He showed her into an office, the walls, floor and furniture of which were all bright white. There was a single black orchid in a square crystal vase and the walls were covered with moody black-and-white photos of pouting models – the stars of previous Zauber campaigns. In the far corner was a huge black marble sculpture, all smooth lines and shiny curves, with two enormous protrusions sticking out of the side that made it look like an ancient fertility statue of a naked tribeswoman, or Katie Price in her Jordan days. And, at a large desk, in stark contrast to the frosty minimalism of her office, sat Frieda Koch.

‘Ah, the beautiful Britt, it is so very lovely to see you again.’ Frieda stood up and held out her arms to her, reaching up to kiss Britt on both cheeks. ‘Let me take your coat. Can I get you anything to drink? Herman makes a quite marvellous goji berry and ginseng tea.’

‘Mmm, that sounds delicious, Frau Koch.’ Britt realised she could have murdered a cappuccino, but doubted that dairy or caffeine would be allowed near the building.

‘Please, you must call me Frieda,’ Frieda Koch smiled.

Once again, Britt marvelled at how unlike your typical fashionista Frieda was. She was swathed in layers of voluminous, jewel-coloured material, which only served to emphasise her plumpness, and her plain face seemed untouched by Botox, fillers or even make-up. The only clue to her profession was the strikingly chunky chrome and wooden necklace resting on her motherly bosom.

‘We’re all so excited about you being our new Zauber girl,’ Frieda said as Britt took a seat opposite her. ‘Matthew McConaughey and you will make a fabulous couple.’

‘It all sounds wonderful,’ Britt enthused, trying to hide her excitement. Scott was right – Matthew McConaughey!

‘The shoot will be on Copacabana Beach in Rio and will involve you spending several weeks in Brazil in May. Will that be convenient?’

Britt gulped, not believing her luck. ‘Oh, yes, I’m sure that will be fine,’ she grinned. Really, could this job get any better?

‘I’m glad to hear that.’ Frieda smiled at her again as Herman returned with the tea. 

‘I’ll be Mutti,’ twinkled Frieda. ‘You know, Britt, the moment I saw your portfolio I knew that you would be perfect for us. Not only are you very beautiful, your body is quite exceptional.’

‘Um, thanks,’ said Britt. She had never been very good at taking compliments.

‘There is something about you I like. You have a very fresh, very English quality.’

‘Oh. Ah! Thank you!’

‘There are just a few small matters to deal with before we can draw up the contracts,’ said Frieda. ‘Herman, could you please also fetch some of those delicious flax and quinoa crackers for us? Thank you very much.’

She watched her assistant leave and then turned back to Britt. ‘Please, let us make ourselves a bit more comfortable over here,’ she said, gesturing to a white leather sofa near the sculpture. ‘I find sitting at a desk so frightfully formal, don’t you? I know we are going to be bosom buddies.’ 

She said this with a half-laugh and Britt thought she looked surprisingly nervous, even a bit unsure of herself – what could she have to be nervous about? Seeing this human side of Frieda Koch made her feel more at home. Perhaps she really could be friends with this powerful woman?

As Britt sank into the cushions, she felt like pinching herself. This was it: she was about to hit the big time! Just show me the dotted line and I’ll sign, she thought with a shiver of excitement.

‘Now, as the Zauber girl, you will obviously be working very closely alongside me,’ Frieda said once they had sat down. ‘I like to take a . . . personal interest in our models, and in return I hope you will be happy to cooperate with me in all matters. Do you think that will be okay?’

‘Oh, yes, of course,’ said Britt. ‘It’s a huge honour to be asked to represent such a prestigious brand, and I’m very excited about working with you, Frieda.’ 

For years, she’d imagined a day she might be saying words like these, hardly daring to dream she’d one day be the face of a major campaign.

‘I’m very glad to hear that, Britt.’ Frieda nodded and smiled. ‘Very glad indeed.’

And then something rather strange happened. Without warning, Frieda leant over and put a hand on Britt’s thigh. Britt stared at it in surprise, unsure what to do. Seconds ticked by. The hand stayed put.

‘I have another meeting shortly, Britt, so I thought it might be nice if we signed the contract in a more relaxed setting,’ said Frieda. ‘Perhaps over dinner tonight in my hotel room? After all, we have a lot to celebrate. The start of your relationship with Zauber – and, of course, with me.’ 

Britt was so thrown by the turn of events that it occurred to her that perhaps Frieda was just unusually touchy-feely, but then her hand started to slowly slide up Britt’s leg and snaked under the flap of her dress, leaving Britt in little doubt as to what that night’s meeting would involve. 

‘Bloomin’ ’eck, gerroff, will you!’ she cried out, stunned. Over the years, Britt had been hit on countless times by male bookers or photographers. It pretty much went with the territory, and she had never had any problems giving them the brush off. But this was the first time a woman had ever invited her onto the casting couch – and Britt had absolutely no idea how to handle it.

Immediately regretting her outburst, she tried to recover her composure. ‘I’m so sorry, Frieda, I would have loved to meet you tonight but I’m afraid I already have plans. With my boyfriend. But I’d be happy to come back here to see you again tomorrow, or any other day this week.’

Frieda’s eyes had narrowed to tiny slits. ‘Well, Britt, that is a very great shame. I would hate for you to miss out on this fantastic opportunity. If you really are serious about wanting to be the new Zauber girl, then I suggest you try and reschedule your plans. I’m staying at the Mandarin Oriental.’ Frieda stood up to signify that the meeting was over. ‘I shall expect you at 8 p.m. tonight. I would strongly advise you to be there if you want this job.’

Oh, but Britt so desperately wanted this job – and she needed it. She might still be stunning, but at twenty-six the work was starting to dry up and if she didn’t hit the big time soon it was never going to happen for her. A model’s career was like a footballer’s: you made your fortune when you were young, because once you hit a certain age you were all washed up. The problem was, Britt had spent most of her career playing for Northend Thistle FC rather than Manchester United. Zauber was probably her last hope. But sleep her way onto the billboards? It just felt so . . . sordid.

‘I’m not really sure if I understand . . .’ she trailed off, still desperately hoping that she might have misread the signs.

‘Well, let me try and help clarify the situation,’ smiled Frau Koch, although Britt only now noticed how the warmth of her smile didn’t quite reach her eyes. ‘There are a great many girls who would be prepared to do whatever it takes to land such a prestigious campaign, and if you are unwilling to . . . cooperate with me, then I’m afraid Zauber will just have to find someone else.’





Chapter 3

Oh God, would Alex understand if she went through with it? The job was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. It was her ticket to fame, fortune and designer freebies. She tried to imagine what it would be like to kiss Frieda Koch. It wouldn’t be too bad, surely? No doubt it would be like kissing a man, only a bit less prickly. And then after the kissing, things would probably just progress naturally. It would be fine – perhaps she’d even enjoy it. They would have some champagne, Britt would slip out of her dress, Frieda would take off her kaftan and then . . . and then . . . Oh Christ, no. No, no, no. She couldn’t do it. No way. 

With her dreams of supermodel stardom collapsing around her, Britt realised with horror that she was about to cry. 

‘I’m very sorry, Frau Koch,’ she said, desperate to get out with her dignity intact. ‘But you’ll have to find another girl to, um, cooperate with. I’ll see myself out.’ 

And with that Britt grabbed her things and dashed towards the door – slamming straight into Herman. As he half fell away from her, holding a tray aloft and frantically trying to regain his balance, his legs were a blur. He gave Britt a long, level look that seemed to say This is the end of my life as a dignified human being, as a real person – and it is all your fault. Then suddenly he was on his backside, his legs with their too-short trousers waving in the air.

‘Meine Kräcker!’ he wailed. Crumbs of flax and quinoa were scattered over the spotless white floor. He looked close to tears.

‘I’m so sorry!’ cried Britt. Her immediate reaction was to stop to help, but she had to get out of that place. Moments later, she clattered down the front steps, blinking back tears. 

Since she’d been inside, the sky had clouded over and a chill breeze now whipped round her bare legs. She was standing on the pavement wondering what on earth she should do when a builder working on scaffolding across the street wolf-whistled and shouted, ‘Alright, darlin’?’ Usually she just ignored this sort of thing – or occasionally smiled if she was in a particularly good mood – but not today. ‘I’m not a piece of meat!’ Britt screeched furiously, storming off in the direction of Piccadilly Circus tube. There was definitely no way she could justify a taxi now. 

She had just skulked into Pret to grab a medicinal double espresso and an almond croissant when her phone rang. It was Scott. 

‘Sooo,’ he trilled. ‘I’ve got a bottle of Cristal here on my desk with your name on it!’

‘I didn’t get it,’ said Britt, flatly.

‘What?’

Britt sobbed. ‘Oh, Scott, it was awful. Frau Koch told me that if I wanted the job I had to meet her tonight in her hotel room and . . .’

There was such a long pause at the other end of the line that Britt thought she must have been cut off, but eventually Scott spoke, his voice low and simmering. ‘And what?’

‘And I’d have to . . . well, you know,’ muttered Britt. ‘Go to bed with her. Do, um, lesbian stuff.’

Another long pause, then: ‘So you said, ‘Frau Koch, I can’t wait, and by the way I’ll bring the vibrator and crotchless knickers’?’ 

‘Are you kidding me?’ Britt asked in disbelief. ‘I’m not prepared to sleep my way to the top – it’s not my style. I thought you’d understand that!’

‘Oh, you did, did you? Well, let me spell it out for you, babe.’ Scott was suddenly almost squeaking with rage. ‘In model years you’re practically pensionable, and if you need to frig a freaking fräulein to get a job like this then you do it! How do you think some of those supermodels got to be so goddamn super in the first place?’ 

‘I . . . I’m sorry . . .’ Britt was so stunned by his reaction that she barely registered the jibe about her age.

‘This was going to be your big chance, Britt! Jesus! Do you think there’s any chance we might be able to salvage something from this?’

Britt thought back to Frau Koch’s look of icy contempt as she’d dashed out of her office. ‘I very much doubt it.’ 

Scott sighed. ‘Okay, babe. Come and see me at the agency tomorrow. In the meantime, I’ll make a few calls, see if I can dredge something else up.’

The first drops of an April shower were starting to fall when Britt finally arrived at the tube, but when she walked up to the entrance she noticed a large handwritten sign: ‘Piccadilly Line suspended due to staff shortages’. Darn, it was raining steadily by now. By the time Britt eventually found a bus that was heading in the direction of her flat in Clapham, her precious snakeskin shoes were ruined and the £50 blow-dry was a total write-off. 

As she stood in the crowded bus, shivering in her sodden dress, she thought about phoning Alex. He had a knack of knowing exactly the right thing to say to make her feel better and put everything in perspective. But it was a big day for him too, and she didn’t want to worry him, so instead she sent a text: ‘Hey gorgeous. Best of luck at work, can’t wait to see you tonight. Love you xxx’.

Britt knew Alex would understand about Zauber. In fact, he was sure to help her see the funny side and they’d probably be laughing about Frau Koch’s wandering hands by this time tomorrow. As someone with a ‘proper’ job, he was always amused by the tales Britt told him about working in fashion, about how hysterical fashion folk could get over a statement heel or a flared trouser (because of course it was always ‘trouser’ or ‘jean’ on Planet Fashion, never the plural). 

Alex had always laughed off Britt’s suggestions that he try modelling himself – although there was no doubt that he had the looks for it. Until a couple of years ago, Alex had looked set for a career as a professional rugby player. Although a serious back injury had put paid to his sporting ambitions, he still trained regularly and at six foot three, with broad shoulders, rock-hard thighs and the most gorgeously firm bum, he still had a rugby player’s physique, only miraculously without the smashed nose and cauliflower ears. With his lush lips, shaggy chocolate-brown hair that was always flopping into his blue eyes, and classically chiselled bone structure, Alex looked like he’d be more at home in a photo shoot than a scrum. The only souvenir of his time on the pitch was a scar just below his eye that gave his boy-band features a dangerously sexy edge. Britt still looked at him occasionally and melted, marvelling at how she had managed to bag such a drop-dead gorgeous bloke. 

Britt had known Alex since he was the scrawny, annoying kid who flicked rubber bands at her during GCSE geography, but they hadn’t started dating until a couple of years ago when they had bumped into each other at a pub near home while Britt had been visiting her mum. Britt was stunned that the obnoxious fourteen-year-old had grown into such a total babe – and a real gentleman, too. After a few months of long-distance dating they had fallen head over heels in love. At the time, Alex was working in bars and labouring to make ends meet until he figured out what to do, now that a career as a professional sportsman was out of the question. After moving down to London to live with Britt last year, he had found a job at the local council, working on their Fitness for Kids programme. It wasn’t brilliantly paid, but he was glad to be using his sporting talent and he proved a natural with children. And it was wonderful finally to be living together.

The bus stopped at the end of her road and Britt picked her way around the puddles to her front door. She had started renting the tiny one-bedroom flat, which was on the top floor of a pretty, mint-green terraced Victorian villa in Clapham, shortly after moving to London at the age of nineteen. Being close to central London meant that the rent was extortionate, but Britt adored the area. It had a real villagey feel that reminded Britt of home – except with a Starbucks, Bikram yoga studio and Waitrose. She suddenly had a pang of worry about how she would afford the rent with no prospect of work, but at least Alex would be able to cover it until something else came along. 

As soon as Britt unlocked the front door her enormously plump tabby cat, Kate Moss, padded over and started rubbing around her legs, purring like a hairdryer, and by the time she had made herself a cup of tea and watched a couple of episodes of Friends Britt was beginning to feel a bit brighter. Hadn’t Scott hinted that he might have another job for her? He had never let her down in the past. She began to look forward again to dinner that evening.

Having a long soak in a bath filled with her favourite Laura Mercier Crème Brûlée bubbles seemed far more restorative than spending hours blow-drying her hair, so Britt just tied it into a low bun and drowned it in Frizz-Ease. Years of working with some of the industry’s best make-up artists had taught her how to pull off a naturally glowing complexion in five minutes flat. With the help of her pinky-gold Nars cream blush in Orgasm, Laura Mercier tinted foundation, lashings of Max Factor mascara and a slick of Elizabeth Arden Eight Hour cream on her lips and lids, she was ready to go.

The rain was hammering down by the time Britt was ready to set out for dinner that evening, so with a pang of guilt she called up the local minicab firm, her earlier pact with herself to steer clear of taxis fading fast. When a car horn outside announced that her cab had arrived, she slipped a leather biker jacket over the top of her Topshop Baxter skinny grey jeans, See by Chloé chiffon blouse and Kurt Geiger spike-heeled boots, and dashed out into the rain.

Dolce was an Italian restaurant in Kensington. Despite the chichi location and brick and leather-panelled minimalism of the interior, it was a warm, friendly place – and the food was incredible. Britt gratefully ordered a Bellini and some nibbles and sat to wait for Alex. 

Twenty minutes and two Bellinis later, Britt was starting to worry. It really wasn’t like Alex to be late. But as she tried his mobile again, the door swung open and there he was. As he shrugged off his drenched coat and handed it to the waiter at the door, Britt once again thrilled at how good-looking her boyfriend was. Even with his hair plastered over his face in wet ribbons and sodden jeans, she fancied him rotten and contemplated paying for the drinks, skipping dinner and whisking him home.

Alex wore a look of fierce concentration as he picked his way through the tables towards where she was sitting. As she leaned in for a kiss, she caught a whiff of beer fumes. So that was why he was late: he’d been out drinking with workmates. Well, she certainly couldn’t begrudge him a pint.

‘So,’ grinned Britt, ‘I’ve managed to polish off two plates of crostini, a bowl of olives and some of those cheese-filled risotto balls while I’ve been waiting, so if I get thrown out of the models’ union I’m blaming you!’

But Alex didn’t laugh; he didn’t even return her smile as he sat down. 

‘Sorry, love.’ He stared at the table, his shoulders slumped.

‘Hey, is everything alright?’

Alex eventually lifted his head to meet her gaze. He looked like a broken man. He finally opened his mouth to speak: ‘I’ve got some bad news . . .’ 
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