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If you’re a fan of all things Essex or Chelsea, you won’t want to miss this sensational read . . . 

Chelsea events planner Talli Jones is in a fix. Her brother Persimmon and his fiancée Edwina want her to deliver the Wedding of the Year. Their dream venue, Highdrow Castle, has had a last-minute cancellation. But it’s in eight weeks’ time. With 500 guests. And doves . . .  Personal trainer Zac Parker needs some fast cash. But he can’t reveal why, even to his girlfriend, glamorous reality TV star Kiki. If he can get wealthy client Edwina into shape for her Big Day, he’ll get a hefty bonus. All he needs is for that uptight wedding planner to stop getting in his way. As Zac and Talli battle to work miracles, the heat between them unexpectedly starts to rise. But when friends and family get involved and the fireworks begin, it’s clear that it’s a long, long way from Chelmsford to Chelsea . . . 

   

This book is dedicated to the wonderful Sheila
Crowley – an agent and friend who is unsurpassed in Essex, Chelsea or anywhere else. xxx


Prologue

5 January 2013

Contracts. She’d never been particularly good at dealing with them. Not that she’d had much experience in these things. The man in front of her cleared his throat, impatient about the delay. If it was meant to intimidate her, it was succeeding.

She should sign. Definitely. But . . .

Her eyes flicked to the large black clock on the yellow wall. Noon.

The pen was making a ridge in the inside of her index finger, yet she couldn’t release the pressure. This would change so much. Everything. It was too soon. She needed more time, but the expectant faces around her made it clear this was a one-shot deal.

Little beads of sweat popped out on the palms of her hands, natty accessories to the flushed face and the heart that was hammering louder than that ticking clock.

That bloody clock.

12.01.

OK, so it had to be now. She had to sign it right now and consequences bedamned.

The pen touched the paper, then moved with a flourish to complete the first letter of her name.

Suddenly she stopped. Looked up. The guy with the obnoxious cough stared at her with puzzlement.

‘I’m sorry, but I don’t think this pen is working.’

He looked at her, then down at the page, then met her eyes again before repeatedly patting down all his pockets.

Everyone in the room was now mimicking his movements, searching their pockets, their anxious faces giving them the appearance of a stressed-out formation dance team.

Perversely, the situation was having the opposite effect on her as, for the first time since she woke up this morning, a sense of calm started at her perfectly manicured toes and worked its way north.

The paper in front of her was still blank.

It had to be a sign.


Chapter One

Talli

17 October 2012

The ringing of her mobile phone cut through Talli’s panic. She rifled through the piles of papers nearest her on the desk, dislodging three hardback catalogues and sending them crashing to the floor.

Still the phone rang.

Bending to pick up the books, her elbow knocked over the Venti Coffee Frappuccino with whipped cream twist she’d picked up at Starbucks ten minutes ago.

The coffee splashed all over her bare feet, making her yell with pain and instinctively jerk her knees up. This jolted the desk, causing another pile of documents, samples and a large crystal 18 sign to fall.

It smashed. But still the phone rang.

With wet feet and a sinking heart, Talli realised that her right breast was vibrating. With a defeated sigh, she fished her phone out of the pocket of her coffee-splattered white Calvin Klein shirt.

‘Good morning, Grand Affairs of Chelsea, Event Management, can I help you?’

‘Tallulah Caston-Jones, please,’ came the clipped reply.

Talli instinctively shuddered at the sound of her full name. Her mother had insisted she have it printed on her business cards, despite Talli’s insistence since the age of twelve that she should be known simply as Talli Jones.

‘This is Tallulah,’ she replied, keen for the call to be over so she could get back to having a full-scale anxiety attack over an imminent eighteenth birthday party at the Dorchester. Note to self – order new crystal 18 sign with immediate urgency. The party was less than a week away and the birthday girl, Cosima Carlton, had just decided that the Snow Queen theme she’d been absolutely set on was ‘so last year’s Narnia’ and decided to go for ‘Vamps and Vixens’ instead. Talli now had to dispense with the services of a snow machine, twelve igloos, thirty-six ice sculptures and a dozen little people lined up to play marauding wolves. She had five days to come up with coffins, crucifixes and several gallons of fake blood.

‘This is Tabitha Deloite, Cosima Carlton’s BFF. Can you do me a huge fave, yah? A few of us want to buy Cosima a fabulous piece of jewellery for her big night. A surprise of course. Could you possibly send me over a picture of the gown she’ll be wearing? We want to make sure the piece we pick is perfect for her look.’

‘Erm, sure. Of course.’

‘Oh, you’re a star. A star!’

Click.

Talli immediately started searching for the catwalk image of the scarlet Dior gown, depressingly certain that if she didn’t do it straight away, she’d forget. Where was it? Where? She frantically leafed through piles of brochures, invoices and pages ripped from magazines. Organisation had never been her strong point.

‘Yes!’ she muttered to no one as she found the image she was looking for: an Amazonian goddess stomping down the catwalk in a creation so elaborate it bordered on art. It was a stunning dress, but not one she herself could ever imagine wearing. She might have the model’s height, and could just about pour herself into a size 10 dress, but there was way too much effort required to pull off this look. Her beauty regime ran to soap, moisturiser and a bit of lip balm after her daily workout. As for her style, she was strictly jeans and T-shirts.

She took a quick snap of the dress on her iPhone and sent it to the mobile number that had just called.

One job done. Later, she’d recognise the irony of that moment. She’d thought she was being unusually efficient. But as she pulled her thick honey-blonde hair up into a twist and stuck a pencil in to hold it there, she was blissfully unaware that her actions would actually fall in line with the theme of the party by opening the gates to hell.


Chapter Two

Zac

17 October 2012

Sleb! magazine, 15 October 2012:


Big news for the cast of Lovin’ Essex this week as their show topped the million-viewer mark for the first time since it hit the air two years ago. Set up to rival the huge success of the mighty TOWIE, Lovin’ Essex, set in Chelmsford, has proved that great things come in small packages. The production team is smaller, the cast is tighter, the budgets don’t kerching like TOWIE, yet they still pack in just as much drama as their friends over in Brentwood. Lovin’ Essex leading lady Kiki Spooner had this to say. ‘We love TOWIE and we’re thrilled to be sharing the spotlight. Essex is definitely big enough for both of us!’



Four of the five female stars of Lovin’ Essex were deep in conversation, their inch-long eyelashes wide with surprise. ‘Shut up! Like, proper shut up! OMG, what a troll! I’m sick of Porsche, she just thinks that she’s like, total queen bee around here and she’s so not. I knew her when she was still giving BJs to that DJ down the Beach Box.’ Shiraz spoke like an AK-47 spraying lip-gloss-coated bullets around the room.

The others nodded in agreement. It was, Zac thought, like looking at a shelf of picture-perfect Barbie dolls in the supermarket. There were twin dolls on the TV show: his stunning sisters Lena and Minx. Almost identical, they differed mainly in the shade and cut of their pink hair and their style. Lena’s baby pink extensions fell to her waist and she was dressed as always in girlie pastels, while Minx was the tomboy with the bright pink elfin cut. Or at least her version of tomboy: full make-up, tiny denim shorts and trainers with four-inch wedge heels. Zac’s girlfriend Kiki was Sexy Barbie, the smoky-eyed brunette who played the part of a wild free spirit. Then there was Glamour Barbie, Porsche, who was missing from this shoot so that the rest could have a good old rant about her. Porsche prided herself on sharing her assets with the world and every weekly celebrity mag. And finally raven-haired Shiraz was Bondage Barbie: glossy curls, short leather skirt, the owner of the salon bought by her father, a property mogul with more buildings and land than the local council. Spa Shiraz was the mother ship for the girls’ grooming upkeep, chat and hardcore bitching sessions, not to mention the best place in Essex for hair extensions, false eyelashes, gel nails and fake tan. For a reality show that now had over a million viewers per episode, there sure wasn’t much on Lovin’ Essex that was real, but that kind of discipline and effort had always impressed Zac. These were girls who knew how to make the most of themselves, looked sensational and most of them were really sweet too. He’d known Shiraz and Porsche for years, because they’d hung out with his sisters since they were kids. Back then, Lena was always the sensible, diplomatic one. Nothing much had changed.

‘Look, it’s not worth gettin’ frazzed about.’ Lena was speaking now, playing out her part as the peacemaker of the group. The lines weren’t scripted as such, but the girls all had defined roles, exaggerated versions of themselves.

Shiraz, the hard nut, was on the warpath again. ‘Yeah, but it’s, like, time she got told to get a grip. C’mon, let’s get over to the club.’ She was on her feet now, her Versace mini riding up to give a peek of her gold sequinned thong. ‘And if I see that slapper, she’ll be proper sorry.’

‘And CUT!’ Edwina, the director of the show, barked out the order and everyone on set immediately obeyed. She stood up from her chair. ‘Great, well done, girls. Shiraz, I was really feeling your frustration there. Kiki, can we see you for a quick moment, luvly? Zac, my darling torso of hotness, could you come too?’

Zac raised his eyebrows in surprise at the invitation. He hoped Edwina wasn’t going to try to get him on the show again. She was always saying that with his looks, he would be a massive ratings booster, but there was no chance. The thought of all that attention made his teeth grind. He was strictly background in this whole affair. He’d only popped on to set today because he was picking up Lena and Minx and taking them shopping to buy their Auntie Dot a birthday present.

They followed Edwina into one of the side rooms, a massage suite that played weird music even though there was no one there. Zac had a sinking sense of being marched to the headmistress’s office, unaware as to what crime against school rules or property had been committed. Edwina had that presence about her, made all the more jarring by her towering height, slightly chunky frame and cropped dark hair with wisps of grey. Criminal that she didn’t get that fixed. Added years to her and she must only be about thirty. No make-up either. And God knows, that nose could do with a bit of strategic shading.

Bloody hell, he was hanging out with those girls too much. He was becoming scarily bilingual – speaking in fluent English and Max Factor.

Edwina, however, was pure posh London and now, hand on hips, she was commanding their attention. ‘I’ll get to the point. There’s been another one of those fucking letters. We’ve passed a copy of it on to the police because it had a photograph of you taken at your book signing last week.’

Kiki started to physically shake. ‘Let me see it.’

‘I don’t think . . .’ Edwina began to argue.

‘I want to see it. Please.’

Edwina picked up a black clipboard from the counter beside her, flicked over a couple of pages, then removed an A4 sheet of paper. The image in the middle clearly showed Kiki sitting at a table in Waterstones at Lakeside Shopping Centre with a pile of Lovin’ Essex Christmas annuals piled in front of her. It had been taken last Wednesday, Zac knew, because he’d been there. It was easy to make him out, standing behind Kiki, looking for all intents and purposes like one of the security guys that had been hired by her management company.

But it wasn’t the picture that concerned him most; it was the words above it, made out of letters cut from magazines.

Die bitch. Die!


Chapter Three

24 October 2012

Talli’s mother gave her the stare of death, a look of such disappointment that it made Talli’s Burberry biker boots curl up at the toes.

At least she thought it was the stare of death. Ever since the surgery two weeks before, Arabella Caston-Jones’s furious yet frozen, tightly tucked, swollen face bore a striking resemblance to her happy face, her anxious face, her sad face and, more disturbingly, the face of a puffer fish.

One face it bore absolutely no resemblance to was that of her idol, Carole Middleton, mother of the most recent addition to the British royal family. Judging by the results, the Harley Street surgeon had taken one look at the picture Arabella had brandished at their first consultation (an image from the Daily Mail featuring both the Windsor and Middleton families at Wills and Kate’s wedding), and mistakenly thought the new client wished to hand over several thousand pounds of her cash in return for the aesthetic visage of Prince Andrew.

‘Tallulah, how could this happen? The Carltons are refusing to pay their bill. They claim they’ve had to pay thousands to the Dorchester in compensation and little Cosima is so overwrought she’s had to flee to their house on Grand Bahama. Poor darling. You know how fragile that child is.’

Talli bit her bottom lip to stop the rant that was brewing in her head. Little Cosima? She was a spoiled, malicious bitch who had thrown the mother of all tantrums when Tabitha Deloite, her Former (with a capital F for oh fuck) best friend had shown up at her birthday party wearing the same dress, a stunning scarlet Dior gown that cost more than the team of waiters got paid in six months. For anyone else it would be a mildly upsetting glitch on an otherwise fabulous night. But no, not for little Cosima. The shrieks could be heard in several London postcodes, as could the sirens belonging to the emergency services that were called after little Cosima threw an almighty tantrum and launched a Jimmy Choo at the wall, which – thanks to the gods of attention-seeking prima donnas – somehow set off a fire alarm. The hotel was forced to evacuate the premises of all guests, including three American rappers, several Cabinet members and Gwyneth Paltrow.

Everyone, in fact, except little Cosima, who took to a nearby bathroom with several grams of coke and a bottle of tequila and was only found when her father demanded a full search or he’d call in a specialist team from one of the intelligence services. Apparently you could do that when you were someone important in the Ministry of Defence.

Talli had visions of being arrested, or shipped to Guantanamo, or wherever the British government sent people who seriously pissed them off.

Apparently she’d broken one of the solemn commandments of party planning – one must guard the secrets of the client’s outfit with one’s life. It didn’t help that the whole debacle was further exacerbated when Tabitha took to Facebook, Twitter and email – hell, she did everything but hire a plane and write it on the sky – boasting that she’d utterly humiliated Cosima because she looked so much better in the dress. Oh, and thanks to the nice girl at the event planning company for showing her a snap of the gown that the birthday girl planned to wear.

Talli wasn’t sure what stung most – the fact that the party had been such a huge disaster or the ignominy of having the cashmere pulled over her eyes by an eighteen-year-old with an evil streak. The girl had sounded so plausible on the phone. And surely Cosima had to shoulder an element of the blame? If she hadn’t got caught giving a blow job to Tabitha’s boyfriend in the marble washroom of the Carlton private jet, none of this would have happened.

God, when did kids get so evil? thought Talli with a resigned sigh.

Her mother had on her impatient face now. Perhaps.

Talli decided there was no point in getting into an argument that could result in a family rift and several burst stitches behind her mother’s ear lobes.

‘Sorry, Mother, but you know I’m just not very good at this.’

Arabella eyed her daughter with blatant disappointment. Or perhaps it was sympathy.

‘Do not dare give me that speech again,’ she hissed. ‘Grand Affairs needs you right now, darling.’ Definitely disappointment.

Her mother’s fourth child, the party planning company Grand Affairs of Chelsea (yes, their internet website did receive enquiries from twenty-two-year-old ladies looking for a benefactor in the SW1 or SW3 postcode areas) was another element of the Caston-Jones life that came courtesy of the almost-royals. Arabella had been perfectly happy with a little hobby organising small, exclusive parties for friends until Carole Middleton came along.

Arabella’s ruthless competitive streak kicked in and she set about pushing for larger, more ostentatious commissions, enlisting Talli’s help along the way whenever necessary.

‘Let me remind you that we are a family. We swoop in to help each other out in times of challenge . . .’

And really bad cosmetic surgery. Talli didn’t say that out loud. Nor did she question why she was the only one of her siblings who was ‘helping out’. True, she was currently unemployed in the strict do-work-receive-payment sense. Since leaving university clutching a respectable degree in sports science two years ago, Talli had floundered, unable to choose between a postgrad in teaching and voluntary coaching work that would make her CV more attractive to the seventy-eight football, rugby and tennis clubs she’d sent applications to. She’d managed to secure one interview – a junior football team in Bolton, with a manager who called her ‘Posh Totty’ and looked surprised that she knew a goal kick from a groin strain. She didn’t get the job.

Her brother Persimmon at least had a fully employed excuse not to pitch in, given that he worked long hours as vice president of Gambond Paper, the largest toilet-roll supplier in the country, owned for five generations by the family of his fiancée, TV director Edwina Gambond.

Meanwhile, on a bejewelled, designer-adorned branch of the family tree, Talli’s twenty-one-year-old sister Dessi (Desdemona by birth) was still ‘finding herself’. So far, she’d found out that she loved coffee and lunchtime champagne at bijou bistros on the King’s Road, and weekends in Cap Ferrat.

There had never been any doubt in Talli’s mind that she would agree to her mother’s demands that she take the job. It had always been that way. Her siblings were loud, headstrong, so sure of themselves, utterly firm in their convictions, whereas Talli’s resolve was more of the consistency of toothpaste. Whatever it took to keep the peace. She was a people pleaser.

Only it seemed that right now she wasn’t pleasing anyone.

‘Bambi Abercrombie was at the party and she witnessed the whole thing,’ Arabella continued. ‘Now the Abercrombies have cancelled their Christmas party. I don’t have to tell you that it was the biggest event of our year!’

Talli was caught between a twinge of concern that those stitches could pop at any moment and a desire to punch the air in glee. Thankfully there were only a couple of small events booked between now and Christmas, run-of-the-mill birthdays that even she would struggle to screw up.

There was an uncomfortable pause, the silence broken only by her mother rearranging the fur throw that was draped casually across her Louis XVI chaise longue. If Marie Antoinette had lived today in an elegant town house in Chelsea Square, dressed in Halston and developed an obsession with plastic surgery, she’d be called Arabella Caston-Jones.

Talli realised that her Marie Antoinette was still talking.

‘Naturally, I’m devastated that they’ve chosen to take their business elsewhere. However, it may actually be a blessing in disguise. Persimmon called this morning. He’s frightfully thrilled. You know that he and Edwina have had their hearts set on marrying at Highdrow Castle, but there was a three-year waiting list?’

Talli nodded, unsure as to where this was going and wondering how long it would be until she could excuse herself from the crosshairs of the firing squad.

‘Well, they’ve now been offered a cancellation. I think it’s because Lord Highdrow remembers me. We had a minor flirtation before I met your father.’

Talli’s spirits soared. This was great news. Not only would it soften the blow of the Carlton debacle, but her mother would now completely immerse herself in wedding research, allowing Talli to slide a little further under her demanding radar.

‘Good morning! How are we all today, my favourite ladies?’ The bellowing voice of Persimmon made her mother beam with joy. Maybe. Still difficult to tell.

‘Persimmon, darling, so wonderful to see you. Oh, that suit is divine.’

Persimmon kissed Talli on the cheek and gave her shoulders a squeeze as he passed her. She melted just a little. Her brother was undoubtedly the favourite child, a huge burden that Talli was glad she didn’t need to share. Mild indifference and partial obscurity were far easier to handle in this family. Poor Simmy carried the pressure of expectation well. Not traditionally handsome, he made up for it with a cheeky sense of humour and a sharp business mind. On top of that, he’d scored a million Brownie points by embarking on a relationship with Edwina, heiress to a toilet-roll fortune. The two families shared neighbouring summer houses in Brighton and a beach house kiss at the age of thirteen had ignited a relationship that was still going strong almost sixteen years later.

Persimmon greeted his mother with a kiss that Talli noticed landed in mid air a few inches above her head. Probably wasn’t safe to go any closer without a nurse and a packet of antiseptic wipes.

He then plonked himself down on a gilt Louis XVI armchair and put his expensively-shod feet on a coffee table that had been in the family since Napoleon was a toddler.

‘Have you told Talli the great news yet?’

‘Oh, yes. Erm, congratulations. A wedding at Highdrow will be gorgeous.’

‘I knew you’d take it well. Thank you so much, Talli – you’re a rock.’

A strange prickling feeling told her she was missing something. A few days ago she’d been called a star, and that hadn’t ended well. Now she was a rock?

‘Actually, I was just getting to that part, darling,’ Arabella said, turning – slowly – back to face Talli. ‘Yes, well, there’s one tiny hitch. The wedding is on Christmas Eve.’

‘But that’s lovely. It’s a wonderful time of year for a wedding – and we now have great contacts for ice sculptures,’ offered Talli, contemplating the leftover Narnia props and deciding the igloos and the marauding wolves might not be in keeping with the occasion.

‘But it’s so soon!’ Simmy said apologetically.

Talli’s brow furrowed with confusion. Fourteen months was plenty of time to plan a wedding. Her mother would be back in charge in just a few weeks and then she could spend the whole of next year being the party-planning version of a cross between the mother of the groom and a Third World dictator.

Talli looked quizzically at her mother. ‘I don’t understand.’

‘Tallulah, don’t frown like that. I do wish you’d reconsider Botox. Anyway, it’s this Christmas Eve. So while it’s not ideal, there’s nothing to be done but get on with it. You’re in charge. I’d help, but I leave for Switzerland in the morning. If I’m going to be ready to face the world in eight weeks’ time, I’m going to need to spend time at the spa.’

Eight weeks.

Talli repeated it several times in the hope she would stop hyperventilating long enough to absorb the reality of it.

Eight weeks from now. Christmas Eve. And apparently she was on her own because her mother was returning to the spa – which was a cover name for an extortionate Swiss clinic that had in the past starved her, cleansed her and injected her face with fat cells from sheep. Not all at the same time.

‘Darling, don’t worry, you’ll be fine. If Pippa Middleton could make it all the way down that aisle without falling flat at the feet of the Archbishop of Canterbury, you can organise a simple wedding.’

A simple wedding. The thought gave Talli a glimmer of hope. Perhaps if it was an intimate affair, just close family and her mother’s Swiss doctor, it might be manageable.

‘We’ll only be inviting two hundred,’ Persimmon casually informed her. ‘Oh, and darling, you might want to book the doves now. Edwina wants one for every guest. Terrible idea. The vile things crap on everything.’

Closing her eyes, Talli reflected that the doves might not yet be here, but somehow she already felt like she was getting crapped on from a great height.
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