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Have you ever slowly raised your head up from minding your own business and looked down the lens of a small black webcam? I do not mean at home, but at work. It is one of the most intimidating things that will ever happen to you. Well, I know it was for me but I am sure that this was not the case for the person on the other end of the lens. It is embarrassing to know that a single wrong word from me right here, right now could end up in the interview cancelled altogether and I am not even that entertaining. Oh please don’t let me give them any reason to get bored and actually switch off, as my hands place the pencil (pointed end down) carefully on my raised chin in a bid to balance it there for a number of seconds. When I force myself to concentrate but it is not that easy, let me tell you since it soon fell off the face. As you notice out of the corner of your eye, the person leaning forward on the laptop screen to get a better look and you’re then obliged to try your hand at juggling instead whether you want to or not.

‘Are they made of scrunched up paper?’ asked Margo Mulley with her bright red lips and putting on her steely black glasses, which perfectly match the dark colour of her hair. The style of which is like a sleek bike helmet seeing as the full fringe and short bob do not move a single strand, even when she swings her head around. Is it even real hair or a plastic imitation moulded to neatly, fit her head?

‘Yes . . . I learned this as a kid,’ I replied and carried on tossing the makeshift balls up into the air as I’d begged myself not to drop them. My own hair nowadays has gone back to being blonde, after the red affair ended; well, strawberry blonde to be honest. (Home dye job.)

‘I can tell . . . it’s the sort of thing my son would do,’ she retorts.

‘Ah . . . but can your son do this?’ I ask and start to wriggle my thick dark eyebrows up and down, not only separately but also with a quivering effect in time to the sounds that I hum loudly and looking downright crazy does not cover the half of it. While I pray to God that this is not being recorded anywhere, because I will never live it down if it is.

‘I’d like you to stop that immediately . . . you’re scaring me.’

‘Err . . . how about I show you my fidgety fingers? I can bend them just at the tip and keep the rest of them straight,’ I announce. As I proceed to stick them in front of the webcam in a bid to make them look like they’re sort of claws, when I even throw in a growl or two to make it even scarier and hoping that she finds it all amusing at best.

‘Ew . . . that’s horrible,’ she says and I guessed wrong, I guess.

‘Not as horrible as this,’ I said proudly and jumped up off the seat to push the chair out of my way and bring the camera closer to capture me posing and showing off my limbs, as my knees and elbows buckled and both appeared to be bent the wrong way.

‘Wow, that’s freaky . . .’ I dare not show her my wonky tits then or ‘outie’ belly button seeing as that would be a step too far.

‘Not as freaky as this,’ I say next before I slip off my shoes to show her my party trick of balancing a tray of drinks (normally several wine glasses but the water bottles will have to do here) on the flat balls of my bare feet. As my toes are bending right over to aid the act and thus helping to keep everything on one straight level.

‘Did you used to work in the circus, before this job?’ enquires Margo from her office in New York at me, via the computer screen.

‘Nah . . . but if you liked that, then you’ll love this,’ I reply and plunge forward in haste, only to bang my big toe hard on the table leg whilst resisting the strong urge to swear profusely through the pain. I had moved the webcam again in a bid to capture me lying down on my back on the floor with the soles of my bare feet pressed firmly onto the office carpet, as my toes are completely flat against it too.

‘Well you should be showing that off to someone, preferably to a foot doctor and not to me. I can’t stand feet . . . unless they’re wrapped in exquisite shoes.’ My big toe does look swollen around the nail.

‘I’m double-jointed . . . but I don’t think they call it that anymore.’

‘I have a friend . . .’ says Margo, but I interrupt her before she gets to finish her sentence. (Bad habit of mine and I really should stop it.)

‘What . . . who is double-jointed like me?’ I ask and it is comforting to know that there are others out there, not just me then.

‘Not that I know of . . . but she lives in LA and has got a shamrock brooch very similar to that one. And no matter how much I tell her off for owning such a piece of tacky jewellery, she won’t part with it and wears it everywhere and with everything,’ said Margo Mulley with a shake of her head to show how she doesn’t understand this at all.

‘I would not get rid of mine either, it is too sentimental,’ I replied. Whereas, I didn’t go into any of the details about having my late (adoptive) grandmother’s lucky brooch not only stolen by an armed robber (who turned out to be Den, the cousin of Graham whose getting married to my friend Cara if they can ever save up enough money). Also losing it as well, to a paparazzi person (who turned out to be my much hated ex-boyfriend) when he was following me around for being famous for sleeping with the heir to the throne. Let me apologise in advance if this is hard to keep up with as I sometimes struggle even if it is ‘my life’, we are talking about. Overall, I did not want to jinx getting my brooch safely back to its rightful owner by saying this aloud. Besides, Margo does not want to hear about my woes and me.

‘If Lloyd can’t make it on time then I really should be getting on with something else,’ she replies and stifling a yawn with her fist.

‘If you didn’t find that lot to your taste . . . how about you make a suggestion and I’ll try it out for size?’ I offered and not only made a reference to her fashion sense but going way beyond the call of duty in order to please this woman, until my boss gets here.

‘Ah, I like singers . . . can you sing by any chance?’

‘Err . . . yes. I am not to professional standards, but I will give it a good go. Do you have a preference?’

I do not confess that I usually only do it alone in the bath or when extremely intoxicated on the karaoke and in the back of the taxis, again whilst drunk. I had to point this out otherwise, it sounds like I simply get in and warble all the way to my destination when sober which I do not and could never do. I know this because I have tried it when nervously going somewhere and in order to take my mind off something, but I had failed to get more than a few bars out before I forgot the words. I would therefore make up a ditty of what I was doing and since the driver looked at me through his mirror as if I was a right nutcase, who had thought that they were living in a musical or something of that nature. Indeed I had stopped, in the event of him driving me to the nearest mental hospital. It is all in the confidence, is it not, if you can pull off that kind of thing? Alternatively, some would say desperation is my middle name if we were talking about this particular scenario or other similar situations that I often find myself mixed up in. I do not want to lose this job if I fail to entertain Margo and keep her online until my boss gets here.

‘Yes, thinking about it. I do have a request,’ she eventually said.

‘What’ll it be . . . rock, rap, pop or something soulful?’ I ask and hope that she does not choose an operatic aria, because that is just taking the piss if she expects me to reach them notes. What does she think this is, Britain’s Got Talentless, people like me?

‘How about something befitting your country of origin?’

‘I could do a sporty song? I know a few chants if that’ll do the job,’ I responded, but I will not tell her where I learnt them. It was from that time when my friend Cara and I ended up partying by mistake with a gay team. I learned a thing or three about willies that night. 1) They are not all the same, with the lights on. 2) They are not that ugly, if you think of them as works of art. 3) That size does matter; because of the game, that they were playing and it was not anything at all to do with rugby, or sex but a lot to do with pennies and penises.

‘I was thinking more along the lines of your national anthem; surely you know the words to that,’ she says and I inwardly cringe.

‘Of course, who doesn’t know the words to the British national anthem?’ I lie. I do not for a start. So she may as well have said sing that traditional song ‘Auld Lang Syne’ from New Year’s Eve. I always get this one wrong too and cannot always blame it on the booze and every year I make the same resolution, being that I am going to learn the bloody words by next time and never do. I recall that my friend Tonya had told me that the lyrics are to a poem by Scotland’s very own Robert Burns and here was me, thinking it English. No wonder I cannot understand what they are singing about, if it is in such a strong dialect that is hard to detect at the best of times and with the best of hearing devices. I might be tone deaf, but there is nothing wrong with my ears.

‘I don’t know the words to your royal tune. I am American and I could probably sing my own one backwards if I had to, I know it so well. It’s inspiring when you see them on the podiums after winning a medal and singing their little hearts out . . . to let everyone know how proud they are of where they’ve come from and where they’ve ended up, representing their countries.’

‘Huh . . . I’ve got more chance of getting the American one right,’ I mutter to myself under my breath, so that the microphone does not pick it up and pass my comment on to Margo Mulley. She is a fashion journalist/editor extraordinaire who has the power to make or break careers, for Margo knows it and follows through on her threats and she said that I was scary. I am a pussycat compared to her.

So I gave it my best shot and I am almost certain that I got the words correct for the first verse; it was the second one where it all went horribly wrong, when I got it mixed up with Rule Britannia or was it Land of Hope and Glory? And you can blame ‘The Last Night Of The Proms’ BBC TV programme for that, when my mother makes me watch it with her every year as it’s a bit of a tradition in our house (but sadly, it is without my father since the divorce). Who sings the whole of the goddamn six verses anyway? I normally just repeat the first one repeatedly. Luckily, Margo Mulley was none the wiser. I had successfully held her online long enough on that Wednesday, just as my boss had ordered me to do so. Until that is, the ‘hugely-talented-and-much-sought-after-fashion-designer’ (his words not mine and no lack of self-esteem there) being also known as Lloyd Bailey swept through the door into his office. He ignored me of course so I left him to it as he went straight into an apology for not only being late but also for my awful singing too. Seeing as he could hear me from right down the hallway. The things I have to do for that man, now that I am working for him nowadays as his new PA and no longer at Plato Ltd.

Thankfully, there is no chance in hell of me tossing my career away here like last time because I definitely will not be having relations with Lloyd Bailey for he is as gay as they come and twice on Sundays as my late (adoptive) grandmother used to say. I am sure she was referring to our local vicar. Who thought that it would be a good idea for me to get with my last (married but was separated at the time) boss? Oh yes, it was all mine so I can’t blame anyone but myself for getting involved where I had no right to. I should have waited and given it enough distance to heal so that Fox was fully over his wife, when she had left him for the bloke that she had been having an affair with and subsequently broke his heart about. I was stupidly playing the role of ‘rebound girl’ and I didn’t even stop to think how things could turn out, besides, I had a lot to deal with myself at that stage in my life so I guess I wasn’t really thinking straight either.

I went bulldozing into the ruin and tried to do a DIY patch up job but his estranged wife got wind of it and got jealous and got back with Fox when she had re-entered their home to do a proper renovation, along with professionals on the payroll to build it back up from the outset. I had heard about it from my old chum Miss Kettle (at Plato Ltd) when she found out from the horse’s mouth at one of the after show parties for a new fashion collection. Apparently, they are in therapy and trying to salvage their marriage because Fox drunkenly confessed that he had fallen for me. Also the fact that he’s finding it very hard to forgive and forget the issue that his wife left him for her old boyfriend and only really came home because the guy had dumped her, not the other way around as previously informed to Fox and me. Trust issues are threatening to destroy their union and I am sorry that I ever got involved now. I did not want anyone to get hurt, least of all me.

In addition, the yarn about wanting a baby with Fox came true surprisingly quickly since his wife is up the duff. Only does the child belong to Fox or this imposter in the nest? (Meaning her ex-boyfriend and maybe that is why the bloke got rid of her as he does not want to raise an infant, whether it’s his or not.) But Fox did want to start a family so he’s standing by her, whereas, I wonder if he’ll change his mind when it’s born and with the aid of DNA, Fox will find out if it does belong to him or someone else. Either way, I could never go back there again even if Fox left her for good and came crawling to me on his hands and knees over broken glass and expressing what a terrible mistake he had made when choosing her over me. I knew it was too good to be true and would end in tears and it has, for everyone concerned.

I cannot allow myself to mull over Fox Fredrickson and what might have been in a romantic sense a moment longer, as it is a total waste of energy. Therefore, from this day forward and including the last few months that I have been telling myself this; I am thoroughly banishing all thoughts of him from my head. I need to find myself a new boyfriend that will take my mind off Fox, seeing as someone else can be the ‘rebound guy’ for me for a change. I am promising not to fall for this ‘newbie’ because I just want to have some fun instead and nothing happening even remotely heavy on the old ticker. I do not think it will take it, because it has been battered and bruised more times than a boxer’s face. Only, I do hope I have not gotten ugly on the inside in the process because I want to remain essentially a nice person deep down. Someone who looks out for the interests of others and puts them first and never intentionally uses them for my own ends or purposes. However, I never said anything in there about not using their bodies for self-gratification since that is a whole other ball game altogether (pun intended).

‘Right, Kelly Stanford. What the hell was that all about?’ enquires my boss, Lloyd Bailey as he adjusts his eye patch. I often feel like there are three of us in conversations, as in, me and him and it. For I find myself sometimes talking to it, rather than him. I cannot help it.

‘What do you mean?’ I asked my boss back from my desk once he had finished up with the interview. I had been social networking as usual instead of working, but looked up innocently with shy eyes peering over the top of my laptop. It always works on my mother but not here it seems, seeing as his face is like thunder. I honestly was not sure which part he was referring to by this. Did he just mean all of it?

‘I’m talking about you, darling . . . trying to steal my limelight and getting all bloody buddy, buddy with Margo Mulley that’s what?’

‘I wasn’t doing anything of the sort. I was just doing what you had asked of me. I tried to keep her online until you arrived,’ I said and sitting back in my seat to fold my arms in defiance. I do not like being ‘told off’ for just doing my job. It worked, did it not and it does not matter how.

‘Well it turns out that she has taken a liking to you, darling and your unusual approach to this potentially stressful situation. Most assistants would have just tried to talk their way through it and simply bored the tits off her, but not you. No, you turn into a Vaudeville variety act according to her and it was different to say the least.’

‘I thought about talking fashion but what would be the point . . . I hardly know enough to pass myself off as any kind of expert and she would have well sussed me out and hated me for it.’

‘You’re not lying there . . . what are you wearing? I hope Margo does not think that rag is one of mine. Where’s the piece I told you to put on, darling . . . the one which shows off my wares?’

‘And mine too. I looked like a mirror ball in it and with all those tiny reflections; it was bound to have given her a headache.’

‘You are not that fat to appear rotund, but I suppose you have a point.’

‘Besides, it was too tight for me and I couldn’t breathe in it, never mind limber up and show her my funky moves,’ I said and nodded to his creation (meaning the dress) draped over the back of the spare chair. He snatched it up, giving it the once over and shaking it to see the tiny mirrors shimmering in the bright office lights.

‘I suppose it’s not important now. As you are probably aware, Margo does not take to just anybody so count yourself damn lucky. Oh by the way, good job,’ he says with a grin, since he is pleased with me after all before flouncing off with a wave of his hand in order for me to follow him. I also know better than to go on about it any further.

‘But where are we going?’ I ask and scurry behind him in my heels, which are too high for me to be comfortable in and it shows in my walk. As I struggle to look anywhere near dignified, whilst clambering onto the metal rail and hunched over like an old woman making my way down the steep concrete steps. It could have been worse; it could have been an escalator. Do not ask, I will explain later. I dare not fall around here or I will break my neck for sure. I like my slender neck. I am used to it. It is the only one; I have so I need it.

‘We’re going to LA, darling . . . that’s where,’ he replies and swings open the door to his studio floor, which is situated on the ground level of this old industrial warehouse of a building with massive windows.

‘But I don’t have my passport with me and don’t you need a visa or permit or a green card or something like that to get into the good old U.S of A?’ I ask excitedly since I have always wanted to go to Hollywood, only I am clearly not ready for this trip abroad.

‘I do not mean right this minute. It is only filling a form out for a visit, darling. You are not staying forever and you do not have to marry anyone, or go across the sea locked inside a shipping container. Honestly, you watch way too much TV for your own good.’ He smiles with amusement at my very limited travel experience.

‘But why are we going?’

‘I’ve had the call, darling and they want me to come out and discuss my designs for an upcoming movie. So you’ll have to ship some of my best stuff over to them right away.’

‘Wow . . . that’s mega,’ I replied in a calm voice but on the inside, it was fireworks all the way and I could do with a change of scenery.

‘I know, darling . . . I was bursting to tell someone but I couldn’t spill the beans to Margo because nothing’s been signed yet. It could all go tits up in this fickle business as you know, from personal experience. One minute you are going to be the face of a campaign and the next; you are relegated to the sidelines I am afraid.’

Lloyd was referring to me being famous one day and ousted for someone else, who had blatantly grabbed the headlines the next. Indeed, I did not mind in the end because I rather like being normal and just being me. More importantly, I like being free instead of feeling like a goldfish trapped in a bowl which is what I’d felt whilst being in the public glare for shagging (our so-called virgin) Prince Arthur. Only that is all in the past now and I can get on with my life and go to America, which is top of my list for places to visit before I die. It was a good day at the office so far. I had made a new contact in the industry that could prove very useful, my boss is happy with me and now I get this welcome news. It is a shame this sentiment is probably not going to last long, if my record of accomplishment is anything to go by.

‘Is that why you were late for the interview with Margo?’ He nodded his answer at me but did not get vocal about it, because we suddenly had company come into the large room to join us that I did not know about either. I am supposed to be his assistant and assist him in everything but if I do not find out these things beforehand, how am I supposed to do my job properly? No wonder the last PA turned to drugs and ended up losing her job, it is hard enough to keep up with him and his world when it is spinning so fast on its axis that it might fall off.

‘Ah, you are on time I see . . . it’s lovely of you to cancel your plans to fit this in, darling,’ said Lloyd to Keris Stansted. She is the woman who had replaced me, in not only the ad campaign for his spring collection but
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