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This is for those who don’t believe love is something they deserve; that finding love is out of their reach.

But I’m here to tell you that you do deserve it; we all need more love in this world – it’s just a matter of timing.

xo






Chapter One

My best friend has just bought a house.

My phone doesn’t stop buzzing as she bombards our chat with photos and videos. I groan and shove my phone under my pillow. Sorry, Amber, but there are only so many heart-eye emojis I can send in a row. Does that make me a bad friend? Probably. Just another thing to add to the ever-growing list of things I’m bad at. Just like dancing, swimming, relationships, and unfortunately, my job.

Do I even have a job anymore? Hm. Debatable. Dad says I’ve never had a job, but he’s always been like that. Mum used to be supportive, but I think that well has officially run dry.

Can you blame her? I’m twenty-seven years old and back in my childhood bedroom. Though I suppose I can’t even call it that anymore. Mum and Dad have been using it as an office slash gym slash storage room for the last five years. Cardboard boxes take up most of the floor space, and there’s a treadmill in the corner with a thin layer of dust over it. The only things that remain from my tenure in here are my bed (now far too small – my feet are hanging off the end) and a Harry Styles poster I superglued to the wall when I was sixteen.

My phone buzzes again, and I resist the urge to fling it out the window.

God. How is this my life? Three months ago, I was living my very best life in London. I had my own riverside apartment, I was constantly on the go, my wardrobe was brimming with designer clothes, and I had a boyfriend who adored me.

Now I’m back living at my parents’ house. I haven’t stepped foot outside in a week, I’m living out of a pile of suitcases, and don’t even get me started on the whole boyfriend thing. Life comes at you fast.

The buzzing finally starts to get to me. I grab my phone.

AMBER



37 new messages





I hover over our chat but then decide against opening it. Instead, I reflexively launch Instagram and immediately regret it – 230,000 followers. Last week it was 235,000. I’m losing followers at breakneck speed, and I don’t know how to fix it.

In case you haven’t guessed yet, I’m an influencer. Or should that be, ‘I used to be an influencer’?

I was pretty good at it too. Don’t get me wrong, I wasn’t on Kim K or Molly Mae’s level or anything like that, but I was doing pretty well for myself. I had a pretty decent and engaged following, and I had a long list of brands who were fighting to work with me. And they paid really well too. Enough for my expensive apartment in the city, multiple international trips a year, and pretty much anything else I wanted.

But that’s all gone now. And all it took was one 45-second video. My stomach churns as I remember The Video. It’s been three months, but I can’t get it out of my head. I’ve committed every last painful second to memory, and it plays on a loop in my mind whenever I have a quiet moment.

‘Bailey?’

For once, the sound of Mum’s shrill voice yelling my name doesn’t annoy me. It’s a welcome distraction from The Video.

‘Bailey, come down and eat something! I’ve made some sandwiches for lunch.’ A pause, and then, ‘You can’t stay in there all day, you know?’

Part of me – a very big part of me – wants to prove her wrong. I can stay in here all day. I’m safe in my room, far away from Mum’s worried stare and Dad’s judgemental gaze. But then my stomach grumbles, and I know I’m fighting a losing battle.

‘Coming!’ I yell back. ‘Give me five minutes.’ I roll out of bed and rush into the bathroom opposite my room. It’s a mess in here. Must remember to give it a clean before I give Mum something else to complain about. God. It’s like I’m sixteen all over again.

I splash some water on my face and recoil as I catch a glimpse of my reflection in the mirror. I look awful. My long dark-brown curls are tangled and matted like a bird’s nest, my eyes are bloodshot, and my cheeks look swollen from all the crying. It’s no wonder Ethan hasn’t tried to contact me.

That horrible feeling in the pit of my stomach is back as my thoughts drift to Ethan. My boyfriend. My ex-boyfriend.

Nope! I will not let my mind dwell on Ethan or The Video. Not if I can help it. I splash some more water on my face and quickly brush my teeth. I do what I can with my hair (hint: not much) and settle for pulling it into a messy bun before I slope downstairs.

‘Ah, she has arisen!’ Dad says as we pass in the hallway. He pretends to look shocked. ‘I was about five minutes away from coming up there to check your pulse.’

‘Ha ha,’ I deadpan. ‘Good morning to you too.’

‘It’s gone midday,’ he says, following me into the kitchen. ‘You can’t spend all day in bed, Bailey. You need to get out there and find a job.’

‘I have a job,’ I say through gritted teeth. And it’s true. I am technically still an influencer. It’s just that, for reasons outside my control, I don’t currently have the ability to influence anyone.

‘You need a job that pays,’ Dad says curtly. ‘If you’re going to stay here, I need to see you trying.’

I blink back tears and avoid his gaze by rifling through the cupboards to find my favourite tea blend – wild berry. How can he not see I’m trying? That I’ve been trying?

Even before this whole mess happened, Dad was never supportive of my influencer career. He wanted me to go to university and study medicine, just like he did. I had the grades for it, but I was never passionate about it.

‘What’s passion got to do with it?’ Dad yelled at me when I told him I didn’t want to go to university.

But what’s life without passion? That’s how I fell into influencing. I started off simply by sharing my natural hair journey on YouTube and Instagram. Growing up, it had always been difficult to find inspirational women on the internet who looked like me and understood my hair type. And don’t even get me started on the struggle to find products that worked with my hair.

So I started my channel, The Curly Bailey, and it turned out that a lot of other young women resonated with me. I’d created a small but thriving community – a safe space for girls and women who look like me. And I was proud of it. I felt proud when young girls slid into my DMs telling me they’d never considered their hair or skin beautiful before, but my videos and posts had started them on a journey of self-love. Although my parents didn’t understand it, I knew that what I was doing was important and necessary, and it gave me a sense of purpose.

My small community continued to grow and, before I knew it, hair brands were in my DMs, desperate to send me their products to review or book me for social media campaigns. I started branching out into make-up and fashion, and soon enough, @TheCurlyBailey was a hot commodity on the influencer scene.

Not anymore, though.

‘Thanks for the pep talk, Dad,’ I mumble as I make myself a cup of tea, then flee into the living room before he can say anything else.

Mum is sitting on the couch with a spread of tiny sandwiches on the coffee table in front of her.

‘Hello, darling,’ she says distractedly as I plop down next to her. She’s absentmindedly watching the television, where a blonde woman is gingerly poking at a definitely undercooked chicken.

‘Come Dine with Me?’ I ask.

Mum hums in acknowledgement. ‘She’s making chicken francese. Or she’s trying to, at least.’

We watch in silence and eat our sandwiches for a few minutes as the blonde woman (Julie, according to the presenter) burns the chicken. Then Mum turns to me and smiles, but it’s not a good smile.

‘So,’ she says, delicately folding her hands in her lap.

‘Mum,’ I groan. ‘Please don’t start. I just got it from Dad.’

‘I’m not going to start,’ sniffs Mum. ‘I’m just— We’re just worried about you, darling. You turn up at our door crying, telling us you’ve lost your apartment and that you’ve broken up with sweet Ethan.’

Sweet Ethan. I snort. She doesn’t know how wrong she is.

‘And then you tell us we’re not allowed to ask any questions,’ Mum continues. ‘You can’t expect us not to worry.’

She’s right – I know she is. But I can’t bring myself to tell them what happened. I wouldn’t be able to bear the shame. Thankfully, I’m spared from having to answer by the sound of the front door being flung open.

‘Anyone home?’ yells my big brother, Dane.

I say ‘big brother’ but Dane is only two years older than me, and our age gap has begun to feel smaller the older we get. To me, anyway. Ask him, and I’ll always be his baby sister.

Mum leaps up from the couch as soon as she hears his voice. I roll my eyes. Dane has always been her favourite. I used to be Dad’s favourite, but I’ve not held that title in a very long time.

‘Darling,’ Mum coos as Dane pops his head around the living-room door.

Growing up, people used to think we were twins, and I can see why. We’re both brown-skinned, with thick, curly dark brown hair, though Dane’s hair is now in long locs that fall to the middle of his back. I once posted a photo of us together on Instagram, and it got more likes and heart-eye emojis than anything I’d ever posted before. Girls love Dane, and he knows it.

He embraces Mum in a tight hug and shoots me an inquisitive look. I bite my lip.

Dane isn’t on social media. He has a Facebook account he made back when it first came out, and then he never touched it again, but that’s about it. The chances of him having seen The Video are low, but not zero. I’ll have to approach this with caution.

‘Hey,’ I say coolly as he pulls me into a one-armed hug. ‘What’re you doing here?’

‘Checking out the space for the conservatory,’ he explains.

‘The conservatory?’ I ask.

‘Didn’t I tell you?’ Mum jumps in. Her eyes are dancing with excitement. ‘Dane’s offered to do our conservatory for us. An early anniversary present.’

Ah. That makes sense. I feel a twinge of jealousy but quickly brush it away. Dane didn’t go to university either, but Dad didn’t mind. Instead, he did an apprenticeship at a construction company and eventually started his own. Great Dane Construction Services. The logo even has a little cartoon dog on it, with its tongue poking out. I thought it was kind of cringey when he first showed me the logo, but he’s done incredibly well for himself. Much better than I have. I’m proud of him, no matter how much it stings right now.

‘Yeah,’ says Dane. ‘Cash is just parking the van round the corner.’

‘Cash?’ I squeak. ‘Cash is here? Why?’

Cash – short for Caspian – is my brother’s best friend turned business partner and has been nothing but a thorn in my side since we were all teenagers. I don’t know why, but he’s never liked me. I guess he’s always just seen me as Dane’s annoying little sister, who used to follow them around and snitch on them whenever they did anything vaguely dangerous or refused to let me hang out with them. He’s not outwardly rude or anything, but he avoids me like the plague. Which suits me just fine. He’s an ass who, for some reason, thinks he’s better than everyone else. Especially me.

But I suppose that’s what happens when you’re unnecessarily and ridiculously good-looking – you don’t have to develop a personality.

I told you that girls love Dane, but it’s nothing compared to the attention Cash gets from them. Growing up, all my friends – hell, all the girls at my school – were obsessed with him. I can’t tell you how many times a girl would approach me and beg me to give Cash their number. I never did.

‘He’s helping with the conservatory,’ Dane says with a shrug, like it’s the most obvious thing in the world. Which, to be fair, it is. Cash joined Great Dane Construction Services in the early days, and the two regularly team up for projects.

‘Such a sweet boy,’ says Mum with a fond smile. ‘How are things going with—’

‘Hi, Mrs Clarke.’

We all jump. I hadn’t even heard the front door open again, but Cash is suddenly in front of us, standing in the doorway to the living room.

All six foot four of him towers over Mum as he pulls her into an easy hug. He’s wearing an old Great Dane Construction Services T-shirt that clings to his torso and shows off his lean yet muscular arms and a pair of grey sweatpants that hang low on his hips. The waistband of his boxer shorts peeks out, showing off a cheeky splash of bright blue. I look up and, to my alarm, discover that Cash is staring directly at me.

His eyes – an unusual blend of grey and green – narrow as he runs a hand through his chin-length black, wavy locks.

‘Bailey,’ he says curtly. His brows furrow in what I can only assume is annoyance at the sight of me.

‘Hi, Cash,’ I say as brightly as I can, shooting him my sweetest smile. Just because he’s an ass doesn’t mean that I have to be, does it? And besides, I’m all for taking the high road, especially when it results in Cash looking visibly taken aback by my cheery tone. Ha. Take that, asshole.

His gaze roves over me, and for some reason, I’m suddenly acutely aware of just how awful I look right now. I’m still in my pyjamas, wearing an oversized Care Bears T-shirt that has Hug Life printed across the front and a pair of Ethan’s old boxer shorts.

‘I’m gonna go and get dressed,’ I say as I shuffle past him. Nobody hears me, though. Mum is busy pulling Dane and Cash towards the sliding doors at the back of the living room to show them where she wants the conservatory to go.

I glance back at Cash before I disappear upstairs. He’s laughing politely at something Mum’s said, and I can’t help but notice he’s got a fantastic smile.

Cash is the kind of guy who’s just effortlessly good-looking. It doesn’t surprise me at all that he’s constantly got girls drooling over him. Hell, if his personality wasn’t so bleugh, I’d probably be into him too.





Chapter Two

‘And this is the en suite.’ Amber’s grinning face disappears as she flips her phone’s camera around to show me the large en suite bathroom that connects to her bedroom.

After I showered and put on some real clothes, I finally plucked up the courage to call Amber back. If she’s annoyed by my slow responses, she doesn’t let it show. As soon as she picks up the call, she launches into a whirlwind tour of her new home.

‘I have a garden!’ she squeals, pressing her phone up against the window so I can see the patch of green behind her new home. ‘It’s tiny, but I have a garden! I can’t wait for BBQ season.’

‘Amber, you can’t cook,’ I remind her. The girl is a mess in the kitchen.

‘Maybe I’ll have a hot, strapping man by then to cook for me,’ Amber says with a dreamy sigh.

I snort. ‘How very feminist of you.’

‘Hey!’ Amber laughs. ‘Give me a break. I just bought a house by myself. If that’s not the most badass feminist thing, then I don’t know what is.’

She’s right. Amber is twenty-eight years old and, as of today, has climbed aboard the property ladder without any help. I’m so incredibly proud of her.

Amber is the kind of person who, when she sets a goal, you can be damn sure that she’s going to hit it. When she announced, three years ago over happy hour cocktails in some dingy South London bar, that she was going to buy herself her dream home in the suburbs of London in four years or less, everyone at the table laughed at her. But not me. I knew that she was going to do it. She’s the very definition of kick-ass.

She’s an interior designer with a long list of rich and famous clients who keep her booked and busy. She’s my best friend, but we haven’t seen each other face to face since before The Video because her schedule is so hectic.

‘Anyway,’ she says, flipping the camera back to her face as she flops down onto a beanbag – the sole piece of furniture she currently has in her new living room. ‘How’re you? Good to see you’re wearing proper clothes today.’

The Hug Life T-shirt has been replaced by a simple white tank top. Nothing special, but I do look less haggard.

‘About the same as yesterday,’ I say with what I hope is a casual shrug. ‘It’s… it’s hard.’

‘I know, babe,’ says Amber softly. ‘I just want to give you a big hug. Once I’ve got some actual furniture, you need to come over for a week-long sleepover. Or you could come now if you want, but we’ll be sleeping on the floor.’

I’m grateful for the offer, but truth be told, I’ve been avoiding Amber ever since The Video. I know she’d never judge me, but I can’t help but feel like such a failure.

‘I’ll wait for the furniture to come,’ I say.

There’s a brief pause, and I can see Amber is gearing up to say something. She has a tell. When she’s anxious about something, she always starts playing with her hair. I watch as she twists one of her wavy locks around her finger and wait patiently for her to get the words out.

‘You still haven’t posted,’ she says quickly. ‘Not since… well. You know.’

I grimace. To her credit, Amber has deftly avoided the topic almost entirely for the last three months, so I can’t be mad that she’s finally brought it up.

‘Don’t be mad,’ she says quickly. ‘I just don’t want you to lose everything you’ve worked so hard for.’

‘I’ve already lost it,’ I mumble.

Amber scoffs. ‘Bailey. Stop being ridiculous. You still have over two hundred thousand followers.’

Actually it’s 229,823 now. I checked in a moment of weakness after hopping out of the shower.

‘You need to post something again,’ she continues. ‘Get back out there. Show everyone that you’re still a boss bitch.’

She gets another snort out of me for that.

‘I promise, as soon as you start posting again, the brands will be sliding into your DMs like none of this ever happened.’

‘It’s not the brands I’m worried about,’ I say. ‘It’s the comments.’

After The Video went viral, the comments under all my posts were a toxic mess. I tried my best to ignore them for as long as I could, but after a week or so of casually being told to kill myself every few minutes, I had to turn the comments off. That was hard. It felt like I was letting the trolls win.

‘But, babe,’ she says, fiddling with her hair again, ‘don’t you think this radio silence makes you look kind of guilty? I know you’re not,’ she adds quickly, accurately deciphering the look of annoyance that must flit across my face. ‘But they don’t. They saw The Video, and then you didn’t say anything. You didn’t even try and defend yourself.’

‘You told me not to!’ I say defensively.

‘I told you not to say anything in the heat of the moment,’ Amber clarifies. ‘You were supposed to sit and think about your response so you didn’t say anything you might regret. I didn’t think you’d go completely silent.’

She continues talking, but my attention is elsewhere. An email notification has popped up at the top of my phone. The preview reads:


YOU AND I COUPLES RESORT – PRESS INVITE



My stomach does a funny little flip. That’s an invitation from a brand. It’s been months since I last got one of these. I quickly tap on the email, ignoring Amber’s irritated ‘Did you just put me on pause?’


From: Penelope Smith <penelope@youandiresort.com>

To: Bailey Clarke <bailey@thecurlybailey.com>

Subject: YOU AND I COUPLES RESORT – PRESS INVITE

Dear Bailey,

I hope this email finds you well. I’m writing as we’d love to extend an all-inclusive invite to the brand new You and I resort in Jamaica to you and your partner. We’re huge fans of your content and would love to host you at the resort later this month for a week. We have an exciting schedule of activities planned for the week and will, of course, give yourself and your partner plenty of time to explore the resort as you desire. We do hope you’ll be able to join us. Please let me know by Friday if this will be possible, as we need to move quickly with flights.

Best wishes,

Penelope



‘Oh. My. God.’

‘What? What? What?’ Amber shouts.

‘I just got an invite email from a brand,’ I tell her. My heart is racing. ‘They want to fly me out to Jamaica to their resort.’

Amber’s screech is deafening. ‘Bailey! What did I tell you? Jamaica? This is amazing.’

‘Don’t get too excited,’ I interrupt her imminent rant about what I’ll need to pack. ‘I’m not going.’

Amber’s smile drops from her face. ‘What the fuck? Why not?’

‘Well, it’s more like I can’t go,’ I say. ‘It’s a couples resort.’ I read her the email and shrug. ‘See? They mustn’t have got the memo about me and Ethan.’

They must not have seen The Video.

I feel a sting in my chest as I think about Ethan. I’ve done such a good job of pushing him out of my mind up until now. I let out a dry laugh. It figures that the first opportunity I get post-break-up would rely completely on us being a couple.

‘Oh, babe,’ Amber says softly. ‘I’m sorry. But look at it like this. If this brand wants you, so many more will. This is why you need to start posting again.’

She’s right. I know she is, but I can’t bring myself to post just yet. My stomach turns in knots as I imagine the flood of hateful comments that will likely come in the second I post anything.

‘You need to move forward,’ Amber says firmly. ‘Show them that you’ve got nothing to hide.’

I swallow. Amber knows almost everything there is to know about me. But she doesn’t know this.

I do have something to hide.





Chapter Three

Dinner is an incredibly awkward affair because, on Mum’s insistence, Cash is still here. He’s seated directly opposite me, and aside from a small grimace when I first entered the room, he’s paid me no attention whatsoever.

To be honest, that suits me just fine. I can’t stop thinking about the email and just how unfair life is. All I want to do is run back up to my room, crawl into a ball, and cry. But Dad insisted I come down and join them for dinner, so here I am.

I stab at my spaghetti, scratching the plate slightly with my fork. I drown out the sound of conversation around the table, my mind swirling with thoughts of Ethan and what he’s doing right now. Does he miss me? Probably not.

The thoughts unsettle me slightly. I don’t want to think about him, but they keep pushing to the forefront of my mind without permission. After everything Ethan’s put me through, why do I even miss him?

‘… sure you could find something for her. What do you think, Bailey?’

I snap back to reality and realise that everyone is staring at me. Even Cash. I catch his gaze for half a second before he glances away, his lips dipping slightly into a frown.

‘Did you hear me, Bailey?’ Dad asks.

‘No, sorry,’ I say. ‘I must’ve zoned out. What’re we talking about?’

‘You,’ says Dad sharply. ‘And Dane. He may be able to get you a job.’

I grip my fork tightly. ‘Dad, I already told you. I have a job.’

Out of the corner of my eye, I can see Mum pretending to be interested in a random spot on the ceiling to avoid getting involved. Thanks for the support, Mum.

‘And I’ve already told you, you need to get a job that actually pays you,’ he says. ‘When was the last time you earned any money from this Instagram nonsense?’

Nonsense? I squeeze my fork even tighter. The metal is going to leave a groove in the palm of my hand if I don’t stop soon.

‘Dad,’ Dane says softly. ‘We don’t need to do this now. Me and Bailey can talk about work later.’

‘No, we can’t,’ I say through gritted teeth. ‘Because I don’t need you to give me a job.’

I know my anger is misplaced. That Dane has probably been blindsided by Dad just as much as I have. But I don’t care.

‘Things have been difficult recently,’ I say slowly. ‘Yes, that’s true. But I’m fine. I don’t need anyone’s pity.’

Cash shifts awkwardly in front of me. He’s desperately trying to avoid catching my gaze again. Why is this happening in front of him?

‘We don’t pity you, darling,’ Mum says, finally deciding to throw me a bone. ‘We’re just worried about you. You’re not yourself lately. And you still haven’t told us about what happened between you and sweet Ethan.’

Sweet Ethan again.

‘Have you thought about the fact that Ethan maybe wasn’t so sweet?’ I snap.

Mum recoils slightly at the venom in my tone, and guilt washes over me.

‘Sorry,’ I mumble. ‘I just need some time.’

‘How much time do you need?’ Dad says sharply. ‘You’ve been here for two weeks, and you’ve barely left the house. We’ve tried to be compassionate, but you need to come back to the real world.’

If this is what compassion is, I don’t want to see Dad’s idea of tough love.

‘What’s happened with the influencer thing?’ Dane asks, looking genuinely confused. I allow a wave of relief to wash over me. He definitely hasn’t seen The Video. ‘I thought you were smashing it?’

‘I was. I mean, I am,’ I say defensively. ‘It’s going great. In fact, just today, a brand reached out and offered to fly me to Jamaica for a week.’

The words fall from my lips before I can even register what I’m saying. I can’t help but feel a little smug when I notice the way Dad’s thick eyebrows shoot up into his hairline.

‘Jamaica?’ Dane whistles. He shoots me an impressed nod. ‘When are you flying out?’

The smugness disappears almost instantly. I clear my throat and say, as casually as I can, ‘I’m not going to go, actually.’

‘Why?’ Dad asks. ‘You’ve got something else to be doing?’

I scowl at him. Why is he being so mean?

‘No, it’s just… well, the trip is only for couples,’ I admit reluctantly. ‘And since Ethan and I have broken up, I can’t really go, can I?’

A very painful silence blankets the table. Aside from The Video going viral, I don’t think I’ve ever been more embarrassed. I move to push myself away from the dining table, but before I can flee upstairs, Dane clears his throat.

‘You could still go,’ he says with a nonchalant shrug.

‘I’m pretty sure they don’t want my single ass there depressing all the happy couples,’ I mutter.

‘So take someone,’ he says, like it’s the most obvious thing in the world. ‘Does it say in the email that you have to bring Ethan specifically?’

‘No,’ I say slowly. ‘But I don’t have anyone to bring. I’m not exactly on the market right now.’

For a brief moment I consider trawling through Tinder or Hinge to find someone to take with me, but I quickly dismiss the idea. I can’t think of anything worse.

‘Bring a friend,’ he says. His lips curl into a sly grin. ‘Hell, bring Cash.’

I can’t think of anything worse – except maybe that.

Cash’s head whips around so fast I’m surprised his neck doesn’t snap.

‘Dane, I don’t—’ Cash begins, but Dane is on a roll.

‘Yeah, you and Cash should go!’ Dane says excitedly. ‘Listen, you both need a break.’

I glance at Cash. There’s a light pink dusting slowly blooming on his cheeks. He’s still not caught my gaze.

‘And what better place to rest and relax than Jamaica?’ Dane asks. He shoots Cash a devilish smirk.

Dad rolls his eyes. ‘This is ridiculous. She doesn’t need a holiday – she needs a job!’

‘I think it sounds like a lovely idea,’ Mum says loudly, cutting across Dad. She offers me a warm smile, and a wave of gratitude washes over me. ‘Dane’s right, sweetheart. I don’t know what’s happened, and I’ll be here when you’re ready to talk about it, but you clearly need a break. Go to Jamaica, get your head straight, and then come back ready to get going again.’

That does sound very enticing, but…

‘I’m sure Cash doesn’t want to spend a week with me,’ I say. And I definitely don’t want to spend a week with him. No doubt he’d cast a gloomy and grumpy shadow over my tropical paradise.

‘Nah, he’d love to,’ Dane says, still wearing that smirk. ‘Like I said, you both need a break. Cash has been working like mad recently, and with everything that’s happening with—’

‘The conservatory,’ Cash cuts in suddenly. He shoots Dane a look I can’t quite decipher, but it looks relatively similar to the one Amber and I share if we want the other to stop talking for some reason when we’re with other people. ‘With everything that’s happening with the conservatory, I’ll have some free time.’

What?

Is Cash actually considering this? The man who, for all the time I’ve known him, has made it his personal mission to ignore me is actually considering this?

It’s not that I don’t want to go to Jamaica. This is the biggest opportunity to slide into my inbox since way before The Video, and I don’t want to turn it down. But it’s Cash. Has he ever even thrown a friendly glance my way? I genuinely don’t think he has.

It won’t be all bad, though, I think to myself. Surely we won’t have to spend all our time together? I think back to what Amber said earlier. I know she’s right. I do need to start posting again, and this trip could be the perfect way to start rebuilding my brand.

And, as terrible as this sounds, I’m not entirely opposed to the idea of showing up with someone who looks like Cash on my arm.

Hold on.

Am I considering this now?

Dane nods eagerly. ‘Exactly. We’ve got to order some equipment in for the job, and it won’t be here for a while.’

I bite my lip and glance over at Cash. For
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