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About the Book

Meet Jasmine.
- The quirky/cool photographer to a superstar blogger
- She’s going on a date with a SUPER hot guy on the London Eye tonight
- Best friend Mila is her wifey for life
- This millennial is #LivingHerBestLife

But fast-forward a few hours, and the reality isn’t quite so picture perfect. Jasmine hates her stuck-up blogger boss. She can barely afford rent in her stupid London flat. Her best friend seems to have all her sh*t together. Oh, and that date she was so excited about? She got dumped. On the London Eye. In the middle of a thunderstorm. With a bunch of tourists watching. . .

Best friend Mila decides that Jasmine needs a new ‘type on paper’, because Jasmine’s current criteria is so off that her dating history is one long line-up of fools. So Mila challenges Jasmine to look once, if not twice, at the guys who wouldn’t normally fit her ‘type’. With nothing to lose, Jasmine accepts. Maybe, just maybe, she’ll surprise herself.
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CHAPTER ONE

A slow clap for my current situation wouldn’t go amiss. Problem number one: There’s a butt right up in my face. It is peachy and perfectly formed. Problem number two: Said cut-from-marble ass belongs to my employer. I’m at work right now! Insert crying face emoji here please! The sad truth is that, even though I don’t work as Kim Kardashian’s iPhone, or in any other profession where having a bottom in your face might be deemed the norm, today’s state of affairs isn’t unusual. I’m so well acquainted with my boss’s perky posterior that I could pick it out of a bum line up.

Ooh, who would watch way more cop dramas if bum line ups became a thing? Especially if they starred Jake Gyllenhaal, Prince Harry (just me?) and every single buff boy on Love Island.

Oh my gawd, FOCUS Jasmine!

Adjusting the zoom, I take another shot and watch as those familiar pink cheeks fill my camera screen. In front of me, Violet is staring at her near-naked reflection in a mirror with her hands on her hips. Most normal human beings might feel a tiny bit exposed to be wearing nothing but a paper thong in the middle of a room bathed in natural light, but Violet is categorically not normal. She might not be a human being at all. Just a ridiculously good-looking fembot who says things like ‘hashtag blessed’ – in total sincerity – at the end of most sentences.

‘I need you to bring your A game today Bruce,’ Violet instructs as the spray-tanner casts his professional eye over her flawless figure. ‘Cannes begins tomorrow and I have to look my best.’

Violet is off to the Cannes Film Festival and, as her trusty photographer, I’m going too. Which sounds one bazillion times more exciting and glamorous than it actually will be, I promise you. Firstly, my official role of photographer barely scrapes the surface when it comes to the things I actually do for my boss. Photographer and Professional Dogsbody is a more accurate job title. No doubt that I’ll be racing around the south of France like a wild beast while she lives her best life. Her highlights will be wearing incredible dresses, sipping endless champagne and looking stunning, while mine will probably be eating ten packets of plane peanuts as an emergency dinner in a poky hotel room. But I shouldn’t jump to conclusions. Neither of us has been to Cannes before and, if Violet can spare me for an hour or so one day, I might get to explore by myself! Or, whisper it, take some photos for my non-existent portfolio?

A girl can dream.

Violet’s busy telling Bruce all about the thirty-day cleanse she’s just been on. ‘I feel ah-mahhhh-zing. But I just haven’t had the chance to get any sun and I really do not want to look pale in Cannes.’

‘Imagine!’ Bruce shakes his head in horror.

‘I’d like to look like I’ve already had a few days on the Mediterranean. You know, a little Sicily glow? Oh hello, I think we’ve found my next blog post title! Could you write that down, Jasmine?’

Sweet baby Jane. This doesn’t sound like award winning blog content to me, but I pull up Notes on my phone, find the one I’ve titled SHIT VIOLET SAYS and tap in ‘My Sicily Glow.’

‘Maybe you could go for something a little more. . . punchy?’ I suggest, slipping my phone into the back pocket of my jeans. ‘What about “How to slay your spray tan”?’

Violet completely ignores me. She’s too busy getting into all sorts of indelicate positions that I really wish I did not have to see with my eyes. ‘Bend forwards for me babes, legs apart,’ orders Bruce, his Aussie accent conjuring up images of shrimps and barbies and sea for days. In reality, I’m in a hotel in London adding yet more pictures of paper-knickered Violet to my poor old memory card.

The tanning gun whirs into action and Violet squawks as the cold spray hits her, while Bruce regales us with stories of the celebrities he’s bronzed recently. ‘Of course, you are by far my favourite,’ he beams at Violet.

Oh Bruce, you are good.

‘Me, a celebrity?’ She giggles with mock-modesty.

Pregnant pause. She’s waiting for us all to rush in and reassure her that she is, in fact, bigger than Beyoncé.

‘Everyone I meet is always desperate to know what you’re like IRL.’

‘Oh stop!’ But Bruce’s shameless arse kissing continues, giving me the opportunity to have a quick think about tonight. Because guys, I’m going on a date with James later. . . ON THE LONDON EYE! I’ve lived in this city for all of my days and still haven’t been for a ride on the big wheel. I’m super excited because a) James and I are getting on so well right now and b) I’m hoping to take some sweet photos from our capsule. My camera could definitely do with some pictures on it that aren’t all Violet. Violet gets a spray tan. Violet goes for lunch. Violet wears an outfit. Violet’s manicured hand intrudes on my carefully constructed flat-lay. I should try not to complain because working as a photographer for her ridiculously popular blog does (just about) pay my bills. And she is very generous when it comes to handing over things she’s been gifted and doesn’t want. I mean, I’m sure I’ll get tonnes of wear out of those neon yellow shearling earmuffs when the weather takes a turn. All I’m saying is, tonight will be a great chance to flex my photography skills in ways that don’t involve my boss for once.

‘How can we round off this post?’ Violet’s suddenly back in work mode and interrupting my thoughts. ‘What’s typically Sicilian? Lemons? Maybe I could pose naked with some lemons covering my boobs?’

Cough.

‘Or we could just pop you in a towelling robe and have you sipping a coffee on the balcony over there.’ I wave in the direction of the French windows. ‘It would still have a nice holiday vibe without being too. . . cheesy?’

‘Okay, fine,’ Violet concedes, mildly disgruntled. ‘But ring down to reception first and see if they can send up a bowl of lemons to put on the table next to me. I know you were hoping to leave early for your date tonight but we really must nail these shots first.’

‘Ooh, is this with James?’ Bruce downs tools and practically skips over to the table where I’m scanning through today’s photos on my ancient laptop.

‘Yep. He’s taking me on the London Eye.’

‘Very romantic,’ nods Bruce in approval.

‘Then we’re off to his sister’s wedding in just under two weeks,’ I add, feeling slightly dizzy at the thought of it.

‘So you’ll be meeting his parents for the first time?’

‘Don’t! I’m nervous enough as it is. I’ve spent way too much money on a dress I cannot afford. You know how useless I am at wearing anything other than jeans and a t-shirt! I really want to look the part and it took me ages to find the right one. . .’

‘Sure. The last thing you want is for his dad to be staring at that incredible rack of yours. Imagine if you’d gone for a low-cut number!’

ERMERRRGERRRDDDD.

‘I have gone for a low-cut number. It’s long-sleeved and cuts just below the knee and is the loveliest cornflower blue and OH HOLY SHIT Bruce, it’s got quite a deep plunge. I didn’t think! What am I going to do? Will James’ mum think I’m too slutty for her son? Will his dad talk to my boobs all day long?’

‘Breathe,’ Bruce fans me with a fashion magazine. ‘Firstly, you are the least slutty person I know.’

‘You only know slutty people,’ I hiss.

Bruce thinks about this for a moment.

‘True. Let me rephrase that. You are the opposite of slutty, Jasmine. You are more of an English rose. All pale, interesting and sort of edgy?’

I look down at the scuffed jeans I’m wearing, holes in the knees because they’re that old rather than a fashion statement, and raise an eyebrow. Bruce averts his gaze and forges on. ‘Have you got a picture of the dress?’

I managed a quick changing room selfie on the rare lunch break when I bought it, so I hand my phone over, covering my eyes as I wait for a response.

Bruce starts laughing. Then he takes a look in my direction and is seized by a second fit of giggles. I fold my arms.

‘BRUCE! Why are you laughing at me? Have I chosen the world’s most inappropriate wedding dress? The last time I went to a wedding with a boyfriend, we snuck out the back and drank Blue WKDs with the rest of the underage teenagers there. I ended the night being sick in my bag and let me tell you, my Tamagotchi did not survive the onslaught. THAT’s how long it’s been! Now I’m a so-called adult and I really don’t know what I’m doing. Am I going to give one of the great uncles a heart attack? James will definitely end it if me and my boobs kill off one of his relatives. Violet and I are flying to France first thing tomorrow for four nights, and when we get back I’ll be so busy that there will be zero time to find a decent replacement. This is a disaster!’

I pause for breath while Bruce wipes the tears from his eyes.

‘Oh honey. This dress is most definitely not inappropriate. When you said it had a deep plunge I was picturing Rihanna at carnival. Heaven knows I’m as keen on a jewel-encrusted bikini and feather crown as the next man. But Jasmine, this is not a deep plunge.’

Bruce zooms into my boob area on the photo and unsuccessfully stifles another smirk.

‘I’m seeing collar bone and the tiniest hint of tit wrapped up together in one badass dress. It is stunning. You are going to look fabulous.’

‘Do you really think so? You’re not just saying that to be nice?’

‘Cross my heart and hope never to tan Chace Crawford.’

I gasp. ‘Your ultimate crush and dream celebrity to tan?’

Violet’s interest has been piqued and she pulls up a seat, carefully stretching her sticky golden limbs out in front of her. ‘Are you guys talking romance? How are things going with James?’

Every now and then, Violet can actually be quite sweet. She’s definitely not the worst boss in the world.

‘We’ve been seeing each other for a couple of months now.’

‘That must be a personal best for you!’ She snorts.

Can I take that whole not-the-worst-boss-in-the-world comment back pls?

‘What?’ Violet asks, all wide-eyed innocence. ‘You just don’t have a great track record when it comes to men. You either fall head over heels with a guy who ends up dumping you or you find a ridiculous reason to dump them. Didn’t you end things with a guy when you found out that he fell one inch short of your six-foot-minimum requirements?’

That *may* have happened.

‘Oh and what was the name of that one you broke up with because you found out he lied about his age?’ Violet’s warming to her theme.

‘Frank the Fetus,’ butts in Bruce, biting his lip.

‘Yes, thank you for reminding me. . .’ I reply, over the sound of Violet falling into a fit of hysteria.

The truth is, I don’t have the best dating history and some of the dates I’ve been on have been borderline comical. . . In hindsight and after drowning the memories in a shit tonne of gin. And then a bit more gin. Still, it’s never ideal to be the single girl at the butt of everyone’s jokes. I may be a tiny bit picky, but surely there’s nothing wrong with that? I’ve experienced first-hand the all-consuming heartache that comes from an unexpected breakup. From finding out that the man you thought of as pure gold was nothing more than fool’s gold, at best. Seeing someone you love with all your heart doubled over in physical pain after a revelation like that never leaves you. I guess that’s why I’m so particular. I know what I like in a man and I’d really rather not cut corners. As for James, he’s 100 per cent my type on paper. I am trying so hard not to put any pressure on myself – on us – but I do wonder if James might be the real deal. Could my luck finally be in? That’s why I’m all the more nervous about meeting his parents next weekend. Every time I think about it, I want to barf a tiny bit.

‘I’m sorry Jas,’ says Bruce. ‘Come on, back to James. . .’

‘I like him,’ I bite my lip. ‘And not just because he’s ridiculously fit. I don’t know how I’m going to sit next to him through a whole marriage ceremony without ripping his clothes off. He looks so fine in a suit.’

‘I love a man in a suit too,’ Violet coos. ‘You’ll have fun on the Eye, I’ve been on a date in one of those cute little pods before. He’d booked a private capsule and we were served champagne. Do you think James will do that for you?’

‘I highly doubt it. It’s just a Thursday night date, it’s not like we’re getting engaged or anything. . .’

‘Wait, what if he does propose?’ Bruce asks, gripping the sides of his chair.

I shake my head firmly.

‘He won’t. It’s way too soon.’

‘But you like him, right?’ Violet asks.

‘Of course!’

‘And he likes you?’

‘I think so. He watched a whole episode of First Dates with me the other night without complaining and I was blatantly crushing on Fred the entire time.’

‘Such romance!’ Violet rolls her eyes. ‘As you know, I’ve been proposed to quite a few times now.’ Here we go. ‘One ex asked me to be his wife after just three dates.’ Poor, misguided fool. ‘The best thing to do, if you’re not quite sure, is simply kiss him on the cheek and tell him you’ll think about it.’ And rinse him for a few more champagne-fuelled dinner dates before you realise he is a complete plank.

As if sensing my internal monologue, Bruce steers us back to safer ground. ‘Vi, let’s focus on you. This tan is looking just perfect. I’ve got a new TV star coming up in fifteen so shall we get those balcony snaps done?’

‘Fabulous! Now, did we get those lemons sorted?’

My killer boobs. Will James propose? Violet’s bloody lemons. I’ve been racing through these topics on repeat for the entire tube journey. By the end of today’s shoot the all-too-familiar sinking feeling had set in, which has a lot to do with my boss being so, um, challenging, but Bruce perked me up with some tanning goodies to try before Cannes.

I’m clutching the bag of products in my hand, camera in my backpack, as I walk along the Southbank. It’s a perfect May evening, the sun just dipping behind Westminster, throwing a golden glow over London’s most famous landmarks. The Thames glistens and I smudge on some lip balm as I walk. Normally I’d slick some lipstick on for a date, but James isn’t into it, so lip balm will have to do. Violet would have blocked out the afternoon and dedicated it entirely to getting ready if she’d been the one with a date. She once went to a Harley Street skin specialist because she’d woken up with a spot and wanted it professionally treated before she met up with one poor fool guy. I am definitely more low maintenance than my boss. I don’t have the time to be contouring myself a new nose every morning and besides, even the sturdiest foundation couldn’t withstand a day of running around after Violet.

Tall, dark, handsome (tick, tick, TICK!) James is striding towards me and I give him a giddy wave, then feel immediately self-conscious.

And the prize for Dorkiest Photographer of the Year goes to. . .

‘Jasmine, hi,’ he half-smiles as a bunch of ominous charcoal clouds loom behind his head.

‘Are you okay?’

‘Fine, just. . .’ He looks distracted, fidgeting with the top button of his work shirt. ‘Shall we just get this over with?’

‘And they say romance is dead,’ I say, standing on my tiptoes to kiss him. I love having a tall boyfriend. I used to get called Jasmine the Giraffe at school and I’m pretty sure my attempts to explain that Jasmine and giraffe don’t fully alliterate didn’t win me any cool points.

‘How was your day? I spent the afternoon staring at Violet’s arse. So, same same for me,’ I chat as we join the snaking queue.

James peers down at me in a really weird way. WTF is going on? I’m about to quiz him further when a big fat droplet splatters onto my forehead.

Then it happens again.

‘It’s raining,’ states James. He’s really pulling out all the stops on the chat front tonight.

We’re ushered into a capsule and I try to hide my disappointment that the weather has gone tits up. So much for my pictures of the city at sunset. Still, I can just chill out and enjoy a date with my boyfriend now. My boyfriend who appears to be repeatedly patting the breast pocket of his suit jacket.

Bruce’s earlier words pop up in my head.

What if he does propose?

He won’t. Will he?

Oh holy crap. Will he?

Suddenly my brain’s in freefall. I like James and of course I can see it happening in a couple of years. He’s exactly my type, after all. But now? It’s way too soon and we don’t know each other well enough yet. I can’t be saying ‘I do’ when I don’t even know if he prefers thick-cut chips or skinny fries. Ketchup or mayo. Country walks or city strolls. Crime dramas or comedy box sets. Oh my goodness I’ve lost my tiny mind. I’m wondering if I have time to sneak off and google HOW TO TURN DOWN MARRIAGE PROPOSAL AND NOT GET DUMPED when we start to move and it’s too late, I’m trapped in a see-through egg on a giant hamster wheel with a man who may or may not be about to spectacularly balls up our relationship.

James’s conversation has not improved since we started circling over London. As if in solidarity, the weather has got progressively worse too. Giant ink-grey clouds have clustered over us and huge rain drops are pummelling our capsule. Meanwhile James is looking more thunderous than he did when we met by the river and I am so on edge that my palms have started to sweat. It’s really not the ideal date look. I imagine that in years to come, when we’ve got over this blip and actually are living in marital bliss, we’ll both have a good old LOL about this horror show of a first proposal. But for now I am feeling increasingly uncomfortable. The deafening silence between us means that everyone else in the capsule is flashing us sympathetic looks. We’re that couple. James’s resting bitch face has piqued the interest of a little kid who keeps pointing at him and shouting, ‘MUMMY LOOK AT GRUMPY’. Plus someone in here definitely didn’t remember to apply deodorant this morning. That someone might be me.

James eventually breaks the silence.

‘Jasmine, we need to talk.’

I think I’m going to be sick. I’ve finally found the perfect boyfriend, so why is he about to mess things up?

‘It’s about us.’

The sound of thunder starts to rumble overhead.

READ THE SCENE, JAMES! There’s a storm outside and your girlfriend does not smell fresh and a little girl thinks you are called grumpy. Now is not the time to propose, man!

He sighs, looks up to the heavens and pats his breast pocket once again. I can’t take this any longer.

‘DON’T DO IT!’ I shout, reaching out to stop him pulling out the ring box I just know he’s carrying. In my enthusiasm I accidentally punch him on the chin.

No one is even pretending to talk amongst themselves now. All eyes are on us.

‘I’m so sorry!’ I say as James rubs his jaw and looks a bit dazed.

‘Don’t do what?’ he asks.

‘Don’t. . . Oh James! I’m sorry to do this. Because the truth is I do really like you and things are going so well for us but we absolutely don’t need to change that right now. I certainly don’t need this,’ I tap at his pocket and find nothing but his chest underneath.

James looks baffled.

‘You don’t need. . . My heart?’ he asks.

‘No, no, I do need that. You’re great! I love your heart!’

Awkward pause.

Here’s a fun fact about me: I don’t deal well with awkward pauses. I’ll fill them with waffle until someone takes pity on me and interrupts.

‘I probably love you a little bit.’ Too late. All aboard Jasmine’s Waffle Express. ‘Not loads just yet because we’re still so new, but definitely a bit. I can see myself falling in love with you soon. But not this. Not yet. Promise you won’t be too disappointed? And don’t worry, your sister’s wedding will be totally fun so you really don’t need to feel like a fool. We’ll just go back to normal. Just James and Jasmine. Do you prefer mayo or ketchup with your fries, by the way?’

PLEASE STOP TALKING JASMINE!!

James looks absolutely baffled.

‘Where is it?’ I add as an afterthought.

‘Where is what?’

‘The ring? I thought it was in your pocket. Why else would you keep patting it?’

A streak of lightning pierces through the twilight.

James frowns.

‘What ring?’

James isn’t always this stupid, I promise you. He got three whole questions right at the pub quiz the other day even though he hates pub quizzes and only went because his firm have just taken over the pub’s accounts. Plus the man has a degree.

‘The engagement ring,’ I whisper. It really would be good if we didn’t have an audience. It would also be good if the little girl wasn’t singing ‘If you like it then you shoulda put a ring on it’. She seems to know all the moves. If I wasn’t in the middle of the world’s most heinous proposal, I’d join in.

My boyfriend’s eyes widen in horror. He leans back against the rail and gives a shake of his head.

‘Jasmine. . .’ he says very, very slowly. ‘I am not going to propose.’

‘Oh thank goodness for that!’

‘I was going to tell you that it’s over.’

More thunder.

‘OVER?’ I shout across the little girl, now singing ‘We Are Never Ever Getting Back Together’.

It’s over?

‘Yes. Sorry Jasmine. It’s not working for me.’ James shrugs and turns to look out over a very soggy London.

‘What? That’s it? It’s just “not working”. That’s not a reason to break up. I need more information than that,’ I squeak.

James sighs and pats at his breast pocket one more time. Then he pulls out a handkerchief and hands it to me. So that’s what he’d been storing in there all along.

‘You’ve got a bloody cheek to think I’d cry over this,’ I sniff, totally crying over this.

‘Oh Jas. Don’t be sad. It was fun while it lasted, right?’

‘So why can’t it carry on lasting?’ I whisper, willing the tears to piss off back into my eyeballs.

‘Look, I’m only twenty-six. . .’

‘SO AM I!’ I interrupt.

‘I’m just not ready for anything serious.’

‘Neither am I! I was freaking out when I thought you’d propose today. Freaking out, James.’

‘Yeah. . . that was never going to happen.’

Oof.

‘I’m meant to be meeting your family next weekend. That was your idea,’ I point out, my mind reeling.

‘I know. And I am sorry. To be honest, I was just trying to get Mum off my case. She’s been banging on about the seating plan for my sister’s wedding and insisted on me bringing a plus one. But it’s okay, because my mate Rob can come. He’s actually pretty excited about it ‘cos my sister has some fit mates and he really wants to bone a bridesmaid.’

Another rubble of thunder booms all around us. I stare at James in disbelief. The little girl is still working her way through Taylor Swift’s finest break up songs.

‘IT’S TOO SOON FOR SWIFTY’ I turn to her and yell. And when the ride is finally over I barge out of the pod in a rage, my bag of tanning products smacking into people as I make my escape.

Mila has gin. Mila does not object to emergency sorrow-drowning on a school night. Mila has just ordered fried chicken on delivery. Mila is the cheese on my taco and the jam in my doughnut. My bestest friend pours us both another drink as she tries to get to the bottom of why I thought James was going to propose.

‘Bruce and Violet planted the idea in my head,’ I sniff.

‘What does bloody Vomit know?’ She tuts. Mila calls my boss Vomit. Did I mention that she’s the best?

I examine the nails on my left hand. ‘It’s not Violet’s fault. I shouldn’t have been so stupid. I completely misread the situation. It was so embarrassing. I’m such a knob!’

‘You are not a knob,’ Mila soothes. ‘James is a knob. I mean, come on, who breaks up with someone on the London Eye? What an absolute c-unit.’

‘But he was my c-unit,’ I say feebly. ‘And now I’m single, again, I didn’t get any nice pictures on my camera and I’m the proud owner of an expensive dress that I can’t return because I cut the tags out already. What am I going to do? I’m not sure I can face dating apps again. All that bloody messaging. It’s like a second job!’

Mila pulls me in for a cuddle.

‘Did he explain why he wanted to end things?’

‘He said that he’s only twenty-six and doesn’t want anything too serious.’

‘Mate, you’re only twenty-six and you don’t want anything too serious just yet. . .’

‘I KNOW! It’s so frustrating. He ticked all of my usual boxes and we have so much in common. Same age, both tall. . .’

Mila collapses onto the sofa with a humph.

‘What?’

‘I shouldn’t say it,’ she says, idly picking up her phone and announcing that our fried chicken is eighteen minutes away.

‘Say what?’ I press.

‘I don’t want to hurt your feelings. Ignore me.’

‘I just got dumped on the London Eye in a thunderstorm. The night before a huge work trip and less than two weeks before my boyfriend’s sister’s wedding. Which will be fine, by the way, because James has already found a mate to fill my shoes and neither of them can wait to gawp at the hot bridesmaids.’

Mila looks indignant on my behalf.

‘I don’t think today could get any worse,’ I add, motioning for her to continue.

‘Well. . . We’ve been here before, haven’t we?’ Mila suggests.

On second thoughts. . .

‘Way to kick a girl when she’s down,’ I sigh, falling into an abyss of self-pity while this morning’s mascara trickles down my cheeks. ‘Yes we have been here before. Yes I do end up single a lot. But James had such potential. He was one hundred per cent my type on paper.’

‘And yet you have the worst luck with men. Doesn’t that tell you something?’

‘That my best friend’s pep talk skills seriously suck?’

Mila raises an eyebrow. ‘Try again. . .’

‘That I’m unlucky in love and destined to be solo for the rest of my life?’ I rub my eyes. ‘Urgh, I’m annoyed with myself for even saying that last sentence out loud. I sound pathetic. Boys aren’t the be-all and end-all, are they? But I could tell myself that one thousand times and it still wouldn’t change the fact that I’d like someone to share things with. Like box sets and city breaks and the left side of my bed.’

‘And as it stands you’ll end up sharing all of those things with an utter knob-end,’ tuts Mila. ‘You always go for guys who are “your type on paper”. And guess what? They either turn out to be cocks or you reject them for something petty because it’s not part of your “fit”, like that guy you dumped because you thought he looked better in skinny jeans than you. Do you know what? Your type on paper sucks.’

‘It’s alright for you,’ I say, peering into the bottom of my empty glass. ‘You and Mike are solid as a rock. You’ve been together for two years now and I can’t even get past two chuffing months.’

‘Never mind me and Mike. This is about you and your happiness. How many times have we been in this exact situation? You come over after things have gone spectacularly wrong with the latest man in your life. We drink gin. I have our chicken order saved to favourites on my phone, FFS.’

I ponder this for a bit. ‘Maybe we could try vodka and burgers next time?’

Exasperated, Mila starts shaking me by the shoulders. ‘GIN AND CHICKENS AREN’T THE PROBLEM HERE! It’s the type of guy you go for. Let’s take a look at the evidence, shall we? You’ve just been dumped on one of London’s most famous landmarks. Seriously Jas, who does that? A buffoon, that’s who. Not someone you should want to be with. And pre-James, there was Zach, right?’

I wince.

‘What happened with Zach?’

‘I hate to be rude but I was kind of hoping for some sympathy tonight. You dredging up my past dating failures really isn’t making me feel any better.’

‘And where is sympathy getting you? Absolutely nowhere, babes. You need some tough love.’

Mila is Awful.

‘Fine. Zach and I had been dating for about six weeks when I mentioned my thing for city breaks and he seemed up for it, so I organised a trip to Reykjavik. I was about to pay for the flights when I called him to check his passport number. His phone rang out which was weird because he always had it on him. I tried again later and got his answerphone. Then he stopped reading my messages, he didn’t show up for drinks that night, he stopped liking my Instagrams. . .’

‘You got ghosted.’

‘It was savage. I’d had such high hopes for him, too. He ticked a lot of my boxes.’

‘Mmm hmm,’ Mila gives me a knowing look. ‘So James dumped you on the London Eye and Zach ghosted you. Are we missing any other charming love interests?’

‘Nope,’ I shake my head, sloshing some gin into my glass and add a splash of tonic for appearance’s sake.

‘Jasmine?’ Mila is using her stern voice.

‘You can’t be thinking of Hot Tom?’

Mila nods. ‘What’s the latest with him?’

‘Well, obviously I haven’t seen him since James and I got together. Though I guess I could call him now I’m single again. Wow, thanks Mila, you’re reminded me that every cloud does have a silver lining. Hot Tom!’

‘No,’ barks Mila with such force that I spill some drink on myself. ‘Hot Tom is not a silver lining situation!’

‘Why not?’

‘Let’s see. . . because you’ve been hooking up, on and off, for over a year now and it’s not going anywhere. Because your number is stored under Jasmine Fuckbuddy on his phone. Because he only rings you when he’s drunk. Because he has never, ever, stayed for breakfast. It’s not exactly the beginnings of a beautiful love story, is it? Jas, you are a brilliant, beautiful, sunshine of a person and I want to see you happy. You deserve so much more and your list of exes is not okay, babes.’

‘Alright! I get it. What are you doing now?’ Mila has picked her phone up and I know we’re both keen for chicken but she literally checked two minutes ago.

‘Researching,’ she says mysteriously, pulling a pen out of her bag and scribbling things down on a piece of paper.

‘Researching what?’

After a while her eyes light up. ‘Oh. Bingo. I’ve just found an article called “Seven Dates To Find The One”. Listen to this. . . “Lucky number seven: New research has found that the average number of people we date before finding The One is seven.”’ Mila reads aloud.

‘Okaaaaay. Well I’ve definitely dated more than seven guys already and I am no closer to finding The One so, what are we saying, that I’ve failed? Shall I just give up now?’

‘Stop feeling sorry for yourself! You just said that you’re back to square one, right? So let’s make the most of that. Let’s wipe the slate clean. Let’s have a fresh start. Let’s take this article as inspiration and find you seven new men to date.’ She holds seven fingers up and wiggles them at me.

Seven new men?

‘But I don’t really want to go on any new dates, let alone SEVEN. In fact, I’d really like to go back in time and for James to realise that I’m the perfect girlfriend, not get dumped and carry on with my life as it was a couple of hours ago. Can you find an article on how to do that?’

Mila’s not even trying to look sympathetic anymore. Instead a huge neon ‘I HAVE A PLAN’ sign has popped up above her head and her eyes are darting around the room as she hatches some new, possibly hideous ideas. I’m scared, you guys. Within seconds she has sent me a link to the article, drawn a huge number seven on her piece of paper and started talking to me like I’m a new recruit at boot camp.

‘James acted like a complete jerk, so there will be no travelling back in time to fix this. He is over.’

‘But he was as close to perfect as I’ve found in ages.’

Mila sighs. ‘Exactly. Your idea of perfect needs a serious rethink. Let’s talk through your type and see if we can so some trouble-shooting.’

‘Okay,’ I say, finally warming to the subject. I may not have much dating success but I do know exactly what I’m after. ‘Tall, dark and handsome. And I like sporty boys. Ooh, and green eyes are always a bonus. I like guys in suits and if they work in some kind of finance situation, that’s good too.’

‘City wankers are your catnip. Extra points for being an outrageous flirt.’

This is also true. I squirm, suddenly finding this sofa very uncomfy.

‘Here we are then!’ Mila tears off the top sheet of her notepad and lays it out on the coffee table. On the left-hand side of her giant number seven is a list. . .


My Type on Paper

1. Tall, dark, handsome

2. Buff AF and into sports

3. Green eyes a bonus

4. Outrageous flirt

5. Posh job / high-flyer

6. Sharp dresser

7. Absolute douche



‘Hey!’ I protest, reading out point seven.

‘This is the perfect summary of your type,’ says Mila. ‘If we’re ever going to get you out of this douche-dating gin-drinking pity party cycle, we need to do something drastic.’

‘We do?’ I feel frightened and also a little affronted. It’s cute that my best friend wants to help but all this we talk makes me feel like she’s taking charge. Though, let’s face it, I’ve not made a great success of being in charge of my own life so far.

‘Yes we do!’ Mila wafts a felt-tip around enthusiastically. ‘You are going to go on those seven dates and, drums please, not one of them can be anything like your old type on paper. You are going to mix things up. No more letting boys in suits chat you up at one of Vomit’s parties. No more dating apps, let’s go retro. We need to get you out of your comfort zone and to do that, you’re going to have to throw out your own rule book, Jas.’

Gulp.

Mila finds a different coloured pen, grabs the piece of paper and starts scribbling again.

‘Firstly, I think you should deal with your exes. You let Zach swan off into the sunset without one word of an explanation. Why did he ghost you? And why the bloody hell should he be allowed to treat you that way? You need answers, Jas. And while you’re at it, you can tell Hot Tom that he is no longer allowed VIP access to your underpants. What gives him the right to just show up demanding you know what? You should respect yourself more, okay?’

Mila’s on a right roll while I slink further and further into the sofa. Maybe if I curl myself up into a small enough ball she might forget I’m here? I pull at the cushions, building myself a little fortress for protection.

‘I mean, just look at that ridiculous list. It’s SO superficial! What about finding a guy who is actually nice and who has some integrity? Do you know what, I’m going to make you an anti-list.’

She starts jotting things down to the right-hand side of the number seven.

#PrayForJasmine.


My NEW type on paper

1. Blond, beardy, topknot?

2. Sport is out, being passionate is in

3. ANY EYE COLOUR you fussy mo fo

4. Less flirty, more genuinely nice

5. Non-wanker job

6. Start looking past his outfit

7. Strong group of friends?



‘There,’ she smiles. ‘A seven-point check list for your next seven dates.’

LOLS that she thinks I’m going to find the time to deal with my past relationship failures, let alone get myself out there. I tell her as much. ‘I’m flying to Cannes tomorrow, Mils. And that’s just the start of a super busy summer. Violet’s schedule is so packed that every time I think about it, I forget to breathe.’

‘But that’s perfect,’ Mila claps. ‘Trips abroad equal FRESH MEAT! The ideal opportunity to meet some new men.’

‘I’m going to be way too busy running around after Violet to. . .’

Mila shushes me with a finger on my lips. ‘You cannot be expected to work twenty-four seven. When there is downtime from Vomit, I expect you to be getting yourself out there. Okay?’

This all sounds a bit bat shit scary, to be honest. But saying no to Mila when she’s so enthused feels even scarier, so I mumble my assent.

‘I really think this is going to be good for you,’ Mila grins, giving my cheeks a squeeze. ‘This is your chance to start over, Jas! Wipe the dating slate clean. Start accepting some dates with guys who don’t fit your old type. Aren’t you excited to get out there in a totally different way?’

‘How long until chicken?’ I ask petulantly.


CHAPTER TWO

Sometimes I wake up feeling like I could run the world and sometimes I spend minutes hunting for my phone only to find that it’s already in my actual hand. This morning falls into the second category. There’s chipotle mayo in my hair, for a start. There’s ringing in my ears and vague flashbacks to serenading Mila with aggressive rap songs last night. And then there’s the gin headache, the day of travelling with Violet to look forward to and, cherry on the cake (crap on the carpet?), the thudding realisation that I’m back to being single.

Today is not winning at anything.

Thirty minutes in and I’ve showered, crammed a few ‘borrowed’ items from Mila’s wardrobe into my suitcase and am ready as I’ll ever be to leave the house when I spot that she’s left a glass of orange juice out for me with an accompanying Post-it.

Drink this ↑ and don’t forget this →

The second arrow points towards last night’s list and anti-list, resplendent with a giant number seven. I feel my shoulders sink a little as memories of the gin-fuelled discussion come flooding back. It wasn’t one of my favourite nights of all time, I’ll be honest. ’Cept for the chicken.

Scrunching up the Post-it, I neck the juice and check the time.

Shit. If I don’t move soon I’m going to be late and Violet doesn’t approve of tardiness in
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