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About the Book

Beautiful people and big personalities is the formula for great reality TV, as high-flying producer Jas knows all too well.

But these days most of the drama in Jas’s life seems to be happening off screen rather than on it. From dealing with daily family conflicts to getting her ex Richard to accept that she’s just not taking him back… Jas needs a break from her own reality.

Enter Mr Right – a TV show with a winning formula – which Jas has been tasked with producing. What better place to escape her own personal drama than in a lavish villa in the hills of Ibiza? But with twelve gorgeous contestants competing for the love of one perfect man, there is bound to be trouble in paradise.

It’s Jas’s job to see through the secrets, the backstabbing and lies.
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Praise for Katie Price’s novels:

 

‘A page turner … it is brilliant’ Evening Standard

‘The perfect post-modern fairy tale’ Glamour

‘Angel is the perfect sexy summer read’ New Woman

‘A perfect book for the beach’ Sun

‘Glam, glitz, gorgeous people’ Woman

‘A real insight into the celebrity world’ OK!

‘Brilliantly bitchy’ New!

‘Celebrity fans, want the perfect night in? Flick back those hair extensions, pull on the Juicy Couture trackie then join Angel on her rocky ride to WAG central’ Scottish Daily

‘Crystal is charming. Gloriously infectious’ Evening Standard

‘Passion-filled … an incredibly addictive read’ Heat

‘Peppered with cutting asides and a directness you can only imagine coming from Katie Price, it’s a fun, blisteringly paced yet fluffy novel’ Cosmopolitan


Chapter 1

December 2017

Jas collapsed into the back of an Uber, dropping the heavy bouquet and bulging Selfridges bag next to her. Her colleagues really were the best, spoiling her that afternoon with the flowers and lunch before she’d taken the rest of the day off to go shopping. Jas had treated herself to a Burberry eyeshadow palette, Jo Malone candle, Topshop ankle boots and her favourite Tom Ford perfume. It was her birthday, after all.

She let her eyes close momentarily and her navy-blue Prada heels slip off her feet as the Prius crawled through the bustling streets of Soho. It was the week before Christmas and, although it was only 6.30 p.m., groups of drunken revellers in Santa hats and Christmas jumpers were already laughing and singing. It was peak office Christmas party time. Oxford Street was lit up by twinkling neon lights overhead.

Jas sighed. She might just have turned twenty-eight, but she felt more like fifty-eight! So far this week she had attended a launch for a major TV show on Monday and a drinks party for its crew on Tuesday. Wednesday was pre-birthday dinner and cocktails with her sisters, Megan and Lila; Thursday night she’d spent clubbing with her old mates from Manchester University, and today, her actual birthday, there’d been lunch with her closest colleagues before she went shopping. Jas was a TV producer in the entertainment division of Channel 6. This week she’d pitched what would be the biggest series of her career yet, a reality TV show called Mr Right, in which a houseful of female contestants would vie for the attention of one lucky man. It would be a dramatic, glamorous and expensive series and Jas was praying she would get the green light to go ahead with it. Her job was her passion and she needed a new project.

Jas wished she could have rejoined her team after work in the pub for a mulled wine, before going home to her flat in Hackney, East London. Usually she loved a night out, but at this point she could think of nothing better than a long, luxurious bath followed by a weekend under her duvet; phone off, make-up-free and bingeing on Netflix. Yet there was still one more event for her to attend: dinner with her husband Richard.

Most women would be thrilled at the prospect of going for a romantic, intimate birthday dinner with their husband. Then again, most husbands didn’t stay out all night without their wives and eventually come home reeking of booze and cheap perfume. They’d been living apart for weeks now, Jas in their jointly owned flat and he in a temporary rental in Moorgate, a stone’s throw from where he worked as a City trader. Nevertheless Richard had insisted that he take Jas to a small French restaurant in Islington where they had spent their last few anniversaries, saying this occasion was just as special.

She yawned and scraped her long, thick blonde hair into a messy bun, trying to muster up some energy but already mentally preparing for bed. Her phone beeped with a Whatsapp message. It was from Richard.

‘Hey, babe, just checking you’re on your way?’

Jas didn’t reply, instead staring out of the window as the car approached Upper Street. Not for the first time that week, she started analysing where it all went wrong.

For years Jas had ignored their strained relationship, and Richard’s increasingly arrogant and self-centred behaviour. Ignored the fact that they’d taken to sleeping in separate bedrooms months ago and barely touched or spoke to each other unless it was to say something negative. But when she’d seen his phone flashing with messages from another woman, read through their steamy exchanges, no doubt had been left in her mind that he was having an affair. She had thrown him out immediately. This dinner seemed to be his way of attempting to make things up with her, though she wasn’t so sure one expensive meal could fix a broken marriage.

‘Le Petit?’ The Uber driver jolted Jas out of her train of thought. ‘We’re here, love.’

‘Oh, thanks.’ She slipped her heels back on. Let’s just get this over with, she thought, fantasising about a hot chocolate and her pyjamas. Straight to the main course, no dessert, and you’ll be home in a couple of hours.

Jas walked into the restaurant and was surprised not to see Richard at their usual table at the front by the window.

‘Ms Whiteley?’ asked a pretty maitre d’, somehow knowing instantly who Jas was and what she was here for. ‘Mr Butler is waiting for you at the back of the restaurant.’

‘Ah.’ Jas smiled and wound her way through the tables. Still no sign of Richard. The maitre d’ pointed to a red velvet curtain, which Jas presumed led to a room even further back. Weird. She pulled the curtain aside.

‘SURPRISE!’

Jas jumped back, screamed and dropped her bags and flowers to the floor. A huge area was filled with people she’d never seen before: grinning, popping champagne corks and bursting party poppers so confetti rained everywhere. ‘What the … ?’ she started to say.

‘Surprise!’ Richard bounced over, planting a kiss on Jas’s gobsmacked face and handing her a glass of champagne. ‘Happy birthday, Jazzy. Sorry for scaring you but, you have to admit, you weren’t expecting this!’

‘No shit,’ she hissed at him. ‘You’ve just taken another twenty-eight years off my life. I was so shocked!’ But before he could reply, throngs of strangers were kissing her on the cheek, congratulating her on how beautiful she looked, wishing her happy birthday and laughing that ‘of course, this was all Richard’s idea’.

Jas smiled at the crowd, not wishing to be rude, but shot a reproachful look at Richard, who simply winked at her then leant in to whisper: ‘You do like it, don’t you?’ He looked so hopeful.

‘Well …’ Her voice trailed off. She was feeling a tad guilty and wondering what was so bad about a party being thrown in her honour. She’d sleep when she was dead, right?

‘It’s just … I mean … who are all these people?’

‘Colleagues. Mates. Friends from work.’ It was typical of Richard to throw Jas a birthday party and invite his friends. He disappeared to circulate.

Then, thankfully, Jas saw her sisters, Meg and Lila, weaving through the crowd towards her. ‘Thank God. People I actually like. And recognise! I was starting to feel like I’d walked into a parallel universe.’ The three of them embraced in a warm group-hug.

Jas was the middle sibling. They’d grown up in a close family. Her parents had lived in and around Manchester their entire lives. Lila, the youngest at twenty-five, had recently moved to London too. The last Jas could remember, Lila was living in a warehouse in Seven Sisters and working in a pub in Camden, though she could never keep up with her sister’s escapades.

As the eldest, Meg was ‘the sensible one’. She ran a boutique in Manchester city centre and was happily married, though loved coming down to London to see her sisters. They’d each inherited their dad’s green eyes and their mum’s blonde hair. Jas’s was long and, although naturally curly, she hit it with GHD straighteners most mornings, while Meg let her curls hang free to her shoulders. Lila’s hair was cut just below her chin in a sleek bob.

Meg grabbed Jas’s hand. ‘I am so sorry about this. I knew you’d been out all week and just wanted to chill tonight. I’m still recovering from our night on Wednesday so you must be knackered.’

Then Lila interrupted, ‘But Richard Facebook-messaged us both saying we had to come as it would mean so much to you. And we just figured, if you hated it then at least we’d be here to make you feel better.’

‘And,’ Meg continued, ‘he says he has some other big surprise coming up and we couldn’t miss that. So, I drove down and I’m going to crash with you and drive back up north tomorrow.’ It was a given that Jas’s sofa bed would always be offered to her sisters.

Jas gulped down some champagne. ‘I don’t hate it. It’s just so typical of Richard. I’ve been telling him all week that I need space but he insisted we must talk and, he’s right, we do need to get together at some point … ’ She sighed. ‘A quiet dinner is one thing but throwing me a big party when we’re not even together? It’s weird.’

Meg and Lila looked awkwardly at each other. They knew the ins and outs of Jas’s marriage and how much she’d put up with from Richard over the years. Jas finding out he was sleeping with another woman was nothing new. He’d cheated on her several times but always managed to win her back. This last time looked like it was the final straw, though.

‘Maybe he really is trying to turn over a new leaf ?’ offered Lila, but Jas raised an eyebrow. Her little sister still somewhat idolised her brother-in-law, thinking he was achingly cool with his big-shot City job and access to the most exclusive nightlife. She often stuck up for him, which could be annoying.

Jas gulped down her champagne. ‘Listen to me, all grumpy. It’s my goddamn’ birthday. And it’s a party! Let’s go get more drinks. And there’s cake, right? There better be cake otherwise I’m outta here!’

The three sisters giggled and Lila brandished a bottle. ‘Drinks first, cake second, and find-me-a-hot-guy third. Richard works in the City. There must be a handsome, rich, eligible bachelor here somewhere!’

Be careful what you wish for, thought Jas. When she and Richard fell in love he was the charming, handsome bachelor fancied by everyone at their university. Six years older than Jas, he had taken an extended gap year (paid for by his parents’ bulging bank account) spent drinking his way through Australia. Since his father had then insisted he ‘get back to the real world’, he was finishing a Masters degree in Economics at Manchester while Jas was in her second year of a Media Studies BA when they met. It wasn’t long before he was offered a lucrative job as a trader in the City, complete with a brand-new flat for them to live in until they found their own place. Jas was head over heels in love with him. How could she not be? Richard was charismatic and gorgeous, with ash-blond hair, bright blue eyes and a dazzling smile. Sure, he was a little spoilt, Jas thought at the time, but no one was perfect. When he whisked her off for a surprise weekend to Paris the following year, and proposed in a restaurant overlooking the Eiffel Tower, she accepted instantly.

Now, four years after that weekend and three years since their lavish wedding, she could barely recognise the man she’d met when they were both students. Working in the cut-throat City of London with its big bonuses, sixteen-hour days on the trading floor, late nights spent in swanky clubs ‘letting off steam’, as he called it, and lavish expense accounts, had turned Richard from sweet and funny to power-hungry and status-obsessed. As Jas looked around the restaurant she wondered how many of these party revellers he was trying to impress. Then she heard the tinkle of a silver spoon tapped against a glass. She looked over to see Richard standing on a chair.

‘Everyone, can I have your attention, please?’ he called. ‘First of all, thank you for coming. I know we gave Jas the fright of her life but that’s what birthdays are all about, right?’ Some of his co-workers started cheering at this. Meg, Lila and Jas looked at each other.

‘Now, I’ve brought you all here not just to celebrate my beautiful wife’s birthday, but because I want to make an announcement … here … in front of all our friends and loved ones. As you may or may not know, Jasmine and I have had a rocky few months. Marriages are hard. Especially when you have jobs as demanding, time-consuming and competitive as ours.’

Jas narrowed her eyes. She had no idea where Richard was going with this but she was already cringing. Her sisters aside, she recognised a couple of faces from previous Christmas parties held by the firm Richard worked for. Describing them as loved ones was a stretch.

‘But I want everyone to know – and Jazzy, in particular, I want you to know – just how much I love you.’ A few women in the crowd ahhhh-ed at this. ‘And I’ve missed you.’ He stepped off the chair and came towards Jas, taking her hand. ‘I’ve really missed you, babe. And …’ At this, the crowd gasped as Richard knelt down on one knee.

‘What are you doing?’ whispered Jas in dismay. He held out a small blue Tiffany box and offered it to her.

‘We’ve both made mistakes, Jasmine. Neither of us are perfect. But I want to keep trying. So …’ He opened the box to reveal a shiny set of keys. More gasps from the crowd.

‘I’ve bought us a house! Well, I’ve made an offer on a house and it’s been accepted! These aren’t the real keys, of course. But they’re a symbol of our future.’ He sprang up. ‘This is all for you, Jas, so we can be together again!’ He kissed her as the crowd toasted them and cheered.

‘Jas, this house is perfect,’ he said, lowering his voice while the guests mostly returned to their own conversations, a few of them still patting Richard on the back and offering him congratulations.

‘It’s in Surrey … huge, with a massive garden. It’s totally rundown, of course, and needs a full overhaul. But that’s a project for you! I know you’ve always wanted to do up a house. I’ll keep the flat here, of course, and stay up during the week while you’re decorating. Then I’ll come down for weekends. It’s perfect!’

Jas was speechless, turning to her sisters who, like her, wore shocked expressions. It took a few moments for her to find her voice. ‘You’ve bought a house?’

‘Had an offer accepted, yes. Don’t worry, babe, my bonus covered most of the deposit.’ He winked at her.

‘For me to do up? While you stay here?’ She spluttered out the words. ‘Let me get this straight: you live here Monday to Friday, alone, in our flat, while I live, alone, in Surrey, decorating? What about my job? My life, my friends, my family? You do realise Surrey is in the south of England and my family are in the north?’

‘I don’t get it. Jazzy, I thought you’d be happy.’

‘Happy? Richard, we’re not together. We’re separated!’ Jas shouted the last word so loudly that the crowd quietened, listening in.

‘Darling, don’t make a scene.’ Richard laughed, awkwardly, only infuriating Jas further. Just who did he think he was?

‘This is nothing to do with what I want. You know this isn’t what I want!’ She looked around the restaurant. ‘Jesus, Richard, I don’t even like French food. In fact, I hate it! You’re the one who insists on coming here every year and not once have you asked me where I’d like to go. And now you just want me out of the way in Surrey’ – she spat out the word – ‘tucked away like a good little wife so you can live the single life in London. This is over, Richard. OVER. I’ve told you so many times. I don’t want to be married any more.’

‘But I thought …’

‘What? That you’d throw me a party, put an offer on a house without even consulting me, plan out my life the way you want it – and I’m just going to forget that you’ve been cheating on me ever since you got your fucking awful job?’

Richard turned red with rage. Jas knew she’d just crossed a major line. It was one thing rejecting him, quite another doing so in front of the people he desperately wanted to impress. Obviously, he’d thought he could buy his way out of this one but Jas didn’t forgive so easily. She’d entertained the idea of giving their relationship another go, but who was she kidding? She’d been thinking about the inevitable ever since they separated and now she knew it was exactly the right thing to do.

‘I was going to tell you this next week when I had the go-ahead from my lawyer,’ she continued. ‘I wouldn’t have chosen to do so in front of a roomful of people but since you love big scenes so much – I want a divorce.’

Richard’s eyes were fixed on her and glistening with fury. The whole room fell deadly silent. Lila and Meg stifled grins.

‘I’m going home,’ announced Jas. ‘Now.’ She dropped the Tiffany box of keys on the floor as Richard stared at her aghast. ‘Keep your damn’ house.’ She raised her glass of champagne and knocked it back in one. ‘Happy birthday to me.’


Chapter 2

June 2018

Kingley’s nightclub was packed with revellers. As the most famous and successful bar in Liverpool, Saturday nights here were always the busiest of the week, but nothing guaranteed full capacity more than match day when England had been playing in the World Cup – and won. The long oak bar had ten black-clad mixologists behind it, furiously whipping up cocktails. The booth area was full of men in suits and women in tiny dresses and huge hair, dancing on tables and sofas to Rihanna blasting from the DJ stand. Outside, queues formed around the block with shivering patrons waiting to get in. They’d be there a long time. Without your name on the coveted guest list, there was a strict ‘one in, one out rule’ past 11 p.m.

Naturally, Jas had no trouble getting her name and Monica’s on the list for Kingley’s. A quick call to the PR and marketing manager for the club was all it took. Jas’s charm and confidence – essential traits in her job as a producer – meant she could talk her way into anything, but a simple mention of the fact that she was looking for contestants for Mr Right, a hot new reality TV show on Channel 6, not only got her and her assistant producer in, but the manager gave them their own private booth and drinks on the house all night. Sitting in a corner getting pissed for free was not what the women were here for, though.

Jas jostled her way through the crowds, holding her gin and tonic in the air to prevent it from being knocked over her brand-new Reiss white dress. She nudged Monica’s back and pointed in the direction of the ladies’ room. ‘That’s where we’ll find our stars,’ she yelled over the music.

‘Yes! Great shout, Jas,’ replied Monica.

They snaked their way through the crowds, men turning their heads as the two women walked past.

Jas’s hair was swept up into an elegant bun, her cheekbones shimmering with highlighter and her full lips painted in Mac’s Lady Danger lipstick. She’d bought her dress especially for tonight and it fitted perfectly, short but with a high neck. When it came to Saturday nights at Kingley’s, women in Liverpool did not do things by half. Hair and lips were glossy. Tans, eyebrows (and certain body parts) were fake, and plenty of skin was on show between designer dresses and sky-high heels. They were all dressed to impress and Jas had no trouble fitting in. She adored fashion and dressing up was one of her favourite parts of a night out.

They eventually reached the women’s cloakroom and let out sighs of relief. There were two aisles of cubicles, sinks outside them, then a huge area with pink sofas, stools and mirrors outlined with light bulbs. The whole place was full of girls: reapplying make-up, chattering, taking selfies and spraying generous amounts of hairspray.

‘Bloody hell!’ exclaimed Jas, adjusting her strapless bra from outside her dress. ‘I knew it would be busy but this is ridiculous. It took us ten minutes just to get here.’

‘Seen anyone yet?’ whispered Monica, smoothing her long slinky black dress and shaking her blow-dried brunette hair.

Jas nodded to her assistant producer. ‘We’ll have no trouble finding a few candidates in this place. We’ll head upstairs to VIP later. The best-looking girls will flock to where the footballers are all drinking. But I think right here is where we’ll hit the jackpot. Look around.’

Mr Right was a British version of the popular American show The Bachelor; Jas had had the idea months ago of bringing it to the UK. She’d worked tirelessly on the pitch and, to her delight, it had been signed off just after Christmas. She and Monica had been working solely on it ever since.

The premise was that one lucky man was to spend eight weeks in a luxurious villa living with fifteen women, all vying for his attention. ‘Mr Right’ would get to know each of the girls through a series of romantic dates, either individually or in groups. Week by week, contestants who didn’t make the grade would be asked to leave. Everything would be filmed and the winner – the object of Mr Right’s affection – would be chosen by him live on air and then they would, in theory, become boyfriend and girlfriend. They’d also jet off for a two-week holiday in a five-star resort in the Maldives and their relationship would be covered by a glossy and lucrative magazine deal – fashion shoot and full interview included. Channel 6 were predicting it would be their most popular show yet.

Jas had acquired a background in reality TV hits since joining the channel two years ago. She’d sought new talent for various other shows as well as producing a small but successful one-off special where celebrities helped brides-to-be get in shape for their wedding. But Mr Right was on another level – and, even though the whole idea was Jas’s genius brainwave, she was not the big bosses’ first choice of producer for it. Some of the bosses worried that she wasn’t experienced enough. But the head of entertainment at Channel 6, Harry Burrell, saw something in Jas: hunger, passion and raw talent. He was a tough boss who liked to remind his team that everyone was ‘expendable’, but Jas had fought hard for her chance to prove herself – pitches, presentations and lengthy emails about just why she was the perfect woman for the job and more than capable of leading the show, helped by an experienced director and an assistant. Now, everyone was taking a chance on the young producer with big ambitions. If the show wasn’t a success, she’d be waiting a very long time to get a chance like this again.

She’d already found Mr Right himself, a six-foot-tall gorgeous Australian single father called Dylan. A semi-famous rugby player in England, he also had investments in a chain of restaurants. Jas had first seen him on Instagram and done some background digging, found his agent and approached him about the show. In person Dylan was the perfect gentleman: sweet but sexy with an appealing touch of cheekiness. He was sure to win over the nation. The hard part now was to find fifteen women to compete for his attention, and on the contestants Jas’s brief was clear: there must be a mix of ethnicities, backgrounds, personalities, characters, ages and jobs, but all the women should have one thing in common. They must be stunningly beautiful. The most popular contestants were sure to become celebrities in their own right.

‘I spotted Melody Mane in one of the booths,’ continued Monica. ‘You know, that beauty blogger? She has a hundred thousand Instagram followers. She’s single after breaking up with that boy band guy.’

‘We’ll get to her,’ replied Jas. ‘But we need to make sure we have a few complete unknowns as well. Normal girls viewers can relate to as well as aspire to be.’ She headed straight for the mirrors where a trio of women with thick Liverpool accents were shrieking with laughter at something one of them had said.

‘Hi, ladies, sorry to bother you but my friend and I work for Channel 6 and are actually on the hunt for potential candidates for a new TV series we’re working on.’

The girls screeched in excitement. ‘We’re going to be on telly?’ At that, various other clubbers glanced over and not-so-subtly listened in.

‘We’d like you to apply to be on telly,’ continued Jas, filling them in on the premise of the show. ‘Anyone single and over eighteen has the right to apply, but we’ve come here to vet girls we think are particularly special. They will go straight to the top of the pile of applicants.’

‘Like us?’ asked one of the group, eyes wide.

‘Like you,’ replied Monica with a smile. ‘You’ve all clearly got the looks and confidence.’

‘How do we know you’re for real?’ asked someone from the crowd that had quickly formed around Jas and Monica.

Jas took a pile of business cards from her green leather clutch bag. ‘Here are my details and all the info for the show is on that website there.’ She handed out her cards, which were grabbed instantly by a swarm of hands embellished with acrylic nails.

‘Send a short video of yourself to that address or come to the Echo Arena tomorrow afternoon between two and five. We’re holding a casting.’

By now dozens of girls were crowding the pair, desperate to know more. The chance to be on TV was a draw and the questions came thick and fast.

‘Well, the villa will be in Ibiza and we start filming there in the last week of July, start of August, when it’s nice and hot,’ explained Jas. ‘We’ll finish at the end of September, so that’s two months. Then we’ll want to do follow-up interviews as the show won’t actually broadcast until January 2019.’ She hoped it would be commissioned for a second series and that after the first ended she’d be flooded with new applicants.

‘How romantic!’ came a voice from the small crowd. ‘What about the guy?’

‘Can’t say anything about him, I’m afraid. It’s confidential for now but, trust me, he’s hot.’

As Jas chatted away, she noticed a beautiful mixed-race girl with thick, dark hair to just below her shoulders, full lips and dark eyes. She was striking but, unlike the other women, listened in silently to what was being said and kept her distance. There was something mysterious and intriguing about her. Jas knew talent when she saw it. But just as she caught the mystery girl’s eyes, she scuttled out of the cloakroom and back into the crowd.


Chapter 3

‘No, no, no … they’re all too bloody nice! Where are the bitches? We need drama, Jasmine. Drama and catfights and tears. That’s what gets ratings up!’

Jas sipped her skinny latte and nodded. ‘We’ve got a good mix so far, Harry, trust me. I think we’re more than halfway there. We’ve done castings in Liverpool, Birmingham and Essex, and are still going through the video applications. We’ve been on it non-stop for weeks with the researchers.’

Harry Burrell tutted. ‘Yeah, okay, but no more normos. I want some real talent in there.’

‘We’ve got Melody Mane. And that Hoxton Radio presenter, Alex Adams. She’s a model, too. Gorgeous. Loads of fans on social media and she’s really mouthy and opinionated. She’s from a tough background. Her single mum raised her on a council estate in South London. I don’t think she’ll take kindly to any competition. You’ll get a lot out of her. We need a mix of high and low profiles, though.’

‘Fine, fine. Keep going, keep updating me. It’s crucial we get this element right, Jasmine. No one cares about Dylan. The girls are what’s going to attract the viewers and headlines. We need people to root for and against.’

Jas nodded, busy scrolling through Instagram on her iPhone.

‘Oh, and have you met Legal yet? They’re up on the twelfth floor. You better do that sooner rather than later. As we get closer to making the final selection you’ll need to get contracts drawn up.’

‘Yeah, it’s David Griffin, right? He drew up the contract for Dylan, I met him weeks ago.’

Harry tutted again. ‘No, no, no. David retired last week. They’ve got some new chap over from news covering entertainment now. He’s the contact for all things Mr Right for the foreseeable.’

Jas started scribbling on her notepad. ‘Name?’

‘No bloody idea. Now piss off.’

Jas smirked. Harry was notorious for being the grumpiest, hardest, most ratings-hungry executive in the company, which made him perfect for a high-powered role in TV. Jas wasn’t scared of him, though. She knew the way to win around bosses like Harry: work your arse off, get results and, most importantly, show no fear.

‘Right you are, Hazza,’ she said, standing up from the black leather sofa in his office and heading to the door.

‘Bloody insubordinate,’ Harry muttered, though he smiled as soon as Jas was safely out of sight.

One evening a couple of weeks later, Jas arrived home just after 10 p.m. She and Monica had already found a brilliant final selection of willing contestants to present to Harry, but had still spent the afternoon going through more applications, just in case there were any fantastic girls they’d managed to miss, and trawling Instagram and Twitter to check there weren’t any more semi-high-profile names they should approach. They’d finally called it a day at nine but Jas was satisfied the long hours were worth it as she’d found the perfect final contestant to make the show complete: a twenty-three-year-old fitness instructor from London called Charlotte – five foot three, with dark skin, glossy dark hair, huge brown eyes and a great figure. She was sweet and, Jas could tell, entirely genuine. Her video application, explaining how she’d been unlucky in love and just wanted to find The One, would be bound to win the viewers over. Jas was sure she was ‘National Treasure’ material, unlike some of the other more entitled-seeming girls, who were right for the show but for all the wrong reasons. ‘Bitch players’ she and Monica called them; the ones who were clearly fame-hungry and would do anything just to be on TV.

Arriving back home, Jas kicked off her black L. K. Bennett loafers. She had a weakness for luxury labels but was also a savvy shopper and adept at hunting out a sale. She considered her treasured finds investment pieces and, while she had the odd designer accessory or pair of shoes, the rest of her wardrobe was Topshop, H&M and ASOS all the way.

She poured herself a generous glass of chilled Sauvignon Blanc and threw herself onto the sofa. Richard had officially moved out for good last December after the disastrous surprise birthday party, and Jas had bought him out of the flat. She loved the freedom, but the downside was the financial burden of a gigantic mortgage on the Hackney property. In recent months her shopping fetish had come to an abrupt halt and she would no doubt have to start selling some of her wardrobe on eBay and borrow money from her parents to help with solicitor’s fees for the divorce.

Still, she loved living alone, even if the flat still reminded her so much of Richard, despite her best efforts to redecorate within her modest budget. She’d found this place not long after they’d moved to London and were staying in the place provided by Richard’s new employers. He had wanted to stay there for as long as possible but Jas felt it was important they had their own home. When she’d found this flat, he couldn’t have been any less interested but she fell in love with it instantly and took pride in decorating it. There was a spacious, open-plan kitchen and living area, with marble worktops and chrome fittings throughout the kitchen and a black dining table with four chairs. An elegant grey sofa and rug stood in the living area, and there were framed black-and-white photographs on the walls. When Richard left, Jas replaced the pictures of them taken in happier times with photos of her own friends and family. And she introduced some colour and warmth into the previously monochrome interior in the form of potted plants, green and pink cushions, and a copper floor lamp.

Even after the party, Richard had begged Jas to come back to him, but she’d told him it was too late and that she was already in talks with divorce lawyers, so she’d been surprised when he had agreed to let her buy him out of the flat so easily and quickly. He’d even given her a generous deal. And, for a while, he stopped the incessant calls and emails. Fleetingly, Jas had wondered if she was making the right decision after all in letting him go. Was this a big mistake? Did she really want to be a divorcee before she’d reached the age of thirty? Maybe Richard could change after all, and go back to being the guy she fell in love with …

Sadly, that wasn’t the case. As soon as the ink was dry on the property settlement, Richard turned completely irrational, drunkenly declaring love one day, shouting spiteful words down the phone the next, or else refusing her calls entirely when she tried to contact him about the divorce. She’d had the papers couriered to both his office and flat and he was still denying receiving them, rendering it impossible for her to proceed.

‘Clearly, he never expected you to go through with buying him out,’ Meg had said last month. ‘He probably thought that if he was nice enough to you, made it easy for you, you’d forgive him and take him back.’

‘I did think about it,’ Jas admitted.

‘Exactly. So, when you didn’t, he would have been furious and that’s why he’s behaving like a child now. The sooner you’re rid of him the better, honey.’

As she took a gulp of wine, Jas thought back to that conversation and decided to phone her sister. They spoke several times a week. Meg answered on the first ring. ‘Hiya, hun. How’s the hunt for the next Charlotte Cronby going?’

‘Charlotte Crosby, you mean!’ Jas laughed. ‘And I didn’t know you watched Geordie Shore.’

‘I don’t. Keep seeing her on the Mail Online though. These celebs are all the same to me anyway.’

The girls chatted about Mr Right, Meg’s boutique in Manchester and her husband Oscar, who worked as an estate agent.

‘He made spag bol for tea and we’re about to catch up on The Walking Dead. Bliss! Aren’t you supposed to be at some fancy club tonight in the name of research?’

‘Nah, not ’til the weekend. Clubs won’t be busy on a Wednesday. Anyway, I think we’ve got our final fifteen. I might be able to just let my hair down rather than prowl for women! Are you still going to see Mum and Dad this weekend with Lila?’

‘I’m supposed to be but she’s gone AWOL again. Haven’t heard from her since last week. Have you? Honestly, that girl. You know she got fired again?’

‘Bloody hell, not again.’ Jas sighed. It had to be the fifth time in six months that her little sister had left a job, either of her own accord or at her boss’s insistence.

‘What’s the matter with her?’

‘Lacks direction,’ sniffed Meg. ‘You know this. And you’re the one down there in London supposed to be keeping an eye on her.’

Jas frowned. It would be easier to herd a bus full of schoolkids on a trip than it would be to keep up with Lila’s escapades.

‘I know as much as you do, Meg. She hasn’t picked up her phone all week but I know she’s alive because she’s been posting on Facebook though I’ve no idea where she is, who she’s with or what she’s doing. I’ll try her now.’

‘All right, honey. Keep me posted. Love you.’

‘Love you.’

Jas took another sip of wine and listened as Lila’s phone rang out. Flipping on the TV to her favourite guilty pleasure, Keeping Up with the Kardashians, she threw her phone down on the other end of the sofa.

She couldn’t help feeling slightly annoyed with Meg. Why should Jas be the one to ‘keep an eye’ on Lila? Meg was the eldest, the one with the quiet life and steady husband up in Manchester. She should be the one keeping tabs on their rogue little sister. Didn’t Meg realise Jas had her own problems? The small matter of a divorce for one thing, a prime-time show to produce for another.

As Khloé Kardashian argued with Kris Jenner about the latest party they were planning, Jas started to analyse her life. By her twenty-ninth birthday she’d be a divorcee. That’s if Richard ever agreed to the divorce.

And, as if dating in London wasn’t hard enough already, now she was going to be seen as damaged goods. Though, she had to admit, she still received plenty of attention everywhere she went. Jas was five foot seven with long, shapely legs, a small waist, glowing skin, dark eyes with naturally long lashes and a wardrobe to die for. Not to mention a high-flying job in TV, her own property in London, a close family and an active, glamorous social life. But unsurprisingly, the divorce was making her feel tense and unsettled. Jas sighed deeply. She always tried to look on the positive side of life but lately it was proving to be more and more difficult. She’d started to question herself. Was she so upbeat because people expected her to be? Jas had to be the fun-loving sister for sensible Meg and the reliable big sister for Lila, as well as ambitious, tenacious and successful at work. But right now she was finding it exhausting keeping up on all these fronts. Her disastrous marriage to Richard had made her doubt herself. After all, could she trust her own judgement if she’d married someone like him?

When it came to relationships, Jas hadn’t been single for longer than a year since she was twenty. When she’d decided to dump Richard for good she was excited by the thought of being free again, but now she just felt alone. And – though she’d never admit this to anyone – scared that she always would be.


Chapter 4

The next morning Jas yawned her way out of bed, determined to shake off last night’s gloomy mood. It was a bright, beautiful day. After a treacherous winter that had seen record low temperatures and heavy snow, and then a pitiful spring, it was now a beautiful summer with a record heatwave. And it was Thursday, almost the weekend! Tomorrow she and Monica were hitting a few clubs. Seriously, what did Jas have to complain about?

She arrived at Channel 6’s vast building in London Bridge dressed in loafers and a white maxi dress. Her blonde hair, straightened that morning, hung loose. She stopped to take a selfie in the sunshine, carefully positioning the camera so it showed just her outfit and not her face. Jas liked showing off her clothes but wanted to remain somewhat behind the scenes.

She worked on the sixth floor in the ‘entertainment hub’. The office was entirely open-plan and she sat in a corner at a bank of desks with other producers and researchers, facing an incredible view of the River Thames.

‘Just in time,’ said Monica, placing a steaming skinny latte on Jas’s desk a minute after she’d sat down and flipped her iMac on. ‘Burrell wants to see you in his office. Now.’

Jas looked at her watch and groaned. ‘It’s not even ten and already I’m getting a bollocking? What now?’

Monica simply shrugged.

Jas walked across the floor. The blinds were up in Harry’s office so she could see him deep in conversation with someone with their back to Jas. That someone had short, cropped hair and broad shoulders. Jas was staring so intently she almost walked right into the door.

‘Ah, Whiteley. Come in.’ Harry beckoned Jas inside and nodded to the man in front of his desk. ‘This is Luke Hawkins from the twelfth floor.’

The man stood up and extended his hand, giving Jas a warm smile. He was gorgeous. Dark green eyes – or were they hazel? – cropped strawberry-blond hair, a touch of stubble around a strong jawline plus six feet of solid muscle. It was like Chris Pratt had come to life and was standing in front of her!

‘Hi, good to meet you,’ said Luke, shaking Jas’s hand. Oooh – and a northern boy, she thought appreciatively, though she couldn’t instantly make out where exactly he was from.

‘Hi,’ she replied, hoping that she was showing off a dazzling smile and not a goofy grin. Then she remembered. ‘Twelfth … the legal department?’

‘’Fraid so.’ Luke smiled at her.

‘Right, you’ve met now. Sit, Jasmine. We’re down to the final girls, yes?’

‘Almost. There’s someone else I found last night – Charlotte Truss. We need her in. She’s a sweetheart. Big smile, great look. She’s perfect within the mix. I’ll get her to come in for an interview as soon as possible. Then we’ve got a few more interviews next week, but we’re getting close.’

‘Provided they all check out, legally, and sign the relevant documentation,’ put in Luke. ‘I’ll need to do basic background checks, just to make sure there are no alarming criminal records or red flags we need to be aware of. We’ll ask them to sign consent forms, of course. There will be a lot for them to read with all the terms and conditions of taking part, so we should aim to get the documentation out as soon as possible so they have a couple of weeks to read and return.’

‘Not a problem,’ replied Jas coolly, already picturing her line-up of beautiful women looking disarmingly glamorous against the gorgeous, dramatic backdrop of the Ibizan hills. Her mind veered off to the opening scene where Dylan would meet his lucky ladies. She wondered if she should have them all lined up for when he arrived on the scene, or whether he should meet them one by one. Perhaps there could be a party on the first night and he gets to meet them all then, dressed up in their finery? Harry jolted Jas away from her thoughts.

‘I’ve got another meeting in ten minutes so, Jasmine, have the final names, pictures and biographies ready to present to me at one p.m.,’ he said, bluntly. ‘Then you two can iron out all the legalities. How’s the Ibiza place looking?’

‘Booked, deposit paid and ready to start filming when we get there,’ replied Jas. ‘We’ve had official approval to film out and about on the island and Monica is sorting work visas for the crew. It’s all under control, Harry.’

‘Excellent. Now, bugger off both of you.’

‘Nice chap, isn’t he?’ laughed Luke when they were safely out of the lion’s den.

‘Ah, he’s not so bad.’ Jas smiled. ‘So, you’ve just started here then?’

‘I’ve worked at the channel for a couple of years but I’ve been over in news. When David left they asked me to help out the entertainment section of the legal department for a bit. Makes a nice change from the Prime Minister’s office threatening to sue us every other week because of some allegedly scandalous story we’ve reported.’

Jas smiled, instantly warming to this man. ‘I’m afraid you might not find things any easier down here. Only last week some nutter threatened to sue me if I didn’t put her in Mr Right. There are some crazy people out there and most of them are desperate to be on telly!’

Luke laughed softly. ‘That’s what makes it interesting though, right?’

At that moment Monica appeared, wide-eyed at the sight of Jas talking to this handsome new face. ‘Jas? All okay with the boss?’

‘Yep, all good, he just wanted an update on where we were.’

Monica cleared her throat and side-glanced at Luke as if to say, ‘Who on earth is that?’

‘And to meet our new lawyer,’ Jas continued. ‘Monica Bright, this is Luke Hawkins. He’s taken over from David on twelfth and is going to make sure we don’t get sued or jailed.’

‘Nice to meet you.’ Luke smiled, stretching out his hand to Jas’s assistant.

Monica shook it, taking her time and fluttering her eyelashes. ‘Very nice to meet you, Luke.’

Jas could barely stop herself from laughing.

Luke clearly clocked on to the flirting but was either too polite or too embarrassed to do anything but look down with a sheepish smile. He turned to Jas. ‘Anyway, I’ve got a conference call but let me know when Harry has approved your names so far and I’ll do all the boring legal bits. I’ve got a fair bit to get through before birthday drinks for someone from news later at the pub across the road.’

‘Oh, Sue Leonard?’ Monica jumped in.

‘That’s the one.’

‘Lovely Sue,’ enthused Monica. Sue was a senior editor at Channel 6 but Jas, Monica and their team barely knew her. ‘A few of us from entertainment might pop over. Especially now we know you’re going to be there. What better way to get to know our new lawyer?’

‘Great,’ replied Luke. ‘In that case I look forward to seeing you both later.’ He gave Jas a quick nod and headed for the lifts.

Jas turned to her friend, laughing. ‘What are you like? Especially now we know you’re going
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