

[image: Cover image: So, I Met This Guy … by Alexandra Potter]



  
[image: Start of image description, A map shows western and southern Europe, parts of North Africa, and surrounding seas with illustrated travel landmarks and routes. A compass in the upper left points north upward. The Atlantic Ocean is labeled on the left, the Mediterranean Sea across the lower right, and land areas are labeled Portugal, Spain, France, Italy, Morocco, and Switzerland. A large banner in the upper right reads So, I Met This Guy… A dotted travel route with arrows moves across the map between cities and landmarks. Near the top center, Manchester and London in England are connected with a train and suitcase illustration. The route continues downward through Paris, marked with wine glasses, bread, and an airplane over France. Toward the center and right side, the route passes through Nice and Monte Carlo, marked by dice, then continues into Italy through Rome and Positano, shown with a car, pizza, olives, and seashells. At the lower right, the route continues near Taormina and Catania in Sicily beside another airplane illustration. The route crosses the Mediterranean Sea and travels across Spain, including Palma, Valencia, Ibiza, Málaga, and Tangier near Morocco. Illustrations include maracas near Lisbon, a teapot and tea glasses near Tangier, a flamenco dancer near Valencia, a starfish and fish near Ibiza, and an orange with leaves near Palma. Mountain ranges, coastlines, and sea waves are drawn throughout the map., end of image description]




So, I Met This

gorgeous man total fraudster absolute d##khead

Guy …

ALEXANDRA POTTER

 

 

 

[image: Pan Books logo]




Contents

Dear Reader

Prologue

TWO WEEKS EARLIER

First Impressions

Off the Record

The Local Echo

Nothing to Lose

Last Call

Monte Carlo

To Catch a Thief

Winging It

Sorry Not Sorry

Place Your Bets

All Bets Are Off

Love Is a Losing Game

Against All Odds

The Hangover

Rome

The Road Trip

Maggie

But First, Pizza

Meet and Greet

The Space In Between

Birdy

The Amalfi Coast

The Next Morning

Maggie

Twists and Turns

The Fraudster

Missed Connections

You Again

Sicily

Maggie

It’s the Journey, Not the Destination

Trouble in Taormina

Al Dente

Letting Go

Mallorca

Viva España!

It’s Complicated

A Change of Plan

Sunshine and Selfies

The Countdown Begins

Ibiza

Freefalling

Maggie

An Unexpected Invitation

Song and Dance

The Moment of Truth

Valencia

Flick

Making Waves

Champagne Supernova

An Unexpected Question 

Málaga

All Aboard 

Keeping Watch 

The Captain’s Table

Tangier

The Grand Tour

A Little Birdy Told Me

All at Sea

Maggie

Nowhere to Run

The Morning After

Back On Dry Land

Only A Matter of Time

Epilogue

Postscript

Acknowledgements

Confessions of a Forty-Something F##k Up

New Year’s Day

Footnotes
    



For Trisha Jackson,

the best editor an author could ever hope for



  
Dear Reader,

I’m often asked how I get ideas for my novels, and this one came to me when I was out walking the dog. It was a particularly damp and soggy day, and as I tramped across the park, lost in a world of my own imagination, I suddenly had this image in my mind of an old caravan in the corner of a muddy field, stuck out in the middle of nowhere. I could clearly see the woman who lived there. Her name was Maggie. What had happened to her? I wondered. What turn had her life taken for her to end up there? And as the scene played out in my head, I saw another, much younger woman, determinedly approaching the caravan. It was pouring with rain and she was getting filthy and wet through. Why was she there? What relationship did these two women have?

This scene was the inspiration for my new book, and while I knew I wanted it to be a fun, escapist read about the power of friendship and finding yourself – a story filled with adventure and joy and humour – there was a serious message, too.

More and more I’d been reading about the growing rise in romance fraud, where unsuspecting victims are scammed out of large amounts of money by someone with whom they’ve formed a romantic relationship. Often, these fraudsters target dating apps and social media, creating fake personas and spending weeks, if not months, building trust with their victims in virtual relationships in order to manipulate them into sending them money.

But it’s not just happening online, it’s happening in real life, too. And while it can happen to anyone, regardless of their gender, it’s older women who tend to be the most targeted. Every day there seems to be another news story about a woman who has met and fallen in love with a man who she believed to be her soulmate, only to discover he’s a romance fraudster. Women who might have recently gone through a divorce, be grieving the death of a loved one, struggling with mid-life or just feeling lonely and emotionally fragile are vulnerable to being exploited and manipulated by these cruel scammers.

Worse still, romance fraud isn’t just about money. In fact, the psychological damage is often far worse than the financial. Because by masquerading as your soulmate, these fraudsters aren’t just stealing your life savings, they’re stealing your heart, your trust and your sense of self. It’s a particularly cruel crime that leaves victims feeling emotionally and mentally scarred because it plays into everything we hold dear.

Love.

By falling in love you allow yourself to be vulnerable, to trust, to hope, to imagine a future together. Your partner is supposed to make you feel safe and protect you, so this fraud is the ultimate betrayal. I’d hear stories of people talking about how discovering the deceit had shattered their confidence and left them with extreme feelings of shame and guilt. Many spoke of being too embarrassed to go to the police since they blamed themselves. Isolated and depressed, and unable to trust anyone, including themselves, some even consider suicide.

Many, if not most of us, will know what it feels like to have our heart broken. But how does it feel to discover that everything you believed in is a lie? That the man you thought was your soulmate has stolen your life savings and effectively your life?

Which brings me back to Maggie. Maggie is every woman. She’s all of us. A woman who worked hard to build herself a life that she loved. The only thing missing was someone special to share it with. What happened to her could happen to anyone.

And while this novel is a tribute to anyone who has ever been a victim of romance fraud, it’s also for anyone who has ever suffered a blow so devastating they thought their life was over. Because Maggie is here to show you that it’s not. Far from it.

But I’m getting ahead of myself – let’s rewind back to the beginning. Back to how every story starts.

‘So, I met this guy …’




Prologue

Off the Mediterranean Coast, late at night

‘Quick! He’s getting away!’

Two women in evening gowns give chase. Rushing across the pool deck of the giant cruise ship, they dive past the live band and down the stairs. Darting and dodging through the uniformed crew and jiving guests that have gathered for the Dancing Under the Stars extravaganza.

‘Sorry, excuse me, sorry,’ apologizes the older woman.

‘Get outta the way!’ yells the younger.

Rainbow-coloured cocktails go flying; paper umbrellas rain down like confetti through the warm, floodlit skies as passengers are knocked fully clothed into the swimming pool with loud shrieks and splashes.

‘What the …?’

‘Oh my God, I am SO sorry! Please, send me the dry-cleaning bill.’

But there’s no time to stay and apologize. The cruise ship is nineteen decks high and the length of three Premier League football pitches. And he’s getting away. Clutching on to the hems of their dresses, they race in hot pursuit. Adrenaline pumping. Chests heaving. Hearts hammering. There might be a generation gap between these two women but you’d never know it from the way the fifty-year-old is out-sprinting the twenty-six-year-old.

‘Be careful, don’t trip—’

Too late. Spoke too soon.

‘Argh!’ As the older woman races ahead her heel catches on the sequinned hem and she goes flying.

‘Shit, you OK?’

‘I can’t run in these heels!’

‘Durrr! Don’t you know the high heel is a patriarchal tool to slow women down? Why do you think I’m wearing my trainers?’

‘Oh, shut up and give me a hand.’

OK, forget the bit about the generation gap.

A whistle blows behind them. They both snap back and turn to see the cruise ship’s own security team suddenly appear. They’re uniformed and armed with batons and stun guns.

‘Stop! Security!’

One of them shouts a command and waves a stun gun. Hang on, is that a real gun? Screams rise up from the crowds but the fleeing assailant has no intention of being arrested and now the security team join the chase as he leaps tables and overturns chairs, roughly shoving guests and crew out of his path as he makes his getaway.

‘STOP HIM!’ both women yell urgently.

‘He’s a thief!’

‘A liar.’

Tossing her heels aside, the older woman clambers to her bare feet.

‘The biggest mistake of my life!’

Way up ahead, on the dance floor, Dolores Lopez from Miami, recently divorced and celebrating her new-found freedom with a two-week cruise around the Mediterranean with her two best girlfriends from high school, is on her third round of strawberry daiquiris and enjoying some kick-ass moves, when the live music abruptly stops and she suddenly finds herself in the middle of all this commotion.

And now directly in the path of a dark-haired man sprinting towards her. Hearing the woman’s cry, she’s unexpectedly – and very annoyingly – reminded of her ex-husband. And she really doesn’t want to be reminded of her ex-husband.

Which is the reason she decides to stick out her rhinestone stiletto.

‘It was for all the years I had to wear flats ’cos he was a short-ass,’ she tells local police the next the morning, showing them her six-inch stiletto as evidence when they come on board to take statements. ‘And that was for all the years I had to do his goddamn laundry,’ she adds, explaining why she tipped the rest of her daiquiri all over the assailant’s white dress shirt as he stumbled and fell.

What Dolores doesn’t tell the police is that for the split second he lay at her feet, he flashed her a cute smile. Or that, taken aback by his reaction, instead of whacking him over the head with her empty cocktail glass she stared, momentarily frozen. Then, unable to help herself, smiled back.

But it doesn’t go unnoticed by the two women, even from a distance.

‘Wait! Is he flirting with her?’

‘Does a bear shit in the woods?’

‘I don’t know. Does it? You don’t get many bears on the Pennines.’

And then before you know it, he’s up and off again, disappearing through the crowds.

‘Stop! Security! Surrender immediately!’

The team of security race past them. Crikey, where did they spring from?

‘Don’t worry. He can’t get away. We’re at sea.’

‘He always gets away with it.’

‘Not this time.’

‘That’s what you think.’

Breathless, the two women rush to catch up. As they near the helm of the ship they watch as he races up the staircase and leaps onto the glass railing. A loud gasp goes up from the crowd and a sound from a loudspeaker.

‘Move away from the edge!’

There’s nowhere further to go. Nowhere to run. Finally caught, he turns and looks back at the armed security team, scanning the crowds of passengers, until his eyes fall on the two women. They both stare at him as his gaze flicks from one to the other. A few seconds. A million emotions. Anger. Regret. Triumph. Loss. Heartbreak. Empowerment. Justice.

They reach for each other’s hand, squeezing tightly as armed security move forward to arrest him. This is it. The End. It’s over.

‘Gotcha,’ they mouth, fixing him with their gaze.

But instead of guilt and remorse, he stares back, unrepentant.

And then, with his figure silhouetted against the inky blackness, he turns to look at the wide ocean far below.

And he jumps.




TWO WEEKS EARLIER

A Field in the Middle of Bum-fuck Nowhere




First Impressions

Is this it?

With a juddering halt, an ancient Volkswagen with one hubcap missing and a gaffer-taped bumper pulled up to the five-bar gate at the entrance of the field. It was pouring down. The windscreen wipers creaked back and forth leaving behind a blurry spot right in the middle, causing the driver to hunch down in their seat in order to see out.

Inside the car, Flick checked the directions on her phone again, but the map wouldn’t load. No signal. Leaning forward across the steering wheel, she used the sleeve of her jacket to rub the fogged-up windscreen. The demisters had conked out too. Giving up, she rolled the window a crack to let in some air.

‘Bloody rain,’ she cursed, as a deluge of water followed, soaking her jacket. Hastily she rolled it back up again. It was the middle of July. What had happened to summer?

But Flick already knew the answer. Climate change. She didn’t need to watch another award-winning David Attenborough wildlife documentary to know that everything bad that was happening in the world was the result of climate change. The planet was in crisis. Global warming was wreaking havoc with extreme weather, food scarcity, habitat loss and rising sea levels. It should be headline news, on the front of every newspaper every single day.

Except it wasn’t.

She glanced across at the passenger seat and the latest edition of The Local Echo. Today their leading story was about a headbutting flock of sheep causing mayhem on the moors.

WARNING TO HIKERS – EWE BE CAREFUL!

It was terrible. Even more terrible was she’d written it.

By Felicity Lomax. Community Reporter.

Seeing her name in print gave rise to the usual feelings of pride and frustration. It was also a timely reminder. This is why you’re here, remember?

Taking a swig of the cold dregs of her takeout coffee, she pressed her nose determinedly against the windscreen and peered out across the field ahead. Big, fat drops streamed down the glass, blurring her view, but then she saw it. In the corner. On the far right-hand side, between the trees and the stone wall.

A caravan.

And no, not a cute, vintage, candy-coloured-bunting-strung-across-Instagram-friendly caravan. But a knackered, mouldy-old-memories-of-wet-camping-trips-to-Wales-with-her-mum-and-Auntie-Pam caravan.

OK, so this definitely must be it.

Straightening up, Flick turned off the engine. The car fell silent; just the sound of the rain drumming on the roof. Brushing off the crumbs from her unfinished croissant, she checked her reflection in the rear-view mirror, making sure her liquid black eyeliner was perfect, complete with the signature flicks at the corner of her eyes. In her only good suit, a new pair of smart white vegan trainers that she could ill afford, and a hardcore blow-dry to get her fringe just as she liked it, she was aiming for savvy, confident and professional. An investigative journalist with a killer nose for a story and really good hair.

A twenty-something reporter from a crappy local paper stared back. Nerves jangled in the pit of her stomach. And she had really bad hair.

Shit.

Attempting – and failing – to flatten down the frizz that threatened to erupt from her head like one of those magic kitchen sponges that pinged the moment they encountered water, she grabbed her bag and umbrella, then reached for the door handle. It really was coming down now. Flick paused. She wasn’t known for looking on the bright side – as a journalist she was a confirmed realist – but in a brief, uncharacteristic moment of optimism, she glanced at the leaden skies, hoping to see a break in the clouds.

But nope. Nothing but endless grey. She braced herself. There was nothing else for it.

Flinging open the door, she climbed out of the car.

And stepped right into a quagmire.

What the …?

After several weeks of relentless rain, the farm track, previously a pretty wildflower lane, had been churned into thick, claggy mud and filthy puddles of water. Into which Flick’s lovely new white vegan trainer promptly submerged itself.

Fuck.

As she yanked it back out, dripping wet and filthy, there followed a series of increasingly desperate manoeuvres that involved trying to lever herself out of the car and onto a central island of grass without ruining both trainers, whilst trying to put up her umbrella in the driving rain.

At which point Flick felt herself having one of those out-of-body experiences where you suddenly look at your life and think, How did I get here?

Five years ago she’d graduated from university with high hopes and big dreams of being a journalist. Of adrenaline-charged newsrooms, breaking news stories and urgent deadlines. It all seemed so glamorous and exciting and important. Dashing around cities with a Dictaphone and a cigarette, doing exclusive interviews with famous people, investigating sources, digging deep to find answers.

Actually, no one uses a Dictaphone any more, and smoking gives you cancer, but you get the picture.

Nowhere in this vision of her exciting journalistic future did she see herself standing in a field in the middle of nowhere in the pouring rain, with feet caked in mud, getting piss-wet through.

For a brief moment Flick considered getting straight back in the car. Abandoning the whole thing. But there was so much riding on this interview. It wasn’t just about her chance at proving herself, of getting a promotion and a pay rise, of making the leap from a local newspaper to a national one. If she turned around now, there’d be no hope of ever—

She stopped herself. She wasn’t even going to go there.

Checking she had her phone and earbuds, she looped her bag over her shoulder, unhooked the gate and, making sure to close it behind her (memories of the headbutting sheep causing mayhem were still fresh in her mind), set off across the field.

She’d been over the moon when she finally got the job as a junior reporter at The Local Echo. But after nearly three years of covering local news stories about missing cats, Boy Scout jumble sales and wayward sheep, she was ready, more than ready, for an opportunity to prove she could be a proper journalist. For a story that would give her the break she desperately wanted.

Other reporters had been at the paper for years. Be patient, your time will come, they told her. But when? She’d be sitting around waiting for her big break for ever at this rate. She’d end up like Tupperware Tony, who’d been doing the Letters page for twenty-five years. Every day he brought in a packed lunch and announced to the rest of office what sandwich his partner had made. ‘Ooh, what have we here? Tuna and sweetcorn, a true classic!’ ‘Cheese and pickle, hurrah, my favourite!’ ‘Roast beef and pesto, how about that for controversial?’ Twenty-five years, and the most exciting thing to happen to Tony was his sandwich fillings.

No, big breaks don’t just come. They don’t just happen. You had to make them happen.

Which is why, last week, when Flick overheard a couple of people in the pub gossiping about some local scandal, her ears pricked up. From the snippets of conversation, it sounded terrible. And completely fascinating. She knew immediately it would make a great story; this was a hot topic of national concern right now and she kept hearing about it on the news or reading articles on the subject online. This was her chance to finally do some proper investigative reporting. To get her big break and make her name.

But it all hung on getting an exclusive interview with the inhabitant of the caravan.

Flick glanced at it now from underneath her umbrella as she tramped across the muddy field. Nerves jangled in the pit of her stomach, but she refused to acknowledge them. Off in the distance, she spotted a cow. She’d just covered a story about a rambler who was trampled by cows. The poor woman suffered broken ribs and was lucky to be alive. Not so much her poor spaniel. She quickened her pace. Rory, her boyfriend, would probably say it was her fault if she got trampled. He warned her about being too ambitious and going after her own stories.

‘That’s the problem with you, Flick, you’re always getting ideas above your station.’

Of course, he only said things like that because he cared about her. He didn’t want her to get hurt or be disappointed, especially so soon after losing her mum. He couldn’t understand why she wasn’t satisfied with being a reporter at The Local Echo. OK, so the money wasn’t great but it was a steady job and they paid into a pension.

‘I just don’t want you getting your hopes up, that’s all, babe. All these pipe dreams about having your own column in one of those fancy, big newspapers in London. Those are proper journalists, people who went to private school; they’re not like us. Your articles are great, but it’s not like you’re a real writer. You need to stick to what you know.’

Constructive criticism, that’s what he called it.

She kept trudging, head down, battling the rain, until eventually she reached the far corner of the field. Up close, the caravan was worse than she’d first thought. Chewing-gum white, net curtains, condensation on the windows: it had seen better days. Flick knew the feeling. Taking a tissue from her bag, she attempted to scrape the clods of mud from her now-filthy trainers, then smooth down her fringe. She hesitated. As a local reporter she’d stood on enough doorsteps in order to get an interview, but this was different.

Abruptly, a twist of anxiety threatened to derail her, but she quickly pulled it together. It was important to appear confident and assured. Taking a deep breath, she knocked on the door. No one answered.

‘Hello?’

Actually, maybe this was a really bad idea.

She waited a moment, cleared her throat, then reached forward to knock again.

At which point the door was flung open to reveal a barefoot, middle-aged woman wearing a pair of old sweatpants and a crumpled T-shirt. She peered myopically at Flick from behind a messy curtain of hair.

Immediately Flick was struck by two things: the woman was extremely tall, even with bare feet; and she looked surprised to see her.

‘Hi. We spoke on the phone. I’m Felicity Lomax, from The Local Echo.’ Flick spoke quickly and held out her hand. ‘But everyone calls me Flick.’

‘Oh, you’re early!’

The woman looked like she’d just got out of bed. Pulling a scrunchie from her wrist, she scraped back her curls, which were the same colour as Flick’s unfinished croissant, revealing grey at her temples and a face full of freckles.

‘I am?’

And now it was Flick who was surprised. She prided herself on her timekeeping. She checked her watch, thus confirming to herself that she was bang on time.

‘Didn’t we say twelve on Friday?’

Remember: confident and assured.

‘Yes, but today’s Thursday. I was expecting you tomorrow.’

‘Tomorrow?’

There was a pause as the cold realization trickled down the back of Flick’s neck like the rain dripping off the broken spoke of her umbrella. And all at once she realized she’d made a mistake. Mortified, she reached for her phone in her pocket to check the date, but she already knew before she glanced at the screen. Somehow, with everything that had been going on since her mum died, she’d lost track of the days and got the dates muddled up. The funeral was six months ago, but she’d still not got back on track.

Unexpectedly her eyes prickled. Forget looking confident and assured; she looked like a total moron. She sniffed sharply, quickly pulling herself together. ‘I’m so sorry, my mistake. I can come back another time if it’s more convenient …’

Standing at the doorway of the caravan, Margaret Fletcher looked at the sodden young reporter with her muddy trainers and broken umbrella, its spokes sticking out at right angles, and considered this.

It really wasn’t a good time. The place was a mess. Plus, she was so tired she couldn’t face talking to anyone right now. In fact, all she really wanted to do was climb back into bed and pull the covers over her head. But then she felt like that most days now.

She opened her mouth to make some excuse, hand already on the door to close it behind her, thoughts returning to getting back into bed, disappearing underneath the duvet, making it all go away …

Then she noticed the reddening of her eyes.

Later, when Margaret Fletcher looked back, she would realize that this was the moment something clicked. The moment she recognized something in Flick. A vulnerability? A familiarity? A strange feeling of being untethered? She didn’t know what it was, but she saw it reflected back at her and changed her mind.

‘You’re getting soaked, come inside.’ Opening the door wide to let her enter, she forced a broad smile. ‘And, please, call me Maggie.’




Off the Record

‘I’m afraid I don’t have any sugar.’

Ten minutes later and the kettle was on, puffing out steam and condensing on the window. Well, what else do you do in times like this but put the kettle on?

Should be the story of my life, thought Maggie, who had lost count of the number of times she’d put the kettle on these past six months for want of something else to do. She attempted a quick tidy round; the place was a bit of a tip – worse, she’d just done a load of handwashing and the clothes airer was filled with damp bras and knickers that had seen better days.

‘Oh, that’s fine. My boyfriend says I’m sweet enough.’

On its way to being manoeuvred into a corner, the airer collapsed in on itself. They both looked at each other. Flick gave a nervous laugh, then shook her head.

‘Actually, that’s bollocks.’

Caught off-guard, Maggie smiled self-consciously.

The kettle clicked off.

‘I’ll do this later.’ Abandoning the airer, she hastily turned her attention back to making the tea in the small galley that was her kitchen. Squashing teabags into the tiny plastic sink and stooping down to retrieve the small carton of milk from the miniature fridge, she tried not to think about her old kitchen, with its granite-topped island, acres of counter space and all the latest appliances.

At a memory of sitting at the kitchen island, sharing a bottle of wine and romantic meal for two, she felt a sudden yearning and caught herself sharply. No point thinking about that. It was gone, along with everything else in her old life. She firmly grabbed the two mugs.

‘Here you go.’

‘Thanks.’

As she passed Flick her tea, Maggie took in the young reporter who was now sitting at the small banquette in the corner of her caravan. It was the first time she’d had someone in her space and she felt acutely embarrassed by her situation. She noticed the mould around the windowpane and averted her eyes. What was she thinking, inviting her inside?

‘I don’t get many visitors.’ Cradling her own mug in her hands, she sat down opposite, squashing her long legs underneath the Formica table. ‘Don’t have the entertaining space,’ she added, forcing a laugh in a lame attempt at humour.

Flick smiled politely. ‘I like caravans. They always remind me of holidays to Wales with my mum.’

‘Nice.’

‘Yes.’

Flick didn’t mention the bit about the mouldy beds and never-ending rain. Best not.

The pleasantries over, the two women turned their attention to their tea. Flick took a large gulp – ugh, God, it was that awful Earl Grey stuff that tasted like perfume – and tried not to gag.

‘So, anyway, after we spoke on the phone I printed off some pictures,’ said Maggie.

After waiting what she hoped was enough time to not appear like she was trying to get this over and done with as quickly as possible, Maggie put down her mug and reached for the photos she’d set aside. At least she’d got that organized. Laying them on the table, she started showing them to Flick.

‘So, this is George when he was a kitten. I called him after my best friend George, and also Dad’s a big Beatles fan. I mean was,’ she quickly corrected herself. ‘George Harrison was his favourite. Said he was the most underrated Beatle. I mean, everyone goes on about Lennon and McCartney, but when it comes to song-writing ability you don’t get better than “While My Guitar Gently Weeps”, wouldn’t you agree?’

Flick made an agreeing sound. She had no idea what Maggie was going on about. She made a mental note to check Spotify later.

‘George isn’t used to the countryside. He’s been a city cat his whole life. My flat had a small roof terrace and he liked to sit on it and sun himself.’ Maggie pulled out a photo of George doing exactly that and smiled, her thumb affectionately rubbing over his picture. ‘We only moved up here a few months ago, after … well, after everything.’

For a brief moment her mind flicked back again, before she forced it briskly on.

‘He’s been missing over a week now. The farmer says there are foxes, but I think he might have just run away. I wouldn’t blame him.’ She smiled weakly. ‘Anyway, you can take them if you want. I have copies on my phone.’

Shuffling the photos into a neat pile, she passed them across the table.

Flick smiled awkwardly. ‘Actually, that’s not why I’m here.’

‘It’s not?’ Maggie frowned, confused. ‘But when you called, you said you’d seen the posters I’ve put up around town about my lost cat.’

‘Yes, I did. That’s how I got your number.’

‘I assumed you were going to write a piece for The Local Echo.’ Maggie realized she was beginning to sound accusatory, but she didn’t care. Her beloved cat was missing. She’d invited this reporter into her home to help find him. Reaching across to a stack of old newspapers, she found the one she was looking for and thrust it at Flick. ‘Like this one. Look.’

Sure enough, there was an article Flick had written about a lost cat, entitled ‘He’s The Cat’s Whiskers’. Flick cringed at the headline. That had been her editor’s idea.

‘And you said you had some information,’ continued Maggie, refusing to give up.

‘Yes, I do. But it’s not about your missing cat.’

‘It’s not?’

Watching Maggie’s face crumple with disappointment, Flick felt a stab of guilt. This woman was obviously upset about her pet. She should have explained more on the phone. Been more honest. Not come here under false pretences.

But she also knew if she had, Maggie would never have agreed to talk to her.

‘So what is it about?’

Flick snapped back to see Maggie studying her suspiciously.

‘It’s in connection with a Mr Theo C. Stratin.’

At the mention of his name Maggie felt her breath catch in the back of her throat. Even now, over six months later, it was still so raw.

‘Is this a missing persons thing?’

Flick quickly side-stepped with the deftness of a politician. ‘I wondered what you could tell me about him?’

Maggie laced her fingers tightly around her mug. ‘Not much really. We were in a relationship, we broke up.’ She kept her voice even. ‘The rest, as they say, is history.’

‘I understand he scammed you out of your life savings.’

Boom. Maggie reeled.

‘Who told you that?’

‘It’s a small town. People talk.’

Maggie’s internal shutters came slamming down.

‘I’m sorry, but I think you should leave. There’s obviously been a misunderstanding.’

The caravan felt suddenly claustrophobic. Hastily, Maggie got up from the table and in her hurry she banged herself on the corner of the banquette and spilled her tea. Cursing under her breath, she rubbed her thigh furiously. She could feel the bruises beginning to form already.

Well, that went well. Watching her, Flick felt a stab of dismay as she put down her mug and reached for her bag. Mutely, she rose from her seat. Then paused. It was now or never.

‘You’re not the only one.’

‘Excuse me?’

‘You’re not the only woman he’s romance scammed. He’s done it before and he’ll do it again.’

‘If you don’t mind.’

Clambering over the collapsed airer, Maggie’s foot caught in a bra strap, causing her to trip and bend down to unloop it. It was one of those T-shirt bras. Flesh-coloured with huge cups like giant jelly moulds. God, the indignity of it all. Standing upright, she glared at Flick, daring her to say anything.

‘All right, look, I know I should’ve been honest about why I wanted to talk to you, but I thought if I told you, you wouldn’t want to speak to me.’

Finally, Maggie lost her patience.

‘You’re damn right I wouldn’t! Why would I? So you can write about me in your paper? Let the whole word know what a fool I was?’

‘Well, to be fair, I don’t think the whole world reads The Local Echo. Our circulation is only about four and a half thousand an edition.’

Flick broke off as she caught Maggie’s expression.

‘And you’re not a fool, you’re a victim,’ she added quietly, but firmly.

It took the wind from Maggie’s sails.

‘I’ve been doing my research into romance fraud, and more and more women – and men – are coming forward and the statistics are frightening. Men like Theo Stratin deliberately target vulnerable women. Apparently the most affected age group is usually over the age of forty-five; in fact, it’s most often between the ages of fifty and seventy.’

‘Great. Even worse. An old fool.’

‘I didn’t mean it like that.’

There was a lull as both women fell silent. Outside the rain was still lashing. Maggie watched the water seeping in at the windows.

‘How old are you, Felicity?’

‘Twenty-six.’

‘How old do you think I am?’

Flick knew exactly how old Maggie was. She’d looked up her birth certificate, along with a few other things, as part of her background checks and initial investigations into the story.

‘Late thirties?’ she fibbed.

‘I’m nearly fifty, almost twice your age, and any journalist worth their salt would’ve already looked up my birth records, so they’d know that. So either you’re a crap journalist or that’s a pathetic attempt at flattery.’

Flick felt her face go beetroot.

‘I’m a good journalist and that’s a crap attempt at flattery.’

Despite the insult, Maggie smiled at her admission.

‘OK, so now we’re being honest with each other, can I tell you something off the record?’

Flick nodded.

‘He didn’t just steal my life savings, he stole everything from me: my trust, my heart, my home, my livelihood, my self-esteem … all of it.’

As Maggie laid her vulnerability bare on the table between them, she was reminded yet again of the heavy weight of her guilt.

‘Yet it’s me who’s ashamed. When I finally stopped crying long enough to go to the police, I felt like such an idiot—’

‘But why? That’s crazy!’ interrupted Flick. She was indignant, but Maggie shook her head firmly.

‘I was the one who’d willingly given him the money to invest in his new business venture. My father had recently passed away and left me a little bit of inheritance – not much, but it was something and it was just sitting in the bank making no interest, so I thought: why not? And when he suggested I sold my flat so we could pool our resources and buy a bigger place together, it was my idea to remortgage instead and also take out a business loan. I thought I was being so clever.’

Her voice threatened to break but she forced it to remain even.

‘It was for our future. That’s what he always said. It was an investment in our future. We were engaged, you see.’

As Maggie’s mind flicked back, she felt a swell of hurt.

‘Only, there was no international business venture. No new house. No joint account. No investments. It was all bogus. A con. A scam. What did you call it? A romance fraud.’

Followed swiftly by the usual feelings of anger, at both him and herself.

‘After that, everything just fell apart; I lost my flat, my business … The police called him in for questioning, but he’d long disappeared, and my money with him. I tried calling the bank but they refused to reimburse me as I’d authorized all the payments … something about “contributory negligence”. They’d even contacted me and read a fraud-warning script when I’d first sent funds internationally, but I’d confirmed it was to my fiancé’s business and they were all genuine—’ She broke off and laughed bitterly. ‘Which is how I ended up here. I know it’s not much, but this caravan was the only thing I could afford. If it wasn’t for knowing the local farmer, and him letting me rent this field cheaply to put it in, I’d be homeless.’

The water leaking in through the windows had formed a pool and was now dripping onto the banquette sofas. Reaching for a roll of paper towels, Maggie started mopping it up.

‘And you know the worst thing of all? The bastard even stole my dad’s watch.’

A brief flash of anger. She couldn’t bring herself to say his name. Tearing off a sheet, she folded it up and shoved it furiously in the cracks.

‘It wasn’t worth anything, Dad wasn’t into material possessions, but it had huge sentimental value … It’d stopped working, so it sat in a drawer for ages, along with a few other bits of jewellery. I kept meaning to get it fixed, but just never got round to it. When I mentioned it to him, he offered to get it fixed for me; he was kind like that.’ She laughs, bitterly. ‘When he disappeared, the watch disappeared with him.’

Maggie broke off finally and the caravan fell quiet.

Flick had been listening, not wanting to interrupt, but now she spoke.

‘Well, he’s not disappeared any more. I’ve found out where he is.’

But Maggie shook her head firmly.

‘I don’t want to know. I don’t ever want to see him again. If you want to tell someone, tell the police.’

‘But we could stop him from doing this to someone else. We could save another woman from losing everything.’

‘How?’

‘By doing an exposé and revealing the truth about him. Letting the public know all the shocking facts. Confronting him and making him answer to what he did. You aren’t the first woman he did this to, and you won’t be the last.’

But while Flick’s voice was urgent, Maggie’s was weary.

‘I’m tired. I just want to put all this behind me.’

‘What about your life savings?’

‘I’m sure the money is long gone.’ Maggie shrugged with resignation. ‘The last time I spoke to the police they said it was still under investigation, but there was little chance of getting it back even if it went to court and they got a conviction. Which seems unlikely, considering they’ve yet to find him to question him.’

‘Well, even if the police can’t do anything, the newspaper can still publish an article.’

Maggie looked at Flick. At this






































THE FUNNIEST ‘WTF AM I DOING’ NOVEL
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‘The new Bridget Jones for our times’

The Telegraph

‘Feistily funny … and so relatable’

Fabulous

‘Say hello to a book that will have you laughing with every page, whether you’re twenty, forty or eighty’

Heat

A novel for any woman who wonders how the hell she got here, and why life isn’t quite how she imagined it was going to be. And who is desperately trying to figure it all out while everyone around her is making gluten-free brownies.

Meet Nell. Her life is a mess. In a world of perfect Instagram lives she feels like a f**k up. Even worse, a forty-something f**k up.

But when she starts a secret podcast and forms an unlikely friendship with Cricket, an eighty-something widow, things begin to change. Because Nell is determined: this time next year things will be very different.

But first she has a confession …

‘Funny but layered, light-hearted and surprisingly deep, this is a perfect and inspiring read’

Red

‘A funny, feisty story about the highs and the oh-so-lows of having to start over in your forties’

Mike Gayle

Read on for an extract …




New Year’s Day

How the hell did I get here?

Not here here, as in January, never-ending month of grey and gloom that seems to go on forever, filled with depressing Blue Mondays, failed attempts at resolutions, and an Instagram feed overflowing with celebs boasting about ‘New Year! New Exciting Projects!’ – which does not make me feel #inspired and want to reach for their exercise video or Book of Brag (sorry, I mean Blessed), but has the opposite effect of making me collapse back down on the sofa, feeling #overwhelmed with a family-size packet of cheese puffs.

No, I mean here as in it’s my birthday soon, I’m about to turn forty-something, and it’s just not how I’d imagined. I mean, how did this happen? It’s like I missed a turning somewhere. Like there was a destination marked ‘Forty-Something’ and my friends and I were all heading that way, youth in one hand, dreams in the other, excited and full of possibilities. A bit like when you step off the plane on holiday and you go down those moving walkways that swoosh you along with everyone else, following the signs to baggage reclaim, eager to see what’s on the other side of those sliding doors.

Except it’s not the Bahamas and tropical palm trees; it’s Destination Forty-Something and comprises a loving husband, adorable children and a beautiful home. Swoosh. It’s a successful career and bifold kitchen doors and clothes from Net-a-Porter. Swoosh. It’s feeling happy and content, because life is a success and all sorted out and you’re exactly where you always imagined you’d be, complete with an Instagram account filled with #Imsoblessed and #livingmybestlife.

It is not, I repeat not, #wheredidIgowrong and #whatthefuckamIdoingwithmylife?

Sitting cross-legged on my bed, I glance around the room, noting the cardboard boxes in the corner and two large unopened suitcases. I still haven’t finished unpacking. I stare at them, trying to summon up the enthusiasm, then sink back against the pillows. It can wait.

Instead my eyes fall upon the new notebook on my bedside table. I just bought it today. According to this article I’m reading, the secret to happiness is writing a daily gratitude list.

By writing down all the things you’re grateful for, you will feel more positive, stop negative thought patterns and transform your life.

Reaching for the notebook, I pick up a pen and turn to the first page. I stare at the empty sheet of paper, my mind blank.

If you need some inspiration, here are a few things to get you going:

I am breathing.

Are you kidding me? Breathing? There’s grateful and there’s pretty much dead if that’s not on my list.

I do not feel inspired.

Don’t worry if you don’t know what to write. Just start with one thing and work up to your five-a-day.

Right, OK. I’m just going to write the first thing that pops into my head.

1. My air miles

OK, so perhaps not exactly the kind of blessed and spiritual thing the author of the article had in mind, but trust me, was feeling very bloody blessed to have all those air miles when I flew back to London last week.

I’ve been living in America for the past ten years, five of them in California with my American fiancé. I loved California. The never-ending sunshine. Wearing flip-flops in January. Our little cafe-cum-bookshop which we sank all our savings into, with its delicious brunches and walls lined with books. I was happy and in love and engaged to be married. The future stretched ahead like candy-coloured bunting. Everything was going to work out just like I’d always hoped.

But then our business went bust and our relationship along with it and – poof – it all turned back into a pumpkin. I was not going to marry the prince and live happily ever after with our cute kids and adorable rescue dog. Instead I was going to pack up what was left of my life, cash in all my air miles for an upgrade, and sob my way across the Atlantic. Hell, if I was going to be broke and heartbroken, it was going to be on a flat bed with a cheese plate and a free bar, thank you very much.

In my gin-sozzled, cheese-and-crackered brain, I was planning to come back to London, rent my own flat, fill it with scented candles, and get my life back together again. My immigration visa was about to run out and I needed a fresh start, one that didn’t constantly remind me of what I no longer had. Plus, Dad had generously offered me a loan to help me get myself back on my feet. My American dream was over: it was time to come home.

But things had changed since I’d left and I quickly discovered rents had doubled, nay, quadrupled. And gone was my tribe of single friends with their spare rooms and cheap bottles of wine, which we would drink until the early hours telling each other very loudly that he was a total bastard, you’re better off without him, and Do Not Panic! There’s still plenty of time! All while reeling off a long list of celebrities who were much older than you and had managed to meet the man, push out a baby, and be in OK! magazine talking about their miracle birth Before It’s Too Late.*

Now all my girlfriends are married, and their spare rooms are filled with babies and bunk beds and nursery-rhyme stickers, and it’s cups of herbal tea and bed by 9.30 p.m. Which meant I had two choices: couch-surf with a cup of camomile, or move back in with The Parents.

Now, don’t get me wrong. I love my parents. But this was never part of The Plan. Nowhere in my twenties and thirties did my vision for the future involve being single, over forty and sleeping in my old bedroom. Even if Mum had swapped the single bed for a double and redecorated with matching Laura Ashley lamps.

My old bedroom was for visits home with The American Fiancé, soon to be The Handsome Husband. For reliving childhood Christmases in the countryside with our growing rosy-cheeked brood. For weekends when The Parents looked after their beloved grandchildren while we hotfooted it to one of those fancy, overpriced boutique hotels with filament light bulbs draped over a bar, an organic menu filled with grass-fed this, that and the other, and massages that are never quite hard enough.

2. Spareroomforrent.com

It was actually my best friend Fiona who told me about it, her nanny having told her about it.

‘You should do it, Nell! It sounds like a lot of fun!’ she said brightly across the Carrara marble worktops of her newly renovated open-plan kitchen, where I was slumped, depressed and jetlagged with a weak cup of some foul-tasting herbal tea, after she’d very kindly offered to put me up for a few days on flying back to London.

Fiona always thinks my life sounds fun. And it probably appears that way when viewed from the security of her happy family life. A bit like how bungee jumping or living in a two hundred square foot tiny house or dyeing your hair purple always looks like fun, when you’re not the one doing it.

I mean, don’t get me wrong. Bits of it have been a lot of fun. Just not the current bits.

‘That’s one way of putting it,’ I quipped, shooting Izzy, my five-year-old goddaughter, a smile as she tucked into her organic porridge. Personally, I had several other words in mind, but Auntie Nell must not say the naughty F word.

‘Your goddaughter thinks it sounds like fun, don’t you, darling?’ enthused Fiona, grabbing herself a bowl and sprinkling in a few fresh blueberries, some chia seeds and a dollop of manuka honey.

I love Fiona – we’ve been friends since university – but she’s living in a completely different universe to me. Happily married to David, a successful lawyer, she’s now settled into a comfortable middle-class life in south-west London with their two lovely, privately educated children, a tasteful designer home, and the kind of swingy blonde hair that comes from a professional blow-dry and a great colourist.

Before having children, her job as a museum curator took her around the world, but she gave all that up when Lucas, her eldest, was born, and now her days are filled with myriad school events, remodelling the house, booking lovely family holidays in five-star resorts and doing Pilates.

Meanwhile, over on Planet What The Fuck Am I Going To Do With My Life:

‘You might meet some really interesting people.’

She was being so sweet and positive I didn’t have the heart to tell her that the thought of meeting interesting people in my pyjamas brought me out in hives. I didn’t want to share a fridge with strangers. Or, God forbid, a bathroom. It was fun when we were young, but not now. Now it was depressing and soul-destroying and just a little bit terrifying. I mean, I could be murdered in my bed by some weirdo flatmate, and end up chopped into little bits and sprinkled on the geraniums.

FORTY-SOMETHING MEETS
GRISLY END IN FLATSHARE

Her life used to seem so promising, say shocked parents, who were hoping for at least one grandchild.

I voiced my fears but Fiona pooh-poohed me briskly. Her nanny said it was brilliant and that through it she’d met lots of new friends. I didn’t point out that her nanny was a twenty-something from Brazil, so of course it was brilliant. Everything was brilliant at that age. Especially if you looked like Fiona’s nanny.

‘Come on, I’ll help you search,’ she announced, whipping out her iPad and closing down the John Lewis sale homepage. Within seconds she was enthusiastically swiping through photos, as if she was online shopping. Which technically she was. Only it wasn’t for a nice table lamp and a cashmere throw, it was for a home for her poor feckless friend.

‘Ooh, look! I’ve found it! This place is perfect!’

3. Arthur

The spare room was in an Edwardian maisonette in Richmond, a leafy suburb of London known for its village atmosphere and family life. I’d been hoping for something more in town and less married with children, but it was available and I could afford it. Plus, when I went round to see it the room looked even larger than in the photos, and it had a little balcony. There was just one catch.

‘And so this is the shared bathroom.’

Having finished showing me the bedroom, Edward, the owner of the flat and my prospective landlord, paused by the bathroom door.

‘Shared?’

‘Don’t worry, I put the seat down – that’s one of the house rules,’ he joked, opening the door and pulling the light cord.

At least, I thought he was joking. Until I spied his toothbrush in the cup by the sink and my heart sank.

‘OK, great.’ I tried not to think of my ensuite back in California. This was going to be fun, remember. It was going to be like Friends, only we were in our forties and I looked nothing like Jennifer Aniston. I forced a bright smile. I could do this.

‘So, do you have any questions?’

Edward looked older than me, with dark wavy hair that was greying at his temples and square-framed glasses, but I had a sneaking suspicion he was about my age. This keeps happening to me now. It’s the weirdest thing. I read articles about middle-aged people as if they’re my parents or something, and then I suddenly realize – hang on, we’re the same age! But how can this be? I don’t look anything like that. At least, I don’t think I do.

Do I?

‘Um … any other rules?’ I joked weakly as I followed him back through to the kitchen.

‘Yes, I’ve printed them out for you to have a look through …’ Reaching into a drawer, he pulled out a ring binder and passed it to me.

‘Oh.’ There were about twenty pages, with lots of highlighted sections. ‘Gosh, that’s a lot of rules.’

‘I find it better to be clear about everything, don’t you? Then there’s no room for miscommunication.’

My eyes scanned over a few. It was just the usual stuff about loud music, being tidy and respectful, making sure to lock doors.

‘There’s also a section about being environmentally conscious and conserving energy.’

‘Right, yes, of course.’ Now this bit we were in agreement about. I’d spent the last five years living in California. I drove a Prius. I bought organic (when I could afford it). I had a nice selection of reusable bags made from bamboo for my groceries. ‘I’m all about saving the environment,’ I told him.

‘So, turn the lights off when you leave a room, take showers instead of baths—’

‘No baths?’ My chest tightened.

‘A five-minute shower uses about a third of the water of a bath, so it’s much more eco-friendly.’

‘Yes, of course.’ I nodded, and he was right, of course he was, but we weren’t in California any more, where there was a drought. We were in England, where it never stops raining. Last year my parents’ house flooded twice.

‘And I’d prefer it if you didn’t touch the thermostat for the central heating.’

Instinctively I pulled my coat tighter around me. It was freezing, even inside. I touched a radiator. It was stone cold.

‘Even in January?’

I mean, FFS. Who doesn’t have the heating on in January?

‘It’s set to 12.5 degrees, which is the most efficient setting.’

It was at that point I thought Sod This. Since breaking up with The American Fiancé, Sod This has become my new approach to life. It’s actually better than Fuck It. It requires less effort.

‘Well, thanks very much. I’ve got a few more rooms I’m going to look at …’

Enough was enough. OK, so my life was a mess. Nothing had worked out. Time was running out and it just hadn’t happened for me. I was still on the outside, waiting for my happy ever after, whatever that may be. I wasn’t a wife or a mummy. Neither was I some high-flying career woman, which, according to a newspaper Whose Name I Refuse To Mention, is the reason all women of a certain age have got themselves into this position. I was an out-of-work book editor who sank all her savings into a business that went bust, along with her relationship. (On that topic, can someone please tell me why there is no such thing as a career man?)

I didn’t juice, or bake, or cook healthy nutritious meals in my lovely kitchen, most probably because I currently didn’t have a kitchen or my own home and, frankly, I’m useless anyway. I hadn’t a fucking clue what was going on with Brexit and, more so, I didn’t care. I didn’t practise mindfulness. Or do yoga. Hell, I couldn’t even touch my toes. And I did not have any social media accounts filled with thousands of liked photos documenting my perfect life.

‘It was nice meeting you.’ I made a move for the door.

‘Actually, there was one more thing …’

I braced myself.

‘I’m not here at the weekends.’

I paused. ‘Excuse me?’

At which point Edward proceeded to tell me that he was married with twin boys. Married? He must have noticed my eyes shoot to his bare ring finger as he said something about having left it on the bathroom sink at home. Home being the countryside, where they’d moved ‘for the schools’, but during the week he stayed in London to save on commuting. ‘I leave on Friday morning and am not back until Monday evening, so you’d have the place to yourself.’

Hang on – I quickly did the maths. That meant I only had to share with him for three days? For four whole days I had the flat to myself?

‘Except for Arthur.’

‘Arthur?’

At the sound of his name a huge, hairy animal barrelled into the kitchen, nearly knocking me sideways with his enormous wagging tail.

‘Arthur, sit. Sit!’

Arthur took absolutely no notice and continued excitedly jumping up and slobbering all over me, while his owner tried to wrestle him into some kind of sitting position.

‘My wife Sophie has allergies, so he stays here with me,’ he panted. ‘But at weekends he would stay here with you … hence the rent has been adjusted accordingly.’

I looked at Edward. His glasses were askew and his sweat-shirt was covered in a fine smattering of white fuzz, which was flying around the room, transforming the kitchen into a giant dog-hair snow globe, while his sleeve was fast disappearing into Arthur’s jaws.

‘OK, great. When can I move in?’

4. I am not dead of hypothermia.

Small mercies and all that, but my landlord has gone skiing. He drove up from Kent to meet me at the weekend with the keys and Arthur, then hotfooted it to Heathrow to celebrate New Year’s in Verbier with his family. As soon as he left I cranked up the thermostat to twenty-four degrees. So now it’s lovely and toasty and I’m lying on my bed in just my underwear. I can almost pretend I’m back in California.

On cue my eyes well up. No, I don’t want to think about it. I haven’t cried for a few days and I don’t want to start.

I sniff hard and look at Arthur, who’s asleep on the rug by the window, then back at my notebook. I’ve still got one more thing to write on my gratitude list to make it to my five-a-day, but I’m tired. I’m still battling jet lag. Nothing’s springing to mind. I put it back on my bedside table. That’s why they call it a daily practice. Tomorrow I’m sure I’ll feel much more positive and inspired.

Yes, this year I’m going to completely turn my life around. New Year, fresh start and all that. In fact, by this time next year my gratitude list is going to go something like this:

I’m grateful for:


	My loving husband, who tells me every day how much he loves me with fresh flowers and mind-blowing sex.

	Snuggles with our own little miracle, who showed her proud grandparents that Mummy was not a forty-something fuck-up for whom time finally ran out.

	A successful, high-flying career that provides both satisfaction and a six-figure salary, which I will spend on lovely clothes I see in magazines, and not spend hours trying to find a cheaper version on eBay.

	A Pinterest-worthy home in which to host lots of lovely grown-up dinner parties for all my friends, who are amazed by my flair for interior design and conjuring up delicious, nutritious meals, and teasingly call me the Domestic Goddess.

	This feeling of strength and calm that comes from doing yoga in my new Lululemon outfits, and knowing I am finally where I want to be and am not going to die alone in newspaper shoes.






The sequel to the hilarious,
WTF AM I DOING NOW?!
runaway bestseller!
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Nell’s back. Her life still isn’t going to plan. And she’s still asking the big questions and getting none of the answers. Like, for example:

1. Why is falling in love so easy, but staying in love so hard?

2. What do you do when your friendships are put to the ultimate test?

3. Can we ever really live in the moment and leave the past behind?

4. When everything goes tits up, do you fall apart or jump on a plane to LA with Cricket (an eighty-something widow and your BFF)?

5. And when all else fails, will celebrity-scented candles, smashed avocados and Instagram filters save us?*

In this hilarious, unputdownable follow-up to the bestselling Confessions of a Forty-Something F##k Up, now the basis for the major TV series Not Dead Yet, there are laugh-out-loud lessons to be learned, truths to be told, adventures to go on and joys to discover.

But ﬁrst, Nell has some more confessions …

Available now!




WHEN LIFE FEELS LIKE A F##K UP
ALL YOU NEED IS ONE GOOD THING
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‘Wise, warm, witty and wonderful’

Milly Johnson

‘The queen of comfort. A delight’

Mike Gayle

‘Witty and tender, it made me laugh out loud. I loved it’

Karen Swan

Liv Brooks is still in shock. Newly divorced and facing an uncertain future, she impulsively swaps her London life for the sweeping hills of the Yorkshire Dales, determined to make a fresh start. But fresh starts are harder than they look and, feeling lost and lonely, she decides to adopt Harry, an old dog from the local shelter, to keep her company.

But Liv soon discovers she isn’t the only one in need of a new beginning. On their daily walks around the village, they meet Valentine, an old man who suffers from loneliness, Stanley, a little boy who is scared of everyone, and Maya, a teenager who is angry at pretty much everything.

But slowly things start to change …

Utterly relatable, this is a novel about how when everything falls apart, all you need is one good thing to make life worth living again.

‘Enchanting and uplifting’

Chrissie Manby



Footnotes

New Year’s Day


* Otherwise known as BITL. It used to be thirty-nine. Then it crept up to forty-two. Now it’s whatever age you can get away with in good lighting.


MORE CONFESSIONS OF A FORTY-SOMETHING F##K UP


* #onlyjoking #sortof #LOL



  
Praise for So, I Met This Guy …

‘This book was superb’ Prima

‘Warm, witty and wise, So, I Met This Guy, will have you cheering for Maggie and Flick from the first page to the very last! An absolute triumph!’ Mike Gayle

‘Alexandra Potter is a genius! So, I Met This Guy has two brilliant central characters, a rip-roaring plot and some of the best twists I’ve ever read – it is going to be THE mega hit!’ Matt Cain

‘A thrilling, witty, twisty, turny, wonderful adventure with a grand splosh of self-discovery’ Milly Johnson

‘A rollercoaster ride of riotous humour, self-discovery, twists, turns and absolutely everything required for the perfect blockbuster read’ Alex Brown

‘Heartwarming, joyful and uplifting’ Laura Price

‘At its heart, this is a moving tribute to the transformative power of female friendship’ Freya North

‘Reading an Alexandra Potter novel is like having a catch-up with good friends’ C. J. Wray

‘I loved this novel. Potter’s writing sparkles with energy, with humour, with twists and a wonderful human heart – and so much a story for right now’ Peter James

‘Full of twists and turns and genuine joy, I could not love this book more’ Lindsey Kelk

‘A story of hope, redemption and the magical energy of female friendship’ Lucy Dillon

‘All the ingredients of the perfect holiday read’ Daily Express
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