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For me, actually. You needed this. You did it.
Don’t let anyone make you feel how you began to again.
You’re good at this. We are good at this.
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Pronunciation Guide

Ysolde: ih-ZOLD (rhymes with “cold”)

Featherstonhaugh: FAN-shaw

Joah: JOE-uh (like “Joe” with a soft “uh” at the end)

Harrigan: HAR-ree-guhn

Caravella: KAH-ruh-vel-luh

Evanthe: eh-VAN-thee (stress on the second syllable, “thee” rhymes with “key”)





Mancunian Word Guide


	Alright?	Hello

	Bellend	Dickhead

	Bladdered	Drunk

	Boozer	Pub

	Div	Idiot

	Fag	Cigarette

	Fit	Good-looking

	Gip	Throw up

	Hench	Muscular

	Knackered	Tired

	Manky	Dirty

	Melt	An idiot/wimp

	Mithered	Angry

	Nowt	Nothing

	Owt	Anything

	Pants	Underwear

	Piss-take	Something done to make someone look stupid or mock them

	Quid	Money

	Rubbish	Bad

	Summat	Something

	Toffy	Snobby

	Vest	Tank top







Part One





One

Ysolde

I didn’t think you could tell in the moment—I didn’t know you could feel the gravity of your life changing around you when it is, in fact—I always had sort of felt as though you became aware of it in retrospect. Like, after the fact, you think back and you’re able to identify “oh yes, that moment did actually change my life”—but I have it here now, straightaway.

Straightaway from the other side of an impossibly crowded room full of people I was sort of pleased to see not five seconds ago, who now only stand as an obstacle between me and the pair of impossibly blue eyes that I can’t look away from over across the bar.

I’ve been in New York a lot lately; it was NYFW. And I once accidentally had sex with Mitchell Montrose-Bowes back in December because it was Christmas and Christmas is always weird at home, so I lied and said I had to work in Paris, but then I was just in Paris alone, and I couldn’t spend it with Lala and her family because her mum would tell my dad and then my charade would be up, so I had to stay in Paris and pretend to be busy which is a recipe for a disaster, especially when your ex-boyfriend is filming a Jean-Luc Godard film (which, let’s be honest, I’m not going to see) and like, fuck it—it’s Mitchell Montrose-Bowes and it’s nothing you haven’t done before, all the while definitely being something you shouldn’t do again because he did cheat on you, after all. With Meghan Miller, of all people, for the love of god.

And when I came to from my terrible Parisian delirium and had the wherewithal to run away from MB, I ran right into the arms of the other one, and I know you don’t blame me, because how could you, because it’s Fletch. And he’s him. And 1994 was such a mindfuck of a year with what happened back in September and he was there for all of it, and he’s good and safe, but it’s always a bit messy with us—I don’t know why. Me probably.

Anyway, London’s shit that time of year. February’s not really cold enough for snow anymore, but it is in New York, and February’s one of the best months for snow there. I don’t love cold—I actually don’t love the hot either. Lala says I’m Goldilocks when it comes to temperatures, but I just want to be okay, really. I like to be comfortable. And if I have to be uncomfortable, I want it to be for a reason. I don’t much love to be sweaty, but I’ll get hot to go brown. Similarly, I certainly don’t love being cold, but if it’s snowing, it’s pretty enough to be worth it—do you know what I mean? Uncomfortable things have to be worth it, worth whatever discomfort they bring you, otherwise they’re just…uncomfortable for no reason.

“Oh my god,” Lala whispers to me. She’s spotted those blue eyes on the other side of the room herself now. “Is that—”

“Yes,” I cut her off.

Lala is my best friend. We’ve been best friends since we were fifteen and we were both sent to one of those terrible model houses in Paris for a month for a million casting calls. I don’t know what happened—maybe because we were the only non-white girls in the house. Both of us biracial, and it could have been a disaster and all competitive because modelling often is like that, but yay feminism, or something—because we just sort of fell in love. We also don’t look the same. I don’t need to tell you who she is, because I know you know, but Lala Caravella—fiercely beautiful, chocolate-brown eyes that match her skin, strikingly angular.

Lala grips my arm with some urgency now. “He’s staring at you like no one’s ever stared at you before in your whole entire life.”

“That feels untrue, considering our profession, and all—” I tell her without looking away from him. I can’t look away, not first at least. If I do, it’ll imply I’m afraid and maybe, if there were a gun to my head—which there isn’t, but if there were—I’d possibly admit that maybe, I am. Just a tiny bit. But that’s only because I’ve never before felt my life changing in a moment, and I’ve had some really obvious-in-retrospect life-changing moments.

When my mother died, that was one. When Jilly E. Edwards approached me in Selfridges when I was fifteen which led to Rain Models signing me a week later, that was another. Lala, a big one. None of them I realised were changing me in the moment, but then here, now, it’s strange—there’s like a bubbling in me. As though living inside my blood there’s a trillion tiny little north magnets and he’s a big, old south one.

Our eyes are still locked from across the room—his friends noticed now too I think, because he whispers something to him, taps him in his chest. And whatever the friend says—he’s a producer, I think? I recognise him—Blue Eyes chuckles at, and glances away, and all at once I feel victorious because he looked away first and also a bit like I’m free-falling through space and time because I swear to god for the past minute and a half, that man’s gaze was the thing that was anchoring me to the planet. Gravity.

My bodyguard gives me an exasperated look—we’ve been down this path before, or so he thinks. I get crushes on men rather easily. Sue me.

“Come on, Juliette,” he says, a tired look on his sweet, young face.

That’s not my name, by the way, he’s just—professionally tuned into everyone who stares sideways at me or, like, blinks in my direction. He has to be. I don’t want to talk about why, but he does have to be. You can know that much.

Aleki moves Lala and I deeper into the Groucho Club, and a couple of people whisper and point, but I don’t much worry about it because if they’re whispering and pointing in the Groucho Club, they’re probably about to be thrown out of the Groucho Club.

We’re led to a table of people we know. I guess I’d call them our friends? Lala probably wouldn’t; she says really I’m her only friend, but if she was going to have other friends, the ones sitting around the magnum bottle of Moët would be them. Riley West, the former child star, current cinematic darling (who just got out of rehab and is celebrating in—arguably—an unideal way), American, obviously. I don’t think we have child stars in the UK, not how they have them over there anyway. And next to her is Chloe Bosworth, also American, also doesn’t need an introduction but in case you’ve been living under a rock, she’s Max Martin’s latest musical sensation. Can’t really step outside right now without seeing a photo of Chloe Bosworth and her wonderful, bare midriff. Probably could say the same thing about me though, so I shan’t point fingers.

Riley stands, opens her arms. “Angels!” she squeals. “You’re back!”

When Lala doesn’t move in towards her embrace, I do on both our behalf.

Lala gives Chloe a nod hello, because Lala is suspicious of everyone, but she’s particularly suspicious of Chloe. I’m not sure Chloe knows that though.

“How was it?” I think Chloe asks me, but I don’t hear her properly because he’s watching me again.

We’re on the same side of the room now. He’s had to reposition his body to do so, but he is watching me, and it is him, because his brother’s here too. Actually, I’m not a lip reader, but were I one, I believe I might have just lip-read his brother say, “Just go talk to her.”

“—Hello? Ysolde.” Chloe pokes me in the arm. “I’m talking to you.”

I blink twice. “Sorry.”

“You opened that show. Like, what the fuck!” She beams at me. “Did you lose your mind?”

“I love Gianni, always—but, I mean, what he’s doing right now?” I breathe out all the awe I hold in my chest at any given moment for that beautiful genius of a man. “Heaven.”

“Are you talking about Versace’s Spring 1995 collection?” Riley injects and I nod, smile because I’m proud—proud to have walked it and worn it, and I love Gianni so much, so this has nothing to do with him, but I’m not really listening again because I think the thing that’s about to change my life is walking right towards me, but I can’t completely confirm because I can’t look up in case it’s true.

And I need you to know something, okay—? I’m not shy. I never don’t have anything to say, I don’t tend to back away from a fight. Once when Lala and I were fresh, a very mean Brazilian model who was technically, at the time, much higher on the food chain than Lala or me (but also technically definitely not as pretty as either of us) tried to steal Lala’s dress backstage for a Galliano show, and I physically fought her. It’s the only time I’ve ever gotten into a physical altercation in my entire life, and of course it was over a dress, but my point is, I’m not some shy, precious wallflower, but the very thought of that man crossing a room to speak to me, for whatever reason, has my heart in a state of gallop.

I had sex with that actor who was arrested for trying to accidentally bring a gun on a plane. A week ago. Which, to be clear—that was an accident. He told me. So, just, like—god, keep that in mind, please? I don’t get struck by stars, I am, technically, a star myself and rest assured, stars are incredibly unstriking most of the time.

I’m not starstruck; this isn’t me being weird because he’s him and he’s from that band. I’m being weird because I can feel the earth shifting under my feet.

“Oh my god—fuck! Shit!—Oh my god—” Lala whispers very quietly a thousand times before I drive my index finger into her rib to shut her the fuck up, because now he’s in front of me.

Obscenely tall, oh my god. You can never be too sure with famous people; they’re crafty. Always making themselves look taller on film and television, standing on boxes, making their co-stars stand in holes, shoe lifts—you name it—and whatever, no judgment, I get it. Men like to be tall, and I, a woman, like men to be tall because I’m tall. 5'9". It’s in the job description. But sometimes you’ll meet a man who’s made himself look incredibly tall on-screen, and I won’t name names (Gilbert Grape) but you might find yourself feeling vaguely misled, is all.

But not him here in front of me now. I’m sitting, sure, but even still, I can tell. 6'3" maybe? Could be taller, even. And if it wasn’t obvious from what I said before—shockingly blue eyes. Light. Like, icy blue. There’s something else about them though—something else behind that makes me sit up straighter. A confidence, maybe? Some kind of self-assurance…? Or maybe it’s just good, old-fashioned pride, I don’t know. He is famous for his ego, I do know that much… But then, like—fuck. Look at that face. Of course he has an ego, he should have an ego. All of him is spectacular. He has fair skin by nature but it obviously sees the sun a fair amount. A shaggy mop of brown hair, iconic to the band and, I suppose, the time in which we live. Straight-legged blue jeans and a well-oversized plaid jacket, white T-shirt underneath with some Adidas Superstars that are too worn for someone with as much money as I know he must he have. All in all, he’s somehow completely spectacular by being, technically, entirely underwhelming. Except I’m not underwhelmed at all. I am in fact, very, very whelmed.

He says nothing for a good three seconds, which is weird and actually draws attention to us in an annoying way. The conversations around us all go quiet to watch on, because of course they do—why wouldn’t they? He’s him and I’m me and if you could listen in, wouldn’t you?

“Alright?” he says, nodding his chin at me, his extraordinarily thick Mancunian accent well in tow.

I glance from him to my friends, back to him. “Hi?” He eyes Aleki. “That your boyfriend, then?”

I shake my head. “Bodyguard.”

He looks past me to Aleki, then nods towards the bar.

“I’m gonna take her over there for a chat, yeah?”

Aleki looks at me to check. I don’t nod but I give him my yes that’s fine look with my eyes, and then the biggest hand in the world is offered to me. It’s like a baseball mitt, just right there in my face, waiting for me to take it, so I do. I don’t know why I do because I’m perfectly capable of getting up on my own, but I do, and if I had to pinpoint a moment where sometime in the future we’d say that the chemistry of me as a person was empirically altered, it’s now—the first time we touched in this sweetly banal way, my hand in his as he leads me through a crowd of 150 of London’s biggest celebrities and most questionable people.

He’s 6'4", by the way. Because I’m in heels and he’s still got some inches on me. A tower of a man.

He leans over to get the attention of the bartender, who double takes him. They’re not really meant to do that here.

“You got Boddington’s?” he asks. The bartender shakes his head. “Fuck me,” he groans like it’s personal. “Just gimme a lager, then—whatever you got.” He looks back at me. “What’re you on?”

I give him a careful look before I lean over the bar to tell the tender myself.

“Tom Collins, please.” Because I shan’t be spoken for.

That makes him smile a bit though, which wasn’t my intent. He stares at me for a few more seconds and I feel my cheeks going pink in a way they never have before for any man.

“You know who I am, don’t ya?” he eventually says.

“Everyone knows who you are,” I say, even though that’s exactly what the front man of Fallow wanted to hear. I say it to him anyway because sometimes it’s nice to be nice. Joah Harrigan smirks a little. He’s sort of famous for that smirk, I suppose. Famously troublesome. Maybe it’s the “meteoric rise” of the band, how they were sort of nothing boys from Manchester, brothers, who started a band and kind of found success absurdly quickly, despite not even having had a record out yet. They both just have those kinds of faces. Like, faces you want to stare at. Him, the one in front of me—Joah—he especially has one… And a face like that—? It’s not good for a man to have a face like that and also be talented, I don’t think. And to be a white male? Fuck. It’s a recipe for trouble. He is, inherently, a recipe for trouble. And rather infamously, I suppose at least allegedly, it does follow him everywhere he goes.

I straighten up, remind myself that whilst he might be in the biggest band in the world, I myself have been lauded the face of the decade.

So I counter. “Do you know who I am?”

“Most beautiful girl in the world,” he says without skipping a beat.

“Obviously,” I say, and his head pulls back—a bit surprised, but nevertheless, on board.

“Obviously?”

“Obviously,” I repeat myself, but then I wonder. “But do you not know my name?”

“I know your face is fuckin’ everywhere…” Then his face pulls into something that almost looks like he’s sorry. “But…I dunno your name.”

And that’s enough for me, like fucking fuck him. I’m fucking everywhere. Every bus, every magazine, every runway, every campaign, you cannot get away from me right now, not even if you tried.

I give him a filthy look as I go to move past him, but he grabs my arm, shaking his head like I’m being silly.

“I don’t give a fuck about fashion and models and all that shit—”

Which—just to clarify—I am that shit. That shit is me. I am fashion. I am models. I am eponymous with both all over the world, so I say to you again, fuck him, and I snatch my arm away once more, and this time with fierce conviction.

“—Till now!” he says quickly; his eyes look sincere now and his face looks almost a bit panicked even. “Till now,” he says firmly, nodding. “Now it’s fuckin’ suddenly the most important thing in the world…”

I roll my eyes slowly and dramatically, and he sort of smiles, shaking his head a bit as he swears under his breath.

“Fuck.”

“What?”

“Reckon I’m a bit in love with ya, that’s all.”

The bartender passes us our drinks. I thank him before I turn to Joah. “You’re ridiculous.”

“I ain’t ridiculous.” He pulls a face, then changes his voice to make it sound like he thinks it’s all a joke. “I’m famous.”

“So am I,” I remind him, which I completely hate because what the actual fuck? “And they’re not mutually exclusive.”

“Come back to mine,” he says, completely straight-faced.

“No!”

Joah frowns. “Why not?” As though it doesn’t make sense to him, a girl saying no to him.

“Because.”

“Cos you’re not that kind of girl—?” he offers.

I shrug. “I am for certain people?”

He looks mildly discouraged, but only for a second before he tries again. “You not gonna be her for me?”

I laugh airily. “No.”

He frowns again. “Why not?”

“Well, I have a feeling you’re quite big trouble…”

He gives me a proud, little grin. “Fuckin’ time of your life, but…”

That makes me laugh. I wish it didn’t, but it sort of snuck out of me, so I let it go and shake my head, so he doesn’t think he’s pleased me too much.

“My life is…” I trail. “I’m happy with my life, thank you.”

Joah Harrigan shakes his head now, sure of himself. “Yeah, just you wait…”

I lift an eyebrow. “For what?”

He shrugs like that’s easy. “Till your life’s got me in it like.”

I pinch my eyes. “But I don’t want you in it.”

He stares at me for a couple of seconds, and there’s something about it, I don’t know why, but it really is like I’m see-through and he knows it, so he calls it.

“Liar.” He points at me with conviction.

“Sol—” Lala pokes her head into our conversation. “We’re going to Hertford—”

I nod at her. “Coming.”

Joah shakes his head again. “Oi, don’t go.”

I pull a face as though it’s awkward between us. “I think I will…”

“Then I need to see you again, don’t I?” he concludes.

I concede with a shrug. “Okay.”

He blinks a few times, almost surprised. “Okay?”

He swallows—first time I’ve seen him look nervous, actually. He waits for the more I don’t offer him, then he says, “…How?”

I give him another shrug. “That feels like a you problem…”

“What’s your number, then?”

“I suppose you could, yes.” I smile at him pleasantly, then say nothing else.

He lifts an eyebrow as he waits, and then I shake my head as though he’s silly.

“Oh, I’m not going to give it to you.”

“Why?” He’s frowning again.

I straighten up. “I’ll give you my number if you can tell me my name.”

He groans. “Well, fuck! That ain’t fair, is it? Cos you never actually told me, did ya?”

“Do you know—” I give him a small smile that’s equal parts encouraging and condescending. “—Nevertheless, I have a tiny bit of faith in you that you may just still figure it out…”

“I’m gonna,” he tells me, sure.

I give him a curt smile as my best friend pulls me away. “We shall see…”





Two

Joah

My brother, Richie, grimaces as I stroll back over to him and the lads. He’s older than me by three and a bit years and never fucking shuts up about it. Plays lead guitar in Fallow. He’s the one people reckon is me sometimes if they spot him on the street, but they shouldn’t—like, yeah, maybe he’s got an inch on me, but I got the face, know what I mean?

“She turn you down?” Chops—Davey Tschopp, drummer of the band, you know who he is—pipes up, grinning like a dickhead.

“Fuck off,” I snap, giving him a proper glare. No one turns me down.

Well, except her. She sorta did. Not sayin’ she did all the way, but yeah…a bit.

“What happened?” Rich asks, brows halfway up his forehead.

“She got fucked off cos I didn’t know her name?”

His eyes go wide, proper dramatic. “You went over to that actual supermodel—a fuckin’ supermodel—and didn’t know her name?” Fuck, he’s annoying.

“Well, do you know her name?”

“Ysolde Featherstonhaugh, you fuckin’ bellend.”

I scrunch my face up. “How the fuck do you know that?”

He shakes his head. “How the fuck do you not?”

I growl under my breath.

“Well, it’s cooked now anyway. She’s off.”

Richie and Chops exchange a look between themselves as I throw meself back down in a seat between Fry—Ewan Talfryn, our bassist—and Harley Parks, our producer.

Harley pats me on the back. “Plenty of fish in the sea, man.”

Shrug like I don’t give a shit man, cos I don’t—well, fuck—maybe I do like. Probably shouldn’t but, you get me? He is wrong like, though. Plenty of fish, sure, but I’ve never clapped eyes on one like that before.

Richie’s watchin’ me in this way that pisses me off. It’s too close, all knowing and shit.

“You look…” He struggles to find the word. “I dunno—Sad—?”

“Piss off,” I spit.

Richie’s actin’ a tit now though, ain’t he? “Are you sad about this girl turning you down?”

“Why would I be sad about that girl turning me down?”

“I dunno, Jo, why would you be?” Pauses for dramatic effect. Knob.

“It’s alright to catch a feeling every now and then, mate—” He claps a paternal hand on my shoulder. “You can set some other goals for ’95, you know, besides shagging your way through all of Chelsea.”

Roll my eyes at him. “Alright, Dad.”

That was a low blow, and I knew it the second it left me mouth. Our dad’s shit. But winding Richie up? That’s just a laugh, innit?

“Fuck you.” Rich skulks off, proper annoyed. Mission accomplished.

Catch feelin’s—Me? Fuck off. From one conversation?

I’m just in a weird mood, that’s all. And she was stupid fit.

And now me night’s proper fucked, you know what I mean? Like, birds are eye-fucking me left, right, and centre in here, but I don’t want a bar of it—All I can think about is Ysolde fuckin’ Featherstonhaugh, fifteen minutes away on Hertford Street.

Should I go? Nah—I shoot the thought down the second it flies across me head. I don’t go places for girls. I don’t chase girls.

But I dunno. Got this feelin’, don’t I? Can’t lump her in with other girls. Because she’s not other girls, is she? Fuckin’ clearly not, cos look at me… I’m walkin’ towards the exit now, almost without realisin’ it. Didn’t stand up and decide to go after her, but here I am—stood up already. Reckon I’m gonna go get her.

“Where you off to?” Chops shouts after me.

Richie goes a lifts one of them fuckin’ annoying eyebrows of his, the prick. Like he fuckin’ knows he’s right. Well done, Rich—there’s a girl I wanna shag. Ain’t exactly news, is it?

Except—for me it is, and the cocky little shite knows it.

And I won’t hear the end of this come tomorrow, will I? Lads night out tonight. Or was meant to be. Richie’s on the long leash from Loxy, and we’re all in London which is a bit rare these days—we have a show at the end of the week, that’s why—so tonight was meant to be a night. And yeah like, probably at the end of it, I might’ve taken a bird or two back to my bed as I’ve been known to, but this—Fuck me, I’ll be eatin’ shit for this for days.

“Good luck!” Richie shouts, grinnin’ like the cunt he is.

I flip him off.

Grab a cab—don’t need a driver, I ain’t a fuckin’ div—thirteen minutes door to door. And fuck—I know this is gonna make me sound like a soft lad, but when I pull up outside—? Feel a bit relieved, don’t I? Closer to her again like.

Head inside. Ask a few people if they’ve seen her—this place is a fuckin’ maze, innit? Rooms and corners and little pockets everywhere.

Bottom floor, the club bit. That’s where I find her. Right bang in the middle of the bar with her mate (who’s pretty fuckin’ fit herself, know what I mean)—Ysolde’s tipping champagne straight into Richard Ashcroft’s mouth, laughin’ her fuckin’ head off. Then our eyes meet, and hers go wide.

Makes me happy, that. Always had that effect on girls to be fair, but it’s gone mad since the band like. Properly mental. Don’t really give a fuck about it in normal life, you get me? Thing is, don’t reckon this Featherstonhaugh girl is normal life, but.

I head over to her, watch as she goes all stiff, nervous as anythin’—palms off that bottle of champagne to her mate. Sidle up beside her, casual as you like.

“Alright,” I say, givin’ her a cool grin.

“Hi.” She stares at me, lookin’ a bit thrown. “Did you…follow me?”

“Yeah.” Toss her a look. “I’m stalkin’ ya.”

Her mate pipes up, stickin’ her nose into it. “We don’t joke about stalkers round here,” she tells me.

I glance between ’em, make sure they know they’re being daft—cos they are.

I nod at the mate but keep me eyes on Ysolde.

“Who’s this, then?”

“Oh, I forgot—you don’t know about models and fashion and shit—” Ysolde rolls her eyes. “This is Lala Caravella. Only the most famous model in the world.”

I tilt me head at Ysolde. “Thought you was the most famous model in the world…”

Lala flicks her eyes, proper unimpressed. “And I thought you’d be taller.”

I scoff. “I’m 6'4". What d’you want me to be—a fuckin’ lamppost?”

The mate catches a laugh she don’t want to give me, tries to squash it, but I clock it.

Ysolde straightens up, arms crossed, proper impatient now, like she ain’t havin’ a bar of it.

“We are both the most famous models in the world,” she says, all sharp. “What are you doing here?”

I square up now, dead pleased with meself. “Ysolde Featherstonhaugh.”

Hits me with a massive eye roll, she does. Clicks straightaway—that don’t land how I thought it would, know what I mean? Shouldn’t be feelin’ so proud of meself like.

“Oh, I’m sorry—were you after a prize?”

I shake me head, lookin’ right at her. “You’re the prize.”

She lets out this half-scoff and brushes past me, but it ain’t for me to fuck off, I can tell that much—nah, it’s to get away from the crowd, for me to follow her.

“I get your number now,” I say, catching up with her. “That’s the deal.”

“Claridge’s,” she says, settling into a quieter corner of the bar, all casual-like. “Call for me there.”

Give her a look, raising a brow. “You live at Claridge’s?”

“Yes.”

“You ain’t got a number? Like, your own?”

“A mobile phone, do you mean?” She starts picking at her nail, then stops herself, like she’s remembered who she’s meant to be.

I nod.

“Well, I suppose I do have one, but I never use it?” She shakes her head. “They’re so big and clunky. Who on earth is carrying around a bag large enough to house one of those? Also, my god—who wants to be contactable all the time? I barely like to be contacted any of the time.”

Fuck me, she’s class. Cooler than someone with a face like that should be. Fuckin’ hell.

“Why d’you live in a hotel, then?” I ask, straight to the point.

“None of your business,” she snaps back, sharp as owt, but I shake me head, proper firm.

“Nah, fuck that. You—everythin’ about ya—that’s all my business now.”

Hits me with that look again, the one where she reckons I’m talkin’ shite. Does summat to me, that. Proper scratches this itch I ain’t even know I had. She’s got these looks just for me like—seen ’em more than once now—reckon they’re just mine. Dunno how I know, but I do.

“Oh, is that right?” she asks, shoulders square and proud.

Nod like I’m sure cos I fuckin’ am. “That’s righ’.”

Our eyes lock, and there’s somethin’ electric between us, like you could bring the dead back to life with the spark. Step closer—wasn’t much distance to begin with, you know? Whatever gap there was—gone now. My hands are on her face now, holdin’ it. Ain’t never held a girl’s face before. Like fuck, sure, probably I have. Twenty-three, fucked ’round a bit, so yeah I’ve probably had me hands on a girl’s face before, but it weren’t like this, you know what I mean? Holdin’ her face cos I can’t look away. Starin’ at it like one of them glass prisms that shoots rainbows and colours and fuckin’ all sorts about. Hold her face up to the sun if I could. See if the light bounces off her too. Feels like it might just…

She’s got a mouth on her, this one. Like it, but. I meant, like an attitude, you get me—? But fuck, like the actual proper mouth on this girl? Art. Michael-fuckin’-angelo himself carved it from stone.

Gone quiet now, she has. And like I said, I got that effect on girls—they go all quiet, get a bit shy and shit. Used to that. But this? It’s different, innit? Ain’t used to a girl messin’ with me like this. Ain’t used to me feelin’ all…fuckin’ lost, like I’ve gone and stepped outta me own skin or somethin’.

Never fuckin’ followed after a girl before… Never had to. Never chased one down, never left where I wanted to be to go to some fuckin’ yuppy, toffy members’ club—and shut up and fuck you, Groucho’s not the same, and you fuckin’ know it.

Her face is still in my hands, eyes locked.

“Where’d you come from?” I say, not thinkin’, just slips out.

“What?” She blinks, looks at me like I’ve gone mental. S’pose I have.

“Like, what the fuck was I doin’ till now?” I shrug it off. “Who the fuck was I singin’ about?”

And she looks lost for a second, caught in the same windstorm I guess I’m in, but then—fuck—gets a handle on herself, doesn’t she? Takes my hands off her face—which makes me heart fucking ache in my chest as she does it—like, what the fuck is that—? What’s happening to me right now?

Ysolde straightens up.

“Yes, Joah.” She gives me a look. “Who were you singing about?”

“I—” Oops. I chuckle. “—Fuck, I dunno. They don’t matter anymore, though.”

Rolls those eyes of hers again, like she’s going for some kind of record here. Or maybe I’m just exasperating.

“You’re incredibly full of shit,” she tells me. “Do you ever give a real answer to anything?”

I sigh, then shrug again. “My ex. And my brother’s—fuck, I don’t know what they are—? Sometimes girlfriend, sometimes not-girlfriend, always a fuckin’ pain in my arse…”

She nods, thinking. “Who was your ex?”

“Just a bird from back home.” I shake my head, like it don’t matter. “You won’t know her.”

“What’s her name?”

“Pippa,” I tell her. “Sparrow,” I add, dunno why. That’s her name, innit.

Ysolde’s face twitches, like she’s tryin’ to figure it out. “She sounds pretty.”

“Yeah. She is. Nowt on you, though…” I throw it out there, hopin’ it lands right.

She’s not havin’ it, though. “Hardly a fair comparison…”

I snort a laugh. “What, with you being a supermodel and shit?”

“And shit, yes.” That has her givin’ me this fed-up smile, but ain’t really fed up with me. I can tell. “Why did you two break up?”

“Because I’m a piece of shit,” I tell her, dead serious.

“Oh.” She stares straight at me, flat as owt. “Brilliant.”

“Or—fuck!—I was,” I clarify. “Before. Till I met you. And now I’m—”

I stop talking there because to finish that sentence would make me a proper fuckin’ melt, but she goes and says it anyway, in a voice like she thinks I’m being stupid.

“—a new man?”

I don’t say nothin’ back, just nod. Yeah. Fuck yeah, I’m a new man. There was me before Ysolde Featherstonhaugh, and then there’s me now, after.

She laughs, shakes her head like I’m a bloody idiot—which, yeah, fair play, I am. But no one knows that, except my brother. And her, apparently.

“Oi, can I take you home?”

She pulls a face. “That feels as though you’re inviting yourself over to my home?”

“I am.” I nod.

“Why aren’t you inviting me to your home?”

That makes me chuckle, but it’s fucking sharp, yeah? Makes me think for a second.

See, I bring girls back to mine all the time, no problem. Don’t even think about it. But with her? Now I suddenly don’t wanna do that. Don’t even know why… Don’t want her to be just another girl, I s’pose. Don’t think she is one. And if I bring her back to mine, maybe she will be or she could be, and no—can’t be having the likes of that.

Folds them arms of hers. “Wife and kids?”

“No, just don’t reckon my sheets would be up to your thread-count standard…”

“Oh!” Her cheeks go all pink. “We’re getting into bed now, are we?”

I tilt my head, proper smirk on my face. “Ain’t we?”

“You’re very cocky.”

“Aye,” I admit, no shame. “For good reason.”

“Well, maybe I don’t want you in my fancy sheets…”

“Right, first”—I throw her a look, like she’s mad if she thinks otherwise—“you do. But second, that’s sound. We can—I dunno—do it on a fuckin’ table or summat… I’m easy.”

She laughs. Proper laughs. Best sound I heard since that first time me mum showed me “Here Comes the Sun,” which is funny now that I think of it. I reckon—somehow—them boys wrote that one about her. Feel like science might one day prove it that she, in fact, is the proper fuckin’ sun. Shove me hands through my hair because my brain is stressin’ me out. I don’t fuckin’ think about girls like this. I ain’t a poetic lad—don’t breathe a fucking word to anyone, but me brother writes most of the songs, and like, happy days, good for him, he can’t sing for shit. Not compared to me anyway. We all need summat to get up in the morning for.

I’m not out here thinkin’ about girls how I keep fuckin’ accidentally thinkin’ about her, know what I mean?

She’s beamin’ away at me though—it pulls me out of me head for a sec.

“How very big of you,” she says, all cheeky.

“Well.” I grin right back at her. “I am very big.”

She blinks twice, her eyes flicker down—like, down, you get me?—just for a second—bit cheeky—then they meet mine again, and fuck, her eyes hit like a punch to the gut.

“We shall see,” she says, her eyes all sparky.

Feels like there’s electricity in my blood, like a fuckin’ engine roarin’ in me stomach, and I want her—fuck, I want her more than I’ve ever wanted anyone, ever.

And then I’m fucking kissing the daylights out of her, right? Because how the fuck could I not?

Girls’ mouths are always soft but her lips are pillows, and I don’t know how many girls I’ve kissed at this point of my life—arguably, some might say too many—doesn’t matter anyway, because fucking none of them hold a candle to this.

I don’t believe in fate; I don’t believe in all that shit about “the one”—or I didn’t. Might do now. Now that I’ve kissed her and it’s like, what the fuck was I doing kissing other people before? Waste of my fucking time, wasn’t it? Didn’t know bodies could slot together like hers does as I’m holding her against me now.

It’s about a ten-minute walk from 5 Hertford Street to Claridge’s but walkin’ would mean I’d have to stop kissing her, so fuckin’ fuck that. Just pull her downstairs towards a cab—and if you can believe it, that security lad of hers, he grabs me—fuckin’ grabs me arm, he does.

I fling him off me without a thought and give him a proper shove. “Fuckin’ touch me again, lad, let’s see what happens.”

She shakes her head at me quickly like, puts a hand on me chest to calm me down—like that. “He’s just doing his job,” she says. “It’s his job to keep me safe.”

“She’s fine, mate. In good hands.” I pull her into the taxi, and that fucker’s face? Looks proper worried, and it’s startin’ to wind me up like.

What’s the fuckin’ problem, you know what I mean? Either he cares too much about his job or he’s bollocksed in love with her. Neither’s grand, but one of ’em’s proper pissin’ me off right now.

“I’m okay,” she says to him, voice mostly steady, but then she turns and looks at me. “Right?”

It’s a genuine question, that, and it fucks with me a bit. This girl’s askin’ if she’s gonna be alright with me. Like, she’s not sure if I’m gonna fuck it all up, and for a split second, I start thinkin’ maybe she’s got a point.

I nod once, feelin’ this weird responsibility that wasn’t there three seconds ago. Don’t know if I’m ready for it or even want it, but fuck it. Heavy is the head, and she’s the fuckin’ crown.

“I’m right behind you,” the bodyguard tells her before he slams the cab door shut.

I sit back, arm slung round her like I own the fuckin’ place.

“He’s a bit intense.”

She gives me some Mona Lisa–PR smile, doesn’t say a word. Can’t tell if she’s happy or sad, but there’s somethin’ there, innit? Something she’s not sayin’.

Mood shifts after that, not for the better. It’s only a three-minute drive to her hotel, but she’s holdin’ my hand the whole way, playin’ with it like it’s nothin’. Kinda like it, but.

She says hi to the doorman and the bellhop like she’s fuckin’ Eloise, all casual and confident.

We take the lift up to the seventh floor, follow her down the hall—still hand in hand—towards some fuckin’ big, posh door.

She swings it open and chucks her bag on a chair.

I glance ’round. “Being a model pays well, huh?”

“Oh, haven’t you heard?” She leans back against a table. “We don’t get out of bed for less than ten thousand pounds.”

“Ten thousand quid to stand there and look pretty—? Fuck off.” Like, come off it… That’s fucking annoying.

She stares at me unapologetic. “Ten thousand pounds to stand there and look pretty and convince you in a singular frame that whatever I’m touching or wearing or representing is something you must possess at all costs.”

And fair play to her, I don’t know what the fuck she’s peddlin’ right now but, yeah, I’d take ten of ’em, so I guess she’s worth every penny.

Fuck, she’s fit. I go to say somethin’, but then there’s a bang at the door.

I glower over at it, and she rolls her eyes.

“It’s just Kekoa. I’ll only be a second.”

And I watch her the whole way. How she moves across the room, how she slides the brass door chain unlocked, how she opens the door. All proper mundane shit, but I can’t take my eyes off her.

“Everything all good in here?” I hear that fucking bodyguard say.

“I’m fine,” she says, all calm.

“You sure?” the nosy prick asks.

She lowers her voice, like I ain’t supposed to hear. “I think he’s quite sweet.”

That proper throws me. Fuckin’ shits me, even. Sweet? I ain’t sweet. What the fuck is she on about?

And to his credit, the bodyguard backs up me point. “He isn’t. But I’m down the hall. Panic button if you need me.”

Panic button—? What the fuck?

“Good night—” she calls to him before she slams the door shut and walks back towards me, all ginger like, like I’m gonna bite her or somethin’.

“What’s his deal?”

“No deal,” she says all cool.

I give her a look like I ain’t buyin’ it, which I’m fucking not, by the way—I’m no muppet. But she just gives me that same look back, only this time it’s a bit more stubborn, more defiant.

I breathe out, fuckin’ annoyed. “You still wanna do this?”

It’s starting to feel complicated, and thank fuck it is, cos I ain’t lovin’ these fuckin’ butterflies, and honestly? Probably be a bit relieved if she said she don’t wanna do it no more.

“Yes.” She nods. “I’m just a tiny bit in my head now.”

“Yeah—” I jerk my head towards the door. “Your mate’s a right fucking mood killer.”

She goes stiff at that. “I’ll be sure to tell him.”

I stare at her, press my lips together, and think—fuck it. This ain’t fun no more. Only do what I want, don’t I? I only do fun shit. And feelin’s? Nah, fuck ’em. Ain’t for me. That’s why I don’t get ’em.

What the fuck am I doin’, but? What am I even here for—passive-aggressively havin’ a go at some girl I just met ’bout her fuckin’ bodyguard—who’s just doin’ his job, fair play to him?

Too much drama, this.

Don’t want it.

Nod toward the door. “Right, yeah. I’m off.”

“Fine.” She shrugs, acts unbothered, but I see it—she’s bothered some, cos then she says, “You know, you chased me…left where you were to find me, asked me to come back to my place—”

“Yeah.” I nod. “And?”

Shakes her head, looks over my shit she does, but grand cos I’m fuckin’ over hers too and I only met her an hour ago.

“And nothing. I was just reminding you.” I nod once, turn on me foot, and walk out her hotel door, slammin’ it behind me.

Regret. Instantly. Fuckin’ slap to the face, it is. Me head drops back, and I silently scream fuck at the ceiling. Drop me face to my hands, tryna make sense of what the fuck is goin’ on with me now.

I don’t fuckin’ regret things. Don’t have arguments with girls I don’t even know cos the night ain’t going how I fuckin’ daydreamed it would an hour ago when I first saw her across a club. Mate, I don’t fuckin’ daydream at all.

But now? I’ve got this fuckin’ weird feelin’ like—I dunno, if I just walk away, I’m gonna fuck up the rest of me life. Which is mental. Like, proper mental, I know—like, man, get a fuckin’ grip, yeah? But like…I don’t got one no more. Not since I saw her, lost it the second I did. Which is why I find meself doin’ somethin’ I ain’t never done before.

I turn back ’round and knock on her door.

About ten seconds and it’s just fuck-all silent. Me heart sinks, if you can believe it. The state of me, man. Then I hear her on the other side—door creaks open—she don’t even fill the frame. Yeah like, she’s tall for a girl, but Christ, she’s tiny—all frownin’ at me like I pissed her off, arms crossed tight over her chest.

Her brows are up, proper annoyed. “What?” she snaps, impatient as fuck.

And then I rush her. One hand in her hair, the other on her face cos that face, man—

Her lips part in surprise as mine smash into hers again. Don’t even know why we stopped in the first place. Happy to be back. Ain’t gonna make that mistake again.

Different this time, innit? We’re behind closed doors now. More lean-in from her, and it’s mad, cos I thought we were made from the same fuckin’ stone the first time. But now? Now she coils ’round me, presses herself into me as I carry her through the toffiest room I ever stepped foot in in me life. We’re stumblin’ towards her bedroom, movin’ backwards, sideways, bangin’ into walls, and I dunno when me jacket and shirt came off—but they’re gone now. And her hands? Fuckin’ everywhere—my jeans, my chest, my hair—her hands in my hair, holy shit! Heaven. Like, yeah, Charlie’s good, but this? This is fuckin’ summat else.

I fall backwards onto her bed, bring her down with me—she pulls back for a second, eyes blurry and heavy how eyes go when they’re cloudy with lust, know what I mean? She tilts her head, staring at me.

Prop meself up, give her a bit of a smile. “What?”

She puts her hand on me cheek.

“I get it,” she says after a sec.

Give her a look. “Get what?”

“You.” She shrugs. “Why people lose their minds about you. I get it now. Your face is—” She stops talking, scoffs, a bit like she can’t properly believe it.

“My face is what?” I push. Wanna see where she’s goin’ with this, don’t I? Know I’m gonna like it…

A little frown flickers over her face, goes all serious. I’ll write songs for the rest of me life about how her mouth goes when she’s serious, I swear to fuck I will.

“A masterpiece,” she says, but all solemn about it.

Now if you ask anyone who knows me proper well, they’ll tell ya: I already got a pretty big head, don’t I? But when she says that, I’m buzzin’, man. Chuffed.

“What’s this from?” Her finger traces the scar by my right eye. Girls love scars, don’t they? Fuckin’ eat ’em up, you know? Dunno why.

Give her a half smile. “Don’t worry about it,” I tell her because that’s not a part me life I want her to know about, you get me? No fuckin’ way is that part of me ever gonna make sense to her.

Lie back down on her pillow—smells like her, right? How the fuck do I already know what she smells like, is what I wanna know. It’s lemons, by the way. She fuckin’ smells like lemons, and I’m mad for it. I ain’t never paid much attention to how a person smells before. Like, sure, I’ve smelled girls before, probably—in passing, yeah? They all just smelled like…I dunno, girls?

But she smells like lemons.

Catch meself sniffing her hair, and she catches me. Starts laughin’, shakin’ her head.

Now, look—I ain’t one to take too well to people laughin’ at me… Might let her laugh at me forever, though. Maybe. Just cos I like the sound.

“What are you doing?” She grins.

“Why do you smell like lemons?”

She brushes her hair over her shoulders—dark, long, wavy—and I’m hit with another wave of lemon. She shrugs.

“Only smell I like.”

Tilt my head, offer her me neck. “Like how I smell?”

She breathes me in and her eyes pinch playfully. “You smell like…cigarettes. And beer.”

I flash her a grin. “Yeah, I fuckin’ do.”

She smiles down at me, and I push some hair back behind her ear. Eyes go soft ’round the edges, hers. And if I’m honest? All of me’s soft ’round the edges for this girl now. Like a right fuckin’ melt. Tell meself to snap out of it. I’m Joah fuckin’ Harrigan.

In one move—worked a fuckin’ treat on other birds before—flip her so she’s underneath, me on top. Stares up at me, blinkin’, patient as owt. Like she’s got all the time in the world. Maybe she does, I dunno. Either way, I’ll give her all mine.

“Ready?” I check, cos let’s be honest, lads, consent matters.

“You talk a lot…”

“Alrigh’—” I roll my eyes, holdin’ back a chuckle. The fuckin’ nerve, know what I mean?

She bats her eyes at me bold as owt so I push into her, and that little breath she takes—? Fuck, I’m done for. No two ways about it. Thirty seconds inside her, and I know—I’m so fuckin’ in over my head with this girl, it ain’t even funny. And you know what? Happy fuckin’ days. Never liked shallow water much anyway.


KING OF ROCK CROSSES PATHS WITH RUNWAY QUEEN

By Fiona Tate, Entertainment Correspondent, The Daily Sun

It looks like rock ’n’ roll’s reigning bad boy Joah Harrigan has traded his usual chaos for a bit of class. The Fallow front man was spotted getting cosy with supermodel Ysolde Featherstonhaugh during a raucous night out in London’s trendiest haunts.

The pair were first seen at Soho’s notorious celebrity hangout The Groucho Club, where insiders say Harrigan, 22, was “on top form,” downing whiskey and charming the room in his signature scruffy style. But it wasn’t long before his attention zeroed in on the impossibly glamorous Ysolde, 20, who had arrived earlier with her entourage of fashion-world glitterati.

An eagle-eyed source tells the Mail: “Ysolde was holding court in her usual way—elegant, untouchable, completely captivating. Joah made a beeline for her as soon as he spotted her. It was like a moth to a flame. And who could blame him?”

By all accounts, the pair exchanged a few words before Ysolde made a swift exit, reportedly heading to the members-only club 5 Hertford Street.

Did that stop Harrigan? Not a chance. The Mancunian rocker, dressed in jeans and one of his signature jackets and looking every bit the rebellious artist he’s known to be, followed her across town.

A witness at the Mayfair hot spot dished: “Joah wasn’t even subtle about it. He walked in like a man on a mission and headed straight for her table. It was electric—she didn’t seem surprised to see him, but she wasn’t exactly throwing herself into his arms, either. He sat down anyway. Classic Joah.”

The duo spent the rest of the night deep in conversation, with Ysolde sipping champagne and Joah nursing yet another whiskey.

But was it love at first sight—or just another chapter in Harrigan’s long list of fleeting flames?

“She’s not one to waste her time,” one insider remarked, “but Joah? He loves wasting girls’ time. That’s his favourite pastime.”

Adding fuel to the fire, the two were later spotted leaving 5 Hertford Street together, sharing a cab back to Claridge’s, where Ysolde reportedly maintains a private residence.

Whether this is the start of a whirlwind romance or just another late-night misadventure for Harrigan, one thing’s for certain: the London social scene is in for a show.
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