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INTRODUCTIONS
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‘Where are all the men?’ Kate whispered as she clutched her orange juice and looked nervously around the room. She tried to stop the disappointment reaching her face.

‘In the pub with the normal human beings,’ Lou snorted loudly. Despite already having a full glass of wine in one hand, Lou lunged at the circulating drinks tray and liberated another. ‘Jesus, Kate, what the hell are we doing here?’

Kate was beginning to wonder. It had seemed such a good idea on paper. But now that she was here, in the overheated function room of the Holly Bush Hotel, she wasn’t so sure.

‘I’m all for doing things for a laugh, but this is beyond a joke,’ Lou observed harshly. ‘They’re freaks, the lot of them!’

‘Shhh! . . . You promised to be nice!’ Kate frantically tried to quieten her. She tried to look on the bright side; after all, she hadn’t expected to actually find a man tonight. ‘They’re just people,’ she reasoned lightly. ‘Just like us. We’re all in the same boat.’

‘We’re absolutely not in the same boat,’ Lou insisted. ‘We’re luxury yacht kind of girls, Kate: speedboats, catamarans. This lot look like they’re on a menopausal cruise ship with a broken rudder. Christ, it’s no bloody wonder they can’t get laid. Look at the state of him!’

Lou was pointing at one of the room’s few men. Kate hadn’t noticed him before. Tiny and fifty-something, he was clutching his wine like it was the last float on the Titanic. He was totally beige; even his skin was the colour of porridge. His only distinguishing feature was a thin veneer of perspiration on his upper lip. As Kate looked, he turned and held eye contact just long enough to show he’d overheard. Kate’s heart leapt into her mouth and her cheeks tingled with shame. She quickly ushered Lou away into a corner of the room. She should’ve known bringing her would be a bad idea. But these were desperate times, and desperate times called for desperate measures.

As Lou busied herself with draining her glasses of wine, and the discreet tap on the shoulder and polite request that they should leave didn’t materialize, Kate allowed herself to relax into some form of normality again. She ventured another look around the room. What kind of people came to a talk on ‘The Secret to Finding Mr/Miss Right’ anyway? She studied the groups of heads huddling around the nibbles table. Mainly they were late thirty-, early forty-something professional-looking heads, adorned with discreet highlights and the occasional expensive autumn-coloured tint. Then there were the exhausted on-the-point-of-giving-up heads, hair brushed that morning and then forgotten about, at best tucked behind ears or pulled into lumpy ponytails. And finally there was the hairdo brigade: the grittily determined, heavily lipsticked fifty-ups, with barnets carved from Elnett. Dotted amongst the sea of hair, a couple of shiny bald spots bobbed under the strip lighting, boosting the room’s quota of men to a meagre handful. And steaming through the middle of it all, a red-cheeked woman with a halo of frizzy orange hair was loudly instructing everyone to visit the little boys’ and girls’ rooms ‘toot suite’, because the talk would be starting in five minutes.

Kate’s eyes followed a few apologetic backs as they scuttled to the door in search of the loo. She gazed into the corridor beyond. What did they all look like to the outside world, she wondered? Would a passer-by be able to tell that everyone in the room was incapable of pulling? Was a telltale smell of sexual desperation seeping out, giving their secret away?

‘We’ve got to face facts, Lou,’ she declared matter-of-factly, although she wasn’t sure whether she was trying to rouse her friend or herself. ‘This is the level we’re at. There’s got to be a reason why we never have boyfriends; it can’t all be down to bad luck. Maybe we’re intimidating to approach; maybe we’re giving off the wrong signals, or looking in the wrong places. Whatever, just like him’ – she discreetly inclined her orange juice towards the beige man – ‘there’s something we’re not doing right, and we need to find out what.’

‘Speak for yourself,’ Lou replied drily. ‘I’m only here for the free booze. And if Twinkletoes over there really is my level, there isn’t enough booze in the world. I’ll be settling for an intimate acquaintance with my right hand for the rest of my life, and considering it a lucky escape.’

On the other side of the room, Alice hugged her cardigan around her and looked happily at the gaggle of anxiously expectant faces. She loved coming to Audrey’s talks and was always the first (and only) member of staff to volunteer to help out. She’d arrive early to set up the room, unstacking the chairs, pouring the wine and checking that Audrey’s lighting was kind and that her microphone was working. And then she’d open up the packets of biscuits and miniature sausage rolls, and lay out the brochures before greeting every member of the audience with a hello and a smile. She’d reassure them over their worries and give soothing answers to their uptight questions. Despite the regular orders barked in her direction by Audrey – and the fact that she’d never hand back the function room key before ten – Alice always went home with a spring in her step and a giddy, fluttering feeling in her tummy that was a bit like being drunk but a million times better. This was the kind of night she lived for; it was the kind of night that changed everything.

‘The lavatories are in the lobby,’ Audrey chivvied loudly. ‘Chop-chop; you’ve got the rest of your lives to chatter. The talk will be starting at 7.30 prompt. Cupid won’t wait for stragglers.’

Alice’s smile wavered for a moment, but then her mind deliciously drifted. How many faces from tonight’s throng would she see again, she wondered? How many would make it to the office next week? A lot, she hoped; as many as the books could take without bursting. She suddenly imagined the audience as a queue, starting at her desk, continuing out through the office front door and snaking the whole way around the block: a laughing, chattering ribbon of love-hopefuls, all waiting to be matched with their perfect other halves. Who knew: maybe romance might even blossom whilst they were waiting in line!

As she daydreamed, the melee of people hovering between the nibbles table and the exit shifted, and Alice suddenly caught a glimpse of two young women standing apart in the corner. One was striking, dark-haired and seemed to be drinking two glasses of wine at once, but it was the other woman who caught Alice’s eye. Shorter and softer-looking than her friend, she was dressed in a smart skirt-suit and heels. But her sophisticated clothes were at odds with the expression on her face. Beneath the shiny hair and blunt, obedient fringe, her smile was clenched. Alice knew that smile. She’d seen it many times before, and at least one person always wore it on nights like tonight. Translated, it said Be positive; breathe deeply; look relaxed. It was a smile of jumbled-up hope, disappointment and a desperate determination to see things through.

Instinctively Alice stepped out from behind the Bourbon biscuits and started moving towards her. This woman was interesting. She was more than interesting: she was exactly the reason why she volunteered for nights like this. She had to speak to her, reassure her, make sure that she was one of the ones who made it into the office next week.

‘Alice!’ Audrey hissed violently from nowhere, making Alice jump from her path. ‘Lights!’

Reluctantly, Alice faltered. The melee moved again and the woman disappeared from view.

‘In your own time . . .’ Audrey was eyeballing her sharply.

Alice turned back towards the electronic control panel hidden discreetly behind the nibbles table and started to dim the room’s lights. The audience instantly stopped their conversations and spilled forward into the empty rows of seats. She faded up the apricot spotlight positioned over Audrey’s lectern, and her boss was illuminated, revealed to the room. Alice searched the darkness to see where the woman with the smile had sat. She’d make sure she spoke to her later. Alice was a firm believer in following her instincts, and all her instincts were telling her she could help the woman with the sharp suit and soft face.

Theatrically, Audrey cleared her throat and laid her hand to her bosom. Everyone was seated and silent; the room was emphatically hers. Alice flicked a final switch and Audrey’s microphone gently hummed into life. As if on cue, the audience leant collectively forward in edgy anticipation as they prepared to learn the elusive secrets to finding their Mr and Miss Rights.
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KATE
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‘It’s all the bloody Daily Post’s fault.’ Kate picked up her glass of wine and took an angry gulp. ‘If it didn’t keep going on about how impossible it is to conceive after the age of thirty-five, we wouldn’t even be thinking about this.’

Kate and Lou were in Luigi’s wine bar for a ‘Secret to Finding Mr Right’ post-mortem. Kate liked Luigi’s, with its battered wooden tables and soft candlelight. It had everything she wanted in a bar nowadays – booze, a seat and near-pitch-black lighting.

‘We’re not thinking about it. You are,’ replied Lou, giving the barman her best, unmistakably lascivious look. Lou didn’t believe in being ambiguous.

‘Of course you are,’ Kate contradicted her. ‘Every woman who’s in her thirties and single is thinking about it. It’s all we think about. If you’ve not bagged a man and got yourself pregnant by thirty-five, you might as well skip straight to the end and reserve a single room in the retirement home.’ In the half-light of the bar, Kate glowed with righteous indignation.

‘But you’re not thirty-five! And you’re talking rubbish.’

Kate shook her head. ‘Once we hit our thirties it’s over. Men don’t want us any more.’

‘That’s the spirit,’ Lou deadpanned, her eyes scanning the bar for talent before settling back on the barman. He gave her a wink and twiddled – quite suggestively, Kate thought – with the beer taps.

‘I’m just being realistic,’ Kate reasoned. ‘And the Daily Post’s enough to kill off anyone’s positivity. It does a “time’s running out” article every bloody week. You know what it said yesterday? There are twenty-eight million single women over the age of thirty-five in America, and only eighteen million single men. That means ten million women are going to spend the rest of their lives on the shelf just because of impossible maths.’

‘Better cancel the emigration plans then.’

‘Everyone knows that where America leads, we follow,’ Kate stressed. ‘The Daily Post says that in the next few years Britain’s going to have an epidemic of single women. Apparently we’ve got a bleak future of longer working hours and later retirement to look forward to with none of the good stuff like babies, families and a husband to top up our pensions with. I’m telling you, Lou, Sex and the City wasn’t a comedy: it was a warning!’

‘Bollocks,’ Lou scoffed. ‘And since when did you believe everything you read in the papers? And what’s with the hang-up about thirty-five? It’s not like all the men suddenly fall off the face of the planet. Besides, we’re forever hearing about those granny mums popping out kids in their sixties. When they smile you can see their dentures. You’re only thirty-three and you’ve still got your own teeth – you’ve got bags of time.’

Kate twirled the stem of her wine glass. Lou was right about one thing: she shouldn’t believe everything she read in the papers, not least because so many of the stories she’d planted there herself. Kate worked in PR – or ‘in lies’ as Lou liked to call it. She should know how much of what was written was exaggerated for the sake of a titillating daily read, because she was part of the machine that served it up. It was what she got paid to do.

But this seemed different. Surely it was an indisputable medical fact that your fertility dropped at thirty-five? And it certainly seemed that the number of men who looked your way decreased with every year you got further away from your twenties. What if it was just nature’s way . . . the dating equivalent of survival of the fittest? Just as the old, wobbly zebra at the back of the pack always gets eaten by the leopard, maybe men couldn’t help getting less interested in you the less able you were to breed? Could it be that – for the survival of the species – all men aged fifteen to a hundred were naturally programmed to fancy fertile twenty-one-year-olds? Judging by the number of men who’d been interested in her recently, Kate was sure this was true. Men were divining that any moment now her gums would recede and her ovaries collapse. She was, she realized with a sickening lurch, the wobbly zebra at the back of the pack. Good for a quick snack, but nothing more nutritious.

Kate looked up, ready to share this realization with Lou, but her friend had pulled out her make-up bag and was flipping open her compact with the speed of a fast-draw cowboy.

Kate watched with a grudging admiration. She loved Lou, even though they were opposites. Lou was lots of the things she wished she could be: confident, brave, dramatic. She was the kind of woman who could emphasize both her eyes and her lips and not give a damn about whether she looked slutty. Slutty! That was another thing that Lou was that Kate wasn’t. Kate admired Lou’s promiscuity. She wished she could be more free and easy, but it just wasn’t in her DNA. She fantasized about having reckless one-night stands in the way that Lou so regularly did. She thrilled at the idea of having sex with a stranger in an alley. But she just wasn’t that kind of girl. She was more of a TV, pyjamas and early night kind of girl. And the pyjamas had to be Egyptian cotton and ironed with a crease down the front.

Suddenly she realized Lou was talking.

‘For God’s sake, Kate, wake up!’ Lou barked as she multi-tasked drinking, applying sparkly black eyeshadow and simultaneously eyeing up the barman. ‘You need to stop fannying about and get out there. Stop worrying about everything. You’re way too young to be thinking about babies. You should be thinking about getting out of the office more. Having fun! Getting laid!’

Lou put down her make-up and looked at Kate seriously. ‘I mean, Jesus, Kate, how long is it since your last shag?’

Kate choked in embarrassment.

‘Use it or lose it!’ Lou drained her glass and started packing away her armoury of make-up.

‘You know what . . . you’re right,’ Kate agreed suddenly. ‘Which is why I wanted to go to the talk tonight.’

‘What, that pathetic excuse for dating advice?’

‘It wasn’t all bad . . .’

‘You’re joking!’ Lou gawped in shock. ‘It was the biggest pile of shit I’ve ever heard! Honestly, what was that madwoman on about? Do you think she’s ever had a date in her life? And has she not heard of conditioner? I’ve seen better-hydrated pubes.’ She poured them both another glass of wine. ‘And hey; what was with you with the orange juice and the notes? You’re such a swot!’

Kate coloured. ‘I didn’t want to forget anything.’

‘It was a crappy talk, not an exam!’ Lou was momentarily distracted by a bottom zigzagging back from the bar, its very drunk owner slopping his pint as he went. The bottom found its friends and sat down. Lou’s eyes returned to Kate. ‘And really, Kate, you’ve got to promise you won’t do any of the things she recommended. Her advice was ridiculous. If you do what she says then you’ve probably already had the last shag of your life. She was a living, breathing handbook on what not to do to get a man.’

‘Says the woman who hasn’t had a boyfriend in living memory,’ Kate mumbled.

Lou’s face darkened.

‘Listen.’ She leaned forward, jabbing a finger at Kate. ‘If you want to stay single and childless and let your ovaries moss over, just like the Daily Post says they will, then go ahead and do what that demented woman said. It’s like taking the fast track to spinsterdom. I mean, what was that rubbish about “accidentally” dropping your groceries into a man’s shopping trolley? Please! I can’t see anyone rushing to ask you out after you’ve dropped wine and Tampax on his veg.’

‘I get my groceries delivered,’ Kate said thoughtfully. ‘The only opportunity there’s the delivery man, and he’s missing teeth.’

‘Not to worry – there was always Audrey’s brilliant suggestion of joining a club! What was it? Ah, that’s right . . . Join a toastmaster’s association. Fuck me, what a truly fantastic idea! I’m always hearing about young, attractive, thrusting man-about-town toastmasters. I bet their clubhouse is awash with sexed-up man-totty.’

‘You’re right; her advice was . . . questionable . . .’ Kate paused as Lou snorted explosively. ‘But that Alice lady was great. And the fact remains: we’re single and we’re knocking on a bit. And, as you so delicately pointed out, I’m hardly swamped with offers.’

‘Swamped by your job, more like.’

‘All I’m saying is, whether Audrey Cracknell is right or wrong, we’re single. We’re always single. I know you say you like it, but I don’t. I’m sick of it. I don’t want to suddenly wake up and realize it’s too late. I want a man’ – she saw Lou’s eyes mentally undressing the barman – ‘. . . a nice man! Someone who isn’t frightened of growing up and getting off the shagging-about merry-go-round. I want a boyfriend to take me out for dinner, to go for country walks with. Someone who’s not going to be freaked out at the thought of meeting my mum. Someone to have kids with. But he’s not going to land in my lap and I can’t just leave it to chance. You know me; I don’t like taking risks, and I can’t risk getting any older and letting my face drop and my knees sag and my fertility dwindle and still being single. I’m not going to bang my head against a brick wall any more.’

There was a long pause. The two women looked each other in the eye, Lou’s painted and kohl-heavy, bristling with scorn, Kate’s more discreetly made-up in Bobbi Brown nudes, steady and determined. In the background Kate heard the owner of the bottom scrape back his chair, loudly declare he was off to ‘siphon the python’ and then fall over his briefcase, smacking face first into the wooden floor. As his mates burst into loud frat-boy laughter Lou broke eye contact.

‘Well,’ she said as she picked up her glass and drained it, ‘you might be fed up with banging your head against a brick wall, but I’m happy banging mine against my headboard, thanks. Or his headboard tonight, if he plays his cards right.’ She picked up her handbag and headed back to the bar, her eyes fixed on the barman like a hawk focused on a fluffy field mouse.

‘Same again?’ she called back to Kate as she pulled out her purse and closed in.

Kate sighed, shook her head and reached for her mobile. She scrolled through her address book for a cab. All of a sudden she yearned for her bed. She looked up. Sure enough, Lou already had her hand on the barman’s chest and was suggestively fingering a shot glass. It was definitely time to go home. She pulled on her coat.
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AUDREY
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At exactly 8.30 a.m. Audrey Cracknell swept through the doors of the Table For Two dating agency, her coat billowing behind her. As ever, she was the first to arrive, and she had precisely thirty minutes to mentally prepare herself for the rigours of another day at the front line of matchmaking.

She flicked on the kettle and surveyed the empty office. This was her favourite part of the day, before the office became littered with staff and clients. She ran a finger over the surface of her desk to quality-test the work of the cleaners. Her finger came back perfectly pink. A burst of optimistic January sunshine filtered through the windows and bathed the room in its wash. It was a most satisfactory start to a Tuesday morning.

Audrey turned on her computer and set about tidying her desk. She couldn’t countenance a messy desk. ‘Always start with a clean bottom,’ her father used to tell her. He’d served in the Royal Navy as a chef, and it probably applied to food hygiene but it made perfect sense to Audrey, who liked to start every day with a clean bottom.

At fifty-one years old, and a bracing five foot ten, Audrey was what was kindly described as solid. Her bosom was a large and heavily bolstered shelf. Sturdy underwear ensured it rarely, if ever, moved. Her rounded shoulders gave way to fleshy arms that wobbled when she moved. Her frizzy, bright-orange hair sat awkwardly next to her farmer-red cheeks, like traffic lights stuck on both stop and wait.

Audrey stirred her coffee and took stock. Not only had last night’s talk at the Holly Bush Hotel swelled the coffers with the admittance fees from a full house of singles wanting to discover the secret to meeting their future spouse, but according to Alice’s text (which had taken Audrey several exasperated minutes to remember how to open), there’d been an exceptionally high number of converts signing up to join the agency too. And not just the online dating function, but the one-to-one optimum-fee-paying premium service! In all, there were fifteen new premium service members. It was probably Table For Two’s most successful night ever.

The Table For Two dating agency was now in its eleventh year, and its eighth of profit. When Audrey’s father died he’d left her a semi in the suburbs and £15,000 in cash. With her mother long departed, no siblings and a stifling job at the city council, the world had suddenly revealed itself – at the not-so-tender age of forty – as Audrey’s dazzling oyster. What had seemed an inescapable path of paper-pushing and spinsterdom had suddenly widened to reveal infinite, sparkling possibility. She could go on a cruise, sell the house, lavish thousands on a chin-lift.

But what she really wanted was to be important. Although single for her entire adult life, Audrey was nevertheless enchanted with the idea of old-fashioned courtship; of gentlemen who stood up when a lady entered a room. Plus she loved nothing more than a good nose into somebody else’s business. While Audrey’s own life was woefully lacking in gossip, other people’s romantic fortunes were a source of intrigue for her, even if those other people were just the constant friends she found in the characters she watched on her soaps. What better way, she thought, to have an inexhaustible supply of real people’s lives to feel important in than running a dating agency? And so Audrey decided to extend a plump, unmanicured toe into the invigorating waters of small business and set up her own matchmaker’s bureau.

And here she was, eleven years later, still geographically living in her father’s semi, but metaphorically a country mile away from her previous existence. Whereas the old Audrey had sometimes gone from one end of the week to the other without the sustaining fuel of a personal conversation, now she had hundreds of lonely people on her books, all reliant on her. And she got to hear – first hand! – the intimate stories of countless clients. Over the years, Table For Two had instigated 6,000 lunch dates that had led to nineteen church weddings and forty-two registry dos. And that didn’t even include the online matches which – frankly – were anyone’s guess. Audrey firmly believed that if you were paid peanuts, it was usually by monkeys. If a client wasn’t prepared to invest in the one-to-one premium service to find a loving partner with whom to spend the rest of their lives, it stood to reason that they wouldn’t be bothered to reply to a simple emailed enquiry to ascertain whether they’d left the online service because they’d successfully found a love match.

As Audrey scanned her emails, her eye was distracted by a framed photo on her desk. It was of a distinguished-looking man, dressed in a dinner suit. His jacket was open and his arm draped casually on the back of the chair next to him. He was smiling, his striking blue eyes crinkling warmly at the corners. Tied to his chair was a pale-pink balloon, and in the background a large round banqueting table was littered with the debris of a good night. Audrey had taken the photograph at the Dating Practitioners’ Society annual ball years ago, and she’d kept it on her desk ever since. It wasn’t the first Practitioners’ Ball she’d attended with John, but it was the first time she’d taken her camera. She’d been longing for a photograph of him, and she’d finally plucked up the courage. Her hands had shaken with nerves, but miraculously the shot was perfect. Audrey looked at it hundreds of times a day. When the client on the phone described her perfect man, Audrey sometimes felt it was uncanny. It was as if her ladies could see what she was looking at, so often did their descriptions match John. She carefully traced her finger over his photograph.

‘Morning!’ a voice chimed across the office.

Audrey jumped. Alice was making her way across the room to her desk, her long woollen scarf trailing on the floor behind her. Audrey felt her hackles prickle. There was something about Alice that never failed to get her back up.

‘Did you get my text? Wasn’t it a fantastic evening?’ Alice asked cheerfully as she pulled off her coat and slung it over the back of her chair, creating the day’s first eyesore of mess. ‘So many people, and so nice too! We all chatted for hours afterwards; it was such a shame you couldn’t stay.’ She pulled the lid off her coffee and blew across its steaming surface, her eyes finally resting on Audrey expectantly.

‘Yes, fantastic,’ Audrey murmured, trying to appear engrossed in her emails. This was one of the moments when she wished she’d invested in something more solid than glass for the partition to her office. At the time she’d thought a glass wall an ingenious idea. Not only did it create her own private office, a boss-like distance away from the open-plan area where her staff sat, but the clear pane meant she could still make sure they weren’t wasting time on personal chit-chat. She’d even considered learning to lip-read for those moments when her office door was closed and she was sealed into her see-through kingdom with only muffles penetrating through.

At this particular moment, though, Audrey’s door was wedged open, and Alice was peering through with all the perkiness of a cartoon bunny.

‘Fifteen new premium service clients! That’s got to be some kind of Table For Two record, hasn’t it?’

‘The premium service is the only sensible option,’ Audrey lectured chillily. ‘Anyone who’s serious about meeting their future husband or wife knows the internet’s not the place to find them. All this online dating nonsense is just a silly vogue that will soon go out of fashion. If you want a genuine love match, you do it face to face with a professional matchmaker. Between the internet and all the other so-called matchmaking bureaus out there, the road to happiness can be a dangerous place. Those fifteen new clients are lucky they found us.’

‘Absolutely!’ Alice nodded vigorously. She seemed at a loss as to what to say next, so she bowed her head and set about her paperwork.

Audrey wondered what it was about Alice that annoyed her so. She wasn’t unpleasant, she supposed, and she was helpful in her own sort of way. But there was just something about her . . . She always claimed to be busy, but was forever staring out of the window in a daze. And then there were her clothes. Underneath the cardigans and corduroy there was probably a perfectly decent figure; it was just drowning in wool. Where was the girl’s colour? Her vibrancy? And that hair! How old must Alice be? Twenties? Thirties? Audrey wasn’t sure. But she was sure that, whatever her age, Alice was too old for plaits. It was bad for business. The staff of a dating agency should be attractive, romantically successful individuals. Gentlemen clients should look at her girls and hope to be matched with a woman just like them.

Audrey grimaced and returned to her emails. Today was a good day, she reminded herself. Not only were there fifteen more clients, but there was also the matter of this year’s Dating Practitioners’ Society annual ball . . . and only three weeks away! The ball was the highlight of Audrey’s year, and this one would be better than ever. Table For Two was finally catching up with Love Birds, its biggest rival, run by the dreadful Sheryl Toogood. The ball would give Audrey the chance to point out that Table For Two client numbers were up twenty-three per cent. She was sure Sheryl Toogood couldn’t come close to matching that, no matter how hard she bluffed it.

And then there was John. She couldn’t wait to have him sitting at her side, attentive and urbane. She’d have to call Geraldine and make sure the date was in his diary. She couldn’t believe she hadn’t done so already. She’d attend to it tonight as a priority.

There was a kerfuffle at the door and in came the rest of the Table For Two staff: Bianca and Cassandra, with Hilary, the website co-ordinator, puffing in their wake. Audrey frowned. Hilary was pregnant again, and getting larger by the day. She’d be disappearing on another stint of maternity leave soon, leaving Audrey with the double inconvenience of having to bankroll her baby-tending holiday and having to oversee Table For Two’s online dating service in her absence. She wasn’t sure which inconvenience irritated her the most.

As the morning chit-chat swirled around the office, Audrey noticed Alice staring into the distance in a dream. She bristled. It was time to get her to pull her socks up. There was no room in the world of Audrey Cracknell, Audrey Cracknell told herself, for shirkers. And shirkers who looked like spinsters were even worse.
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LOU
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‘I’m going to do it,’ Kate declared defiantly on the other end of the phone. ‘And you should do it too.’

‘Wha . . . ?’ Lou groped for her watch by the side of her bed. ‘For fuck’s sake, Kate, what time is it? This had better be an emergency. Your mother had better have died.’

‘Five to nine,’ Kate replied matter-of-factly. Lou could hear the muted burble of the office in the background. Kate was an early riser and had probably already been at work for several hours. Lou was not what could be termed a morning person and had chosen a career in bar work specifically for the 11 a.m. starts.

‘Did you hear what I said? I’m going to do it.’

Lou rubbed her eyes and fell heavily back onto her pillow.

‘Do what, you mad, sleep-wrecking cow?’ she yawned. She stretched out her hand to the other side of the bed. It was empty. With a wince she remembered last night.

‘Sign up to the Table For Two dating agency and meet the man of my dreams.’

Lou made a strange noise, somewhere between a laugh, a yawn and a snort.

‘You are joking, right?’

‘Nope, I’m deadly serious. Their one-to-one personal service.’

‘Have you been drinking?’

‘Of course not; it’s five to nine!’

Lou rubbed her eyes again. Some of last night’s make-up smeared across her face.

‘So let me get this straight. You took a bang to the head after leaving the bar last night, and you’ve woken up thinking that handing over God knows how many of your hard-earned pounds to that ginger-haired matron with knockers down to her knees is going to make all the difference and you’re suddenly going to find a man and live happily ever after?’

‘I’m not going to sign up with Audrey; I’m not completely mad!’ Kate laughed. ‘If she picks up the phone I’m going to hang up. No, I’m going to ring that nice Alice.’

‘The frumpy librarian in the woolly socks? Smart move!’

‘It doesn’t matter what she looks like. It’s about how she’s going to open me up to new people; widen my horizons.’

Lou sat up.

‘You mean lower your standards and get you dating retards! Jesus, Kate. Remember how strange the men were last night? They were so far beneath your league, they’re . . . they’re . . .’ Lou threw back her duvet in disgust and got out of bed. ‘This isn’t funny. You’ve got to be winding me up. What’s wrong with going to the pub or using the internet like everyone else?’

‘The internet’s for shoe-shopping, not man-shopping.’

‘Sounds like an excuse to me.’

‘It’s not,’ Kate replied tartly. ‘I just don’t want to do internet dating. It’s too public, putting your profile up for everyone to see; I don’t trust people’s motives; they don’t tell the truth. And as for going to pubs . . . hey, what happened with that barman last night?’

‘What? Oh. Not my kind.’

‘Since when was any man not your kind?’

Lou arched an eyebrow. ‘At least I have a kind. Anyway, I still don’t see why you have to join a dating agency. It’s a bit bloody old-school.’

‘I don’t want to do it fashionably, I want to do it right. I’m sick and tired of working at finding a boyfriend. I work hard all day at the office. Finding a boyfriend shouldn’t feel like yet another job to be done. So I’m going to outsource. I want to pay my money, sit back and let the experts deliver some quality candidates to wine and dine me. I don’t want some internet shark who’s just after sex. I want someone who’s serious about settling down and having a family.’

Lou chewed her lip.

‘Well, you certainly seem determined.’

‘I am,’ said Kate in her most determined tones.

There was a long silence. Lou heard Kate fend off a colleague.

‘Well, go for it then,’ she said lightly. ‘Good luck.’

‘Do you really mean that?’ Kate asked, her voice immediately vulnerable.

‘Yes,’ Lou replied as she groped for the bathroom light. ‘If you’re daft enough to shell out cash to meet balding, slopey-shouldered rejects who’ve probably never had a girlfriend in their lives, let alone a shag, then you’re going to need all the luck you can get. They’re all the same men, you know . . . on the internet or from a dating agency. They’re just the leftovers because the good ones our age have already been taken. You’re better off just going to a bar and pulling a twenty-four-year-old.’

Lou was suddenly struck by a flashback. What was it the barman had said last night? Thanks, but no offence, I don’t do older chicks. No offence? Immature little scumbag. Cheeky little fucker. She looked at herself in the mirror. Older chick my arse, she thought as she checked out her panda mascara eyes and shades-of-grey complexion. She could still swing it. She just needed a pair of straighteners and a layer of slap. It was all in the presentation and the lighting. Besides, nobody looks good in the morning.

‘So, come on . . . How much is this privilege going to cost you, then?’ she asked aggressively.

‘Three hundred, and then a hundred a month.’

‘Bloody hell, Kate! What if it takes you a year to find someone?’

‘It won’t!’ Kate replied confidently. ‘I’ll have professionals helping me; it’ll probably all be sorted in a couple of weeks. Besides, it can’t take that long; I haven’t got the time. I’m already behind schedule.’

‘Behind schedule?’

Kate lowered her voice so she couldn’t be overheard.

‘Well, I want to have two children, and I’ve always wanted them before I’m thirty-five. Ideally there should be two years between them so they’re not too close together at school, so that takes me back to at least thirty-two. Obviously I should be married first; and I’ve always thought my husband and I should have at least a year together to just enjoy being a couple and to have some nice upmarket holidays before the kids come along and we have to go to theme parks . . . So that’s thirty-one. And we should have been together eighteen months before getting engaged – any longer and it looks like he’s keeping his options open in case someone better comes along . . . twenty-nine and a half. And everyone knows you need at least another eighteen months to organize a decent wedding . . .’

‘Christ almighty, am I dreaming this? Am I still asleep?’

‘. . . so you can see how far behind I am!’ Kate’s voice was getting louder and just a little bit shrill. ‘I should have met Mr Right when I was twenty-eight; I should be giving birth to baby number one now! I’m already five years late as it is, so it can’t take me another year to find the right man; it just can’t!’

The line suddenly went silent.

Lou exhaled in bewildered shock.

‘Kate, how come I never knew you were mental?’

‘There’s nothing mental about having a life plan,’ Kate replied obstinately.

For a rare, brief moment Lou was at a complete loss as to what to say.

‘Lou, come on, please!’ Kate implored. ‘I need you to be positive about this. I’m doing a very brave thing.’

There was a pause.

‘Don’t suppose there’s any chance you’d join with me?’

‘Fuck, no!’

‘Not even for a laugh?’

‘If I want a laugh I’ll look at myself naked. And if I want a man I’ll go to a cheap bar, like any other sane woman. I, for one, haven’t hit rock bottom.’

‘Well, I have!’ said Kate chirpily. ‘And I’m going to call Table For Two right now, get them to find me a fantastic man and live happily ever after,’ and she hung up before Lou could retaliate.

Lou put the phone down on the side of the bath and gave herself a long, hard look in the mirror.

‘Unfuckingbelievable,’ she deadpanned to the empty bathroom.
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ALICE
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Alice was having trouble concentrating on her paperwork. No matter how hard she tried, her mind kept wandering.

She loved fifty per cent of her job. When it came to interviewing new clients and discovering their dreams, she was in her element. Each client felt like a brand-new adventure, a voyage with her as captain of the ship. It was her mission to navigate them through the choppy waters of dating and into the calm of a tropical paradise where their perfect partner was waiting, probably stretched out in a hula outfit on a sun-drenched rock. The morning after taking on a new client, Alice would rush into work early to scour the files and find their romantic match. She’d lose herself for hours, weighing up each prospective partner, imagining their conversations and chewing the top of her biro as she thought through all possible pairings.

The post-date follow-up calls and the counselling for patience Alice also loved. It was all about keeping her clients positive. Positive people were attractive people, and so she saw it as her duty to keep everyone’s spirits up. She phoned her clients often, meeting for impromptu coffees if their morale was flagging. When they were crushed over a false start, she was crushed too. The match, after all, had been born in her imagination. Making successful matches was the stuff that filled her dreams at night. And the whiff of romance was what made her days magical.

The paperwork, on the other hand, Alice hated. She’d never been great at knuckling down. All her life people had called her a dreamer. Alice agreed. Things were more exciting with the technicolour of a little daydreaming. It was real life, but airbrushed better.

But today was Tuesday, which was paperwork day at Table For Two. Everyone was sitting at their desks, heads bent over their screens. It was the only time the office was quiet. Even Audrey wasn’t immune from paperwork Tuesdays. Alice could see her in her glass-walled office, frowning heavily at her computer.

Alice stared blankly at the figures on her own computer, willing them to make sense. It was no good. Try as she might to focus on the numbers, she couldn’t help but start picturing the face of a man. Not just any man. The man. The one for her. She hadn’t met him yet, but he was out there, she was sure of it. You had to believe that, in this line of work, she reasoned. You had to believe in Prince Charmings.

Alice’s own Prince Charming was forever popping into her head. She’d met him a thousand times – sometimes in the supermarket, sometimes the swimming pool, the library, the bus stop, the pub. Other women wanted Prince Charmings with big muscles, fat bank balances and a wardrobe full of the right kind of clothes. But Alice’s Prince Charming was more likely to be brandishing a charity bucket than a bulging wallet. Today her Prince Charming was a florist, delivering flowers to women all over the city. Alice imagined women sighing as they accepted his bouquets, disappointed that they were from their husbands and not Prince Charming. He’d almost run Alice over in his delivery van and would rush to check she was OK. She’d be fine, just attractively flushed and a little shaken. He wouldn’t hear of her cycling home when she could be in shock. He’d stow her bike amongst the tulips and azaleas in the back of his van and give her a lift home. Thanks to his perfect mental recall and uncanny ability to predict her favourite flower, the next day she’d find a huge bunch of gerberas on her doorstep and a note asking her to dinner.

Alice sighed. That was the trouble with this job. You were paid to think about ideal partnerships all day long, so how could you not think about your own perfect date? It was like putting an alcoholic behind the bar and telling him to sit on his hands. Was she a romanceaholic, Alice wondered? Did such people exist?

She gave up on her paperwork.

‘Anyone want a coffee?’ She broke the silence.

‘Just what the doctor ordered!’ said Hilary, relieved by the distraction. ‘Wanna hand?’ She started to pull herself up from her seat.

‘No, you stay where you are,’ Alice said with a smile. Hilary beamed gratefully over her pregnant belly.

‘Bianca?’ Alice prompted.

‘Please,’ Bianca murmured without removing her eyes from her computer. Alice eyed the top of Bianca’s head. The January sunshine was catching her neat rows of honeyed highlights, making her hair look like spun gold. Bianca always looked together and classy in a way that Alice simply couldn’t. Even if she actually bothered ironing a shirt for work, an hour later Alice still looked like she’d slept in her clothes.

‘Were you dragged through a hedge backwards this morning?’ Audrey once asked her loudly across the office. ‘Twice?’

Bianca, on the other hand, looked like she woke up in full, artfully understated make-up every morning, photo-shoot-ready from the pillow. With her ever-fresh hair and pearly oval fingernails, she was the kind of woman who, just by looking at her, made you feel you were somehow failing your sex.

‘Did someone say cappuccino?’ chirped Cassandra loudly. ‘I’ll have mine extra skinny.’

‘I wasn’t going to . . .’

‘And one of those big cookies. Bugger the diet.’

‘Er, right.’

Cappuccinos meant a trip to the coffee shop round the corner. Alice hadn’t intended to leave the office – a Nescafé courtesy of the office kettle would have done. But at least a trip outside meant ten minutes away from the paperwork.

She pulled on her coat. On the mat the post lay ignored. Alice scooped up the envelopes and caught her breath. There were two handwritten envelopes. She felt a thrill of excitement. Gingerly she pushed open the door to Audrey’s office.

‘Coffee?’ Her breath was unsteady as she self-consciously put Audrey’s letter on her desk. ‘I’m nipping to the shop . . .’

Audrey grunted but didn’t look up. Alice hovered expectantly. She’d put the handwritten envelope tantalizingly close to Audrey’s line of vision. The envelope was thick and cream, and was addressed in swirly gold calligraphy. Alice had been sent one too, and she had an idea what it might be. She paused, telepathically urging Audrey to see it. Audrey’s eyes were fixed on her computer.

‘Looks like you’ve got an invitation to something,’ Alice prompted. ‘It’s a handwritten envelope . . . with gold pen.’

Everyone at Table For Two had a keenly developed ‘wedding radar’, and gold pen could only mean one thing . . . nuptials! Weddings were the holy grail of the dating agency. To set up a match that ended in a wedding was the golden goose of matchmaking. It was what all the staff – and all the clients – wanted most. It was the stuff that sent the company brochure to the printers for a revamp, and it was what prompted Audrey to hang the expense and take out an ad in the local gazette – not just to lure in new clients, but to lord it over the rival agencies too. In this age of one-night stands, virtual relationships and text sex, a wedding was a modern miracle.

Audrey snapped her head up and gazed penetratingly at Alice. Alice could almost see the words ‘gold pen’ sinking in.

‘Yes, well, get along now.’ She shooed her away.

Alice scuttled back to her desk, coat still on, and tore open her own handwritten envelope whilst simultaneously trying to spy on Audrey through the glass wall. Her heart beating fast, she yanked out the card. Her eyes danced along the words hurriedly, trying to take them in before Audrey could do the same . . . ‘Mr & Mrs Derek Whitworth’ . . . ‘request the pleasure of’ . . . ‘wedding’ . . . Yes, wedding!

Alice’s eyes flew up to Audrey’s office. She could see Audrey’s eyes making their way across the same card, her hand creeping up to her bosom in excitement as she read.

‘. . . of Jason Christopher Lee to Jennifer Lesley Whitworth.’

Jason and Jennifer! They were one of hers! Alice cried out in happiness. How fantastic! They were such a great couple. She’d set them up herself, and now they were getting married! She’d done it! She’d matched a marriage!

Suddenly Audrey shot out from her office, waving the invitation aloft.

‘Ladies,’ she declared loudly, a wobble in her voice and a flush on her neck. ‘We have a Table For Two wedding!’

The office erupted in squeals. Cassandra and Bianca hugged each other with delight. Hilary – wedged in her seat – wolf-whistled loudly. Audrey kept waving the invitation whilst triumphantly declaring, ‘A wedding, a wedding!’ Only Alice was quiet. She was staring at her own invitation, rereading it to make sure it was real.

Mr & Mrs Derek Whitworth
request the pleasure of
... ... Alice Brown .....
at the wedding of
Jason Christopher Lee to Jennifer Lesley Whitworth
Bramley Church, Honey Blossom Lane
Saturday April 6th, 3 p.m. Followed by dinner & dancing at The Rectory
RSVP

It was there in gold and cream. She’d done it. Another one of her matches had made it all the way to the altar! Jennifer had been her client for a few months, and as soon as Jason joined the books Alice had known they’d be a perfect match. And now they were getting married! Her eyes prickled with tears of happiness. She looked at her celebrating colleagues, a beaming smile on her face.

‘Of course, I always knew Jason and Jennifer were the real thing,’ Audrey said as she sank into the nearest seat and fanned herself with her invitation.

Bianca was rummaging in the office fridge for the bottle of cava kept for special occasions.

‘I knew it the moment I set them up. I said to them, “Mark my words, I’ve got the perfect partner for you.” A matchmaker gets a sixth sense about these things.’

Alice’s smile froze. The excitement drained down her body and collected in a lump in the pit of her stomach. It had been her match, her idea. She was the one who’d phoned them and arranged the dates – not Audrey!

But Audrey was steamrollering on.

‘This is my twentieth Table For Two wedding, ladies. Hurry up with that champagne, Bianca! This is what you should have as your goal when you’re making matches. It’s not about finding partners. It’s about finding husbands and wives. Matchmaking a wedding is the crème de la crème. That’s what you should aim for: crème!’

Alice numbly accepted a glass of cava. She felt sick. Audrey knew it had been her match.

‘Of course, girls, I really shouldn’t be surprised by these latest nuptials,’ Audrey continued immodestly. ‘After all, when I launched Table For Two, the first five matches I ever made did all make it up the aisle!’

‘And not a single one since,’ Hilary muttered darkly, loud enough for only Alice to hear. Alice smiled weakly in gratitude. At least Hilary wasn’t fooled by Audrey’s blatant credit-pinching. Besides, she and Hilary always shared a secret smirk whenever Audrey regaled them with this story – which was at least twice a week. It was the first thing visitors to the website were bombarded with, and it was emblazoned triumphantly across the front cover of the company brochure. The story of Audrey’s matching prowess had reached such flowery Table For Two legend that Audrey was bound to have it carved on her headstone.

‘To weddings!’ Hilary toasted loudly, her irony unnoticed by the majority of the room.

‘To my nose for a perfect match!’ trilled Audrey triumphantly. ‘It never lets me down!’

Bianca and Cassandra cheered.

Alice took a tiny sip of her drink. She knew the truth. And so did Jennifer and Jason.

Everyone was too busy celebrating to hear the phone ring, its sound buried beneath their hysterical chatter. Alice picked it up.

‘Good morning, Table For Two,’ she said hollowly.

‘Is that Alice?’ a nervous voice asked.

‘Speaking.’

‘Thank God for that! It’s me; Kate, Kate Biggs . . . From last night . . . ?’

‘Oh, hi, Kate.’ Alice shrugged out of her coat and laid her wedding invitation aside. ‘How are you? What can I do for you?’

‘I’m going for it. I’d like to join up, please!’

‘That’s fantastic news!’ Alice said with as much encouragement as she could muster. ‘Well done! You won’t regret it, I promise.’

Audrey could take all the credit, Alice thought to herself. She knew the truth. And this was what the job was all about – people like Kate Biggs, and their dreams. And Alice was going to do her very best to make those dreams come true. She twisted away from Audrey’s triumphant noises and concentrated on the phone call.
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Kate pushed through the office door, trained her eyes on the floor and concentrated on getting to her desk at racing-driver speed. She shoved her shopping under her desk and tried to look as if she’d been rooted to the same spot for a day and a half.

She sneaked a look at her watch. Why did she feel so guilty whenever she took a lunch break? She’d only been gone for forty-five minutes: barely enough time for Julian, her boss, to have finished his starter at The Privet. Julian always took ridiculously long lunch breaks. And Kate was always working through hers. Not for the first time that day (or any day), Kate pondered the bitter irony of the fact that the more you got paid and the more senior you became, the fewer hours you bothered to work for your money.

Normal working hours didn’t apply to either Kate or Julian, but in totally opposite ways. Kate was always the first to arrive at the office at 7.30 a.m., and was always the last to leave. But Julian had the working hours of a primary-school child. He’d be in by 9.00, and would spend the first half-hour perched on some unfortunate colleague’s desk, arrogantly swinging his leg, chomping on a croissant and blindly spitting out flakes of pastry (Kate had frequently gone to the loo mid-morning to discover chunks of Julian’s breakfast in her hair). And then he’d be off for a couple of so-called meetings, which largely involved him braying with laughter over a male client’s lame attempts at humour, or flirting gruesomely with the female clients.

A hard morning of braying and flirting would be topped off by lunch, which usually ran from 12.00 to 3.00. This would be followed by a very noisy half-hour in the office, with Julian demanding to see everyone’s press plans and then snorting at their ideas, before jumping into his sports car and abandoning ship. By 3.30 p.m., Julian’s Blackberry would be switched off whilst he bandied some nonsense about ‘brainstorming’ or ‘networking’. But everyone knew he’d screeched out of the car park and straight into the nearest old-boys members’ bar. Or failing that, he’d be sporting a ridiculous Aran tank top whilst idly slinging a few tennis balls around a court with an ageng public-school chum.

Kate hated him.

A lot.

However, she loved her job.

A lot.

No matter how irritating Julian was, working for Julian Marquis PR was fantastic. And Kate had to admit that for the few short minutes a day when Julian put the work in, he was brilliant. Julian Marquis PR was the hottest public-relations company in the city, and to land a job there was a real career boost. The hours were exhausting, but no two days were the same, and watching Julian spin a new idea, or manipulate a tabloid editor to write exactly what he told him to, was awe-inspiring. And the thrill of seeing one of her stories in a national newspaper never failed to give Kate a soaring, bursting-with-pride high.

As Kate whizzed through her emails her eye fell on her shopping bags. She felt a small twinge of guilt at the punishment she’d just put her credit card through, but it was instantly extinguished by a surge of excitement. What woman alive couldn’t be moved to ecstasy by the purchase of a cripplingly expensive but exquisitely beautiful pair of shoes? And Kate had managed to buy three new pairs this lunchtime alone! It had been a necessity. Well, one pair was, at least. She needed to look just right for her meeting at Table For Two. She’d already spent hours agonizing over what to wear. She wanted to give the right impression. She didn’t want to look too keen, or too . . . single. She wanted to look like a successful woman; someone in control of her life; someone who men routinely threw themselves at. She wanted to look like the kind of woman who didn’t need to go to a dating agency at all, but was giving it a go as some kind of modern social experiment. The right outfit, Kate believed, could say all this. And as every woman knows, a killer outfit starts with the shoes.

Kate resisted the urge to photograph her new purchases on her iPhone and send the pictures to Lou. Instead she nudged her shopping out of sight and set about applying herself to her work. Today she really had to concentrate on one of her less glamorous clients: the Pedigree Pooch account. (‘It might be bitch offal to you,’ Julian had stated blithely when Kate and her colleagues sighed on learning they’d won the business, ‘but to me it’s twelve mortgage payments and a week in the south of France.’)

Kate’s dog-food client had created a new variety of ‘jellied meat chunks for the discerning hound’ and had tasked Julian Marquis PR with devising some ‘sexy’ ways to promote it. Kate had had to fight not to choke with laughter when the client had come out with this, straight-faced and earnest, in the briefing meeting. But it had been even harder not to convulse (so hard it had actually hurt) as she watched Julian bend over backwards to agree that their brand-new jellied meat chunks did indeed look appetizing and that canine food had never been so mouth-wateringly gourmet.

Kate soon lost herself in thought over how exactly she could make dog meat sexy . . .

Two hours later, Julian burst back into the office, his jacket rumpled and his eyes alarmingly wide.

‘Katy, darling!’ he chimed extravagantly. ‘What’s hanging?’

Kate hated being called Katy. Only Julian did it. She’d corrected him numerous times, but it seemed to go in one ear and out the other.

‘I’ve just been coming up with some ideas for the Pedigree Pooch account,’ she managed politely.

‘Ah, tempting tripe for the pampered pet. Well, come on then! Amaaaaaaze me,’ Julian drooled sarcastically, dropping himself onto her desk. ‘Tell me how you’re going to single-handedly make us all wish we were yappy, flea-ridden lapdogs, just so we can chomp down the latest treats from Pedigree Pooch.’

‘Well,’ Kate started awkwardly. She could sense everyone in the office listening in. ‘You know how they have farmers’ markets in front of the Corn Exchange?’

‘Yes, yes, yes.’

‘Well, I thought we could stage a gourmet pet-food festival there instead,’ Kate said tentatively.

‘Go onnnnnnnnn,’ Julian drawled pensively.

‘Pedigree Pooch could take over the square for the day, and set up lots of stalls with chefs – real chefs in hats and chefs’ whites – cooking up delicious organic feasts, all for dogs.’

There was a pause. Kate stumbled on.

‘So we’d have lots of woks and top-of-the-range barbecues, all cooking different things. For instance, one chef could be cooking an organic doggy lamb stew, and the dogs could come along to sample it – once it’s cooled down, of course. The chefs could talk through the recipes as they cook, so the owners could see first-hand the kind of ingredients that Pedigree Pooch use – which would all be fresh and locally sourced. And another stall could do doggy fish dishes: blackened cod, maybe? Or salmon fishcakes? And another could do doggy desserts: not sugary ones . . . They’d have to be healthy and good for dogs’ teeth. So I was thinking of a doggy cup cakes, with hidden grated courgette – and instead of icing they could be topped with Philadelphia/apple puréé mix. It’s much lower-fat, especially if you use Philadelphia Light. I saw it on a diet cookery programme . . . For humans, obviously,’ she added hastily, realizing the office had gone deathly silent. ‘I don’t think they do diet cookery programmes for pets.’

Julian was uncharacteristically quiet. There was a long pause. The air prickled with tension. Kate meekly added her final idea.

‘And at the end of the day the dogs could go home with a bag of samples from the stalls . . . You know . . . a doggy bag.’

Someone sniggered. Kate’s stomach sank.

‘I don’t know what you lot are laughing at!’ Julian snapped back into life, eyeballing the staff aggressively. ‘Katy, my darling, it’s total bloody genius!’

Kate went weak with relief.
 
‘Genius!’ he whooped as he started jigging around the office. ‘The Pedigree Pooch lot will expire with excitement!’ He kissed the top of her head. ‘Quick! Write it up and set up a meeting with the Pooch posse asap. They’re going to love it!’

And he waltzed off into his office.

Kate felt almost giddy with praise. Julian liked the idea! She couldn’t believe it! She looked at her watch. Maybe she’d get home at a decent time after all. She really hoped so. Tonight she wanted to finally nail down which outfit she was going to wear for her Table For Two meeting – and plan out the accessories. Her appointment with Alice was a few days away yet, but she liked to be prepared. After all, she had a lot riding on it: an end to Friday nights in on her own and a potential lifetime of loved-up happiness, no less! It had to go well.

Smiling, she turned to her computer and opened a new document.


[image: image]

ALICE
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One of the many forms that new clients at the Table For Two dating agency had to fill in contained the questions, ‘What is your ideal Saturday night out?’ and ‘What is your perfect Sunday morning?’ While Alice could never be sure of her ideal Saturday night out, she was very clear on her version of Sunday morning Utopia . . . a leisurely browse around her local garden centre.

There was something very liberating about slopping around Greenfingers in a tatty jumper and her oldest jeans. The mere sight of the orderly rows of plants – immaculately laid out like disciplined soldiers, yet rebelliously unsymmetrical like naughty schoolboys – would make Alice’s spirits rise. She’d lose an hour or two wandering up and down the aisles of baby clematis or azaleas, imagining the riots of colour they’d soon burst into. As Alice looked along a row of rangy hellebores, the thought struck her that garden centres were really centres of hope. You didn’t buy bulbs, you bought little bundles of optimism, courtesy of Mother Nature. All you had to do was plant them and water them and you were rewarded with beautiful explosions of colour.

Alice wheeled her pushbike up the driveway to Greenfingers and padlocked it to a railing. It was five minutes to ten, and she was the only impatient gardener waiting for the doors to open. She looked at her reflection in the glass door. Her hair was all over the place (she must have forgotten to brush it again) and she was wearing an old pair of jeans she’d got from a charity shop. Her jumper had a big hole in the front from an accident with a branch. She looked, as Audrey would say, like something the cat dragged in.

Dudley, the security guard, peered through the glass of the door and smiled at her. She beamed back at him. She and Dudley had had many Sunday morning chats before the rest of the world arrived. Like her, Dudley loved the tranquillity of the outdoor section of the garden centre. Neither of them liked the indoor area, with its piped music, bored kids and harassed parents. But outdoors, where it was cold and quiet, and the only noise was the babbling of the water-feature displays – that was what made Alice leap out of bed on a Sunday morning.

Dudley pulled back the doors and Alice headed through the shop, past the aisles of creosote and Baby Bio, and out into the courtyard. She sighed happily, drank in the atmosphere and delved into the first row of greenery.

When Alice had bought her one-bedroom garden flat on Eversley Road she’d discovered a love of gardening. It had come as quite a surprise. The flat didn’t have much of a garden, just a square of paving stones and a scrawny yew tree. But the garden had two very important things going for it – it was totally private and totally hers! It became Alice’s
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