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‘I thought Tiffany should know that she has a half-sister. She’s Angel Summer – the famous model.’

With these few words from the mother who gave her away, aspiring stylist and pizza waitress Tiffany Taylor’s life is turned upside down.

As soon as they meet, Angel and Tiff feel as if they’ve known each other for years, and before she knows it, Tiffany is working as a stylist on Angel’s TV makeover programme, and going out with Raul, a Brazilian racing driver who has all the girls weak with lust.

If only Angel’s seriously sexy bodyguard Sean could be as welcoming. Obviously he has things on his mind, like the kidnap threat hanging over Angel and her daughter Honey, but would it kill him to loosen up a bit? As everyone gathers at Angel and Cal’s mansion for a big Christmas celebration, Sean’s defences finally drop. But as he relaxes, the danger moves closer, and Tiffany finds herself in serious trouble.
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Chapter 1

TIFFANY TAYLOR SHIVERED in the cool night air and hopped from foot to foot to keep warm. It was meant to be June but it felt more like March, and she was seriously under-dressed in a black tutu-style skirt, silver sandals, bare legs, fingerless lace gloves, and a black tuxedo jacket. She stood out from the other girls in the line snaking outside the West End club who were all in a uniform of brightly coloured, revealing body-con dresses and fake tan, and could have given the girls from TOWIE a run for their money. Tiffany’s style was more quirky and individual.

She checked her watch again. She might have guessed that her best friend Kara would be late. It was after midnight. Tiffany, or Tiff as all her friends called her, stifled a yawn. She had been up since seven this morning and had only stopped working an hour ago at her waitress job in a busy pizza restaurant.

An icy wind whipped her long chestnut-brown hair into her face, plastering it against her glossed lips. Great. She attempted to smooth it back, hoping that she didn’t smell of pizza dough or, worse still, garlic bread. She’d sprayed on masses of Coco Mademoiselle, even though she was down to the last dregs and who knew when she would be able to afford a new bottle. Usually, before a night out clubbing, she would have showered and washed her hair, but tonight she’d had no time. It had been a quick freshen up in the Ladies with wet wipes. Oh, the glamour …

‘Hiya, Tiff. You haven’t been waiting long, have you?’ It was Kara, looking glossy and gorgeous in a turquoise, one-shoulder dress. As usual her accessories matched perfectly – a satin clutch bag and heels, and a turquoise stone necklace. Tiffany, who had studied Fashion and Textiles and wanted to be a stylist, had given up trying to point out to her that sometimes you could be a little too ‘matchy matchy’.

‘Ages!’ she exclaimed.

‘I don’t know why you’re standing out here … I’m on the guest list.’ A man in his mid-twenties, suited and booted, and standing next to Kara’s boyfriend Harley, spoke up. He must be Tiffany’s blind date courtesy of Kara, even though she had begged her friend not to set her up.

‘Oh, yes, this is Gavin, who I was telling you about. Gavin – Tiffany … Tiffany – Gavin,’ Kara babbled away.

‘Hiya,’ Tiffany said, instantly deciding that Gavin was not her type. Kara had gone on about how fit he was. And he was good-looking, but he did nothing for her because he seemed so full of himself. She could tell that his clothes were expensive – the designer suit and shirt, the show-off watch – but those kinds of things never impressed her. Style wasn’t about how much money you spent. And Tiffany especially didn’t like the way he looked her up and down, blatantly assessing her attractiveness.

‘Cheer up,’ Harley whispered as they trailed behind Kara and Gavin to the front of the queue. ‘If he’s that bad, we’ll make an excuse and leave.’

Harley was the nicest, most easy-going man that Tiffany knew. Kara, who was a bit of a stunner with her petite body, huge brown eyes, long blonde hair and pretty face, could have taken her pick of the fit-looking blokes who worked out at her dad’s North London gym which she helped manage, but she had fallen in love with Harley. He was by no means plain, with a pleasant face, the sort you felt you could trust, short brown hair and grey-blue eyes, but you wouldn’t have put him in Kara’s league. Though he did have two killer cards in his pack – he had a fantastic body, and he was a fireman. Way to go, Kara! She was the envy of all her female friends except Tiffany, who could only ever see Harley as Kara’s boyfriend.

By now Gavin had reached the head of the queue and was remonstrating with the girl in charge of the guest list. She was flanked by two tall bouncers in long black overcoats. Tiffany envied them their coats; if she didn’t get inside soon, there was a strong possibility that she would get hypothermia and end the night wrapped up in Bacofoil or whatever they used. So not a good look. Now she had met Gavin she had a very strong desire to go home. She was knackered; her feet were killing her after her ten-hour waitress shift. She didn’t fancy Gavin, and she wasn’t going to pretend to fancy him. She decided that she would make that clear as politely as possible and give him the chance to go off and find himself another date. Then at least she would be free to enjoy herself with Kara and Harley.

‘Well check it again! I know I’m on the fucking list … I’m a friend of the fucking owner!’ Gavin exclaimed. Tiffany bridled at his tone. She’d had enough experience of obnoxious customers to know how it felt to be on the receiving end of their tirades.

‘Less of the attitude, mate,’ one of the bouncers spoke up. A Geordie from the sound of him.

‘And why don’t you fuck off back to the North?’

What a charmer! Tiffany looked at Kara who grimaced and mouthed, ‘Sorry.’

Tiffany fully expected to be refused entry after that but the girl found their names on the list and the thick red rope was unclipped from the stand to allow them in. As Tiffany walked past the bouncers, one of them, the Geordie, caught her eye. He was strikingly handsome but his dark brown eyes were full of scorn and she burned with embarrassment at being associated with a foul-mouthed tosser like Gavin.

Things didn’t improve once they were inside the club. Gavin insisted on ordering champagne, even though there was no way Tiffany would be able to pay for another round. She sat on one of the low-slung black velvet sofas and wondered how soon she would be able to make her escape from him. Kara had spotted someone she knew and was deep in conversation some distance away, so could not be relied upon to rescue her. Gavin sat down next to Tiffany and draped his arm along the back of the sofa, as if he already had a claim on her. Well, he could dream on!

For the next twenty minutes, though it felt far, far longer, Gavin talked at her. He ran his own business selling second-hand computers. His talk was all about the money he had made and how great he was at selling, of his flash new flat, his top-of-the-range car. Big wow, thought Tiffany who had zero interest in the business world, or properties, or cars. She was on the verge of nodding off when he moved further along the sofa, so close to her that their thighs touched. She tried to inch away from him, but was already pressed against the arm of the sofa on the other side.

‘So, Kara tells me you want to do something in fashion. I don’t know much about it myself. I just know what I like.’ He gestured at his own clothes. ‘Suit by Dolce & Gabbana, shirt by Ted Baker, shoes by Ralph Lauren.’ He grinned at her. ‘Boxers by – well, I’ll leave you to find that out for yourself.’

Or not, Tiffany thought. She couldn’t even bring herself to laugh. He was so arrogant and vile.

‘You remind me of someone,’ Gavin continued, seeming not to notice that Tiffany had failed to respond to his chat-up line. ‘It’s the eyes … Yeah, I know, it’s that glamour bird, Angel Summer. You look a bit like her.’ His eyes leered at her. ‘Though you haven’t got all her other assets, have you?’

It wasn’t the first time that someone had pointed out the resemblance she bore to the famous former glamour model. Tiffany had never been able to see it herself. But if Gavin had intended the comment to be a compliment, it hadn’t worked. She took a deep breath. There was no way she could sit here and listen to him a minute longer, especially as he clearly thought a shag was on the cards.

‘Gavin, mate, can I be honest? It’s not going to work out between us.’

He looked at her as if he hadn’t understood. So he was thick as well as arrogant? What a perfect combination. Time to be direct. ‘I don’t fancy you. I’m not going to sleep with you tonight. So why don’t you take your bottle of champagne and find some other girl?’

Anger made him ugly and hard, showing the bully always waiting to come out from behind the designer clothes. ‘Who the fuck do you think you are? What is it you do again? Oh, yeah, you’re a waitress. A nobody. What makes you think I wanted to shag you anyway? I could do way better than you, darling.’

And reaching for the bottle of champagne, he stood up and strode away.

While Tiffany was heartily glad to be rid of Gavin, his aggression had shaken her. The level of hostility he had directed at her had been horrible; he seemed to have a real loathing for women. She hated men who thought they could treat women like dirt, just because they could splash the cash. She looked around the club and was relieved to see Kara and Harley returning from the dance floor.

‘I’ve just seen Gavin. He was all over some blonde,’ Kara said. ‘Sorry, babe, I had no idea he was such a wanker. I’ve only met him a couple of times and he seemed OK.’

Tiffany resisted the temptation to say that ‘wanker’ was written all over him. You only had to look at him to know that. She adored Kara but her friend was a little ditzy, and also had a tendency to see only the good in people. Harley raised his eyebrows at Tiffany. He had seen exactly what kind of man Gavin was from the off.

‘Let’s have a drink and a dance, and maybe you’ll find someone else,’ Kara added hopefully. She had been trying to line up Tiffany with another man for the last six months, since she’d split up from Billy, her on/off boyfriend of the last two years. Kara didn’t get it that actually Tiffany was perfectly happy being single for a while.

She managed to raise a smile, though. She would try and enjoy herself, for the sake of her friend.

And after she’d had a couple of Mojitos and danced to some of her favourite tracks, Tiffany felt a whole lot better. She had almost forgotten about the vile Gavin. But unfortunately she and her friends found themselves leaving the club at the same time as he was and bumped into him in the foyer. He was alone and very drunk. He had spilled his drink down his expensive shirt. Clearly things hadn’t worked out with the blonde.

‘Oh, look who it is. Little Miss Frigid! As if I’d want to shag you.’

He stepped towards Tiffany who edged back, not liking the mean look in his eyes.

‘Come on, there’s no need for that, mate,’ Harley said reasonably. ‘Why don’t I get you a taxi?’

But Gavin carried on advancing towards Tiffany, while she backed away nervously. And when Harley reached out to put a restraining hand on Gavin, he swung out wildly with his left fist and punched Harley in the face. All hell broke loose then as Kara screamed, ‘You bastard! Don’t you touch my Harley!’ and launched herself at Gavin, battering him over the head with her turquoise clutch bag, which was probably more painful than it sounded as Kara packed a lot of cosmetics. Within seconds the bouncers had raced into the foyer and pulled her away from Gavin, struggling to restrain him.

‘Don’t you fucking touch me!’ he yelled, elbowing the two men. ‘Fucking low-life scum! I bet you’ve just come out of prison and this is the only job you could get.’

Tiffany couldn’t believe what she was witnessing. Gavin was a complete psycho!

‘Actually, mate, I was in the army,’ one of the bouncers said, the one who had looked at Tiffany so scornfully.

‘Couldn’t get a proper job, eh?’ Gavin spat. ‘And now you’re out and most likely pretending you’ve got that Post Traumatic Stress bullshit.’

For a moment a look of pure rage flared up in the other man’s eyes and Tiffany was certain he was going to deck Gavin. Not that the idiot didn’t deserve it. Instead he turned to her, the look of scorn back in his eyes. ‘Nice boyfriend you’ve got. Now get him out of here before I call the police.’

Tiffany was about to protest that Gavin wasn’t her boyfriend, but the man had already turned away to talk to his colleague. Gavin’s bravado had crumbled at the mention of the boys in blue and he was practically sprinting out of the club. Tiffany looked at Kara who simply said, ‘Taxi. Now.’

An hour later Tiffany was home. Never had the rundown studio flat she rented just off the Archway Road in North London seemed so inviting, even though it was cold and damp. Tiffany made a quick dash into the shower then piled on layers of clothes: a vest, her pink brushed-cotton PJs patterned with pawprints, her fluffy dressing gown and socks. The cold here prevented Tiffany from being stylish in bed. Gavin didn’t know what he was missing, she managed to joke to herself. She curled up in bed with a hot water bottle, but even then she was shivering. She had turned down her step-mum’s offer to buy her an electric blanket for Christmas, saying that she was twenty-two, thank you very much, and not sixty! She had regretted that decision every time she’d subsequently got into bed and shivered under the duvet. Tonight had been shit! She was never going to let Kara set her up with anyone else ever again. She winced as she recalled how the bouncer had thought that Gavin was her boyfriend. As if!

Tiffany could have done without the whole experience. It had been a nightmare couple of weeks as it was. She had recently got in touch with her birth mother, with whom she hadn’t had any contact since she was a baby. It had been a total disaster. She had wanted to meet her real mother for years. Had expected to feel something for the woman who had given birth to her, some kind of connection. Instead the woman she had met had been a hard-faced junkie who didn’t appear to have any feelings for her daughter at all. It had been a crushing experience. Fortunately Tiffany had a great relationship with her dad, who had brought her up, and with her step-mum Marie. But it was hard not to feel unwanted and rejected after the experience.

And then there was her job as a waitress, which Tiffany hated. She had finished college over a year ago and had been trying so hard to make it as a stylist, working for free wherever she could. But she had got nowhere and, as she couldn’t carry on working for free, had been forced to take on the waitressing shifts. Her dreams of being a stylist seemed to be slipping further and further away from her. But hey, she tried to cheer herself up as she burrowed further under the duvet, at least she had not ended up with that loathsome Gavin!


Chapter 2

SUNDAY LUNCHTIME, TIFFANY arrived at her dad’s terraced house in Faversham, a small town in Kent. She was about to put her key in the door when it was swung open by Lily-Rose, her beaming eight-year-old stepsister.

‘Hiya, Tiff! Can I show you my dance routine to Lady Gaga? I’ve been practising all morning.’ She twirled round in her pale pink leotard and matching skirt. Britain’s Got Talent had a lot to answer for, Tiffany thought. Right now all she wanted to do was tuck in to her dad’s famous roast, and collapse on the sofa.

‘Give Tiff a chance to come in,’ shouted Marie from upstairs. ‘She was probably up all last night, living it large and doing shout-outs to all her homies.’

‘Giving it large,’ Tiffany shouted back. ‘And no one says that any more. It’s so 2000.’

‘Whatevs, babes,’ Marie retorted.

Tiffany followed a pirouetting Lily-Rose into the kitchen where her dad was already hard at work, slaving over his roast potatoes. He was wearing an apron with a picture of a frilly bra and pants set on the front, a cheeky present from Marie, who never cooked. Tiffany was so used to seeing him in it that she didn’t bat an eyelid.

‘Tiffany, how are you?’ Her dad was one of the few people who ever called her that. He turned away from the oven and hugged her. It was so nice to see him, her solid, dependable dad, Chris, who had always been there for her.

‘I need coffee,’ she replied, sitting down at the kitchen table. The caffeine might make the performance of ‘Born This Way’, a little more bearable. She could only hope that Lily-Rose had not taken things to extremes and been incubating in an egg, or fashioning an outfit out of meat. Chris would go mad if she’d been at his organic beef.

‘I’ll get you one, love,’ said Marie, coming into the kitchen. She was thirty-seven, with wild auburn curls, freckles, green eyes and the warmest smile in the world, Tiffany always thought. She kissed her step-daughter on the cheek and Tiffany received a reassuring waft of her perfume, Clinique’s Happy. Lily-Rose completed her pirouttes and ended in deep plié. Then she jumped up and exclaimed gleefully, ‘I’ve got a joke about Lady Gaga.’

‘Go on then,’ Tiffany replied, knowing full well that she was bound to have heard it many times before.

‘How do you wake Lady Gaga up in the morning?’

‘I’ve no idea.’ Tiffany played her part.

‘Poke her face!’ Lily-Rose squealed. ‘Geddit?’

And even though it was the tenth time Tiffany had heard it, she still smiled. It actually wasn’t a bad joke for an eight-year-old.

‘So will you come and watch me now?’ Lily-Rose put her hands together in prayer. ‘Please.’

‘You know she won’t give up asking until you do,’ Marie said, handing Tiffany a mug of coffee.

Tiffany had come up against Lily-Rose’s iron will many times in the past, and so she took the coffee and followed her sister into the living room.

Thankfully there was no giant egg or meat dress in sight. With one flick of the stereo remote, Lily-Rose was off, strutting her stuff, performing a series of complicated arm movements, turning this way and that, miming to the words, with an assurance that was beyond her years. Tiffany clapped away and smiled; her sister was so happy, so confident in the love of both her parents. Tiffany remembered how she herself had always felt there was something missing from her own life. Her dad had been a fantastic single parent, but Tiffany had wanted a mum too. It was only when Chris had met Marie that Tiffany finally felt her family was complete.

Marie wandered into the living room as Lily-Rose was coming to the end of her routine. ‘I was just remembering what I was like at her age,’ Tiffany commented.

‘You were so bossy, always telling me what I should wear. You had such strong views.’

‘It never worked though, did it?’ Tiffany laughed. Marie wore a uniform of jeans and slouchy tee-shirts and nothing could make her part from that, even though Tiffany constantly tried to get her to wear dresses and heels.

‘So how’s it going? Any luck on getting any stylist work?’

Tiffany shook her head. She’d emailed, phoned, gone in person to see a number of magazines … and no one could offer her anything, even working for free.

‘I’m doomed to work at that pizza restaurant for the rest of my life,’ she said gloomily. ‘I’ll be buried in a coffin made of pizza dough.’

‘Of course you’re not! You’re very talented, and one day soon I’m sure you’ll get a break. You deserve it. Now come on through, girls, Dad’s about to serve lunch and you know how he hates people being late.’

‘That was fab, Dad,’ Tiffany declared, putting her knife and fork together on her empty plate. Her dad was a brilliant cook; in fact, it was his dream to open his own restaurant or gastro pub, but he had always been too worried about money, wanting to provide security for his family. Marie didn’t earn very much as a teaching assistant at the local primary school. So instead Chris worked as a carpenter and cooking was his hobby.

‘I hope you saved some room for dessert. I’ve made poached pears in red wine. Ice cream for you, Lily-Rose.’

‘I’ll have some in a minute, I need to check on Justin Bieber,’ Lily-Rose declared, sliding off her chair.

‘That’s the name of her new dwarf hamster,’ Marie interpreted. ‘He’s cute but also annoying.’

‘Kind of like his namesake then,’ Tiffany replied, as she got up and cleared away the plates from the table. She paused at the work surface to admire the pears in red wine, marvelling again at her dad’s culinary skill.

‘I don’t know why I ever moved out,’ she commented. Of course the commute to London had been a killer and so expensive that it was cheaper for her to rent the grotty flat. But maybe she could have a change? She sat back down. ‘Come to think of it, maybe I could move back in for a few months while I work at getting a stylist job? I could babysit Lily-Rose for you by way of rent.’ She was voicing an idea she’d had for a while now. It would mean sleeping in the tiny box room, but at least she wouldn’t be scrabbling round to pay bills at the end of every month and she could give up working at the restaurant. Both her dad and Marie were looking awkward, however.

‘Er, you know we’d love to have you back, Tiffany,’ her dad said, ‘but we haven’t really got the space.’

‘It’s OK, I could have the box room and I’ll streamline my clothes. Less is more.’ She felt a little hurt that he wasn’t welcoming her back with open arms.

‘We should tell her, Chris,’ Marie said quietly. ‘I know we wanted to wait a bit longer, but it’s only fair.’

‘Tell me what?’ They were making her feel anxious.

‘Well, Tiffany, the thing is … the box room is going to be a nursery.’ Her dad smiled broadly as he put his arms round Marie. ‘We’re having a baby.’

Instantly Tiffany shot up from her chair and hugged them both. ‘That is such fantastic news!’ She thought they had given up on their dream of having another child after Marie suffered three devastating miscarriages.

‘We’re being cautiously optimistic,’ her step-mum said. ‘I’ve just had the sixteen-week scan and everything seems to be fine.’ She had tears in her eyes and Tiffany had tears in her own; she knew how much Marie wanted this baby.

‘If there’s anything I can do to help … if you need me to come and look after Lily-Rose, anything … just let me know.’

‘I know you’ll help me, Tiff, and I don’t want you to feel left out because of what happened with your real mum. You know that I see you as my daughter, just as much as Lily-Rose and the baby.’ It was an emotional moment. Tiffany had a lump in her throat as Marie hugged her, because thrilled as she was for Marie, she couldn’t help thinking yet again of her real mum who hadn’t wanted her …

‘God, it’s like East bloody Enders!’ Chris tried to joke, but Tiffany knew that he found it emotional too. ‘I’m going to serve out pudding.’

Marie had a rest after lunch and Tiffany and Chris went out with Lily-Rose who was itching to go rollerskating around the local park. ‘You don’t mind about the baby, do you?’ Chris asked as they watched Lily-Rose skate confidently ahead of them, her blonde hair blowing out behind her like a banner. ‘Like Marie said, we don’t want you to feel left out.’

‘Of course I don’t mind!’ Tiffany exclaimed. ‘Though you’re going to be a well old dad!’

‘Cheek! I’m only forty-two. In my prime.’

‘Yeah, whatevah!’ Tiffany teased back.

‘And I’m sorry about the room. Perhaps you could move in until the baby’s born?’

‘No, Dad, thanks anyway. I’ll work something out, you’ve got enough going on.’

By the time they got back to the house, it was late-afternoon and Tiffany had to head off as she had agreed to fill in for a couple of hours at the restaurant. It was drizzling, the sky was grey, and the thought of work was depressing. Marie sensed her mood. ‘Chin up, Tiff. You’ll be OK, I see great things ahead for you.’

‘But in the meantime, it’s garlic bread, dough balls and pizza all the way,’ Tiffany replied as she zipped up her black biker jacket.

She was halfway down the street when Chris came running after her, waving a letter. ‘I meant to give this to you.’

‘Thanks.’ Tiffany looked at the official brown envelope. Knowing her luck, it was a reminder for a bill she hadn’t paid. She gave her dad another quick hug, stuffed the letter in her pocket and promptly forgot all about it.


Chapter 3

ANGEL CONSIDERED HER reflection in the dressing-room mirror. Yet again she felt that her stylist, Claudia, had dressed her in completely the wrong outfit for the TV makeover show she presented. She wanted to look approachable and sassy, ideally wearing clothes from the high street mixed in with the odd designer label. Instead Claudia had given her a purple, fitted designer dress, which made Angel look as if she was trotting off to a cocktail party. And the dress didn’t even fit properly – being too tight across the bust and too loose around the waist. Sometimes she had a sneaking suspicion that Claudia wanted her to look bad …

‘Can I be honest?’ Jez, her hairdresser and one of her closest friends, piped up.

‘I’ve never known you not to be,’ Angel replied dryly, guessing that he would be giving the dress a big thumbs-down. She spun round and faced him. He had his sucked-on-a-lemon expression firmly in place on his perma-tanned face.

‘In a word – frightful.’ He walked over and tugged at the loose fabric at her waist. ‘It doesn’t even fit!’ he hissed. ‘God almighty, if I did your hair as badly as she dresses you, I’d be out on my ear, even though we’ve been friends for over twelve years!’

Angel groaned. She hated confrontation, but knew she had to square up to the situation. ‘I know. I’m going to have to speak to her. She doesn’t seem to have any idea what the show is about, even though she’s been working on it for four months.’

Angel had an hour’s slot in the ITV breakfast show, twice a week, where she gave women makeovers and acted as a sort of agony aunt. It was Gok Wan meets Ten Years Younger, but what saved it from being just another style show was Angel’s warm personality. She had a great gift for making the contributors feel completely relaxed with her and open up about their lives, which was quite something seeing as how Angel herself was so breathtakingly beautiful.

She had only been presenting the show since January as she sought to develop her career in new directions. She had once been Britain’s most famous and beautiful glamour model, but had stopped that a few years ago, though she still modelled every now and then, mainly to promote her perfume and clothing ranges. Topless was out of the question, though every few months she would get a cheeky request from a lads’ mag. She was also famous for being married to Cal Bailey, the stunningly handsome former Chelsea and England footballer, and together husband and wife formed one of the UK’s most well-known celebrity couples.

The door opened and Claudia sashayed in, a vision in a pale cream lace dress that was definitely not from the high street. ‘Oh, Angel, you look delish!’ she exclaimed in the cut-glass accent that always set Angel’s teeth on edge.

‘Do you really think so?’ she asked uncertainly.

‘I really, really think so!’ Claudia drawled, walking round her. ‘We likey very much.’

Sensing that Claudia was swaying Angel and that his best friend was going to end up looking atrocious on national TV and be featured in all the ‘what were you thinking’ pages in the celeb mags, Jez nudged her in the ribs. Subtlety was never his strong point. Angel pulled herself together.

‘Actually, Claudia, I don’t likey,’ she replied. ‘It doesn’t fit me, and the colour looks tarty. As I’ve said before, I need to wear more casual clothes. The women we’re styling have to be able to relate to me.’

Claudia shook her head. ‘There is no way I’m letting you wear one of your trackies on TV. It would be career suicide, for you and for me. Never mind the UGGs!’ She shuddered as she said the word.

Angel loved her tracksuits and UGGs. They were what she changed into the moment she came off air and she knew Claudia thought they were too chavvy for words – even her hugely expensive beige Chanel tracksuit.

‘I’m not talking about wearing tracksuits, they’re my chill-out home outfits. I’m suggesting something like red skinny jeans – coloured jeans are in, aren’t they? Some kind of tee-shirt maybe and my red suede wedges. Something that says summer and fun! Not … I’m wearing a dress that you couldn’t possibly afford.’

Claudia flared her nostrils in disdain and tossed back her honey-blonde hair. ‘If that’s what you want,’ she said tightly, ‘I’ll go and find a tee-shirt now.’ And she flounced out of the room.

‘I sometimes wonder if she’s getting back-handers from the designers whose dresses she tries to force you into,’ Jez mused. ‘I can honestly say that I have never met a stylist with such a total inability to style anyone.’

‘She always looks good though, doesn’t she?’ Angel replied, wriggling out of the hateful purple dress.

‘That’s because all her clothes are high-end designer.’ He paused. ‘She’s running out of chances. Seriously, when are you going to get rid of her? I don’t think she even likes us. I can tell that she thinks we’re dead common. A bit too doors-to-manual for her.’ He grinned. ‘And I can understand her not liking you for that, because you are a bit common, but me?’ Jez struck a pose, one hand on his forehead, one on his hip. ‘I’m class all the way!’

‘Oh, shut up and do my hair!’ Angel ordered him jokingly. ‘And I’m going to speak to Oscar after the show and explain about our problem with Claudia.’

Oscar was the producer who had been responsible for appointing Claudia, but given that Angel was the star, she was hoping that she might be able to convince him the stylist had to go.

Two and a half hours later the show had gone out and Angel was free to leave. And much as she loved her work, she loved the feeling of a job being done and knowing that she had some free time ahead of her. She walked out of the TV studios arm in arm with Jez, and then stopped in reception when she saw a handsome dark-haired man, dressed in a leather jacket and jeans. Sometimes Angel forgot just how incredible-looking her husband Cal was. At thirty-four he was more handsome than ever, with his jet black hair turning slightly grey at the sides. He was going to be the kind of man, like gorgeous George Clooney, who just got better-looking with age.

Jez gave a wolf whistle. ‘Well, hello, someone looks hot to trot.’

Cal walked over and kissed Angel on the lips.

‘I didn’t expect to see you,’ she said.

‘I thought I’d surprise you. It feels like I haven’t seen you for ages and so your mum’s looking after Honey and we’re spending the rest of the day and night together in a hotel.’

‘How romantic!’ Jez exclaimed. ‘I’m jealous! D’you know what I’ve got to look forward to this afternoon? Back-to-back appointments doing highlights. And then I have to go to the flat to let someone in to check out our drains as we’ve got a noxious smell. And then I guess I’ll have a low-fat ready meal and watch America’s Next Top Model as Rufus is working late.’ Jez flung open his arms. ‘Just kill me now, I can’t take any more of this mediocrity!’

Cal smiled at him, well used to his dramatics. Reaching into his jacket pocket he pulled out an envelope and handed it to Jez. ‘Or … you and Rufus can go to the premiere of The Fast and The Furious Six. I have the tickets here, and Rufus is finishing work early.’

The Fast and The Furious film series, with hunky Vin Diesel, was one of Jez’s guilty secrets, as the blockbusting macho car action movies didn’t exactly fit in with his camper than a row of pink tents, trimmed with maribou feathers, image.

Jez checked around to make sure no one had overheard. Then he reached for the envelope and slipped it into his black Mulberry messenger man bag, and planted a kiss on Cal’s cheek. ‘Thank you, thank you, thank you! Right, I’m going to leave you lovers to it.’ And with that he exited the studio with an extra spring in his step.

Cal slid his arm round Angel’s shoulders. ‘Shall we go to the hotel?’

‘Right away!’ she declared, putting her arm round his waist. ‘I was feeling knackered, but now I’m up for anything.’

‘Good,’ he murmured kissing her neck. ‘That’s what I’d hoped.’

Angel sleepily surveyed the hotel room. The expensive La Perla underwear Cal had bought her was scattered across it, along with his clothes. There was an empty bottle of champagne in the ice bucket. The thick silk curtains were closed and the scented candles were giving off a soft glow.

As soon as they had got to the hotel – the very exclusive May Fair – she and Cal had spent the most wonderful afternoon in bed, reminding each other of all the many reasons why they were still crazily in love with each other after over ten years. She still desired him more than any other man, and knew that he desired her more than any other woman. She had revelled in that knowledge as he kissed and caressed her body, made love to her slowly at first, then fast and hard, whipping them both up into a frenzy of passion …

‘Love you,’ Cal said, turning to her. ‘You’re still the most beautiful woman I have ever seen.’ He traced a finger round her lips, then kissed her softly.

‘Love you too, more and more,’ she replied, then rested her head on his chest so that she could hear his heart beating. ‘We’re so lucky, aren’t we?’ And she meant it. The afternoon had been perfect but now she felt an edge of sadness creeping in, as she hoped, prayed, that this might be the time she got pregnant. And then she tried to block the thoughts, which always led to her feeling blue.

The couple had been trying for the last six months. Cal had wanted another baby pretty much since their daughter, Honey, had turned one. It had taken Angel more time but now she too longed to have another baby … but it just wasn’t happening. They’d both had a series of fertility tests and everything seemed to be fine. The doctor had told them to leave it another six months before they started any fertility treatment. But it had left Angel feeling anxious. What if she couldn’t have another baby?

It was as if Cal sensed her anxious thoughts as he stroked her hair and said, ‘I know what you’re thinking, but you have to remember what the doctor said. There’s no reason why we shouldn’t be able to have another baby.’

She raised her head and looked at Cal, who smiled as he said, ‘Maybe we need to have more afternoons like this.’

Not for the first time she wondered what she would ever do without him. Her lover, her soul mate – always her rock.

She managed to smile back and said, ‘And now I must have something to eat!’

Cal reached for the room-service menu. ‘Let me guess … fish and chips with salad, for your guilty conscience. Followed by white chocolate cheesecake.’

‘Hah! You know me so well.’

It was exactly what Angel was planning on having. She had never been one of those celebrities who starves themselves to a size zero. Lucky she didn’t really need to diet – horse riding, swimming, good genes, and a husband who cooked healthy delicious meals kept her enviably slim. ‘And I bet you’re having grilled sea bass, no chips and salad?’

‘Yep. Next you can decide what movie we watch, and then around half-nine I’ve booked us both massages. Oh, and this is for you.’

Cal reached down by the side of the bed and handed her a pink velvet jewellery box.

Could her husband be any more perfect?

Angel opened it up to discover the most adorable necklace. Two hearts linked together – one in diamonds, one in pink sapphires – and a diamond arrow through both.

‘That is gorgeous!’ Angel exclaimed, immediately putting it round her neck and holding up her hair so Cal could fasten it.

‘Glad you like it, I wanted to treat you.’

‘I feel bad I haven’t got you anything.’

‘I’m sure you can think of something,’ he teased.

‘Hmm.’ Angel began kissing Cal’s chest, and just as she was about to continue her exploration further down his body, looked up and said, ‘You can order room service, can’t you? I’m going to be a little bit busy.’

Cal lay back on the pillow and reached for the phone, a smile playing across his mouth as he somehow managed to make the call …


Chapter 4

MAMMA MIA’S WAS heaving. Tiffany was practically running between tables, taking orders, picking up the heavy plates of pizza from the pass, where Vincent, the bad-tempered head chef, was shouting at everyone for not being quick enough. It was the pre-theatre rush and the place was full of people wanting a meal before they trotted off to see The Lion King, which was on round the corner, or one of the many other West End musical extravaganzas that were a short distance away.

Tiffany was not feeling her best as she had stayed up drinking with Kara the night before. She had received yet another brush-off from a magazine, even though she had offered to work for free. Home-made cocktails had seemed like the only answer but, boy, was she paying for it today. Her head was pounding and the smell of the food was making her feel nauseous. Wearily she went over to check on table number nine.

‘We wanted a thick-crust Four Seasons,’ moaned a disgruntled middle-aged man, with an appalling combover, who was sitting with his equally disgruntled-looking wife and two children.

He jabbed at the half-eaten pizza with his fork. ‘This is thin crust.’

‘I’m so sorry, sir, you should have said and I would have replaced it,’ Tiffany replied, while thinking, D’oh! Why had he eaten it if it had been the wrong order? Customers never ceased to amaze her.

‘Well, I’m not paying for it, it’s not what I ordered.’

Rule number one: never get into an argument with customers. Smile sweetly and make a quick exit. Leave it for Ruthless Vera to deal with. The Polish manageress had a way with the difficult male customers, mainly down to her impressive breasts, which she was not afraid to flaunt. But today Tiffany was not in the mood for smiling sweetly. ‘I’m sorry, sir, but you have eaten half the pizza.’ The temptation to do a loser hand signal and tell him that his combover wasn’t fooling anyone was powerful.

‘And there was hardly any mozzarella or avocado in my tricolore salad.’ Now the wife was piping up. Again, she had scoffed half of it.

‘What do you expect? You’re in the heart of London, and you’re paying bugger all for your meal,’ Tiffany thought. Except, by the look on the woman’s face, it was clear that she had, in fact, said it out loud.

Oh, shit.

‘Can I assist you with anything?’ It was Vera. Like a shark sensing blood in the water, she had come over to see what all the fuss was about.

‘We’re not at all happy with the service we’ve had. We’ve had the wrong pizza; the salad is inadequate. And it’s just not good enough.’

‘I see, sir. Well, you have eaten the pizza, but perhaps we could bring you another salad and, say, drinks on the house.’ Vera held up a bottle of white wine, which Tiffany knew from bitter experience was so acidic it set your teeth on edge and no doubt stripped away your stomach lining. But the man and his wife clearly were not connoisseurs as they nodded enthusiastically at the prospect of the free bottle.

Vera looked meaningfully at Tiffany. ‘Please go and get the wine glasses.’

She did as she was told and wondered when Vera would choose to give her the bollocking that she knew was bound to come her way.

Tiffany knew that Vera didn’t like her because she was younger and prettier. And she knew that Vera resented the way that she had stood up for the other waitresses and waiters, many of whom were from Eastern Europe, when Vera had tried to pull a fast one by claiming they were not entitled to sickness or holiday pay, which in fact they were. But because Tiffany’s dad knew the owner of Mamma Mia’s, Vera had to play nice. But not that nice.

Tiffany was just putting on her coat at the end of her very long shift when Vera called her in to the tiny office at the back of the restaurant. She sat down behind the desk while Tiffany had to perch on the small stool. The office was so small that Vera’s large breasts seemed to dominate the room, encased as they were in a purple, shiny wrap dress. Like two giant Quality Streets, Tiffany thought, trying to cheer herself up. It was quite a combination set against Vera’s aquamarine eyes – coloured contact lenses, Tiffany was sure, though the manageress claimed they were naturally that colour.

‘I know how you like everything to be official and above the board,’ said Vera in her strongly accented English.

‘You just say above board,’ Tiffany couldn’t stop herself from saying.

Vera smiled. ‘So clever, Tiffany. I wonder why you are still waitressing?’

Tiffany’s stomach lurched. Was she going to be fired? She owed rent and needed to pay her phone bill. Why hadn’t she been nicer to the irritating couple?

‘So, this is a formal warning.’ Vera drummed her purple acrylic nails against the desk for emphasis. ‘If we have any more instances of poor service from you, then I shall have no choice but to let you go.’

Tiffany opened her mouth, all set to defend herself, then closed it. She didn’t want to say anything she might regret, anything that might give Vera the chance to get rid of her on the spot.

‘Do you understand?’ the manageress demanded, fixing her with a beady unnaturally blue glare.

‘I understand, Vera.’

For a week, Tiffany managed to keep her head down and stayed out of Vera’s bad books. But on Friday night, at eight o’clock, the customer at table fifteen proved to be her undoing. She was taking over from one of the other waitresses whose shift had finished. As she walked over to table fifteen, she was so busy avoiding other waiters who were rushing to tables with orders of food that she didn’t see who was sitting there until she was right in front of him. To her dismay, she saw it was the tosser from the nightclub, Gavin. Of all the people she had hoped she would never have to see again, he was high on her list. Number one, in fact. But maybe he wouldn’t recognise her? Customers often only saw the black waitress uniform and didn’t notice the face at all. Unfortunately, not Gavin.

‘Hello, Tiffany.’ He did his gross-out thing of looking her up and down.

‘I’ve just signed another big deal and was in the area and fancied pizza. I’m slumming it a bit, to be honest. Usually I’d go to Nobu or J. Sheekey’s. But you know when you get that urge for something really cheap?’ He put extra emphasis on ‘cheap’.

‘Well, here’s your starter.’ Tiffany tried to sound casual, even though every inch of her was screaming: ‘Wanker alert!’ Was it pure chance that he had ended up in her restaurant or had the creep planned it?

She placed the garlic bread with melted mozzarella in front of him, trying to manoeuvre her body so as to put the maximum amount of distance between them. But all the time she was aware of Gavin’s arrogant gaze raking over her.

‘Black pepper?’ she asked, reaching for the tall pepper grinder.

He nodded. As she twisted the wooden grinder, he said, ‘I see you’re good with your hands. Is that how you supplement the pathetic wages you get here?’

She managed to put the grinder back on the table without decking him across the head with it. ‘Can I get you anything else?’

‘I’ll have a bottle of wine. The best one the restaurant does, even though I’m prepared for it to taste like shite.’ He gave a nasty little smile. ‘I don’t suppose you can tell the difference.’

What was he playing at? Had she really dented his ego that much that he wanted to seek her out and wind her up? He was a bully, she decided as she went to fetch his wine, as well as being a wanker.

Carlo was behind the bar. ‘Tough night?’ he asked sympathetically. Lovely Carlo, whose wife had just had a baby so he was having to work extra shifts. Vera was always especially mean to him as he showed no interest in her and she fancied him.

‘Tough customer,’ Tiffany muttered.

‘Do you want me to serve him? I saw him looking at you in a way I don’t like. If ever a man looks at my daughter like that, I will punch him.’

It was probably not a good idea if Carlo went anywhere near Gavin.

‘I’ll be OK, thanks, Carlo.’ And Tiffany picked up the bottle of Montepulciano which was actually a very good bottle of wine, not that Gavin would realise.

‘Is it worth me tasting it first?’ he asked sneeringly.

‘It’s entirely up to you.’

‘Oh, just pour it.’

Tiffany carefully poured out a glass. Gavin took a sip, wincing as he did so. ‘It’s rougher than I’m used to.’

‘I’ll go and get your pizza,’ Tiffany said, itching to get away from him.

She could feel her cheeks burning with suppressed anger as she walked away. She longed to go and let off steam with one of her fellow waiters but Vera was on the war-path. Instead she served another couple of tables, but all too soon Gavin’s American Hot was ready.

As she approached she could hear him talking to Zena, a young Polish waitress.

‘You ought to get yourself down a lap dancing club. Great figure like yours, you’d be raking it in. Lots of Poles there … pole dancing. Get it?’

Zena blushed and looked embarrassed. ‘I’m happy here, thank you very much,’ she said in her sweet broken English.

‘Seriously, what time do you finish here? I could take you to a club …’

‘Thank you, no, I cannot.’

Realising that he wasn’t going to get anywhere with Zena, Gavin turned nasty. ‘Expect you’ve got a cleaning job to go to. Good scrubber are you?’

Zena had tears in her eyes as she walked away from him.

He really was a piece of work. Racist, sexist and a total wanker! He was the gift that kept on giving.

‘Ah, here’s my pizza girl. Hey, pizza girl, why can’t you smile like that pretty waitress? Don’t you want to get a nice fat tip from me? I don’t suppose you earn anything here.’

Something snapped in Tiffany. She’d had more than enough of him. And she’d had enough of being treated like shit, not just by Gavin but by a long line of customers, so many of whom had been rude, talked to her as if she didn’t matter, as if she was nothing. Six months of pent-up rage boiled over in her. Before Gavin knew what had hit him, she dumped the piping hot pizza on to his lap. And, as he yelled in protest she picked up the bottle of wine. ‘Bit hot for you, sir, is it? Here … have this.’ And she poured half the contents over his head, the red wine running down his arrogant face like blood. ‘Enjoy your meal, sir. It’s been a pleasure serving you.’

She swung round in time to see Vera advancing towards her, breasts jutting like torpedoes, an almost gleeful expression on her face as if she was relishing the prospect of a scene.

‘You don’t need to say anything, Vera, I quit.’ And to the cheers of the other waiters and some of the customers, Tiffany took off her apron, flung it to the ground and marched off.

Vera was still fussing over Gavin as she passed them.

‘I’ll sue!’ Gavin shouted after her.

‘So will I … for harassment, you dickhead!’

Tiffany was buoyed up on a wave of anger and righteous indignation all the way to Leicester Square tube station. It was only when she realised that she had run out of credit on her Oyster card and had barely enough change for her tube ticket home that the enormity of what she’d just done hit her. She had quit her job! And, yes, she had hated it, but the people she’d worked with were nice, apart from evil Vera, and she didn’t have to think too hard about what she was doing. Now she was going to have to get another job … another shit job.

She scrabbled around in her jacket pocket, needing just ten pence more for her fare, and her fingers touched an envelope. She pulled it out. It was the letter her dad had given her the other week. Oh, well, she thought, I may as well see the damage. She ripped it open, and as she read the letter it was as if everything and everyone around her faded away into the distance. The people rushing to get their trains, the thwack of the ticket barriers opening and closing, the announcements, all vanished. The letter was from her real mum, Tanya, and she had sent it to the social worker first, asking her to pass it on to Tiffany. The writing was barely legible and the spelling pretty bad, but the meaning was clear enough.

I thought Tiffany should know that she has a half-sister. She’s Angel Summer – the famous model. I don’t know if Angel will want to know her. She came and saw me once but didn’t do nothing for me, and didn’t want to know me after. But maybe she could do something for Tiffany. And I wanted to say sorry to both of them, to Angel and Tiffany. Sorry I couldn’t be a mum to them.

As if in a daze Tiffany looked up from the letter. Someone bashed into her in their haste to reach the ticket barrier, but she hardly noticed. Angel Summer, the former glamour model now turned TV presenter, famous for her beauty and for being married to the gorgeous England footballer, Cal Bailey … she was Tiffany’s half-sister! It seemed too incredible to be true, the plot of of a Hollywood movie. It couldn’t possibly be true, could it? And yet why would Tanya lie about such a thing?

Tiffany made her way to the platform, feeling as if her world had just been turned upside down and inside out. And in a twist of fate, staring right at her from across the track, on a massive billboard advertising her new TV show, was Angel.
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