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Author’s Note

While I have indeed worked as a PR in the fashion industry for many (many) years, the story and characters in this book are entirely fictional and are all figments of my imagination.





Press Note

It was a momentous day in the world of fashion PR as Frankie Marks made her first appearance inside the doors of leading agency Georgina Galvin Communications. Frankie was at once inspiring, enigmatic, modest and exceptionally well prepared.

 

‘Frankie who?’ commented the members of the GGC team as they sipped their skinny lattes.

 

ENDS

 

 

The wooden floor of our bedroom was covered with a piled tangle of clothes and shoes and tights. There wasn’t really that much room for such a big pile. But there it was. And so many tights. Ribbed. Opaque. Plain. Patterned. Woollen. Silk. The shutters were half open, the bed wasn’t made, and I was struggling to decide what to wear. The options were all impossibly unsuitable for where I was heading. I had veered all the way from jeans and plain black polo neck, through to an A-line skirt with striped shirt, via a dubious dungaree dress and flared burgundy cords. I opted for my original choice. Jeans, polo neck and the one blazer I owned. Casual but formal. Confident but low-key. No tights required. Jesus, I couldn’t go through this every bloody morning, I thought, as I yanked my head though the polo neck for the tenth time. I also knew James couldn’t go through this for five more minutes.

‘Just wear the jeans, for God’s sake. You’re interviewing to be the intern. No one will be looking at you.’ He laughed at me from the tiny adjoining bathroom before switching on his electric toothbrush.

I poked one denim-bedecked leg through the bathroom door into his line of sight and wiggled it dramatically for confirmation.

My boyfriend of four years came into the bedroom, all tousle-haired and minty. ‘You’ll be fine. They’d be lucky to have you. Frankie Marks, the most unlikely candidate for fashion PR. Oh, this could be funny.’

I looked up at James and stuck out my tongue as I continued my deep dive into the sock drawer. He bent down to kiss the top of my head and gave my hair an affectionate ruffle.

‘My hair!’ I screeched, frantically patting the tonging down. ‘You’re such a fucking pain. Now look at me.’ I scowled.

‘Now now, Frankie, you’re going to have to remember to keep your thoughts to yourself. From what I understand, PRs have to smile. And be nice to people. Even when they hate them. Just try to remember that.’

He had a point. I wasn’t entirely renowned for my people skills. Generally, if anyone tried to embark on polite chit-chat and ask how I was, I liked to reply ‘terrible’ to end any potential ensuing conversation. Same went for the interminable question, ‘What have you been up to?’ My standard reply – ‘nothing’ – normally did the trick. I also had an extensive list of behaviour I found unacceptable in others – chiefly, I absolutely could not bear to hear anyone chew or swallow loudly. Ever.

But, as the dozens of letters I had written to art galleries and auction houses since leaving university the previous summer, extolling the virtues of my degree in art history and my unparalleled willingness to intern for nothing but my bus fare, had resulted in no joy, I was determined that this would finally be my employment break. Of sorts. I hadn’t been fussy. I’d thrown the net wider. Publishing, PR, marketing, production – you name it, I had sent them my sparse CV. I was desperate. I urgently needed to get on to the career ladder, and my mountain of rejection letters and emails was depressingly high. But a friend-of-a-friend had known someone’s sister’s boyfriend who had once met Georgina Galvin and had sent her an email on my behalf, which she had promptly forwarded on to her PA, who had called me out of the blue. Fashion wasn’t exactly my forte – my wholly unsuitable pile of clothing options was testament to that – but I believed there was room to manoeuvre.

‘If Sotheby’s don’t appreciate what I have to offer in relation to my thoughts on seventeenth-century Flemish art, then surely I can apply myself to growing an interest in hem lengths for a finite period of time?’ I said to James, with absolute false confidence.

‘I’m sure you can find as much value in velvet as you would have done in Vermeer.’ James laughed. Again.

The call had come in unexpectedly the day before, just as I was debating whether it was too greedy to have sour cream AND cheese on my daily baked-potato lunch for one. If I have both today, I can have just tuna tomorrow?

‘Frankie? This is Debbie. From GGC.’

‘Hello, hi, GG who?’ I had frowned, scrambling to remember what GGC was.

Noticing my hesitation, she went on, ‘Georgina Galvin Communications. We’ve had your CV in and would really like it if you could pop into the offices tomorrow. We’ve had an unexpected vacancy come up – an intern who didn’t quite . . . well, anyway, are you free to come in for an interview?’

‘Oh my God. Yes, of course. That would be wonderful. Thank you.’

‘Ask for me. Let’s say ten a.m. See you then.’

I hadn’t heard of Georgina Galvin before. I came to understand she was legendary in the fashion world – the woman everyone knew of, feeling they knew her intimately while not actually knowing anything about her at all. She had moved through the industry seamlessly, having first come to its forefront as the right-hand woman to one of the most significant designers in Milan. How she had got there, nobody knew. Her age, a mystery. But when, after a number of years, she announced she was moving back to London to set up her eponymous agency, every designer and brand clamoured to be a part of it and be represented by her. Now she was something of an enigma. Floating in and out of the public eye. Appearing when necessary. Disappearing whenever she felt like it. But the mention of her name in fashion circles garnered attention and admiration in equal measure. She was the epicentre of numerous urban myths. And I was about to be placed in front of her – totally and utterly unprepared.

Debbie, who, as it turned out, was a perky, freckled brunette, met me in the hallway when I arrived at the imposing Georgian townhouse in Marylebone that was home to GGC. She efficiently placed me in a light-filled meeting room with a quick and terrifying pep talk.

‘Don’t be nervous. Georgina likes confidence. But don’t be too confident. Be friendly. But don’t be overfamiliar. And ask questions. There’s nothing she likes more than giving advice. But don’t ask too many questions. She’ll wonder why you don’t know anything.’

I sat down, sweltering in my coat and scarf until it occurred to me that I could perhaps disrobe. I placed them on the chair next to me. I sat at one end of an incredibly long glass table, the walls around me covered in framed magazine covers and pictures of a woman I assumed must be Georgina, with clients all over the world. None of it really meant anything to me, but there was the iconic eyewear shoot with the dripping lipstick that even I was aware of because we had talked about it in one of our Dali seminars in my first year. My interest was piqued. Here was the designer duo Dante, renowned for their A-list celebrity following, hugging Georgina backstage after what I would later learn was their infamous show on the tube tracks at Old Street station. Clearly Georgina knew them well, because scrawled at the bottom of the white surround was a message: We’ll always have Old Street! Love, your Dante boys. Further along the wall I spotted an image of a Hollywood A-list actress – whose name I couldn’t quite remember – leaning over a tray of diamonds, with Georgina just out of focus in the background. I sweated and fidgeted, waiting for what felt like an interminably long time. Just as I was about to grab a mint from my bag to combat my increasingly dry mouth, the door flung open. I stood up.

‘Hello, I’m Georgina, sit, sit, please.’ The woman standing at the door gestured. She was beautiful in a masculine kind of way. Brown hair, slightly messy topknot. Make-up minimal. Age undefinable. Anywhere from a mature forty to a brilliantly surgically refined sixty. Jewellery delicate but deliberately styled. She didn’t pause for niceties. I would find out she never paused for niceties – and that she was never really around.

‘I’m running late, and I’ve only got five minutes, I’m afraid. Debbie went through your CV and she’s shared it with the team, and quite honestly this is just for us to meet so I can put a face to a name. We need someone with energy, enthusiasm and a can-do attitude. This job involves a lot of running around, anticipating everyone’s needs and thinking on the go. Our last intern didn’t quite cut it,’ she said, glancing down briefly at my CV, ‘but I’m sure you’re more than capable. This is most definitely not a nine-to-five job, so the most important question is, can you be flexible with your working hours?’

Despite the inflection, this was most definitely NOT a question.

Georgina’s phone rang then, and she put it on silent and turned it face down.

‘Oh yes, absolutely. No problem.’ I nodded fervently.

‘Great. Let’s make this quick, then. We’ll start you on a three-month trial. From Monday. Debbie will explain how to claim expenses, and if you do well, we can look at a permanent position depending on how you manage. A lot of the team started as interns. Do you have any questions?’

Of course I froze, my mind a perfect blank.

‘Umm. Not that I can think of right now. But I just want to say, thank you so much for the opportunity. I’m so excited to learn. You’re such an inspiration.’

‘Oh really? Why?’

Shit.

‘You know . . . just so inspiring?’ Oh, the shame of it. Good grief. Think before you speak, Frankie.

Georgina left an agonising silence as I floundered and tried to look meaningfully into the distance.

‘I mean . . . Dante . . . so great . . .’ I whispered, pointing at the photo on the wall.

And with that, she raised an eyebrow, pushed her chair back, pulled down the cuffs of her immaculate white men’s tailored shirt and left the room as I sat, my toes curling in painful silence. Later on, I would often replay this moment in my head and the memory of it would make my eyes water.

‘You’re such an inspiration.’ For fuck’s sake. Had I really said that? I wanted the floor to swallow me up. And no questions? I had a hundred questions. Mainly, ‘How did I end up here?’, ‘How old actually are you?’ and ‘Did you tie your hair up with pins or a band?’

I picked my bag up off the floor and shuffled from foot to foot. Was I supposed to follow her or wait to be fetched from the room? As I considered the merits of either approach, the door opened.

‘Come on, then, don’t just stand there!’ Georgina said sharply from the other side. I grabbed my things, left my CV on the table and followed her out to where Debbie was waiting in the hallway, holding her laptop and staring at a diary screen. The two of them walked and talked as they went down the stairs. I followed gingerly behind.

‘So, you have a ten thirty a.m. with the guys from The Forward to talk about their special sustainability issue; they’re coming here. Then at midday, you need to sit down with the team to go over the dinner tomorrow night; they urgently need you to give final approval on seating plans. Then you’re done for the day here. Lunch is at Zaffano’s with Amanda at one thirty. You have a facial at three thirty and drinks tonight to discuss Dante’s show music with Marcel.’

Georgina nodded while checking her phone. ‘We need to change Zaffano’s. Amanda is on some new keto diet – she can’t eat Italian. She can do sashimi. Can you change it? To that Japanese I like in Mayfair. But get a table by the window. On the ground floor. Not the basement. Too stuffy down there. Get Andrew to package up that Dixie scarf for me to take for her as a gift. I know she liked it. Let’s have some gluten-free breakfast in for The Forward guys – one of them is coeliac. Ask Nicky to email me that plan so I can look at it in the car on my way in first. Can Marcel come to my house? I don’t want to have to go out and put make-up on after I’ve had my face done. Oh, and did you tell them I want the oxygen facial this afternoon? And not with that new therapist. She gave me a rash.’

I needed a lie-down just from listening to Georgina’s list of demands. She took a sharp left into another room, and Debbie told me she would take me on a quick tour of the building.

‘This is the office and where we all sit – Georgina likes to be able to see us all when she’s in.’

Debbie gestured towards a separate glass office with one desk at the far end of the room, where I spied Georgina already talking on the phone, simultaneously applying hand lotion and sipping a coffee.

‘We all work incredibly hard but it’s fun and she’s a great boss. I mean, she has high expectations, but she’s the best. Just ignore everything you’ve heard.’

I nodded. Yup – I’ll ignore everything I’ve never heard.

I looked around a double-height room filled with desks in arrangements of two, three and four. A gentle vanilla scent wafted from numerous large candles strategically placed between phones, laptops, whirring printers and a crowd of perfect, shiny people.

‘Guys, this is Frankie, our new intern,’ Debbie said.

‘Hi, Frankie,’ the perfect people mumbled, barely looking up. I smiled and gave a sort of half wave with my free hand to anyone who was looking. Which they weren’t. In the other hand I was heaving my coat and scarf and bag.

‘That’s Andrew, he’s one of our account directors, and next to him normally is Jemima, but she’s dropping something off somewhere at the moment, I think – clients are always scrimping on courier bills.’

Debbie pointed at one of the groups of glass desks covered in laptops and a printer, magazines, chargers, notebooks and litre bottles of sparkling water. Andrew was immaculate – alabaster-skinned with symmetrical features and perfectly coiffed hair – and I watched as he flicked through a magazine, inserting coloured Post-its while dialling someone frenetically on his landline. I glanced down quickly at my own jeans and platform loafers with a significant tassel detail and saw, with a sinking heart, the glittery Elsa embroidery snaking up my navy socks that I hadn’t noticed in my bedroom. An emergency Disney store purchase at the airport last year when I had aptly frozen ankles preflight. I want to die. Right now. I was definitely going to be uncovered as a fashion imposter by Day Two. But I needed this job. And in the meantime, I’d carry on writing to every single gallery in London just in case something more suitable came up.

‘Over in this corner is Nicky’s team. She’s the Senior Account Director but she’s on holiday this week. She doesn’t really do winter in England. Her Account Director is Zoe but she’s not here either. She has boyfriend troubles. I saw her scrolling through Tinder and crying so I sent her home.’ Debbie corrected her overshare and got back to the task at hand. ‘You’ll be sitting at that desk with them.’ She pointed to an empty desk. ‘I’ll get IT to set you up with a laptop and email address on Monday. Always keep it password-protected, and if you leave it here overnight, remember to lock it up in the drawer next to your desk. Don’t eat hot food in the office, Georgina hates it. And never, ever wear open-toed shoes unless you’ve had a pedicure. She has a thing about it.’

I made a mental note to ask my best friend Charlotte where on earth to go for a pedicure should we encounter a sudden heatwave in January.

We wandered out to the hallway and Debbie directed me back down the stairs, passing a small room on the half landing.

‘This is what we call the sample room, but really it’s a cupboard where all the samples go in and out of every day. It’s where Eloise, the Showroom Manager, sits. No idea where she is, though,’ she said with a shrug as we moved past.

I managed a fleeting glimpse into a dim box room, crammed with a desk and paper bags filled to the brim with clothes and shoes. There was a rail haphazardly stuffed with an array of hanging clothes in a cacophony of colours and materials. Post-it notes covered the walls with scrawls, dates and a lot of question marks. A lot.

‘And this is the main showroom.’

We were back on the ground floor. I peered inside a large, white-walled space. Rail after rail of clothes. Shoes in rows all along the perimeter. Plinths holding expensive-looking handbags. Glass boxes full of jewellery of all shapes and sizes. Sunglasses in rows on display stands. I’d never seen anything like it.

‘There’s a second adjoining room for the other clients, but that can wait till next week,’ Debbie said, waving her hand. ‘So that’s pretty much it for now. You need to provide all travel expenses to claim back at the end of each week and I’ll see you nine a.m. on Monday.’ She was ushering me back to the front door and checking her phone. Clearly my time was up, and clearly no one at GGC did only one thing at a time.

Stuttering my thanks into thin air, I emerged on to the pavement, reeling. I felt like I’d been whacked around the head by ten metaphorical patent shoes. I had questions. So many. Primarily, how on earth had I just got this job? I turned back expectantly to Debbie, who promptly smiled and closed the door behind her. Who were these people? What did they actually do? How could I ever survive in that environment? Did they really all look like that, every single day? Shit. But regardless, and most importantly, I realised I had an internship. Georgina had seen some sort of value in me and I would make it work for as long as it took to get a glowing reference and something else. I wrapped my scarf around me and texted James.

Frankie

I really am going to work in fashion PR. Who knew?

Next, Charlotte.

Frankie

I have a job. Sort of!

Then I called my father. He didn’t do texts.

‘Fashion PR? What on earth is that? And what do you mean, for free?’ He sighed down the phone.

‘They’ll pay for my travel.’ The panic about how much longer I could get by without an income was real, and I could hear myself whining slightly, my pitch going up a notch and betraying my anxiety. I always regressed when I wanted my father’s approval, and I hated myself for it. His mantra to me had always been to look after myself. The day I lost my pocket money, age ten, on the way to buy a KitKat, and sobbed inconsolably when he refused to advance me the following week’s fifty pence, was my first harsh lesson about taking responsibility for my own actions. Plus, my father had memorably added, ‘Who wastes their money on chocolate when they could have bought a newspaper instead?’

‘You need a salary . . . you need to start paying James a fair share of the rent. There’s no such thing as a free lunch. All those university loans for this?’

‘I know. I really know. But Georgina said it’s likely, well, it’s very possible I’ll get a paid job there. It could be a good opportunity, and let’s be honest, it’s my only opportunity at the moment. It’s not like I haven’t tried. I’m sure I’ll find something better soon. It’s just a stepping-stone – it’ll look good on my CV and get me a professional reference for a start. I’m sure James will understand.’

‘It’s a ridiculous world, full of ghastly people, and a total waste of your education. Try Christie’s again. Use your degree, for crying out loud.’ Apparently, as far as my father was concerned, I was the only art history graduate on the job hunt. ‘Find yourself a real job, don’t get stuck there for too long.’

‘Oh God, I won’t be there long,’ I said quickly. ‘No way. What do I care about fashion anyway?’





Press Note

GGC is delighted to announce the appointment of Frankie Marks to the highly sought-after role of intern. CEO Georgina Galvin said, ‘With her exceptional passion for the industry, Frankie will be a wonderful addition to the GGC team and we look forward to welcoming her next week.’

 

Frankie Marks commented, ‘I am thrilled to be joining GGC and to gain further insight into how appalling my wardrobe is. Opportunities likes this come around once in a lifetime.’

 

ENDS

 

 

‘But they’re all so well dressed, like they haven’t tried at all,’ I wailed to Charlotte on the phone, while crunching on a poppadum, the Sunday night before I was due to start at GGC.

‘Which means they’ve probably all tried incredibly hard to look like they haven’t tried at all,’ she retorted.

That was easy for her say. She hadn’t seen the team at GGC in all their full designer glory. My notoriously lacking sense of style extended beyond the aforementioned Disney socks to a terrible mistake with pleather jeggings purchased for Charlotte’s eighteenth birthday party – which was followed by six months of begging her to delete all photographic evidence of the catastrophe that was my thighs. High fashion was way out of my depth, but I was determined to be the best badly dressed intern they had ever had. Now I just needed to make sure the curry I had devoured last night hadn’t been too garlicky. Should have thought of that. I took a discreet breath test against my wrist and checked I’d remembered my mints.

Okay, so: there was Andrew, someone missing called Jemima, Zoe, and another one who was on holiday. And a girl in the sample room. I couldn’t for the life of me remember her name. I reached into the recesses of my brain. Nope. Nothing.

I sat on the jammed top deck of a bus on my way from Ladbroke Grove to Marylebone for the first morning commute of my working life, to a place I would never have imagined myself working in, with the kind of people I would never have imagined working with. I fiddled with the top of my polo neck as I stared out the window, watching a freezing London morning pass me by. I stared furiously at anyone who tried to sit next to me until they moved past. James wasn’t wrong. I wasn’t good with strangers.

James and I had been together since my first year at the University of Manchester, having collided drunkenly into each other by the warm vodka station at some godforsaken house party. We had been a couple ever since. I was up from London, studying History of Art. James was a third year with a no-nonsense attitude to . . . well, to everything, including me, apparently. He had studied something to do with economics and was now working in something financial that I didn’t understand, but he was assuredly on the first rung of his solid and well-paid five-year plan. He had always known what he wanted to do. We couldn’t be more different, but quite frankly we couldn’t imagine not being together – as much as we sometimes annoyed the hell out of each other. I adored him. He was laconic and dry-witted. He loved a balance sheet. I didn’t understand what that was. I was prone to outbursts, didn’t suffer fools gladly and never quite knew when to bite my tongue. But James grounded me, and as much as I detested the thought of it, he looked after me. And let’s face it, he put up with me and happily acted as my social wingman when appropriate interactions failed me.

‘A PR intern. Being polite all the time. Thank you, Lord, for this gift that will just keep on giving,’ he had said that morning as I was leaving the flat. My new job was going to present him with hours of anecdotes and one-liners, I just knew it. And it was going to be really irritating.

We lived in his minuscule one-bedroom flat off the less salubrious end of Ladbroke Grove, where he subsidised me – and I, in return, perfected the art of the takeaway order and attempted something vaguely akin to keeping things ticking over while he was at work.

‘Subsidised until you get yourself a job,’ James had jokingly specified on numerous occasions. A joke which I suspected had a time limit, and a job which I had so far spectacularly failed to deliver. Until possibly now, I thought, as the bus veered left after Marble Arch.

I decided to get off a stop early to gather my thoughts and give myself a little pep talk from under the woolly hat that was pulled down to the top of my eyebrows.

‘You can do this. You can smile at everyone. You will not speak out of turn. You will learn to love lurex. The girl on holiday was Nicky! Yes!’ I remembered. Now God help me retrieve the sample room girl’s name. I took a deep breath and rang the buzzer of the glossy black front door. No answer. I rang again. 9.04 a.m. Was I the first person in?

At 9.06, Debbie hurtled around the corner, clutching a coffee.

‘Oh God, sorry! Isn’t Eloise here to let you in? She’s always bloody late. Hold on, let me find my keys, hold this. Don’t spill it. It’s for Georgina. She’s coming in today.’ Debbie thrust an oversized takeaway coffee cup into my gloved hand and rooted around in her significantly large bucket bag. ‘Here, found them.’ She waved the huge bunch of keys triumphantly before she unlocked the door, quickly punching in a code on the alarm inside the dark lobby.

She flicked the switches and the lights came on one by one. She unlocked the doors to the showroom on the left and carried on up the stairs. She unlocked the sample cupboard on the half landing and took a look inside.

‘Shit, she really left it a mess on Friday, fucking Eloise,’ Debbie muttered, her perkiness drooping for a second. She carried on up another flight to unlock the doors to the main offices, switching on more lights as she went, while I mentally unpicked the chaos behind that sample cupboard door.

I followed in her wake, still clasping the huge coffee and praying it wouldn’t slip through my gloves and stain the immaculate grey carpet, as the building snapped to life around us. I could hear the front door beginning to open and close two flights down, and the sounds of chatter echoing up the stairwell.

‘God, how is it already Monday again?’ Andrew walked in with a messenger bag, a croissant, and sporting an interesting take on a deerstalker hat with fur inlay that I was pretty sure Harry Styles had worn in his latest music video.

‘I really am over him now, I promise you.’ A girl was talking intently down her phone as she walked into the room. So, that must be Zoe with the boyfriend trouble. She was beautiful. A cropped pageboy cut, cartoon-sized, almond-shaped hazel eyes and a heaven-sent set of full lips. Did she look in the mirror every morning and say, Thank you, God?

‘Hi, everyone! Good weekend?’ A tall, striking black girl with a broad smile shook off a camel coat at the other empty desk Debbie had pointed out to me last week. Jemima, I guessed.

‘I cannot believe my holiday’s already over,’ groaned someone glossy with a mahogany tan who must be Nicky, relieving herself of a quite excellent cross body bag which she flung on to her desk. She threw herself into her chair with a flourish and a sigh. ‘This weather doesn’t suit me. At all.’

‘Okay, everyone, Georgina’s on her way,’ Debbie announced, looking up from her phone. ‘Let’s get into the meeting room with the papers. Frankie, can you stay down here and answer the phones till Eloise appears? Just press whichever line is ringing. Don’t forget to take a message and always take their numbers to call them back. Even if they say we have it.’ She pushed a pack of Post-it notes and a biro in my direction and swiped the coffee from my hands.

‘Where the hell is Eloise, anyway?’ I heard Nicky asking as they all trooped up the stairs holding their newspapers.

‘Oh, and Nicky, this is Frankie. She’s our new intern; she wears glittery Elsa socks,’ Andrew added with a wicked grin as he left the room.

‘Hi, Frankie. Ignore him. Welcome. And I know . . . my tan is fabulous.’ Nicky smiled as she sashayed out.

Note to self: do intensive shiny-sock clear-out tonight. Urgent.

 

The room was silent. I stared around me, shell-shocked. I didn’t have a computer yet. I didn’t have anything. In fact, I didn’t have a clue. Holy fuck, I’m fucked.

The door opened and shut again, throwing in a quick icy blast from the street.

‘I’m heeeere.’ I recognised Georgina’s voice as it carried up the stairs and heard Debbie run down to greet her.

‘Morning. How was your weekend? Let me take your coat. Did they send the right driver? We’re all ready for you . . . your coffee’s up there. Eloise still hasn’t shown up but Frankie’s manning the phones.’

‘Who’s Frankie?’ I heard Georgina ask indifferently.

‘The new intern? You met her last week,’ Debbie replied.

‘Oh, right, right. Of course. Yes. Okay.’

As James had reminded me, no one was looking at me. My new boss couldn’t even remember hiring me.

I sat in the silence contemplating what I was doing there, why I hadn’t eaten breakfast, what time I would have lunch, and how I could ask Nicky where her bag was from (so I could look for a high-street equivalent. I found myself quite liking the idea of a crossbody bag).

Suddenly the phone rang, interrupting my reverie. Line one flashed. I picked up the receiver.

‘Good morning, GGC,’ I said in what I hoped was my best proper-job voice.

‘Can I speak to Andrew, please,’ replied a weary female voice.

‘Oh, I’m sorry, he’s just in a meeting. May I take a message?’

‘Urgh. Yes. Okay. It’s Natasha from My Style.’

‘Can I have a number for him to call you back?’

‘He has my number.’

The line went dead before I could reply. More ringing as line two flashed.

‘Good morning, GGC.’

‘Nicky, please. It’s Amanda Starling.’

‘I’m sorry, Nicky is currently in a meeting. Can I let her know you called? Is that starling as in the little bird?’

‘Seriously? Just get her to call me back asap.’

And once again, I was left speaking into the ether as the line clicked dead.

I googled Amanda Starling. Editor-in-chief of Avalon magazine. Shit. I really needed to do some homework. No wonder her keto diet had been high stakes for that lunch I’d heard Debbie and Georgina discussing on the day of my interview.

An hour passed in much the same vein, a rinse and repeat of ‘Good Morning, GGC’ followed by a flurry of names I’d never heard of and numbers I somehow never managed to get. By 10.30 my head ached from the effort of so much enforced politeness, and my stomach had passed the growling stage and was positively baying for food. The elusive Eloise still hadn’t shown up by the time the team drifted back into the office.

‘God, that was awful.’

‘We’ve never had such a bad weekend haul of editorial.’

‘Georgina was in foul mood.’

I scurried from desk to desk, sticking my scribbled Post-its in front of each of my new colleagues and wondering if Georgina was watching my efficiency from her glass box.

‘I’m really sorry, most people wouldn’t wait long enough to give me their numbers for you,’ I apologised repeatedly.

‘Don’t worry about it.’ Nicky waved her hand. ‘Can you go see if Eloise has arrived yet and ask her to come up? Meanwhile, do we all feel like a cup of tea?’

‘That’s the royal “we”, Frankie,’ said Andrew. ‘What Nicky means is she would like a cup of tea. But actually, while you’re down there, I wouldn’t mind one too. Builder’s. No sugar.’

‘See, I knew I wouldn’t be the only one who wanted a cup. Same for me, please, Frankie. No sugar. But strong. Not too much milk. And I only like the mug with the blue and white stripes.’

I headed down to the kitchen on the ground floor. It was tiny. I had a poke around the fridge. Two dairy-free yoghurts. One half-eaten punnet of grapes. Half a pint of skimmed milk and someone’s leftover salad that had seen better days. I opened up the cupboard, took out the mugs and after a quick rummage, located the teabags. I had a sinking feeling I would be spending a lot of time in this room.

As I was squeezing the life out of Nicky’s teabag, I heard the door open and close quietly. I stuck my head around the door and saw an average-build brunette who looked to be pretty much my age and in startlingly bright purple tights, phone clamped between her ear and shoulder, whispering urgently.

‘Yes, yes, I know. Look, I’m late again, but I’ll have a look at everything later and let you know. Got to go.’

I put the spoon down with enough of a clang to cause the brunette to look up and in through the kitchen door. When she did, I waved the spoon aloft in a vague gesture of hello. She looked at me suspiciously.

‘You must be the new girl. I’m late,’ she said as she ran up the stairs. That must be Eloise.

‘Nicky asked if you could go up to the office. If you’re Eloise? I’m Frankie, by the way, nice to meet you.’

‘Fucking Nicky,’ she said distractedly, climbing the stairs and disappearing round the corner, hurriedly stuffing her phone in her bag.

‘Nice to meet you too, Eloise,’ I muttered to myself and the teabag as I heard the sample cupboard door slam shut.

Eloise had clearly been at the back of the charm queue with me. This could be interesting. She was either going to be my new best friend or my new worst enemy.





Press Note

The Giovanni Castani lookbook shoot was a magnificent success. Frankie Marks stepped into the model’s shoes, both figuratively and literally, to great acclaim.

 

‘It was a pleasure to watch Frankie give it her all in the triple, strap Gladiator sandal. Her commitment to running in sand dunes was unquestionable. Her slightly swollen ankles are nothing we can’t fix in retouch,’ commented the incredibly good-looking and renowned photographer Greg White.

 

ENDS

 

 

I didn’t have any home wax in the bathroom. I had to shave, ruining my monthly waxing cycle. I was almost more furious about that than I was about my 4.15 a.m. wake-up and the fact that when I left dinner early, Charlotte had sent me a spiky message: Not okay by the way. You barely met Felipe. When James had come home, he got into bed and rolled over to his side, dramatically huffing and puffing.

The photographer at the shoot was Greg White. He specialised in on-location shoots and was known to be the best of the best. I moisturised my legs and feet and toes in the back of the cab. The driver didn’t seem delighted by the aloe with lavender aroma, which I thought rather churlish given it was distinctly preferable to the stale Christmas tree air freshener hanging off his rear-view mirror, and the lingering waft of greasy kebab that had greeted me when I opened the passenger door. The journey time was going to be just under two and a half hours, he told me. I was desperate for a power nap after only four hours’ sleep – and was maybe a teeny bit hungover. I may have left dinner early but apparently had managed to wash down copious glasses of wine in record time. What I needed was a mug of builder’s tea and a vast bacon sandwich. But sleep proved impossible as the driver listened to Soft Rock FM and proceeded to tap the steering wheel and hum along in between cracking his knuckles for the duration of the journey.

I scrolled through the online images from Darcy’s Little Darlings instead. We had done well. Top of the Daily Post bar of shame, with a succession of images of each of the dubiously recognisable attendees. Darcy Girl would be delighted. I sent them an email with Georgina and the team in copy, subject heading ‘Images!!’.

 

Hi guys. Yesterday was a great success. Please find attached this morning’s online coverage. Bear in mind it’s only 5.30 a.m. so plenty more to come!

 

Yup. Your faithful PR was up and working before dawn had broken, was my subtext. And I was going to get that email in before anyone else did. They may be my friends, but Nicky and Zoe had stitched me up and were still snoring, so I would take credit where credit was due.

I watched the signs for Gatwick Airport fly by me as we sped down the M25. My eyelids started getting heavy. I remembered hearing the driver hum along to ‘We Built this City’ before I eventually succumbed to my sleep deprivation. I must have slept the rest of the journey, because the next thing I knew the motion of the car had stopped, and I was aware of my open mouth and a small trickle of drool on my chin. Most attractive. Thank God they were only going to be looking at my feet and ankles.

I looked around to see I was in a car park, right on the edge of what looked like a sandstorm on the beach. A white oversized location van was parked on the other side, housing all the shoes and catering. I clambered out of the car, straightened my crumpled sweatshirt and jeans from the night before – no need to dress up, and they were the quickest things to hand – summoned all my courage, and edged my way in.

I immediately spotted a God-like creature that must be Greg inside, chatting animatedly to the designer, Giovanni, and his assistants as he held up an orange patent three-inch stiletto, marvelling at it. I, in the meantime, marvelled at Greg. Salt-and-pepper hair, cheekbones I could cut into a baked potato with, and two snaggle teeth that were so sexy it wasn’t normal. I mean, I had heard about his infamous sex appeal – and the stories about what he could do with those teeth and how many supermodels he’d done it to – but I was still taken aback.

‘Yes, yes, the light will really hit the heel perfectly at this angle,’ Greg was saying.

‘Morning, morning. Your model has arrived. Not perhaps the one you were hoping for. But I’ve moisturised my ankles for you,’ I said in a bleary attempt at breezy early morning humour.

‘Darling!’ Giovanni clasped me in a bear hug. ‘Grazie to you.’

‘Hi. Greg,’ said Greg, who as it turned out was even more sensationally good-looking close up. Zoe was going to really regret her flat foot claim. He glanced down at my feet. ‘Can you take your socks off; they’re going to have left marks.’

‘Yes, of course,’ I said, less breezily, as I sat down on the beige leather seat edging the van and feeling, well, completely stupid.

‘Can you do anything with that swelling?’ Greg beckoned the body make-up artist over while pointing accusingly at the double ridge marks above my ankles and my swollen flesh above them. The humiliation was real.

Barbara the make-up lady grimaced.

‘Will do my best. Maybe stick your feet up on two cushions in the meantime, to try to take the puffiness down?’

My late night, lack of sleep, and lack of the carbs I needed to soak up my hangover were making me dangerously tetchy. But still I smiled and obediently positioned myself lengthways on the narrow banquette, stuck my legs up in the air and planted my feet against the side wall of the toilet
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