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To everyone who fights the monsters in their heads everyday. Keep fighting. It’s worth it.







DISCOVER LIAM'S STORY




Puppy-dog eyes. Prince Charming. Hollywood heartthrob. Liam York has a lot of nicknames. None of them mention the demons that chase him every day.

He may be worth millions, but underneath it all? He’s human, just like us. And if he doesn’t do something soon, those demons are going to catch up with him.

Intrigued? Get your copy of The Real World, available exclusively to mailing list subscribers: www.kristinaadamsauthor.com/the-real-world
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ONE


Late. How was she late? She was never late!

Her mum had taught her to always be on time, and if she couldn’t be on time, to be early. But her mum wasn’t around anymore. She’d never teach her anything ever again. But if it wasn’t for her mum and sister’s deaths, she wouldn’t be about to walk into her first ever photography class. 

Fayth stopped outside the door and wiped a tear from the corner of her eye. She was already late – what difference would a couple more minutes make?

If it wasn’t for her mum, she wouldn’t have met Liam. She may never have left her ex-husband. Her dad may never have sold the family pub.

Oh, for fuck’s sake.

She scrubbed at her eyes as they filled with more tears. She could stand there all day playing the What If game, but what difference did it make?

Her mum and sister were dead. She was not. If there were such a thing as ghosts, and her mum and sister found out she was sobbing over them while about to go to her first ever photography class in New York, they’d haunt her arse until she went mad.

She straightened up, lifted her head high, and walked into the room. ‘Sorry,’ she said as she walked in. Eight people turned to face her. Some looked disapproving, others pitying. They were probably cursing her for being the foreigner that hadn’t anticipated rush hour traffic. Except she had. She’d just forgot to set an alarm.

‘Don’t worry about it, we were just about to start the introductions,’ said the man at the front of a circle of chairs. He perched his glasses on top of his head and gestured to an empty chair beside him. ‘Take a seat.’

‘Thanks.’ Fayth sat down between him and a woman with long, wavy brown hair. She wore a yellow flower garland and a matching yellow dress. It made her look like she belonged in the 1970s.

‘I hate ice breakers, so we’re just going to say our names. It’s up to you if you say anything else,’ said the man that had welcomed her. ‘I’m Jasper, your course leader. I’ve been teaching photography now for about five years, and I’ve been a photographer for over twenty.’ He patted the top of his head. ‘And I’ve been bald for longer than I care to remember.’

The class chuckled. 

Jasper looked to the person on his left. He wore a newspaper boy hat and a tweed jacket. It was mid-twenties outside, and the air con in the room barely seemed to do anything. Even Fayth’s permanently cold best friend Hollie would’ve roasted in those temperatures. How was he not on fire? ‘Rupert,’ he said. There was an awkward pause. Everyone waited, expecting him to say something else, but he didn’t.

Finally, the old woman to his left spoke: ‘I’m Liesel,’ she said. ‘I’m a retired nurse.’

‘Arthur,’ said the old man beside her. ‘My day job’s looking after this one.’ He nudged Liesel. She glared at him. The rest of the room laughed.

Would she and Liam be that cute one day?

Next to Arthur was Marisol. She tossed her long, dark hair, revealing hoop earrings that almost touched her shoulders. ‘I work with a lot of charities for events, but I’m sick of paying for shitty photographers. So that’s why I’m here!’

‘I’m Gale,’ said a man with a thick, ginger beard that reminded Fayth of her ex-husband, Patrick. A few weeks ago she would’ve suppressed a shudder at the thought. But after someone had almost killed her, he’d come to see her and they’d reached an understanding.

But their stalker…

Focus. Stay in the moment. She had to focus.

She squeezed her eyes shut and focused on the next person that spoke.

‘I’m Akia,’ said a guy a couple of seats away from her. He recoiled into himself, as if getting attention was the worst thing in the world. Then again, Fayth was inclined to agree a lot of the time.

‘I’m Maisie,’ said the girl on her right brightly. ‘I’m a freelance business analyst.’

Fayth hadn’t seen that one coming. She’d expected her to say she worked for Amnesty International or something. Then again, if being friends with celebrities had taught her anything, it was that you really couldn’t judge someone based on how they looked.

Everyone turned to Fayth. ‘I’m Fayth,’ she said with a smile. ‘As you can probably tell, I’m from Scotland. Feel free to say something if you don’t know what I’m on about. I can’t understand myself half the time either.’

Everyone in the class – except for Rupert – laughed. What was his problem?

Jasper stood up and put his hands together. ‘Now that we’re all acquainted, let’s get right to it. The focus this morning will be on theory, then we’ll break for lunch and take some photos this afternoon. Most of our classes will follow a similar pattern. The end of our time together will culminate in a showcase at a local gallery run by one of my former students. We’ll each pick our favourite photos to display, then sell them off to attendees.’

Sell them? Fayth had known the course would end with a show, but she hadn’t realised attendees would be able to buy their photos. That was weird, wasn’t it? Something she’d spent time creating hanging on someone else’s wall. But then, how else were professional photographers supposed to make their money? And she did want to be a professional photographer. Didn’t she?

Jasper pressed a button, and a PowerPoint appeared on a screen behind him. There were several different shots: some landscapes, some portraits, some close-ups, some wide shots. ‘What do you think makes a good photograph?’

Subject.

An awkward pause filled the air.

Lighting.

No one spoke.

Exposure.

Silence.

Angle.

It was like being back in school.

Aperture.

Oh for the love of—

‘Lighting.’

Had she really just said that? She’d always been told off at school for not ‘participating’ enough. Being an introvert wasn’t allowed at school. Not speaking up in class meant you didn’t know what was going on and weren’t paying attention. 

‘Thank you,’ said Jasper. ‘Anything else?’

The room fell silent again. Fayth rolled her eyes.

‘Angle,’ said Maisie. She shifted. Fayth caught sight of her shoes. Doc Martins. With a floral dress. Fayth approved.

‘Thank you, Maisie.’ He walked over to the whiteboard to the left of the screen, took a pen from his pocket, and started writing on the whiteboard. ‘Lighting and angle. Anything else?’

‘Exposure,’ said Rupert.

‘Yes!’ said Jasper, writing that on the whiteboard too. ‘What else?’

The room fell silent again.

Subject.

Nobody.

Really? No one?

‘Subject,’ Fayth said aloud.

‘Yes! What you’re taking a photograph of is crucial!’ He scribbled it on to the whiteboard. ‘Where you put the focus also makes a huge difference. For example—’ He switched slides to a photo of a bee hovering over a flower. ‘Take this photo. What’s wrong with it?’

‘It’s confused,’ said Maisie.

The class laughed. They were finding the same things funny. That was a good sign, right?

‘Why?’ asked Jasper.

‘There’s too much going on. Everything is in focus. The bee is pretty, but the background is so busy you don’t know where to focus your eyes,’ said Maisie.

‘Yes, exactly,’ said Jasper. ‘Anything else?’

‘The angle is off,’ said Gale. ‘The bee is perfectly centred, which is actually a bad thing for photos. You’re better off using something like the golden ratio or the rule of thirds.’

‘Yes! The positioning of the subject in your photo is also vital.’ He added that to the list on the whiteboard. ‘If you’re not sure what the golden ratio or rule of thirds is, don’t worry as we’ll cover those later on.’ He pressed a remote, and another photo appeared on screen. ‘What about this one?’

‘The photographer has zoomed in on the bee and put the background in a soft focus, guiding your eyes towards the bee,’ said Fayth.

‘It’s a better angle, too,’ added Gale. ‘You get a bee’s-eye-view of the world.’

‘Yes!’ Jasper cried, a little over-enthusiastically. ‘It’s even more crucial with people. I’m going to need a volunteer. Any takers?’

Everyone seemed to shrink into their seats.

‘Maisie? That flower garland would look great on camera,’ said Jasper with a cheeky grin.

‘Oh go on then,’ said Maisie, flashing Fayth a mischievous smile as she stood up.

‘Are the flowers real?’ he asked as the class made their way to
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