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				It all began with knickers. And, like any good outfit should, this story ends in knickers too. But not just any knickers. We’re talking luxurious artisan lingerie from Vixenary’s Sabotage collection. Knickers that are one hundred percent silk with stylish soutache embellishment. Knickers to make you a pin-up when you’re stripped down. Knickers that are on trend, not off the rack. And in a g-string, naturally.

				This is Sydney, after all.

				We may be close, here in the Emerald City, to the great fashion capitals of the world (materially if not geographically), but we’re not averse to a little flashiness, to a little gratuitous baring of flesh. So it’s fitting, really, that my glittering career as Sydney’s premier fashion publicist was launched with the elastic of a size-zero g-string.

				If this were elsewhere in Australia, say the Apple Isle, my start would probably have come in the form of a kitsch pair of undies tastelessly plastered with an invitation to view my map of Tassie. Or, if my life as a PR doyenne began, as many do, in that other apple – the Big Apple – I’d probably be talking DKNY spandex briefs. Hip and urban and taking no shit, yeah? Unlike in London, where they’d be sensible charmeuse panties parading as your nanny’s knickers or whatever other campaign Agent Provocateur dreamed up to shift smalls to repressed Poms. Or Paris, where I’d be clad in some exquisite Chantal Thomass creation, only to bend over and have it ripped off by the marauding French press, as any PR girl would willingly do.

				Metaphorically speaking, of course.

				Perhaps, if my life as a publicist had begun in Milan, I’d be lounging in my La Perla finest, all frastaglio embroidery and mixing it with Italy’s beautiful people. Hell, I’d probably have found myself at one of Berlusconi’s bunga-bunga parties in the name of product placement where I’d thank God that, in my twenties, Iwas far too old to be his type.

				Instead, it all began with a red Vixenary g-string in the backstreets of Sydney’s Darlinghurst.
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				‘OMG! Emergency!’ her voice shrieked from my BlackBerry as I answered my phone in my sleep.

				My dream slid to the floor and lay dead among the detritus beside my bed. Mangled Manolos, last month’s Muse magazine, an overdue press release and now an interrupted dream: it was like a graveyard down there.

				Admittedly, Iwas only dreaming of being somewhere loud and dizzyingly disorienting with my boyfriend, Will. That could have been us at Paddington Inn any old Tuesday night. Hell, we were probably about set to launch into an argument over: a) ridiculous working hours (mine); b) ridiculous partying hours (his); or c) the fact we need Facebook face-recognition software to identify each other these days. Eyes closed or open. It’s not like it was a dream of being locked in Chanel’s flagship store on rue Cambon after-hours while a reincarnated Coco Chanel crafted a bespoke version of her iconic tweed suit for me and Karl Lagerfeld fed me Ladurée macaroons by hand. Hypothetically, say.

				Wait, was someone on the phone? Talking in rhymes? In the middle of the night? Was Dr Seuss on the line?

				‘Sorry, who is this?’ Isaid, rubbing at my eyes.

				My bedside clock said 3.12 am. Glaringly.

				‘It’s Diane! OMG!’ the phone said. Piercingly.

				Diane Wilderstein of Wilderstein PR was my boss and the only person over twenty-five to use OMG without irony.

				She went on: ‘Raven is completely off her face at Kit and Kaboodle and the paps are out front waiting for a money shot. I’m still in Melbourne so you’ll have to sort this. Now!’

				Frantically blinking sleep from my eyes, Itried to process what the hell was happening. Kit and Kaboodle, yes? Rue Cambon, non?

				I turned on the light. Ouch! Bad idea.

				‘Where do you want me to go?’ Imanaged eventually.

				Diane sighed, as if even from interstate my ineptitude was draining. ‘Kit and Kaboodle nightclub in Kings Cross!’ she repeated. ‘Raven’s fallen off the fucking wagon and if the paps get a picture of her we’re fucked. Gone. Kaput!’

				I appreciated her spelling out the severity of the situation, Ireally did, but as it was, a 3 am wake-up call had done the trick. Butterflies started flittering around my stomach. The kind of butterflies usually reserved for monumental occasions. Like a bat mitzvah. Or a first date. Or the first precious minutes of a Sass & Bide stocktake clearance.

				‘Get there now,’ Diane demanded. ‘Are you at home?’

				‘Yes,’ Iwhispered and immediately regretted my honesty. Ishould have lied and said I was staying at a friend’s in Palm Beach or somewhere equally isolated. That way I could have bought myself a few more precious minutes under my doona.

				‘Thank God. Paddington isn’t far from the Cross so you can be there in ten minutes. Call me as soon as you find Raven. Do you understand?’

				‘Yes,’ Ianswered, dragging my arse out of bed and my trackies from the floor, before slipping them straight over my satin pyjama shorts.

				Diane, however, didn’t wait to hear my answer. She’d already hung up the phone and, with it, any chance I had of returning to sleep. My work fate was sealed.

				If I’m honest though, my work fate had been sealed long before Diane dialled my digits that night. In just the same way that some kids are destined to follow their parents’ vocational footsteps into law or dentistry or chartered accounting, Itrod like a lemming the well-worn track laid down by my parents. The path, that is, of plain old hard work.

				Perhaps it was because both my parents came from housing commission neighbourhoods more rat-infested than a Ksubi catwalk and then clawed their way up from there that I found myself inheriting one hell of a serious work ethic. If mine is a rags to riches story, those riches haven’t come without hard slog. First my parents’ and then mine.

				Or perhaps it was because Mum and Dad threw every cent they slavishly earned into a very expensive Jewish private-school education for me that I embraced my lot as a minion in the marketplace so wholeheartedly. After all, nothing teaches you to suck it up and work hard, princess, like six years of orthodox education. Then again, maybe it was the copy of Donald Trump’s autobiography, The Art of the Deal, which my grandmother Bubbe gave me for my tenth birthday that really set me on the course of career conscientiousness. (Not to mention a lifetime of megalomania.) Or it could have been the fact that my parents and Bubbe talked of nothing but business strategy at the dinner table each night. Icould talk shop with them or I could not talk at all. And that’s not much of a choice for a teenage girl.

				I got my first job during high school, first at Bondi Junction McDonald’s scooping fries, and then scrubbing walls at the local florist, and finally printing pics of Eastern Suburbs identities at Kodak. In fact, the more I think about it, the more I’m sure this last job was responsible for more than just lining my Dollarmite account with pocket money, because it was here that I first developed photos of visiting Hollywood stars and, with them, most likely, my passion for PR.

				So even though I came from the wrong side of the PR tracks, what I lacked in connections and social standing I more than made up for with diligence and dogged hard work. The kind of diligence that enabled a person to survive four years working for Diane Wilderstein. Because if the devil wears Prada then Diane keeps Miuccia in business. Iswear that woman is Lucifer in luxury labels.

				Yes, Ihad the kind of tenacity that saw a person progress from receptionist to office-coordinator-slash-personal-assistant-to-Diane and then, finally, to the role of senior publicist at Wilderstein PR. Although the title was purely semantics: what my day-to-day working life at Wilderstein really entailed was being at the mercy of Diane’s every whim. Run a media campaign for a famous fashion label or run to the drycleaners to collect Diane’s laundry. Whip up a press release or whip up a batch of cupcakes for Diane’s client meeting. Look after a celeb’s media tour in Sydney or look after Diane’s caffeine habit. Devise a publicity schedule for a major international organisation or devise a way to get the latest Birkin design into Diane’s possession before COB. Idid it all.

				In short, Iwas cursed with the kind of diligence that would make a person think nothing of dragging herself out of bed at three-thirty on a Thursday morning to track down a totalled client before they did serious harm to their reputation.
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				A thousand thoughts raced through my mind as I battled to get out the door. Most of them incoherent and certainly none of them printable.

				I focused on trying to approximate clothed. Trackies? Check. EMU ugg boots? Check. T-shirt? Fuck. The first top I laid my hands on bore a slogan that read Desperate Housewives Season Five, March 2005: Juicy! It was hardly a to-the-minute sartorial selection but who cared? Who was I likely to see at Kit and Kaboodle before dawn on a Thursday morning? Aside from Raven, of course. I’dbetter bloody see her there.

				Now, handbag? Kitchen table. Makeup bag? In bag. Phone? Bed. Got it. Go!

				A text came through from Diane just as I picked up my phone: Are you there yet? it screamed and I tripped down the front stairs reading it. Bolting outside I scanned for taxis and replied to Diane: Sure.Almost.

				I willed a taxi to appear.

				Nothing. Only the monotonous drone of cicadas.

				Shit.

				At this point I decided the best course of action was to leg it. This was a rash decision. Still, avoiding death-by-Diane was a powerful motivator and soon my legs were pounding down Oxford Street. When suddenly it came to me: no bra.

				It seemed the homeless man perched nearby on his pile of plastic bags worked this out before I did. ‘Juicy,’ he muttered croakily as I scuffed past in my EMU uggs, my trench dangling off one shoulder, my left breast completely visible through the white promo tee.

				Enjoy, mate, Ithought grimly.

				And then, was that a taxi? Ataxi! With its light on? Yes!

				The cab sped up on approach and hastily pulled in. Hurrah! Idived onto the backseat and slammed the door behind me.

				‘Darlinghurst-Road-Kings-Cross-quick-as-you-can-please,’ Isaid, beyond breathless.

				The driver turned around and was staring at me open-mouthed, his cab stationary at the kerb. What? Had no one seen a bra-less woman in Paddington until tonight?

				‘Go!’ Ishouted, flicking up the collar of my coat in a vain attempt at some dignity and he put his foot to the floor.

				Resting my head against the taxi window, Iturned my attention to the PR disaster at hand. Surely I was not the only person who had seen this coming? Imean, even as a senior publicist I was still only a nonentity in the galaxy of Public Relations. Amere red dwarf. Far-flung and unimportant and straining to feel the warmth of the sun’s rays from the outer rim of the media Milky Way. And given PR itself was considered only one small spiral galaxy in the vast fashion universe, Icannot understate my insignificance. The (working) dog star of the universe, that was me. But pleb or not, even I could see getting Raven out to Australia had been a big mistake from the start.

				Only eight months earlier the entire globe had been glued to Raven’s spectacular downfall as she’d plummeted from US pop starlet to prescription pill-popping junkie overnight, thanks to a rogue YouTube clip. In the clip, Raven crawled around someone’s backyard on all fours looking for her lost bag of cocaine, wearing nothing but a cheap g-string. While the coke was unarguably lost, all signs as to where it might have gone pointed to the streams of blood pouring from Raven’s nostrils. Naturally, the video was an instant viral sensation when it appeared online in twelve easy-to-use chapters, each named artfully for the on-camera quotes in each clip. My personal favourite was ‘Where the fark is ma shit?’ but ‘Who’s cravin’ some Raven?’ was also soaring up YouTube’s ‘Most viewed’ list. In fact, if only her latest music single ‘Trespass’ had got that many hits, Raven could have retired right now.

				The upside of two hundred million people viewing Raven in her knickers was that her infamous derrière now fit perfectly the, ahem, brief for the new Vixenary underwear campaign. The downside was Vixenary was one of our key clients so I had to deal with all Raven’s shit. You see, Vixenary had just released their Sabotage collection of very risqué, very expensive g-strings which carried the advertising line: It’s all you ever need. Aclaim Raven had adroitly proved by her choice of attire in her YouTube clips, making her Vixenary’s model muse. Why the ill-advised Raven saw spruiking smalls as the obvious next step on her path to a redeemed public profile, Icouldn’t tell you. But as to our side of the bargain? Easy. Raven was broke after literally blowing her bucks, so she came tantalisingly cheap. Which was how I found myself hurtling towards Kings Cross at 3.30 am, sporting pyjama shorts under a pair of tracksuit pants, in order to retrieve Raven.

				Still, Iwas confused. Raven had been in town for two days now and besides all the predictable diva demands, the kid had turned out to be all right. Straight even (well, most of the time). From OBs (outdoor broadcasts) on Show FM, to in-store signings for Vixenary intimates, from morning TV performances to evening prime time, Raven hadn’t caused me, as her minder, a single headache – until now. In fact, the only blip on her charge sheet since Monday had been her suspiciously dilated pupils and unaccountable twitchiness when on stage at Westfield centre court, Bondi Junction. Atwitchiness that couldn’t quite be explained away by having to front a crowd of hip-thrusting, booty-gyrating tweens. Although, granted, that was enough to make anyone jumpy.

				Could it be that Diane had been given the wrong information? Had Raven really flown the coop? Is it possible Diane was sending me out on a wild-goose chase in the middle of the night? And if so, was it really a mistake or some perverted fun on her part? After all, the woman fired publicists like normal people got spray tans. Who knew what she did for kicks after hours.

				Pulling up outside the club, Isaw with a sinking heart that Diane wasn’t wrong. Four photographers lined the footpath, shooting the breeze with who I assumed was the owner of the club (and most likely the one who had alerted them). Due to the hour, and the fact it was midweek, there was no one on the door when I schlepped inside, leaving me free to run upstairs to the second level in the sixties-inspired club, all vintage furniture and black and white patterned carpet, where I began searching for our pill-popping protégée.

				It didn’t take long to find her.

				There, in a corner near the dance floor, was Raven. She was flicking her head as though trapped in a beehive, and her bottom jaw looked like it was about to detach and go and get a cocktail.

				I stalked over. ‘Raven, hi. Remember me? Jasmine? I’m the publicist who’s been looking after you for the past few days,’ Isaid to the hot mess.

				‘Someone has been, like, cutting off my fucking hair,’ she said by way of reply, still flicking her hair and ferociously licking herlips.

				Aside from the sweat beads forming on her forehead, both Raven and her allegedly hacked-off hair looked fine to me.

				‘What the fuck have they done?’ she shouted, looking around for the rogue hairdresser while pulling long blonde locks outherself.

				People were starting to stare. This kid was attracting way too much attention here. Bloody Hollywood exhibitionist; she couldn’t go anywhere without demanding an audience.

				Nervous about potentially catching something from touching her, Ireached out and removed her hands from her head, where she was fast giving herself alopecia. Next, Ibrought my face up close to hers and spoke loudly and clearly, trying to avoid any polysyllabic words: ‘Look, you are fine and you are hot. In fact, why don’t we go to the bathroom so you can see for yourself?’

				Raven smiled and nodded enthusiastically.

				Grabbing her hand, Iwheeled her around and was pointing out the direction of the bathrooms when I spotted her handbag lying nearby. It was a caramel Balenciaga behemoth that I’d drooled over just the day before. Isnatched up the tote and dragged Raven towards the toilets when an ‘I Kissed a Girl’ megamix boomed from the dance floor.

				‘Wooooo! Katy Perry is a pimp!’ Raven screamed, skipping and waving her free hand in the air.

				Ushering her into the bathroom, Ifelt the butterflies in my stomach subside for the first time since Diane’s phone call. Icould cross item one off my to-do list: I’d managed to locate Raven. Now all I had to do was smuggle her out of here. First, however, I’d need to scoop her up off the bathroom floor where she’d fallen over and was lying sprawled on the wet, toilet paper-strewn tiles.

				Shit.

				I fantasised briefly about the YouTube sensation this scene would create if I filmed it. Not to mention the price I could fetch from the tabloids if I whipped out my camera-phone right now. If shots of Britney Spears and her lover Jason Trawick in Australia scored snappers fifty thousand dollars as reported, surely a coked-up Raven spread all over a bathroom floor could cover my rent for the rest of the year? Tempting. But then, so was remaining gainfully employed, so I cast the idea out of my mind.

				Eventually vertical, Raven looked to me for direction, so I led her to an empty toilet cubicle where I flipped the lid down, plonked her on top, locked the door and breathed out heavily. In front of me sat my diva-cum-detainee. This was not what I had planned for my night. Raven, meanwhile, snatched her handbag from my wrist and started riffling through it.

				‘Where the fark is ma shit?’ she said, almost pitch-perfect to her YouTube video. Could this be the first time this kid had performed without lip-syncing?

				I ignored her, knowing full well that if there was any coke left Raven would have been licking it out of the satchel when I arrived.

				So what now? Our Vixenary cover girl could hardly just walk out of there. Hell, she could hardly walk full stop. We were in the middle of Kit and Kaboodle, in the heart of Sydney’s bustling Kings Cross; there was no back door and, on a quiet Thursday morning, the paps would simply wait it out until Raven appeared. And of course, carrying her out was out of the question. Much as I wanted publicity for my client, Ididn’t want it in a Kate Moss kinda way.

				I checked the clock on my phone. It was almost 4 am now and the club would be shutting in an hour. My BlackBerry had been going off as wildly and regularly as Raven’s hair flicks with calls and texts from Diane but I hadn’t answered any of them. Instead I focused on Raven. She needed water and lots of it if I was to get her to a magazine shoot at 10 am later today.

				‘Where the fark is ma shit?’ Raven interrupted, still looking in her bag.

				‘Outside,’ Ilied. ‘If you promise to stay here I’ll go and get it.’ Ispoke to her like I was speaking to a small child.

				‘Promise,’ she responded in kind.

				Iwent and found an ATM in the club and withdrew two hundred dollars from my work float. Iwas on my way back to the bathroom when a random chick stopped me. ‘OMFG! Are you Raven?’ she asked, just as off her head as the diva herself.

				‘No,’ Isaid, battling to hide my disgust. Just what I needed, to be confused for a Hollywood wannabe. As if wandering round the Cross in my trackies wasn’t embarrassment enough.

				‘You two totally look alike,’ she said and I hurried off considering plastic surgery.

				Returning to the toilets with three bottles of water, Iwas relieved to find Raven where I’d left her.

				‘Did you find any coke?’ She looked up hungrily.

				‘Sure, there’s some in the water,’ Isaid. ‘Drink up. I’m getting more now.’

				She started gulping down the water.

				Staring at the drugged-up diva in front of me, Irealised the chick outside was kinda right. We did look vaguely similar. Although Raven was slightly shorter than me (she was barely my height when she was in heels), we were roughly the same size with shoulder-length blonde hair. The only difference was hers was wavy and more golden, whereas mine was straight and lighter blonde. Our faces, however, were so completely different we could never be considered lookalikes. Happy days. Coked-up Cate was just hallucinating.

				And then, of course, it hit me.

				Propping Raven up, Istarted undressing her, desperately hoping she wouldn’t remember this in the morning. Clearly inspired by Katy Perry’s lyrics, and perhaps assuming I was undressing her because I found her irresistible, she tried to kiss me. But as flattering as that was, Idoggedly kept going.

				‘Fine then,’ she sulked.

				Five minutes later I had managed to switch our outfits completely and I sat her back down, took her BlackBerry and logged onto my own Twitter account.

				‘Raven, I’m going to find you some more coke. You have to promise me you won’t leave the bathroom though, okay? Here, you can go online and see what everyone is doing back home. Talk to your friends.’

				She snatched the phone without saying anything.

				‘Don’t leave,’ Istressed.

				Whipping out of my bag a pocket-sized can of Schwarzkopf hairspray I went to the basin, wet my hair and gave myself an eighties quiff like hers. Ialso squeezed into her lilac-coloured Christian Louboutins which were at least one size too small. My feet hurt immediately.

				Once again outside the bathroom, Ilooked around the club until I spotted the nearest drug dealer, instantly recognisable by the fact he was wearing sunglasses inside and was carrying a bumbag.

				I went straight up to him. ‘How much for your sunglasses?’ Iasked.

				‘Say what?’ he replied.

				‘I’ll give you fifty bucks for your sunnies.’

				‘Don’t you want some gear, darlin?’

				‘No, just the glasses, please.’ Ismiled.

				‘These are my Dolces, man. They were over five hundred bucks,’ he said loudly, looking around to see who had heard.

				D&G is probably the easiest label to identify as a fake. Imitation branding is always much more square than the font for the real Italian stuff. These were more square than the gold caps on the guy’s teeth.

				‘A hundred bucks, cash, right now,’ Isaid.

				‘Okay,’ he said without hesitating.

				I handed over the money and grabbed the sunnies, which had been shielding pupils the size of dinner plates.

				Walking down the main staircase my butterflies returned with a vengeance. How the hell do I get myself into these situations? Iwondered. Less than an hour ago I was lying blissfully unconscious in bed. Now I was battling to balance in a pair of too-tight Louboutins while being weighed down with a Balenciaga handbag the sizeof the average family car, and all as I tried to impersonate a celebrity who I was holding captive in a nightclub toilet. Ifelt duplicitous, demoralised, downright out of my depth. And all in an outfit I never would have chosen. This must be what a bridesmaid feels like at a wedding they’re not quite in favour of. Only worse, because at some point during the nuptials I seemed to have stepped into the bride’s shoes. Itried to concentrate on putting one squished foot in front of the other.

				As I tottered towards the door of the club, people began to titter. Eyes bored into me as heads swung in my direction. ‘Raven!’ someone called. Itried to walk faster. ‘Hey, Raven!’ the voice came again. Ipressed on. ‘Raven!’ they persisted as other voices joined the chorus. Iput my head down and kept ploughing across the nightclub, faster than any shotgun wedding. My feet ached with every step. This whole ‘something borrowed’ malarkey was not my bag.

				Then, just as I was gaining some ground across the beer-soaked carpet, Ihit a snag. Abig snag. Asnag in the form of the random who had accosted me earlier in the night and accused me of looking like Raven. Only this time she had a point.

				‘Wow! Raven!’ she cooed, stepping in front of me and blocking my already precarious path. ‘Ican’t believe you’re here. In Sydney!’ Ismiled grimly. Icouldn’t believe I was there either. ‘Hey everyone, it’s Raven!’

				Before I could stop her, my groupie turned and announced my star-studded presence to anyone who might just have missed it. Iinstinctively ducked my head, but there was no stopping my number one fan.

				‘OMG. Raven, will you sing for us?’ she shrieked. Her friends cheered in support. It was like one big pop-star love-in. Ihalf-expected Clover Moore to jump out from behind a pillar and offer me the keys to the city. Of course, spying our middle-aged Lord Mayor in a Kings Cross nightclub at four in the morning was about as likely as me giving an impromptu performance of Raven’s back catalogue.

				Waving my hands to get the attention of my growing legion of fans, Ishook my head regretfully. ‘Sorry!’ Iwhispered, pointing an index finger to my neck. ‘Sore throat!’ They looked downcast. This alone made me feel perversely upbeat. Iwaved again before continuing on my trek to the doorway.

				Hesitating on the threshold, Ipushed my hair forward one last time in a lame attempt to hide my face, before stepping onto the street outside.

				Cue: pandemonium.

				The paps that were lounging on the pavement perked up fast upon seeing me. ‘Raven! Raven!’ they started to shout. ‘Over here!’

				I ran down the street as fast as my red soles would carry me so the paps’ first few frames could have only been of my retreating back (and that bag). Doing a sneaky sidestep in those damn tiny stilettos, Iwas fast leaving the flashbulb frenzy in my wake when I realised the major flaw in my hasty plan: how the hell was I supposed to get out of there?

				I looked around desperately, my vision not aided any by the fact I was wearing plastic sunglasses in the dark.

				Suddenly, a drunken woman stopped me in my tracks. ‘Oh my god! Raven! Can I please get a picture?’ she screeched.

				I agreed to the star shot while frantically looking for an exit, a fatal pause that gave the snappers enough time to catch up.

				‘Raven! Oi, Raven!’ they vied for my attention. The paps and my fan snapped away blithely as I stood frozen to the spot.

				Shit.

				Out of the corner of one UV-protected eye, Ispotted an idling taxi. Rescue! Iheaded for it immediately, blisters forming on my feet as I ran.

				As I opened the back door, the photogs were still calling Raven’s name, so I waved before jumping into the revving vehicle and burying my face in my hands.

				The cabbie didn’t need an explanation. Although he’d probably never heard of Raven, he sped us away from the pap pack. Once we were safely away from the club, Itook off the sunnies and tied my hair back, instantly de-Ravenising myself.

				‘Can you please go around the block a few times and then head back to the club?’ Irequested, crossing my fingers that my hostage hadn’t high-tailed it in the meantime.

				As I had hoped, the photographers had dispersed as soon as they got their shot, so after a few laps in the taxi the coast was clear enough for me to venture inside to retrieve Raven. Slipping the driver a wad of notes to sit and wait out the front, Iclattered inside Kit and Kaboodle for the second time that morning.

				Racing up the stairs and into the toilets, Itried to bury the awful scenarios that were racing through my head. What if Raven wasn’t there? What if Raven was there but in a coke-induced coma? What if Raven was there and was wondering why her publicist had cruelly stripped her down, stolen her clothes and left her locked in a dingy toilet?

				I needn’t have worried.

				‘Did you find any coke?’ was her first question as I pushed open the cubicle door. Her pupils were the size of serving platters and the occasional droplet of blood from her nose stained Teri Hatcher’s face on my T-shirt.

				Relieved, Idragged Raven to her feet and bundled her out into the early morning air. Around us, addicts slumped in back lanes, while the young and the beautiful emerged from nightclubs all along the street. Raven, sans shoes, and me, sans sleep, fitted in perfectly. Never mind Wisteria Lane, this was one crazy neighbourhood.
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				If ever the Sartorialist was likely to be in Sydney, today was going to be the day.

				I couldn’t tell you how many working hours I’d lost to planning what I’d wear the day the influential blogger popped up in the Pacific on one of his visits Down Under. (A Jil Sander maxi skirt in orange, with a tight white Bassike tee and toting a matching Chanel 2.55 was my current favourite ensemble, incidentally.) But Murphy’s law said the Sartorialist was never going to be around when I was at my Jil Sander best. Oh no. Just as buttered toast that will always land face down and Joan Rivers will always land face up (all that collagen must surely make her facial features the lightest, most buoyant part of her anatomy, right?), the Sartorialist was sure to be in town on the day I looked like a train wreck.

				As I sat slumped in the front seat of a taxi at 6 am, glancing furtively around for any signs of his iconic camera, Iprayed today wasn’t my shot at internet infamy. Not the way I looked off the back of three hours’ sleep. Not having spent the remainder of my night wrestling Raven out of a cab and into her suite at the Park Hyatt, where I removed her makeup, fed her water and painkillers and put her to bed. Not when I had only a couple of hours to turn myself around and haul my arse back to the office to face Diane. Itried to push all thoughts of the Sartorialist out of my mind because, with my luck, just thinking about the style-savvy snapper would be enough to conjure him up.

				As we pulled up in my driveway that morning, Ihalf-leapt, half-fell out of the taxi in my rush to get inside. Going to pay, Ifumbled through my bag for my wallet and found . . . nothing. What the fuck? Smiling apologetically at the cabbie I sat back down on the front seat to rummage properly. Makeup bag? Check. BlackBerry? Check. Business cards, Raven’s publicity schedule, spare business cards? Check, check, check. ‘Iknow my wallet’s in here somewhere,’ Isaid aloud, trying to reassure myself as much as the driver. It’s not like Raven would bother pilfering from a non-celeb (or ‘street person’, as she preferred) like me. As my hands felt frantically around the interior of my oversized Louis Vuitton Speedy 40 I felt a slit in the iconic brown lining and my hand wrapped around my wallet. Perf! Cursing ole Louie for his intricate design work, Ireefed my wallet out of my bag and slipped the cabbie his fare. And then some. ‘Sorry, bud,’ Isaid and finally headed for my front door.

				Once inside, Imade a beeline for the bathroom and a steaming hot shower. No time later I was schlepping through Paddo with my laptop, pausing only to inhale a skim mocha. Takeaway coffee was an indulgence in which I rarely partook, preferring to put my spare change towards the eBay piggy bank, but sleepless nights chaperoning cokehead celebs was a sound excuse to splurge. Taking a swig of my mocha, Ithrew five Nurofen tablets down my throat for good measure. Iknow, Iknow, Nurofen tablets, like designer shoes, are generally best when they come in pairs. Not in odd numbers and certainly not in clusters of five. But, again not unlike designer shoes, Ifound the effect the pain-relief medication had on my mental state was both soothing and uplifting. Serenity in a tab, if you will. Even if there was no actual chemical reason for it, asmall handful of Nurofen could calm my nerves and allay all tension much more effectively than booze or illegal pills could ever hope to do. Plus, of course, Nurofen wielded the added bonus of being a hell of a lot cheaper than the aforementioned designer shoes. And so I scoffed them regularly and excessively and had been doing so for four years now, the exact same four years that I had been working at Wilderstein PR. Afact that was no mere coincidence. 

				At the thought of my employer, those butterflies took up residence in my stomach again. As I waited for my Nurofen panacea to kick in I contemplated what lay in wait for me at the office. Had I pulled it off? What was Diane going to say? Would everyone believe it was Raven in the photos?

				Thankfully, Oxford Street in the morning is always a welcome distraction and today proved no exception. Heading towards the imaginary but all-important barrier between Paddington and Darlinghurst I watched the prostitutes call it a night and hobble home, the bottoms of their acrylic heels worn down to a nub of plastic the size of a twenty cent piece. Aman walked past talking violently to himself; two guys in tight white singlets skipped down the footpath singing Kylie Minogue songs to one another. There were still people stumbling out of bars, with loosened ties and beer-stained shirts, making me feel marginally better about my own sorry state.

				Better, that is, until I reached Wilderstein PR.

				As I stared up at the imposing building before me, all metal and glass and as shiny and severe as Anna Wintour’s signature bob, Ifelt my stomach sink. Despite having worked there for almost four years, Iwould never get used to running the gauntlet of the Wilderstein wilderness each morning. It was a jungle in there. Ajungle where every elevator stop and every encounter in the foyer was just another opportunity to be eaten alive.

				At the top of the food chain are the Wives. So called (in my mind, at least) because the treatment I receive from these women each day is not unlike the response you might expect if you’d just strolled into work having slept with each of their husbands. Repeatedly. And enjoyed it. The Wives are kings of the jungle here and you fuck with them at your peril. In fact, if David Attenborough ever got bored of stalking the savannas of the Serengeti and instead stumbled into the microcosm of Wilderstein PR, he’d probably classify the Wives thus: ‘As easily identified by the lavish designer handbags worn on their bony arms as by the ice-cold stares on their frozen faces, these women are the undisputed matriarchs of the industry. With BlackBerrys surgically attached to the sides of their heads and their bodies covered with distinctive luxury labels, these creatures habitually refuse to remove their sunglasses before midday. And only ever after imbibing an espresso or two.’

				And while the Wives don’t like to get their manicured hands dirty with the day-to-day drudgery of publicity schedules, these women run the business and provide the (very Botoxed) public faces of their company’s campaigns: schmoozing clients, pampering the press and lunching like it’s 1985.

				As for their prey? When not dining with potential clients, the Wives generally feast on the less experienced in the industry: the Young Wives. The Young Wives are power-hungry wannabes and are easily identified in the wild as they dress almost exclusively in fashion-slave black, as if headed to the older Wives’ funerals. Mostly made up of publicists and senior publicists, the Young Wives are partial to fronting up for work dripping in accessories in an attempt to make them appear larger and more threatening to the predatory Wives. As if trying to differentiate themselves from the older species, the Young Wives say things like ‘totes’ and ‘cute’, yet just like the more powerful predators, their facial movements never match their words.

				Then, of course, there are the Teenage Brides. These junior publicists and admin assistants are best known for parading in the office environ looking like they’re off for a day at the races. Clad in skin-tight dresses, short skirts, pink lipstick and the odd fascinator or beret, the Teenage Brides make for easy prey.

				So that’s who’s who in the zoo. Of course, when it comes to PR – Public Relations, Press Reps, Promo & Rumour, whatever you want to call it – we’re all fighting for the same space on the same social pages and in the same gossip columns of the very same newspapers. Not to mention the fact each and every one of us is trying to nab each other’s clients in order to climb the slippery rungs of the PR career ladder. In the dog-eat-dog world of publicity, it really was a wonder I got out of Wilderstein alive each day.

				[image: dink.png]

				There was only one thing Diane hated more than failing to achieve quality media coverage for a client, and that was losing her luggage.

				Me? Icould think of at least half a dozen worse fates that might befall a person in the name of work. Losing a night’s sleep babysitting a cokehead celeb in the Cross. Or losing your dignity impersonating said celeb. Even losing the will to live when your boss found out. But losing your luggage? Not even in my top ten.

				Diane, however, was neurotic about it. So much so that she refused to take any luggage on her flights and instead had all her belongings couriered between destinations when travelling. Regardless of location. Just one month into my job my sweaty palms had had to sign for a $987.35 express delivery from Diane’s summer holiday in Spain (complete with duty-free cigarette and alcohol purchases). Afee Diane hadn’t batted a Botoxed eyelid over. In fact, Diane habitually had her bags picked up the night before she boarded a flight, ensuring nothing but a Louis Vuitton carry-on and her handbag (the label of which depended on the day; given today was Thursday, my money was on her large quilted aged-calfskin Chanel tote, from the Paris-Byzance collection) was at the mercy of our international airline services.

				So it was no surprise, then, to see a FedEx courier turn up at the frosted-glass double doors of the office shortly after I arrived at work. Even before I signed the release I knew what the delivery was. Diane’s luggage from Melbourne. Of course, whichever minion accepted the delivery was duly obliged to go through the luggage and send certain items off to the drycleaners. However, contain your excitement. This wasn’t nearly as voyeuristic as it sounds. Not risking our grubby fingers fondling her fashion valuables, Diane put everything in specially ordered vacuum-sealed bags labelled CLEAN, KEEP AWAY and NEVER! I’d only once peeked inside NEVER! and had been disappointed to discover the Pandora’s box of Diane’s luggage simply held a selection of not-yet-released age-resistant face creams. Creams I hopefully didn’t yet need and would NEVER! be able to afford anyway.

				Deciding to dump Diane’s laundry on my way to the Look shoot with Raven, Ileft her luggage to one side and turned my attention to my emails. Only one hundred odd since last night. Fantastic. Iscanned through them and pulled out the relevant ones.

				From: Caroline Monae

				Title: Stylist, Look magazine

				Time: 07.52am

				Hey Jasmine. All prepped for today’s shoot. Clothes have arrived, all in ‘rock chic’ as requested and we also received the underwear you sent over. Just confirming Raven will be on site at 9 am. And will she need anything else?

				Reply: Caroline, hi. All good for today. Should be on time. Yes there are extra requirements, unfortunately. My apologies. Double the water, triple the Berocca and can we please have some vodka on standby just in case? We all know the transformative power of hair of the dog, right? Most importantly, Ineed to collect all confidentiality agreements from staff before we start, please. See you soon!

				From: Will

				Title: Boyfriend

				Time: 8.07 am

				Hey babe. Just got up and saw your text. Why you up so early? Let me guess – at the office already? Wanna grab a quick bite tonight before you start at the bar? Italian? Xxxxxx

				Reply: OMG. Long story. Text you later OK? Mwa xxxxxx

				From: Harry Serino

				Title: Client–Managing Director for Converse

				Time: 07.01 am

				Morning! Received the images from last week’s shoot but they are only hard copies. Is that strange? Can you please call the photographer, get the disk, talk them through with Diane and get back to me ASAP. We know which ones we like and are keen to see if you pick the same. Ihave total faith in you, kiddo. HS

				Reply: All over it, Haz. Just quietly, Idon’t really trust your creative opinion. Kidding! Will come back to you in no time. JL

				PS How did Lisa go with finding a dress? And stop calling me kiddo!

				From: Marlita Nikolovski

				Title: Talent manager, Raven

				Time: 08.09 am

				Have just arrived at Raven’s room and she has not had a good night’s sleep. In fact, she’s feeling awful. Any chance of moving the shoot?

				Reply: Unfortunately, Marlita, it is impossible to move the shoot. Look is paying for this time and they’re on deadline and going to print this afternoon. Ihave a limo waiting downstairs for you two and there is a team of people ready to make Raven look a million bucks. Please tell her everything will be fine and she still has this afternoon off.

				Call me with any problems.

				From: Peter Middleton

				Title: Director of Communications, Havu Island Bali

				Time: 04.23 am

				Elle McFearsome has arrived! V exciting! V diva! Call for details.

				Reply: Fantastic. Acertain reporter is gagging for the goss. Will call lunchtime your time, J

				My sortie into the scintillating world of Outlook was interrupted by a text from Diane. My butterflies flooded back with force.

				I trust you worked out last night’s situation. Have just landed. Car better be ready.

				Shit! Ihadn’t triple-checked the hire car. Or checked at all! Gah! Imadly dialled Sam’s number. Anumber, sadly, Iknow by heart.

				‘Hello, Mizz Lewis,’ he answered on the second ring.

				‘Hello, Sam. Please tell me you’re at the airport?’

				‘It’s your lucky day, Jazzy baby. Iam outside the closest exit to her gate right now.’

				‘Are her cigarettes at the ready?’

				‘Of course. Waiting on the seat with an ashtray I polished personally before leaving HQ.’

				‘And her short black?’

				‘Done. Sans lid, naturally.’

				Bless this man.

				‘Once again, Sam, you’re the man of my dreams. Can you please tell her from me that everything is fine and both the client and I are en route to our appointment?’

				‘Will do.’

				‘Love your work. Have a great day!’

				My butterflies stopped their fluttering. But only for a minute. Realising the time, Ilaunched myself from my desk, Diane’s dirty laundry in my arms. Pausing for a micro second by Anya’s desk, Iasked if she wanted to come along with me to the Look shoot. Safety in numbers and all that. She didn’t need a second invitation. To Anya, celeb status was worth more than a final season McQueen. She collected famous encounters like other people collect Muse magazine. It was as if she harboured some bizarre notion that ‘celebrity’ might one day rub off on her if only she could rub up against enough stars. I, on the other hand, preferred to think of fame as a sexually transmitted disease. It didn’t matter how many vaccinations they introduced for teenage girls, when it came to celebrities: vote one abstinence, Isaid.
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