


[image: cover]







Table of Contents

	About the Author

	Praise for Jordan: A Whole New World

	By the Same Author

	Title Page

	Copyright Page

	Chapter 1  Birthday Girl

	Chapter 2  The Morning After

	Chapter 3  Summer Loving

	Chapter 4  Angel's Delight

	Chapter 5  London Calling

	Chapter 6  Head Over Heels

	Chapter 7  A Reality Check

	Chapter 8  You Again

	Chapter 9  Encounter  at the Royale

	Chapter 10  A Shoot, a Dinner and a  Goodbye . . .

	Chapter 11  Falling Angel

	Chapter 12  All At Sea

	Chapter 13  Betrayal

	Chapter 14  Angel Lost

	Chapter 15  Kiss and Tell

	Chapter 16  Rescue Me

	Chapter 17  I Want You

	Chapter 18  Truth or Dare

	Chapter 19  LA Dreams

	Chapter 20  London Again

	Chapter 21  Make Or Break

	Chapter 22  Just Say Yes

	THE NUMBER 1 BESTSELLER, AVAILABLE IN CENTURY

	Being Jordan: A Whole New  World



	From Random House







angel

Katie Price is Jordan, one of the UK's top
celebrities. She is a glamour model, TV presenter,
mother and wife. She currently lives in Sussex with
her husband Peter Andre and her two sons.





Praise for Jordan: A Whole New World

'A real page-turner' OK!

'With Jordan's honest, no-nonsense attitude
evident on every page, this is a truly compelling
read . . . this latest look at her life makes for
seriously juicy reading' heat

'Entertaining' Daily Telegraph

'Intimate, riveting confessions show her in an
unexpected and moving light . . . It's a full-on,
passionate love story' Daily Mail

'A revealing romp that you'll find hard to put
down' Star Magazine

'Compulsive reading' More





Also available by Katie Price

Being Jordan

Jordan: A Whole New World





Katie

Price

angel

[image: Angel_01.jpg]





This eBook is copyright material and must not be copied, reproduced, transferred, distributed, leased, licensed or publicly performed or used in any way except as specifically permitted in writing by the publishers, as allowed under the terms and conditions under which it was purchased or as strictly permitted by applicable copyright law. Any unauthorised distribution or use of this text may be a direct infringement of the author's and publisher's rights and those responsible may be liable in law accordingly.

ISBN 9781409066064

Version 1.0

www.randomhouse.co.uk





Published in the United Kingdom by Arrow Books in 2006

1 3 5 7 9 10 8 6 4 2

Copyright © Katie Price 2006; Rebecca Farnworth 2006

Katie Price and Rebecca Farnworth have asserted their right under the
Copyright, Designs and Patents Act, 1988 to be identified as the authors of
this work.

This novel is a work of fiction. Names and characters are the product
of the author's imagination and any resemblance to actual persons,
living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

This electronic book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, resold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser

Arrow Books

The Random House Group Limited

20 Vauxhall Bridge Road, London, SW1V 2SA

Random House Australia (Pty) Limited

20 Alfred Street, Milsons Point, Sydney

New South Wales 2061, Australia

Random House New Zealand Limited

18 Poland Road, Glenfield, Auckland 10, New Zealand

Random House (Pty) Limited

Isle of Houghton, Corner of Boundary Road & Carse O'Gowrie

Houghton 2198, South Africa

Random House Publishers India Private Limited
301 World Trade Tower, Hotel Intercontinental Grand Complex
Barakhamba Lane, New Delhi 110 001, India

Random House Group Limited Reg. No. 954009

www.randomhouse.co.uk

A CIP catalogue record for this book

is available from the British Library

ISBN: 9781409066064

Version 1.0






Chapter 1

Birthday Girl

'Come off it, Angel, there's no way you can go
clubbing dressed like that!' Gemma exclaimed.

'I always dress like this,' Angel replied,
surprised. 'What's wrong with it?'

She looked at herself in the mirror and
frowned. She was wearing her usual uniform of
jeans, a baggy T-shirt, a dark-green hoodie and,
her one concession to going clubbing, flat gold
pumps. Her long brunette hair was loose and
cascaded wildly down her back and the only makeup
she was wearing was mascara.

'Where do I begin?' sighed Gemma. 'Please
borrow something of mine and let me do your
make-up. It's your birthday, for God's sake; we're
supposed to be celebrating!'

'Okay,' shrugged Angel, not really bothered
what she looked like, just glad to be going out with
Gemma and knowing also that once Gemma had
set her mind to something, resistance was futile.
'You know I've always hated my birthday, so it's no
big deal. Who cares what I look like?'

'It is a big deal, and tonight you are going to
pull.' Gemma had been itching to get her hands on
Angel, knowing that it wouldn't take much to make
her friend look gorgeous. It was always a mystery to
Gemma that Angel was so completely unaware of
how beautiful she was. There was no other way to
describe her. She had the most amazing green eyes,
fringed with lashes so long they could easily have
been false; her lips were full and sensuous, the kind
so many women spent a fortune on collagen trying
to imitate; her skin was golden brown and flawless,
except for the odd freckle, which only added to her
beauty; and as if her face wasn't stunning enough
she had a knock-out figure, curvaceous, with a
great pair of boobs, long slim legs and an enviably
flat stomach. Not that anyone ever got to see any of
that under Angel's shapeless tops and baggy jeans.
That was something Gemma was determined to
change.

She immediately started pulling clothes out of
her wardrobe. Gemma's middle name should have
been 'fashionista' – she worshipped fashion and no
trend ever passed her by. She owned most of
Topshop's current collection so there was a lot to
choose from: shrugs, wrap dresses, puffball skirts,
polka dot tops, shorts. She picked up each garment
and held it up against Angel, who was lounging on
the bed and flicking through one of Gemma's many
celeb mags. Finally, Gemma settled on a sexy scarlet
T-shirt with a low-cut neck and sweet puffed sleeves
and a pleated denim miniskirt.

'Right,' she ordered, 'put these on. Sexy and
simple – perfect. And borrow my Wonderbra as
well, to give yourself some cleavage.'

'But I never wear skirts,' protested Angel,
picking up the garment and feeling slightly
alarmed by how short it was.

'It's about time you did, then.'

Angel reluctantly pulled off her clothes, fumbled
with the push-up bra and slowly slipped on the skirt
and T-shirt. She smoothed down the skirt, then
hesitantly looked at herself in the mirror. At first
she felt self-conscious about how much of her body
was on display, but as she took in the whole of her
reflection, she couldn't help smiling. She straightened
her shoulders and lifted her head, the light
catching her hair and a glint in her green eyes. The
Wonderbra had given her an amazing cleavage.
She didn't look too bad, did she?

'Wow, you look fantastic!' Gemma exclaimed,
fussing with one of her sleeves. 'Now, let me get
started on your face. What have you got on at the
moment?'

'Nothing,' replied Angel, turning round in front
of the mirror, checking out the outfit. 'Just some
mascara.'

Gemma laughed. 'You're the only girl I know
who would even think of going clubbing without
wearing any make-up!' She dragged her over to her
dressing table, which was piled high with beauty
products – foundations, blushers, powder, eye
shadows, concealers, lipsticks, Gemma had it all –
and made her sit down. Before Angel had the
chance to protest she grabbed a pair of tweezers
and started attacking Angel's eyebrows.

'Ouch,' yelled Angel in pain. 'What the fuck are
you doing?'

'Something you should have done years ago.'

'Well, it bloody well hurts, you sadist!' wailed
Angel.

'Don't you know anything, Angel? The eyebrow
is crucial. It frames the face; why do you think most
stars have their own personal brow-shaper?'
Gemma said, sounding exactly like the beauty page
of a celebrity magazine. 'At the moment you've
practically got a monobrow. I'm doing you a
massive favour – you should be grateful.'

Several painful minutes later, she was done. 'I
could go on, but that'll do for now.'

'Let me have a drink first,' Angel demanded. 'I
need something for the pain.'

'Lightweight,' laughed Gemma, passing her a
bottle of Smirnoff Ice.

Angel closed her eyes as Gemma got to work on
her, quite enjoying the sensation of Gemma's cool
fingers on her skin. Ten minutes later, she finally
allowed Angel to look at herself in the mirror.

An unfamiliar face stared back at her, glowing
and shimmery, full lips parted in an uncertain
smile, eyes huge and sparkling.

'God, is that really me?' Angel exclaimed, hardly
believing the transformation. She'd always thought
she was fairly ordinary: not a minger, but not a
stunner either. But the girl staring back at her
looked really good. Gemma hadn't put on a lot of
make-up, simply accentuated Angel's beautiful eyes
and lips and given her cheeks a sexy glow.

'You look amazing, Angel,' Gemma said
gleefully. 'You know what I think? You look like a
model.'

'Are you having a laugh?' Angel demanded,
staring at her friend. She must be taking the piss. So
she looked much prettier made up for a night out,
and she had to admit that she liked this new Angel,
but there was no way she had the looks to be a
model.

'No, I'm not!' Gemma retorted. 'Mum and I are
always saying you should.' But she could see that
this was pushing it, so, glad she'd made some
progress with Angel tonight, she quickly changed
the subject.

'Now for some shoes!'

'Can't I just wear my pumps?' Angel pleaded.

'No, you can't. Here, try these.' And Gemma
thrust a pair of red strappy sandals into Angel's
hands.

'I'm never going to be able to walk in these,
never mind dance,' Angel grumbled, as she
fastened the straps. Gemma is definitely a sadist, she
thought as she tottered unsteadily round the room.
She could count on one hand the number of times
she had worn heels, preferring her Timberlands or
her pumps.

'There's a first time for everything,' Gemma said
completely unsympathetically, putting on her own
make-up. 'How do I look?'

'Gorgeous as ever,' replied Angel, relieved to be
out of the spotlight and thinking that her friend was
easily the prettiest girl she had ever known. Gemma
was petite, with long, glossy, black, poker-straight
hair, a heart-shaped face and the deepest blue eyes.
She looked fragile, someone you wanted to shelter
and protect, but she was actually as tough as old
boots, and when some older girls had tried to bully
Angel in primary school it was Gemma who had
stood up to them and told them exactly where to go.
She had been looking out for Angel ever since.

She was standing in front of the full-length
mirror now, fiddling with her hair. 'What do you
think, Angel, up or down?'

'Definitely down, it looks amazing.'

'And so do you, Angel, you are so going to meet
someone tonight,' Gemma said. 'That Craig from
college who does media studies is going and I know
he really fancies you.'

'Well, I'm not interested in him,' Angel replied.

Gemma's dad called up telling them to get their
arses into gear.

'Angel, you have got to face facts – Cal has been
going out with Melanie for nearly a year. Get over
it!'

The Cal in question was twenty-one-year-old,
drop-dead gorgeous, well fit Callum Bailey, whom
Angel had been hopelessly, secretly and madly in
love with for as long as she could remember. She
knew him because he was her older brother Tony's
best friend. His dad had walked out on him when
he was two and Cal had had a rough time since
then. His mum was an alcoholic and, with his dad
gone, love and stability had largely been missing
from his life. His salvation had been football and
the Summer family. Angel's dad, Frank, was the
coach for the local youth team and had taken Cal
under his wing, treating him practically like
another son. So Cal spent nearly all his time at her
house, which was good because she got to see him
but bad because he appeared to be oblivious to her
feelings and, instead of seeing her as a potential
girlfriend, treated her like a kid sister.

'Never mind me and Cal, what about you and
Tony?' Angel answered back. The two of them had
been flirting on and off for the last three months.
Tony was shy around girls and didn't seem able
to make the first move, even though Angel had
told him time and time again that Gemma was
interested.

'All right, I know,' Gemma admitted. 'I haven't
had sex for so long I'm probably a virgin again. But
you're not much better. People will start to think
we're bloody lesbos if we don't score soon.'

It was true, Angel thought – she was in a sexual
slump. Today, May 28th, she was seventeen and
she'd only had one serious relationship so far –
Greg, a shy but cute lad from her school. They'd
gone out for three months before having sex. And
while Angel hadn't been expecting the earth to
move, she had been seriously disappointed all the
same. Greg had been a virgin too and it was all a bit
rushed – two minutes, if Angel remembered right.
After that, they did it a few more times, with little
improvement – which only increased her frustration;
if Greg knew anything about the female body,
he wasn't letting on and Angel had got fed up with
nipping off to the bathroom for a bit of DIY after
yet another crap shag. She'd only started going out
with Greg to get over her feelings for Cal but there
was fat chance of that. It only intensified how she
felt because she could just imagine how good Cal
Bailey was in bed, though she didn't need to
imagine – she knew how good he was. One night,
when her parents were away, Tony had a party. Cal
and Mel had stayed round her house and Angel got
to hear everything, and judging from Mel's moans
of delight, which Angel heard through her bedroom
wall, Cal knew exactly what he was doing.

After Angel had split with Greg she'd gone out
with various other lads, but it never lasted more
than a couple of weeks. They all followed the same
pattern: they'd go out clubbing, Angel would
pretend she was having a good time, the lad would
kiss her, she'd kiss him back because she felt she
had to and then she'd make some excuse and go
home. Then they'd meet up again for a drink and
things would go a bit further, but she'd never gone
as far as having sex with them, however goodlooking
the lad in question was. There was no
getting away from it – Cal was the only one she was
interested in.


'Are you girls ready for that lift?' Gemma's dad,
Bill, called up the stairs, jangling his car keys. 'The
taxi service wants to sit down and have a drink, so
can you put a move on?'

The two girls raced downstairs. Bill was a total
sweetie who would do anything for his daughter.
Angel couldn't help comparing him to her dad,
who only seemed to criticise her these days.

'Let's have a look at you,' called Jeanie, Gemma's
mum, from the living room.

Gemma walked in first and her mum looked her
up and down fondly as if passing judgment on her
daughter. This was a family ritual whenever
Gemma went clubbing. Finally, Jeanie said, 'You
pass just about, but do you actually call that a skirt?'

'Come off it, Jeanie, when you were Gemma's
age your skirts were much shorter,' teased Bill.

'Cheeky bastard!' exclaimed Jeanie. 'You never
had a problem with it.'

'Right, Angel.' Gemma pulled her reluctant
friend through the door. 'It's your turn for the
inspection.'

Angel walked slowly into the room, still getting
used to her heels. Jeanie and Bill, expecting to see
Angel in her usual casual uniform, were speechless.

'You think I look too tarty?' Angel said
anxiously, wrongly interpreting their silence. 'I told
you not to put too much make-up on me, Gemma.'

'No, love, you look gorgeous,' Jeanie finally said.
'Gemma's done a great job, I couldn't have done it
better myself.' Jeanie owned a very successful
beauty salon in Brighton, so Angel knew she meant
what she said.

'Just you look after her,' Bill warned Gemma,
and Angel smiled at him. When Angel found out
last year that she had been adopted, Jeanie and Bill
had been the only people, apart from Gemma, she
could talk to about her feelings.

'Enjoy yourselves, girls,' Jeanie said. 'And if you
can't be good, be careful.'

Angel and Gemma giggled. 'Mum! We are so not
going to have sex with anyone the first time we
meet them! Don't wait up, we'll get a taxi.'


The two girls had to queue to get into Creation,
which was two minutes from the sea, and even
though they shivered in the cool May air, chatting
and giggling, for once Gemma didn't mind the
wait. She stood back a little to watch every man do
a double-take the moment he laid eyes on Angel. It
wasn't that she was wearing more revealing clothes
than anyone else – there were lots of girls wearing
considerably less than her – but none of them
looked as sexy and beautiful as Angel. Not for a
second did Gemma feel jealous of Angel; she was
genuinely glad to see her friend looking so
stunning. For too long had she been hiding behind
her baggy T-shirts.

Inside, the club was warm and noisy and they
made a dash to the ladies to brush their hair, which
had been dishevelled by the strong wind blowing
off the sea, and touch up their lip gloss. Then they
headed for the bar. Suddenly, Gemma gripped
Angel's arm.

'Tony's over there!'

Angel looked at the other end of the bar, where
her brother was waiting to buy a drink.

'Oh my God. I didn't know he was going to be
here,' she exclaimed, half nervous, half excited. 'Do
you think Cal's here, too?' But her question was
immediately answered when her brother moved
aside, and there was Cal, handsome and sexy, his
dark eyes coolly surveying the scene, leaning
against the bar, casual in his low-slung Ted Baker
jeans and tight black T-shirt showing off his
gorgeous body.

Angel's heart started racing and she froze.

'Come on.' Gemma pushed her friend forward.
'I want to see your brother. And I want Cal to see
you.' She walked purposefully over to where the
lads were standing, with Angel trailing reluctantly
behind her.

'Hi, Gemma!' Tony smiled, obviously delighted
to see Gemma. 'Would you and your friend like a
drink?'

Gemma laughed and then dragged Angel in
front of her.

'It's your sister, stupid! I've given her a makeover.'

Tony stared at her. 'Bloody hell.' Just as he was
about to go on, Cal joined the group. He said 'Hi'
to Gemma, looking appraisingly at Angel as if to say
who's this? and then did the same double-take as
every man in the room when he realised. 'Angie?
You look so different!'

Angel could feel herself blushing, wishing she
was dressed in her jeans and T-shirt even though
the look on Cal's face told her clearly that he was
glad she wasn't.

'So,' said Gemma cheekily, 'are you going to get
us that drink, then?'

'Of course,' replied Tony, totally under her spell.
'I owe Angie a birthday drink, so what do you both
want?'

'Two double Bacardi and cokes, please,' said
Gemma, winking at Angel as Tony turned towards
the bar.

As the four of them sipped their drinks it rapidly
became clear to Angel that tonight was the night
Gemma and Tony were finally going to get it
together. She knew that Gemma was frustrated
with all the flirtatious conversations that seemed to
go nowhere. Gemma wanted Tony Summer and
judging by the way he was hanging on to her every
word, gazing into her eyes, that looked like a
definite possibility. The two of them were talking
and laughing together intimately and with the
music blaring out across the club it was impossible
for Angel and Cal to join in their conversation.

'Is Mel here?' Angel asked him. His überbitch
girlfriend was a footballer's wife in the making, with
her fake tan, fake nails and designer clothes. Angel
had been convinced when they first started going
out that it wouldn't last more than a couple of
months. Cal had always been wary of intimacy and
always ended up dumping his girlfriends when
they tried to get too close to him and wanted more
commitment. Angel would never make that
mistake. But for some reason, Mel seemed to be
lasting longer than the rest, the cow.

Cal didn't catch what she said at first and had to
duck down so she could make herself heard. She
breathed in his scent and closed her eyes.

'No,' he replied, his cheek grazing hers. 'She's
got some big family meal and I didn't want to go.'

He was staring right at her, and instead of
dropping her gaze Angel shook back her long hair
and stared right back at him. Cal was easily one of
the best-looking men she had ever seen. His father
was Italian and Cal had inherited his colouring –
olive skin and jet-black hair which he always wore
short. He had an incredibly handsome face, perfect
features with beautiful brown eyes that could
appear distant at times and full of passion at others.
His was the kind of face that stopped you in your
tracks, made you want to take a second, a third look
at the dark-haired, handsome man, and by then
you were probably lost. Angel was most definitely
lost. The small scar just below his right eyebrow, a
souvenir from a collision on the football pitch, only
made him sexier, more desirable. She took a sip of
her drink and looked around the club, feeling
slightly bolder. Next to her she felt Cal move and
they both watched Gemma and Tony walk over to
one of the sofas, clearly wanting to be on their own.

'I'm really hoping Tony will finally ask Gemma
out,' Cal shouted over the music. 'I'm so sick of him
going on about her.'

'Yeah, I know what you mean,' Angel replied
more quietly, wanting him to bring his face close to
hers again and thinking longingly of Cal asking her
out. As if.

'How are things going at the club?' she asked in
a louder voice. Cal was a professional footballer
who played for the local team, but Frank always
said that with his talent he was destined for bigger
things.

'Not bad, but I'm kind of ready to move on now.'

'I can't see you playing for Brighton for much
longer,' she agreed.

'What have you decided to do?' he asked her,
bending down to her again.

Wow, Angel thought, we're actually having a
conversation and for once he isn't speaking to me as if I
am just Tony's younger sister.

She had another month left at college and she
really wanted to go to art school, but her parents
weren't keen. They wanted her to take a subject like
business studies, where she was guaranteed a job at
the end of it. Her face fell as she thought of it. She
actually didn't have a clue what she wanted to do,
but found herself saying, 'I'd like to do fashion
design, I'm just not sure if I can fund it at the
moment.'

'Really? I had no idea you were into that kind of
thing.' Cal was looking at her again with definite
interest.

'There are lots of things you don't know about
me,' she said flirtatiously, spurred on by the way he
was staring at her.

'You're right. You suddenly seem all grown up.'

'Well, it is my birthday today,' Angel replied,
secretly wishing that he would kiss her.

'Happy Birthday, then.'


As they sipped their drinks, Angel couldn't believe
that she was this close to the man who had filled so
many of her dreams.

The Pussycat Dolls' 'Don't Cha' blasted out.

'Well,' said Cal finally. 'D'you want to dance?'

'Okay,' Angel replied, trying to sound casual,
and the pair of them put down their glasses and
headed for the dance floor. Angel already knew
that Cal was a good dancer; she had spent long
enough watching him from the sidelines of some
club or other. Tonight was the first night he'd
noticed her in that way, and she couldn't believe
her luck. She followed him onto the dance floor,
still feeling awkward in her heels. She rapidly
became aware of envious glances from other
women being levelled towards her; they would love
to have been dancing with Cal. As the Dolls sang
their hearts out, Angel thought I bet you wish your
girlfriend looked like me tonight, Cal? The dance floor
was heaving and Angel was frequently pushed
against Cal.

'Sorry,' she shouted as yet again some tanked-up
lad shoved into her and she practically fell onto Cal.

'No worries,' he grinned back, steadying her. His
hand remained on her lower back for a second and
Angel felt a shiver of excitement at his warm touch
on her bare skin.

They danced closely, the club around them
shrinking to just the two of them, and gradually
Angel relaxed. Dancing in heels wasn't so bad after
all. She kept sneaking glances at Cal when she
thought he wasn't looking, and smiled to herself.
Her birthday night was turning out so much better
than she had expected.

'Another drink?' Cal mimed and Angel nodded.
He took her hand and led her towards the bar.
Once they had pushed their way there Angel was
expecting him to let go of her but instead he
draped his arm possessively around her shoulders,
pulling her close. Angel so loved him touching her.
Drinks in hand, he pulled her towards one of the
dimly lit corners.

'Let's go somewhere a little more quiet,' he
shouted above the music. They sat down on one of
the sofas, as far away from Tony and Gemma as
possible.

'You're a great dancer,' he said, giving her a
slow, sexy smile.

She smiled back and was just about to return the
compliment, but she didn't need to say anything.
His hands were on her face and he gently pulled
her towards him.

'You look so sexy, birthday girl,' he murmured,
his thumb caressing her jaw-line softly. 'How come
I never noticed this before?'

Before Angel had time to reply, he started
kissing her. As she had known he would be, Cal was
a fantastic kisser. The feel of his lips on hers, the
taste of him, was so exciting. She pressed her body
against his and kissed him back, praying that she
was doing it right, hardly able to believe that she
was kissing him at last.

After a few minutes he pulled away from their
embrace and looked at her.

'What are you doing to me?' he murmured,
running his hands through her tousled hair.

'Why? Do you want me to stop?' she murmured
back.

By way of an answer he once more moved
towards her, this time showering her neck with tiny
kisses and slipping his hand under her T-shirt.

Neither Greg nor any of the other lads she'd
been out with had ever made her feel like this.
Angel was on fire as Cal expertly caressed her skin,
her breasts. She slid her hands under his T-shirt
and started touching his smooth skin. Then she ran
her hand across his flat, hard stomach and dared to
move further down. Drink and desire made her
bold.

He pulled her on top of him so she was sitting on
his lap and could feel his erection rubbing
tantalisingly against her.

'God, I want you,' he murmured in her ear.

They kissed again, harder and deeper, and
Angel could feel herself losing control, caring about
nothing but his mouth and the feel of his hands on
her body. But suddenly Cal abruptly pulled away,
whispering urgently, 'Christ, Tony and Gemma are
over there!'

Angel turned and across the room she saw
Gemma looking at them, raising her eyebrows, but
Tony clearly hadn't seen them. Cal pushed Angel
off him and frantically straightened his T-shirt.

'What was I thinking?' he muttered. 'You're
Tony's little sister. And I'm with Mel.' And to
Angel's horror, he got up and walked off without
giving her a second glance. She sat in stunned
disbelief for a few moments, trying to get a grip.
What the hell was that about? She saw Gemma waving
and reluctantly got up to join her.

  Gemma looked like the cat who'd got the cream. Tony must finally 
    have asked her out because the two of them were all over each other for the 
    rest of the night. Cal was nowhere to be seen until two o'clock, when, to 
    Angel's extreme discomfort, she found herself sharing a taxi home with him. 
    Gemma and Tony were entwined in each other's arms, whispering and giggling, 
    while Angel and Cal sat opposite each other in stony silence. Angel tried 
    to occupy as little space as possible in the taxi, desperate not to touch 
    Cal's long legs. She folded her arms, shivering as she looked out at Saturday-night 
    Brighton, the lights of the pier sparkling in all their kitschy glory, the 
    groups of clubbers roaming the streets. She felt totally humiliated by Cal's 
    reaction. What was wrong with her? Was she only good enough for a quick grope 
    in the dark?

'You two are very quiet,' Tony suddenly put in.

'Just knackered, mate,' Cal replied coolly.

'What's your excuse, Angie?'

'Pissed,' Angel muttered, wishing she was
anywhere but here.

First stop was Gemma's.

'See you later,' Angel mumbled, getting out of
the car and deliberately not looking at Cal. She was
forced to wait by the front door as Gemma and
Tony shared a passionate goodnight kiss and she
willed herself not to look back at Cal. After the
longest minute of Angel's life, Gemma prised
herself away from Tony.

As soon as she had shut and locked the front
door Gemma turned to Angel, bubbling over with
curiosity.

'So what happened with you and Cal. He was all
over you!'

'I'll tell you in bed,' Angel muttered, longing to
cover her head with the duvet and forget the night
had ever happened.

'I can't believe it! What a total bastard,' Gemma
exclaimed ten minutes later when Angel told her
what had happened. As they always did when Angel
stayed with Gemma, the two girls were sharing
Gemma's double bed. Angel felt so cold she'd had
to put on a jumper over her pyjamas, and even
clasping the hot mug of tea Gemma had got her
from downstairs, she still kept shivering.

'I feel so embarrassed, Gemma, how am I ever
going to face him again? Why did he treat me like
that? He practically pushed me onto the floor, he
was so desperate to get away from me.'

'I'm sure he was just pissed,' Gemma said, trying
to reassure her. 'And maybe he felt guilty – he is
going out with Mel, after all.'

'He didn't seem that pissed. It was more like he
felt ashamed to be seen with me, that I wasn't good
enough.'

Gemma looked at her friend and her heart
ached to see her looking so crushed.

'God, I'm sorry, Gemma,' Angel finally said
tiredly. 'I haven't even asked you about Tony.'

Gemma had been looking forward to telling
Angel all about her night, but the last thing she
wanted to do was go on about her happiness.

'I'll tell you in the morning. Just try and forget
about tonight. It's Cal's loss, honestly. Look at you
tonight. I bet every bloke in the room wanted
you.'


But Angel couldn't sleep; she kept replaying what
had happened over and over in her mind and each
time her feelings of humiliation and rejection
intensified. At four, her mobile phone beeped; she
had a text message. She reached for it on the
bedside table.

It was from Cal. For a delirious moment before
she opened the message she thought he might be
apologising, then she read it.

Angie please don't tell anyone about tonight. I was
pissed and it shouldn't have happened, sorry. Cal.

She switched off her phone and buried herself
under the duvet, curling up in the foetal position.
Think of all the good things, she told herself, think
about going to art college, think about getting your own
place. But it didn't work. The tears silently streamed
down her cheeks as she pressed her face into the
pillow. Finally, at six, she fell into a fitful sleep.


At nine in the morning, Jeanie brought the girls tea
and toast in bed and laughed at the exhausted pair.

'Too many Bacardi and cokes, I'm guessing,' she
said, misreading Angel's pallor for a hangover.
Angel nodded and forced herself to smile.

'It's a lovely day,' said Jeanie, pulling back the
curtains and letting the sunlight stream in.

Gemma groaned and pulled the duvet over her
head but Angel sat up.

'Jeanie, I know I've asked you this before but
why do you think my real mum gave me away?'

Jeanie looked surprised. 'What made you think
of that again, love?'

Angel shrugged. 'I suppose birthdays make me
feel sad. I wonder if my real mum thinks about me.'
What she didn't add was that her encounter with
Cal had left her feeling so hurt that she longed for
reassurance.

'All I know from Michelle and Frank, and I'm
pretty sure it's all they know too, is that your mum
was only a teenager and she couldn't cope, so she
had you adopted when you were six months old.
She wanted a better life for you, Angel, it's not that
she didn't love you.'

  She can't have loved me that much, Angel wanted to reply, 
    if she gave me away, but realising this conversation was only going 
    to depress her even more, she changed the subject and asked, 'Would it be 
    okay if I went riding?'

'Course, love, if you think you're up to it.' Jeanie
had taught Angel to ride when she was eight years
old and always let her borrow her horse, and over
the years Angel had become a very good rider.

Gemma was in no fit state to join her, so Angel
cycled up to the stables on her own. Gemma lived in
a large Victorian house with a huge garden in an
expensive area in Brighton. Bill ran his own building
company and that, along with Jeanie's successful
beauty salon, made them comfortably off and a lot
wealthier than Angel's family – not that that ever
bothered the two girls. Angel lived five minutes away
in a small terraced house with a tiny patio, but she
liked the area as it was only ten minutes from the city
centre and the sea. The narrow streets were lined
with brightly painted houses, except the Summer's
house. Frank refused to paint their house anything
other than white, even though as a child Angel had
begged him to paint it pink or at least blue after
Chelsea, the football team she supported.

The stables were at the top of a particularly steep
hill near the racetrack. Angel loved the stunning
view across the whole of Brighton and the sea.
Once she arrived, out of breath from cycling, she
tacked up Storm and set off. It was a beautiful
morning and as she galloped across the fields she
shouted out, 'I don't need him!' startling Storm so
he went even faster. It was often her therapy to ride
and talk to herself, sing and shout – sometimes she
felt so full of emotion she just had to let it out. An
hour and a half later, she trotted back to the stables,
hot and sweaty but slightly calmer. But as the
stables came into view her peace of mind was
shattered for there, leaning against his car, was Cal.
Angel bit her lip and forced herself to look calm.
She acted as if she hadn't seen him, rode up to
Storm's stable and dismounted.

'You didn't reply to my text,' he said, not looking
at her.

'I didn't think I needed to,' she replied,
addressing her comments to Storm as she
unbuckled his saddle and heaved it off.

'I just didn't want it to go any further.'

'It won't.' And somehow Angel found the
strength to add, 'To be honest, Cal, I can't even
remember what happened, I was so pissed.' She
finally raised her eyes and looked at him. He looked
momentarily annoyed, as if she had insulted him by
not remembering every detail of his embrace, but
then the shutters came down and he shrugged. 'So
we're cool then?'

Angel nodded and carried on untacking Storm.
Just keep busy, she told herself, he'll be gone soon.

'Okay, see you around, Angie.' Cal got into his
car and Angel willed herself not to look at him
drive off. When she was certain he couldn't see her
she buried her face in Storm's neck, willing the
humiliation and hurt away.
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