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Abstract

This paper deals with peculiarities of translating expressive communication and specific humour
in a literary text, focusing on interactions between the author and reader, and between characters.
The first chapter is dedicated to the translation of the part of How to Slay at Work by S. Bonner
and the second chapter contains translation analysis of the most challenging elements of
communication in the novel. Particular attention is given to swearing, black humor and irony as
elements of stylistic expression and character development that was rendered into target language
with the use of various translation techniques.

Key words: communication, black humor, irony, swearing, dialogue, point of view.

AHoTanis

VY po0OTi BUCBITIIOIOTHCS 0COOTUBOCTI IEPEKIIaay BUPA3HOI KOMYHIKAIlIi Ta 0COOJIMBOTO TYMOPY
B XYyIOXKHBOMY TEKCT1 3 aKIIEHTOM Ha B3a€MOJli MDK aBTOPOM 1 YMTayeM, a TaKOX MDK
nepcoHaxami. [lepmnii po3ain npucesiueHo nepexnany ¢parmenty kauru C. bonnep «How to
Slay at Work», a mpyruii po3ii MiCTUTh aHaJIi3 Mepekiaay eIeMeHTIB KOMYHIKallii B poMaHi, 1110
BHUKJIMKAIU HaiOutbmi TpyaHouri. OcobnuBa yBara MpUIAUISETHCS JAiIll, YOPHOMY TYMOpPY Ta
IpOHIi SIK eJIeMEHTaM CTHJIICTUYHOIO BUPAXXEHHS Ta PO3BUTKY MEPCOHAXKIB, 110 Oy/IM mepeaaHi
MOBOIO TIEpEeKIIaay 3a JOMOMOIOI0 PI3HUX MepeKIafalbKIUX IPUHOMIB.

KuouoBi ciioBa: kKoMyHiKallisi, YOpHUH TYMOD, IpOHisl, JialiKa, 11ajJoT, TO4Ka 30Py.
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Introduction

The relevance of the translation project of the book How to Slay at Work by Sarah Bonner lies in
the growing interest in translating contemporary literary texts that contain expressive language,
including swearing, black humor, and irony. These elements are often culturally and emotionally
charged, which makes their adequate rendering into the target language a challenging and topical
task. The process of translation is both developing rendering skills and exploring the peculiarities
of the given book.
The state of the study of the problem is examination of stylistically marked language,
particularly taboo expressions and humor in a thriller. Translation scholars whose works were used
in this work are Mona Baker, L. Molina, A. Hurtado Albir and others. The work explores various
approaches to translating cultural and emotional content in fiction.
The object of the research is expressive communication and specific humour in contemporary
English literary prose.
The subject is the analyzing of literary fiction and translation procedure with the focus on
rendering of swearing, black humor, and irony into Ukrainian language. The features mentioned
are expressive means and literary devices that characterize the interaction between author and the
reader and as well as between characters.
The purpose of the research is to analyze translation techniques used to convey emotionally and
stylistically marked language in literary communication in the novel How to Slay at Work by Sarah
Bonner.
Objectives of the study:

1) to carry out the translation of the part of the novel How to Slay at Work by Sarah Bonner

considering the genre and style of the book;
2) to analyze expressive communication and specific humour in the book;
3) to define and comment on translation techniques applied to render them in Ukrainian.

The research material is the book How to Slay at Work by Sarah Bonner and its translation
into Ukrainian language.
The work consists of an introduction, translation part, analysis of specific aspects of the text and
their translation, and conclusions. The translation project consists of 28 pages of the actual
translation and 10 pages of the translator’s analysis. The source text consists of 11, 432 words and
60, 699 characters with spaces, and the target language translation consists of 9, 540 words and
58, 937 characters with spaces.



Chapter 1. Translation of the novel How to Slay at Work by Sarah Bonner

How to slay at work by Sara Bonner

Source Text
1
My boss is a stone—cold bitch. But please don’t think I hate her; far
from it, I admire her. She’s an icon. She slays. Freya Ellwood-Winter,
Sales Director of Serendipity Cosmetics plc, goes through life not
giving even one single fuck what people think of her. Just imagine how
free she must feel to be so unshackled from propriety and the normal
rules that govern our social contracts.
Of course, I would rather she wasn’t my boss. I’d rather | wasn’t the
person being summoned into her office at 7 a.m., before I’ve even been
able to take a sip of my coffee or change out of the trainers | wear for
my commute.
She doesn’t bother with any pleasantries. ‘Samantha has quit.’
‘Oh?’ I reply, wondering if Freya will elaborate.
She doesn’t. ‘We leave for Paris in a few hours.’
‘We? As in—’
She cuts me off with a stare and a sigh. “You will obviously take over
Samantha’s workload.” This conversation is undeniably a complete
waste of her time.
‘Right,” I reply, trying to keep my tone neutral, as if this is a reasonable
request from her and not an utter piss—take. I mean, it’s an overnighter,
what if I had plans for this evening? Plans that don’t involve an
impromptu trip to France. And don’t get me started on the fact that I
now need to learn the ins
and outs of the deal with C’est Magnifique. ‘I’ll need to go home to
get my passport.’
The look she gives me could turn a person to stone. ‘Well at least you
can jog there,” she says as her gaze sweeps down to my footwear.

Target Text
1
Mos HavyasibHULA — 1€ Ta cTepBa. Bam Moxke 31aTrcs, 10 5 11 HECHaBUIKY,
aie 1e He Tak. HaBmaku, s Herw 3axorumorocs. Bona — ikona. Bona Oyna
daTanpbHOIO JKIHKOIO — 3yXBajiolo Ta HaxaOHoro. ®Dpes EnByn—Bintep,
JUpEeKTopKa 3 mpoaax y kommadii «Cependinimi Kocmemixc», ¥ne mno
KUTTIO, HE KEPYIOUHCh JTYMKOI OTOYYHOYHX. [IpOCTO VSBITH, HACKUTLKH
BUIHHOIO BOHA ceOe MOYyBa€ BiJl MOPAJIbHUX HOPM 1 IPAaBUJI, SIK1 AUKTYE HaIlll
COIIIyM.
S 6 He xoTina OytH ii mimernor. He xoTina OyTH Ti€r0, KOTO BUKIUKAIOTH J10
il kaGiHeTy O ChOMIH paHKy, Mepll HDK s BCTUTAI0 ChOPOHYTH KaBH a0o
BIIATHYTH 3MIHHE B3yTTA.
[1 He XBUITIOIOTH TI06’ I3HOCTI.
— CamanTa TyT O1IBIIIE HE MPAITIOE.
— Hemxe? — Bifgkasyro s, OUiKyIOUH Ha MOApOoOuIll. 3BICHO, iX HE OyI10.
— 3a KUIbKa roAuH BrutiTaeMo 10 [Tapuxky.
— To0t0 51 TEXK. ..
3MIpsIBIITM MEHE TIOTJISIOM Ta 3ITXHYBIITH, BOHA MEHE Iepeduia:
— Tak, T001 goBeaeThCcs B3SITH YacTUHY pobotu CamanTu Ha cebe. — Llx
po3MOBa, Oe3nepeyHo, MapHa Tpara ii Jacy.
— I'apasn, — numie BiANOBiIAK0 s Tak, HIOW BOHA MOMPOCHIIA MEHE PO IIOChH
HOpMasbHe, a He MmocTtaBuia mnepen (akrom. Bona He mymae mpo Te, IO
BiapsukeHHs 1o PpaHIlii 30BCIM HE BXOAMUIIO B MOi IIaHU. S Bike MOBUY MPO
Te, 1[0 MEHI Temep JOBEAEeThCS PO30UpaTHCs B yCiX TOHKOIIAX Yrogu 3
xommnaniero «Ce Man "ighix».
— S mymry 3aiXaTé 10J0MY 3a MAcOPTOM, — KaxKy .
[i mornsn Moske mepeTBOPUTH JTIOMHY HA KaMiHb.



| message Sam on my way to the tube. | need to know what happened;
did she get fired? Or did she finally reach breaking point and tell Freya
where to stick the job? If that was the way it happened, I wish I’d been
there to witness. Sam doesn’t reply.

The flat is quiet as | let myself in; Lissa must still be asleep, the vat of
cheap wine she drank last night still cradling her in its languid embrace.
The place is a mess, Lissa’s stuff strewn everywhere; there’s even a
pair of her tights hanging off the lamp in the living room. We’re total
opposites: I’m tidy and ordered — a neat freak, Lissa calls me — but
she’s an absolute slattern. We’ve lived together since we were
teenagers — sharing a room at the home and then this flat — and I’ve
finally learned not to let it get to me. Plus Lissa is currently temping
for a fashion PR company and having samples all over our communal
space makes it much easier for me to borrow things. Like the fabulous
Louboutin heels that are lying incongruously under the breakfast bar
in the kitchen. They’ll be perfect with the black L. K. Bennett dress
that’s been hanging in the hallway for almost a month.

I scribble her a note on the fridge. She’s notoriously dreadful at reading
text messages or WhatsApp, but she’s a creature of habit who needs a
milky coffee every morning, so she always sees the little magnetic
whiteboard. Then | carefully pack my little carry—on case, pluck my
passport from its home in the small safe in my bedroom, and head back
to the office.

Lissa messages me just as I’m rehearsing the final touches of the pitch
| will give our Parisian clients.

Ooooh! Look at you! International jetsetter xx

Lissa has always had this thing about business travel. She thinks it’s
exciting and glamorous and a perk. A fucking perk! The next twenty—
four hours will swing between absolute boredom and horrendous stress
in luxurious settings that cannot be enjoyed. I will live in constant fear
that I’ll say something outlandishly offensive in my terrible French, or
order something in a restaurant that is delivered to the table still alive

— Slkpa3 martumemn Harojay 3poOUTH MPOODKKY, — HATSIKAaE BOHA Ha MOi
KPOCIBKH, SIKi 51 TaK 1 HE BCTHTJIA IEPEB3YTH.

Hopororo no merpo s mumry CamanTti. IikaBo, mo Tpamwiocs. Hesxe i
3BUTbHIIIM? UM B HEl 3aKIHUMIIOCH TEpHiHHA 1 BOHa ckazana Ppei, kyau i
BapTO 3aCyHYTH CBOIO pobOoTy? Xortima 0 s me moGaunmtu. Ane Cem He
BIMOBIAE.

B xBaptupi Oyno tuxo. Jlicca, meBHO, A0CI CHOUTb, CTUCKAIOYW B CBOIX
o0ifiMax BYOpAIHIO IJISMIKY ACIIEBOr0 BHHA. Y KBapTupi Oe3naia, CKpi3b
po3kuaHi pedi Jliccu, a Ha Jammi y BiTajabH1 BUCUTH 11 Mapa KOJIroTok. Mu 3
HEI0 30BCIM HE CXOXIl, a/pke i — 3arara nep@eKIioHICTKa, sfKa JOOUTbH
YUCTOTY 1 IOPSIOK, & BOHA — CIIPaBKHS Hedyrnapa. My Mmodaiu >KUTH pa3oM
me KoM OyAay WiUTITKaMU: CIOYaTKy JOBOAWIOCH JUTUTH KIMHATY B
OyIMHKY, a Terep If0 KBapTUPY. AJie, 3pEIITOI0, S HABUYKMIACS MUPHTHCS 3
nuM. Jlo Toro x, Jlicca mpaiioe B Au3aiiHepChKii Mmiap—KoMMaHii, a TOMY B
HAac MO KBapTHUpl PO3KUIAHUM PI3HUM O, sIKUM s MOXKY mo3uyaTH. Ocb,
HaINpUKJIa, OIll PO3KImHI mimbopu Bim «JlaOyTeH», IO BasSIOTHCS i
0apHOIO CTIMKOIO, YyIOBO MACyBaTUMYTh 110 MO€i 4opHOi cykHi Bin «JI. K.
benner», sika BxKe MICSIb BUCUTh Y IIPUXOKIMH.

S 3anumraro i 3anucky. BoHa, sk BimoMo, Tepmita He Moske untat CMC abo
noBimoMiIeHHsT Ha «Barcam», ame Jlicca — JroanHa 3BUYKHU, SKIA IOPAHKY
noTpiOHa KaBa 3 MOJIOKOM, TOMY BOHA 3aBXIH IOMIYa€ MO 3aIUCKH SIK1 5
MPUKPIIUIAI0 MarHiTHKaMM Ha XOJIOJWJIBHUKY. Sl 10aiIMBO IMaKyr CBOIO
MaJICHBKY JIOPOKHIO CYMKY, 3a0Hpatro MacrnopT 3 MAJICHbKO1 a(Ku B CIIaibHI
1 moBepTarocs 10 odicy.

Jlicca mume MeHi caMe TOJi, KOJMU s ONPanbOBYIO OCTaHHI IITPUXHU
Ipe3eHTallii, IKy Maro MPeJCTaBUTH HALIUM MapU3bKUM KJII€EHTaM.

«0Oo000! Tlornsaup Ha Hel! MiKHapoHA MaHAPIBHHIISA»

Jlicca mro6uth BinpsykeHHs. J{ns Hel e HaroAa BiI4yTH PO3Killl, TaKui coOi
O6onyc. JloBOanuit Oonyc! HacTymHi ABaAusTh YOTUPH TOJWHU MEHI
JOBE/IEThCs OalaHCYyBaTH MDK CYIUTBHOIO HYABIOIO 1 IIAJIEHUM CTPECcOM
cepel pPO3KIIIHOTO OTOYEHHs, SKAM HE MOXHa HacoJoKyBaTtucs. S
00ATUMYCh IIAMHYTH IIOCh HE T€ CBOEK JaMaHOK (paHIy3bKOI0, abo
3aMOBHUTH SIKICb CHpPI MOPENpPOAYKTH Yy pecTopaHi. | Bech el uac
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and squirming. And all the while under the watchful and ever—
judgemental eye of Freya Ellwood-Winter.

I’ve worked for Freya for almost two years as her Bid Analyst.
Technically I’'m meant to write pitch packs for potential high—value
clients and brand collaborators, but most of my time is spent as a
glorified PA, running seemingly random errands for her while she
makes vague promises about future opportunities if I prove myself.
Sam is — was, | guess, seeing as she’s quit — the Bid Manager, the one
who accompanies Freya as she jetsets all over the place. It might sound
more senior — and it is, of course — but the reality is Sam takes — took
— a lot of meeting notes and spends — spent? Who the fuck knows —
most of the rest of her time booking ridiculously specific hotel rooms
and making all the travel arrangements. I guess | do both of these jobs
now. And I guess there won’t be a pay rise any time soon. This will be
dressed as an opportunity and I’ll take it, make some sycophantic
noises about how I relish the challenge and then bitch about it to Lissa
later. Welcome to office life in the twenty—first century.

At twelve minutes past eleven, Freya suddenly appears at the door to
her office and announces we’re leaving in five minutes. I scramble into
action mode: | call a town car, shut down my computer, gather my
things, and run downstairs to ensure I’'m ready and waiting at sixteen
minutes past. | watch the clock behind the receptionist as it ticks
forward.

Seventeen past. Eighteen past. Nineteen past. | need to pee. Three more
minutes pass; I could’ve nipped to the loo but it wasn’t worth the risk
that the lift doors would open and she wouldn’t find me waiting. I’ll
have to hold it, feeling as if I’'m about to burst, until we arrive at St
Pancras.

The uniformed town car driver pops his head into the reception area.
‘Pickup for Millie Brooks?’ I stretch my face into an exaggerated
grimace at him. He’s driven us before and he knows what my
expression means. ‘I’ll wait in the car,” he says with a huff.

nepeOyBalouy I NWIBHUAM 1 3aBXIH OcyuBuUM mnorisiioM @pei EnByn—
Binrep.

S mpamroro Ha @pero Maibke JBa pOKM Ha IMMOCAAl aHAITUKA TCHICPHHX
npono3uniii. dopManbHO 5 Mar0 PO3POOIATH PEKIaMHI MPOMO3HIN ISt
NOTEHIIHHUX KIIEHTIB 1 MapTHepiB OpeHAy, ajie OUTbIy YacTHHY Yacy s
IPOBOJKY B pOJII MPOCIABICHOIO aCHUCTEHTA, BUKOHYIOUH, 3/aBajiocs O,
Npi0'A3KOB1 TOPYYEHHS, B TOM yac sIK BOHA Ja€ TyMaHH1 OOILSIHKH TIpO
MaOyTH1 MOXJIMBOCTI, SIKIIO 51 ce0e rapHo 3apekomenayto. CeM — 11e Haia
MEHeKepKa 3 OpraHizailii TeHAepiB, SKa 3aBXKJU CYINPOBOJIKYE, UM, Kpallle
cKaszaTd, cynpoBojpkyBasia @peto, xkonmu Ta Oyida y BIYHMX po3’i3Aax.
MosknuBi 1i mocazia 3By4UTh OUIBII aBTOPUTETHO — a B MEBHOMY CEHCI Tak
BOHO 1 € — MpoTe OUThITY YacTUHY yacy CeM MocTiitHO poOuTh (abo podmiia)
HOTATKH MiJl 4ac 3ycTpiuell Ta OpoHIOe — 4u OpOoHIOBaja, 4YOPT HOTO Temep
3Ha€, — AKICh CyIep HEOPAUHAPHI HOMEPH B TOTEJIAX, 3aliMal0YHCh 3araJIbHOIO
MIArOTOBKOIO 10 Bimpsi/pkeHb. Ha mMoi miedi nsrnm ternep oounsi 3agadi. Aje
CYMHIBAIOCh, IO MEHI 3a Ii¢ OyayTh JoriadyBaTtH. I CKOpPHUCTAIOCS ITUM
YVSBHUM IIIAaHCOM, BHJaM KUTbKa IMiAa0y3HUIIBKHX (pa3 Mpo Te, IK MEHE
MOTHUBYIOTh BHKJIMKH, a TIOTIM moxasiitocs mpo e Jlicci. JlackaBo mpocumo B
odicHe XHUTTS ABAALATH mepmioro CTomiTTs. O aBaHAIIATIA XBUJIMHI Ha
nBaHaauaty dpes HecnoIiBaHO 3'ABISETHCSA Yy JBEPSAX CBOro KabiHeTy i
OTOJIOIIIYE, 110 MU BUXOAMMO 3a I'SITh XBWIMH. S| BMUKat0 OOMOBUN pexKUM:
BHUKJIMKAI0 TaKCi, BUMHKAI0 KOMII'IOTEp, 30Mpar0 pedi 1 ObKy BHH3, 100
MEPEKOHATHUCSA, IO s BKJAjacsd B Yac 1 BXKE O IMIICTHAIIATIA XBHJIMHI Ha
nBaHaAUATY Oyna roroBa. CToro 1 crocTepiratro 3a TOJUHHUKOM 32 CIIMHOIO
aJIMIHICTpaTOpa, CTPUIKA SIKOTO 1IOKA€E BIIEPE/I.

CiMHagusTa XBWJIMHA MuHYJa. BiciMHagusTa. /JleB’stHaausra. MeHi
OPUCTIIYUIIO B TyaneT. MuHae e Tpu XBWIMHH. $1 Morna O CXOOUTH 10
BOMpanbHi, ajge He BapTo Oylo PHU3HMKYBAaTH, ake JBepl HidTa MOTIH
BIIYMHHUTHCA B Oy/b SIKUMl MOMEHT 1 BOHa He mobaumia 6 MeHe TyT. S mymry
TEPIIITH, BIUYBaIOUH, 110 Miii CE€4OBUI MIXYp JIyCHE, JOMOKH MU JIOIIeMO /10
Bok3aiy Cent—Ilankpac.

Bogiit cmy>k60Boro aBToMo0OLIA B YHI(OpMI 3a3Upae y peleriito.



It’s twenty—nine minutes past before Freya steps out of the lift without
even a sniff of an apology for saying five minutes when she meant
twenty. ‘Are you coming, Camille?’ she asks as she strides past me.
My name isn’t Camille. Millie is short for Millicent — | was named
after my grandmother, who began calling me Millie when | moved in
with her to avoid the confusion of two Millicents — but I don’t correct
Freya. It’s easier not to. And what is a name anyway? I’m being
facetious; names are incredibly important, they define the very core of
who we are. Millicent means ‘brave strength’, something I have had to
learn the hard way. Freya technically means ‘noble woman’, but it was
also the name of my neighbour’s aloof husky who considered herself
far above giving anyone any affection. She looked like a wolf and had
the teeth to match. My boss couldn’t have a more perfect moniker in
my opinion.

Freya spends the first hour of our Eurostar journey quizzing me about
the clients we’re meeting this evening and the details of the proposal.
I’ve had about two hours to get my head around the deal, but she can’t
help herself from nit—picking about the tiny little things I get wrong.
‘They launched C’est Magnifique four years ago, not three.’

‘It’s the second largest youth beauty brand in France.’

‘It’s pronounced Mar—tan, not Mar-tin. It’s French.’

| find myself making more and more of these micro—errors, probably
in direct correlation to the pressure on my bladder as I still haven’t
been able to go to the toilet. Thankfully, lunch arrives and Freya starts
devouring her starter. I manage to excuse myself to wash my hands
before | eat.

“You were a long time, I’ve almost finished eating,” she says as I slip
back into my seat opposite her. She’s already eaten her starter and half
her main course. | was gone for less than five minutes, but she has this
thing — | was going to call it a talent, but it seems a rather odd thing to
celebrate like that — for being able to eat incredibly quickly, as if she’s
merely inhaling the food rather than eating it. | went on a date a few
months ago with a guy who ate in the same way. He told me it was an

— Ilikan Ha iM’st Mimuti Bpyke? — S ckopuyro rpumacy. BiH migBo3uB Hac
paHiire, a TOMy BXKe 3Ha€, O O03Hadae Mild BUpa3 oonmyds. — S mouekaro B
MAIlliHI — CEPANUTO KaXKe BiH.

Munyno 1BaaIsaTh ACB'ATh XBUIHH, Tiepil Hibk Dpest Buiinia 3 idra, HaBITh
HE BUOAQUMBIIUCH 32 Te, IO CKa3aja «I'ATh XBWIMH», a Maja Ha yBasi
CJIBAILISITHY.

— Tu figem, Kaminno? — 3anuTye BOHa, TPOXOAIYU TTOB3 MEHE.

Mene 3Byrh He Kamimia. Miuti — 11ie ckopodeHHsI Bif MULTICEHT — MeHe
Ha3BaJlu Ha yecTh 6alyci, fika cTajna Ha3uBaTu MeHe MU, KoJu 5 repeixana
70 Hel, 00 YHUKHYTHU ITyTaHUHU 3 dgoma Muuiicent. IIpote s He crana
Burpanisitu @peto. [lpocrimie He pearyBaTu. AJpke siKke B3arajil 3HAYEHHS
Mae iM’si, mpaBma? JKapryro. HacmpaBmi iMeHa BifirparoTh Ba)XJIHBE
3HaueHHS, BOHM BiIOOpakaloTh Hally CYTb, T€, KUM MM € HaCHpaB[l.
MuuriceHT o3Havae «xopoOpa cuia», 1 IIe¢ MEHI JIOBEJIOCS 3acBOiTH Ha
BJIaCHOMY J10CBiJl. Ppes B mepekiajil 03Hayae «0JaropoHa KiHka», aje e
TaKOX IM's co0aku MOTO cycina, sika Oyna ayke CKymnoto jo jJacku. Lls maiika
Oyna cxo)ka Ha BOBKa 1 MaJla BEJIMKI TOCTpl 3yOW. SIk Ha MEHe, Kpamoro
MIPI3BUCHKA JIsl MO€ET HAYAIBHUIII TOT1 OYJI0 ¥ MpUIyMaTH.

[lepmry roawHy Hamoi TMOJOPOXKI CHOJNYYeHHSIM «EBpoctap», Dpes
pO3NHTYBaja MEHE MPO KIIEHTIB, 3 SKUMH MH 3YCTPIYa€EMOCS CBHOTOIHI
BBEYEpi, Ta Mpo JeTani yroaw. Y MeHe Oyio OJu3bKO JBOX TOIUH, 100
po3ibpartucs B yroi, aie 1e oyna 6 e ®pes, KO BOHA HE MIPUCKIITyBaIacs
JI0 IPIOHUITK, SIKi S HE PO3YMIiO.

«Bonwu 3anyctim «Ce Man ' ighix» uomupu poxu TOMY, a HE TPU».

«e Opyeuti 3a BEeMMUNHOIO MOJIOLKHUNM KOCMETHUHUN Openy y DpaHiiii».
«Bumosnserscs Map—tan, a He Map—Tin. Lle x ¢paniry3pka.»

S mowmivaro, mo poOJr0 Bce OutbIne 1 OUTbIIE TaKUX IPIOHMX MOMUJIOK,
HMOBIpHO, 11€ TOMY, IIO 51 HE MOXY JyMaTH Hi MO IIO iHIIE, K MPo Te, 110
noci He cxoawia B TyaneT. Ha macta, npunocsath 00ia, skuit @pest oapazy
MOYMHAE YIUTITaTh. MeH1 BAA€ThCS BIANPOCUTHUCS, MMiJl MPUBOJOM MOMUTHU
PYKH IIepen DKero.

— Illock T AOBroO, s BKE Maixke J0ina, — Ka)ke BOHA, KOJH 5 CiJaf0 Ha CBOE
Miclie HaBMpoTu Hei. BoHa Bixke 3'ina 3aKycKy 1 MOJIOBUHY OCHOBHOI CTpaBH.
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old boarding school habit, but Lissa did some Google searching and
discovered he’d spent two years in prison for identity theft. ‘That’ll be
why he eats like that,” she’d said with an arched eyebrow and self-
righteous smirk. ‘I told you he was trouble.” He was hot as hell though,
and sometimes we all need a bit of bad boy in our lives.

Almost as if she knows I’m thinking about her, my phone begins to
beep as a stream of messages comes in. I like to consider what I’'m
going to say before I compose a single and well-formed message.
Lissa, however, messages like her phone is directly plugged into her
stream of consciousness, randomly pressing send at whim before she
continues to type. | fumble with my phone, trying to put it on silent as
| offer Freya an apologetic smile.

But Freya stares back at me, finally putting down her knife and fork
and crossing her arms. ‘We might be eating, but you are still at work,
Camille.’

‘Sorry,” I say quickly, and slip the phone under my napkin so the
offending item is out of sight. But I hate myself for apologising, and
for buying into the whole corporate ‘all my time is work time’ bullshit.
She has literally dragged me to Paris with zero notice and now she’s
begrudging me having a friend send a few texts over lunch. It’s not like
I’m going to clock off at 5 p.m., the meeting with C’est Magnifique is
over dinner and doesn’t even begin until eight.

It takes twenty minutes for the taxi to take us from Gard du Nord to the
Marriot Champs—Elysée. It’s been a long time since I was last in Paris
and | stare out of the window at the buildings with their stone facades
and black wrought iron balconies.

‘My grandmother brought me here once,’ I say as we pass the Palais
Garnier, home to the Paris Opera. ‘Although I slept through the
performance. I think I was a bit young for opera.’

Freya doesn’t even look up from her phone. ‘That’s nice,” she says
dismissively.

| keep quiet for the rest of the journey, drinking in the sights and
opening the window a crack to allow the scent of freshly baked bread

Mene He Oyno MeHIIe I'TH XBUJIHH, alle y Hel € Taka 0COOIMBICT, 5 XOTiIa
0 Ha3BaTH 1€ TAJTAHTOM, IPOTE IOCUTH JUBHO OyJI0 O HA3MBATH 3IATHICTH iCTH
TaK, HIOM BCMOKTYIOYH BMICT CBO€1 TapIkH, TamaHTOM. Kinbka MicAiiB ToMmy
s XO/IMJIa Ha 1MoOayeHHs 3 XJIOIIIEM, IKUi 1B Tak camo. BiH cka3zaB MeHi, 10
e cTapa IIKUIbHA 3BHYKa, aje Jlicca momrykana B ['yrii i BUsIBHIIA, IO BiH
IPOBIB JIBa POKH Y B'SI3HUIII 32 KPAIDKKY 0COOMCTUX AaHuX. «OCh YoMy BiH
Tak icTh, — CKa3zaja TOJl BOHA, BUTHYBIIK OpOBYy 1 CaMOBJIOBOJICHO
MOCMIXHYBIINCH, — S| %K Ka3aJa, U0 BiJ HbOTO OyayTh mpoOnemu». Ane BiH
OyB rapsuuii, sk 4opT, a BCIM HaM 1HO/I1 HE BUCTAa4Ya€ TAaKOTO cOO1 MOraHIisl.
Haue BiquyBatouu, Miii Tenie)oOH NOYMHAE MUIIATH B1JI TOHHHU ii TOB1JOMJIEHb.
S 3aBkau cTO pa3iB MPOAYMYIO CBOIO BIANOBIJb, MEPII HUK BIANPaBUTH
noBiiomieHHs. Jlicca  JpyKye TMOBIJOMIIEHHS Tak, HIOM il TenedoH
MIIKTIOUYEHUA 10 TOTOKY ii CBIAOMOCTI, 1 YacoM BHUIIaJKOBO THCHE
BIAMPABUTUY», II€ HE 3aKIHYMBINM mHcath. I Hamaiyr CBiii TenedoH,
HaMararouuch MepeBecTH Horo B 0€33ByUHUN PEXUM, 1 HIIKOBO IMOCMIXarocs
Opei.

Ane @®pes AUBUTHCA HAa MEHE, BPEINTI BIAKIABIIM HDK 1 BHJACTKY 1
CXPELIYIOUH PYKH Iepes] co00ko:

— Moske, Mu i 0011aeMo, ajie T Bce 1ie Ha podoTi, Kamimio.

— [lepemnporyto, — MIBUIKO KaXKy 5 1 XOBarO TeeOH MiT CEPBETKY, 00 BiH
HE MOTpamuB y Iosie 30py. Ale MeHe JpaTye, IO s NOBUHHA 3a 1€
BuOayaTucs. | HaBImO s TUIBKM TMOBeNacss Ha M0 (QIrHIO «BeCh dYac
npucBa4yyBaTH poOoTi». BoHa 3aTsarnyna mene B [lapmxk Ge3 nonepemkeHHs,
a Terep 3a37pUTh MEHi, 110 moapyra Haaiciaana kiibka CMC 3a o6igom. S x
He 30uparocs 3aBepIlyBaTH CBiif poOOYMil IeHb O I’ATi Bedopa, 3yCcTpiy 3
«Ce Man’ighix» BinOyneThCs JIMIIE 3a BeUYepero, sIKy BapTO OYIKYBaTH He
paHiIie BOCbMOI.

3a BaALATh XBWIMH Takci Be3e Hac BiJ Bok3any ['ap—aro—Hopa no eomenio
«Mapio Llloyzo—Enizeu». Ilpoiiino 6arato yacy BiATO/I1, K s BOCTaHHE Oyia
B [lapuxi, ToX s po3riasiiaro 3 BikHa Oy/IiBii 3 iXHIMU KaM'SHUMH (acagamu
Ta YOPHUMH KOBAaHUMHU OaIKOHAMHU.



and coffee to waft into the car from the plethora of streetside cafes. The
May sun has warmed the pavement, bringing the city to life around me.
We turn onto the Champs—Elysée, the Arc de Triomphe in the distance,
and pull up in front of the Marriot. | remember Sam — Freya always
called her Samantha, but she thought that made her sound like a Sex
and the City character and always went by Sam to the rest of us —
spending almost two hours on the phone last week trying to wrangle a
specific suite Freya wanted. You may have figured by now that my
boss is rather exacting in her tastes. Sam never said if she resolved the
issue and I hadn’t thought to ask, it was her problem after all and | had
plenty of my own to worry about at the time.

‘I assume you sorted out the correct suite,” Freya says as she pulls up
the handle of her roll-on case and heads towards the entrance, leaving
me to pay the taxi driver. Right. Well, I guess Sam’s problems are now
my problems. I cross my fingers as | try to catch up with Freya.
Somehow Sam had pulled off the suite and Freya almost breaks into a
smile as the receptionist hands her the key. My room, of course, is not
a suite. I’'m in one of the cheaper rooms the hotel offers — which even
then is so expensive it makes me feel a little queasy; | could pay my
share of the

rent for over a month with that kind of money — but | do have a tiny
little balcony. At least I’ll be able to sneak an illicit cigarette without
having to come down to the street.

‘We will meet at seven thirty in the Atrium Bar,’ Freya tells me, before
heading to the bank of lifts up to the rooms. Then she stops and turns
towards me, raising her voice to ensure I can hear her across the space.
‘Make sure you look a little more put together for dinner.” She waves
the hand she is holding her room key in at me, motioning not to
something specifically wrong with the way | look, but that all of me
needs some attention.

| send a silent plea for strength to the sky, before trotting dutifully after
her.

— Mos 6abycst mpuBOIMIa MEHE CIOAM OJHOTO Pa3y, — Kaxy s, KOJH MU
npoxoaumo nos3 [lanan 'apHbe, ne 3HaxoauTses 1lapusbka onepa, — xo4a s
npocriaia BCcro BUCTaBy. [lymato, st Oyna Tpoxu 3aMasa Juisi ONepH.

®pest HE TABOIUTH OISy Bix Tesedony.

— SIx MuII0, — 3HEBAXKJIMBO Ka)KE BOHA.

Pemty nuisixy s MOBYY, HAaCOJIOKYIOUMCH KPA€BUAAMHU Y TIPOYNHEHE BIKHO,
BITYCKAalOYM B MAIlIMHY apoMaT CBDKOCIIEYEHOTro XJ1i0a Ta KaBU 3 YUCIEHHUX
BYJIMYHUX KaB'ipeHb. TpaBHEBE COHLIE I'pi€ OPYKIBKY, OKHUBISIOUH MICTO
HABKOJIO M€HE. Mu moBepTaeMo Ha €IucelchbKi MOoJIsl, BIAIUHI BUIHIETHCS
Tpiymdanbha apka, 1 3ynuHsemocs nepe roteneM «Mapio». S nam'srato, sk
Camanra — siky @pes 3aBxau HazuBasa «Cem» yepes acoliaiio 13 GpitbMoM
«Cekc y BEIMKOMY MICTi», — MpoBejia Maibke ABl rOAWMHU Ha TenedoHi
MUHYJIOTO TH)KHS, Hamaralo4uchb BHOMTH HOMep, SKUi XoTina @Dpes.
Mo>kuBO, BU BKe 370Tralajiics, 0 MOsI Ha4allbHULA JOCUTh BUOArinBa y
cBoix cmakax. CeM Tak 1 He CKa3aJia, Ui BUPILINIA BOHA 11€ TUTaHHS, a 5 i He
noJymara 3aluTaTd, ajpke e Oyna ii mpoOiiema, a y MEHE Ha TOM MOMEHT
OyJ10 TOCTaTHBO BJIACHUX.

— CnopniBaroch, TH 3HaWILIA MOTPIOHMI HOMEp, — Kake Dpes, migHIMarOUH
PYYKy CBO€i Bajgi3u 1 TWPSIMYIOYH JI0 BXOJy, 3aJMIIAI0YA MEHE
posmnagyBarucs 3 TakcucroM. Scno. o x, ragaro, mpobiaemu Cem Tternep
Moi pobsemu. Sl cxpelryro naiblii, HaMararouuch Hazgoraartu dpeto.
SAxumock ynHOoM CeM BCTHIIIA 3HATU HOMED, 1 Ddpest Mano He pO3IIIMBAETHCS
B YCMIIIIIli, KOJIU TTOPThE Bpyyae i KiIr0o4. Mos KiMHaTa, 3BICHO, JaJieKO HE
mokc. He3Bakarounm Ha Te, 110 MEHI JICTAETbCs OIUH 3 HailiemeBHIMX
HOMEDIB, KOILTYE BiH TaK JOPOro, 110 MeHi cTae 31e. L{ux rpomeit Buctaumio
0 crmiaty Moe€i MiCS4HOi OpeHAM. 3aTe TyT B MEHE € CBilf MaJeHbKHUH
OankoHuuk. [IpuHaliMHI s 3MOXY NOTallKu BHUKYpPUTH LUIapKy, He
CIIyCKAIO4MCh Ha BYJIHUIIO.

— 3ycTpiHeMocsl 0 ChOMIN TPUALATH B Oapi «ATpiym», — Kake MeH1 Dpes,
nepul HDK MONpsMyBaTH A0 JITIB, 0 BeayTh A0 HoMepiB. [loTiM BoHa
3YNHUHSETHCS 1 TTOBEPTAETHCS JI0 MEHE, MIABUIINYIOUYM Tojoc, 00 s Moria
nouyTH ii yepe3 Bech Kopuaop. — llepekoHaiics, mo 10 Beuepi TM Oyxerd
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As soon as I’ve closed the door of my room, I unzip my little case and
pull out the bottle of wine | had stashed in there. Thank God for the
Eurostar not having any liquid restrictions. It’s warm; but warm
Prosecco is better than no Prosecco, plus it isn’t like I'm picky. I pop
the cork and pour a generous measure into one of the little glasses
wrapped in hotel-branded tissue paper from the bathroom. The door to
the balcony slides open to reveal a space no larger than a yoga mat, the
world’s smallest table and two chairs squeezed into the space. It’s
bourgeoise and ridiculous and an absolutely perfect place to watch the
last vestiges of a spring afternoon with a glass of wine and a Marlboro.
The smoke hits the back of my throat and the headrush hits me like an
old friend; I trap the involuntary groan behind my lips. I know old—
school cigarettes aren’t fashionable any more, but my grandmother was
never without a Marlboro or even a brightly coloured Sobranie and |
find the smell comforting; it’s the scent of home and a life that had
almost made sense. | can see the Sacré—Cceur in the distance and I step
forward to lean over the balcony railings to look at the street below.
Unfortunately, my room looks over the rear of the hotel, so there isn’t
much to see.

Except a woman dressed all in black: black leggings, a black hoodie —
slightly incongruous in the early—-May warmth — and black trainers. Is
that... but of course it is, her almost white blond hair reflects the sun
even though her long bob is scraped back into a stubby pony tail. Freya
pulls on a black baseball cap as she hurries down the alleyway, looking
behind her as if to check she isn’t being followed.

What the actual fuck is she up to?

2

I smoke four Marlboros back to back as I wait to see when Freya
returns, soothing my throat with another glass of Prosecco.

Just as I’'m grinding the last cigarette into the minuscule ashtray, I hear
my phone beeping from inside the room. Shit, I didn’t message Lissa
back. She has a tendency to get pissy about these things, even though
she so frequently ignores my texts, the queen of double standards.

BUTJIAZATH OUTBII MPUCTOMHO. — BoHAa 00BOIUTH Miif CHITyeT pyKOIO, B fAKIil
TpPUMaE KITF0Ui, HATSKAIOYH, [0 BECh Miil BUTJIS] 3aJIAIIAE OaXKaTH KPaIoro.
S moTaiiku mporry B Heba CHJI, MEPII HK CIYXHSIHO PYLIUTH 33 HEIO CIIIIOM.
3a4rMHMUBIIN JBEpi CBO€I KIMHATH, S JICTAl0 3 CYMOYKH IUISIIKY BHUHA, SIKY
Tyau 3axoBana. J{skyBatu bory, mo B «EBpocrapi» Hemae 0OMeXeHb Ha
pinuHy. BOHO BXe Harpiioch, aje TeIule MPOCEKKO Kparmie, HDK HOTro
BIJICYTHICTB, JIO TOTO X s HEe BHOariuBa. S BIAKYNOPIOIO KOPOK 1 HAJIUBAIO
Hie/Ipy MOPII0 B OJHY 13 MaJEHbKUX CKISIHOYOK, 3aTOPHYTHX y (ipMOBHI
TOTENIbHH marmip 3 BaHHOT KIMHATH. J[Bepi Ha OaIKOH BIIKPUBAIOTh MPOCTIP,
3aBOUIBIIKY KWJIMMKA IS MOTH, HAWMEHIITUN y CBIT1 CTOJIMK 1 JBa CTUIBIL,
BTUCHYTI B Ilel KyTrouok. lle Burmsimae Oypskya3Ho 1 0e3rimy3mo, ane Iie
a0COJIIOTHO 1€aJIbHE MicIie, 00 CIOCTEpiraTé 3a KIHIIEM BECHSHOTO JHS 3
KEJIMXOM BUHA 1 curaperoro «Manb00opo».

Jlum moTparuisie MeHi B TOpJio, 1 TOJOBHUN OUTh O'€ MO TOJIOB, SIK CTapHii
TOBApUIL; sI CTPUMYI0 MUMOBUIBHHI CTOTIH, 110 3aCTUT y MeHe Ha rybax. S
3HAI0, M0 OJACKYJbHI CUTApeTH BXKE HE B MOJI, aje Mosi 0a0ycs HIKOJIU HE
obxoamnacs 0e3 «Manpbopo» abo xoua 06 «CoOpanie», 1 el 3amax
3aCTIOKOIOE MEHE; 1€ 3aIax JIOMY 1 KHUTTA, K€ OyJIO CIIOBHEHE ceHcy. S 6auy
BranuHi xpam Cakpe—Kep 1 poOiat0 Kpok ymepes, mo0 MepexXmInTHCS Yepes
OaJIKOHHI Tepujia 1 TOJAMBUTUCA HA BYIMINIO BHU3Y. Ha kanb, miii HOMep
BUXOJIUTh HA 3aJHI0 YaCTUHY TOTEIt0, TOK TaM HE TakK Bxke i 0arato 4oro
MO>KHa TOOAUUTH.

OKpiM JXKIHKH, OJSTHEHOI Y BCE€ YOPHE: YOPHI JIETIHCH, YOPHE XYAl — JEIIO0
HEJIOpEeYHE Y paHHBOMY TPaBHEBOMY TEIUTi — 1 YOpHi KpociBku. Ym 11€... Tak,
3BUYAIHO, 1€ BOHA, 1i Maiike Oiie CBITIIe KOPOTKE BOJIOCCS, 3a4e€CaHe Y XBICT,
BiOMBaeThCs Ha coHILll. Dpes HATATYE YOpHY OelCcOOIKY, MOCIIIIAaloYu BHU3
10 ajei, 03UParYnCh Ha3aJl, HIOM MepeBIPSIIOUH, Y HEMAE 32 HEIO CTEKEHHS.
[Io BoHa, B Oica, 3agymana?

2
A BUKYPIOIO HOTHUPU CUTAPCTU «Mam;60p0» OJHa 3a OAHOI0, YCKar4u, KOJIHN
IMMOBCPHETHCA <Dpeﬂ, 1 3MOYYIO I'OpJIO € OAHUM KECJINXOM ITPOCCKKO.
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Now, I know I’'m meant to have an army of friends and lovers and
people who send me stupid GIFs and memes and links to random
Reddit threads about skateboarding dogs. But I don’t. I’'m very much
team ‘small and exclusive friendship group’, not the kind of person
who collects acquaintances and hangers—on. That’s how I know the
person messaging me is Lissa. It quite simply can’t be anyone else.
Especially since Reggie and | broke up. Well, he dumped me because
all I ever did was work, but I was having doubts about our relationship
before that, so our separation was effectively mutual.

Ooh la la, how is it? Are you having the best time?

I’'m sitting on my balcony chain smoking.

With champagne?

Warm Prosecco *grimace face*

Close enough. Are the men gorgeous? Have you found a paramour
yet?

If she was with me, I’d have rolled my eyes and made a face like I was
about to vomit. Lissa has this whole fantasy about meeting an attractive
stranger and having a night of unbridled passion leading to an illicit
affair. Unfortunately, this results in a monthly incident where she will
end up doing the walk of shame, or knocking on my door to ask for
help in the removal of said attractive stranger, who never ends up
looking quite as alluring in the cold light of day. I decide to call her
instead of trying to type quickly enough to get a word in edgeways; |
can see she’s already writing something else.

‘Buongiorno!’ she says as she answers the phone.

‘Italian, but close enough,’ I deadpan.

‘Is it fabulous?’

‘Question,’ I say and she waits for me to ask it. ‘If you saw someone
in an alley, dressed all in black on a warm afternoon, what would you
think they were up to?’

‘Something nefarious, for sure.’

‘Right? I mean, it’s weird?’

HloitHO s Tymy HEIOMaJOK BiJl OCTaHHBOI CHrapeTd B KPHUXITHIN
NOMUTBHUYIN, SK Yy, IO Yy KIMHATi NMUIIUTH Mid Tenedon. Yopm, s He
sionosina Jlicci. BoHa 3aBXAu 3JHMTHCS 4Yepe3 I, XO4ya cama YaCTEHBKO
irHopye moi noBinomiieHHs. OCh BOHa, KOPOJIeBa MOJBIHHUX CTaHIAPTIB.

1 3Hat0, IO y JIIOJMHHA MOTO BiKy Masia 0 OyTH Kyma Ipy3iB, KOXaHIIIB Ta THX,
XTO MPOCTO HAJCHIATHME IM JypHI MEMH Ta paHIOMHI MOcWiIaHHs 3 Pexmity
mpo co0ak, 0 KaTaloThCs Ha CKeTOOpaax. Aje 1e He po MeHe. S Bijgmaro
nepeBary MajleHbKOMY KOJ1y CIIUIKYBaHHS, 1 HE parHy MaTH KOJIEKIIO Apy3iB
yi 3HaoMuX. Ock YOMY 5 3HaJIa JOCTEMEHHO, 110 MEH1 MPUHIIIO CHIOBILICHHS
came Bin Jliccu, Outbie HikomMy Oyisio MeH1 mucaTi. OCoOIMBO MICTs TOTO, K
mu 3 Pepki posidinuucs. TouHiie, 1€ BiH MEHE KHHYB 4epe3 Te, 10 S He Oady
HIYOTO OKPIM BJIaCHOT pOOOTH, ajie, YECHO Ka)Ky4dHd, B MEHE caMOi BUHHKAJIU
CYMHIBH 3 MPHUBOJAY HAIIUX CTOCYHKIB. MOKHa cka3aTu, 1ie pillieHHs 0yio
MPAKTHYHO B3aEMHHM.

«O-na—na, i ax eono? Pozeadxcacuica?»

«Cuooicy Ha 6anKoHi, nanio.»

«3 Kenuxom wamnancokoco?»

«Tennoeo npocexxo *epumaca™»

«Matidice 62adana. Yonosixu mam eapui €? Boce 3natiuina cooi koxanysa?»
byna 6 Jlicca mopsia, st 6 3akoTuia ovi, Baaro4yu, HiOM MeHe HyauTh. Jlicca
Mpi€ 3yCTPITH MPUBAOIMBOTO HE3HAHOMIIS 1 TIPOBECTH 3 HUM HECAMOBHUTY,
IOPUCTPACcCHY HiY, SKa NpHU3BEAE IO TAEMHOI IHTPIKKH. AJie, K MOKa3ye
MPaKTHKA, MPU3BOJUTH 1€ JI0 TOTO, L0 BOHA HIOMICSIS MOBEPTAETHCS IO
MEHE 3 IPOXaHHSAM JOMOMOITH 30yTHCS LIbOTO IMPUBAOIMBOTO HE3HAMOMILS,
AKHM aX HISIK TaKUM HE 37a€ThCs Yy CBITNYy mopy aHa. He Bcrurawo s
HAJPYKyBaTHU BIANOBiOb, KOJM MOMiYato, mo Jlicca mie moch CTPOUUTH.
Bupinryto npocto moa3BoHUTH:

— bonmxopHo! — o1pa3y uylo s, KOJIM BOHA MiHANA CIYXaBKYy.

— Ile iramilicbKor0, SIKIIO IO, ajie YK€ CXOXKe, — BIAMOBITAI0 S CYXUM
rOJIOCOM.

— Tu neBHO 3apa3 K y KasIli, ere x?
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‘Maybe they’re an assassin, casing out the place?’ she suggests, always
prone to over—dramatising a situation.

‘It was my boss.’

‘Oh.” She sounds disappointed. “You had to ruin it.’

‘She was wearing leggings, and a hoodie, and a baseball cap.’ I try to
pique her interest again.

‘And trainers?’

‘Well, yeah.’

‘She was probably going for a run.’

| reach for yet another cigarette and light it, taking a deep drag. Lissa
is probably right. Freya is very private about her life outside of work,
only sharing the barest minimum. All I know is she has an apartment
slap bang in the middle of Covent Garden — not that I’m jealous — and
she doesn’t seem to have a husband or kids. I guess she could be a
runner. But then | see a black—clad figure enter the alleyway. ‘She’s
coming back,’ I hiss into the phone, despite the fact that I’'m too far
away for Freya to hear me from the alleyway.

‘Is she sweaty?’

‘I’m like five storeys up,’ I say, frustrated I can’t see more closely.
“Your phone has a zoom function...” she makes it sound like I'm a
moron. She’s generally the scatty one, the one who surprises me at her
ability to navigate the real world, but sometimes she’s a straight—up
genius who doesn’t even realise it. I open the camera and snap a series
of photos, then I enlarge her face. ‘“Well?” Lissa asks, sounding quiet
and tinny without the phone pressed against my ear.

‘She is definitely not sweating.” But then I peer over the edge of the
balcony again. She’s squeezed herself behind one of the huge bins
stored where the alleyway opens into the rear courtyard of the hotel
and is staring up at one of the other rooms. | tuck myself down a bit so
she won’t spot me if she turns in my direction. ‘She looks like she’s up
to something,” I whisper into the phone.

| fall silent as she climbs onto the roof of the bin, crouching low before
springing up to grab the railing of the first floor balcony above her. In

— B MeHe muTaHHS, — TIOYWHAIO 5, 1 BOHA TepIunstde odvikye. — Skmo 0 Tu
nobaywia JTOINHY y MIPOBYIIKY, OJMTHEHY B yC€ YOPHE MOCEepe] CIIEKOTHOTO
Be4Opa, mo 0 ToOi1 mepIre craigo Ha JyMKY?

— Illock HEnOOpe, HaATIEBHO.

— Cnpasni? Tumry, e muBHO, TOO1 HE 31a€THCA?

— MoskJBo, 1€ KunIep, SKUi 3auniae miciie BouBcTea? — npumyckae Jlicea.
Bomna 3aBxau Oynna CXHUIbHOIO IO HAAMIPHOTO JApaMaTU3MYy.

— Ile Oyna MOst HAUaTBHUIIAL

— SIcHo, — B 1i roJioCi 4yeThCs po3uapyBaHHs, — TH SIK 3aBK]IU, IICYEIIl MOMEHT.
— Bona Oyna B ocuHax, Xyail 1 KeMIli, — s HaMararch 3HOBY MPUBEPHYTH il
1HTEpEC.

— I Mmokacuamn?

— Hy, Tak.

— Bona neBHO Ha mpoODKKY BUHIILIA.

S TArHyCcs 3a 4eproBOIO CUrapeTolo, 3alallioro ii 1 poOIII0 BEUKY 3aTSDKKY.
HaneBno, Jlicca mae partito. @pes 3aBxau TpuMaia CBOE OCOOUCTE KHUTTS B
CEKpeTi, IUTuiacs JUIe HaiHeoOX1mHimuM. €auHe, 1o s 3Halo, Tak I Te,
110 Ti KBapTHPa 3HAXOIUThCA B caMiCiHbKOMY LeHTpi paiiony Kosent I'apaen,
0, 3BMYAfHO, HE BUKIWKAE B MEHE 3a3/poIliB. A 1me B Hei Hemae Hi
4OJIOBIKa, Hi AiTeil. ['amaro, BoHA BUTIIAIAE SK Ta, XTO XOJAUTHh HA TIPOODKKH
4ac BiJ 4acy.

— Bona noBepTaerbes, — MHUILTIO S B TelIePOH, X0Ua MPEKPacHO PO3yMilo, 1110
®pes Bce 0OJHO HE NMOYY€E MEHE 3 TAKO1 BUCOTH.

— Bomna cnitnina?

— Skmo mo, Miii HOMEp 3HAXOAWTHCS Ha I 'SITOMY IMOBEPCi, —
3aCMy4€Ha TUM, 110 HE MOXKY MOOJIMKYE 1 pO3IUBUTHUCA.

—V renedoni € pyHKIIist 30UTbIIEHHS (OTO, — 3ITXa€ BOHA TaK, Haye 4 110TKa.
Jlicca 3aBxkau Oyna Tpoxu HaBbKeHHA. [HOMI g HE pO3yMilo, IK BOHA B3arai
JKUBE B 1IbOMY CBiTi. AJie MOMEHTaMH BOHA MO>K€ BMJATH IIOCh CIpaB[Ii
reHiaibHe, OT sK 3apa3. Sl BiakpuBao kamepy i poOmo cepito ¢oTo, micis
4Oro 30UTbIIYIO 1T 00JUYYS HAa HUX.

— Hy? — nurae Jlicca, siKy 5 1eqp uyro, 60 TpuMaro TenedoH y pylli, a He Outs

ByXa.

Kaxy 4,
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an impressive display of upper—body strength, she pulls herself up,
then stands on top of the balustrade to grab the railing of the second
floor balcony. ‘Jesus...” I whisper to Lissa.

‘What’s going on?’ she almost shouts into the phone.

‘My boss is...” I start but I’'m struggling to put what [’'m seeing into
words. ‘She’s... like... climbing up the balconies,” I say eventually,
but it doesn’t do the spectacle justice. It’s like she’s Spiderman. But
some kind of modern feminist parkour take on Spiderman.

‘Are you drunk?’ Lissa asks in mock horror.

‘Of course I’'m not drunk. I have a meeting in...” I check my watch.
‘Shit! My meeting is in like forty—five minutes. I need to get ready.’ |
go to hang up then add ‘Love you’ before I press the button to end the
call. T hear her say ‘Love you’ back before I cut her off.

At seven twenty—nine I’m standing in the Atrium Bar, dressed in the
L. K. Bennett dress and Louboutin heels, my long brown hair in a
classically chic chignon, make—up understated but flawless. There is
literally nothing Freya can criticise about my appearance.

At seven thirty—nine I’m still standing in the Atrium Bar and Freya
hasn’t turned up yet. I suppose it might take her a few minutes to get
ready after scaling the outside of the hotel. I’'m starting to wonder if
that’s what I really saw. I mean, it’s just too ridiculous. I should have
taken a video of it, even if just to prove to myself what actually
happened.

At seven forty—nine I’m still standing in the Atrium Bar and I’'m
debating calling Freya to ask where the hell she is. We cannot be late
to this meeting. Am | meant to just go alone and then make up an
excuse for why she’s late? What do I say? Oh, sorry Freya is a little
late this evening. | just watched her climbing up the side of the hotel

— BoHna TouHO He criTHINA.

Ane moTIM s 3HOBY BH3Mpal uepe3 Kpail Oankona. BoHa BTuCHYymacs 3a
OJIHAM 13 BEJIIMYE3HUX CMITTEBUX OaKiB, IO CTOSATh TaM, JI¢ MPOBYJIOK
BUXOJIUTh HA 3aJHIA JBIp TOTEIO, 1 JUBWIACS HA OJHY 3 KIMHAT. Sl Tpoxw
NPUTHHAIOCA, 00 BOHA HE TIOMITHJIa MEHE, SIKIIO PaTOM MOBEPHETHCS B Miid
OiK.

— Cxoxe, BOHA IIOCH 3aJlyMaJia, — IIeNovy 5 y CIIyXaBKy.

S 3amoBKaro, IMOKM BOHA BWJIA3UTh HA KPHIIKY CMITHUKA, HH3BKO
IpHUCIIaloyM, a MOTIM MIACTpUOye, MO0 yXomWTHCA 3a Iepuia OaJKkoHa
MEPIIoTo MoBepXy. Bpaxaroue 1eMOHCTPYIOUH CHUITYy BEPXHBOT YaCTHHU Tila,
BOHA MIATIATYETHCS, TIOTIM CTa€ Ha OaOCTpay, MO0 BXOMUTHUCS 3a TIEpHIIa
OaJIKOHa IPYroro MoBepXy.

— Boxke... — 3HOBY BUPUBAETHCS 3 MEHE.

— IIlo Tam BinOyBaeThCs?

— Most HavaibHHIA. ..~ $I HamMararcs I0Ch CKa3aTH, ajie MPOCTO HE MOXY
310paTH cioBa 10 Kynu. — BoHa. ..kapaOKkaeThcs Mo OaIKOHAX, — BPEIITI KKy
a. [Ipote ne dbopmymnroBaHHsS He 30BCiM aopedHe. S O panamie ckaszana, 10
BoHa HIOM YoJIOBIK-TIaByK, ajieé WOTO >KIHOYA BepCis, SKa MapKypHUTh IO
OaKoHaX roTelko.

— Tu m’ssua? — Jlicca Bae 31MByBaHHS.

— 3BicHO HI. B Mene 3ycTpiu 3a.. — { rasHyna Ha ronuHHUK. — biisixa! B mene
3yCTpi4 MEHIIl HiK 32 COPOK I’SITh XBUJIWH. MeHi nmoTpiObHo 30uparucs. — S
KHJIal0 «JTr00J10 TeOe», 1 meplll, HK 3aBEpIIMTH J3BIHOK, Yy Y BIAIOBIIL
«JTIOOJTIO».

O cboMmiil ABaALATH EB’ATH s BXKe CTOsIa B 0api «ATpiym» 10 3HAXOIUBCS
Ha TepUTOpii roTento, ojsirHena y cyktro Big L. K. Bennett ta minbopu Bixg
Louboutin. CBoe moBre KamiTaHOBE BOJOCCS s 3adecalla y HHU3bKHI,
BUIITYKAHUU MY4OK, a Miii Makisbk OyB Oe3moranHuM. Opest TOYHO He 3Hale
JI0 YOTO MPUAECPTHUCS.

O cphoMill TpuAUATE OeB’ATh 5 Bce Ie cToto B Oapi, a dpei noci Hemae. S
IyMaro, B Hel Minuio 6 Kiibka XBWJIMH Ha Te, 100 3i0paTucs Micis CBOET
BUJIa3KH. Sl BXe moyasnia CymMHiBaTucs, ui 6aumia came 1i. [Ipocro 1e 31aeThes
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using the lovely wrought iron balconies like a ladder. But I'm sure it
was nothing and she’ll be with us any moment.

I’m being ridiculous. She’s probably already there, probably came
down to the bar at seven twenty-six, found I wasn’t already waiting
and went straight to the restaurant to prove a point.

At seven fifty—four I make the decision to go to the restaurant; it’s only
a few minutes’ walk and so I’m perfectly on time. Freya isn’t there.
Enough is enough. Where are you? | text her from my work phone as
I’m shown to the table. I watch the screen as it confirms the message
was delivered and wait for the three little ellipses to show she’s
replying. They don’t come.

I’m interrupted by the arrival of Nicolas and Julien, the Martin —
Martan — twins who were semi—famous models in the early 2000s and
who now run C’est Magnifique. I introduce myself as Sam’s
replacement.

‘No Freya?’ Julien asks with a raised eyebrow.

‘She’s just running a few minutes late.’

‘Is she sick?’ Nicolas’s voice drips with faux concern. ‘She has not had
an accident, no?’

‘Oh no, no,’ I say with conviction. But... what if she had? What if —
when [ was having a quick shower as I rushed to get ready so [ wouldn’t
be late — she fell? What if she’s lying in that alley, no one any the wiser
about where she is? No. I’m being ridiculous, catastrophising, spinning
a story out of nothing but fear and paranoia and some kind of morbid
fascination with people dying in gruesome ways that has followed me
since | was a child.

‘Shall we begin without her?” Nicolas asks, as he raises a finger to
signal to the waiter that he wishes to order.

‘Of course,” I reply with a smile, despite the fact my insides have
turned to jelly and my brain to mush. I guess I’'m going to have to
negotiate this deal on my own. It’s only a ten million pound contract.
Nothing to worry about. Apologies: I get snarky when I’m nervous.

ax HaxaTo Oesrimy3auMm. Meni BapTo Oyno 3HATH ii Ha Bifeo, o0 camy cede
3alleBHUTH B TOMY, 1110 1I€ CIIPaBJi CTAJIOCH.

O cpoMiii COPOK JIEB’ATH 5 8ce e CTOsIIa B TOMY K 0api « ATpiym», a B TOJIOBI
KpPYTHJIACs TyMKa Ipo Te, o6 noa3BoHuTr Opei 1 motrikaBurtucs, ae ii B Oica
HocuTh. HaM He MoO’kHa 3ami3HIOBATHCA Ha Iei 3axia. Uu meni Tpeba mitu
Tyga caMmiid 1 TepenpocHTH 3a Te, 0 BOHA 3aTpuMyeThbca? | mo s maro
ckazatu? Bubaume, @pes mpoxu 3anizHumuvcs. A wouno 6auuna, sk 60HA
J1A3Ua CMIHAMU 20MeI0, Xana4uch 3a OAIKOHHI HIJCKU, SIK Ha Opabuni. Ane
51 BNeGHeHa, W0 HeMa 4020 XGUNIO8AMUCSH, BOHA OCb—OCh 3 ABUMbCAL.

S ve ipu cBoemy po3ymi. BoHa, meBHO, cryctuiiacsa 10 6apy Iie 0 CboMii
JBAJIIATH ITICTh, HE TTOOAYMIa MEHE Ha MICII1 Ta MIIjIa 10 PeCTOpaHy cama,
100 BKOTPE JJOBECTH MO0 HIKYEMHICTb.

O choMmiif I’sITIECAT YOTUPH 5 TIPUIIMar0 PIlLIEHHS MITH O PECTOpPaHy, aJyKe
TYJI1 BCHOTO JIMIIIE KUTbKA XBUJIMH MIMIKHU. S| MPUXOIKY Ha Miclie BUaCHO, aJie
®pei Tam HeMae. Bee, 3 MeHe 10cuTh. «Jle TH?» Uty s iid 31 CBOTo pod0voro
Tese(pOHy, MOKM MEHE IPOBOIKAIOTh 10 HAIIOro CToJuKa. S Tymmocs B
eKpaH, B HaJlii M0OAYNTH 3aMOBITHI TPH KpaIroykH, SKi BKa3zaiau O Ha Te, 1110
BOHA JIPYKY€ NMOBIIOMJIEHHS. AJI€ LIbOTO HE CTAIOCH.

S BinmBonikarock Ha mpuOyTTs OpatiB MapTteH, Tounimie, Maptan, Hikost Ta
XKynbeHa, sIKi MaJau HEAOBrY MOJEIbHY Kap’€py Ha MOYaTKy HYJIbOBHX, a
3apa3 BoOJIOAIIOTH KommaHiero «Ce Man’ipik». S mpexacraBisirocs
3acTynHuuer Cem.

— A ne ®pes? — nosiBiM O6poBoto, muTae JKyabeH.

— BoHa npocTo 3ani3HIOEThCS Ha KUTbKA XBHJIUH.

— Bona B nopsiaky? — ronoc Hikons HaOyBae BaaBaHOi cTypOOBaHOCTI. — 3
HEIO X HIYOro He Tpanuiocs?

— Hi—Hi, 110 B, — 3a1€BHSIO 5. AJle panToM 1och AilicHo Tpanuioca? 1o sk
B TOM MOMEHT KOJIM 51 HOCIIXOM NpHUiiMaia Iy, 30Mparoduch Ha 3axij, BOHA
Brana 3 OankoHy? Illo sik BOHa 3apa3 JIEKUTh AECh Y HPOBYIKY, a HIXTO H
rajiku He Mae, fe BoHa. Hi. Sl GokeBomito, mpocTo Hakpyuyro cebe. Po3Bena
Tparenio Ha MyCTOMY MICIi, MIJJIaBIIMCh CTpaxy Ta MapaHoi. A Iie MeHe 3
JUTHHCTBA LIKaBUJIM BUIAJKH OCOOIMBO XKaXJIUBUX CMEPTEH.
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I gulp the wine that appears at my elbow. I’'m going to need it if I have
any hope of making it through the next few hours.

I don’t want to blow my own trumpet, but I do pretty well over dinner.
The Martin twins and | hash out a slightly refined deal — one well
within the parameters | know Freya would expect — over an extremely
good chateaubriand, and then we have creme brilée paired with a glass
of sweet Sauternes for dessert. They insist on walking me back to the
hotel, despite it being mere minutes away, before hailing down a
passing taxi for themselves.

‘It has been a pleasure, Miss Brooks,” Julien says as he kisses my
cheeks three times in that bizarre way that is somehow both shockingly
familiar and horrendously awkward at the same time. ‘Please pass our
regards to Freya. Such a shame she couldn’t join us. I wanted to
congratulate her in person for that phenomenal presentation she gave
in Boston last month.’

Despite the height of the Louboutins, there’s a spring in my step as |
head into the hotel and | contemplate treating myself to a glass of
champagne. And by treating myself I obviously mean that | will charge
it to the room and make Serendipity — that’s the company I work for in
case I haven’t already said — pick up the tab. There’s a hum in the air
as I cross the reception area, a crackle of something I can’t quite put
my finger on.

But then I walk into the atrium. Guess who’s sitting at the bar? OK, I
know that wasn’t exactly difficult, of course it’s Freya. Just sitting
there as cool as ice, as if she didn’t fail to turn up for the meeting and
leave me to deal with everything by myself. My blood rises as | watch
her casually sipping from the cocktail in front of her. | want to slap her,
but I also want to tell her that | sealed the deal on my own. | want her
to be proud of me. I’m such a fucking cliché.

‘Are you OK?’ I ask her, as I slip onto the stool next to her.

‘Of course, Camille,’ she says. ‘Shouldn’t I be?” She genuinely sounds
like there is no reason for me to even ask that question.

— Hy mo %k, neBHo, mouHemo 6e3 Hei? — 3anutye Hikoms, moiadu manbiemM
curHan odimianty, o0 3poOUTH 3aMOBIICHHSI.

— Tak, 3Bu4aiifHo.

Ha w™oemy oO0mnyui cssiia MOCMINIKAa, XO04Ya BCE BCEpEAWHI MEHe
MIEPEBEPHYIIOCS, a MO30K IEPETBOPUBCSA HA Kamly. 3Ma€ThCsl, MEHI camii
JOBEJIEThCS yKIIanatu yroay. lle Bcboro Jmine SKUHCh KOHTPAKT Ha JIECATH
MUTbHOHIB ¢yHTIB. JKogHoro npuBoay uid nepexuBaHb. Bubaure, s cTaro
CapKaCTHYHOIO, KOJIA XBUJTFOFOCS.

S po6so KOBTOK BHHA, IO 3’SIBUWIOCS B MEHE MiJl pyKolo. SIKIIO s X0ouy
BUTPUMATH HACTYIHI KUJIbKA T'OJIMH, BOHO MEH1 3HaJI00UThCS.

Sk Om MeH1 He XOTUIOCS 3aqUpaTH CBOTO HOCA, Ta MYITy BU3HATH, IO S5
JIOCUTH HETIOTaHO BIOpasiach 3a Beuepero. Mu 3 Onm3HoKamu MapTtaHamu
YKJIaJH Aemo crenudiuay yroay — 1o oyno mimkom y ctuii @pei. [in gac
MEPEeMOBHH s Majla HaroJy HacCOJOJUTHUCS YYJAOBHM SUTOBUYHM CTEHKOM
maTtoOpiaHa, Ta COJIOJKUM KpeM—Oprojie 3a KenmxoMm cojiojgkoro CaTepH.
[Tepmr HDK BHKIMKAaTH OOl TaKCi, YOJOBIKM HAIoOJSATad HA TOMY, aOu
IIPOBECTU MEHE 10 TOTelto, He3BaKalouM Ha Te, [0 Jopora 3aiimae jiumie
KUIbKa XBWJIMH.

— Byno Hag3BU4aitHO MPUEMHO MaTH 3 BaMU CIIpaBy, Mic bpykc, — coiomko
npoMoBUB JKyIbEeH, TPUY1 MOIUTYBABIIIA MEHE B OOH/IB1 ITOKH, 1110 BUTJISIAIO
K TUBHHM, X04a ¥ Hampouyj 3Haiiomuii xect. — Ilepenaiite, Oyap—iacka,
BitaHHs1 @pei. Jlyxe mkoaa, o BoHA HE 3Morja JoenHaTucs. S ocobucro
XOTIB il MPUBITATH 3 YCIIIIHO MPOBEACHOIO Mpe3eHTalliero y bocToHi, 110
BiIOYyJ1aCsS MHUHYJIOTO MICSIIS.

HesBaxkarouu Ha cBO1 BUCOKI Min00pu, MOs X0/1a OyJa JIETKOIO, 1, IPIMYIOYH
IO TOTeNIo, s pO3AyMyBalla, a 4YH He mobamyBatu cebe Kelnuxom
mamnancbkoro. Ilig Bupasom «mobamyBaTu cebe» s Mal0 Ha yBasi, IO 5
3aMOBITI0 cO01 HaIii mpsM B HOMeEP, 3a paxyHoK «CepeHAimiti», 3BicHO. Lle
AKIIO 110, KOMIIaHis, B KA s Mpalroro, SKIIO 5 panToM Ie He Ka3aia. B
HOBITP1 CTOITh SIKMICh HE3pO3YMUIMH Tyn, SKUM s BiAuyJda, MHHAIOYU
pEeLeIIito.

Auie moTiM s 3aX0/1Ky 10 Oapy. Bramaiite, koro s Tam 6auy? ["apa3z, 1ie HaaTO
aerko. 3BuyaitHo, TaM Oyna dpest. Cuauth coOi CrIOKIHHECEHBKO, HIOU 1€ He
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“You didn’t show up for the meeting.” It’s not an accusation, I sound
like an abandoned dog left at the shelter by the person who was meant
to give him a forever home. Eughh, what is wrong with me?

‘But I’'m sure you got them to sign.’

“Yes. And I only had to give away another ten percent.’ I wait for her
to look impressed.

‘You gave away ten percent?” She doesn’t seem impressed. She
seems... incredulous.

‘Only ten, yes.” I can hear the uncertainty creeping into my Voice.
‘Oh, Millicent.” It’s the use of my real name that sends a chill up the
back of my neck. ‘We’d already negotiated as low as would make
commercial sense.’

‘Shit.’

‘Quite.” She takes a long slug of her drink and motions to the bartender
for another. Then she takes a deep breath, letting it out slowly as she
turns to look at me head on. ‘I suppose it would be best if I tell the
Board I was the one who negotiated the deal. I’ll tell them it was a
deliberate strategy to bring the Martin brothers on board to encourage
partnerships with some other brands.’

‘But—"’ I begin, but she cuts me off.

‘It’s done, Millicent. Let’s not talk of it again.” Her voice is laced with
disappointment.

| want to tell her that it is all her fault anyway. That she should have
been there. That | was only brought into this deal a few hours ago. That
there is no way it should be considered my fault. But instead | order a
Chambord Martini and we sit in silence as we drink.

Half an hour ticks past, as | grow more and more angry that she fucked
me over and then somehow made out like | was the one in the wrong.
Screw this!

‘Freya,’ I start, ‘where were you this evening?’

‘I was with you, finalising a deal that | have the authority to negotiate,
while you kept notes of the conversation. Notes that I’m expecting on
my desk by close of play tomorrow. | suggest you spend the Eurostar

BOHA TIPOITYCTMJIa BEUEPIO 1 3aJMIIMIa MEHe Ha I 3ycTpui. Mosi KpoB
3aKHIae, Komu s 06ady sk BoHa 0e3TypOOTHO MOChOpOye KOoKTeiuib. MeHi
XO0YeThCs JaTH 1 JisAnac i OBIIOMHTH, IO 51 yKJIaJia yroay BojaHouac. 5 xody,
11100 BoHa MHoO10 nuaiacs. boxe, s Taka nependayyBasa.

— 3 100010 Bce rapa3a? — MUTAIO s, IPUCIIAal0YM HABIIPOTH HEl.

— Hy 3Buyaitao, Kamin, a mo, mock Tpammiocsi? — 6e3TypOOTHO TIPOMOBIISIE
BOHA, HIOM B MEHE HEMAE€ JKOAHOT IPUYUHU CTaBUTHU MO/10HE MUTAHHS.

— Tu He nmpwuiiia Ha CHOTOJHIMIHIO 3ycTpid. — Xi0a 1e 3BUHYyBadeHHs? B
MEHE T0JIOC SIK y TOKMHYTOI CO0aKH, Ky 3aJHIIWIN B IPUTYIKY. Booce, ujo
31 MHOIO He mak?

— Sl BneBHEHa, 110 TH BIIOpaiacs.

— Taxk. I Mu moroguiucs Ha Te, OO BIiIJATH IM JIMINIE NECATH BiICOTKIB. —
OYIKYIO, 1110 BOHA 3/IUBYETHCS.

— Hecamv 6i0comkie? — BOHAa aX HIIK HE BUIJIAJAE BPaXEHOIO.
Ckopile. .. TMBUTbCA 3 HEJJOBIPOIO.

— Tak, mume gecsathb. — S BiIUyBar0 HEBIIEBHEHICTh Y BIACHOMY T'OJIOCI.

— MiniceHT...— Te, IO BOHA Ha3Baja MEHE MOIM CHpPaBXHIM IMEHEM,
BHUKJIMKAJIO0 MypPaxu MO MIKipl. — Mu BKe TOMOBWIACS MPO HAWHIDKYY ITIHY,
sika O MaJia KOMEpIIHHUNA CeHC.

— Yopr.

— Otox. — Bona pobuth BenuKHIl KOBTOK 31 CBOTO KeluXa 1 MPOCHUTH
odimiaHTa HaIUTH MIe. 3pOoOMBIIKM TIMOOKHMH BIWX Ta BUIUX, BOHA
MOBEPTAETHCS 10 MeHe. — Jlymaro, kpaie Oyze, sIKIIO s CKaXy Ha 3acijaHHi,
1o 11e 5 Bena nepeMoBuHH. CKaxy, 110 1€ Oyna IuiecnpsiMoBaHa CTpaTerisi
3anmydeHHs OpaTiB MapraH 10 Hac, 33151 YCIIITHOTO MapTHEPCTBA 3 IHITUMU
OpeHIaMU.

— AJe.. — MOYMHAIO 51, Ta BOHA MEHE TiepeOrBae

— S Bce ckazana, Minicent. Tyt Hemae mjo oOroBoproBat. — B ii romnoci
BIUYJIOCS pO3UapyBaHHS.

51 6 Bomina ckazaTH, 11O Iie Bce oAHO Oyio ii mpoBuHoo. 1o BoHa moBHHHA
Oyna OyTtu nmpucyTHbOI0 TaM. 110 MeHe BTATHYNHU B 1[I0 CIIPABY JIMIIE KiTbKa
roavH ToMy. Sl He Marw HECTH 3a II€ BiANOBIATBHICTh. AJie HATOMICTH S
IPOCTO 3aMOBJISIFO KEJIMX MapTiHi, 1 MU B THULII MTUJIH.
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journey home writing them up.” And then she slides off her stool,
scoops up her bag and walks away from me. Leaving me sitting at the
bar, my mouth hanging open in disbelief. That woman has some
serious gall.

I wait five minutes to ensure she won’t possibly still be waiting for a
lift, and then make my way back to my room. There is still enough —
very, almost unbearably — warm Prosecco left for another glass and |
take it out onto the little balcony for a nightcap and a final cigarette.
The alleyway is bathed in blue light; when | lean over the balustrade a
little 1 can see a police car at the other end of the narrow space. Two
men in black, the word POLICE emblazoned across the back of their
jackets, are shining torches around the bins, searching for something.
A German Shepherd in a police harness is with them, nose to the
ground, tail swishing slowly from side to

side as he works. Then suddenly he turns and looks directly at me, his
eyes glowing red. He lets out a low growl and then returns to the job
at snout.

What are they looking for? I slip back into my room and grab my
phone. I didn’t delete the photos I took of Freya earlier and I pull them
up. Zooming in on one I notice something in Freya’s hand. It looks like
a pill bottle, one of those orange plastic ones with the white lid. In the
next photo she’s slipping it into the pocket of her leggings, causing an
unsightly bulge on one hip. I flick back to the first picture, zooming in
further to see if I can read what’s written on the label. But there is no
label.

What was in that bottle?

And what are the police searching for in the middle of the night in the
exact same place | watched Freya climb up the side of the hotel?

3
Somehow | manage to sleep through the alarms | set on my phone —
or, more accurately, | switch them off in my sleep — but thankfully I

MuHae mBroAuHu, a s Bce Outblne 1 Ouabine 3arocs. [lincraBuia MmeHe BOHA,
a TiepeBepHyIIa BCe TaK, HIOW 11e MOsi IOMMIKa. /{o bica ye ce!

— Mdpes, — nounHaro 51, — ae TM Oyia uboro Beyopa?

— Pa3om 3 100010, 3aBepuryBayia yroay, sk i mepeadadaiocs. A T poouia
HOTaTKU MPOTATroM Hamoi po3MoBu. HoTaTku, siKi S 4eKaro Ha CBOEMY CTOJII
3aBTpa. S mpomnoHyo TOOI 1€ 3pOOUTH JOPOTO0 10I0MY B «EBpocTapi». — A
MOTIM BOHA CHOB3a€ 31 CTUIbLA, MIIXOIUIIOE CBOIO CYMKY 1 /i€, 3aIMILINBIIN
MEHE CHUJIITH 3a OapHOIO CTIMKOIO 3 pO33sIBIEHUM poToM. Ls *kiHka Heabusika
HaxaOHa.

S yekaro MPOTATOM I’ SITH XBUJIMH, 11100 BIEBHUTHUCA, 1110 BOHA BXKE IT1THSIACS
7ipTOM IO CBOTO HOMEpA, 1 TUTBKH TMOTIM MPsAMYIO 10 cebe. Y Kenuxy e
3aJUIIAIOCS JIOCTaTHBO TeIUle, Maike HECTEPITHO TeIule, MPOCEKKO, 1 o
BUXOJ/UKY Ha MaJIeHbKHM OankoH, 100 BUMHUTH MEpel CHOM 1 BUKYPUTH
OCTaHHIO curapety. Ha Bynuili MuraroTh CuHi Jiixrapi. Sl TpoxXu nepexuisocs
yepe3 OankoH 1 0auy MONiEHChbKYy MallMHy Ha IHIIOMY KIHIII BY3bKOTO
npoxoxay. /[Boe 4onoBikiB y yopHOMY 0115131, 3 emOnemoro «ITOJIILIS» Ha
CITMHI KYPTKH, CBITATH JIXTapSIMH HAaBKOJIO CMITTEBHX 0aKiB, MIOCH ITYKAIOUH.
3 HUMHU HIMEIbKa BiBUapKa B MOJIIEHCHKIN MUICHIT, SIKa HOCOM TpHUIaia 10
3eMJTi, TTOBUTHPHO TTOMaxXyIO4Uu XBOCTOM 3 OOKY B OiK, TOKM BOHU TPAITIOIOTh.
Pantom cobaka rmoBepTaeThest B Miil 01K, HOTO 04Ul BIIOJUCKYIOTh YEPBOHHUM.
BiH TUX0 rap4uTh, MIiCIIg YOTO MPOJIOBKYE CBOIO POOOTY.

[I{o Bonu mrykawTh? S nmpocnusaro Ha3aa y CBOIO KIMHATY 1 Xanaro TenedoH.
BinkpuBaio ¢oto, Ha skux s 3moBmiIa Opero. 30UTbITYIOUYH OJHY 3 HHX, 5
nomivar 1mochk y i pymi. Ile cxoke Ha IUIMIIEUKY 3—IIi MIryJoK, Taka
IUTACTUKOBA TMOMapaHueBa, 3 OUIO0 Kpuiieukow. Ha iHmomy ¢oto BoHa
3acOBYe ii B KHILIEHIO CBOIX JIETIHCIB, BiJl YOTO Ha OJHOMY CTETHi 3'SIBISETHCA
HerapHa BUIYKIiCTh. S TmoBepTarocs 10 momnepenanboi Qororpadii,
HAMAararuuch MPOYUTATH HA3BY Mpenapary. Aje eTUKETKH HeMae.

Mo To Oyna 3a msmeyka’?

I yomy momilis MpPOBOAUTH OOIIYK B TOMY CaMOMY MICI{i, JIe sl CbOTOJHI
Oaumna @pero, siKa J1a3uiia CTIHAMU TOTET0?

3
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arranged for coffee to be delivered to the room at seven and the room
service waiter is extremely persistent in knocking on my door until 1
drag myself out of bed.

‘I hope your night wasn’t too disturbed, Ms Brooks,’ he says in English
but with a trace of an accent as he places the tray on a small table by
the door. He turns and must see the confusion on my face. ‘With the
ambulance and then the police outside.’

‘Ambulance?’

‘One of our guests...” he trails off and clears his throat. ‘Such a shame.’
‘Are they OK?’ But it’s pretty obvious from the look on his face that
no, they are very much not OK. “Who?’

But he shakes his head. ‘I can’t say any more,” and then he thrusts the
room service slip towards me for my signature.

As soon as the door closes behind him | reach for my laptop and open
Google. I type in the name of the hotel and hit the News icon. Three
hours ago, France 24 ran a story about the tragic death of an American
businessman and someone has helpfully already snipped the segment
and posted it to YouTube. The newsreader is impossibly perky given
this went out at 5 a.m., but her co—host is almost comatose. I’ll try not
to see it as an

indictment of just how much harder women have to work to be
considered equal to their male counterparts.

‘At nine o’clock yesterday evening, a body was discovered in a suite
at the Marriot Champs—Elysée. The man, who we can now confirm as
Cody Gelber, CEO of InterBank LLC and a regular feature of society
in both New York and Paris, is believed to have been alone in his room
at the time of his death. Early reports indicate the drug fentanyl may
have been involved, amid suggestions this was suicide.’

Fentanyl? | call Lissa, half expecting her not to answer but pleasantly
surprised when she does.

‘It’s the middle of the night,” she tells me.

| go to make a snarky comment, but to be fair it is only 6 a.m. in
London. ‘Question. How easy is fentanyl to get hold of?’

SIKUMOCh YMHOM S IPUMYIPSAIOCS Tpocnatu cBiii OyawnbHUK. TouyHimie, s
BUMKHYJIa HOTO yBi CHI. AJle, ISIKYIOBaTH 00Ty, 51 3aMOBHJIa COO1 KaBH B HOMEP
0 ChOMIHl paHKy, 1 Miif odiniaHT OyB JOCHTH HACTUPIUBUH, TyAIOYH MEHI y
JIBEP1, IO 1 3MYCHIIO MEHE MTPOKUHYTHCS.

— CnopiBarocs, BM TapHO criany i€ Hovi, Mic Bpykc, — B HOro roJyioci 4yeTbes
HEBEJIMKUH aKICHT, KOJIM BIH CTAaBUTH MIIHIC Ha CTOJHK Outst mBepeit. [IeBHO,
3a BUPA30M MOTO 0OJIMYYsI HOMY CTajIo 3p03yMUIO, 110 51 HE 3HAIO, 110 BiH Mae
Ha yBa3l.

— CroyaTKy HIBUKA, MOTIM HOJILII. . .

— IlIBuaka?

— OJuH 3 HaAIIMX MOCTOSUIBLIB.. — BIH 3aTHMHAETHCS, MPOYUIIAIOYH TOPI0. —
Skuit copom.

— 3 HUM Bce rapasn? — Bupa3 Ha Horo oO0IM94l HAaTSAKA€E HA T, IO BCE 30BCIM
HE rapasj. — XT0 MOCTpaxaaB?

Arte odimiaHT JINIIIE MoOTae T'OJIOBOIO:
— Ha >xanp, s HE MOXY PO3MOBCIO/DKYBATH JIaHy iH(GOpMaIlilo, — KaKe BiH,
MPOCTATYIOYN MEHI KBUTAHI[IIO 32 00CITyroByBaHHS HOMEDY.

Sk TINBKM ABEPi 32 HUM 3aKPHIIHCS, 5 My 10 CBOTO HOYTOYKY 1 BIIKpHUBAIO
I'yrn. BBomio Ha3By roTeiro B MOIIYKOBY cTpody i 0OMparo IOCHIIaHHS 3
HOBHMHAaMHU. TpHU TOIWHU TOMY, Ha KaHal «@Dperc 24» BUUIIOB CIOXKET IPO
Tpariuny 3aru0eb aMepuKaHChKOTO O13HECMEHa, 1 XTOCh Y’K€ BCTUT BUPI3aTH
el pparMeHT 1 BUKJIacTu oro Ha YouTube. Bexydya HOBUH rOBOPUTH TIOCUTH
06anpopo sk ISt 11°sATo1 paHky. [Iporte i HanapHuLs BUTTIsAa€ Tak, HA4e BOHA
y CTaHl HamiB KOMHU. Sl Hamararocs He 3alMKJIIOBaTHCS Ha TOMY, HACKUIbKH
Ba)KY€ OKIHKAM JIOBOAMTHCS IMIPAILIOBaTH, MO0 KOHKYpYBaTu 31 CBOIMHU
KOJIETaMH 4O0JIOBIYOT CTaTi.

— Ydopa BBeuepi, 0 ACB’ATIM TOJIWHI, HA TepUTOpii roTemo «Mapio» 110
po3TamioBaHuil Ha LeHTpanbHid Bynuui [lapuwxky, Oyno 3HaiieHe Tilo.
Yososika 6yno inentudikosano sk Koxi I'enbepa, reHepaabHOrO JUPEKTOpa
xomnadii TOB «Inrepbank» Ta MOCTIHHOrO yyacHHKa CBITCBKUX 3aXOJIB Y
Heto—Mopky Ta ITapwxki, sikuii Ha MOMEHT cMepTi mepeGyBaB y CBOEMY
HOMepl. 3a TomepeAHIMH JaHWUMH, TIPUYMHOI0 CMEpPTI MOIJIO CTaTH
nepe03yBaHHs aHECTETUKOM (PEHTAHLIOM.
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‘Err... do we need to have a chat about something?’ Her voice is hard
and | hear a slap in the background, followed by the rustling of bed
sheets as she sits up. “You do not, ever, mess with that shit.’

‘Jeez, Lissa. I’'m not trying to score, for fuck’s sake. What the hell?’
‘So why are you asking?’

‘Just. Well, someone died in the hotel last night. The news is saying it
was a fentanyl overdose.’

‘I thought you were staying somewhere swish? Not some crack house.
That said, it’s actually pretty easy to get hold of if you have money and
contacts.” There’s a giggle in the background and then that sound of a
slap again. ‘Stop it,” I hear her whisper under her breath.

‘Are you—’

There’s another giggle, slightly louder this time.

‘Lissa. Did you answer the phone while you’re having sex?’

‘Not like sex sex,’ she says, innocent as pie. ‘Just a little bit of fun.’
‘You are a disgrace,’ I tell her, but my tone is light, imbued with a
touch of laughter. This isn’t the first time she’s answered the phone
while she has company, just another thing I’ve got used to over the
years.

| spend another half hour googling Cody Gelber, painting a picture of
a man well known as a purveyor of capitalist hedonism: prone to
excessive spending, excessive drinking, and excessive partying with a
veritable harem of beautiful women. Wealthy, generous, and not that
unattractive — especially if you like your men with the appearance of
well-weathered leather — he was the kind of man who was invited to
all of the most

prestigious events. But under that artificially whitened smile is a hint
of something else, something wrong, something wicked. | can sense it
in his eyes, in the way the photos show him resting his hand on the
base of whichever woman he is entertaining’s spine. This man is a
predator.

Now, | know mental health is a silent killer, that you cannot possibly
look at someone and have any idea of the demons they battle. Trust me

®enranin? S n3Bonto Jlicci, HaBiITH HE OYIKYIOYH, III0 BOHA MiJIHIME CITyXaBKY
0 Takiil roauHi. Aje Ha Mii TOQWUB, BOHA BIAIIOBLIA.

— 3apa3 cepeMHAa HOYI, — Ka)KE BOHA.

Hacnpasni, y JlonaoHi 3apa3 jauie miocta paHKy, TOMY s YTPUMYIOCh Bif
YiIJIMBOTO KOMEHTAPSI.

— S maro muranHs. Yu ckinanHo nictatu GpeHTaHin?

— EMm... Tu HiYOTO HE XOUen MeH1 cKa3aTu? — MUTa€E BOHA 3aXPUILTAM TOJIOC,
a Ha (oHI YyeThCs JsMac, a MOTIM LIAPYAIHHA MPOCTUPAIa, JOKU BOHA
niaBoauThCs. — HaBiTh HE mymaii 3B’s13yBaTHCS 3 IUM JIAHOM.

— T'ocnionun, Jlicco. 3apanu BChOTO CBSTOTO, 51 HE 30Mparocsi OyTH TUILIEPOM.
[Io 3a yopTiBHA?

— Toxai yoMy TH 3a7a€mnn Taki TUTaHHS?

— IIpocto... KopoTtmie, nexrto momep wiei Houi B rorteni. I[lo HOBHHaM
nepeatoTh, 1110 MPUYMHO OyB (peHTaHLI.

— Sl nymana, BM 3ynMHUIIUCS B MPUCTOMHOMY TOTENi, a HE NMPUTOHI. Xoua,
110 BOJIOJITH CTaTKaMH Ta 3B SI3KaMH, JICTaTH 1[I0 PEYOBUHY AOCUTH JIETKO.
— Ha 3agapoMy miaHi po3Aa€ThbCsi XUXOTIHHS, MICS YOTO CIIIAY€E YEPrOBHM
nsmac. — [punman, — 6opmMoue BoHa coOi i HiC.

— Tu mo...

Po3maBcs 1m1e ouH CMINIOK, IIHOTO pa3y TOJIOCHIIIE.

— Jlicco, TH 1110, 3aiiMa€nIcsi CEKCOM, TIOKH S TOBOPIO 3 TOOO0 110 TenedoHy?
— Ile He Te, m06 cexc cekc, — HEBUHHO MPOMOBIISIE BOHA, — MPOCTO TPOXHU
PO3BaXKAEMOCH.

— bescpomuuis, — kaxy s i, ane B rpaiymsii dopmi. [loxibna curyartis
CTAa€ThCA BXKE HE BIEPIIE, TOMY 3 POKaMH s IPOCTO 3BUKJIA JIO LIOTO.
Hacrynui miB rogunu s Bumykyroo indopmainioo npo Koai I'enGepa, sxuii
CIPaBIIsi€ BPKEHHS KaIiTaliCTUYHOTO I'e/I0OHICTa, SKOMY Oy MpuUTaMaHH1
MapHOTPATCTBO, 3JIOBKUBAHHS AJIKOTOJIEM Ta MOCTINHI T'YISHKA B OTOYEHHI1
rapeMy 3 BpOMJIMBHUX JiBYaT. 3arajoM, 3aMOXKHHH, IIEIpUid, HOCUTH
HOCEpEeIHbOI 30BHIIIHOCTI, OCOOJMBO SKIIO BaM MOJ00AOThCS CTaplli
4oJ0BikU. Takux jirozelt 1 3anpomIyroTh Ha YCi LI MPECTHXKHI BeUipKu. Aje 3a
CBO€I0 IITYYHO BiJIOUIEHOIO MOCMINIKOIO BiH TNPUXOBYBAB IOCH YK€
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when | say | have more experience of this than anyone should have; |
was only six when my father succumbed to his darkness. But Cody
Gelber doesn’t seem like the kind of man who would barricade himself
in his hotel suite and take a huge dose of fentanyl. If he’d been found
with a bevy of women, dead from an accidental overdose of MDMA
or some other chemsex drug, that would have tracked. But this whole
situation doesn’t seem to make sense.

On the drive to Gare du Nord, Freya barely speaks to me, her eyes
hidden behind a pair of grossly oversized sunglasses like an ice—blonde
Audrey Hepburn. But as soon as we’re seated on the Eurostar she takes
them off, folding them carefully and placing them next to her
MacBook.

‘Did you write up those notes from the meeting?’ she asks, with a hint
of exasperation, as if she’s pre—empting me saying | haven’t.

Of course I haven’t. It’s nine in the morning — I’m not a stickler about
these things by any stretch, but my contract does actually say my hours
are nine to five—thirty — and the meeting was last night, for fuck’s sake.
But I swallow my irritation. ‘I was going to use the train journey.’
Which was actually her suggestion in the bar last night.

‘Right. Well, I suggest you get cracking then.” She pauses for a few
moments. If it was anyone else I’d assume they were silently debating
if they should say something more, but given this is Freya, it’s far more
likely the pause is purely for dramatic effect. ‘I’m doing you a favour
here, Camille. You understand what the Board’s position would be if
they knew you’d given away such a huge margin, don’t you?’

I swallow. | would be fired. Summarily, no chance to tell my side of
the story. And then everything I’ve been working toward for so many
years would be lost, disappearing in a puff of iniquitous smoke. ‘Thank
you, Freya,” I say and open my laptop to write the absolute bullshit she
wants me to spread.

I’'m about halfway through this farce when my phone beeps with a
message. | glance up at Freya, but she has headphones in, eyes half
closed

HenoOpe, 371e. S BIOBIIOIO 1€ B HOTO O4Yax, B TOMY, K BiH BJIaJHO TPUMAE
ECKOPTHHUIIIO Ha (oTo OUIs cebe 3a Tamiro. el 4omoBik OyB XHUKAKOM.

3 OHOTO TOTJISAY Ha JIOAMHY BAXKKO 3PO3YMITH, 3 SIKUMH JIEMOHAMH i
noBoauThCst 6oportucs. [ToBipTe, s 3HaIO0, PO IO TOBOPIO. MeHi 0yIno IIicTb,
KoJIM 6aThKO Mmigascs ceoiM nemonam. Ane Koai [enbep He BUTIIAAa€ K TOM,
XTO 3aKPUETHCS B CBOEMY T'OTEIBHOMY HOMEpi Ta MpHIME HAIMIPHY I03Y
¢denTaniny. SIkOu foro 3HaWIUIM y TPy )KIHOK, MEPTBHUX BiJl BUIAIKOBOTO
nepeno3yBaHHs aM(peTaMIHOM UM IHIIOTO HAPKOTHUKY, SKM BUKOPUCTOBYIOTh
JUI CEKCyaJlbHUX BTIX, 1Ie O HE 3aluIIMiIocs 1o3a yBaroro. Aje Bcs I
CUTYyallisl, 3Ja€ThCS, HE MA€E CEHCY.

Hopororo no IliBHigHOTO BOoK3ary dpest Maibke HE PO3MOBIISUIA 31 MHOIO, il
o4l OyiaM NpPUXOBaHI 3a BEIMUYE3HHMMM COHIIE3aXUCHHUMHU OKYJISpaMH, SIK Y
cBitioBosiocoi Oapi XenbepH. Ase MOWHO MU CiaeMo B «€BpocTap», BOHA
3HIMAE iX Ta aKypaTHO KJIaje Mmopyd 3i cBoiM MakOykom.

— Tu npuroTyBanma HOTaTKM 13 3ycTpidi? — 3alUTye BOHAa 3 HOTKaMU
po3npaTyBaHHs, HION BUTIEPEHKAIOYN MO0 BIATIOBIIb TIPO T, IO ST IIBOTO IIIe
3pobua.

3BicCHO, IO S HE Hamucaia. 3apa3 JeB'siTa paHKy — He Te o0 4
MPUCKIMYyBajach, ajie B MOEMY KOHTPAKTI 3a3Ha4Y€HO, 1110 5 MPAIIOIO0 3 IEB'ATOT
paHKYy J10 M'SITO1 TPUALATH Bedopa. A BUOpAIITHS 3yCTpid BimOyacs mo3a Moim
Ossixa po604YMM yacoM. Alie s KOBTal0 CBOE PO3/paTyBaHHS.

— 4l xotina 3po6uTH 11e y MoTs31l. — BiacHe, BoHa cama 11€ 1 3ampoIoHyBasia
BUOpa B Oapi.

— 3posymino. Toxai pamky ToO1 mokBanmuTHcs. — BoHa poOuth may3y Ha
KUIbKa CeKyHI. SIkOu 1e OyB XTOCh IHIIMIA, 1 O MPUIMYCTHIIA, IO JIOAHMHA
MOBYKH 00JyMye€, Yl BapTo IIie 10Ch J0JaTH, aie, 3Haroun Opero, Habarato
HMOBIpHIiIIe, Mo may3a 3pobiieHa cyTo Ui IpaMmaTtuyHoro edekry. — S
pobmro 1061 mocnyry, Kamin. Tu x po3ymiemn, skow Oyiaa O MO3uIisg
KEpIBHUIITBA, IKOW BOHM AI3HATKCS, IO TU JOMOBHIIACS HA TaKy BEMYE3HY
CyMY, UM HE TaK?

S 3aBmepna. Mene 6 3BiUTbHWIM. | 1 HEe Mana 6 OJHOTO IIaHCY PO3MOBICTH
CBOIO Bepcito icTopii. I Toi Bce, Hal UMM 4 MpaloBaja CTUIbKH POKIB, Oyze
BTPAaYeHO, PO3UMHHUTHCS B TUMY O€33aKOHHSI.

21



and her head resting against the back of the seat. | wonder for a moment
what she’s listening to. But at least she has no idea I’'m receiving
random messages from Lissa.

The WhatsApp message isn’t from Lissa. I don’t recognise the number,
the profile picture a plain black circle. I debate deleting it, it’s probably
spam. Or something dodgy. To be fair, the most likely scenario is it’s
some guy’s dick. But curiosity gets the better of me.

An image opens on my screen, a plain blank sheet of paper with a
sentence written on it in thick black block capital lettering:

RUBEN CHAMBERS AND NOW CODY GELBER. CONNECT THE
DOTS...

What the hell? | open a browser and type Ruben Chambers into
Google. In November last year, Ruben Chambers was found dead in
his Milan apartment overlooking the Parco Alessandrina Ravizza. He
was a Professor of Economics at Bocconi University, beloved by his
students and fellow faculty members who described him as ‘the best in
the business’ and who expressed their distress in the days following his
death.

| check the message again, or at least | try to. It has disappeared,
vanished into the ether. | remember Lissa showing me how to send
selfdestructing picture messages on WhatsApp; it’s actually super
easy, you just tap the little icon with a 1 in it. I’m sure it said ‘connect
the dots’. Suggesting there is something linking this Ruben Chambers
and Cody Gelber. But Ruben’s death was absolutely a murder.

He’d been found on his knees, a single bullet through his brain. An
execution, the press had called it. I scroll through a few more articles,
each of them confirming the details. The gun was most likely a Beretta
92FS, the standard issue pistol for the Italian military. It was unclear if
it had been fitted with a silencer, but given the lack of reports from his
neighbours it was considered highly likely. The gunman left no prints,
no DNA, no clue as to their identity. They were never found. Although

— Haxyto, @pest, — Kaxy s 1 BIAKpUBAIO CBill HOYTOYK, 100 HAmHMCaTH Ty
HICEHITHUIIIO, IKY BOHA BiJl MEHE BHMAarae.

S BXe Ha cepeaMHI IOTO [IHCTBA, SK Mid TeneoH NHIUTH BiX
noBiiomieHHs. 1 muBirocs Ha ®pero, ajle BOHA CUAIA B HaBYNTHUKAX, 3
HAITIB3aIUTIONICHUMHU OYMMa, BIKWHYBIIHN rOJIOBY Ha CIIMHKY CHJIHHS.

Ha muth MeHi cTae 1mikaBo, 0 BOHA cIyxae. AJie IpUHANMHI BOHA HE 3HAE,
110 51 OTPUMYIO panToBi noBigomieHHs Bia Jliccu.

[IpoTte noBimomnienns y Barcan we Binm Jliccu. MeHi HamucaB HEBIIOMUMN
HOoMep, 6e3 xoaHOoTO (oTo y mpodimi. S 3aMuCTIOOCH TIPO Te, abU MPOCTO
BUIATUTH #oro. HaBpsn um 1e mock kopucHe. AOO, 3 BEJIHMKOIO
BUPOTIIHICTIO, IIe MOXe OyTH ueproBa (oOTKa 4YHiloroch neHicy. Aje
IIKaBICTh Oepe HaJli MHOIO TOPY.

Ha expani 3'aBisieTbest 300pakenHst. Lle 3suuaiiHuii 4ncTrid apKyIl mamnepy 3
pPEYCHHSM, HAIMCAaHWM Ha HHOMY TOBCTHM YOPHHUM MIPU(TOM BEITUKAMHU
JiTepamu:

PYBEH UEMBEPC, A TEIIEP KOJII T'EJIBEP. 3HAIJIN 3B’S30K...
Skoro 6ica? S BimkpuBaro Opaysep, BBOJKY B Tomykad imM’st PyOena
Yembepca. Munynoro nucromana O0yio 3HaiaeHo Tito Pybena Yembepca B
Horo KBapTHpl 3 BUJIOM Ha mapk Ajeccanapina Pagimna, mo B Minani. Bin
O0yB mpodecopomM Ha €KOHOMIYHOMY (pakynbTeTi B yHiBepcuTeTi BOKKOHI.
CTyneHTH Ta KOJIETH JIIOOWJIM WMOTO, HAa3MBAIOYU «HAWKpaliuM y CBOid
CIIpaBi», 1 BUCJIOBJIFOBAJIM CBOIO CKOPOOTY B MEPIIi JHI MICJISI HOTO CMEPTI.

51 3HOBY BiKpHBaro 1€ MOBiAOMIICHHs. TouHilIe, s1 XOTia 11e 3poOuTH, ane
doto Tam He Oyno. S mam'araro, sk Jlicca mokasyBajia MeHi, III0 HaJicIaTH
3HHKa4e (GOTO MOBIAOMIIECHHS MOKHA, HATUCHYBIIIM HA MAJICHBKY IKOHKY 3
mudporo 1 y yati. S BoeBHEHa, 110 MOBITOMIICHHS 3aKiHUYyBajocs (pas3oro
«3Haiau 3B’130k». [IeBHO, aBTOp MOBIAOMIICHHSI HAMAraBCsl CKa3aTH, 10 MDK
Py6enom Yembepcom i Koai 'enbGepom icHye 1mioch criibHe. Alle y BUNAKY
PyGena, 11e TouyHO OyI10 BOMBCTBO.

Tino ¥ioro nexano y mo3i Ha KOJiHax, 3 Kyjiero B rosoBi. IIpeca Ha3Bana 1e
cTpaToto. S mporopTaro 11e KiibKa cTaTel, KoXHa 3 SKUX MiITBEpDKYE AeTali
BOMBCTBa. [licToMNeT, mBHIIIE 3a BCe, HAJIGKHUB J0 CTAHAAPTHOI iTaliChKOT
mozeni cepii Beretta 92FS, npennazHaueHa Ui BiliCBKOBOCITYKOOBIIIB.
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the file remains open, the working hypothesis is that it was a
professional job. No leads. The trail cold.

But if it was a professional job, then why was Ruben a target?
Everything | read about the case suggests he was simply a mild
mannered and well-respected professor who devoted his life to
teaching economics. |

mean, sure it might not be the world’s most exciting job, but it
shouldn’t be the kind of career that would get you killed.

Perhaps it was something in his private life. Something that connected
him to Cody. Did they move in the same circles?

| sigh and crack my knuckles — yes, a terrible habit but it helps me
think. What has any of this got to do with me? I click on yet another
article, this one from the day the story first broke. The 24 November
2022. Something snags in my brain; | remember that date.

| search my work emails. And there it is. On 24 November last year,
Freya and Sam were in Milan for the Making Cosmetics trade show.
Freya was the keynote speaker and I’d been helping ensure all went to
plan from London, making sure everything was perfect with her outfit
and the transport and checking the venue had the right version of the
slides for her presentation.

The date should be seared onto my memory as it was an absolute
shitshow. The car failed to turn up to take Freya and Sam to the Milano
Convention Centre — apparently known as MiCo, which made the
whole thing more infuriating as I didn’t understand all the
abbreviations — and then the taxi they flagged down took them on a
convoluted route that ended up with them stuck in a huge traffic jam.
And then the venue didn’t have any oat milk for Freya’s latte and she
lost her shit at the poor barista who was trying to help her.

It had got worse as the day progressed and afternoon turned to evening.
The restaurant couldn’t find their reservation and I had to try to find an
alternative at stupidly short notice, which was almost impossible as the
city was so busy. | was meant to meet Reggie’s parents that night, he
had this whole thing planned with dinner and drinks at Clos Maggiore

3Bakarouu Ha TOH (hakT, 10 BiJ CyCiAiB HE MOCTYNAJIO A3BIHKIB 10 MOJIMIi,
HMOBipHO, 30posi Oyna OCHAIIEHO TIIYIIHUKOM, XO4Ya JOCTOBIPHO IIe
HeBimoMo. Hamamuuk He 3amumuB Hi BinOutkiB, Hi JIHK, >komHux o3Hak
HACWJIbCTBA BHUSIBJICHO HE OYIIO.

Woro Tak i He 3maiinum. Xoua CHpaBa 3ajIHINAETHCS BIIKPUTOI, OCHOBHA
BEpCisl CIIJICTBA MOJISITa€ B TOMY, IO poOOTYy BUKOHYBaB MpoQecioHal.
YKommux 3aginok. Moro cirix Bke IpoCTHB.

Aune sikio BOUBLS OyB podecioHaiom, TO YoMy MillIeHH!O cTaB came PyOen?
Bce, mo s yuTana npo 1o crpaBy, BKa3zye Ha Te, 10 BiH OyB M'SIKOCEpIUM 1
[IAHOBAaHUM TPOPECOPOM, SKUH MPHCBATHB CBOE JKUTTS BUKIIAJIAHHIO
€KOHOMIKH.

ToOto, Tak, MOKIIMBO, 1€ HE HailIlikaBilIa poboTa y CBITI, ajie ) HE BOMBATH
3a 1e.

MoxnuBo, 11e Oynmo moB'sizaHo 3 ocooucTuMm KUTTAM. [llock, mo Mamo
BigHomeHHs 10 Koai. Bonu kpyTuincs B 0AHHX 1 TUX K€ Kojax?

51 3iTXaro0 1 XpycKaro KiCTOYKaMHU TaNbIiB — TaK, )KaxJMBa 3BUYKa, ajic BOHA
JoTioMarae MeHi iymaTu. SIke BIIHOIIIEHHS Bce 11e Ma€e 10 MeHe? S HaTuckaro
Ha III€ OJTHY CTATTIO, 3a JICHb JI0 TOTO, KOJIX 1151 ICTOPIsI BIIEpIIIe BUMIILIIA B CBIT.
24 nmuctonaaa 2022 poky. lllock kiamHyno B MoeEMy MO3KY. S pUTaayro 1o
nary.

[TepeBipsito cBOrO poOOUy €NEKTPOHHY HomTy. I ock BOHO. 24 nucTomaga
MuHyIsoro poky ®@pes i Cem 6ynu B Minani Ha BuctaBii Meiikin KocmeTike
(Making Cosmetics). ®pes Oyna roJoBHUM AOIOBIAaYEM, 1 5 JomoMarania ii
KOHTPOJIIOBATH MpOLEeC, 00 yce WIIo 3a MIaHoM, nounHatouu 3 JIoHaoHa,
MEPEKOHYIOUHCh, 1110 BCE 17IealibHO 3 Tl BOpaHHSAM 1 TPAaHCTIOPTOM, 3aKIHUYIOUH
MEePEBIPKOIO CIANIIB /IS 11 Mpe3eHTaIlii.

L1 nata Mae Oytu 3akapOoBaHa B MO1i Mam'sTi, OCKUTbKH 1€ 0y10 aOCOMIOTHE
NacKyAcTBO. MaimuHa, sika moBuUHHa Oyna BinmBectu @Ppero Tta Cem 10
Minancekoro KoH(pepeHn—1eHTpy, Binomoro sk MKII, e npuixana, 1o e
OLIbIlIe PO3TIOTHIIO MEHE, OCKUIBKH 51 HE pO3yMisia BCix abpeBiaTyp. A Takci,
sKe BOHU CITiiiMaNy, TIOBE3JIO X 3alTyTaHuM MapIIpyTOM, SIKUM 3aKiHUHUBCS
TUM, 110 BOHH 3aCTPATJIA y BEIWYE3HOMY 3aTOpi. A TOTIM y KaB'pHi HE
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— yep, only one of the fanciest places in London — but | was two hours
late and they’d already finished eating when I arrived.

‘It’s fine,” he’d said. But the pout told me it wasn’t.

‘I’'m sorry,’ I told him. “You know what Freya’s like.’

‘It isn’t worth it, you know.’ But that was where he was wrong. Of
course it’s worth it. I will put up with anything, do anything, go
anywhere for this job. I will bitch and moan and scream in frustration,
yes. But I’ll do it. Nothing matters except clawing my way up the
hierarchy at Serendipity and making it to the Los Angeles
headquarters.

| banish Reggie from my thoughts and sit back in my seat as the
importance of the date sinks in.

On 24 November 2022, Freya was in Milan on the same day a man was
murdered.

On 3 May 2023, Freya was in Paris on the same day a man apparently
committed suicide.

| raise my eyes and watch her over the rim of my laptop.

Surely it’s nothing more than a coincidence.

4
Freya opens one eye and stares at me. | quickly avert my gaze. Shit!
‘Was there something you wanted to say?’ she asks, a gentle sigh
tinging her voice as if she’s utterly exasperated by me but trying not to
show it.

‘Err... No... Of course not,” I stammer, cursing myself for being such
a blithering idiot.

‘Do I have something on my face?’ She arches a single eyebrow in the
way | have never been able to.

‘No.I...

BUSBIJIOCS BIBCSHOTO MoOJIoKa Juisi jiare @pei, 1 BoHa 3ipBayiaca Ha
OimoamHOTO OapucTa, SKUii HamaraBcst 4 JJOTIOMOTTH.

JleHb cTaBaB Jieani ripium, SSKUi 3roJIoM MepeTik y Bevip. B pecropani He
3MOTJIM 3HAWTH TXHE 3aMOBJICHHS, 1 MCHI JIOBEJIOCS IIyKATH aJbTCPHATUBY 32
KOPOTKHH TepMiH, 10 Oyiio Maii’ke HEMOXKIJIMBO, OCKUIBKH MICTO OyIo JyxKe
3aBaHTakeHe. Toro Bewyopa s Mama 3ycTpithcs 3 OaTbkamu Pemxi, BiH
3amanyBaB Beuepto B Kiioc Mamxope — Tak, B 0OJHOMY 3 HailMOJHIIINX
Mictib y JIOHIOHI — ane s 3ami3Hujacs Ha 1Bl TOJWHU, 1 KOJU 5 TIpHixXana,
BOHU B)KE ITOBEYCPSITH.

«Bce rapazn», — ckazaB BIH TOJIl. AJie HOTO HayTa MUKa rOBOPHIIA MEH1, 10
1Ie HEe TaK.

«Bubau, — cka3zana s iomy. — Tu x 3Haen, sika Opes».

«BoHo TOro He Bapre.» Ajie B IbOMY BIH MOMWJISBCS. 3BICHO, BOHO TOTO
BapTe. Sl 3MUpPIOCA 3 YMM 3aBrOJHO, 3pOOJII0 IO 3aBrOJHO, MIAY KyIU
3aBrOJIHO 3apaau Iii€i pobotu. S Oyay CKUTJIMTH, CTOTHATH 1 KPUYATH Bil
po3uapyBaHHs, Tak. Ane s 3po6mto 1e. Himo He mae 3Ha4YeHHS, OKpIM 5K
MPOKJIACTH CcOO0l1 NUIAX Bropy mo iepapxii B «CepeHiniTi» 1 aicTaTucs A0
mTab—kBapTupu B Jloc—AHmKEIECI.

S Buransto Pemki 31 CBOiX JOyMOK 1 BIOKHMIAOCSd Ha CIMHKY Kpicia,
YCBITOMJTIOIOUN BKJIMBICTH ITI€T TaTH.

24 muctonana 2022 poky @pes Oyna B MinaHi B TOW caMuid IeHb, KOJIH OYJ10
BOUTO Yembepca.

3 tpaBusa 2023 poxy Dpes 6yna B ITapuxi B To# camuii nenb, konu [endep
BUYMHUB CaMOT'yOCTBO.

S mingHiMaro o4i 1 JUBIIOCS Ha HET uepe3 ekpaH HOyTOyKa.

3BiCHO, 1€ OUIbIIE, HDK MPOCTO 301r.

4

Panrom ®pest po3ruironiye 0ko i AUBUTHCS Ha MEHE. S IIBUIKO BIABOIXKY Bil
Hei norJsaa. Yopr!

— Twu mock XoTija cka3zaTu? — BOHA 3iTXa€ Tak, HIOU He X04e BUKa3yBaTH Te,
AK CWJIBHO o 11 IpaTylo.

— EM...Hi... 30BciM Hi, — OopMmouy s, NOJYMKH HPOKIMHAaIO4YM cede 3a
IypiCTh.
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‘Have you finished writing the minutes of the meeting?’ She puts out
a hand and makes a flapping motion.

I’ve been so busy googling Ruben I haven’t made any more progress.
‘Um. Almost,’ I say, praying she doesn’t ask to see what I’ve done.
She huffs and shakes her head. Just slightly. Just enough for the sense
of her disappointment to course through me and turn my cheeks pink.
‘Please don’t make me regret allowing you to take on some of Sam’s
responsibilities,” she says, her words slow and careful.

Iwon’t, I've got this. But I don’t say it out loud.

| need this job. I don’t say that out loud either. Whatever it takes.
‘Just get it done.” Her tone is bored, dismissive.

| turn my attention back to my laptop and the meeting notes. In this
moment | hate her. Loathe the way she treats me. Despise the tone she
uses

when she talks to me. I sneak a look at her, at her perfect white blond
hair and thousand pound suit and demeanour of absolute fucking
grandeur. | hate her and | admire her and there are times when | want
to be exactly like her and then I hate myself even more than I could
ever hate her.

Cody Gelber keeps nagging at me. Who was this man really? And why
did he choose to kill himself in a hotel room? That isn’t normal, surely?
How many people commit suicide in a place they know some poor
chambermaid will find them? Actually, that probably isn’t fair, I doubt
the thought of who will find your body is exactly a priority when
you’re staring down the barrel of your own existence.

Although I’'m meant to be finishing the made—up minutes of the
meeting, I can’t help myself from bringing up Google. Cody Gelber
had everything going for him. Or at least that was the way it seemed.
Which makes me wonder if it really was suicide.

“You know I can tell you’re not working on those minutes?” Her sharp
tone cuts through me and | instinctively click out of Google.

| stare at Freya over the top of my screen. Is she tracking my laptop?
Looking at everything I’ve been looking at? Can she see what I'm

— B MeHe mock Ha 061M44i? — BOHA BOpyXHYJa OpoBoro. S HiKoIW He BMia
TaK BUCOKO BUTHHATU OpPOBH.

— Hi, 5...

— Twu Bke 3poOmIIa Te, 1o s MPoCcHiIa? — BOHA BUTATYE PYKY B HETEPILITUOMY
HKECTI.

A s HaCTUTBKH 30cepeamiacs Ha cripaBi PyOeHa, mo reTh 3a0ynia mpo cBO€
3aBJIaHHS.

— Hy, maifxe, — BiIKa3yro 5, HOJIYMKH MOJISIYMCH, a0M BOHA HE MOIPOCHUIIA
MEHE TI0Ka3aTH, [0 s BCTUTJIA HAIHCATH.

Bona ¢upkae ¥ nemp—ienp XWTa€ TOJIOBOIO Tak, IO S Biadyna ii
po3IpaTyBaHHs 1 TOYEPBOHLIA BIT COPOMY.

— bynp nacka, He 3MyIlIyil MeHe MIKOJyBaTH, IO s Mepenana Tobi Jesiki 3
0008B’s13k1B CeM, — 11 cj1oBa Oysia MOBUIBHUMHM Ta YITKMUMH.

A ne niogedy, s snoparoco. Ane s He TPOMOBIISIO IIBOTO BTOJIOC.

Meni nompibna ys poooma. IloBroproro st cobi mogyMku. Yoeo 6 ye meni ne
8apmyeaJo.

— IIpocro 3akiHuu BXKE 3 UM, — 1i T0OJIOC CTaB OalyKUM, BIZICTOPOHECHUM.
S 30cepemkyro CBOIO yBary Ha HOYTOYIll 1 HOTaTKax i3 3ycTpidi. Y 10 MUTh
s HeHaBUDKY Ti. HeHaBHKY 3a Te, SIK BOHA 31 MHOIO TTOBOAUTHCS. HeHaBHmmKy
TOH, SIKUM BOHAa TOBOPUTH 31 MHOIO. S KpaapKoMma IWBIIOCS Ha HeEl, Ha il
i7caibHEe OLTSIBE BOJIOCCS, HA ii KOCTIOM, IIIO KOIITYE THUCS4Yl QYHTIB, Ha ii
MIOCTAaBY, SIKa BUJIa€ KOPOJIIBCHKY caMoIo1ayy. BoHa BUKJIMKa€e B MEHE 31TiCTh
1 3aXOIUIEHHS BoJHOYAac. MOMEHTaMH 51 Xouy OYTH CXO>KOIO Ha Hei, a MoTIM
HEHaBHKY ceOe CUIIbHIIIE, HIK 1.

Mene He Bianyckae ngymka npo Kouxi I'enbepa. Kum Bin 6yB macmpasmi? 1
YOMY BiH BUMHHUB CaMory0CcTBO y BlacHoMmy HoMmepi? Lle x auBHO, mpaBna?
Xiba Oarato srojielt 3BOJATh paxyHKH 3 AKUTTIM Y Miclli, Jie IXHE TU10 3Haiine
sKkach HemlacHa mokoiBka? [leBHO, Moe 3ayBaxeHHs HemopueHe. Jlymaro,
OCTaHHE, YUM JIIOJU TEPerMaloThcs IMepel] caMoryocTBOM, II€ T€, XTO
NepIIUM 3Haiie TXHE TiIO.

Xoua MOiM 3aBAaHHAM CTOSUIIO 3aKIHUUTH Liel (elKOoBUI MPOTOKOI 3yCTpidi,
aje Moi pyku 3HOBY BinkpusawooTh [yrin. Koxi I'enGep maB yce, 1m0 MoXKHA
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searching? My heart pounds in my chest and | can feel a cool film of
sweat building on my lower back. Or is she just seeing the guilt
stamped all over my face?

‘Are you going to share?’ she asks, clipping the words. ‘Whatever it is
must be very interesting if it’s dragging you away from the work [ have
expressly requested?’

| feel like a chastised school child, asked to read the note I’ve been
passing between my friends. Not that | was that kind of naughty in
school. Or that popular. Sorry, it’s a bad analogy. But you probably
were popular enough to have secret notes in class so let’s just say it
was like that and move on.

‘Just please do the work you’re paid to do,” Freya says, bored with the
conversation already.

It’s also a complete lie because — exactly as | expected — I’ve not been
offered a new title or the commensurate pay rise associated with the
increased workload I’m taking on. Lissa is going to go ape shit when I
tell her.

When we get back to the office I’m thrown into meeting after meeting,
taking so many notes my hand begins to cramp and curl into a claw. |
have

no time to continue my internet stalking of Cody Gelber or Ruben
Chambers, even as my brain sits and stews on the puzzle.

By the time 6 p.m. comes round I’m exhausted, ready to get home,
order some kind of greasy takeaway and sink a bottle of wine. | change
into my trainers, feet screaming in relief as | release them from the
stupid heels I’ve had them crammed into all day. When did someone
decide that women should wear high heels? And when did someone
decide they were the most appropriate choice for corporate women? |
bet it was a man. Although it could have been a woman who hates other
women: it’s not like the business world isn’t littered with them. The
whole ‘I had to suffer to get where I am, so you must suffer too’ thing
really gets to me. All that girl power my generation was promised and
it all turned out to be a fucking lie. A fallacy as other women smashed

Oyno mobaxxaru. AGo, MpUHANMHI, Tak 3/1aBanocs. Lle HamToBXye HAa CyMHIBH
3 IPUBOY TOTO, YA MO>KHA HAa3BaTH I[I0 CMEPTh CAMOT'yOCTBOM.

— Twu  po3ymient, o s 6a4y, M0 TH HE MPAIFOENT HAJ TPOTOKOJIOM? — i
PI3KUI TOJIOC BUPUBAE MEHE 3 AYMOK, 1 51 MUTTEBO 3aKPHBAIO BKIIAJKY.

S Butpinsirocst Ha Ppero MOBepX ekpaHy HOyTOyKa. BoHa cTexuTh 32 MOiM
koM 'torepom? Ileperisimae Bce, mo s nrykaro? MoXIJIMBO, BOHA TMOMITHIIA
MOYyTTS IPOBHHY, 1110 HaNMcaHe B MeHe Ha o0ianudi? Moe cepie rymae, a 1no
CIIMHI TPOOIrae X0oJI0IHUHN TIIT.

— Tw noainmumics? — nuTae BOHA, YITKO BUMOBIIIIOYM KOXKHE clioBO. — lle
Mae OYTH LIOCh YK€ I[IKaBe, SKIIO0 BOHO TaK BiBOJIIKA€E TeOE Bl poOOTH, SIKY
s TOO1 Topydua.

S mouyBarocsi yUeHUIICO, SIKY BUKPHB YUHUTENb 1 3MYCHB 3a4HTaTH 3aITUCKY,
AKy TH TepefaBaja OJHOKIACHWKAM. Xoda 5 HIKOJM He Oyja Takolo
HECJIYXHSIHOIO B IIKOJII. | Takotro momynsipHoto. BubauTe, 11e morana aHasnoris.
Ane, MOXIIMBO, y 6ac OyB JOCBII 4YOTOCH MOAIOHOTO, TOMY, BH, TEBHO,
pO3yMie€Te, 110 5 Maro Ha yBasi.

— IIpocto pobu poboTy, 3a sKy TOOI MmiuaTsaTh, — Kaxe Dpes, sk 115
PO3MOBa BXX€ OCTOYOPTIIA.
Ile, mo peui, moBHa OpexHsi, 00 — SK s W OUIKyBaJla — MEHI HE

3aMpoONOHYBaJId HOBY IMOCay UM BIATMOBIAHE IIABUIIEHHS 3apIuiaTH, Xoda
000B’s3KiB y MeHE 1moOuTbmano. Jlicci 3ipBe aax, KOJIu 5 il pO3MoOBiM.

Konmn mu moBepraemocs B odic, MeHe 3arsirye B O€3KIHEYHUH TOTIK
3ycTpiueit. SI poOr0 CTUIBKM HOTATOK, IO PyKa IMOYHHAE CYJIOMHUTHCS M
CKpy4YyBaTHCs. Y MEHE 30BCIM HE 3aJIMIIAETHCS Yacy Ha MO€E IHTCPHET—
poscaigyBanns npo Koxui I'enGepa un PyGena Uembepca, Xoua JyMKH IIPO KO
3araJiky 0e3nepepBHO KPYTIThCS B TOJIOBI.

O mIocTiif Beuopa 5 BimuyBaro ceOe BKe MOBHICTIO 3HECUJICHOI0. €11He, Ha
0 s 3/1aTHA, 1€ 3aMOBHUTH €001 siIkoroch ¢acT—(yay Ta XuUIbHYTH BHHA.
B3yBatouu KpocCiBKH, S MUTTEBO Bildyja MOJETLICHHS MICHIs LIOr0 JHS Ha
nigbopax. XTo B3araji BUPILMIUB, 0 KIHKA MalOTh HOCUTH BUCOKI Miao0opu?
I xomm 71X BCTUINIM BU3HATH HAWOUIBIN JOPEYHUM B3YTTAM  JUIS
KopropatuBHOTO cBiTy? b’rocs 00 3akmanm, mo Iie pilieHHS HaleXano
YOJIOBIKOBIL. X04a, MOKIIMBO, 1€ OyIa jKiHKa, SKa HEHaBUJIUTh 1HIINX KIHOK
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the glass ceiling and immediately boarded it up again to ensure no one
could follow.

Lissa and I live in Clapham, just off the Common in a little flat we can
barely afford. And only because the landlord gave us a huge discount
when we offered to do all the home improvements it needed in
exchange for reducing the rent. It was a total mess and we spent almost
three years working every weekend to make it into a home and now
it’s perfect, big enough for the two of us and not too far from the
station.

The tube is rammed. As usual. | turn my head to avoid my nose ending
up in some man’s armpit as the crowds push onto the train and force
us into even closer proximity. There’s a guy to my right who reaches
around me to grab hold of the hand rail, his hand grazing my bum for
a moment. [ whip my head round to stare at him, but he’s looking away,
seemingly oblivious to his infraction.

But no. There it is. His hand is no longer on the rail. | try to move
forward out of the way, but there’s nowhere for me to go. The weight
of it increases, fingers twitching slightly as he grows in confidence. |
turn suddenly, ignoring the fact that | knock another passenger off
balance. The hand clamps hard onto my buttock and squeezes
forcefully.

Do you know what? I am done with this shit today. ‘Get your hand off
me, right now,” I demand, raising my voice over the hubbub of the
carriage.

He turns to face me. ‘Sorry, love? What was that?” He smirks and |
want to punch him.

I raise my voice even higher. ‘Get your fucking hand off me.’

‘Which hand?’ he says with faux innocence as he squeezes again, this
time hard enough | think he might leave a bruise.

The tube comes to a stop and he squeezes again before pushing his way
through the crowds to exit the carriage, leaving me standing there
fuming. The absolute audacity of him. | stand with my mouth half open

— y Oi3Hec—cepeIoBUIIIl TaKKX TexX BHcTadae. Oue «s MycHia CTpaKAaTu,
o6 iTH 10 TOTO, /e 5 3apas3, TOXK 1 TH MOBUHHA» MPOCTO BUBOIUTH MEHE 3
cebe. Best msg miBoua comimapHICTh, AKy OOIISIM MOEMY MOKOJIHHIO,
BUSIBUJIACA CYIUTbHOIO OpexHero. bo moifHo iHIIi KIHKH MPOOHIIN OO0l MIISX
710 Kap’€pH, BOHU TYT )K€ HOTO 3a0apuKaayBaiv, 00 HIXTO HE 3MIr IPONTH
CIZIOM.

Mu 3 Jliccoro xxuBemo B Knenrem, nopyu 3 napkom KomMmoH, neap marouu
3MOry CIUIauyBaTH OpPEHJY KBapTUpH. | 11 BpaxoByruM TOW (axT, 110
OpEHI0aBelb 3HU3HUB HaM I[IHY 3a Hel, B OOMIH Ha Te, 1110 MU caMi 3pOOHUMO
pemoHT B Hill. KBapTupa Oyna B KaXJIMBOMY CTaHi, TOMY HaM 3HaJ00uiI0cs
TPHU POKH, OO MPOBECTH ii JI0 JIaly, BUTpAYAr0YH Ha 1€ JIeJIb HEe KOXKHI CBOT
BUX1/IHI. 3aTe Temep BOHA IUIKOM IpHJATHA JUIsl KUTTS, B Hi JOCTaTHBO
MicIIst UTst Hac 000X, JI0 TOTO X, MOPsIJ] PO3TAIlIOBaHa TPAHCIIOPTHA 3yITUHKA.
Mertpo, sk 3aBxaH, 3a0uTe. S Bepuy rosioBOr0, HaMaraloynch He YTKHYTHUCH
HOCOM II1/1 YMiCh MaxBH, a THM YacOM BaroH cTae jaefaii TicHimie. [IpaBopyd
BiJl MEHE CTOITh YOJIOBIK, IKMI 3a4CTTMB MEHE 3a CIAHUITIO, TIOKH TATHYBCS J10
nopy4HiB. Sl MoOBEepHyNacs 10 HHOTO, Ta BiH BiNBIB MOTJSAM, YAalO4H, HIOH
HIYOTO HE TPAIHIIOCS.

Ane ui. Ocp 3HOBY. Moro pyka Oimbie He TPHMAeThes 3a HOpydHi. S
HaMmaraocs IpoCyHYTHUCS BIepe]l, ajie MEH1 HeMae Kyau. TUM 4acoM BiH Bce
CWJIbHIIIIE MPUTHUCKAETHCSA 10 MEHE, a MOro majiblli TPEMTATh TaK, Haye BiH
HaOMPAETbCS CMUTMBOCTI. Sl pi3KO MOBEpPTalOCh, HE JUBIISIYUCH Ha TeE, IO
3adilaro {HIIOro macaxupa. Moro pyka xamae MeHe 3a CiIHHII i CTHCKaAE ix.
Ta 3naere, mo? MeHe HyIUTh BXKE Bij] [IbOTO JIAlHA.

— Ilpubepith Big MeHE pyKy, HETallHO, — BHUMAraro s, MiIBUIIYIOYH T'0JIOC,
1100 MepeKpUTH TOMIH Yy BaroHi.

Bin MOBEPTAETHCS hi (o) MEHE.
— Bubau, kpuxitko? Illo Tv ckazana? — BIH IOCMIXA€ThCS, 1 MEHI XOUEThCS
BJIAPUTH HOTO.

A TOBOPIO

— IIpubepwu, Onsixa, CBOIO pyKy Bia MeHe!
— SIky pyKy? — XJIOTIellb BAa€ TypHUKA, a IOTIM 3HOBY CTUCKA€E MEHE, I[bOTO
pa3y Tak CUJIBHO, 110, 37]a€ThCS, B MEHE MOTIM 3JIUIIATHCS CHHIIL.

1Ie TOJIOCHIIIIE:
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as another wave of people pushes on board. No one else bats an eyelid
at the fact | just got groped in public in the middle of rush hour.

‘Did you see him?’ I ask the woman next to me.

‘Who?’ she replies with an almost imperceptible shrug.

‘That guy. He was standing here before?’

‘Sorry.” She shrugs more obviously this time.

I’m about to say something else — because how is it possible that some
guy can grope me on the tube and walk away as if he did nothing? —
when | spot her. Sam. As in the Sam who used to do my job. The Sam
who apparently got fired for reasons I have no idea about. Just standing
in the next carriage, dressed in baggy jeans and the same vintage TLC
T-shirt Lissa has been coveting for years, a pair of chunky headphones
around her neck.

I stare at her but she’s not looking at me. I need to talk to her, ask her
what the hell happened, make sure she’s OK. Actually, that last bit is
a tiny lie. She hated the job and complained constantly so no doubt
she’s absolutely fine about the situation. No, I need to know what she
did to get herself fired so I can make sure I don’t repeat her mistakes.
At the next station | push my way off the train and hop into her
carriage. But she’s not there. As the train moves away again, I see her
walking down the platform of Stockwell station, head down, not
looking at me. Does she live round here? Perhaps I can find her address
in the Serendipity files and go visit her, ask the questions I need to ask?
As soon as I’m off the tube, my phone beeps with a stream of messages.
It’s Lissa.

Drinks

Meet me in Be At One

Now

Or at least as soon as your tube gets in

Love you

| groan a little as I read the messages. | just want to go home and have
a shower and put on my pyjamas.

It will do you good

[o31 3ynuHs€THCS, 1 IEpe TUM SIK BiH BUHTH, BiH 1€ pa3 MEeHEe o0Malas, a
MOTIM TPOCTO MPOIITOBXHYBCS KPi3b HATOBII, 3JIMINAIOYM MEHE KHITITH BiJ
3nocTi. SIka x HaxaOHicTh! S CTOIO 3 BIAKPUTHM POTOM, KOJIH III€ OJHA XBUJIS
Jrozieit HabMBaeThes y BaroH. HiXTo HaBIiTh He 3BepTae yBaru Ha Te, 10 MEHE
TUTBKH 110 o0amanu cepes] OU1oro JHs.

— Bwu 6aunnu fioro? — muTaro XiHKY opyd.

— Koro? — BinmoBinae BOHA, 3JIeTKa 3HU3ABIIH IUIEYNMA.

— IIporo vomnoBika. BiH m0#HO TYT CTOSIB.

— Hi, Bubaure, — Kake BOHa, BJK€ OUIbIII BUPA3HO MOBIBIIH TUICUNMA.

e mpocTo HEMPUITYCTUMO — TOpPKATUCSA MeHE 03 J03BOJTy MPSIMO Y METPO 1
MiTH, HIOW HIYOTO HE cTanocs. S xoTina OyIo 1Ie MoCh CKa3aTH, KOJIA PaToM
nomituia ii. Cem. Ty camy, 110 paninie 3aiimana Moo nocafy. SKy 3BUIbHUIN
3 HEBIIOMMX MeH1 puurH. BoHa CcTOITh y CyciTHPOMY BaroHi, y MIilIKyBaTUX
JOKMHCAX 1Tl caMiii BiIHTaXH1H ¢yTOOJILI 3 HAKUCOM KIHOYOT pok—Tpynu Ti—
En-Ci, mpo sky Jlicca Mpie Bxe pokamH, a Ha ii IIHi BHUCATh BEJIHKI
HaBYIIHUKH. S mUBIIOCS Ha Hel, ale BoHAa MeHe He 0auuTh. MeHi moTpiOHO
MOTOBOPUTH 3 HEIO, JI3HATHUCS, 110, YOPT 3a0upaid, cTanocs, NepeKoHaTucs,
0 3 HEK Bce rapasa. Xoua, SKIIO YECHO, OCTaHHE MEHE OEHTEKUTh
HaliMeHIle. BoHa HeHaBujaLIa 10 poOOTY W MOCTIHHO CKap)KWiIacs, TOXK,
MalyTh, BOHA MOYYyBae ceOe kpamie Oe3 1iei podotu. Hi, s maro mizHaTHCS
Ha HacTymnHiif cTaHLii st IPOIITOBXYIOCS IO BUXOY Ta IEPECTPUOYIO y BaroH,
ne crosima Cem. Ane ii Tam Hemae. Konu moTsr pymiae, s 6auy, sik BOHa iJie
BHU3 miatgopmoro craHuii CTOKBEI, OMNYCTUBIIM TOJOBY, HaBiTh HeE
[JISIHYBIIM B Mild Oik. BoHa Tyt kuBe? Moxe, s1 3MOXKY 3HaWTH ii aipecy y
daiinax «CepeHainmiTi» Ta HaBimaTucs 10 Hel, 00 Ai3HATUCA B Hel Bce, 1110
MeHI ToTpiOHO?

[{oitHO 51 BUXOKY 3 METPO, TeJIeOH MUIIHUTH BiJ MIKBAILY MOBiqoMIIeHb. Lle
Jicca.

Jlasaii 6un’emo cbo200Hi

Yexato Ha mebe 6 «bi Em Ban»

3apaz

Abo xonu O6yoew invHa
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Lissa messages. I sigh. She’s probably right. Alcohol and company
versus takeaway and lonely sadness.

Stop debating and start walking to Be At One

| laugh a little — out loud so a few people turn to look at me like I’'m a
lunatic, which is nice — and start walking to meet her.

‘I’'m assuming you’re paying for the drinks, little miss moneybags,’
Lissa says with a grin as she picks up the cocktail menu and starts
flicking through it.

‘Errr...” I start, my face twisting into a grimace.

‘Oh hell no.” She puts the menu back down and stares straight at me.
‘Do not tell me you didn’t secure a pay rise for this new job?’

‘Well... I... It’s just...” I peter out.

‘Did you even try to negotiate?” Her stare hardens.

‘I...” But [ can’t lie to her about this.

‘For fuck’s sake, Millie!” She picks up the cocktail menu purely so she
can throw it down again. ‘What the fuck?’ She picks it up a second
time and slams it down even more forcefully. ‘You’re letting her walk
all over you!”

‘It’s complicated,’ I say, but my voice sounds thin in my ears. I’m not
even convincing myself at this point and | feel my shame and self—
loathing begin to crystallise.

‘Complicated? Jesus Christ! How the actual fuck is it complicated to
ask for more money to take on more work? It’s like...” she waves her
hand angrily as she gropes for the word. ‘It’s like you’re a fucking
masochist. Like you enjoy that bitch walking over you.’

‘It’s not like that. I need this job, remember? We need this job.’

She looks a little contrite at that last bit.

‘And yes,’ I continue, ‘she might be taking the piss a little bit—’
Lissa snorts loudly. ‘A bit?’

‘OK. A lot. But it’s about the long game. You know that as well as |
do.’

Linyro

[epernsgaroun MoBiTOMIICHHS, 3 MEHE BUPUBAETHCA CTOTiH. Bee, 4oro meni
3apa3 XOYEeThCs, 1€ ONMMHHUTUCS BJOMA, NPUHHATH AYII 1 HATAITTH CBOIO
nbKamy.

L]e nioe mobi na kopucmo

3H0By noBimomieHHs Bij Hel. S 3iTxaro. Bona mae pamito. Ilapa kenuxis B
XOpolliil KoMnaHii, MabyTh, Kpallle HDK, BEUEpsITH JJOCTaBKOIO Ha CaMOTI.
T'00i onupamucs ma wypyi 6 «bi Em Ban»

3 MeHe BUPUBAETHCS KOPOTKHUI CMIIIOK, 1 HA MEHE 00epTarOThCS JIIOIU, HION
s OokeBUIbHA. Lle HaBITH Tpoxu 3ab0aBinse. Bupimeno — ¥y ao Jliccu.

— CrnopiBaroch, 10 CHOTOJHIIIHINA Bedip CIIOHCOPYETE BH, MaHI, — Kaxe
Jlicca 3 MOCMIITKOI0, TOPTAOYH KOKTEHIHLHE MEHIO.

— EM... — B MeHe 3acTurae rpumaca Ha JIMIIL.

— bmsixa, Hi. — Bona kitajie MeHI0 Ha3aJl 1 TUBUTHCS HA MeHE. — T1UIbKH HE
Ka)K MEHI, 110 TH He IOMOTJIacs IiBUIIEHHS 32 HOBI 000B’SI3KH.

— Hy, 1...11e mpocTo...— 5 3aTUHAIOCS.

— Twu xoua 6 cnpobysara TOMOBUTHCS?

— Sl.. — s He MOXY i1 30pexaTH.

— Yopt 3a6upaii, Miuti! — Bona cxonmia MeHI0, 1 3HOBY TTOKJIajia Horo Ha
Mmicrie. — Sxoro Gica? — Bona mie pa3 B3sja MEHIO 1 JIICHYJa HUM TIO

MOBEPXHi, Ha AKIi BOHO Jiexkano. — Tu 103BoJsten iid monupaT To00t0!

— Ile ckimagHO, — JMIIIE MPOMOBJIAIO 1. MOs BIacHa HIKUEMHICTh BUKIIUKAE
B MEHE COPOM 1 HEHaBHUCTh JI0 cele.

— Cxmanno? boxe miit! Illo Moxe OyTu, Tpsciisg TBOild MaTepi, CKJIaHOTO B
TOMY, 100 MOMPOCUTH OUIbIIe Tpolei 3a Outbiuiit 06’eM podotu? Lle x...
— BOHA arpeCcUBHO PO3Maxy€e pyKaMu, HaMararouuchk miniopatu cioso. — Lle
XK TpocTo Ma3oxi3M. Haue 1001 momo0aeThes, mio s cyka BUTupae o0 Tebe
HOTH.

— Ile ne Tak. Tu x mam’graeri, 1o MeHi moTpioHa st podoTa? Ham noTpiOHa
1151 podoTa.

ITicnst MOIX cITiB B 11 04ax 3’SIBIIIETHCS HOTKA KasITTA.

— I Tak, — MpoIOBXKYIO 51, — YacOM BOHA MEPETHHAE MAHIIIO.
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‘Do you really think this will help you get to LA?’ Lissa drops her
voice slightly, her anger and disappointment in me dissipating and
being replaced with hope.

I nod. ‘This new position gets me in front of people, gets me seen.
Noticed.’ I raise my eyebrows. All that matters is that I eventually get
offered a role at the Serendipity headquarters in Los Angeles. | think
that’s why there’s a part of me — probably too big a part if we’re honest
— that wants to be like Freya. Women like her — ruthless egotists with
zero compassion — get the promotions. Playing nice doesn’t work in
the corporate world, we all know that.

‘Promise you’re not just being shafted?’

| nod.

‘Promise she’s not going to use you and then fire you and you’ll end
up even further away than ever before?’ Lissa sounds like a concerned
parent. Or at least how | would imagine a concerned parent to sound,
how they sound in the movies being my only basis to work from.

‘I promise. I just need to ride it out, not rock the boat.’

This time it’s Lissa’s turn to nod. So much of our communications
remain unspoken, as if we’re twins instead of best friends. I guess
that’s what comes from living with someone for so long.

‘Right then,” Lissa says definitively, signalling an end to this train of
conversation. ‘I guess I will pay for the drinks and then you can tell me
all about your boss scaling up the side of the building.’

‘It was nothing,’ I tell her quickly. I don’t want her to worry, that’s my
role in our relationship.

‘By which you mean it was absolutely something but you think I’ll
only disapprove even more about this current job situation?’ She says
it with a hint of dry humour as she raises a hand to motion to the
bartender, flicking her black hair over her shoulders and pasting a
flirtatious smile on her face to ensure she gets his full attention.

I don’t say anything as I pick up the cocktail list to choose something
suitably strong. I can’t tell Lissa my suspicions about Freya. I can’t tell
her what | suspect about the man who died in my hotel last night. Or

Jlicca

— Yacom?
— T'apasn. Jlocuth yacTo. Asie MEeHI BXKJIHMBA 1151 poOOTa y TOBIOCTPOKOBIi
nepcrektuBi. ToOi 11e BiZIOMO Tak camo, SIK 1 MEHi.

— Tu cripaBni Bipui, o T0o6i e nomomoxe gictatucs Jloc—Anmkenecy? —
Jlicca monmxye ronoc. Ii 3micTs i po3yapyBanHs 06epTalOTHCA HA HAJIO.

s KHUBAIO:
— Is HOBa TOCaa BIAKPHE MEHI HOB1 MOYKJIMBOCTI, sl OyAy KHUJATHCS B OMi.
Mene OynyTh moMivaT, — s TmigHIMa OpoBu. HaiiBaxxuBimie 1y MeHe —
oTpuMaTH mocaay ans pobotu B mrab—kBapTupi «Cepenainiti» B Jloc—
Anmxeneci. Came TOMy YaCTHHKA BCEPEIMHI MEHE, TOYHIIIE, TOCUTh BEITUKA
yacTHHA, Xoue OyTu cxoxor Ha Ppero. Came Taki eroicTHUYHI XIHKH, 0e3
Kparuli CIiBUyTTSl, IK BOHA, OTPUMYIOTh MiJIBULIIEHHS. MU K BCl pO3yMieMo,
10 B KOPIIOPAaTUBHOMY CBiT1 OyTH JOOPSIKOM — MapHa CIipaBa.

— OOi1a#, 1m0 He Jacu cobi 6yTH 30pO€r0 B Uy)KHUX pyKax.

S xuBaro.

— TlooGins#, mo TH HE M03BOJUIN i CKOpUCTaTHUCA TOOOI, a TOTIM
3BUIBHUTH, BUKUHYBIIH 111 Aaji Bix metu. — CroBa Jliccw HaraayroTh MeH1
3TypOOBaHUX OAThHKIB, SIKUX 5 Oaunia y GurbMax.

— OO6imstr0. MeH1 mpocTo MOTpiOHO BTPUMATHCS HA IUIaBY, HE PO3TOUIYIOUH
YOBEH.

Tenep 1 Jlicca xuBae. IHOMI HaM He Tpeba TOBOPUTH, MO0 3pO3YyMITH OJIHA
oaHy. Mu HaragyeMo ckopiiie OJIM3HIOUOK, aHDK Kpalux noapyr. HamesHo,
Tak OyBae, KOJIM KHUBEII 3 KUMOChH JOBIUi yac.

— o x, — npomosisie Jlicca, 3MIHIOIOYH TEMY PO3MOBH, — JAyMaro, 3a
Hamoi I[bOro pa3zy Mmiavy s, a TU MEH1 TOJIl PO3MOBIIA€NI ICTOPIIO MPO Te, SIK
TBOSI HAUAJILHUIIA JIepJiacs CTIHAMH TOTEIIIO.

— Ta taM HIYOTO 0COOIMBOTO, — IIBUIKO Bigkasyo 5. He Tpeba 3mymyBatu
il XBHITIOBATHCS, 32 1€ 3a3BUYAil BIIMOBIAAIbHA 5 B HAILIUX CTOCYHKAX.

— Tounimre, e Oya0 1OCh Ay)Ke ocoOJIMBe, ajle TH HE Xodell, o0 5 11e
OinbIle 3acy/pKyBaia Te0e 3a TBOK poOOTY? — BOHA BUMOBJISE 1€ 3 HOTKOIO
1poHii, MiAHIMAIOYX PYKY, 100 NOKIMKaTH 6apMmeHa. Jlicca BiTKuIae YopHe
BOJIOCCS 3a IIIedl Ta BCMIXA€TbCs, I[M00 TPUBEPHYTH MOro yBary.
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that Freya was in Milan the night another man was killed. Lissa doesn’t
need that kind of stress, I don’t want her to spiral again. And besides,
it’s probably

nothing. I mean, it isn’t like Freya killed them both. That would be
ridiculous. Ridiculous and stupid and so ludicrous it doesn’t bear
thinking about.

So why is it the only thing I can think about?

5

Lissa insists on more cocktails and | distract myself from thinking
about Freya by telling her about the gropey man on the tube.

‘Eughh. Creep!” She’s incensed. ‘I am so sick of this crap!’

I nod. ‘Me too.’

‘Did you kick him in the balls?’ she asks with a glint in her eye.

‘No. The train was too packed for me to get enough space for a decent
leg swing.” I say it without even a hint of sarcasm.

‘So you punched him instead?’

I roll my eyes at her. We both know what I did. Or rather what I didn’t
do. Because you don’t, do you? You move away, if you can, and if you
can’t you might say something, like I did today. But it’s not like
anything happened to him as a result. He walked away as if he’d done
nothing at all.

Lissa reaches out and squeezes my hand, her eyes telling me she
understands exactly what happened, exactly why I did what | did, that
none of it was my fault, that I’m brilliant and strong and no one can
break me. ‘One day...” she says eventually, ‘one day I will kick one so
hard his balls disappear back inside him where they fucking belong.’
There is so much venom, so much pure and unbridled anger in her
voice it sends a shiver up my spine. ‘One day.’ This last part takes on
a dream-like quality, as if she’s playing a movie in her mind and
finding the whole scene really rather satisfying. Then she pats my hand
a few times and straightens her

shoulders. ‘Shots!” she exclaims playfully, as if she hasn’t just been
saying she would cause serious bodily harm to someone.

51 MmoBuKM Oepy MEHIO, IIyKarouH MilHi Hamoi. 51 He Moxy posnoBictu Jlicci
npo cBoi migo3pu moao Ppei. He Moxy ckazaTu ii, 0 MiI03pI0I0 Y0JIOBIKa,
KWW 3aTUHYB y MOEMY TOTeli MUHYI01 Houl. AGo mo @pest Oyna B Minani
Ti€l HOY1, KOJIM 3arMHYB III¢ OJ1H 4oJIOBIK. Jlicci He moTpibeH Takuii cTpec, 5
HE X0uy, o6 BOHA 3HOBY 3ipBanacs.
Ta #, 3pemrToro, 1e, mMaOyrh, HE Hece B COOI HIYOTO BaXXJIHBOTO.
S maro Ha yBa3zi, He Moria x ®pes ix youtu? lle Oymo O Oesrmysno.
AGcypaHo 1 cMixoBUHHO. HaBiTh ymartu npo 1ie 1ypHa crpasa.

To YoMy X 11e HisIK HE BUXOJIUTH B MEHE 3 TOJIOBHU ?

5)

Jlicca Hamossirae Ha ToMy, III00 3aMOBHTH III€ KOKTEWIII, a s, HAMaratounuch
BIIBOJIIKTHCS Bl OyMoK npo ®pero, posnoBigaro il mpo XJIOMI, SIKUN
oOmariaB MeHe B METpO.

— @y, BUpo10K! — 11 11e po3moTuiio. — MeHe Bke Tak JicTajo 1€ JaiHoO.
— I mene, — s KHBaro.

— Twu 3apsaumna Homy 1o SuIsM? — B 11 ouax 3’ ABISIETHCS MIACTYITHUHN OJIMCK.
— Hi. V Baroni O0ymno 3amano Micus A1 MOITHOTO yaapy. — S kaxy 1e 0e3
TiH1 capKa3my.

— To 3aMiCcTh IOTO TH MPOCTO TH WOTO JOOpsYE TpicHYyNa?

S 3akouyto oui. Bu 06uaBi po3ymieMo, Ha 110 s 371aTHA. ToYHIIIe, HE 3/1aTHA
B3arajii. Ajie BU MEHe po3yMmiere, mpaBa xx? Tu abo BigcyBaemics, a0o, SKIIO0
HEMa€ KyH, TO MPOCTO MPSMO KaKell JIIOIUHI Te, 1110 TyMaenl. Sl BUMHUIIA SIK
y npyromy BapiaHTi. [IpoTte, He cXoxke, 10 XJIOMIIO OYIIO AKECh AUI0 10 MOiX
CIIIB.

Jlicca Gepe MeHe 3a pyKy, a il MOTJIST TOBOPUTH PO Te€, 10 BOHA UYIOBO
YCBIAOMIIIOE, 1110 CTAJIOCS, 1 YOMY Sl BUMHMIIA caMe TaK, K BUMHUIIA, 1 110 1e
BCe HE MOs ITpoBHUHA. HiXTO HE 3MOXkKe MEeHEe 371aMaTH.

— OpHoro pasy, — BpellITi Kayke BOHA, — 5 3Haly MOT0 1 BUO 10 SIS, SKIIO
BiH HE B 3M031 cebe KOHTPOIIOBAaTH. — 3 Hel Juiaca 4ucTa, HempubopKaHa
3I1iCTh, HEMOB 0TpyTa. — OnHOTO pa3y. — OcTaHHs Ppasza 3ByUHUTh TaK, HIOU
BOHA YsBJIsle ce0e TOJIOBHOIO TrepoiHero y ¢uibMi, 1 L€ 3BYUUTh IyXKe
OpyrtanbHO. BoHa 111€ pa3 TOPKAETHCSI MOET PYKH 1 pO3IIPaBIIsie Mei.
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This is one of the — many — reasons | love Lissa. She can go from sad
and mournful, to full on vigilante, to warrior queen, to party girl in the
space of just a few minutes. She’s a whirlwind you cannot contain and
any time spent in her presence is full of unexpected surprises. And fun.
Normally far too much fun, and certainly far more than the situation
demands.

I, on the other hand, am prone to overthinking everything. And being
eminently sensible. ‘I have to work tomorrow,’ I reply with a wince,
knowing Lissa isn’t going to accept this as an excuse.

‘Boring!” she exclaims, so loudly a group of guys at the next table
swivel their heads in unison to stare at her. ‘Besides...” she begins —
now, Lissa doesn’t wear glasses, but if she did she would have pulled
them down her nose slightly to peer at me over the top — ‘can you even
call it work if they don’t pay you?’

‘Ha ha.’

She giggles and sticks her tongue out a little. ‘Oh, come on! Just one
little shot of something. Pretty please? For me?” She gives me the
puppy dog eyes and as usual | capitulate.

‘Just one.’

‘Of course.” But there’s a mirror behind her stool and I can see she’s
crossed her fingers behind her back.

She knows I can’t resist indulging her and I know she manipulates me.
But I can’t help myself, especially after everything that happened. I
just think she deserves to be happy. And right now she’s on a high, one
I couldn’t forgive myself for pulling her down from.

The bar is running a special offer on something called a Raspberry
Kamikaze: a shooter made from vodka, raspberry liqueur, and lime.
It’s surprisingly delicious, sweet and sour and with exactly the right
level of kick. Four shots later and | feel like my limbs are moving
through water. It’s not an unpleasant sensation, especially after the
tension of the last thirty—six hours.

— e moTiB! — Ka)ke BOHA IpaiijIMBO, HIOW HE MOTPOKyBaJla HIKOMY KiJIbKa
CeKyH]] TOMY.

Ile oaHa 3 GaraThoX pedeii, 3a sKy s mo6mo Jliccy. 11 meyans Ta cym nerko
MOXYTh IEPETBOPUTHCS HA BOMOBHHUYY 3JiCTh 200 3amaibHUi OJHMCK B OYaX.
Bona — Buxop, akuii HeMOKJIHMBO cTpuMaTh. KojkHa 3ycTpid 3 HEI0 CIOBHEHA
HecroAiBaHuX croprnpusiB. | BecemomriB, 3Bn4aifHo. OCTaHHIX YacOM CTae
3abararo, HDK TOTO BUMarae CUTYaIlisl.
A s, 31 cBOTO OOKY, CXHJIBHA JI0 TIOCTIMHOTO aHaJi3y 1 Hamararoch 30epiratu
PO3CYIIIUBICTb.

— MesHi 3aBTpa Ha poOOTYy, — BIANOBLAAIO S, 3a3JAJIET1Ib PO3YMIIOUH, IO
Mos BimMaska Jlicci He crogo0aeThes.

— HynHo! — BHTyKye BOHA Tak roJIOCHO, [0 KOMITaHIsI XJIOMIIIB 3a CYCiTHIM
cToJIMKOM oOepHysacs Ha Hac. — Kpim Toro, — mo4yuHae BoHa, 1 i oOmmaus
Ha0yBa€ NUIOBHUTOTO BUMISIAMY. SIkOM BOHA HOCWJIa OKYJsIpH, BOHA O 3apa3
HIATATHYAA iX Onrskye 10 Hoca. — Xiba MOKHa Ha3BaTu poOOTOIO Te, 3a IO
T0O1 HE TUIATATH?

— Xa—xa.

Bona xuxukae, IpUIIMOKHYBILIHU S3UKOM:

— Hy x 60! Ille mo onHomy kokrennpunky. Hy Oymp—nacouka! 3apamu
MeHe? — BOHA JIUBUTHCS HA MEHE IEHAYMMU OYMMa, 1 5 3/1ak0Csl.

— Jlume o oiHOMY.

— Hy 3Buuaiino. — VY BimoOpakeHH1 J3epKajia 1mo3aay Hei s 6ady, sk BOHA
3XpecTuia Nnaiblii 3a CIHHOIO.

Bona 3Hae, 1110 s He MOXY HNPOTUCTOATH i, 1 BMUIO KOPUCTYETbCS LUM,
MaHIMyJII0YM MHOI0. AJIe S HIYOTO HE MOXKY 3 COOOI0 BIIISITH, OCOOIMBO MICIIS
BCHOTO, 10 cTajocs. BoHa 3aciyroBye Ha Imacts. lif 3apas Tak jno0pe, He
BapTO BCE IICYBATH.

VY 0Gapi agie cremianbHa TPOMO3MINS Ha IIOCH MiJ Ha3BOK «MallMHOBUI
KaMika/a3e»: KOKTEHIb 3 TOPUIKM, MAalMHOBOIO IJiKepy Ta Jjdaiimy. Bin
HaNpouyJ] CMa4YHUH, KUCIO—COJIOAKUHN, 1B Mipy MiHUN. HoTupu yapku — i
s TepecTaro BiquyBaTH 3€MIIIO IMiJ] HOraMH. BimuyTTs He 3 HENpUEMHHX,
0COOJIMBO MiCIs HAIPYTU OCTAHHIX TPUALATH IIECTU I'OJIUH.
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‘Oooh!’ Lissa suddenly exclaims. ‘I didn’t tell you about my hot date.’
‘Do you have to give me all the details?’ I ask, pulling a face. “You’re
such a prude! How are we friends?’

‘I’m not a prude.” But I’m protesting too much, because I am, in fact,
a prude. But maybe that’s just because Lissa took all the non—prudiness
— which isn’t a word, but I don’t know what the right antonym would
be — for both of us.

‘We fucked on the stairs,” she tells me with a salacious wiggle of her
eyebrows.

‘We live in a flat,” I say, trying not to form a mental image.

‘We have stairs.’

‘Err... no. There are communal stairs that lead up to the flat.’

‘Same thing.” She shrugs and takes a swig of one of the beers she
ordered last time she got us a round of Raspberry Kamikazes.

‘But anyone could have seen you.’ I try not to sound shocked, but fail.
I mean, | know what she’s like, but I still struggle with the idea that
anyone would want to risk someone like Mrs Peterson from the next—
door flat stumbling across them in such a compromising position. But
don’t think I’m judging her, because I’m not, not really anyway. It’s
not that | have some kind of fundamental disapproval, it’s that I can’t
understand why you’d want to.

Her eyes twinkle as she leans forward slightly. ‘That was kind of the
point,” she whispers with a grin.

| shake my head in mock disgust.

“You wouldn’t love me any other way,” she tells me. She’s right. She’s
been my best friend for so long I have no idea who I’d be without her
in my life. ‘So,” she says and puts down her beer, ‘do you want me to
tell you all the details, a blow by blow — if you pardon the pun — of
exactly what happened, or are you going to tell me what’s eating you
up instead?’

‘I’m fine,’ I say, a little too quickly and the look on her face tells me
I’ve made a fatal error.

— Oo00! — HecnoaiBaHO Kake BoHA. — I % TOO1 HE PO3MOBiIa PO CBOE
rapsiae nmobGavyeHHsl.

— MeHni 000B’A3K0BO 3HATH PO BCi 111 APIOHUIII? — 3aMUTYIO 51, KPUBIITIHCE.
— Tu Taka xanxa! SIk Mu B3araiii MokeMo OyTH Opy3sMu’?

— S He xaHka. — Miii T0JIOC 3BYYHTh @K HAJITO caMOBIleBHeHO. Hacmpapi,
s Ta 1me xamka. TouHimie, s Takoro BUTIsAaro Ha (oni Jliccm. Bona —
BTUICHHSI HECKPOMHOCTI — SIKII[O TaKe CJIOBO B3arajii iCHYE, aje s HE MOXY
nigiopaTu riJHOTO aHTOHIMY, 100 OmHMcaTH Hac.

— Mpu koxanuca mpsAMO Ha CXoJaX, — Ka)k€ BOHA, IPallyIMBO PyXarouu
OpoBamu.

— Mu XuBEMO y KBapTHPi, — KaXy 5, HAMAralo4uch OyTH HE3BOPYIITHOO.
— B Hac € cxonu.

— Ewm...Hi. JIume Ti, o BeIyTh 0o HaIIO1 KBapTUPH.

— Ile Bonm 1 €. — Bona 3HU3ae TeunMa 1 poOUTH KOBTOK IMBa, SKE
3aMOBHJIA Pa30M 3 «MaTHHOBHM KaMiKaa3e».

— AuJie ) Bac MOTJIM 1T0OAYNTH, — MEHI HE BJAJIOCS IPUXOBATH MIOKY. To0TO,
TakK, s pO3yMito, 110 TaKi BUKpyTacu IUIKOM y ctuii Jliccu, ame MeHi He nae
CIIOKOIO0 JyMKa, IO BOHA Mijmae cede pU3UKY, IO XTOCh MO THITY MicCic
[Terepcon, sika )KMBE MO CYCIICTBY, MOXKE CTaTH CBIJKOM ITI€] HEMPUCTOMHOT
ClleHU. AJie He aymaiiTe, HIOU s 3acymkyto ii. He Te, mo0 s mpuHIIMTIOBO HE
CXBaJIFOBaJIa TaKli Jii, IPOCTO HE PO3YMIIO, YUM BOHA KEPYETHCS.

[i oui 6uIIaTH, KOJIM BOHU HAXUIAETHCA 10 MEHE:

— VY upomy it OyB ceHc, — 1Ienoye BOHA, YCMIXalOuHUCh.

51 xuTaro rojoBoI0, BIaBalO4M OTHIY.

— Tu 6 mene He moOuna, He OyIb S Takoro, sika €, — Kaxe Jlicca. | Bona
npaBa. Mu Tak IOBro IpY>KUMO, 110 51 HABITh HE YSBIISAIO CBOTO XKHUTTS O€3 Hel.
— Tox, — kaxxe BOHA 1 CTaBUTh MMHUBO HA CTUI, — XO4elI Ai3HATHCS Mpo yci
MOAPOOMIT, YN MOXKE MOIUTHIIICS THM, 10 Tebe rpuse?

— 51 B mopsAaKy, — MoOsl BINOBiIb MPO3BYyYalia 3aHAATO IIBHIKO, 0 OYyJI0
(ataabHOI0 NOMUIKOIO, sSIKa He BUCIIN3HYa Bix Jliccn.

— Hy, B Takomy pa3i, — BOHa BIIKHIA€THCS HA CIIUHKY CTUIBIIS, XPYCKAIOUU
KicToukamMu manmbliB, — Moro 3atm Tom, um Tim, um JIKOH...3aranom,
kopoTke iM’s. [lparroe BiH 4M TO OyXrajirepoM Y TO CEKpeTapeM, IIOCh
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‘Well, in that case.” She sits back in her seat and cracks her knuckles.
‘His name is Tom, or Tim, or John... hmmm... something short
anyway. And he’s something boring in the city, like an accountant or
an actuary or something. Anyway, he’s fit. A bit over six foot and was
one hundred percent on the rugby team at university; he has that V-
shape thing with the broad shoulders and the tiny waist and the arse
like an absolute peach. We met in Disrepute, you know the adorable
place in Soho, and | immediately knew we were going to fuck. Like
rabbits. Just over and over and over again. So, the first time was the
stairs. And then we went into the flat and

fooled around on the sofa for a bit. | mean, just wow, what that man
can do with his tong—’

‘Alright!” I can’t take it any more. ‘Please please stop!’

Lissa collapses into a fit of giggles. When she finally composes herself
she picks up her beer, shakes it slightly, and then motions to the
bartender for another. She looks at me and | nod. She raises two fingers
at the bar man. ‘Right then. Spill. What’s really going on with you?’
‘Nothing.’

‘Don’t do that, Miss Brooks.” She looks directly at me. ‘You forget
that I know you almost as well as you know yourself. Something’s on
your mind and you know how I feel about secrets.’

‘Honestly, Lissa,’ I tell her. ‘It’s nothing.’

“Well, in that case I’ll go back to my story about hot boring Tom. Or
maybe it was Paul... Anyway, we were in the show—’

She’s interrupted by the bartender placing our drinks on the table, and
| take the opportunity to try to compose my thoughts, to corral them
into some kind of order. I’'m trying to find the right place to even start,
the right words. But in the end | get out my phone and bring up the
news from this morning and the body found in my hotel.

‘Um. Who’s Cody Gelber?’ she asks. But what she really wants to
know is why I’m showing her this story.

‘The guy who was found dead in my hotel last night.’

‘Right, the fentanyl guy.” She carries on reading the article. ‘Suicide?’

HyJHE KOpoTIIe. 3aTe B HhOTO MIATATHYTE Ti10. BiH TpoXu BHIIMIA 32 METp
JIeB’STHOCTO, 1 51 OUTBII, HDK BIIEBHEHA, 110 BiH IpaB y (GyTOOIBHINM KOMaH/1 B
YHIBEPCUTETChKI pokd. B HpOro Ttaka V-mozmidHa ¢irypa 3 mmpoKuMHU
IUIEYMMa, BY3bKOIO TANI€I0, a YIS B3araji nepcuk. Mu 1mo3HaioMIINCh y
Oapi «Jlicpem’tor», mo B kBaprtaimi Coxo, oapa3y mNoOauuBIIM HOTO S
3po3yMisia, MO II€ 3aKIHYUTHCS MPUCTPACHUM CeKcoM. Mwu Oy Haue
KPOJIMKH, TIX0[ 3a migxoaoMm. OTox, nepuuii pa3 Oy Ha cxogax. [lotim mu
3afllUIM y KBApTUPY 1 TPOXHW MOOEHIKeTyBalu Ha AuMBaHI. TH MpocTo He
YSIBIISIEI, HA IO 3/IaTEH S3UK I[LOTO YOJIOBI. ..

— S 3po3ymina!l — S Bke He MorJIa 1boro Tepmitu. — bynb j1acka, npowy,
NpUNIHA!

VY Jliccu mounHaeThes MpUCTYN cMixy. OmanyBaBiin ceOe, BOHA MiJHsIIA CB1i
KeJMX M1Ba, 300BTaja Horo, a ToAl MaxHyja 0apMeHy, o0 TOW MPHUHIC IIIe.
Toxi BoHa MOTJIsTHYIA HA MEHE, 1 51 KWBHYJIA, TICIISI 4OTO TOApyTa MiIHsIIa IBa
nanblii Bropy 10 HbOTO.

— T'apasn Toni. Buknangaii. 1o 3 To6010 BinOyBaeThCs?

— Hiuoro.

— Hi—ni—Hi, mic Bpykc, — BoHa TuBHTHCS TpsiMO Ha MeHe. — He 3a0yBaii,
mo s 3Hat Tebe sk oOmyruieHy. Tebe mock TypOye, a TH 3Haem, SK 5
CTaBITIOCS 10 CEKPETIB.

— Jlicca, mpaBna, — kaxy s, — Bce HOpManbHO.

— SIkmio Tak, TOJl sl MPOJOBXKY CBOIO ICTOPIIO MPO HYAHOTO, aje rapsyoro
Toma. Uu moxke, Hioro 3Bamu [lo:...Hy MeHII i3 TuM, MOTIM MH y TIOY. ..

[i mepe6uB GapMmeH, SKMif TOCTABUB HAM KEJHXHU HA CTiM, i 1, KOPUCTYIOUNCH
HAroJi010, Hamararocs 310paTuch i3 TyMKaMmH, MPUBECTH iX 10 Kynu. S xouy
nigiopatu cioBa, mo0 moyatu. Ta BpemITI—pemT MPOCTO [ICTal0 CBIid
TeneoH 1 BiIKpUBaO paHKOB1 HOBUHHU MO TPYIL, 3HAWJCHHUI B MOEMY T'OTEJII.
— Em... Xto Takuii Koxi ['enGep? — nurae Bona. Asie HacIpaB/ii BOHa X04e
J3HATHUCS, HABIIIO S MOKa3ylo i 11e.

— Ilporo 4onoBika 3HAUIIIITN MEPTBUM B TOTEII MHUHYJIOI HOYI.

— Tak—Tax, TOH, 1110 MOB’s13aHUH 3 (heHTaHITIOM, — BOHA MPOTJISAAE CTATTIO.
— Cyiumng?

— MabyTs.
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‘Apparently.’

“You didn’t... you know?’ She gives me a look as if I might not have
realised she was asking if I slept with him.

‘Of course not! I was at a meeting and then Freya and I had a drink in
the bar and then I went to bed. Alone.’ I add the last word and give it
extra emphasis.

‘So...’

‘Freya didn’t make the meeting and, by the time I met her for that
drink, Cody Gelber was dead.’

Lissa looks at me, confusion etched into her face. ‘I don’t get it.’

I take my phone back from her. ‘I got sent a message. One of those
disappearing ones. You know, a picture that you can only see once
before it’s gone.’

‘A picture of...” she looks horrified.

‘Oh no, no. Not of him.” We both pull the exact same face at the idea
of someone sending pictures of a dead body. ‘No, it was a message
written on a piece of paper.’

‘Oh, phew! Who sent it?’

‘That’s the thing. I don’t know. It wasn’t a number saved in my phone.
There was no name on the WhatsApp profile. It could’ve been anyone.’
‘And? Jesus, Millie, what did it say?’

‘Sorry. The message told me to connect the dots between Cody and
someone else.’

‘Who?’

I tap my screen a few times. ‘Him,” I say and slide the phone back to
her.

‘Ruben Chambers?’

‘He was murdered. In Milan. On 24 November last year. Freya was at
this trade show that same day. It was the same day | was meant to meet
Reggie’s parents for the first time.’

‘The one you were hours late to and he was a total prick about it.
Fucking Reggie.” Lissa had never liked him and had made no apologies

— Bu x He, Hy, TH 3p03yMiNa... — BOHA KUJAa€ HA MEHE TaKHWid OTJIsA, HIOK
s 1 03 TOTO He 3po3yMiJia, III0 BOHA Ma€ Ha yBa3i cekc.

— 3BicHo, Hi! S Oyna Ha 3ycTpidi TOi, MOTIM Mocuaita 3 Ppeero y O6api, 1
ninuia cnata. OgHa. — OCTaHHE CIIOBO 51 CKa3ajia 0COOIMBO BHPA3HO.

— Orxe...

— Opes He 3’sIBUIIACA HA 3yCTpidi. A HAa MOMEHT, KOJIH § 1i mi3Hime 3ycTpina
y 6api roremo, Koi I'enbep ke 6yB MepTBHIA.

Ha o0yl Jliccn 3acTHTIIa pO3ryOJIeHICTB:
— I{ock 51 HE oTaHsIo.

A 3a0uparo BiJl Heil CBIl TeneoH:
— MeH1 npuiIIIo MoBiIOMIIEHHS. XTOCh HaAICTIaB MEeH1 3HUKar4e (PoTo.
— A Ha ¢oT0 OYyB...— BOHA BUTJIAAE HAKAXAHOIO.

— Hi—ni. He 6in. — nymxa npo Te, 10 XTOCh MO’K€ HaJiciaTh MeHi (oTo

Tpyna, 3MyIye Hac 0060x ckpuutucs. — Lle Oyno ¢oTo mmaty nanepy, Ha
AKOMY OyJIO TIOCTIaHHS.

— A, ¢yx. I xT0 aBTOp MOBITOMIICHHS?

— B ToMy TO 1 cmipaBa, mo s He 3HaW. B CIHCKYy MOiX KOHTaKTIB IbOTO
HOMEpPY He Oyno. Y Horo npodini «Barcam» iMeH1 He Oyino BkazaHo. Lle mir
OyTH XTO 3aBI'0JIHO.

— Hy, 1? T'ocniou, Mimi, mo 6ys0 Ha TOMY marmipiri?

— Bce, Bubau. Tam Oysno ckazano, mo0 s 3Haimuia 38’5130k Mk Kozl 1 mie 3

JEKHM.

— Kum?

s po0bito napy KJTIKIB y tenedoHi:
— 3 HUM, — Kaxy s 1 1oKa3yo il expaH.

— PyGen Yembepc?

— Horo BOwmu. Y Minani. 24 ngucromnajga MUHYIIOTO POoKy. Y Toit nens Opes
BHCTYIIaja Ha BUCTaBIIl. TOro 3 IHs MaJio BITOYTHCS MOE TepIiie 3HalioMCTBO
3 OaTpKamMu Pejoxki.

— Toii camuii Pemxi, Ha 3ycTpid 3 IKUM TH 3ami3HUIACA Ha KUTbKa TOAMH, 1
BiH MMOBIB ceOe sk HeroyMoK. JloBGanuii Pemxi. — BiH Hikosin He moio0aBcs
Jlicci, 1 BOHA HIKOJIM 1IbOTO He puxoByBana. Bona Bingae Miit TeneoH Ha3al.
— 51 Bce 01HO HE po3yMito.
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for her honesty in the matter. She hands my phone back to me. ‘I don’t
get it.’

‘The trade show Freya was at, was in Milan. She was there, in the same
city, when Ruben died. And she was there, in the same hotel, when
Cody died.’

‘But Cody was suicide.’

‘They think that because the door to his suite was locked from the
inside.’

The realisation dawns across her face. ‘Ohhh. Ohhh. Your boss was
climbing up the balconies. She could have... Holy fuck!’

‘Yep.’

‘So you think Freya killed these men?’

‘I don’t know what to think.’

‘Jesus shitting Christ, Mills. Your boss is a fucking serial killer.” Her
blue eyes flash in the lights of the bar, her mouth open in a near perfect
‘0.

The next morning, Lissa wakes me up just before six thirty with a mug
of coffee. ‘I’ve been thinking about your boss issue,’ she says, sitting
on the edge of my bed. Somehow, despite us not getting home until
after midnight, she looks radiant, fresh faced like she’s had nine hours’
sleep, a yoga session, and a green juice.

‘Liss,” I groan, trying to bury myself further under the duvet. ‘My
alarm hasn’t even gone off yet.’

She sighs and stares at my phone for a moment. Suddenly it bursts into
life with a chorus of chirping birds. ‘There you are.” She sounds smug,
like she’s been waiting to get the timing perfect. ‘Now, listen to me.’
She waves at the coffee as | struggle to pull myself into a sitting
position. ‘So, Freya was there when those two guys got killed right?’
‘Right.’

‘But that’s only two.’

— Bucraska, siky Bigsigana ®@pes, npoxoauina B Minani. To6to, Bona Oyna B
TOMY K MiCTi, Koy omep PyOeH.

— Aue Kozl BUMHHB caMOTyOCTBO.

— BoHM Iifmiam Takoro BUCHOBKY, TOMY IO JBEPi A0 WOTO HOMEpY Oyiu
3aYMHEHI 3CePeIHH.

Ha ii o0mmudi 3’ IBJISIETHCS YCBIIOMIICHHS:

— Oy...Oyyy...TBog HavanpHHIM Ie Jia3wia 1o OankoHax, Bona x
Mmoria...busxal

— Ara.

— To tu pymaem, mo ®pes Morna ix BOUTH?

— 41 He 3Haro, SIK JI0 IIHOTO CTAaBUTHCS.

— Tpscus tBOIM matepi, Mumni! TBost HavanbHHLS — KIATUN cepiiHUN
BOMBIA. — i Oui GAMIIATH y CBIiTJIi TPUMIIIEHHS, a POT PO3TYISAEThCA Yy
Maiixke ieanbHy Jitepy «O».

Hacrymnnoro panky Jlicca po30ynnia MeHe O MiB Ha HIOCTY 3 YAIIKOIO KaBH.
— S nymana mpo 1O TBOIO CUTYallil0 3 HayaJbHUIICI0, — Kake BOHA,
IpHCiTaloyy Ha Kpail Moro ybkka. He3Bakaroun Ha Te, U0 MU MOBEPHYIIHCS
BUOpA JECh IMICJSA OMIBHOYI, i OOIMYYS Majao JAOCHUTh OCSHHHUI 1 CBDLKUU
BUrsiA. Tak MokKe BUIJISAATH JIIOJIMHA, sIKA MICIs JEB’STUTOJMHHOTO CHY
3aifHSIACh HOTOI0 Ta BUITHAJIA OBOYEBOTO CMY3I.

— Jlicc, — CTOTHY £, HAaMaral4ich CXOBATH IOJIOBY Mij KOBJIpow. — B meHe
11e HaBITh OyIMILHUK HE CIPAIIOBAB.

Bona 3irxae i1 quBHTBCS Ha Mii TenedoH. B skuiick MOMEHT 3 HBOTO
MOYHHAIOTh JyHaTH 3BYKH MTAIIMHOTO CHIBY:
— A ochb 1 BiH, — CaMOBJOBOJIEHO Ka)Ke€ BOHA, HiOM CIELiaIbHO YeKaja Ha
el MOMEHT. — A Temnep Mociyxail, — BOHa Maxa€ PyKOIO Ha KaBy, MOKH 5
HaMaralch NpUHHATU cuisue moyiokeHHa. — Omxke, Opes Oyna B TUX ke
MiCTaxX, KOJIM BOMJIM THUX JBOX XJIOIIIIB, TaK?

— TouHo.

— Aule iX nMIIe BOE.

— Illo? — s Bce 1€ HaMiB COHHA, 1 HE MOXY BTOPOIATH, IO YOTO BOHA BEJIE.
— XKepts nume aBi. {06 oTpumaTu 3BaHHS cepiiiHOro BOMBII, MOTPIOHO
BOMTH MIHIMYM TpbOX. TOX...

36



‘What?’ I’m still half asleep and I have no idea where she’s going with
this.

‘That’s only two. And you need to kill three people to be classed as a
serial killer. So...’

‘So?

‘So what if there are more than two?’

‘What? You mean... what if she really is a serial killer? Like a proper
one?’ There’s a hint of disbelief in my voice. I mean, maybe after a
few shots it might have seemed like there really was a link between
Cody and Ruben, but that was just the Raspberry Kamikaze talking.
And earlier in the day my paranoia. Tiredness. Anger that Freya fucked
me over with the C’est Magnifique account. I’ve been under a lot of
stress the last few days.

‘Exactly. What if she’s been leaving a trail of dead bodies everywhere
she goes?’ Lissa takes a sip of her own coffee. ‘Someone is sending
you messages. What if that is what they’re trying to tell you?’

— Tox...?

— Illo, six *xepTB Oyno OubIIe?

— Mlo? Tu mymaem, mj0 BOHA CIpaBdi MOXe OyTH CEpiifHHNM BOHWBICIO?
CrpaBXHM CepiiHUM BOWBIICIO? — B MOEMY TOJIOCI 3’SBIIIMCS HOTKH
He0BipH. MOKITUBO, TICIIs KUTPKOX YapOK HaM MOTJIO 31aTucs, mo Mk Kol
ta PyOeHoM pificHO € 3B’s30K, ajne e B Hac roBopuB «MalmHOBHI
KaMmikaa3e». A 110 boro — Most mapanosi. Broma. 3nicte Ha ®pero uepes Bcro
II0 CUTYyalito Ha 3ycTpidil. OcTaHH1 KUIbKa JHIB Y ME€HE OyB CHIIBHUI CTpec.
— TouHo. A 1110, SIK BOHA 3aJIMILIAE LTy CTEKKY CIIAIB 3 TPYIIB BCIOIU, KU
notparuisie? — Jlicca poOUTh KOBTOK CBO€T KaBU. — XTOCh HaJCcHiIae TOO1
noBigomiieHHs. 1o, K10 ToO1 HaMararThCs JOHECTH caMe ye?
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Chapter 2. Approaches to Recreating Specific Humour and Expressive
Conversational Communication into Ukrainian: The Case of How to Slay at
Work by S. Bonner

2.1 General characteristics of the novel

Sarah Bonner is contemporary British author who specializes in mystery fiction. Originally, she
worked as an accountant for 20 years but understood that she has chosen the wrong path and
decided to stick to her true passion — writing. The pandemic gave her opportunity to enter the
writer’s world with her debut novel Her Perfect Twin that was released in 2022. Sarah’s novels
fall within the mystery genre, often centering around ordinary women caught in extraordinary, and
sometimes criminal, situations. Her use of humor and stylish settings gives her mysteries a modern,
accessible appeal. In this paper we discuss one of her most popular books, How To Slay At Work
that was shown to the world in 2024. The novel became so popular that the author continued the
series with a sequel, further developing the characters and narrative. Sarah shared her working
process and daily life in her social networks and gets a lot of support from her followers (Amazon,
1996 ).

How to Slay at Work is a darkly comic, twisty thriller that combines office drama, psychological
suspense, and unexpected empathy in a truly gripping way. All these tense elements are
accompanied by specific humor, that distinguishes this mystery novel from other books of this
genre. It begins with Millie Brooks, an overworked and underpaid Bid Analyst at the cosmetics
company Serendipity. She works directly under Freya Ellwood-Winter, the Sales Director — an
infamously cold, demanding boss who insists on things like ambiguous instructions, insane coffee
orders, and bizarre rules (such as Millie always wearing heels). When Millie’s colleague Sam
suddenly disappears, she’s unofficially promoted to Bid Manager — with no pay rise and even more
stress.

But an unexpected business trip to Paris that ruins all Millies plans leads readers to the main part
of a story. While staying at a hotel and getting ready for a conference, Millie notices her boss
scaling the back wall like Spider—Man — just hours before a man is found dead in a locked room.
Soon Millie receives a strange, anonymous message accusing Freya of being connected to not one,
but multiple deaths. Why would anyone suspect her boss of being a serial killer with no hard proof?
The accusation sounds unrealistic. But number of coincidences starts to increase. Sam’s sudden
departure, Freya’s secretive habits, and now a second death that doesn’t look like a misfortune
anymore — Millie starts to explore it more closely.

After coming back to London Millie is threatened by another anonymous message, where Freya is
suspected of murdering five victims in total. With the help of her flatmate Lissa and a friend from
HR, Kieran, Millie begins a dangerous investigation into Freya’s travels and personal life.
Everything becomes more serious when Millie finds access to Freya’s private diary and travel
records, uncovering a disturbing pattern: men keep dying in the same cities Freya visits for work.
Unintentionally, Millie starts reluctantly admiring her boss, when more truth is revealed (Stacey—
Ann Says, 2024).
The author surprises us with unexpected turn — by making Freya’s perspective of story. Another
point of view is presented now. The reader begins to understand her motivations and even
sympathize with her, trying to find justification for her murders. Freya is sophisticated, intelligent,
sometimes even inspiring. The psychological game of two women reminds a chess match, both
suspecting how much the other knows. It becomes clear that they may have more in common than
either of them thought.
The dual narrative gives readers access to both Millie’s confusion and Freya’s controlled chaos.
What begins as a quirky workplace comedy soon transforms into a layered thriller with deep
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feminist undertone. The story satirizes toxic office culture, “women in power” conferences, and
societal expectations of women. The writing is laced with sharp wit and moments of dark comedy
that are equally shocking and hilarious (Boldwood, 2024).

Readers found themselves sympathizing first with Millie, who pictures a typical young woman in
a tough world, then surprisingly connecting with Freya, the elegant but dangerous ice queen who
wants to fix her past fails in her own deadly way. The book includes themes of trauma, female
rage, and moral grey zones, and it’s told with smart pacing and short addictive chapters. The
characters, especially Millie and Freya, are vivid and complex — each flawed, wild, and
unforgettable.

The shocking final twist pulls the rug from under the reader’s feet, challenging everything we
thought we knew about the characters. The plot is filled with clever red herrings, emotional
moments, and gasp—worthy reveals that make it impossible to put down.

The novel is highly recommended for fans of thrillers with a sharp edge and strong female leads.
This novel is positively rated by many readers. The prominence led to creating an equally exciting
sequel that was released recently. But some followers even ask for more background stories of
some characters, like Lissa, for instance. So, we can conclude that Sarah Bonner’s motivation to
become a writer appears to be fruity (Prdgreads, 2023).

The novel is rather entertaining than scaring that could be seen by various usage of humor, curse
words and open, sarcastic play of author with her readers. The following elements will be discussed
in the next section of our project.

2.2 Analysis of different ways of communication and humour in this novel How to Slay at
Work

Through all genres of fiction, How to Slay at work is related to action fiction. Action fiction
involves spy novels, adventure stories, tales of intrigue and terror, mysteries — in ither words, they
are detective stories or thrillers (L. Turco, 2020, p. 103). The thriller is arguably the most
widespread and successful narrative genre of modern times (D. Hermanp, M. Jahn, M. Ryan, 2007,
p. 607). Action fiction thrives on suspense — a gripping tension forged by conflict. Whether through
ideological clashes, high—stakes scenarios, or strategic maneuvers, this tension keeps readers
hooked, desperate to see how the hero defeats the villain or how the thriller’s central enigma
unravels. Though, the thriller explored in this work has its own factors.

There are some features that distinguish thrillers from other genres and help us make sure that the
novel we mentioned meets them. In a typical thriller, the story usually centers around a murder
that has not yet happened. The main character is described as an ordinary, unskilled person who
notices something suspicious and makes his/her own investigation. This character lacks fighting
skills, does not hold a weapon, and often has a physical or mental insecurity that puts her at greater
risk — and the protagonist is most often female. The plot usually focuses on one main suspect,
creating a strong sense of tension and danger throughout the story (John Truby, 2022, p. 473).
These elements help us identify whether a book fits into this genre. So, How to Slay at Work
includes these conditions, providing us with a typical female character, who has never been trained
for carrying a gun or improving physical strength. The novel brings us to the first murder only
after certain line of events, throwing out the idea of a possible Killer without suspecting others.
One of the most notable elements that engage readers to read the novel is the way the main
character interacts with them. Communication is generally understood as a process of interaction
that occurs within a social setting, involving a sender (or source) and a receiver. As Fatimayin
(2018) explains, communication happens when individuals exchange signals, which may be
verbal, graphic, gestural, or visual. These signals can be conveyed through movements of the body,
eye contact, or vocal sounds. A key element of communication is the transfer of intended meaning
from one person to another.
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Over time, communication methods have evolved alongside societal and cultural developments.
Bacon (2024) points out that literature has long served as an important tool for communication,
dating back to ancient times. In earlier centuries, spoken literature was commonly used, and by the
7th century, written works began to appear in English.

Both language and technology have played a crucial role in shaping communication styles. The
growing use of symbolism has made some texts more complex but has also strengthened the
connection between the text and the reader. Thus, communication is not a fixed process. It
unstoppably adapts to changes in society, culture, and technological progress.

The way communication is presented depends on the type of narrative perspective. Narrative
perspective refers to the vantage point from which a story is told. This angle of vision plays a
crucial role in shaping how a novel portrays its fictional world — so much so that, at times, the
perspective itself can become the very essence of the narrative (P. M. Logan, O. George, S.
Hegeman, E. Krista, 2011, p. 540). In discussing the technical aspect of narration, the term refers
specifically to the literal “point of view” from which a story is told. For instance, a narrative may
be presented in the first person, the third person, or with “free indirect speech”. This defines prose
fiction perspective among others including ballet, drama, and narrative poem (D. Shen, 2024, p.
98). According to Theory of Narrative (Stanzel), in the first—person narrative situation the
character is part of the fictional world and tells the story from his/her own personal point of view
(D. Shen, 2024, p. 99). That’s why the novel that is mentioned in this scientific paper refers to the
first—person narrative. Even if characters of the story look like a genuine part of a story world, it
does not mean that they are all separate entities, like independent figures. Instead, the story is
created while being told, and characters have a vital role in shaping the plot. They deepen
connections within the story and its world, form symbols and themes of it (D. Gruyter, 2014, p.
34-35). This book is characterized by a high level of narrative empathy. Narrative empathy
expresses feelings and perceptions triggered by engaging with narratives through reading, viewing,
listening, or imagining (D. Gruyter, 2014, p. 521). It covers several levels: author imaginative
process, reader’s emotional reaction and narrative strategies that encourage empathetic
engagement. Empathy may be used for specific purposes. The examined book contains
components of Broadcast strategic empathy that seeks to engage all readers emotionally through,
marking human sensitivity and aspirations through collective image (S. Keen, 2006, p. 215).
Every interaction through communication involves its own elements to attract an audience. How
to Slay at Work contains different types of humor, that distinguishes this novel among other
thrillers. Though the fact that the novel is based on frequent jokes and humorous situations it does
not mean that it was easier to write than a typical thriller or detective mystery. Moreover, mixing
comedy and drama is much more challenging. Humor in thriller narratives can serve as a powerful
tool for character development and plot development. Endowing a protagonist with such types of
humor as irony or sarcasm helps the audience to understand that the character is as new to this
crime environment as the reader (T. Straw, 2024). This method conveys the story in a more organic
way, avoiding excessive seriousness. Sarah Bonner used mainly irony, sarcasm and black humor,
that was a part of protagonist’s monologue and narrative.

Irony. As for analysis of certain types of humor, let us start from the wide usage of irony there. In
simple terms, irony occurs when there’s a difference between what you say and what you actually
mean (Simpson, p. 5, 2017). Irony, in turn, can also be different. In the book, the most frequent
variant is structured irony, where a story is told by a naive or unreliable narrator (B. Shaw, 2013,
p. 30). For instance:

“I’d rather I wasn't the person being summoned into her office at 7 a.m., before I've even been
able to take a sip of my coffee or change out of the trainers | wear for my commute.” (Sarah
Bonner, 2024, p. 7).

Here, the main protagonist, Millie, portrays her boss in a not very favorable light. The person she
describes as someone she wouldn't want to become is, in fact, a reflection of herself-though she
wishes it weren’t true.
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My name isn’t Camille. Millie is short for Millicent — | was named after my grandmother, who
began calling me Millie when | moved in with her to avoid the confusion of two Millicents — but |
don’t correct Freya. It’s easier not to. And what is a name anyway? (Sarah Bonner, 2024, p. 9)
In this situation, the writer aims to show how useless it would be to argue with her boss, trying to
provide an actual point of view. Obviously, the main character must have had experiences in the
past that proved any effort on her part would be meaningless. As a result, she makes a sarcastic
remark suggesting that your name as a personality does not play any role when it comes to work.
Here is another good example of irony:

This will be dressed as an opportunity and I’ll take it, make some sycophantic noises about how I
relish the challenge and then bitch about it to Lissa later. Welcome to office life in the twenty—first
century. (Sarah Bonner, 2024, p. 9)

The author disguised all dishonesty of modern work environment with this ironic statement
emphasizing that pretending and complaining is normal.

Black humor. Next noticeable thing that embellishes this thriller is black humor. Dark comedy or
black humor raises topics of death and promotes negative viewpoint (M. Hill, 2023). In English,
the word black often symbolizes darkness, despair, and death. Accordingly, black humor is
separated from traditional forms of comedy. It does not aim to create a light—hearted or joyful
atmosphere (Y. Huang, 2015, p. 615). Black humor often exposes the insanity of life in the face
of suffering or death. This form of humor emerges under extreme social or psychological pressure.
For example:

What if — when I was having a quick shower as I rushed to get ready so I wouldn’t be late — she
fell? What if she’s lying in that alley, no one any the wiser about where she is? No. I'm being
ridiculous, catastrophising, spinning a story out of nothing but fear and paranoia and some kind
of morbid fascination with people dying in gruesome ways that has followed me since | was a
child. (Sarah Bonner, 2024, p. 16)

In this specific situation, the events happen in a way when the protagonist is worried that something
serious could happen to her boss, but then the author gives some background of a character and
presents it in a way as if it is something casual. Black humor copes with uncomfortable situations,
showing character’s deep psychological deep psychological issue, probably anxiety and paranoia.

Let us consider another example:

Cody Gelber keeps nagging at me. Who was this man really? And why did he choose to kill himself
in a hotel room? That isn’t normal, surely? How many people commit suicide in a place they know
some poor chambermaid will find them? Actually, that probably isn’t fair, 1 doubt the thought of
who will find your body is exactly a priority when you're staring down the barrel of your own
existence. (Sarah Bonner, 2024, p. 27).

Here the author describes the protagonist’s reflection on the recent murder that happened in a hotel
she was staying in. Her light tone is contrasting with the topic of tragic suicide she is thinking of.
It is made not to mock the tragedy, but to show the emotional complexity behind it.

Monologue of main protagonist to the reader is not the only type of communication that meets in
books. Dialogue is a narrative device that presents verbal interaction between two characters. In
narrative prose, dialogue is typically distinguishable from the main narrative through its formal
presentation. It usually appears as direct speech, marked by quotation marks, dashes, or other
conventional punctuation that indicates character speech. These verbal exchanges are commonly
accompanied by speech tags, which clarify who is speaking, and may be placed either before or
after the dialogue line (E. Nykanen, A. Koivisto, 2015, p. 2). Every spoken word has its own
function and role in a conversation. Gillian Brown and George Yule distinguish transactional
functions and interactional. The first one relates to conveying the facts and ideas such as ordering
food or giving directions. Interactional function, in turn, is used to build and maintain social
relationships through small talk, casual conversations or greetings (G. Brown, G. Yule, 1983, p.
1-3). Dialogues play a crucial role in this novel, serving as a key tool for character development
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and contrast. One of the most noticeable contrasts comes up in the protagonist’s interactions with
different characters. In conversations with her boss, the protagonist maintains a formal and
business—like tone. These exchanges are emotionally neutral, characterized by concise, accurate
language that reflects a strictly professional relationship. In sharp contrast, her dialogues with her
friend are emotionally charged, rich in expressive language, and focused on conveying personal
feelings and impressions. This shift in tone and content emphasizes the protagonist»s dual roles
and helps reveal her inner world and emotional depth.

In the novel that we explore interactional function dominates when it comes to dialogues between
the main character and her best friend. Throughout the novel they’ve been speaking and texting
each other in order to exchange news, asking for advice or support, discussing their personal
problems. The usage of humor, swearing and taboo words is a prominent feature of their
communication. Overall, taboo language is used to provoke intense emotions and offer deep
insight into a society’s values, cultural standards, and psychological patterns (J. A. Dufiabeitia,
2025). So, the author aspired to convey true character’s feelings that have accumulated over a long
period of time under stress. Let us discuss next examples that show the interactions between
characters:

“‘Buongiorno!’ she says as she answers the phone.

‘Italian, but close enough,’ I deadpan.” (Sarah Bonner, 2024, p. 14).

In this given part of the dialogue, we can observe the greetings between the protagonist and her
friend. So, here, as it was mentioned earlier, the author highlighted the informality of relationships
between characters where they just wanted to hear each other (as they were speaking on the phone)
and exchange news. Also, the author used here irony, where one of the interlocutors used the
foreign—language greetings that was intended to point out that the protagonist appeared to be in
another country (France). The main character, from the other hand, “repelled the attack”, by
indicating that this greeting is incorrect.

Here is another example:

There’s another giggle, slightly louder this time.

“‘Lissa. Did you answer the phone while you're having sex?’

‘Not like sex sex, ’ she says, innocent as pie. ‘Just a little bit of fun.’

‘You are a disgrace,’ I tell her, but my tone is light, imbued with a touch of laughter.”(Sarah
Bonner, 2024, p. 21)

This piece of conversation contains rather controversial topics that are not always acceptable.
However, this shows the intimacy of character’s relationship and a big trust. Even while sharing
such intimate details of someone’s sexual interaction, the author adds a piece of irony here, making
fun of the situation.

Another example shows how the experienced friendship helps one speaker to reassure another one:
“I groan a little as I read the messages. | just want to go home and have a shower and put on my
pyjamas.

It will do you good

Lissa messages. I sigh. She’s probably right. Alcohol and company versus takeaway and lonely
sadness.

Stop debating and start walking to Be At One” (Sarah Bonner, 2024, p. 30).

Even if an average person who is not informed about the manner of character’s speaking such a
rude tone would sound offensive, the author shows us that it was said with intention to spend some
common time together. Lissa, the character who convinced Millie to meet, probably, is aware of
the fact that main character is very hard to persuade, and such manner would have greater effect.
The big number of various types of humor and raw communication does not distract us from the
fact that this novel is a thriller. Black humor in mysteries and detectives make characters
unforgettable for readers. Moreover, such a combo is a key for standing out as it looks unusual
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and makes the plot unpredictable (G. S. Gerry, 2024). However, it is closely intertwined with
scenes of murder description, protagonists view on the situation and detailed investigation process.
Humor smoothes out these acute topics, making the novel easier to read.

2.3 Translation of different ways of communication and humour

The process of translation is as exciting as challenging. For achieving an adequate translation, the
translator must pay attention to many details, including the genre of a source text, it’s features, the
audience it is intended to etc. Then, after a certain analysis, an expert can choose the strategy or
techniques that would be appropriate. The novel that is presented in this project belongs to the
fiction literature. Even though it can be based on true stories, fiction relates to imaginary situations
that were taken from author’s imagination and are not presented as facts (Britannica, 1999). Every
fiction is written to draw out reader’s feelings. Though, literary literature may sometimes claim
additional and more detailed reading, since much information can be rather ambiguous (M. Baker,
2019, p. 294). Consequently, as translators, we refer to the literary translation. Literary translation
is likely to sustain or revive the aesthetic elements (Y. Gambier, L. Doorslaer, 2011, p. 69).

As was mentioned earlier, the key elements considered in the novel How to Slay at Work are humor
and communication both between characters and protagonist’s monologue as the way of
communication with the reader. Translating humor is considered extremely difficult and often
classified “untranslatable” due to both cultural and linguistic challenges. It is easy to detect if the
translator fails by conveying humor by the reaction of an audience. Readers simply do not laugh
at jokes. There are two main aspects of untranslatability. The cultural untranslatability means that
some humorous elements cannot be translated due to ethical concern. Linguistic untranslatability
struggles in finding appropriate equivalent in the target language (Y. Gambier, L. Doorslaer, 2010,
p. 149-150). Usage of swearing and curse language in the discussed novel is also situated here as
a humorous feature that conveys characters’ feelings.

So, when it comes to translating process, translator needs to choose the strategy or techniques that
s/he finds the most appropriate. Translation techniques are defined as methods used to study and
classify how translation equivalence functions (C. lordan, 2021). The classification of translation
techniques defined by Molina and Hurtado that is introduced in their study Translation Techniques
Revisited: A Dynamic and Functionalist Approach Albir are universal and common. They divided
translation into three distinct types of procedures: literal translation methods (such as borrowing,
calque, and literal translation), oblique translation methods (including modulation, transposition,
equivalence, and adaptation), and seven basic procedures. Currently, we will explore the usage of
different techniques on the examples of elements discussed in this work.

Let us start with the irony:

Freya technically means ‘noble woman’, but it was also the name of my neighbour’s aloof husky
who considered herself far above giving anyone any affection. She looked like a wolf and had the
teeth to match. My boss couldn’t have a more perfect moniker in my opinion.(Sarah Bonner, 2024,
p.10)

Dpes 6 nepexnadi o3navae «OIA2OPOOHA HCIHKA», alle ye MAaKoxdc iM's cobaxku Mmoo cycioa, sKa
byna oyace ckynoro 0o nacku. Ls naiika 6yna cxodca Ha 6ogka i mana éenuxi cocmpi 3you. Ak na
MeHe, Kpaujoeo npizeucvbka 0jisi MO€i HauanbHuyi 2001 6o ti npuoymamu.

In this translation, several key techniques are employed to preserve meaning and tone.
Generalization which provides more general term, occurs in rendering “aloof husky” as «cobaxa»,
where the specific breed is replaced with a broader term to maintain clarity and fluency (L. Molina,
A. Hurtado Albir, 2002, p. 510). Modulation is a shift between point of view, emphasis, or
conceptual framework compared to the source text (L. Molina, A. Hurtado Albir, 2002, p. 500).
This technique is seen in translating “had the teeth to match” as “mana eenuxi cocmpi 3y6u”,
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shifting from an idiomatic expression to a more explicit description suited to the target language.
Particularization is used when “she” becomes “ys aaiixa”, making the referent clearer by
specifying the subject. Lastly, structural modulation is applied in the final sentence, where the
word order and phrasing are restructured to sound natural in Ukrainian while preserving the
original ironic tone (L. Molina, A. Hurtado Albir, 2002, p. 510).

Here is another example:

| was gone for less than five minutes, but she has this thing — | was going to call it a talent, but it
seems a rather odd thing to celebrate like that — for being able to eat incredibly quickly, as if she’s
merely inhaling the food rather than eating it. (Sarah Bonner, 2024, p.10)

Mene ne 6yno menuie n'asmu xeunuH, aie y Hei € maxka ocodnugicms, s Xomina 6 Hazeamu ye
Manaumom, npome 0ocums OUBHO OYI0 O HA3UEAMU 30AMHICMb ICMU MAK, HIOU BCMOKMYIOUU
BMIC CBOEI MAPIIKU, MATAHMOM.

This translation demonstrates the use of several translation techniques to render meaning naturally
in the target language. Reduction is employed in “thing to celebrate” and “rather than eating”,
where the original structures are shortened or omitted in translation, avoiding unnecessary
repetition and preserving fluency (L. Molina, A. Hurtado Albir, 2002, p. 510). Particularization —
the use of more concrete terms — appears in rendering “thing” as “ocobausicms ”, offering a more
specific and culturally appropriate term in Ukrainian (L. Molina, A. Hurtado Albir, 2002, p. 510).
Likewise, “food” becomes «smicm ceoei mapinku», which provides a more vivid and localized
image.

Another illustration of irony can be seen here:

| went on a date a few months ago with a guy who ate in the same way. He told me it was an old
boarding school habit, but Lissa did some Google searching and discovered_ke’d spent two years
in prison for identity theft.(Sarah Bonner, 2024, p.10)

Kinvxa micsayie momy s xoouna na nobawenHs 3 xaonyem, aKull ie max camo. Bin ckazae meni, ujo
ye cmapa wKinbHa 36uyka, are Jlicca nowykana ¢ Iyeni i eussuna, wo 6in nposie 08a poKu y
8'sI3HUYI 3a KPAOINHCKY 0COOUCMUX OAHUX

Here structural modulation was used in rendering “I went on a date a few months ago” as «Kinvka
micayie momy s xoouna Ha nobauenns». The shift in word order places the time expression at the
beginning of the sentence, aligning with natural Ukrainian sentence rhythm and emphasis. The
rest of example do not involve any wordplay or phrases that need cultural adaptation, so it can be
considered as literal translation.

This is another instance:

| watch the screen as it confirms the message was delivered and wait for the three little ellipses to
show she’s replying. They don’t come. (Sarah Bonner, 2024, p.18)

A mynniocs 6 exkpan, 8 HAOIi nobauumu 3anN08IMHI Mpu Kpanouku, sKi éxazaiu 6 Ha me, ujo 60HA
OPYKYE NOGIOOMAEHHS. Alle ybo2o He Cmanocs.

Variation is used in translating “watch” as “mynrioca”, which adds a colloquial and emotionally
charged nuance, conveying the speaker’s anxious anticipation more vividly than a literal
equivalent (L. Molina, A. Hurtado Albir, 2002, p. 511). Reduction appears in omitting the clause
“as it confirms the message was delivered”. This part was not crucial for emotional focus and was
reduced due to avoiding overloading. Modulation is applied twice: “replying” becomes “opyxye”,
shifting from intention to visible action, and “they don 't come” is rendered as “yvoco ne cmanocs”,
transforming the direct negative fact into a broader expression of unfulfilled expectation. Together,
these strategies enhance emotional resonance while preserving the scene’s meaning and tone.

Let us consider another case of irony:

The newsreader is impossibly perky given this went out at 5 a.m., but her co—host is almost
comatose (Sarah Bonner, 2024, p.20).
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Beoyua nosun 2o6opums docume 6a0bopo sk 011 n’amoi pauky. [Ipome ii nanapnuys euensoae
mak, Haue 6OHA Yy CMAHI HANIE KOMU.

In this translation, structural modulation is applied by splitting the original compound sentence
into two separate sentences. Additionally, particularization is used in translating “is almost
comatose” as “‘euensioac max, naue”. This techniqgue makes the description more explicit by
specifying the visible appearance rather than directly stating the condition

The next element which we will explore according to the usage of translation techniques is black
humor. Though it might be complicated to deliver the idea due to sensitivity of this topic, with the
right technique it would sound natural and keep its humorous balance.

Consider the following example:

| mean, sure it might not be the world’s most exciting job, but it shouldn’t be the kind of career
that would get you killed

Tobmo, max, moxcaueo, ye He HaUyiKasiua poooma y ceimi, ane xc He sbusamu 3a ye.

The reduction in this case helps to keep the humorous tone, making it culturally relatable and
direct, omitting “the kind of career ”. Despite this simplified version, the idea was transmitted. The
literal translation appears in the rest of the sentence.

The following is a further example:

But Cody Gelber doesn’t seem like the kind of man who would barricade himself in his hotel suite
and take a huge dose of fentanyl (Sarah Bonner, 2024, p.22).

Ane Kooi Tenbep ne suenaoae sk moti, Xmo 3aKpuemvCs 6 C60EMy 20MelbHOMY HOMEPT ma nputime
HAOMIPHY 003) (heHMAaHi)y.

Since this example contains explicatory element, where author shows character’s reflection, literal
translation transfers the emotional impact and the tone. But modulation conveys the verb
“pbarricade” with “zaxpumucs’ making it more clear.

There is another illustration of translation analysis:

No. I'm being ridiculous, catastrophising, spinning a story out of nothing but fear and paranoia
and some kind of morbid fascination with people dying in gruesome ways that has followed me
since | was a child. (Sarah Bonner, 2024, p. 18).

Hi. A 6oocesoniro, npocmo naxpyuyto cebe. Pozeena mpaeedito na nycmomy micyi, niooasuiucs
cmpaxy ma napanoi. A we mene 3 OUMUHCMBA YIKABUIU BUNAOKU OCODIUBO HCAXTIUBUX CMepmeEl.
Here reduction is used in rendering “I'm being ridiculous, catastrophising, spinning a story out of
nothing” as “Pozeera mpazeoito na nycmomy micyi”’, omitting specific lexical items in favour of
a concise and natural Ukrainian equivalent that conveys the overall meaning. Transposition is
applied in transforming noun phrases such as “fear and paranoia” into the verb—based structure
“niooanacs cmpaxy ma napanoi”’, which aligns better with Ukrainian syntactic norms. Modulation
is evident in the last sentence, shifting the focus from emotional abstraction “fascination” to a
more culturally and linguistically acceptable expression of interest “yixasunu”.

Let us consider the next instance of black humor:

Actually, that probably isn’t fair, I doubt the thought of who will find your body is exactly a priority
when you 're staring down the barrel of your own existence. (Sarah Bonner, 2024, p. 27).

Ileéno, moe 3ayeascenHss HeoopyeHe. [[ymaio, OCMAHHE, YuM JHOOU NEpPelMarmovcs nepeo
CdMOZy6CI’I’160M, ye me, Xmo nepuium 3Hauoe IxHe mino.

In this example, modulation is used in rendering “I doubt...” as “/Jymaio”’, which aligns more
naturally in Ukrainian language. Another case of modulation is seen in transforming “the thought
of who will find your body...” into “ocmanne, npo wo nepetimaiomvcs... ye me, xmo nepuium
snaude ixue mino”, which reconfigures the structure to reflect typical patterns of Ukrainian
emphasis. The metaphorical phrase “taring down the barrel of your own existence ” is omitted and
replaced with the more direct “nepeo camoeybcmeom ™ through reduction. Finally, the phrase “who

45



will find” becomes “xmo nepwum suaiioe”, involving a subtle particularization by adding
“nepwum ” t0 emphasize emotional weight.

How many people commit suicide in a place they know some poor chambermaid will find them?
(Sarah Bonner, 2024, p. 27).

Xiba 6azamo ntooeil 3600mMb PAXYHKU 3 Acummsam y micyi, 0e ixnHe mino 3uaiioe siKacb Hewachda
nokoiska?

In this example, modulation is used in translating “commit suicide” as “zeo0smw paxyuku 3
acummsm ", replacing the direct wording with an idiomatic Ukrainian expression that conveys the
same idea more naturally. Another case of modulation appears in the word “poor ”, rendered as
“newgacna”, which shifts the meaning from financial status to emotional suffering, aligning better
with the context.

Another element that is worthy of its translation exploration is communication in dialogues
between characters. Translator’s task is to preserve the emotional tone and convey or soften taboo
words and swearing to make it readable for audience. To demonstrate this, we will provide the
following fragment:

‘Lissa. Did you answer the phone while you re having sex?’

‘Not like sex sex, ’ she says, innocent as pie. ‘Just a little bit of fun.” (Sarah Bonner, 2024, p. 21).
— Jlicco, mu wo, 3aiimMacwics cekcom, HOKU 5 2080pio 3 moboio no menepony?

- l[e He me, I/L;O6 CEKC CEeKC, — HEeBUHHO NPOMOG6JIAE 60HA, — NPOCMO MPOXU PO36AHCAEMOCH.

Literal translation of the taboo word sex and its humorous repetition sex sex was used to convey
playful character interaction. This technique was appropriate since we have direct equivalent of
the words sex and it does not confuse audience. The idiomatic phrase innocent as pie is omitted,
preserving only wuesunno npomosnsie. Also, transposition of the noun fun with the verb
po3zsadcaemocsy sounds more natural in the target language.

There is another example:

“Ohhh. Ohhh. Your boss was climbing up the balconies. She could have... Holy fuck!’
Yep.’

‘So you think Freya killed these men?’

‘I don’t know what to think.’

‘Jesus shitting Christ, Mills. Your boss is a fucking serial killer. (Sarah Bonner, 2024, p. 37).
— Oy...0yyy...Téos nauanvHuys we razuia no o6aikounax, Bona s moena...busaxa!

—Aea.

— To mu oymaewt, wo @pes mozna ix soumu?

— A ne 3HAl, sAK 00 Ub0co cmasumucs.

— Tpscys meoiii mamepi, Minni! Teos nHawanvhuys — kismuil cepiiuil 60UBYSL.

This emotionally charged dialogue includes several expressive shifts in translation. The expletive
“Holy fuck!” is rendered as “6asxa”, where modulation that preserves the tone while using a
culturally appropriate equivalent. The phrase “Your boss was climbing” becomes “Tesos
nauanvruys we naszuna’, where amplification is achieved with “we”. The phrase “these men’ is
generalized to “ix”, a case of generalization that simplifies without loss of meaning. “I don’t know
what to think” becomes “A wue suaio, sax 0o yvozco cmasumucs’, a more natural Ukrainian
construction through modulation. The strong exclamation “Jesus shitting Christ” is localized as
“Tpscys meoiti mamepi”, showing variation with cultural substitution. Similarly, “fucking serial
killer” is adapted to “wkusmuul cepiinuii 66ueys”, another variation that softens the emotional
weight while using familiar Ukrainian profanity.

Here is another example:
Make sure you look a little more put together for dinner.’ (Sarah Bonner, 2024, p. 12).
Ilepexonaiics, wjo 00 8eyepi mu 6yoews uenadamu OLLbLUL NPUCTNOUHO.
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In this sentence, the phrase “for dinner” is rendered as “0o eeuep” and is put in the beginning of
the sentence, showing structural modulation. The expression “more put together” is translated as
“euensioamu 6inbw npucmouno”’, Which is a case of lexical modulation — a shift from a vague
idiomatic English phrase to a more concrete and culturally appropriate Ukrainian equivalent. This
maintains the intended meaning while ensuring clarity and natural flow in the target language.
The following instance provides rather spicy pieces of information:

We met in Disrepute, you know the adorable place in Soho, and I immediately knew we were going
to fuck. Like rabbits. Just over and over and over again. So, the first time was the stairs. And then
we went into the flat and fooled around on the sofa for a bit. | mean, just wow, what that man can
do with his tong—" (Sarah Bonner, 2024, p. 35).

Mu nosuatiomunucey y oapi “/licpen’tom”, wo 6 keapmani Coxo, 00pa3zy nodbauusuiu 1iozo s
3pO3yMing, wo ye 3aKIHYUMbCS NPUCMPAcHUM cekcom. Mu 6ynu Have Kpoauxu, nioxoo 3da
nioxooom. Omoodwc, nepwuti paz 6y8 Ha cxodax. Ilomim mu 3atiwnu y xeapmupy i mpoxu
nobewxemysanu Ha ousaui. Tu npocmo He YAGIAEUL, HA WO 30ameH A3UK YbO20 YOJIO6I...

The name “Disrepute” is preserved as “/[icpen’rom " through borrowing, keeping the proper noun
intact. The casual filler “you know” is omitted, showing reduction for smoother flow. The added
detail “6 ksapmani Coxo” illustrates amplification, clarifying location for the target audience. The
phrase “I immediately knew” is expanded to “odpazy nobauuswu tioco s 3pozyminra”, also
amplification, to reflect natural Ukrainian narrative rhythm. The verb “fuck” becomes
“npucmpacnuii cexc”, a variation that tones down vulgarity while preserving intensity. Similarly,
“like rabbits” becomes “mu 6yau naue kpoauxu” is an amplification and “over and over and over
again” is reduced to “nioxoo 3a nioxooom”, showing reduction. The exclamatory “I mean, just
wow” shifts to “mu npocmo ne ysenscw ”’, a modulation for emotional equivalence. Finally, “what
that man can do” becomes “na wo 30amen szux”’, a modulation focusing on the implied meaning
rather than literal wording.

‘For fuck’s sake, Millie!” She picks up the cocktail menu purely so she can throw it down again.
‘What the fuck?’ She picks it up a second time and slams it down even more forcefully. ‘You're
letting her walk all over you!’ (Sarah Bonner, 2024, p. 30).

Yopm 3abupau, Minni! — Bona cxonuna mento, i 3H08y noxkuana oo Ha micye. — Axoeo dica? —
Bouna we pas 63sna mento i 1cHya HUM NO NOBEPXHI, HA AKIU 80HO Nexcano. — Tu 0o3sonscw it
nonupamu moooro!

This excerpt showcases dynamic and emotionally charged translation choices. The expletive “For
fuck’s sake” is rendered as “Yopm zabupaui”, a variation that conveys frustration in a culturally
acceptable way. “What the fuck” becomes “AIkoco 6ica”, using an established equivalent that
retains the original intensity. The phrase “slams it down” is translated as “zacuyra num no
nosepxni”, an instance of amplification that adds descriptive detail for clarity and dramatic effect.
Finally, “walk all over you’ is adapted as “nonupamu mo6orw ”, a vivid modulation that preserves
the metaphor’s emotional meaning while aligning with Ukrainian idiomatic usage.

After making certain analysis, we can conclude that humor in monologue is one of the most
challenging elements for translation process in this novel. Another complicated thing was
rendering dialogues between main character and her friend unlike with her boss, where in the first
case difficulty in conveying emotional tone without sounding too vulgar was the main obstacle.
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Conclusions

The novel How to Slay at Work by Sarah Bonner is contemporary thriller with the female in the
role of the lead character. The book tells us a story of a young woman in a business sphere whose
boss turn to be a serial Killer. The protagonist starts her own investigation in order to achieve the
truth and punish the ones who are guilty.
The book covers such topics as murder, mystery, crime, investigation, friendship and others. Since
the novel has not been rendered in Ukrainian language, I used my translation skills trying to
achieve adequate rendering.
The novel contains short sentences dedicated to murder and investigation scene description.
Admitting that the book belongs to the thriller genre, it does not create the feeling of desperate fear
due to the usage of various stylistic elements such as humor and informal communication.
The book carries such stylistic elements as informal communication in dialogues, black humor and
irony that were main challenges in the process of the book translation.
In this translation project we carried out the translation of the novel, paying attention to the genre.
Humorous and communicative elements of the novel were analyzed, and their translations
techniques were defined.
Moreover, since the translation part is considered to be one of the most important in the project,
translation techniques applied in order to achieve adequate translation were defined and every case
of challenging in translation was analyzed according to their classification by Molina and Hurtado
Albir (2002). Quantitative analysis showed the following frequency of translation techniques
applied in the process of rendering expressive communication and specific humour in How to Slay
at Work by Sarah Bonner:
Modulation (24%)
Literal translation (17%)
Reduction (16%)
Variation (13%)
Amplification (9%)

e Particularization (6%)

e Generalization (5%)

e Established equivalent (4%)

e Transposition (4%)

e Borrowing (2%)
As a result, modulation translation technique was one of the most frequently used in the process
of translation. But it is also worth noting literal translation, reduction, variation, etc.
Specifics of this translation project is a future topic for translators to overcome challenges in
rendering expressive communication in fiction into Ukrainian.
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Appendices

Appendix A
Chart of translation techniques in How to Slay at Work

Variation
13%

Literal translation
17%

Amplification Modulation
9% 24%
Established
equivalent

4%
Particularization
6%
Appendix B
Chart of literary devices in How to Slay at Work
B [rony

® Black
humor

W Expressive
speech
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