
Paragraph 1: 20th December 2010 
Wafting through the house, the smell of the first batch of cookies creates a homey feeling – the 
Christmassy feeling furthered by the tonnes of tinsel and lights strung up all over the place. The 
guys had gone a bit overboard when ordering the decorations, and it had taken the six of them a 
full two days to empty all the boxes. Even in the kitchen, the least decorated room in the house, 
I was still ducking out the way of red tinsel and trying to avoid the obnoxious amount of confetti 
scattered on the floor. 
 
I had scolded Harvey for making such a mess, and he had half-heartedly swept up a good 
proportion of the tiny reindeer, but a few stubborn ones still threatened to stab me in the foot if I 
wasn’t careful. Rolling out the shortbread mix, I smile when the familiar sound of sock clad feet 
enters the kitchen, glancing up to see my husband dodging another bauble tied to the 
doorframe. He winds his arms around my waist and rests his chin on my shoulder, eyeing the 
batter but making no move to grab for any. He was probably all to aware of the rolling pin 
resting to my left.  
 
After cutting the mixture into surprisingly accurate snowman, I passed him the remainder and 
set to work transferring the rest onto the baking trays. I’m only half way through when a familiar 
cry cuts through the peaceful atmosphere, and James sighs into my neck – unwinding his arms 
and pressing a quick kiss to my cheek as he scampers off to check on Alicia.  
 
Paragraph 2: 2nd April 2015 
The adrenaline is pumping through my veins as I set of the stage, revelling in the crowds 
screams and cheers as we disappear backstage, smiles plastered to our faces. Harveys the one 
to initiate the group hug, dragging Jake and Luke in with him. We jump around in a circle for a 
little while, breathless and giddy, before I peel away from the group, eyes scanning for my 
family. James is stood off to the side, Alicia in one arm and a bottle of water in the other. He’s 
smiling, but there’s a weird melancholy quality to it that has a frown pulling at the corner of my 
lips. I glide over to press a kiss to the crown of Alicia’s head and one on his lips, accepting the 
bottle with a grateful smile. Chugging half the bottle, I place it on the table and grab Alicia – 
bouncing her around and delighting in the little giggle she lets out. 
 
“You looked brilliant out there.” 
 
The slight edge of sadness is back. 
 
“Thank you” I say, settling Alicia back on my hip. “You don’t look to bad yourself.” 
 
He shuffles forward, placing a palm on my elbow. 
 
“I mean it, you practically glow every time you perform. “ 
 
I dart a glance over to the guys, who are busy scrubbing of makeup and messing up their hair. 
 



“Well yeah, I get to have fun with my friends and do what I love. It’s a win-win.” 
 
There’s a weird layer of tension in the silence that follows, and I hand Alicia back as I get ready 
to hop back on the tour bus. 
 
“You’re really close.” 
 
I huff out a laugh, “You would be to if you spent 5 years in a metal box with them.” James 
laughs too, but the unease is still there.  
 
Paragraph 3: 31st January 2017 
 
I’m startled from the hug by two blurred figures shoving past us, James stumbling back into the 
wall as Jake and Harvey disappear around the corner – Luke’s game controller firmly clutched 
in one of their hands. My husband barely has time to recover before Luke comes sprinting up to 
us, and - wanting revenge for when he stole my favourite hoodie – I reach out and grab the 
hood of his jacket, sending the unlucky boy crashing tot the floor. I burst into laughter, receiving 
a disgruntled look for my efforts, and point in the direction the others had disappeared. Luke 
wastes all of two seconds before setting of again, yelling loudly at the others – uncaring of the 
fact we are in a hotel.  
 
It takes a minute for me to stop laughing, clutching my stomach and wiping away a few tears. 
Luke’s shocked expression was priceless, and the mental image is more than worth the food 
dye that’s likely to crop up in my shampoo soon. Once I had composed myself, I look up to 
share a giggle with James, only to be faced with an empty wall and a closed hotel door. Sighing, 
I swipe my card and entire the room, annoyance clashing with fondness when I see James 
curled up with Alicia in his arms. We are both to tired to have this conversation now, it will just 
have to wait for tomorrow.  
 
Paragraph 4: 5th Febuary 2020 
 
The entire interview is just a mix of background noise and repeated phrases, and I sail through it 
in a daze. Luckily the guys carry the conversation, me being more of a background figure than 
an active participant. I don’t miss their worried glances and constant check ins, and the pitying 
looks of the blonde interviewer isn’t helping either, but I simply numbly nod my head and drop 
my hand from my wedding ring. I hadn’t found the strength to take it of yet, and I was already 
struggling to find the correct answer for Alicia’s constant questions of where her dad was, never 
mind why I wasn’t wearing my ring.  
 
Initially I had tried to keep at from public knowledge, fielding inquisitive questions away, but it 
soon became apparent to the guys that I was telling the truth when I said didn’t know where my 
husband was. Management had insisted on releasing a statement to settle the rumours after he 
hadn’t been seen with me for six months, and I had reluctantly agreed – selfishly hoping that an 
eagle-eyed fan would spot him.   



 
The news – as I had hoped – was a sighting, but not the type I had hoped for.  
 
He was spotted, cap pulled down, and lips locked with another woman.  
 
 


