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“HEY, Layla! I’ve just
come to empty your
wee-wee bag,” boomed
the grating ‘Have A
Nice Day Now You
Here’ accent.

How did it come to this, Layla
Loveglass mused to herself. Bed-
ridden in a Florida retirement
home, having your business
attended to by a 22-stone nurse
called Kardashian.

I mean, she WAS Layla Love-
glass, America’s former TV
sweetheart. The working-class
girl from Brechin who left Scot-
land and cracked the States with
her talent and charm.

Although, looking back, moving
across The Pond all those years
ago (50 to be precise) wasn’t
really a decision of choice.

Not after she was nearly killed
by a plunging dwarf with a
death wish who later escaped
custody by biting her police
guards where only a 4ft midget
could possibly bite a strapping
6ft 7in bobby.

Layla’s fledgling career was in
tatters, the Press were having a
field day. Panto beckoned . . .

No. She would have to head
Stateside to start afresh.

And afresh, she was. Making it
big in Hollywood requires a cer-
tain amount of ‘schmoozing’ with
movie executives. And Layla was
built for ‘schmoozing’, with her
angelic face, husky voice and
Marilyn-esque hourglass figure.
To say she put her back into it
would be an understatement.

And her big break soon came.
She landed the role of Pixie Fer-
rara — the hot soccer mom of a
teenage hybrid vampire/werewolf/
warlock in hit US series After
Dark. The fact Layla was a
25-year-old playing the mother of
a 17-year-old boy (who was in
turn played by a 30-year-old
actor) didn’t seem to matter.

The public loved her. Sports
Illustrated, Maxim and Playboy

“Oops, sorry, Layla,” said Kar-
dashian after knocking a picture
off Layla’s bedside table.

Kardashian bent over and
picked up the photo frame from
the floor. “Oh, ain’t that sweet,”
said Kardashian. “Is that you and
your husband, Layla?”

“He died 45 years ago,” replied

Kardashian. “Must have been
awful for you.”

Layla didn’t reply. Because it
wasn’t awful for her.

Her husband was the US Sena-
tor for California, Bobby Neider-
mayer III. A Harvard-educated,
Afghan War veteran with chis-
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THE WASP FACTORY
Iain Banks (1984)
I READ it as a teenager and my
mind was blown. It’s about the
most dysfunctional family imagin-
able, but set in a very recognisable
East coast village setting, which I
could relate to.
It opened my eyes as to what

fiction could do.
TRAINSPOTTING
Irvine Welsh (1993)
I HAD another moment of revela-
tion when I read this. I recognised
the voices of Renton, Spud and
the rest. I understood their world,
the language, the situations and
the locations. Hard and gritty, yes,

but also brilliantly warm. A master-
piece of modern Scottish fiction.
THE ROAD
Cormac McCarthy (2006)
I WANTED to weep and give up as
a writer when I first read this, it’s
so good. It’s a post-apocalyptic
nightmare where a father and son
fight for survival on every page,
but McCarthy manages to inject
just a tiny amount of hope and
heart into the bleakest of tales.
Amazing
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elled good looks. But she never
loved him.

The fact Kardashian had no
idea who Layla nor her husband
were was testament to her igno-
rance, even in 2064. Bobby was
a president-in-the-making and
Layla was America’s No1 screen
idol when that awful fishing boat
tragedy befell him.

Their tragic ‘love’ story formed
part of American history.

Layla chuckled to herself.
“What’s so funny, Layla?”

inquired Kardashian.
“Oh, nothing,” Layla replied.

But it wasn’t nothing. Karda-
shian wasn’t the only person
ignorant of who Layla was.

Sure Layla was an actress (a
bloody good one) but not the
kind of actress the world thought
she was. Layla was in fact a for-
mer agent for an international
group of shadowy investors
known as The Octagon.

Her job, all her career, had
been to bewitch the rich and the
powerful. Politicians, media execs,
oligarchs, billionaires, none could
resist the charms of hot young
actresses and models. And The
Octagon knew it. Nothing makes
a powerful man take leave of his
senses quite like the ego boost of
dating one of FHM’s Top 100.

Layla and her fellow agents
had gained access to the secrets
of the highest corridors of power
and manipulated decision-making
of big business and politics. All
to The Octagon’s grand plan.

BZZZZZZ!!!!
The buzzer to the care home’s

door went. Kardashian went to
go answer it.

“There’s some people here to
see you, Layla,” said Kardashian.

Two men in black suits and
shades entered the room, fol-
lowed by a ruggedly handsome
elderly gentleman. Layla gasped. It
was as if she had seen a ghost.

But it was the diminutive figure
lurking behind him who really
struck fear into Layla’s heart . . .
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