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Preview: In Mr Papadopolous’ Chips Shop

[...]

Dodging back under the counter Stace emerged on the 
other side, a playful glint in her eye. “Bye, Pops!” she called, 
“see ya laters!” moving through the crowd that parted before 
her as if she were royalty.

Her father was as peeved as she had intended him to be. 
“No  Americanisms  here,  Stacey  Papadopoulos!  Is 
disrespectful! I am your father not your pop!”   As ever, Stace 
knew exactly where to hit the nerve.

I followed in her wake, trying to move neatly into the 
spaces that she had just vacated but it was almost impossible as 
the crowd closed ranks once more, unwilling to step aside for a 
lowly courtier such as me. 

Pushed one way and then another by the sinuous queue, I 
suddenly found myself face to face with Nathan. Having tried 
to avoid this at all costs, I realised too late that I had made it an 
inevitability. In purposely not looking towards him, I had been 
unable to prevent myself being forced in that very direction.

I  watched  his  lips  curve  into  a  slow  grin  so  wide  I 
thought I could see every tooth. His eyes dipped down from my 
face and hovered at the level of my chest. Breath pulled hard 
and sharp into my lungs, I tried not to think what had captured 
his  attention.  Heat  flared  in  my face  and  I  wanted  to  look 
anywhere,  everywhere  other  than  at  him but  my eyes  were 



drawn there and held against my will. 
Deliberately  and  excruciatingly  slowly,  he  reached 

towards me. For the briefest of moments I was convinced that 
he intended to brush my hair away from my face, but at the 
very last minute his hand darted lower, disappearing out of my 
line  of  sight.  The  fire  in  my  face  flared  a  hotter  red,  a 
conflagration that threatened to extinguish me to the depths of 
my soul.

But his hand never once touched me. Long, slim fingers 
dipped into my chips and emerged with a steaming sliver of 
potato, which he tossed to the enamel sharks between his lips.

“Have you ever wondered Natalie - Nat - why our names 
are the same? Have you?” he asked me in a half-whisper I was 
sure that no one else in the crowded shop had heard. My mouth 
was suddenly dry and my brain seemed to have forgotten how 
words  were  constructed.  Strangely  though,  I  was  aware  of 
every fibre of my clothing, how it lay against my skin, where it 
touched and where it billowed out away from me. I was aware 
of the tightness of my jeans and how the fabric had moulded 
itself  to  my body,  fusing itself  to  curves and hollows like a 
warm caress. 

The fire on my face spread with too much alacrity for my 
comfort,  suffusing  my form with  a  burning  desire  I  had  no 
knowledge of how to quell. More than the rest of me, my arm 
burned intensely and stupidly I wondered if the hot chips were 
scorching  me  through  the  paper  they were  wrapped  in.  But 
when I glanced down, I realised that the chips were in the other 
hand.  The  fiery  sensation  came  from  where  Nathan  had 
grabbed my arm, the heat generated from that mere touch; such 
was the effect he had. 

A deep shudder coursed through me and I had a strange 
sensation of tingling in my upper thighs. Close enough that we 
were  standing  face  to  face,  I  somehow could  not  focus  the 



image as my eyes flitted from his eyes to his mouth, his hair 
and his chin and back to his eyes again. I still couldn’t speak 
and had lost even the will to try.

“Have you Natalie, Nat?” he continued, either not caring 
that  I  hadn’t  answered,  or  having  not  expected  an  answer. 
“Natalie and Nathan, Nat and Nate. Works well, doesn’t it?” he 
explained, perhaps thinking I was too stupid to grasp what he 
was talking about.   

“Come out with me tonight,  Natalie Nat and I’ll  show 
you just how alike we really are. Meet me on the corner outside 
at 7.30. Don’t be late!”

I  was  aware  he  wasn’t  asking.  It  was  a  challenge  – a 
dare! Did he think I would be scared? Be shocked? Or didn’t 
he care either way? He didn’t seek an answer and I didn’t offer 
one. I wasn’t even sure whether I thought it was a joke or not. 

But  before  he  let  go  of  my  arm  he  had  scribbled 
something there – a string of numbers. “Just in case you are 
going to be late… you can text me,” he said, letting go of my 
arm. Released from his hold it dropped to my side. I could still 
feel the pressure of his fingers on my flesh, as though he had 
pressed so hard that he had left an imprint.

But on the upward movement of the nod I found myself 
drawn into those searing eyes again and I was once more lost 
within them. My mind whirred with confusion. How could I 
meet him? Even if I wanted to…did I want to? I had already 
agreed to go out with Rhys and on the very same night at the 
very same time.

I  had  to  get  away  to  think  clearly.  I  backed  up  and 
pressed through the crowd, only at the last minute able to sever 
my gaze from his.

Stace  was  waiting  for  me  outside.  On  seeing  me  she 
stopped mid-flow, a single chip frozen in time, halfway on the 



journey to her mouth, her lips still shaped in a perfect ‘O’ ready 
to receive it. “What’s up with you? What have I missed?” 

I led her around the corner of the shop and away from 
any curious eyes before I could bring myself to spit the words 
out. In those few moments I worried how she would take the 
news that I had been asked out for the second time in one day. I 
wondered  too  if  she  would  think  I  had  encouraged  Nathan 
somehow.  

“Nathan Bridges! He just asked me out! Tonight. 7.30!” I 
noticed my voice had assumed a staccato effect. I was anxious 
to give her the facts without any embellishment.  

I took a gulp and a breath before continuing. “He didn’t 
actually  ask  me  out…he  sort  of  told  me,”  I  said  honestly, 
hoping she would understand. I didn’t want her to think I had 
encouraged him or that I was gloating.

“Did you say yes?” she asked, eyes wide and with a hint 
of breathlessness.

I had to think about it for a moment. What had I said? “I 
didn’t actually say yes … but … well, I nodded.”

She looked at me gravely as if she couldn’t quite believe 
I was so stupid. And maybe she couldn’t. “Oh, Nat, trust you! 
What a dumb thing to do! You can’t go out with both of them 
on the same night, at the same time! What are you gonna do?”
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