Jack Solero's trials and tribulations in Stockholm  
'Jack! For fuck sake, open the door!' The pounding is getting harder and louder—Andreas' gritty voice shouting through the letterbox, 'Jack! We know you're in there. We are breaking in now!' 
Jack's brain is on loudspeaker, magnifying the noise to wake him from the coma he has been in for twenty-four hours.  
The fire escape outside the window behind the bed bangs by stomping boots. Jack's eyelids flash suddenly; his closed eyes follow the sounds behind his closed eyelids.
The glass window explodes into a sea of fragments which lands on the bed. The crash brings Jack back to life. He sits up. Eyes wide open, he follows the brick flying through the room in slow-motion, finally massacring Jack's self-portrait on the opposite wall.
'What the Fuck’ are the first words that escape his wide-open mouth.
Andreas smashes what's left of the window, walks into the room. Turns around, looks at Jack. 
 'You better put something on'. Andreas picks up from the floor a vintage smoking jacket and continues.
Andreas points in the direction of the entrance. 'On the other side of the door is a pissed-off Stefan Book waiting to barge in and crush you like a cockroach.’ He briefly looks at Jack. 'Sorry, mate, I tried to stop him, but you know what Stefan is like.'
'Indeed! The big-time producer, the larger-than-life persona. I get it. Open the damn door – the show must go on'. Jack jumps out of bed. 
[bookmark: _Hlk69422392]He drapes himself in the velvet smoking jacket, runs his fingers through his black hair. Finds a cigarette and the lighter on the bedside table. Jack deliberately blows the smoke into a puffy summer cloud, takes a nonchalant pose, one hand on his side, the cigarette in the other. Andreas looks in Jack's direction before opening the door. Jack, the punk dandy, timeless and fabulous. 
The door flings open. Stefan barges in, clearly annoyed. 'Jack, what the hell is going on here?' pointing at the window, the destroyed painting and the glass bowl with the goldfish belly up. 'It's all gone tits up, hasn't it?' Stefan stops and looks at Jack. 
'Do you have any idea how much it cost me to have a production team waiting for only one hour?'
'No, it's not really my area of professionalism, sorry.' 
'Well, whilst you do whatever the hell you do, I'm losing £10.000 every damn hour that goes by. Let's not even talk about the crew, fifty hardworking people wasting their time and my money. It's now gone twenty-four hours since you should have turned up in the studio. I can't do this anymore. You're sacked! Here's the letter.' He throws the document on the bed.
'Talent only takes you so far in the industry; everything else is sweat and hard work. I never want to see your face ever again.’
 'And get clean, will you?' Stefan turns around to walk out. 
'Who is my replacement?' asks Jack.
'Jens Nielsen – the popstar the girls are crazy for these days.' 
'Really, you hired Jens? Now you got yourself into real trouble for the next three months, not just twenty-four hours – good luck and look after your weak heart'. 
The door shuts with a bang, Stefan and crew are gone. Jack is alone in the studio apartment. The Ferrari-red phone is ringing. 

