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      Sunlight streamed through the yellow silk drapes, filling Tiffany’s bedroom with a warm apricot glow. She opened her eyes
         languidly and was instantly aware of Hunt stirring beside her. Dark hair ruffled by sleep and a strong suntanned shoulder
         emerged from the sheets, as he burrowed his face into the downy softness of the pillows. He was all hers. For the moment anyway.
         Rolling closer to him she wrapped her arms around him as he sleepily nuzzled closer into her warmth. His hand slid up to her
         breasts and a wave of passion shot through her as his mouth urgently sought hers. With a voluptuous movement of her hips she
         leaned over him, her long golden hair falling about his face, her soft lips returning his kiss.
      

     
      ‘Oh, honey . . .’ he moaned, as she stroked the insides of his thighs, and then silently and gently took him inside her. Flames
         licked through her loins . . . she was thrusting deeply now, driving both of them wild, surging towards the brink of ecstasy,
         as her hair swung like silk across his chest, and her breath caught in her throat. Faster. Hotter. Deeper. With a final plunge
         she brought them both to a shuddering climax and then he held her close, as she lay spent on top of him.
      

     
      Hunt Kellerman. Her lover. Married man with two sons. A top film and TV director with a string of credits to his name and
         an Oscar nomination. Sometimes he could stay all night, sometimes he couldn’t.
      

     
      ‘Coffee, darling?’

     
      ‘What’s the time?’ His voice sounded husky.

     
      Tiffany glanced at her gold Cartier watch, a present from Hunt.

     
      ‘Five past seven.’

      
     
      He sprang up, all signs of sleep vanishing. ‘Christ, I’ve got a meeting at eight to work out the shooting schedules! I’ll
         grab a quick shower first.’ Kissing her lightly he slid from the luxury of the enormous bed.
      

     
      Everything about Tiffany Kalvin’s apartment on Park Avenue was large and luxurious. On her eighteenth birthday her father
         had settled a more than generous sum of money on her to help her career get off the ground and, if necessary, provide a gilded
         parachute. When her younger sister, Morgan, reached the same age she had received an equal amount. Morgan had spent a lot
         of hers on clothes, furs and jewellery, but Tiffany had gone for this apartment. It was more than a real estate asset now.
         It spelled freedom and independence to her. At twenty-four she was already well known as a costume designer, and she’d proved
         to her family that in spite of her background, and substantial private income, she was capable of having a successful career. Five off-Broadway productions
         had been followed by two plays and a musical on Broadway – and of course the film, Fast Traveller, last year.
      

     
      Stretching languorously like a cat, she lay a moment longer, savouring the moment, as Hunt sang lustily through the gentle
         roar of the shower. Then she rushed to the mirror, and seizing a brush did her hair until it floated, cloud-like, round her
         shoulders. Green eyes of a rare shade of jade, thickly fringed with dark lashes, looked intently back at her from the mirror.
         Slipping into her navy-blue satin robe, she just knew it was going to be a good day.
      

     
      Tiffany had met Hunt when she was working on Fast Traveller. He was the director and she had been quite nervous when she first saw him. His reputation for being difficult had already
         reached her and she was sure he’d regard her as a rich amateur amusing herself until the time came for her to get married.
      

     
      ‘I like these! They’re very imaginative,’ he’d said when he first saw her designs. His dark eyes had searched hers for a moment, and then he’d smiled, as if satisfied. By the time the film was rolling they were an Item. Hunt wasn’t the first man
         in her life but he was definitely the best. Wife or no wife.
      

     
      The coffee hiccupped gently in the percolator as she squeezed fresh orange juice. When she got back to the bedroom with the
         tray Hunt shot out of the bathroom, a towel slung round his hips.
      

     
      ‘Coffee ready? Great.’ He gulped down half a cup of the strong black liquid. ‘Thanks, Tiff. God, have I got a crappy day coming
         up. You know I’m really worried about Bob Clarkson being cast in the part of the GI.’ He struggled into his trousers and Tiffany
         looked at his muscular body, a wave of longing filling her loins again. ‘If we’d only been able to get Bud Harvey as I wanted
         –’ She wasn’t listening. ‘And I told that schmuck of a producer that if he really wanted that part to come over strong – Tiff,
         are you listening?’
      

     
      She gave a little start. ‘Of course, darling, you were saying . . .?’

     
      ‘Oh, and I won’t be able to make it tonight! There’s a meeting with the composer – I’m not happy with the score either – and Joni’s got some people coming over for dinner.’ He put his keys and wallet in the pocket of his jacket.
      

     
      Tiffany smiled wanly. Suddenly it wasn’t going to be such a great day after all.

     
      As soon as Hunt left, she showered, and as this was going to be a day of relentless running around, she dressed in a chic
         white cotton track suit and comfortable pumps, her standard uniform when working. This was when Tiffany Kalvin, society beauty
         with closets full of original models by Armani, Chloe and Calvin Klein, shed her rich, glamorous image and became the Working
         Woman. Brushing her hair back into a pony-tail she tied it with a white ribbon; then a touch of blusher on her cheeks, a dab
         of lip-gloss and she was ready.
      

     
      Grabbing another cup of coffee, she made her way to the big room at the far end of her apartment she had converted into her studio. This was the nerve centre of her life, an oblong room with a high ceiling, polished floor and sparkling white
         walls. Under the window stood her work table, and running down one side was a counter under which was stored anything and
         everything from art materials to samples of fabric. A large mint-green sofa, two high, white stools with mint-green cushions,
         slanted drawing boards, an easel and a low lucite coffee table completed the furnishings. Scattered around were a profusion
         of jars holding paint brushes of every size, and books on design, architecture and fashion through the ages, which she used
         for research purposes. On the walls hung some of her designs, framed in dull aluminium, dating back to when she was still
         a student, to the most recent from Fast Traveller.
      

     
      By nine o’clock her two assistants, Shirley Hartman and Maria Roth, would be arriving and from then on they would all be working
         flat out until late evening. But for the moment, this first blessed hour of the day, she could quietly go through her mail,
         make her calls, sort out her notes and generally psych herself up for the punishing schedule that lay ahead. It was only seven
         weeks to the opening of Night Chill, a strong drama set in the mid-’thirties, with a cast of ten and starring the biggest bitch on Broadway, Janine Bellamy.
         Tiffany had to design twenty-six separate costumes, plus all the accessories. The actors would be easy. Suits of the period
         with wide straight trousers with turn-ups, double-breasted jackets with large wide lapels and wing collars to go with their
         tuxedos. She had already picked out a length of Prince of Wales check tweed that would be perfect for the leading man in act
         one. It was the actresses’ costumes that required more subtlety, catching the last willowy droopy look of the ’twenties, with
         soft cape sleeves and bias cut skirts, before the crisp squareness that was so popular in the ’forties emerged. Tiffany sucked
         the end of her pencil thoughtfully and started ticking off the things she’d already set to have made: shoes, with thickish
         high heels and little button straps over the instep; stockings with seams; fancy purses with brass clasps; wigs, short and neat, with a side parting
         and deep waves. Today they had to start buying the appropriate material for the gowns. Shirley would come with her to the
         Lower East Side, where cavernous fabric houses stocked thousands of bolts of cloth from all over the world, and Maria could
         be sent off in search of ivory and coral necklaces, drop jade earrings and rose quartz rings.
      

     
      ‘Hi, Tiff!’ Shirley came charging into the studio, beaming with enthusiasm.

     
      Tiffany swung round on her stool and regarded her chief assistant with amused affection. ‘Hi. You look happy! What’s happened?
         All your Christmases come at once?’
      

     
      ‘Wait until you see!’ Small, dumpy and energetic, Shirley ferreted around in her big shoulder bag, cursing as she found hair
         brushes, spare shoes, an apple and three jotting pads. ‘Ah!’ A wide smile spread across her freckled features, as she triumphantly
         whipped out a sample of beige crêpe chiffon, delicately patterned with apple blossom. ‘Act two, scene one? Isn’t this exactly
         what you wanted for Janine Bellamy?’
      

     
      ‘Shir-lee! You’re a genius, where the hell did you find it?’ Tiffany examined the fabric, placing it over a piece of cream
         silk so she could gauge the full effect. ‘It’s perfect.’
      

     
      ‘Nussbaum’s have it. I checked and they’ve got seven metres. I told them to put it all on hold.’

     
      ‘Go get it today, we’ll never find anything as good. Would they have any dark amethyst chiffon, d’you suppose? I need it for
         that evening dress in the final scene. You know, the one with solid diamanté shoulders, and all those soft frills running
         across the skirt at an angle.’
      

     
      ‘I’ll check it out.’ Shirley made a note on one of her pads. Disorganized she might look but she was the most efficient assistant
         Tiffany had ever had.
      

     
      A few minutes later Maria arrived and they started discussing exactly what fabrics were needed, and in what quantities. Tiffany
         looked at her watch. It was ten o’clock. Time to get going.
      

     
      Down on the Lower East Side of New York, Tiffany and Shirley walked up East Hudson Street until they came to Orchard Street.
         Here they started searching the fabric houses. It was Tiffany’s perpetual fantasy that one day she might just walk in and
         find exactly what she was looking for, so that two hours later she could catch a cab home, having got everything she needed.
         Of course it never happened that way. No, they didn’t have navy silk with small white spots, nor dove-grey chiffon. There
         was no chance of finding white piqué, cream shantung or blue crêpe satin. Hot and frustrated, she wondered if she’d have to
         get what was available, then have it dyed to the exact colour she wanted. And this was only the fabrics! What the hell was it going to
         be like finding the right buttons and braids and belt buckles? And people imagined her career was glamorous, she thought wryly.
         Here she was, when she might have been lunching at the Pierre, struggling through hot humid streets jammed with angry truck
         drivers snarling at each other, cab drivers honking furiously and people pushing and shoving.
      

     
      ‘What time is it, Shirley?’ she asked distractedly.

     
      Shirley straightened her arm with a masculine gesture, before looking at her large watch. ‘Nearly one-fifteen.’

     
      Tiffany frowned. At four o’clock she had a meeting with the set designer to discuss further points arising out of his use
         of colour for the sets, and after that she had to get over to Dianne Giancana who was making up the costumes. ‘Christ,’ she
         mouthed quietly. So far they’d hardly found any fabrics that were even remotely right.
      

     
      By the time she arrived at Dianne’s workrooms Tiffany felt drained and vaguely desperate. It would take another week to find
         everything that was needed.
      

     
      ‘Lemon tea, Tiff? You look as if you could use it.’ Dianne was an efficient woman in her late thirties who somehow always
         managed to remain calm and cheerful. Her staff of thirty, all specialists in their own field, be it strict tailoring or fancy bead work, had been with her since she had gone into business on her own account twelve years ago, and Tiffany trusted
         her totally to interpret her design and deliver on time.
      

     
      ‘Thanks, it’s been one hell of a day! I’ve been in and out of every fabric house from Orchard Street to the garment district.’

     
      ‘So what’s new, honey!’

     
      Tiffany lowered her aching bones onto the only available chair, half hidden by a forest of costumes hanging on rails.

     
      ‘How long have we got?’

     
      ‘Seven weeks’ – Tiffany unzipped her portfolio – ‘and twenty-six costumes in all. Shirley dropped off what fabric we’ve got
         earlier this afternoon, didn’t she?’
      

     
      Dianne nodded. ‘We’ll get started on those first. So, what are we doing this time?’ She leaned forward to look at Tiffany’s
         designs, her eyes sparkling. They worked as a wonderful team and she had great admiration for Tiffany. She was so utterly
         dedicated, so professional, and her attention to detail made Dianne’s job that much easier. She groaned inwardly as she thought
         of some of the designers she worked for. Most of them hadn’t even got a clue about cutting or draping.
      

     
      ‘So we’ve got Janine Bellamy to contend with have we? God, I hate it when she comes for fittings, nothing’s ever right.’

     
      ‘I know, Dianne. She’s a pain everywhere! These are the designs for her.’ Tiffany held up some beautiful water-colour sketches, showing Janine as a tall, slim beauty
         in a series of soft chiffon dresses, embellished round the neck and shoulders with glittering stones.
      

     
      ‘When she sees these she’ll be flattered out of her fucking mind!’ exclaimed Dianne in admiration. ‘Let’s hope she’s as happy
         with the reflection in her mirror. You know what happened in her last production, don’t you? She screamed and raged and refused
         to wear any of her costumes. In the end she had her own tacky dressmaker run up some little numbers for her. What will you do if that happens again, Tiff?’
      

     
      ‘Tell her to go screw herself,’ Tiffany replied pleasantly.

     
      Morgan Kalvin’s shimmering white and silver evening dress lay on the bed as she put the finishing touches to her make-up,
         deftly adding more eye shadow to emphasize the jade green of her eyes.
      

     
      Two months in England at the height of the summer season did not diminish the thrill she still got from getting dressed to
         go somewhere! Tonight, it was another ball, this time at Sutton Place, the home of the late Paul Getty. Her long flaxen hair
         was piled elegantly on top of her head in a profusion of loose curls and waves, and on studying herself in the Regency mirror
         she realized she felt as excited as when she’d been a little girl, setting off for a children’s party back home in New York.
      

     
      Morgan loved parties.
      

     
      Every day she thanked her lucky stars that her parents’ friends, Rosalie and Glen Winwood, had invited her to spend the summer
         with them in their magnificent Cumberland Terrace house, with its white Corinthian columns and pilasters, that was designed
         by John Nash in 1821. Overlooking the velvety lawns of Regents Park, where vistas of trees and shrubs and flowerbeds made
         it seem like summer all the year round, it represented to Morgan the ultimate in town houses. The sweeping curved facade of
         the terrace, heavy with stucco ornamentation and delicate wrought iron railings along the front, made a perfect backdrop for
         her entry into High Society.
      

     
      In fact she couldn’t have had a more perfect launching pad.

     
      Mentally she added up all the places she’d been: the private view at the Royal Academy of Arts, the Royal Enclosure at Ascot,
         centre court seats at Wimbledon to watch John McEnroe win the championship again, and parties every night. Cocktail parties on the terrace of the House of Lords, elegant candlelit dinners at Apsley House, where
         they dined off the Duke of Wellington’s fabulous collection of gold plate; a ball at Hampton Court Palace and a garden party
         at Buckingham Palace, where she’d even been presented to one or two members of the royal family. Glen, being attached to the
         American Embassy, had, of course, an entrée everywhere, and he and Rosalie seemed to know everyone. Best of all, Morgan enjoyed
         visiting some of the magnificent stately homes whose owners could trace their ancestry back hundreds of years.
      

     
      Slipping into her dress, specially designed for her by Karl Lagerfeld, she added a delicate diamond necklace and drop earrings.
         And a spray of Joy.
      

     
      If she couldn’t nab a rich titled English aristocrat, looking the way she did, then her name wasn’t Morgan Kalvin.

     
      Downstairs, guests were already drinking champagne in the Winwood drawing room, while in the street outside, a line of Rolls
         Royces and Bentleys waited to take everyone to the ball.
      

     
      When Morgan made her entrance, everyone stopped talking and turned to stare. She’d perfected that entrance. Sweeping through
         the double doors, she paused leisurely, scanning the faces of the assembled company until she saw someone she wanted to talk
         to.
      

     
      By the carved marble fireplace stood Geoffrey Dent, youngest Member of Parliament and the great white hope of the Conservative
         Party. He was talking to Captain Alastair Hutchinson, 15th/17th Hussars, looking magnificent in his uniform. He also happened
         to be wealthy and amusing. Next to them stood Miguel de Carvalhoso, wealthy Brazilian playboy, noted for his skill at polo,
         skiing and backgammon.
      

     
      ‘You look marvellous, my love!’

     
      ‘Darling, how are you?’

     
      ‘My sweet angel . . .’

      
     
      Morgan smiled her most ravishing smile and, offering her cheek to be kissed, returned their greetings with equal warmth.

     
      None of them would do.

     
      When they arrived at the ball she stood with Geoffrey Dent, sipping champagne and watching the crowded dance floor.

     
      Suddenly she spotted what she was looking for. He was tall, elegant, and had the most attractive smile she’d ever seen. He
         was dancing close to a limpid girl in a Laura Ashley dress who had a single row of pearls round her flushed neck and wilting
         flowers in her hair.
      

     
      Morgan turned away from Geoffrey and tapped Rosalie Winwood gently on the shoulder.

     
      ‘Who are the couple over there?’ she asked. ‘The tall man and the girl in the flowered dress.’

     
      ‘Well, my dear, I’m not sure. Wait while I put on my specs.’ Rosalie fumbled with the gilt chain of her evening bag and finally
         extracted a pair of jewelled evening glasses. ‘Ah! That’s much better. Now let me see, where have they gone?’
      

     
      ‘They’re in front of the band.’

     
      ‘Oh, that’s Lady Elizabeth Greenly! Her mother is such a charming person – she’s the Countess of FitzHammond you know. I think Elizabeth came out last year, though they don’t call
         it that any more over here. I can’t think why! I believe her mother told me she’s learning to type.’
      

     
      ‘But who is he?’ cut in Morgan.
      

     
      Rosalie shook her head vaguely. ‘I’ve no idea, but they certainly seem to be having a good time, wouldn’t you say?’ She drifted
         off to see who else was at the party.
      

     
      For a few minutes Morgan continued to listen to Geoffrey, pretending to be interested in the details of a debate he’d recently
         heard in the House of Commons. Then with a charming smile of dismissal she said firmly, ‘Will you excuse me? I’ve just spotted
         an old friend I want to talk to.’ She handed him her empty glass and walked to the bar at the far side of the room. Lady Elizabeth and the young man were standing by it, obviously enjoying a joke.
      

     
      ‘Elizabeth! How lovely to see you.’ Morgan went up to her with outstretched hands and kissed her lightly on the cheek. ‘You’re
         looking so pretty! How are you?’
      

     
      Elizabeth’s smile was polite and blank.

     
      ‘We met at the Cholmondeleys’,’ said Morgan hurriedly. ‘I’m sure it was there, or it could have been that weekend at the Montgomerys’?
         Heavens, it’s been such a busy season, hasn’t it? I’ll soon forget where I met my own mother!’ She laughed her delicious rippling
         laugh and even Elizabeth’s expression warmed.
      

     
      ‘Yes, of course! How are you? Er, do you know Harry Blairmore? And you are . . .?’ Elizabeth paused in her introductions.

     
      Something computer-like clicked in Morgan’s brain. She’d read about him in a feature in Vogue entitled ‘Britain’s Most Eligible Bachelors’. Harry to his friends, otherwise Henry, Marquess of Blairmore, son and heir
         of the Duke of Lomond.
      

     
      He would do.

     
      When Morgan got back to the Winwoods’ house later that night, she crept into Glen’s study as soon as everyone had gone to
         bed. Taking a heavy scarlet-bound volume entitled Debrett’s Peerage and Titles of Courtesy down from the bookcase she riffled through the pages until she found the entry she was looking for.
      

     
      

         Lomond, 11th Duke of. Title created 1687. Edgar Robert. Born Aug. 15th 1921. Educated Eton and Christ Church, Oxford. Succeeded
            his Father, the 10th Duke, 1945. Married, 1956, Lavinia Mary, only daughter of General Sir Stuart Prentiss.
         

         Son living

         Henry Edgar, Marquess of Blairmore. Born March 3rd 1958. Educated Eton and Christ Church, Oxford.

Seat: Drumnadrochit Castle, Argyll.
         

         Residence: 105, Belgrave Street, London, SW1.
         

         Clubs: White’s. Boodle’s. Turf. Carlton.
         




     
      Beside the entry was the magnificent family arms, two rampant lions supporting a shield bearing three fleurs-de-lis and a
         sunburst, and above it the crest: a wildcat rearing out of a duke’s coronet, with its traditional border of eight strawberry
         leaves. The family motto below read ‘Touch Not the Cat Without a Glove’.
      

     
      There followed a long piece listing the hereditary posts held in Scotland by the dukes of Lomond and how the titles of Duke
         and Marquess had been granted nearly three hundred years before.
      

     
      But Morgan had read enough.

     
      It was all a long way from Park Avenue and Bonwit Teller, tea in the Rotunda Room at the Pierre and having money to spend
         on Lincoln Continentals and twin-engined Cessna Citation jets. This was real class, and she could tell the difference.
      

     
      Harry Blairmore would most definitely do.

     
      Ruth and Joe Kalvin were having their usual formal breakfast in their duplex at Park Avenue and 70th. Behind his copy of the
         Wall Street Journal Joe grunted occasionally while Ruth flipped through the mail, dividing it into precise separate batches: invitations, charity
         appeals, accounts and personal letters. She would deal with them later in the morning, when she was alone.
      

     
      Joe read his paper for precisely another three minutes, finished his coffee, exclaiming, ‘Ugh! It’s gotten cold,’ and then
         wandered absently out of the room with a casual, ‘See you tonight, hon.’ The door clicked. He was gone. It was the same every
         morning. By the evening he’d have made another fifty thousand dollars – or maybe half a million – it didn’t really matter
         to Ruth any more.
      

      
     
      With a ten-room duplex, plus staff quarters, a house on the ocean’s edge at Southampton, a private jet and several cars, there
         wasn’t much else she really wanted. At least nothing Joe or their three children Tiffany, Morgan or Zachary could give her.
         In her large dressing room hung clothes by Bill Blass, Saint Laurent, Oscar de la Renta, Princess Katalin zu Windisch-Graetz,
         Bob Mackie and Givenchy. The safe in the study was filled with jewel cases, brimming with priceless pieces by Harry Winston,
         Van Cleef and Arpels, Mikimoto, Gucci and Eric Bertrand. The large ring she always wore was a forty-carat diamond. What more
         did she need? Both homes were filled with French and English antique furniture and some very fine Cézannes, Courbets, Dégas
         and Gauguins. Ruth Kalvin was the woman who had everything, but felt she had nothing, and boredom and inner loneliness hung
         about her like a sick miasma. If only Joe would talk to her, she reflected. If only her children would let her share their
         lives – even a bit. But they all thought of her as a vapid fool, and that made her nervous. ‘Don’t bother telling Mom,’ she
         could hear them say, ‘she’ll never understand.’ And as the years had passed and they had become more and more remote from
         her, she felt an increasing sense of isolation.
      

     
      To the outside world she was the beautiful Mrs Joe Kalvin, elegant New York society hostess, but to herself she was a grey
         insecure figure and she found it very uncomfortable. Rising slowly, she picked her mail off the table and wandered into the
         drawing room, hoping yet dreading the day would produce some little diversion that would break up the monotony of her life.
      

     
      Zachary Kalvin lay on the moth-eaten sofa in – what was his name? Oh yeah, Mitch – in Mitch’s place and regarded the stained
         ceiling cautiously. At least it had stopped moving! He groped for a vaguely remembered can of beer and took a swig. Instant nausea swept over him and a cold clamminess broke out all over his body. For a moment he thought he was going to throw up but the turmoil in his stomach subsided as quickly
         as it had begun. Never in his seventeen years had he felt so terrible. But at least the ceiling wasn’t spinning any more!

     
      Casting his mind back to the previous night, he remembered he’d gone to some hamburger joint, unable to face the boredom of
         having dinner with his parents again, and had started talking to some lanky kid who, after a few cans of beer, exclaimed,
         ‘Hey, man, how about comin’ back to my pad and smoke a stick? I’ve got some dynamite stuff that’ll make you piss a rainbow.’
      

     
      Later, much later, and after several more cans of beer, Mitch led him to a dingy room in a seedy tenement near Seventh Avenue
         and 28th. Scrabbling under some old copies of Penthouse Mitch triumphantly produced a tiny glass vial. Zachary remembered seeing vials like it in his mother’s bedroom, samples of
         the latest perfume.
      

     
      Mitch tore up a bit of aluminium foil and, cupping it slightly, poured a few drops of a dark, sticky, varnish-like substance
         onto it.
      

     
      ‘This is boss stuff, man. Hold onto it will ya?’ He placed it on Zachary’s palm and with swift expertise rolled up a dollar
         bill, talking in excited jerky sentences, his whole body quivering with anticipation.
      

     
      ‘Plenty more where this came from! I’ve got connections. Here you go! When I light up you inhale – you inhale real deep, now.’
         He struck a match and held it under the foil with shaking hands.
      

     
      A little puff of smoke rose and Zachary inhaled.

     
      Suddenly invisible hands tackled him from behind and more invisible hands punched him deeply in the stomach. Panic swept over
         him. He felt sick and woozy and sweat prickled his armpits.
      

     
      Mitch was inhaling with exquisite pleasure. ‘Beats a fuck any day! This is real, re–eal good. Didn’t I tell ya it was good?’ He looked up, his dark eyes glazed with pleasure. ‘Want another drag?’
      

     
      Zachary grabbed hold of the battered old table to stop himself from falling and tried to think clearly.

     
      ‘Mmm – maybe later – it’s – like, wow, man! I’m blissed out.’ With bravado he flung himself on the stained sofa, wondering
         how long the strange sensation would last. He wasn’t sure where he was and it struck him that if his parents ever found out
         about this there’d be hell to pay.
      

     
      All through the night, which he thought was never going to end, he lay on the sofa, spinning along the surface of the sea,
         over waves, through waves, spinning . . . And the sky, full of fluffy little clouds, scurried overhead in a frantic attempt to
         keep up with him. Then the sky turned dark and the clouds turned to millions of stars racing around. He was being propelled
         at an uncontrollable speed on a journey that was never going to end and he wanted desperately to wake up. But he was awake and still he couldn’t stop. No matter how hard he thought, ‘I’m going to get off this trip and stop somewhere that’s
         quiet and peaceful,’ the spinning went on and on.
      

     
      He looked round the filthy room but Mitch was gone. Gingerly he sat up, running his fingers through his hair, and wondered
         when he’d feel normal, really normal again. And his parents! God, he’d have some explaining to do. If he went home now there
         was just a chance they might still be asleep. His father didn’t usually get up until seven. He glanced at his watch. It was
         gone! Shit, it had been a birthday present.
      

     
      Struggling into his jacket he let himself out of the sordid room and started to walk uptown.

     
      His wallet was missing too.

     
      ‘This script is garbage!’ Hunt flung it down and glared at Flix. ‘How on earth can you expect lines like this, and this, and
         that one there’ – he jabbed furiously with his finger – ‘to be believable? Christ Almighty! We’ve got to have a rewrite.’ He squashed out his cigarette and immediately reached for another.
      

     
      Flix Greenberg regarded him impassively. Speaking slowly and patiently, as if addressing a petulant child, he said, ‘We’re
         running out of time, Hunt. We’ve got to start shooting in ten days! There’s no way we can delay. We’re already over budget and if there are any more delays we’ll
         be screwing up Bob Clarkson’s schedule. Remember he starts that TV series in seven weeks. Don’t sweat it, Hunt, it’ll fly
         as is.’ Flix’s tone was soothing.
      

     
      ‘The hell it will!’ Hunt spat.

     
      ‘There’s nothing much wrong with this script that a little careful direction can’t handle, and Bob and Jane are big box-office,’
         said Flix evenly.
      

     
      ‘Don’t give me that crap!’ Hunt’s eyes blazed with anger. ‘The trouble with you is you just don’t see what you don’t want to see!’ He reached over and buzzed his intercom. ‘Cal? Get me Milton Schwartz at once, will you? Yup, the guy that wrote
         the script for Soul Kids. Tell him to get his ass over here pronto. I’ve got a major clean-up job on a script for him to do.’
      

     
      Flix’s jawline hardened and he narrowed his eyes. ‘You’ve no right to go over my head. You seem to forget I am the producer.’
      

     
      Hunt jumped to his feet and made for the door of his office. ‘Then you’d better hire yourself another director,’ he yelled
         as the door slammed behind him.
      

     
      The adrenalin was still pounding round his body as he lay in bed that night, desperate for sleep but unable to stop his mind
         going over the day’s events. He’d won his fight over the wooden script. Flix had eventually agreed to let Milton get to work
         on it, even though he had been furious. There was still the problem of the theme music for the film. Hunt knew exactly what
         he wanted, something that conjured up a feeling of patriotism with occasional hints of pathos. A stirring score to go with the shots of the US Army fighting their way across Europe against the Germans. And what had he got?
         A cross between a funeral dirge and a jingle for a toothpaste commercial. When at last he had got home Joni was drinking vodka
         with a living room full of LA deadbeats.
      

     
      ‘Darling, there you are!’ She lurched forward, staggering on her high heels and flinging herself at his chest. She miscalculated the distance
         and Hunt had to catch her before she fell.
      

     
      ‘Din-dins is ready, and listen, honey’ – she dropped her voice – ‘where have you been all day?’

     
      When Hunt didn’t reply she gestured in the direction of a jeans-clad young man, shirt open to the fourth button, showing lots
         of gold chains nestling in matted black chest hair. He was sitting on the sofa casually smoking a joint. ‘This is Mose! And
         what d’ya know? Mose is going to write a one-woman show for me, aren’t you, Mose?’ Through a long fringe of bushy hair, Mose
         nodded.
      

     
      ‘And listen, honey! Listen! Karen, here, is going to do my costumes, and we’ll get in all the critics! I’m gonna be somebody!’
         Joni hung on to the lapels of Hunt’s jacket for support. Then her expression changed as she brought her face close to his.
      

     
      ‘So you can stuff your fucking films!’ Her voice was raspy. ‘Because I’m going to make it on Broadway.’

     
      Life had been different for Joni Kellerman seven years ago. Born in the God-fearing town of Wahoo, Nebraska, the fourth daughter
         of a builder, she’d run off to Hollywood at the age of fifteen and changed her name from Coote to André – with an accent.
         No more small-town America for her with their sanctimonious ‘We’ve got a nice little town here and we’re going to keep it
         that way.’ It was the razzle and danger of high living that Joni wanted, and if living high meant being paid for getting screwed
         she wasn’t complaining. There were even a few walk-on parts in low-budget movies to be had, and promises of something better
         if she pleased the director. Joni was convinced her well-stacked figure and strawberry blonde hair would get her the break she needed.
         One day she’d be recognized as the new Monroe, and that would stop them calling her dirty names back in Wahoo. Self-confidence was her middle name. So what the hell if she fucked
         her way to the top? Plenty of others had got there that way. Hunt Kellerman wasn’t exactly a top director when she met him
         at a promotional party she’d got herself asked to in Bel Air, but he might go places one day and meanwhile he was the sexiest
         thing she’d ever seen. So pretty little Joni, with her bobbing strawberry blonde curls, had slithered her way into his apartment,
         and six months later, when she’d discovered she was pregnant, she got him to marry her. Seven years ago. Hunt’s career had
         gone up and up while hers had gone in exactly the opposite direction. The birth of Gus, and two years later Matt, hadn’t helped
         to keep the tits up or the tummy flat, and little lines were forming round her eyes. Why the hell couldn’t Hunt give her a
         part in one of his lousy movies? It was only vodka, straight on the rocks, that gave her any self-confidence these days. And
         where the fuck had Hunt been last night? As if she didn’t know.
      

     
      Joni slept beside him now, snoring softly. Her body lay slack and motionless. She smelled of a mixture of sweat and liquor.
         Hunt rolled away, thinking of Tiffany. So cool and clean and sweet. He remembered the taste of her mouth, the hardness of
         her pink nipples. The warmth of her thighs. He was growing hard.
      

     
      Whatever happened he must see her again tomorrow. How had he ever got himself into this mess?
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      ‘Tiffany? Hi! It’s Morgan!’

     
      ‘Morgan! Do you know what time it is?’

     
      ‘Oh, it’s about ten o’clock, I think.’

     
      ‘Fool! Ten o’clock your time. It’s five in the morning here. What the hell’s the matter?’ Tiffany switched on her bedside
         light as she plumped up her pillows, now thoroughly awake.
      

     
      ‘I forgot! Listen Tiff, I met the most fabulous man last week and I think I’ll stay on here a bit longer.’

     
      ‘What about Rosalie and Glen? Won’t they mind?’

     
      ‘Of course not. Wait till I tell you about him! He’s twenty-six, tall, very attractive, and the son and heir of the Duke of
         Lomond! What do you think of that?’ There was a note of triumph in her voice.
      

     
      A long silence ensued broken only by a faint crackle on the transatlantic line.

     
      ‘Tiff . . . are you there?’

     
      ‘Yes.’

     
      ‘Good. I thought for a moment we’d been cut off. As I was saying, he’s really fantastic and his family have this fifteenth-century
         castle in Scotland as well as a large house in Belgravia –’
      

     
      ‘What about Greg Jackson?’

     
      ‘What about him?’ Morgan sounded cross. ‘For God’s sake, Tiff, I know Greg is sweet and all that but you don’t honestly expect me to
         come back to New York and actually marry him, do you?’
      

     
      ‘I thought you and Greg had an understanding that when you got back from this trip you’d announce your engagement? At least
         that is what Greg thinks.’
      

     
      Morgan cut in impatiently. ‘But I hadn’t been to England then, at least not a trip like this. You can’t imagine how wonderful life is here and how I really want to stay.’
      

     
      ‘Forever?’ Tiffany asked in a small voice.

     
      ‘Well, I’m not sure. Probably. It will depend on how things go with Harry.’

     
      ‘Who?’

     
      ‘Harry Blairmore. I just told you! He’s the Marquess of Blairmore and his father is –’

     
      ‘Yes, you told me.’

     
      ‘Tiff, what’s the matter? I’m just getting ready for a gorgeous lunch party at the Westcliffs’ and I thought it would be nice
         to ring and tell you all my news. Aren’t you interested?’ Morgan sounded like a rejected little girl.
      

     
      Tiffany felt herself relenting. Ever since they’d been small it was Tiffany, although only two years older, who had mothered
         Morgan and made allowances for her.
      

     
      ‘Yes,’ she replied. ‘I’m thrilled to hear from you, darling, and I’m really glad you’re having such a good time, I really
         am. But I don’t want you to end up by getting hurt and I am worried about this business with Greg. He’s terribly in love with
         you, you know. I saw him last week and he kept asking when you were going to get back. He’ll be heartbroken if you go off
         with someone else after all this time.’
      

     
      ‘But I’ve changed! When I first knew Greg I was sixteen and a virgin, for God’s sake! I want more than he can ever give me,
         I mean to be somebody some day . . . perhaps with Harry, perhaps with someone else. Don’t you see? If I were to get married to Harry I’d be a duchess
         one day! With a castle, being with all the right people, being a society hostess maybe even to the royal family.’
      

     
      ‘You’ve been reading too many Barbara Cartland novels, darling,’ laughed Tiffany. ‘You’ll be talking about coronets next,
         and attending the opening of Parliament in your crimson and ermine robes!’
      

     
      ‘Exactly!’ Morgan exclaimed with total seriousness. ‘You see what I mean! How could I bear to miss a chance like this? I could never settle for Greg now and life in Stockbridge with a bunch of kids and no proper servants.’
      

     
      ‘What do you mean by “proper servants”?’

     
      ‘Well, proper servants! Butlers and footmen and things. Why Mom and Daddy’s lot look like a bunch of unskilled refugees compared
         to people’s servants here. Anyway I’d better go, it’s getting late.’
      

     
      ‘Or early if you’re here!’ Tiffany could see the first bleak light of dawn seeping through her curtains. ‘Take care of yourself,
         Morgan.’
      

     
      ‘I will. I’ll write soon – and tell Mom if you see her that I’m staying on for a while.’

     
      ‘Okay, I will.’ Tiffany hung up with an extraordinary feeling of emptiness inside her. She’d miss Morgan very much if she
         stayed in England permanently. They had different interests, different friends even, and their priorities in life were different.
         But they looked so alike they could almost be taken for twins, and like twins they shared a great feeling of empathy. Her
         thoughts turned to Greg. He’d been nineteen when he’d met Morgan at a beach party in the Hamptons. She’d been all long slim
         limbs, blonde hair that the wind whipped round her exquisite face and large green eyes that twinkled with fun. For Greg it
         had been love at first sight. Tiffany remembered him looking from Morgan to her and saying, ‘Incredible! You sisters sure
         look a lot alike!’ But it had been Morgan he trailed after all the time, passing her the sun oil and fetching her dry towels.
         They’d been inseparable all that summer and Morgan obviously enjoyed her new-found power over the opposite sex. For the following
         six years Greg had looked upon her as his girl. He wrote to her every week when he was away at college, saved his allowance
         to buy her presents, and made a point of finding a job in New York so that he could be near her. He would really have preferred
         to have stayed near his family in Stockbridge, but his heart was set on marrying her, and Morgan never gave him any cause
         to doubt that she felt the same. That was like Morgan, reflected Tiffany. She didn’t necessarily mean to mislead people, but she did like to be popular,
         and she’d figured out as a tiny child that the best way to be liked was to agree with everything everyone said.
      

     
      As she was dropping off to sleep again it suddenly occurred to Tiffany that Morgan hadn’t once asked her how she was.

     
      A tepid breeze, bringing with it a wave of refreshingly cool air, lifted Tiffany’s hair, which had been sticking to her neck,
         as she rounded the corner of Park Avenue on her way to visit her parents. Her blue pleated skirt echoed the movement and she
         paused for a moment to enjoy a respite from the unbearable humidity of the day. New York was shimmering under the blasting
         heat of a mid-June sun. The pavements were sticky and the grass in Central Park was burnt up. Fumes and gritty dust coalesced
         in the heavy air and people plunged into shops and stores to catch the instant relief of air conditioning.
      

     
      For Tiffany it had been a hellish day rummaging through the countless fabric houses in the garment districts. No one, it seemed,
         had embossed gilt buttons or shot-silk of the exact colour she needed. Stiff shirt fronts were out of stock, and wide black
         velvet ribbon unobtainable. The costumes for Night Chill were becoming a nightmare. To make matters worse, Janine Bellamy, who was playing the lead, was complaining that the costumes
         didn’t become her, and demanding a whole new set of designs. With five weeks to go!
      

     
      Entering the Kalvins’ apartment the temperature, by contrast, was freezing. Goose pimples sprang out on her bare arms and
         she shivered. What was it about the place that made it so cold? The impersonal grandeur of the decor? The aloofness of her
         mother? She strode past the Louis XIV table in the hall, on which stood an imposing arrangement of white lilies, past the
         two Nubian statues on pedestals and went into the blue and white living room. The décor was not to her taste. Ruth’s style was a mixture of French and Italian
         combined with early English and Oriental, ideas culled from her numerous trips abroad. The juxtaposition of rococo mirrors,
         Venetian chandeliers hung with fruit and flowers in lilac and clear crystal, a Chinese lacquered cabinet where the drinks
         were kept and a marble Adam fireplace jarred deeply on Tiffany’s sense of design, mixed as it was with gilt console tables,
         Portuguese rugs, Hepplewhite chairs and Victorian gilt candlesticks on tiny Louis XIV tables.
      

     
      ‘Hi, Mom! How are you?’ Tiffany kissed her mother briefly on the cheek. As always, no matter what time of day or night, Ruth
         looked every inch the chic New York socialite in a pale yellow linen dress, not a wisp of her fading blonde hair out of place.
      

     
      ‘Tiffany, how nice to see you.’ She bent her head and went on writing.

     
      Tiffany sank onto the pale-blue sofa. ‘How’s everything?’

     
      ‘Your father will be back soon. Would you like a drink?’

     
      Ruth carefully licked an envelope and pressed it down with a fastidious gesture. ‘It’s so warm today.’

     
      ‘Thanks. I’d love some iced tea. What are you doing?’

     
      ‘We’re giving a little cocktail party next month, just a few friends and some business contacts of your father’s, nothing
         much.’ Her voice trailed off and she gazed vacantly out of the window.
      

     
      There was silence, then Tiffany spoke.

     
      ‘I’ve got a lot of work at the moment. Night Chill is driving me mad. I’ll be so glad when it’s over.’
      

     
      There was a pause during which Ruth gazed briefly at her and then resumed addressing envelopes.

     
      ‘Really?’ Her tone was polite.

     
      ‘Isn’t that a lot of invitations for a “small” party?’

     
      Ruth shrugged. ‘There are so many people your father wants to ask . . .’

     
      ‘I suppose so.’ Tiffany knew she would never manage small talk with her mother. At that moment Zachary slouched into the room.
      

     
      ‘Hi, Sis!’ His hands were in his pockets. He looked scruffy and his hair was a mess.

     
      ‘Hi, Zachary.’ Tiffany eyed his dirty jeans and stained sweat-shirt with surprise. Like all of them he’d been brought up to
         look impeccable at all times, even in casual clothes. She watched as he flopped into a chair and started idly riffling through
         the pages of a magazine. ‘So what gives?’ she asked.
      

     
      ‘Nothing much.’

     
      ‘How’s school going? History still holding its fascination for you?’ she persisted.

     
      ‘It’s okay,’ he mumbled.

     
      ‘I haven’t seen you for ages. What have you been doing with yourself?’

     
      Zachary didn’t answer. Her mother licked another envelope and added it carefully to the pile.

     
      ‘For God’s sake! What’s the matter with everyone round here?’ Tiffany exploded. ‘I get more conversation from the animals
         in the zoo!’
      

     
      At that moment the Javanese servant appeared.

     
      Ruth spoke. ‘Iced tea for Miss Tiffany, and I’ll have a spritzer.’

     
      ‘I could use a coke,’ added Zachary without looking up.

     
      The servant moved silently from the cool elegance of the room. As if disturbed from a deep reverie, Ruth suddenly turned to
         Zachary, her eyes snapping wide open.
      

     
      ‘Do you have to go around looking like that?’
      

     
      Here we go, thought Tiffany. It will only take Daddy to arrive back from the office for it to be a classic picture of happy
         family life.
      

     
      ‘Have you done any work today, Zachary?’ Ruth’s voice was rising to an angry whine. ‘You were told to study during your vacation. Exams are
         coming up soon and your father will be furious if you don’t do well.’
      

      
     
      Zachary rose abruptly. ‘I’m going out.’ His tone was surly.

     
      ‘You’re always going out! You sleep until noon every day and then you go off, goodness only knows where!’ For the first time since Tiffany
         had arrived her mother actually looked animated. Perhaps she needed to have a good row with someone, and Joe wasn’t the sort
         of person you could have a good row with. He just walked out of the room while you sat there, filled with a volley of words
         there was no longer any point in expressing.
      

     
      ‘And another thing!’ Ruth was really warming to the subject. ‘Your room is a boar’s nest! I feel ashamed to let the servants
         see it in the mornings. You never hang up anything and the place is cluttered with books and magazines, and goodness only knows what else.’
      

     
      ‘Leave me alone, for Christ’s sake!’ His jade-green eyes, so exactly the colour of his sister’s and a younger stronger version
         of his mother’s, blazed with fury. Then he turned and without a backward glance loped from the room.
      

     
      ‘Well . . . really!’ Ruth looked after him for a moment, then picked up her gold pen and resumed her writing.
      

     
      ‘It’s his age,’ remarked Tiffany, feeling she had to make some explanation. Secretly she sympathized with Zachary. Life at
         home had never been much fun. Ruth had spent most of her time straining to keep up with the position and money Joe had thrust
         on her over the years, and at times, Tiffany reflected, she seemed harassed and drawn. Preoccupied even. Most of the time
         she’d ignored her children’s presence, and then suddenly, like just now, she would snap into life and give them a tough time.
         The worst part was that it was so unexpected when it happened. Joe had always been tough on them, pushing them to work harder,
         to achieve more, to be winners, but not their mother. There was no room in Joe’s life for losers. He despised failure.
      

     
      At that moment Joe entered the living room, hot looking, and frowning.

      
     
      ‘What’s the matter with that boy?’ he thundered. ‘He nearly knocked me down, tearing out past me like that! You should see
         to it that he’s properly dressed, Ruth! I can’t have a son of mine running around town looking like some damned drop-out.’
      

     
      ‘But it’s awfully hot, Daddy.’

     
      Joe spun round. ‘Tiffany! I never saw you there! How’s my girl?’ He came forward and pecked her on the cheek. ‘My, you’re
         sure looking pretty!’ He turned back to his wife. ‘If I can wear a collar and tie and a jacket in this heat, so can he! I’ve no use for people who slop around. That boy needs taking
         in hand.’
      

     
      The servant came in with the drinks on a silver tray.

     
      ‘Bring me rye on the rocks,’ Joe said curtly. ‘Are you staying for dinner, Tiffany?’ It was more of a challenge than an invitation.

     
      ‘I’m sorry, Daddy, I can’t. Hunt is coming round.’ She met his eyes steadily as she sipped her tea. The temperature in the
         room suddenly fell to below freezing point. Joe pursed his small mouth and regarded her with silent disapproval. Tiffany didn’t
         expect to win a prize for guessing what was going through their minds. Why can’t Tiffany find a nice rich single man to go around with? Why is she stuck on this no-good wacko film director who
            has a wife and two kids. After all we’ve done for her why can’t she find someone suitable? Suitable. Suitable.
      

     
      ‘I guess I ought to be getting back,’ she said lamely. ‘I just dropped in to tell you that Morgan rang me at five o’clock
         this morning.’
      

     
      ‘Five this morning?’ exclaimed Joe. ‘When will that girl remember the time difference?’ There was a note of jealousy in his
         voice. Why didn’t Morgan ever ring them?
      

     
      ‘She just wanted to tell us that she’ll probably be staying in England a bit longer. She’s having a ball, I guess, and the
         Winwoods are being really good to her.’
      

     
      Joe strutted a few steps across to the marble fireplace and took a cigar out of a fine wooden cigar box. ‘Having a good time, is she? Hum. Is she all right for clothes and things? I
         hope she’s made the right contacts, like dukes and earls and barons with country estates.’ He sounded almost wistful. He missed
         Morgan. She was the only one who had inherited his social ambitions.
      

     
      ‘She seemed fine, Daddy, and sent you and Mom all her love,’ said Tiffany. Well, it was almost true. If Morgan had stopped thinking about herself for a moment she would have remembered to send her love. ‘I think she’s
         very happy and meeting lots of interesting people.’ Wild horses weren’t going to drag from her all the details of Morgan’s
         conversation. For the moment the less they knew the better. If they heard there was a chance that Morgan might wind up a duchess,
         Joe would be on the next flight, intent on helping his daughter reel in her catch, and in doing so would blow the whole romance
         to smithereens. Apart from that, knowing Morgan, she’d probably have changed her mind about everything by this time next week.
      

     
      Zachary pounded down Eighth Avenue, his legs covering the dirty sidewalk with long strides, running shoes kicking aside any
         garbage that got in his way. With any luck at all he would run into Smokey, who had promised she’d be in Dino’s Bar around
         seven. Last night she’d been too busy to talk much to him but, as she worked the gum energetically round her mouth, she’d
         agreed to meet him tomorrow at seven. Then they could go round the corner to her place, if he felt like it. If he felt like it?

     
      When he’d first set eyes on Smokey O’Mally, burning desire had filled him. Even her cheap perfume was a turn-on. And those
         scarlet lips – those wide, soft, heavily painted lips . . . Her tousled hair, black at the roots and a washed-out shade of wet
         sand at the tips, excited him deeply. Through her pink crêpe dress, stained round the neck with make-up, her nipples stuck
         out invitingly.
      

      
     
      Zachary had never met a woman like her before. A stirring in his loins made him quicken his pace. Tonight he was going to
         get laid. He’d cashed two hundred dollars that morning – most of his allowance for the month – because he wasn’t sure how
         much it was going to cost. But he knew one thing for sure! It was going to be worth every penny.
      

     
      Dino’s was packed. A wild mixture of exotic-looking people were jostling each other, drinking and smoking. All were young.
         All had one search in common. The heat of it was written in the way their eyes searched hungrily and the languorous licking
         of their lips. Zachary searched round anxiously. No sign of her. He ordered a coke and kept watching the entrance, straining
         for a glimpse of those red lips and hard nipples. If she were to go down on him . . . Oh Jesus! He was getting another erection.
      

     
      Suddenly she was there, and she hadn’t noticed him! Her street-wise brown eyes glanced round the room, sweeping over each
         man from head to toe and lingering on his crotch.
      

     
      ‘Hi!’ Zachary presented himself before her, his smile wobbling and nervous.

     
      ‘Oh . . .!’ She seemed at a loss for a moment. ‘Hi.’

     
      ‘Remember?’ A desperate sweat broke out all over him. Supposing she’d forgotten their date? ‘We, er, we met here last night.
         You said, er, that is . . . we arranged to . . .’ He flushed a deep red.
      

     
      Smokey’s tone was casual. ‘Oh yeah. Get me a drink will ya, hot stuff?’

     
      Zachary felt like melting with relief. He’d scored! She had remembered.
      

     
      ‘Sure thing. What would you like?’ He felt his confidence flowing back.

     
      The drink had only been in her hands a minute when he blurted out, ‘Can we go, er, to your place, I mean?’ The straining in
         his trousers was becoming exquisitely agonizing.
      

     
      ‘What’s the hurry? Your first time?’

      
     
      His blush deepened. ‘Course not! I’m cool. I’d just like to get to know you better.’

     
      Smokey drank thoughtfully. ‘Got a smoke?’

     
      ‘Er, I don’t smoke.’ Her painted eyebrows shot up. ‘But I’ll get you some.’ Fumbling with his small change Zachary headed
         for the cigarette machine.
      

     
      In a daze he found himself walking down the street beside this amazing woman, who exuded raw sex from every pore. Men loitering
         in groups on the sidewalk gave her the once-over as she teetered by on high heels, her hips swaying as she walked. A tall
         black man, elegant and confident in his beige cotton suit and Panama hat, murmured sexily, ‘Hi, Smokey! How’s it goin’, girl?’
         Zachary suddenly felt very proud. In a short time he’d be joining the ranks of real men.
      

     
      She led him up a narrow flight of sagging stairs, her rounded bottom encased in pink crêpe undulating a few inches in front
         of him.
      

     
      ‘In here.’ She led the way into a small square room dominated by a lumpy bed, on which had been flung a stained purple satin
         cover. ‘Put the money on the table.’
      

     
      Zachary felt suddenly uncomfortable. ‘How much?’ he asked shyly.

     
      ‘Like I said’ – she flashed him a suspicious glance – ‘fifty bucks. You got it or ain’t ya?’

     
      ‘Sure.’ He laid the crisp notes on a little table covered with a grimy lace cloth. Trying to look confident he slipped off
         his sweat-shirt and started unzipping his jeans. It surprised him how quickly she had whipped off her dress and G-string and
         was now standing naked before him except for her shoes Her body was really something. All curves, her full breasts firm, her
         nipples large and dark. Her stomach was flat and smooth and her thighs shapely.
      

     
      ‘OK?’ She reached out long painted nails and ran them across his chest. He tried to grab her and kiss that marvellous mouth
         but she turned her head away and indicated the bed. His erection was so hard and hot he felt his prick was going to explode. Grabbing her clumsily, he thrust himself forward.
      

     
      In a flash it was all over. He was lying on top of her and he’d never felt such a deep sense of disappointment in his life.

     
      ‘Is that it?’ he heard himself say. He felt as cheated as if someone had given him an empty gift-wrapped box.

     
      Smokey pushed him off crossly. ‘What did ya expect? The whole Kama Sutra in five minutes?’ Disgruntled she got off the bed
         and stepped back into her G-string.
      

     
      Sulkily Zachary started to reach for his clothes. He felt the roll of bills in his pocket. Taking them out he said slowly,
         ‘Can we do it again?’
      

     
      Like gimlets, Smokey’s eyes bore into the dollar bills, her mind working quickly. ‘I have another trick in a few minutes.
         Tell ya what, for another eighty bucks you can have another fuck and I’ll throw in a smoke as well.’
      

     
      It was better the second time. He didn’t come so quickly and he hoped he was satisfying her. Afterwards she climbed onto a
         rickety chair and ran her hand along the top of a cupboard until she located a small plastic bag.
      

     
      ‘Got it! Papers an’ all!’ she said triumphantly. Sitting on the bed beside him she started to roll a joint. ‘Where ya live,
         baby?’
      

     
      ‘Park Avenue,’ replied Zachary as he watched her, fascinated.

     
      Her eyes widened and fixed themselves on him.

     
      ‘No shit? Is that right? What are you, some kind of millionaire or somethin’?’ Her tone was joking.

     
      ‘I suppose my father is. He’s president of Quadrant Inc.’

     
      She licked the Rizla paper and reached for a box of matches, watching him all the time. ‘No bull!’ This nerd was probably
         loaded!
      

     
      ‘Then how come you spend your time hangin’ round Dino’s? Isn’t Doubles more your scene?’ Her manner was suddenly belligerent.
         ‘Get a kick out of slumming?’
      

      
     
      ‘It’s boring at home,’ Zachary explained simply. ‘Especially during vacations. It’s hopping down here. Things really move.’
         He took the joint from her and dragged deeply. Immediately his toes started to tingle and his head buzzed pleasantly.
      

     
      ‘Oh, so you get bored at home all day?’ Smokey mimicked his tone. ‘Sitting ass deep in caviar I bet. Here, gimme a toke.’

     
      Zachary leaned back against the pillows as a feeling of well-being crept over him.

     
      ‘I suppose it could be worse. I get a small allowance now but next year Dad will settle some big bucks on me like he did on
         my sisters, then I’ll be able to do what I want.’
      

     
      ‘Now you’re talkin’, honey!’ she crooned. ‘Gee, I’ve never been with a real blue-blood before.’ Eyeing the eighty dollars
         on the table, she suddenly snatched it up and stuffed it into her large pink plastic purse, where she’d already stowed his
         first fifty. ‘When you comin’ to see Smokey again? You and me can ring some beautiful bells together.’
      

     
      ‘We can?’ He sat bolt upright, swaying slightly. Maybe it hadn’t been so bad after all. Maybe when he got to know her better
         it would be the way he’d always imagined. He gazed groggily into her button-bright eyes. ‘I can’t come tomorrow. Well, not
         until after eleven. My parents are giving a dinner party and I have to be there.’
      

     
      Smokey considered this for a moment, then smiled.

     
      ‘Okay. I’ll be at Dino’s around eleven. Hey! What’s your name?’ She scrabbled deeply into her purse again, pulling out lipstick-smeared
         tissues, a dirty comb and an assortment of cosmetics until with triumph she produced a dog-eared black address book. Laboriously
         she took down Zachary’s name and number, which he gave her with some reluctance. When she had finished writing she closed
         the book carefully and placed it in an old chocolate box with a picture of a fluffy kitten on the lid.
      

     
      ‘Gotta go now . . .’ She made for the door, straightening her dress as she went and running her nails through her hair. Zachary followed, his eyes still drinking in her body.
      

     
      Outside the air was still and languorous, New York holding its breath for a moment, gathering strength before the non-stop
         activity of the long night began.
      

     
      ‘See ya!’ she called over her shoulder, and was gone. Her cheap perfume lingered on the air a moment longer.

     
      Zachary felt for his remaining sixty dollars and wondered what Mitch was doing this evening.

     
      It was past seven when Tiffany got back to her own apartment. Hunt was due at nine. She had time for a shower and rest, while
         Gloria, her housekeeper, cooked dinner. Thank God for Gloria! Visiting her parents always exhausted her. It was no wonder,
         she reflected, as she undressed in her beautifully cool bedroom, that when Morgan was at home she actually spent all her time
         meeting friends and shopping. The atmosphere was claustrophobic, what with Mom tense and strained and remote, as if she knew
         she could never regain control of the circumstances that whirled around her, and their father terse and demanding, interested
         only in making money and seeing that his children used it to better themselves in everything. Tiffany sighed. It wouldn’t
         be the same if Morgan stayed permanently in England. She would have no one to giggle with. No one to gossip with. No one to
         lighten her mood when she was down, or to make her laugh, especially at herself. Greg had nicknamed Morgan ‘Glow’ when he’d
         first known her. The name suited her perfectly. She radiated light and vibrancy. Tiffany knew only too well that when Morgan
         walked into a room the party began.
      

     
      Rested and refreshed, Tiffany slipped into a pure silk trouser suit, in a shade of green that exactly matched her eyes. Round
         her neck she hung some simple gold chains, including one that had a shamrock carved in jade. Delicious smells of boeuf en croute drifted from the kitchen, and she knew that by now Gloria would have set the table in the intimate alcove of her living room with crisp blue linen, silver and
         crystal. There would be tall blue candles burning in Georgian silver candlesticks and flowers in the silver rose bowl. In
         a moment Hunt would arrive and another glorious evening would stretch ahead of them. Tiffany stretched her arms above her
         head in a gesture of happiness, and let her mind slide into her favourite fantasy. Of Hunt coming home every evening to a
         romantic dinner with superb food and wine, while they laughed and talked, comparing notes on their work that day, of sitting
         on the sofa afterwards drinking brandy while they listened to Mahler, their arms around each other. Or planning their vacations
         together, and what they would do for Thanksgiving and Christmas, or one day, maybe, how many children they would have. Of
         ending every night in bed together, warm, secure, loving.
      

     
      The phone rang, startling her from her reverie.

     
      ‘Hullo?’

     
      ‘Have you got that mother-fucking son-of-a-bitch with you?’ screamed a drunken woman’s voice.

     
      Tiffany slammed down the receiver, icy with shock.

     
      So Joni knew!

     
      The band of the Royal Scots Guards paraded in perfect formation as they marched across the manicured polo grounds of the Guards
         Club at Smith’s Lawn, Windsor, moving in perfect precision as they played ‘Land of Hope and Glory’. The strains reached the
         length and breadth of this, the most exclusive polo grounds in Britain, giving a festive air to the atmosphere. On the far
         side of the grounds, which were set in the lush greenery of Windsor Great Park, the public stands were filling up and in the
         general car park families were picnicking on the grass. On the near side, exclusive to the élite, the Royal Pavilion stood
         like a small, white, open-fronted house with a balcony and veranda, banked by immaculate tubs of red geraniums and gentian-blue
         hydrangeas. Rows of chairs were arranged along the front for the Queen and the Princess of Wales, who would be arriving in
         a few minutes with their entourage, having lunched at the nearby castle first. Today the matches were being played for the
         Coronation Cup and the Silver Jubilee Cartier Award and Prince Charles was playing. Later the Queen would be presenting the
         trophies. Beside the Royal Pavilion the grandstand was packed with members and their families, including film stars, stalwarts
         of the English nobility, jet-setters, pop stars, the nouveau riche and the nouveau pauvre.
      

     
      Suddenly a last-minute flutter of activity from the flag-decorated marquees at one end of the grounds signalled the end of
         luncheon for the special Cartier guests, and they came hurrying across the velvety grass to take their seats.
      

     
      ‘We’ll have to hurry! The first chukka will be starting in a minute,’ cried Harry, as he and Morgan emerged from under the
         gold canopy over the entrance to the Cartier marquee. He gripped her elbow and propelled her through the crowds. Morgan was
         aware that she and Harry were attracting a lot of interest. Their picture had already been taken by magazine and newspaper
         photographers and people were turning their heads as they passed. She could hear a rumble – ‘Who is she . . .?’ and a few audible gasps as the impact of her beauty struck them. She smiled, pleased. She knew she looked good in her
         perfectly cut white linen suit with dark-blue accessories, her hair swept loosely back under her straw hat.
      

     
      Richard Young of the Daily Express was clicking away now as they took their seats. Tomorrow’s newspaper would no doubt carry a story speculating on a romance
         between the American heiress and the Duke of Lomond’s son and heir.
      

     
      The play was fast and furious as the English team, Les Diables Bleus, in white and dark-blue, with the Prince of Wales among
         them, challenged Spain. Cheers went up as the captain, John Horswell, thwacked the wooden ball with a brilliant stroke towards Spain’s goal, and again as Pedro Domecq galloped up beside him and diverted the ball with a hard
         shot. After seven minutes’ exciting play the first chukka ended. Morgan squeezed Harry’s hand. It was the most wonderful display
         of manhood and horseflesh she had ever seen. He returned her squeeze then gently withdrew his hand. She glanced at his profile.
         It must be true what they said about Englishmen. They were never demonstrative in public. A peck on the cheek, maybe. A hand
         on the elbow – yes. But nothing more.
      

     
      I wonder what he’s like in bed, she thought.

     
      The chukka ended. ‘Time to tread in the divots,’ Harry announced cheerfully, jumping to his feet, as the players galloped
         off to change their ponies.
      

     
      ‘The what?’

     
      ‘Tread in the divots.’ He pointed to the ground, now swarming with people from both the public stands and the members’ stand
         stamping their feet on the grass, to flatten the clods of earth kicked up by the ponies’ hoofs.
      

     
      ‘In these?’ A horrified look crossed Morgan’s face as she raised an elegant leg, exposing her high-heeled navy-blue shoes.
         They’d cost her two hundred pounds at Charles Jourdan the previous day and she was damned if she was going to ruin them.
      

     
      ‘Oh! Well, perhaps not.’ Harry sat down again, deflated, and watched, almost with childish envy, the crowds cheerfully stamping
         away.
      

     
      ‘Perhaps we could just stroll about,’ conceded Morgan reluctantly.

     
      Tea in the marquee was less formal than luncheon. The ladies no longer worried so much about creasing their clothes and some
         of the younger men had even taken off their jackets, but of course not their ties.
      

     
      ‘Oh, there are Ma and Pa . . . at the table in the corner. Let’s go and see them!’ Harry exclaimed as he manoeuvred Morgan in
         their direction. She tried to guess who they were among the ten people seated at the round table. The pretty plump lady in the flowered dress and pearls? The angular man with
         the black eyebrows that went in a straight line above hooded eyes? Or the jolly-looking couple who were passing the cucumber
         sandwiches?
      

     
      Harry stopped at a thin stiff woman in a grey dress with grey hair and a grey face, stooped to kiss her cheek and then turned
         to shake hands with a tall man of military bearing whose thick white moustache and laughing eyes Morgan found very reassuring.
      

     
      ‘Let me introduce . . .’ Harry waved his hand in Morgan’s direction.

     
      Eyes cold and colourless, as implacable as steel, turned to Morgan and a mouth that looked like a sliced lemon closed tightly.
         The Duchess of Lomond gave Morgan a dismissive nod and turned away, addressing a remark to the man sitting next to her.
      

     
      ‘How d’you do, my dear?’ The Duke was on his feet, a great gentle towering man, pumping her hand warmly. ‘Very nice to meet
         you, m’dear! I’m afraid we’re all full up here –’ he glanced round the crowded table ‘– but get yourselves some tea. Jolly
         good scones with clotted cream, if you’re quick! Having a good day, m’boy?’ He clapped Harry on the shoulder as if he were
         a much-loved dog.
      

     
      ‘Fine, Pa. Jolly exciting match, eh? Pity Spain won five goals to our four though.’

     
      Harry and his father chatted amicably while Morgan covertly watched the duchess.

     
      There wasn’t one thing she liked about her, from the soles of her low-heeled grey shoes and thick stockings to the tortured
         bun at the back of her head. Her diamonds were dirty, too.
      

     
      Greetings over, Morgan and Harry went to a nearby table, joining some old friends of Harry’s from his days at Eton College.
         Their girlfriends were with them and they eyed Morgan with undisguised hostility.
      

      
     
      ‘Too much gloss,’ she heard one dowdy girl whisper.

     
      ‘Terrifying, isn’t it,’ agreed another under her breath.

     
      Morgan held her head high. If she’d figured out what English men were like by now, she’d also suspected that English women
         appeared to have a phobia about being overdressed and over made-up. They might disapprove of her chic and groomed looks now, but if she were to marry Harry and become the Marchioness of Blairmore, they would be licking her
         Charles Jourdan boots and inviting her to join their awful charity committees.
      

     
      Morgan flashed a brilliant smile at the girl next to her.

     
      ‘Would you like some clotted cream?’ she asked.

     
      Polo over, Morgan excused herself from Harry and braved the formidable field cloakroom, which was really a mobile trailer
         lavatory. She found it full of hot ladies in printed dresses plastering more powder on their sweaty faces and scooping off
         the lipstick that had spread into little rivers round their mouths. Morgan felt the envy and hostility of their glances as
         she stood, immaculate and cool. Once outside, she glanced round for Harry. He was nowhere to be seen. The crowds were dispersing,
         laughing and joking, waving hearty goodbyes, and a group were deciding if they wanted another round of Pimms or not. The fragrance
         of trodden grass and the sweet aroma of hay from the ponies’ enclosure brought back to her sudden nostalgic memories of her
         childhood, when she and Tiffany had gone to spend long vacations with friends in Maryland. How she’d miss America if she stayed
         in England permanently! And she’d miss Tiffany too. Tiffany was so wise, and kind, and more like a mother than a sister. Damn
         it! Where could Harry have gone? She walked towards the grandstand, jostled and bumped by the departing crowds, getting angrier every
         moment. He wasn’t in the bar. Could he have got caught up with his parents? Even so, he should have waited where they’d arranged.
         A ridiculous little jab of fear stabbed her. Suppose he’d gone back to London without her! She hurried towards the car park, where long lines of Bentleys, Mercedes and
         Aston Martins were lining up for the exit, and suddenly breathed a little sigh of relief. At least his car was still there,
         although there was no sign of him. Then suddenly she saw him. He was standing with a group beside an old maroon Rolls Royce,
         its polished headlights reflecting the evening sun. In the group she saw the Duke and Duchess of Lomond, deep in conversation
         with a couple they’d been having tea with. Harry was holding the hands of a young woman in a flowered dress and talking earnestly
         to her, his head at an angle of contrition.
      

     
      As she turned to look up at Harry, a tremulous smile on her tear-stained face, Morgan instantly recognized her.

     
      It was Lady Elizabeth Greenly.

     
      Morgan was unable to sleep. The hands on her Gucci travel clock pointed to four-thirty, and she was wide awake in the Winwoods’
         guest room. What had begun as a marvellous day had almost ended in disaster. She and Harry had hardly spoken on the drive
         back to London. Damn Lady Elizabeth. Damn and blast her limp handshake and those pale innocent-looking eyes that had turned to Morgan with the expression of a kicked dog. Morgan
         ground her teeth at the memory and kicked some of the little lace pillows onto the floor.
      

     
      Then the Duchess had said in a loud voice, ‘Well, we must be getting back to town before the traffic gets too bad. Come along,
         Edgar,’ to her husband. ‘Get into the car. I’ll talk to you tomorrow, Cecilia,’ she added, addressing herself to the plump
         lady. ‘You and Cedric must come to dinner one night next week and bring Elizabeth too. Harry’s not off to Scotland for ten
         days yet, so we must all get together.’ With that she climbed briskly into the Rolls and glared at the assembled company. Especially Morgan.
      

     
      ‘Did I hear you say you’re going to Scotland soon?’ Morgan eventually asked him as they reached the outskirts of London.
      

     
      ‘Yes, just a few days. I can’t spare any longer unfortunately, but if I don’t get out of town from time to time I go quite
         crazy.’
      

     
      ‘I’ve never been to Scotland. Whereabouts is your castle?’

     
      ‘On the banks of Loch Ness.’ He turned to smile at her for the first time since they had got into the car. ‘It’s wonderful!
         Miles and miles of heather and gorse surrounded by mountains thousands of feet high! Oh, I’d give anything to be able to live
         there all the year round. You’ve no idea how quiet and peaceful it is.’ He changed gear and passed a large truck. ‘You should
         visit Scotland sometime.’
      

     
      ‘I’d love to, but I’m not sure what my plans are. I should really be leaving for the States soon . . .’ Her words hung, invitingly,
         in the air.
      

     
      ‘That’s a pity! I thought you were going to be here a bit longer.’ He never took his eyes off the road as they spun along.

     
      ‘I don’t think so, Harry. It sort of depends on my family, and things.’ She was silent for a moment then turning to look directly
         at his profile she said lightly, ‘Of course I could come up with you if you’re going in ten days! I’d love to see your home,
         and it might be the only chance I’ll ever get. Goodness only knows when I’ll be over here again.’
      

     
      To her relief Harry suddenly smiled his attractive, slightly crooked smile.

     
      ‘What a good idea!’ he exclaimed. ‘We could fly up on Wednesday week, and then I’ll have a chance to show you round before
         the others arrive.’
      

     
      ‘Others?’ Don’t tell me, she thought, panic hitting her like a blow in the face. Don’t tell me!

     
      Harry’s tone was nonchalant. ‘Ma and Pa will be there, of course, and someone called David Ridgeley and his wife Davina –
         I was at Oxford with him – and the FitzHammonds and Elizabeth.’
      

      
     
      She knew it.
      

     
      At least she’d have four days’ start on Elizabeth. Morgan decided she’d better make the most of it.

     
      ‘Joni rang here?’ Hunt ran his fingers through his hair in a gesture of desperation. ‘Darling, I’m so sorry! She was drunk, I suppose?’
      

     
      Tiffany nodded, trying to fight back her tears.

     
      ‘What I want to know is how the hell did she find out about you? I don’t understand it. I’ve been so careful not to give anything
         away. She obviously knew I had someone, but it beats me how she found out it was you. Oh, Tiff, my darling, what an unholy
         mess.’ He shook his head disbelievingly.
      

     
      ‘What are we going to do now, Hunt?’

     
      Hunt put his arms round her and held her close to him. After a moment he said, ‘What the hell can we do? I can’t give you
         up, you know that. I love you more than I’ve ever loved anyone.’
      

     
      Tiffany clung to him, the tears trickling down her face.

     
      ‘I love you too, darling. I – I don’t think I could bear to be without you.’ She pressed herself closer, as if by doing so
         she could imprint herself on him forever. Hunt was her life, at least her private life. All of it. Work was great, and stimulating, and she needed it. But you couldn’t take
         work to bed with you at night. What was the answer? As if reading her thoughts, Hunt eased her gently away from him, and looked deeply into her eyes.
      

     
      ‘I’d like to get a divorce. That is the obvious thing. But you’ve no idea how much I suffered when my parents split. It screwed
         me up for years. I don’t want to do that to Gus and Matt if I can possibly help it.’ Hunt thought back to his childhood and
         the desolation he’d felt when his father had just packed his bags one day and walked out. He’d gone on asking his mother for
         years when Dad was coming back. Gus and Matt were such great kids too, bright, quick, and so far, well adjusted. He let out a great sigh.
      

     
      Last night he’d got home in time to read them a fairy story before they went to sleep. Gus, clutching a battered teddy bear,
         his solemn eyes never leaving his father’s face, lay silent until Hunt read out the final line, ‘. . . and so they lived happily
         ever after.’
      

     
      ‘Will you and Mom live happily ever after?’ he asked.

     
      ‘With you guys around, life’s a bowl of cherries!’ Hunt quipped, the sudden lump in his throat catching him unawares. He rose
         and went to tuck Gus in. ‘Now it’s time to go to sleep. Sweet dreams.’
      

     
      ‘Good night, Daddy.’ Gus snuggled deeper under his Mickey Mouse patterned duvet, dragging his teddy bear with him. A broken
         sob came from the other bed, disturbing the stillness of the room.
      

     
      ‘Matt?’ Hunt strode over to his younger son and bent over him. ‘What’s the matter?’

     
      ‘You . . . You . . .’ Matt’s small face puckered, pink and awash with tears. He gave a small hiccup. ‘You . . . won’t ever leave us, will
         you?’
      

     
      Hunt scooped him out of bed and rocked him comfortably on his lap. ‘Now what sort of talk is that?’ he asked gently. ‘I’m
         your dad, remember? We guys always stick together. Of course I’ll never leave you! Whatever gave you such a silly idea?’
      

     
      ‘Mom did,’ Gus piped up, sticking his head above the duvet. ‘Mom said . . .’

     
      ‘Now you know Mom’s a big tease!’ Inside Hunt was raging. How dare Joni say things that made the boys feel so insecure. Whatever
         the parents’ problems, Matt and Gus must be protected. In a flash he remembered his mother unburdening herself to him, when
         his father had walked out. ‘Now let me tell you both something,’ he continued, making his voice both kind but firm. ‘Your
         Momma’s an actress. Now all actresses like to play different roles . . . that is, parts. Pretend they’re someone else. Like you pretend to be cowboys and Indians.’
      

     
      ‘That’s a silly game,’ scoffed Gus.

     
      ‘All acting is a silly game.’ Hunt felt a weariness steal over him. ‘Mom has been reading lots of plays. To see if there’s
         a good part in one of them for her. I expect she chose you to be her audience, so she could tell how well she was acting the
         part.’ He prayed they’d swallow it. Briskly he dried Matt’s tears and tucked him up in bed. ‘Now I can promise you one thing.
         Momma can act all the parts she likes, but just don’t take any notice. I’m never going to leave you and you’re both going
         to stay with me. Always. Okay?’
      

     
      Still snuffling slightly, Matt nodded his head and Gus gave a relieved little smile.

     
      Outside in the corridor, Hunt had leaned against the wall, filled with deep sadness. Those kids trusted him and he knew he
         could never let them down. But there was Tiffany. His love. His soulmate. His life.
      

     
      Now, as if she knew what he was thinking, Tiffany pressed her cheek against his. Suffering his suffering, sharing his despair.

     
      ‘I’m staying with you tonight, Tiff,’ he suddenly said with defiance. ‘Whatever happens, I can’t completely let you go.’ His
         mouth hungrily found hers, and his hands encircled her breasts stroking her stiffened nipples. ‘I need you, Tiff . . .’ His voice
         was husky, and with a groan he pushed her back onto the sofa. ‘Oh God, I need you so much.’
      

     
      Slowly and with great skill, he undressed her, kissing every part of her body as he did so, his fingertips caressing the soft
         skin of her neck and shoulders, the inside of her arms and the smoothness of her legs. When she lay naked, her eyes half closed,
         her lips smiling gently, he buried his face in her, tasting her sweetness, revelling in her swelling wetness, lingering there
         so that she ran her hands through his dark curling hair, holding his head close. When she cried ‘Oh darling, now . . . Oh please
         now,’ he penetrated her so fiercely that she gasped and clung to him. Moving with a sort of wild desperation, a kind of savage despair, as if this might
         be their last time together he thrust himself again and again into her, wanting to give the whole of himself to her, wanting
         her to take from him every last drop of his passion. When they had climaxed, they lay together almost sobbing, spent, drained,
         wondering if they could ever have enough of each other.
      

     
      At least he is staying tonight, Tiffany thought later, but how many more nights like this will there be?
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      The high turrets of Drumnadrochit Castle rose with unwelcoming bleakness from the black waters of Loch Ness as they had for
         the past five hundred years, impervious to man and elements alike.
      

     
      It was not at all what Morgan had expected.

     
      From a distance the granite walls seemed hewn out of the mighty jagged rock on which the castle stood: the windows were sinister
         slits, the crenellated battlements and ramparts were a perfect backdrop for a Dracula film.
      

     
      Who, Morgan asked herself, would want to live in a spooky, bat-infested place like this? She glanced nervously at Harry, who
         had insisted on driving the Land Rover that had met them at the airport, while Dougal, one of the staff, sat in the back with
         the dogs. With every mile Harry was looking happier and more relaxed, as he pointed out the mountains, misty with purple and
         white heather, sweeping down to the banks of golden bracken that grew almost to the water’s edge. Dark and mysterious forests
         with crystal streams and waterfalls and strange-shaped rocks burnished by thousands of years of wind and rain completed the
         magnificent landscape. Morgan looked at the castle again. Mist was creeping along the edge of the loch, slowly swallowing
         Drumnadrochit in its swirling clamminess. Suppose the place was haunted?
      

     
      ‘Do you have ghosts?’ Morgan asked in a small voice.

     
      ‘Good Lord, yes!’ His tone was airy. ‘If you hear the skirl of the bagpipes in the dead of night, it will be the headless
         body of MacVean of the Isle, raising his clan for a blood feud.’
      

     
      ‘You’re kidding!’

      
     
      Harry threw back his head, roaring with laughter.

     
      ‘You should have seen your face! Actually I believe there is a ghost of an old woman who walks through the gun room sometimes,
         but I’ve never seen her and I don’t know anyone who has. What you should be looking out for is the Loch Ness Monster!’
      

     
      ‘I’ve heard of that! Does it really exist?’

     
      ‘I believe it does, though I haven’t actually seen it myself. I know people who have seen it, but whether it’s an actual monster
         or a physical phenomenon I’m not certain. Our gamekeeper was out in a boat in the loch one evening. The waters became terribly
         turbulent and he swears he then saw what looked like a horse’s head, on a very long neck, about twenty yards away. He was
         scared shitless, because he said it suddenly got very cold for a few minutes and very eerie.’
      

     
      ‘How fascinating!’ Morgan was enthralled. What a tale to tell back home. ‘When was it first seen?’

     
      ‘In AD 565, I believe.’

     
      ‘AD 565!’ she repeated, looking at him dazed. ‘What, the same monster!’
      

     
      Harry laughed. ‘It’s either a breeding ground for generations of monsters, or like I said, some sort of phenomenon. About
         ten thousand sightings have been reported over the years, though.’
      

     
      ‘Oh! I hope I get to see it.’ She sounded like an excited little girl and Harry smiled indulgently at her.

     
      At last they arrived in the castle’s courtyard and Morgan got slowly out of the car and looked up. A shudder, half fear, half
         excitement, shot through her. Even from here it looked forbidding.
      

     
      They entered, and in the large square hall the atmosphere was one of comfortable shabbiness. Logs spat in the deep fireplace,
         and there was a smell of smouldering wood and peat. Above the fireplace the family’s armorial bearings and crest, which Morgan
         remembered seeing in Debrett’s Peerage, were carved in wood. Originally they had been gilded and painted in rich colours, but years of smoke had almost blackened them. The walls were hung with stuffed animal trophies,
         and a forest of antlers, interspersed with swords, daggers and ancient shields, filled every space. Jacobean carved chests,
         tables and chairs were stiffly arranged, and on a large round table in the centre, a pewter jug stood filled with dusty heather.
         The cold, stone-flagged floor lent a chill to the whole dingy, moth-eaten atmosphere.
      

     
      Morgan was looking round curiously when, from the length of a dark passage, a figure in a black dress and white apron appeared.
         It was Mrs Monroe, the housekeeper, a wide smile on her wrinkled face, as she welcomed the son and heir home. Mrs Monroe had
         been with the family for nearly forty years and Harry swore she knew more about them than they did themselves.
      

     
      ‘This is Miss Kalvin,’ he said after the initial greetings were over. Mrs Monroe inclined her head solemnly, her clear blue
         eyes sweeping over Morgan with a critical coldness.
      

     
      ‘Good day to you, miss.’ She turned back to Harry with a gesture that was both protective and motherly and enquired if he’d
         like his tea right away.
      

     
      ‘Yes please, can we have it by the fire in here? I don’t suppose the other fires have been lit yet?’ Harry dragged a heavy
         carved-oak chair near the spluttering logs.
      

     
      ‘They’ll be lit aye long, for you’ll be wanting them this night. We’re in for a gale, mark my words! Now sit yourself down,
         master, and I’ll be seeing to your tea.’ Her broad Scottish accent made it difficult for Morgan to understand everything she
         said, but she got the message loud and clear. Mrs Monroe did not approve of her as a companion for the ‘young master’ as she
         insisted on calling Harry.
      

     
      After tea Harry took her on a tour of the main rooms of the castle. First, he led her to the drawing room, and in spite of
         herself Morgan gasped. The room was sixty feet long and all the walls were hung with sixteenth-century tapestries, woven with
         a border of fruit and scrolls, with wild animals prowling among giant curling leaves in the centre. The colours had faded to soft muted shades of blue, green and burnt umber
         and Morgan reckoned they must be priceless. Swiftly her eyes took in the rest of this imposing room, noting the Baccarat chandeliers,
         their oblong prisms reflecting the fading light, the gilt and brocade sofas flanking the immense marble fireplace, the valuable
         rugs, the formal chairs and little tables strewn with objets d’art. She let out a long low sigh. It would have been absolutely
         fantastic were it not for the general air of shabbiness and dustiness.
      

     
      Harry showed her the library next, where thousands of leather-bound books filled the shelves, and the ballroom, where the
         county came to practise Highland reels before the round of balls that marked the annual clan gatherings.
      

     
      Then there was the Duke’s study, dominated by a large desk and a collection of fossils, and the gun room, smelling of rubber
         Wellington boots.
      

     
      By the time they got back to the hall Mrs Monroe was hovering around, wanting to know if eight o’clock would suit the young
         master for dinner.
      

     
      ‘That would be fine, Mrs Monroe.’ Harry turned to Morgan. ‘Okay for you?’ She nodded, noticing how the housekeeper was pointedly
         ignoring her.
      

     
      ‘Will you show Miss Kalvin to her room, and see that she has everything she wants?’

     
      Mrs Monroe made no comment.

     
      ‘Then,’ continued Harry, not noticing, ‘you can have a bath and a rest before dinner, Morgan. I’ve got a few things to check
         on around the estate.’
      

     
      The room had a carved four-poster bed, more heavy Jacobean furniture and massive dusty velvet curtains that, like the armorial
         bearings, had seen brighter and better days. A peat fire smouldered in the grate. Morgan peered through the window at the
         dusky melancholy landscape, and shivered with a strange foreboding. The waters of the loch looked black and sinister and those
         bits of land not shrouded in mist seemed dank and barren. What a difference from Long Island! However, if she did get married to Harry, she’d
         insist they have a house in London and, as far as she was concerned, come here as little as possible. Harry wouldn’t mind
         living in town once he had a beautiful home of his own. In fact, she’d make life so enticing, so entertaining, that he’d never
         want to come to Scotland at all! Meanwhile . . . her thoughts flickered speculatively.
      

     
      They dined in the panelled dining-room, and to Morgan it was the height of absurdity. Just the two of them, at a polished
         mahogany table that could seat forty-two people, and frequently did. Round it stood red leather coronation chairs, embossed
         on the back with ER and the crown in gold. A massive silver centrepiece of a stag at bay flanked by two eight-branch silver
         candlesticks dominated the table. Besides salt-cellars and pepper and mustard pots of Georgian silver, Morgan noticed, there
         were silver butter dishes, coasters for the wine, bonbon dishes filled with chocolates and two life-size silver partridges.
         Everything, including her array of forks and spoons bore the Lomond crest of a rampant wildcat. The crest was also embroidered
         discreetly on a corner of her damask dinner napkin. Wouldn’t Daddy just freak out if he could see all this! she thought, trying to keep a straight face at the absurdity of the situation. Wasn’t there a cosy little room where they
         could have had an intimate dinner, especially without McGillivery, the butler, who watched them like a well-trained hawk?
      

     
      Harry chattered throughout. He talked about Drumnadrochit and the surrounding thousand acres of land that belonged to them,
         much of it turned over to forestry, but with a home farm nearby. He talked about the history of the family and the part they
         had played in Scotland’s development, and all the while McGillivery kept filling up his wine glass from a heavy crystal decanter,
         unnoticed by Harry. Morgan sipped her white wine slowly, only half listening. They might have masses of land, with forests and deer, pheasants and streams to catch salmon in, but closer inspection
         of the castle had shown her it was in a very bad state of repair. Damp was rising up some of the walls, leaving black fungus
         stains. The stonework was crumbling on the ramparts, and the whole place had a neglected desolate air. An air, she thought
         with amazement, of poverty. There wasn’t any central heating and her bathroom looked as if it had been installed during the
         Iron Age. The tub was a great deep cast-iron affair, sitting on four iron lions’ feet. That she had to photograph, or her family would never believe her.
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