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A GULL STEADIED ITS wings and drifted over the drab building on the other side of the railway line. It flapped its wings twice and then dived out of sight.

Across the table from Red Millar the man with the small dictation machine was still talking. He was asking what Millar thought of the city.

'It's neat,' Millar growled deeply, drawing on a cigarette. 'I haven't seen too much of it, but we're out later...'

He looked at the two publicists sitting quietly in the corner. One, the youngest, crossed her long legs under his gaze. The other, a striking woman in her early sixties, said, 'We're going for a meal, and then to the theatre.'

The reporter asked what they were going to see. Millar again used his eyes to refer him to the publicist. Millar's mind was wandering. His patience had been short two hours ago during the first twenty-minute interview, now it was all gone. The gull reappeared, flapping its wings determinedly to gain height.

'Thank you for your time,' the reporter said, clicking off the machine and standing.

Millar lazily lifted his hand and a silver ring sparkled. 'No problem.'

The younger publicist, a member of Millar's own staff, thanked the reporter profusely in her thick New York accent, and led him to the door. The hotel chain with which Millar had been staying in the UK provided the older woman. She had dark-brown hair, which appeared natural, and wore a smart blue suit. She seemed pleasant but guarded, just as Millar imagined an English lady to be. She did not seem to be in awe of the young Hollywood star. Maybe the last few days with him had shown her there was nothing of which to be in awe. More likely, she just wasn't the kind to be intimidated by anybody. In short, everyone knew Grace Gleason was a tough operator. Shrewd was the word most often used to describe her. She watched Millar walk to the window and then followed the other two to the door.

'I'll take Mr Hardie down,' she told the younger woman, and waved Mr Hardie out in front of her. They both left, shutting the door.

The young PR girl looked at Red Millar. He was six feet tall and unusually broad-shouldered. Maybe it was because he was a film star but, as he stood against the window, the light seemed to do something special with his outline. It softened around him. The girl cleared a dry throat and said, 'You've got ten minutes until the next one.'

'Make it twenty, Jenny,' came the reply. He hadn't turned around. The girl waited to see if there was anything else, but after stubbing out a cigarette Millar said nothing. She opened the door and stepped out to the corridor.

Millar turned. He had a huge grin on his face. He rubbed his stubbly chin and slipped off towards the bedroom. The heavy curtains were drawn but he could make out the thick tangle of brown hair on the white pillows.

He'd only arrived in the middle of the night but he knew the sheets were thin and soft, almost transparent. He could see the girl breathing slowly, but he guessed she wasn't sleeping. The door had been ajar to the other room, and there had been a lot of talking going on from the succession of reporters asking the same questions about his new film. He walked to the bed and pulled his top up over his head. He unzipped his trousers and slipped them off. His cock was already hard, pointing out and upwards slightly. He looked at his body in the mirrored wardrobe doors and smiled. Then he slowly pulled the sheet off the girl, off her shoulders, down her back, over her rounded buttocks. They shone with the thin shaft of light that broke between the curtains.

She didn't move or say anything, just as he'd instructed her. He knelt on the side of the bed and cupped a hand over the curve of one of her buttocks. Slowly, he leaned down and kissed it. Then he pushed his hand between the backs of her thighs and slipped a finger inside her. She gasped slightly. Her pussy was still hot and wet from their earlier lovemaking. That made him smile. He ran his fingers up between her lips and she gasped again.

He slowly got onto the bed beside her and then opened her legs. He knelt between them and let his hard cock nudge her moist lips. He felt the heat from her sex as he ran his penis gently against her. Just teasing. That was what he liked the most. He saw her head turn into the pillow as she strained to keep silent. She was biting her lip. She felt the head of his penis slip inside her and then stop. He held himself on his arms above her. His eyes went down to his groin, pushed in against her smooth buttocks. Then he looked across at the mirror and studied the contrasting shades of his black hips and buttocks and her silky white body. His eyes moved from the athletic curve of his buttocks to the dark shaft extending down between the backs of her thighs.

He started slow thrusts into her pussy, in and out, just an inch or so. Then deeper. Then deeper still. He maintained a slow rhythm that gently began to build up the desire inside him. He felt her juices ease him in; there was little resistance from her body. He knew she would want him to go hard and deep inside her and that helped him to keep his thrusts slow and simple movements. He didn't like to easily give other people exactly what they wanted.

He looked at his buttocks moving up and down and only then began to quicken the pace. With one hard thrust he felt himself to be as deep as he could be inside her. His lips moved down to kiss her neck, his head still turned to watch his body, the muscles in his upper arms rippling. His hands slipped round her waist to pull her closer to him. And then he felt the power of his lust take over completely, pulling at her body and forcing his legs to open hers even wider as he urged every last wave of his release to reach deep inside her.

––––––––
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GRACE GLEASON'S JOB was to chat and smile, chat and smile. Chat about anything, and smile at almost everyone. But unlike many others in her line of work, she also liked to watch. To observe.

Take this group in the smart lounge bar of the hotel in which Millar was staying. She'd been introduced to them all. About half were journalists just doing their job. They'd asked for interviews with Millar, arrived and been given time slots. Most had stayed at the hotel even though their interviews were done. They chatted with colleagues and competitors coming down from Millar's eighth floor suite, trying to gauge if a rival had got anything out of the taciturn star that they had not. For journalists there is nothing worse than missing something. They didn't want to leave a job with someone writing for the competition still on the scene. What, for example, if Red Millar had come down with a new girl? Or – as some hacks thought he was slowly getting drunk – what if he smacked the last interviewer of the session in the eye and they weren't there?

Some of the group were Millar's team. Or the film production company's marketing team, more like. Two or three were from local PR companies getting in on the act in some way. The restaurant hosting Millar tonight, for instance, had someone there. Just chatting. And smiling.

One of the group stood out for Grace as they stood in twos and threes, sipping wine or juice and picking nibbles off a tray. She was a woman of about thirty. She was a little above average height and wore a black trouser suit. She chatted with the rest of them, but listened intently, too. Not only – and this made the watchful Grace smile – to conversations which she was involved in. She had a sparkle in her eye, but not in the way that many others did. There was no arrogance in her face or the way she stood. She was charming but not over-friendly. Grace liked her immediately. She reminded her of herself.

They chatted in a small group at first, and introduced themselves. She was Jayne Beattie, a freelance writer. Up close, Grace saw that she had beautiful green eyes and a small, pretty nose. Her fringe was cut straight and her blonde hair was shaped in a neat bob. It was a style she had probably worn since she entered her teens and it looked pretty old-fashioned, but her features were so beautiful in a simple way it did not seem to matter.

When one of the group was called through to chat to Millar, Grace watched the other PR girl take him up, and stayed to speak to Jayne alone for a few minutes. She had no trace of an accent that Grace could detect. She had moved around a great deal when growing up, and had since travelled too. Most of her freelance work in the last three or four years had been on travel writing commissions, she said when Grace asked her. She liked finding a place and trying to understand it, she said, and smiling self-consciously, she said she treated this kind of work the same. Everybody thought they knew a star like Millar in the same way they had an image of, say, Los Angeles, whether they'd been or not. Finding the character of a person and a place could be a similar quest, she said. Then she laughed. 'You've got me talking like a right smart-arse,' she said, pricking her own pomposity.

'Not at all,' Grace replied, touching Jayne's arm gently. 'I'm very interested in what you have to say.'

Jayne sipped her orange juice. She tried not to drink alcohol when working. She smoked, but she was always trying to cut down or give up. She was nearly thirty-five, quite a bit older than Grace had guessed at. She was self-conscious, too self-conscious, she thought. If she had written a piece about herself she would have analysed her hair, as Grace did on seeing her. She sometimes wanted to pull it across her face, and when embarrassed she tipped her head forward so a golden shroud protected her eyes and mouth and reddening cheeks from both sides. She sometimes also struggled to keep someone's gaze. She knew she was attractive and it made her uncomfortable when she felt someone looking at her for her beauty. She'd tip her eyes down, although never when interviewing. She had perfect shorthand and could make notes without looking at her pad too much. She kept her eyes on her subject, wanting to read their movements as well as understand their words.

She felt, though, a little uncomfortable under Grace's gaze. Grace had blue piercing eyes, which were almost unnatural in their colour. If she didn't have smiling lines around them they would have looked frighteningly cold. For a moment she wondered if Grace was studying her looks, then dismissed the thought. This woman was intent on reading her mind, she thought.

––––––––
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RED MILLAR FOUND IT incredibly sexy. As he watched the journalist think effortlessly about her next question, he could feel the dampness at the base of his belly from his lovemaking. His reflection kept buzzing into his mind. He could still smell the sex. He wondered if this woman – Jayne, he thought she said her name was – could too. It might disturb her, he thought, although his silence or gruff answers could not. She was not intimidated when he looked at her. He even tried to catch her out with a killer smile. She was pursuing a line about his character's struggles with a father figure in the new film. She had read up on his real pop and was asking what memories he'd drawn on for his performance. She wasn't the first to ask these questions but she seemed to know more about him than some other questioners, and that flattered him. 'In the film you say to your father, "I look at you and see your mistakes and regrets in the lines on your face, and more than anything I don't want to end up as you",' Jayne said, looking at Millar all the time. She had memorised the line. 'How does that compare with your feelings for your own father?'

He looked at her. Those were such green eyes. Wide open fields were green, but wide open fields were freedom. This was not. Questions like these closed him in.

Jayne pushed her hair back from her face. Millar looked away for a moment, out of the window. The sky had turned grey. It was a September afternoon, and the Brits weren't having one of those late summers they always wished for. He guessed it was three, maybe later; he didn't wear a watch any more and the room was too fancy to have something as simple and functional as a clock.

'I hope one day that I'll make up with my dad,' said Millar. 'We've had a lot of things going on. I'm too caught up in my work right now to start mending... rebuilding... bridges. I don't want to talk about it too much because a thing is going on where the more I talk about it and he reads me talking about it, the further I drive him away.'

Jayne pressed, 'And what does he think of your movies? Would you know what he thinks of this film?'

Millar let a smile break slowly across his face, although he was uncomfortable and it struggled to reach his eyes. All that warm, sexy feeling had disappeared. 'I hope he likes my movies,' he said flatly.

––––––––
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ONLY WHEN JAYNE WAS in the lift descending back to the lobby did she allow herself to think about Millar as one of the top ten, maybe top five, biggest film stars in the world. His last film was three years ago, but it was so successful fans and critics alike anticipated the new one. Film writers talked about him as the biggest black star ever, a star with an edge, and that edge, Jayne sensed, grew somewhere out of the broken relationship with his dad.

'What did you think of him?' Grace asked as the lift came to rest on the ground floor. The doors opened and they stepped out together.

'He has quite a presence. He moves slowly. Like a wolf, I think.' They stood in the foyer. 'I've got to have a cigarette,' Jayne said, turning towards the bar, a different bar to the one where the reporters were gathered. Men in suits sat around chatting: middle managers had finished early and were enjoying a boastful drink with competitors.

Both women ordered a white wine and Jayne lit a cigarette. 'How long have you been with Millar?'

'I met him in London four days ago,' Grace replied. Jayne listened closely to her voice. It was deep for a woman. No accent. It wasn't posh. There was no clue to where she was from. 'I've had to chaperone quite a few people. Not many film stars, but mainly business leaders. Millar is no better or worse than any of them, despite the pressures of his image.'

Jayne took a sip of her wine, and glanced towards the door. A fat guy in a grey lounge suit had just entered with a younger woman in a red dress, which stretched across her large breasts. Jayne felt a strange and sudden embarrassment for them both.

'It's interesting the difference between the image and the person. The confusion.' Grace could have been talking about the pair at the bar. The guy was buying a bottle of the finest champagne, while the woman self-consciously adjusted her dress. His hand was on her buttocks. Grace was looking at them, but apparently still talking about Millar. 'Our image of ourselves, others thoughts on what they imagine us to be. Not us so much, you and I, some people.'

Something in Grace's manner persuaded Jayne that her thoughts were moving away from Millar. Not to the pair at the bar, though. Somewhere else. Someone else.

'What else have you got on at the moment, if you don't mind me asking?'

'I've had nothing as interesting as this for a while,' Jayne replied, putting out her cigarette, noticing a smear of her lipstick on the filter.

'There may be something you can help me with,' Grace said, her eyes steady on Jayne's, the gaze unnerving her. 'There's a man I'd like some research done on.'

It was such a strange request. Jayne had met many PR people but never heard anything so personal before.

Grace knew she had to be the one doing the talking. 'He's a well-known guy. An international guy. But I'd like to know the close-up details about him. That's why I reckon you can help. I just want you to build up a file for me. Who are the people close to him? What he likes to do. Like writing an article for a Sunday.'

'You're talking about some sort of private commission?' Jayne asked, taking another sip of her wine.

'I suppose so,' Grace said, and Jayne realised the other woman had not touched her drink. 'It will take a bit of travelling. I don't expect you to interview him, but if you need to, so be it. I'll leave it to you. Just make out you're doing what you do for an article. Whatever you think best. Yes, we'll call it a private commission,' Grace concluded, instead of simply offering money.

Jayne took another cigarette out of the packet and rolled it between her fingers. She had to go and write this Millar piece, otherwise she'd knock back another wine. She felt like some sort of private investigator from a 1950s movie. She looked in her bag for her lighter. 'Why?' she asked.

'It's just for some private stuff I'm doing, but I couldn't do the kind of work you do. I've been looking for the right person to help, and I think it's you.'

Grace was a businesswoman again. This is how she would be in a company meeting, planning a PR campaign for a client. Delegating, making people feel special, asking them to deliver. Jayne was not easily impressed, but something in Grace's manner continued to intrigue her.

'Who's the subject?' she asked.

Grace said the name quickly, but with feeling. 'Alan John Camberwell.'

––––––––
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ALAN JOHN CAMBERWELL. Everybody knew something about him. He was a businessman. A very rich businessman. He had vast amounts of money and accessories like newspapers, a few digital or satellite television stations, umpteen other companies and homes. He enjoyed the friendship of presidents, prime ministers and sheikhs. And yet, no one knew much about him as a human being.

He was British, Jayne thought, or he may have been half French. He certainly fought in France during the war as a member of the resistance, or a British spy, Jayne wasn't sure. He was some kind of a hero, though.

He had a number of children who had mainly followed him into business. Jayne knew that one owned an oil company and one was a not very successful racing driver.

Jayne was in her office at home. It was a second bedroom really, with a single bed and a view over a city street. It was just after nine in the morning. She wasn't dressed yet. She was sat in her pyjamas and robe at her computer desk. The postman was moving slowly down the Edwardian terraced houses across the street.

She was trying to think about Red Millar. She'd written her intro paragraph and was just getting into a description of his physical presence. But irritatingly, she couldn't stop thinking about Alan John Camberwell. He must be in his seventies or eighties if he fought in the war, she thought, watching a woman collect a parcel from the postman.

She made coffee and then resolved to stop thinking about Camberwell. She would write her 1,500-word piece on Millar first, and then search the internet for anything on Camberwell.

While in the shower she went through five or six paragraphs on Millar in her head, then went straight to her computer, her wet hair wrapped in a towel and her body snug in her robe.

She completed the article in one sweep and then took a break, dressing in her bedroom when the phone rang. It was Terry, who worked as an archivist at the city's main newspaper. Its library held cuttings and pictures on just about everything. She used to work there and knew it was an Aladdin's cave for a researcher.

Terry invited her to a party that night. Someone was leaving. She didn't really fancy it, as there were a lot of people working there now who she didn't really know. And there was too much to think about at the moment.

She asked Terry if they kept cuttings and picture packets on Camberwell. 'Oh, yeah,' he said. 'There's quite a few, going right back.'

'Can I come in this afternoon to see them?' Anybody who didn't work there had to get Terry's permission.

'Only if you come tonight,' he said.

Jayne smiled and reluctantly agreed. She wanted to see what the older cuttings said about Camberwell. She hadn't said yes to Grace's offer yet, but part of her already seemed to have set out on the quest.

––––––––
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BY THE TIME SHE GOT into the Post's offices Terry was nearing the end of his shift, but he had arranged for the packets to be found for Jayne, and made somebody on work experience photocopy large sections of them, both cuttings and photographs. Jayne wanted to see the originals, but there wasn't much time for that. She picked up the photocopies. There must have been a hundred sheets of paper, maybe more.

'He was born in Luxembourg, did you know that?' Terry said. Jayne said she hadn't. 'Do you know of anybody else born in Luxembourg?' Terry asked, smiling. 'I don't.'

The leaving party was at a bar in the city's new marina. Jayne disappointed Terry by saying she wanted to drive the cuttings home first. She would meet him there. He didn't believe her, but even though she didn't want to go, she wouldn't let him down.

––––––––
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SHE ARRIVED AT THE bar in a taxi. She'd put on a new red dress, cut lower than most things she chose to wear. She knew she had lovely breasts, but her natural shyness made her wear a necklace to try to detract from how much cleavage she was showing. In fact, it only served to enhance the vision of the upper slopes of her breasts and the shadowy valley between.

The drinks were already going down well when she arrived. Terry saw her walk in and came over. There had never been anything sexual between them but they got on really well. She knew Terry wanted more from her, but she couldn't be a lover to him. He had always been single, and although he was a friend to just about everybody, had never had a serious relationship with anyone as far as she knew. He bought her a drink and they chatted.

The guy whose leaving do it was came over in a group. His name was Mike, and he was in his late twenties, she guessed. He had been there about three years, joining after Jayne had left. He had an oval face and dark hair, combed back, almost a 1950s rocker cut, but shorter. His lips seemed to be always slightly parted in a sexy smile, which appealed to Jayne. When their eyes met he held her gaze.

Jayne was slightly drunk when the party split into taxis and headed to a city centre bar. She sat in the back of the cab, with Terry on one side and Mike on the other. Mike's leg was against hers and he made no attempt to move away. She felt the heat of him through her dress as they chatted about his new job, but she daren't turn to look at him: their faces would be too close.

It had been a long time since Jayne felt this kind of attraction to anybody. At the bar she watched him dance with a couple of girls from work, and it hurt her. It should be her, she kept thinking. There was an hour until the bar shut and he was dancing with somebody else. For some reason she thought of the sex scene in Red Millar's new film, where the camera showed Millar's bum as he thrust between a woman's legs. It lingered too on the girl's fingernails against his shoulder blades. She looked at Mike's arse as he danced. It looked good.

She smiled to herself. She was drunk. She'd have one more and go. This was crazy, but she went to the bar. It was thinning out a bit. It had been four deep an hour earlier.

'What are you having?'

She turned and found Mike standing beside her. His face was so close again, like in the taxi. 'I don't know,' she said. 'I'm thinking of going home. Sorry.'

'That's okay.' He glanced around at the others. They were spread out now in their usual groups: some in the dark corners, a cluster further along the bar, and some fooling around on the dance floor. Most were very drunk. 'Would you mind if I came with you?'

Their eyes met. He had a sparkle in his. His lips were slightly parted. She could almost feel the longing for her on his breath. She didn't hear herself say it, but she must have said yes because next moment they were sitting in a cab again heading for her house.

When she shut the door behind them she looked at him properly. Here he was, this sexy man standing in her hallway. His mouth was set in a confident grin, almost a smirk. The lapels of his black jacket were turned up and she went to him, held them and kissed him hard, her tongue flickering into his mouth, feeling him respond. She felt a fire in the pit of her belly and then, as he pulled her close, she felt his hard penis against her hip. His hands moved over her back and down to her buttocks. His fingers felt cool through her dress as they traced the curves of her bottom. Her mouth was still locked to his, and suddenly afraid that she seemed too turned on, too desperate, she pulled away.

'I want you, Jayne,' he said plainly. 'Let me take you upstairs.'

She said she had to have some water and walked through to the kitchen. Silently she stood at the sink and sipped the cold drink. She looked at her reflection in the window. Her breasts seemed to be heaving.

Suddenly Mike was behind her, reaching round to cup her breasts and pushing his face gently into her neck. Those smiling lips were working magic on her sensitive skin. His hands roamed over her breasts, caressing the undersides and her nipples through her dress, and then stroking the exposed upper slopes. She smouldered at his touch.

She heard herself moan and leaned back into his embrace as his lips moved against her neck. She felt him bite her gently.

Then she felt it. His cock was hard against her buttocks. She thought for a moment he'd already taken it out of his trousers, but when she reached behind her she felt it tenting the thin material. She stroked it and felt him swell even more. 'Fuck me, Mike,' she whispered.

As she turned they kissed again. She slipped down the zip of his trousers and eased out his erect penis. She felt a sticky dampness on its tip. She pumped it gently, slowly leading him through to her living room.

She pushed the jacket off his shoulders and slipped off his tie. He undid the buttons on his shirt and kicked off his trousers and underwear as she pushed him back on the sofa. He was naked now except for his shirt, which was peeled back off his body. His chest was broad but hairless. He was looking up at her, panting. His penis looked huge and dark – darker than the rest of his body. His balls were stretched tight by his erection.

Jayne raised her dress, slipped down her panties and revealed the soft curls of her pussy. He looked at it, and then back to her face as she sat astride him, pushing her still covered breasts into his face. His mouth searched, moving the red material. She felt his hands cup her buttocks, and as they stroked her she felt her pussy moisten. She felt the heat of her own desire. She felt the barriers melt for him as he positioned himself beneath her pussy and guided her down onto him.

The head of his cock squeezed softly inside her, making her gasp, his hands moving roughly over her buttocks beneath her dress. 'Oh, yes,' she sighed, 'that's perfect.'

His mouth had moved the dress aside, and with his fingers working on her bra clasp her breasts were soon free. His tongue worked hungrily on one nipple and then the other. They were hard and dark with desire.

His hands wandered back to the curves of her bottom, his cock penetrating deeper inside her. She felt the walls of her pussy melt. She moved up and down on him, watching his face against her breasts, suckling like a contented baby as he fucked her, his glistening saliva on her right nipple.

She held on to the back of the sofa and found her rhythm, quickening her pace. She was controlling just how deep his cock went inside her now. She didn't want to lose power over the moment, not now, not so easily, but she felt the waves of desire overcome her again and sank lower, his cock filling her further.

She looked down at his face and kissed him again. She was coming and hoped he was too, and then it swept over her, her head rolling back as she cried out with pleasure.

––––––––
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JAYNE AWOKE WITH AN ache behind her eyes. A hangover. She hated hangovers. Not because of feeling so grotty, but because they were wasteful. She wouldn't be able to do much today, and she wanted to work through the Camberwell cuttings.

Only then did she remember Mike. She opened her eyes, her headache gone for that brief moment of shock.

She stared at a spot on the wall, concentrating. She couldn't feel his body or his legs behind her. She couldn't feel his breathing on the pillow. Had he gone? She hoped so, and at the same time, she hoped not. She didn't really want to speak to him, but she hoped he wasn't so mean as to leave without saying anything.

She wanted to turn without waking him. Slowly she moved her foot. Nothing. She turned. He wasn't in the bed and the duvet was turned back as if he'd not been there at all. Suddenly an image came into her head. Her face was against his belly, his head was back on the pillow, a low moan softly breaking through the dark. She had her hand on his penis. It was hard again and still damp with both their juices. She moved her hand back and forth over its length and touched the tip to her soft breasts...

Suddenly the headache returned and the image vanished. She listened. Was he downstairs, or maybe just across the landing in the bathroom?

She looked at the clock. It was one o'clock in the afternoon! She slowly got up and put on her robe. She had slept naked for the first time in ages, and as she looked at her body in the mirror she again remembered the excitement of a rough night of drunken sex.

She opened the bedroom door and listened. Nothing. The bathroom door was open and the room was empty.

She felt a bit sick, so slipping off the robe she returned to bed, desperately trying to overcome the pounding in her head.

––––––––
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JAYNE SAT IN JEANS and a T-shirt in front of the television. She was in the same spot where last night she had straddled a stranger and fucked him.

The television was on low, and she had papers spread out on the sofa beside her and across the coffee table.

She'd had one man on her mind since she managed to get up mid-afternoon. Not Mike, but Alan John Camberwell.

Mike, it was true, had given her real satisfaction, but he'd also concentrated her mind. She'd never had a one-night stand with a stranger before. She'd screwed Mike within five hours of meeting him, and felt that had changed her.

She had been freelancing for nearly four years, writing for ten. The last few years had been something of a treadmill, selling the same kinds of features to the same publications. But Mike's cock had woken her from her torpor. It was time to spice things up.

That didn't mean changing altogether, but it was obvious that, feeling like this, she had to go with the strange offer given her that same week. She would accept Grace Gleason's 'private commission'.

That decided, she thought back to Grace. What exactly was it she wanted her to do? Find close-up details about him, she'd said. Build up a file.

Well, there was enough for a large file on Camberwell already in front of her; photocopies of newspaper articles going back to the 1950s. Copies of agency pictures, too. President Decorates Resistance Heroes. Publisher's Plan to Change Face of TV. Camberwell Goes to Hollywood. Is This the Most Powerful Man in Europe?

Whatever that last feature concluded, Camberwell had to be one of the most powerful men in the world! Strange then, Jayne thought to herself, that he was born in Luxembourg, that tiny country nestled between Germany, France and Belgium, which had been a pawn in other nations' games for a thousand years. His official birthplace was always written as the capital city, although in one interview Jayne read Camberwell referred to a rural childhood.

His name then had been Alain Cambier, and his father, it appeared, had been a travelling salesman, selling his wares throughout Luxembourg and into Germany and France. Cambier's mother had been a homely woman whom he talked about with great fondness. One interviewer, who spoke to him in the late 1960s for one of his own newspapers, talked of Camberwell losing momentary control of his voice and 'looking into the distance' when his mother was brought up in conversation.

When World War II came, Cambier said he went underground almost immediately. His parents lived quietly, although his father's trading, he said, was restricted. But Cambier was allowed to do some travelling with his father and used this to build up a resistance network. He made contact with the underground in Amsterdam, Brussels and Liege, providing an extension of the network into the southern Vichy areas of France, whose authorities had made their peace with the Germans.
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