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PART TWO




Chapter 1


Grace was feeling good. Everything seemed to be going well with the hotel, the suites were proving just as exciting as she’d hoped, and she and David were making up for lost time, reminding themselves what they found so exciting about each other. She would just have to push her worries about Emily to the back of her mind.


After a lazy afternoon spent in bed with David, Grace finally headed back to her office. She found Andrew standing by her desk. ‘We’ve got a problem,’ he said.


‘What kind of a problem?’


‘The guests in the Ultimate Fantasy Suite want to leave. At least, one of them wants to leave. What do we do about that?’


Grace thought for a moment. ‘That’s the one booked by a woman from the Club, isn’t it? She knew what she was booking.’


Andrew nodded. ‘It is, but it seems that her fantasy of a Roman orgy wasn’t to her guest’s liking. I assume we refund their money?’


Grace hesitated. ‘I’m not sure.’


‘Not sure about what?’ asked David, coming into the office. Grace explained the situation to him and he frowned. ‘That’s Daisy and her new fiancée, isn’t it?’ Andrew nodded. ‘For heaven’s sake, if he’s visited The Club then he must—’


‘She tells me that she’s never taken him to the Club, but she must have thought he’d enjoy himself.’


‘We’ll have to give them a refund,’ said Grace firmly. ‘The whole point of this is that people enjoy themselves.’


‘Try telling that to Emily earlier,’ murmured David.


Grace ignored him. ‘Give the refund, Andrew.’


‘I don’t want to undermine you, Grace, but I seem to remember that the financial side of this hotel is my affair,’ David countered.


‘Yes, of course, when it comes to the money spent on everything, but I’ve arranged the themes and—’


‘And failed to consider all possible consequences,’ he pointed out.


Grace felt herself flushing with anger, and saw Andrew walk quickly out of the office. ‘That’s most unfair. You assured me that by using people who belonged to The Dining Club we wouldn’t get any problems like this.’


‘I never said any such thing,’ retorted David. ‘No one is ill, there’s no unforeseen emergency that’s arisen, so they should still pay.’


‘It’s not Daisy’s fault if he didn’t enjoy something she thought he would!’ protested Grace. ‘I don’t want this hotel to get a bad reputation the moment it’s opened and if her disgruntled fiancée decides to talk—’


‘That,’ said David crisply, ‘is something that most definitely won’t happen. Now leave this to me and I’ll get them out of here quickly and quietly. Who was the very large chap I saw hanging about in the staff room?’


‘Phil, he used to be a bouncer.’


‘Excellent. Send him out into the lobby while I go and speak to Daisy and leave the rest to me. Then can you send Phil out and do whatever you need to do. Lucien wants me in the Victorian Suite this evening, so if no one else wants you that gives you a few hours off.’


Grace didn’t like the sound of that. ‘Why aren’t I needed? What’s going to happen?’


Already halfway out of the door, David turned to look back at her. ‘I have no idea, but I find jealousy a most unattractive trait, Gracie, as I’m sure you know.’


She did know, he didn’t seem to have a jealous bone in his body, but she found that extremely unnatural. There were times now when she felt so close to him that her worries about their relationship from the early days seemed ridiculous. Then, at moments like this, they returned. If he truly loved her in the way that she loved him, why couldn’t he understand how incidents like this made her feel? They’d been so close alone together after leaving Lucien and Emily but now it was as though that time counted for nothing.


With a sigh she went into the staff room to find out how things had gone for all the other guests, and what they needed for the evening.


With a mortified and apologetic Daisy finally on her way back home, the unfortunate soon-to-be-ex fiancée by her side, David wanted some time to himself. The office was empty so he went in there, locking the door behind him.


He knew that really he should have let Grace deal with the Daisy problem, even though he disagreed with her reasoning, but he was so used to having the final say in all his business affairs that it had been impossible for him to let her do what he considered the wrong thing. It would have set a dangerous precedent.


But it had been exciting watching Grace demonstrating her sexual control to the relatively innocent Emily, and had made him remember the early days with her when she had been even more naïve than the young actress. At the beginning, and he knew this very well, she’d only done everything out of love for him. Emily didn’t love Lucien, he was sure of that, but she probably thought he could help her get on in her career, using contacts and money. Not that Lucien would mind. David suspected that Lucien was only here in some vain attempt to win Grace from him. He knew how much Lucien enjoyed Grace. By asking only David to join them tonight, Lucien knew that Grace would feel threatened and jealous, and he also knew how much David hated his girlfriends to become possessive.


It was a clever move, which David couldn’t help but admire, but it wouldn’t work. After his remark earlier, Grace would almost certainly keep any jealousy hidden from him, and if he was honest the thought of a threesome with Emily and Lucien was very arousing. He wondered what Lucien had planned and whether Grace would ask him anything about it all when he returned to their bedroom later that night.


It was 8 p.m. and Emily, dressed in a white cotton Victorian-style nightdress, with pin-tuck pleats, mother-of-pearl buttons and a heavily embroidered front panel, stood looking out of the window of their suite into the garden below. She could see two men and two women at the far end, partly hidden by some tall shrubs, and wondered what they were doing.


‘Are they guests?’ she asked Lucien, pointing them out to him.


‘I imagine so. I expect they’re having the Country House break. We’ll try that some time, but not yet. You’re so well suited to this Victorian theme, Emily, although tomorrow we must get a maid to put your hair up during the day.’
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