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‘So shall we send you back to your party boat?’ Philippe the manager asked, an obviously rhetorical question as he held his arms wide in a don’t you dare step onto this pier fashion.

‘No,’ said Jess. ‘Noooo …’

‘And why not?’

‘We’re here for … the party?’ Bryony ventured.

The manager’s expression changed instantly into one of panic and regret. ‘Mademoiselles, I am sorry – I was given the incorrect information that you were guests staying at the hotel and when I couldn’t find your names …’ He started to scan a piece of paper that he had pulled from his pocket.

‘No problem,’ Jess tittered, patting Philippe’s arm and chuckling as she hastily climbed off the boat, gripping Bryony’s hand. Bryony was goddamned genius. ‘We’d better dash in there quick, we’re a little late. Okay, bye.’

‘One moment please. You are not on my list for the party either. May I ask of whom you are guests?’

‘We are the daughters of …’ Jess racked her brains. ‘I mean, isn’t it obvious?’

The manager looked at their very different faces. ‘I’m sorry, but no.’

‘We’re the daughters of … Dan … ny … DeVito. Danny DeVito. Daddy DeVito we call him.’

‘You are both the daughters of Danny DeVito?’

‘Yes,’ Bryony set her chin. ‘Racist.’

‘Um, anyway, I know he’s not here, but he wanted us to come and say hi to everyone on his behalf.’ Jess fixed Philippe with a smile fit for a Stepford Wife.

‘No.’

‘No?’

‘No, your father is here already, I will take you to him myself.’

‘He’s here? How … fantastic.’ Jess had mixed emotions. Meeting Mr DeVito would be amazing, but meeting him while masquerading as his daughter – not so much.

‘Please, follow me.’ The manager turned and made his way along the pier toward the hotel.

‘Danny DeVito?’ Bryony hissed.

‘He was the first older male celebrity who probably wouldn’t be here that came to mind. Come on, you have to admit it was pretty obscure. I think I did well.’

‘Well, sis, we have probably less than a minute to get out of this before we meet Dad. Any suggestions?’

‘No … who would you have said?’

‘What?’

‘Who would you have said was our dad?’

‘Samuel L. Jackson.’

‘Hmm … he just doesn’t look like me—’

‘Hel-lo?’ Bryony pointed at herself as they entered the foyer. ‘Anyway, let’s talk about this later. We’re nearly there.’ They approached a ballroom in which they could hear a party was in full flow.

‘Mr Manager? Um, Monsieur Philippe?’ Jess said, and stopped short.

‘Yes?’

‘I would like to use the bathroom.’

‘Certainly, mademoiselle, there is one just through the ballroom on the right.’

‘No thank you.’ She gave him another Stepford Wife smile.

‘Excusez-moi?’

‘I don’t want to use that one very much. Thank you.’ See, Bryony, manners are everything.

‘Would you care to use the one in the lobby?’

‘Actually, I think we would both appreciate a little more privacy, to freshen up and what not.’

The manager nodded, glancing at his watch. ‘Certainly, mademoiselle. I will ask our concierge, Audrey, to escort you to our ladies’ cloakroom on the second floor, next to the cocktail lounge.’ He motioned to a woman behind a desk, who scuttled over and they spoke in hushed voices.

As Audrey led them up the stairs, Jess gazed back at the ballroom, wondering what A-list treasures could be found inside. Once at the door of the ladies’ bathroom, Audrey stepped to the side and clasped her hands together in front of her.

‘Merci beaucoup, Audrey,’ said Jess. ‘We’ll make our way back down to the party in a moment.’

‘It is no problem; I will wait and escort you back down.’

‘No, really, we might be a while. My friend … um, sister – my lovely, friendly sister has a funny stomach. Les merdes,’ she whispered, winking at Audrey.

‘Thank you, Jess,’ Bryony said through gritted teeth.

‘It is no problem; I will wait as long as you need,’ Audrey repeated, not budging, and averting her eyes from Jess.

Bryony stuffed Jess into the bathroom, and while she made use of the facilities – ‘Since we’re here’ – Jess pottered about seeing if there was anything worth nabbing. Ooh, Egyptian cotton flannels? And then she struck gold.

Not actual gold, but a way out of their situation.

Bryony exited the stall, stuffing her bra into her clutch bag. ‘Ahh, escape from boob prison.’

‘I am the best. Check it out.’ Jess pointed at a lacquered walnut door at the far end of the bathroom. ‘That ain’t no cleaning cupboard.’

‘Is it Narnia?’

Jess opened the door quietly and peeped through, then swung it wide for Bryony. ‘It’s a service corridor, so the attendants can get to and from the bathroom without wheeling mops and buckets through the cocktail lounge.’

‘Well thank you, Meems, I think I now know what I’ll write my hard-hitting, Pulitzer prize-winning article about.’

‘All right, Sarky Mark. This is how we get away from Audrey.’

At last, the penny dropped and Bryony said, ‘That’s the kind of sneaky detective work that reminds me why you and I are friends. Let’s go!’

They slipped through the door and made their way down endless stark corridors as quickly and quietly as they could manage, slowing only once as they passed the kitchen, to breathe in the aroma of lamb cutlets and rosemary.

‘There’s a fire exit!’ Jess cried, feeling very like a modern Butch Cassidy.

‘Wait!’ The Sundance Kid, aka Bryony, grabbed her arm and they screeched to a halt. ‘First of all, keep your voice down! Second of all, what if it’s alarmed? Opening that door could set off a huge fire alarm, evacuating the whole hotel and leaving a hundred megastars standing about shivering in the streets for everyone to see. Stop looking at me like that, it’s a bad thing!’

They dawdled for a moment, unsure what to do.

‘There you are,’ came a stern voice from behind them. But when they turned it wasn’t Audrey who faced them, but a polished-looking woman with a neat blond bob and an earpiece. ‘I found them.’ She spoke at the air in a crisp, clipped English accent. ‘What are you doing back here? You should have been in the ballroom ten minutes ago.’

‘Erm, gosh, sorry, we were just—’ Jess stammered.

‘I had the squits and—’

She took them each by the arm and before they even had a chance say sacré bleu they were being pushed through some double doors and – oh!

They were standing on a stage at the far end of one the most beautifully decorated ballrooms Jess had ever seen. From the crystal and white rose centrepieces to the silver-thread table runners to the vast flower garlands to the hanging tea lights, it was a Pinterester’s dream. And seated in huddles around circular white tables were more faces than Jess would see in an issue of Heat. Her eyes flicked from the Oscar winner showing a lead singer something on his phone to the Kardashian leaning across the table to talk to the supermodel. She reached for her phone; she didn’t care if she was on stage. Must. Take. Celeb-background selfie …

But the blond woman thrust a microphone into her hand before she had got to her clutch bag, and handed a second to Bryony.

‘What do we do with these?’ Jess asked.

‘You’re the singers aren’t you?’ The woman sounded exasperated. ‘Why don’t you try singing? Now.’

‘But—’ Bryony started.

‘SHOULD old acquaintance be forgot,’ Jess sang, loud and clear into the microphone, and the room hushed. She met Bryony’s wide eyes and kept going, her voice and hand shaking, ‘and never brought to mind?’

Tonight, in Cannes, Hollywood would not be finding a new star in Jess. But she kept going because Marilyn would have, and, besides, how could she leave now? When would she ever again get the chance to sing badly in front of her favourite actors?

Seconds ticked by as if in slow motion. All eyes were on her and all she could think was, what’s the next line, what’s the next line? And then something wonderful happened: Bryony linked arms with her and joined the hell in. ‘Should old acquaintance be forgot, and auld lang syne?’

At this point, Jess really believed Johnny Depp might have jumped up and linked arms with Kylie Minogue, Kanye with Reese, and the whole ballroom would have erupted into an impromptu sing-along sway-fest. But as they were about to start belting out the chorus, their mics were switched off and, out of nowhere, a pianist slid onto the piano stool in front of the white baby grand and began a began a tinkling rendition of ‘Auld Lang Syne’ before merging seamlessly into the more appropriate ‘Beyond the Sea’, and lullabying the party-goers back into their conversations.
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