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      Chapter One


      

      ‘HARRIET, WHERE’S YOUR ring?’ asked Ella, her RADA trained voice carrying to every corner of the wine bar.

      


      

      Harriet blushed and removed her left hand from the top of the table, sliding it out of sight beneath the tablecloth. ‘Keep

         your voice down,’ she muttered.

      


      

      ‘But where is it?’ persisted Ella. ‘Surely the ever-efficient Miss Radcliffe hasn’t mislaid her impeccably tasteful and priceless

         engagement ring? What on earth will James say?’ she added.

      


      

      ‘James won’t be worried. I’ve given it back to him,’ said Harriet.


      

      Ella stared at her friend in astonishment and then drained her glass. It was her usual reaction to any kind of shock. ‘You

         mean, you’re not going to marry James after all?’

      


      

      Harriet nodded. ‘That’s what I mean.’


      

      ‘But why? You were the perfect couple, and with you at his side James would have gone right to the top. God, I wish I could

         find a merchant banker to marry me, I can tell you.’

      


      

      Despite her depression, Harriet laughed. ‘Ella, you could never marry anyone like James. You’d die of boredom on your honeymoon.’

      


      

      ‘Really?’ Ella leant forward eagerly. ‘You mean you’re finally going to confess the secrets of your sex life together? Wasn’t

         he any good in bed?’

      


      

      Harriet shrugged. ‘He was all right. I mean, he was always very considerate and made sure I was satisfied, it was just that

         there was never any … I don’t know, excitement really. I suppose he loved me, but he lacked real passion. I was in bed with

         him last Saturday and when he turned on his side and his hand went straight to the same place as it always did I suddenly

         thought, I can’t stand this any more; if he touches me there one more time I shall scream. Well, he touched me and I did.’

      


      

      ‘You screamed?’ Ella was stunned.


      

      Harriet laughed. ‘Yes! I actually screamed “Don’t do that” at him. I felt terrible afterwards. He was so hurt, and kept saying “but I thought you liked it”, which I did the first few

         times. Anyway, that was it really. He said I must be having a breakdown and needed a rest. I said it wasn’t that at all; it

         was simply that I’d finally come to my senses and realised he wasn’t the man for me. Then I gave him back his ring and he

         left. End of story.’

      


      

      ‘But the wedding!’ exclaimed Ella. ‘All those guests, and the presents you’ve already had.’


      

      Harriet nodded. ‘I know. Luckily since my parents are still abroad and weren’t even coming they won’t kick up a fuss. It’s

         poor James who’ll have to cope with his family’s wrath.’

      


      

      ‘Have you told them at work?’ asked Ella.


      

      ‘There wasn’t any need. I went in to work on the Monday and handed in my notice.’

      


      

      ‘Get another bottle of wine,’ said Ella. ‘This is too much to cope with sober. I mean to say, Harriet, we’ve known each other

         for over ten years and in all that time you’ve never done anything unexpected. You passed all your exams easily, got a wonderful

         job in the City as PA to a top company director, became engaged to a handsome, wealthy merchant banker and were just about

         to marry him and produce the requisite son and daughter – in the correct order no doubt – and then you decide to go totally

         off the rails. That’s my prerogative. I’m the actress, I’m the one who does outrageous things and you always listen and give me good advice that I

         ignore. How come our roles have been reversed?’

      


      

      Harriet’s hands twisted together in her lap. ‘I don’t know. Like I say, it just happened out of the blue. I mean, there has

         to be more to life, Ella, doesn’t there?’

      


      

      ‘More what?’ enquired Ella, pouring herself a glass of wine from the second bottle. ‘Money? Sex? Career? Which particular

         rejected aspect of your wonderful life were you hoping to improve on?’

      


      

      ‘All of them,’ confessed Harriet.


      

      Ella looked at her friend. At twenty-three she was a tall, slim, leggy brunette with grey eyes and a cool air of self-possession.

         This evening, as always, she was dressed impeccably, in a suit with a long-line jacket that ended three inches above the hem

         of her skirt and a knotted cream silk scarf at her throat. Her appearance suited her life, or the life she’d led until now.

         Suddenly Ella wondered what hidden depths there were to her friend.

      


      

      ‘Right then,’ she said briskly. ‘If you want to improve them all, where do you intend to start?’

      


      

      ‘I want an interesting job; something really different,’ declared Harriet.


      

      ‘Any ideas?’


      

      Harriet pulled a face. ‘That’s the trouble, I can’t think what I want to do, I only know that it has to be exciting and different.’


      

      ‘Try being an actress,’ suggested Ella. ‘There’s plenty of excitement there. Will I be working this time next week or not!’


      

      Harriet sighed. ‘I know I’ve probably been stupid but I simply couldn’t stop myself. It was as though a voice in my head was

         telling me that this was my last chance. If I didn’t stop now, change direction quickly, it would be too late.’

      


      

      ‘Stupid or not, you’ve done it,’ said Ella. ‘Have you looked for a job yet?’


      

      ‘I glanced through some adverts in the evening paper, but there wasn’t anything that appealed to me. There are several jobs

         like the one that I had, but there’s no point in that.’

      


      

      Ella dived into the large canvas bag that she always carried around with her. ‘Let’s see what I’ve got here. The Stage – well that’s no good to you, you haven’t got an Equity card! Evening Standard – you’ve seen that; The Times – let’s try that.’

      


      

      ‘That won’t have anything exciting,’ protested Harriet, but Ella was already scanning the situations vacant column, muttering

         to herself as her eyes raced over the words.

      


      

      ‘Hey, this looks promising,’ she exclaimed suddenly. ‘Listen Harriet. “American actress on six-month stay in England needs

         PA of sociable disposition who is willing to work unusual hours. CV and photograph essential.” Then there’s a box number for replies. What

         do you think?’

      


      

      ‘It’s a PA job again,’ said Harriet doubtfully.


      

      ‘Hardly the same as working in the City,’ Ella pointed out. ‘It might be Meryl Streep or Sharon Stone. How fantastic to see

         them at close quarters!’

      


      

      ‘Don’t be silly,’ aid Harriet. ‘They wouldn’t need to put an advert in The Times. Besides, why do I have to send a photograph?’

      


      

      ‘I don’t know. Perhaps the actress has a fragile ego and doesn’t want any competition. You could be too good-looking for the

         job.’

      


      

      Harriet laughed. ‘I doubt it. If anyone was likely to put a film star’s nose out of joint it would be you, not me.’


      

      Ella studied her friend and silently disagreed. She knew that she was attractive, and with make-up could look beautiful, but

         there was something special about Harriet, something that had always made people look twice. She was so immaculate, so apparently

         assured and yet in her eyes, and her body language, there was quite often the suggestion that beneath this surface there lay

         something more. A vulnerability certainly, but also the very quality that Harriet herself had said James lacked – passion.

         An untapped passion, as Ella knew very well, was an irresistible aphrodisiac to a lot of men.

      


      

      ‘I think you should answer the advert,’ she said decisively. ‘You’ve nothing to lose.’


      

      Harriet felt her stomach move with nervous excitement. It would be exciting, and different, but she also sensed something

         more from the wording of the advertisement. Somehow she knew that if she sent off a photograph and was given an interview her whole life

         would change, and she hesitated because if that happened there would be no going back.

      


      

      ‘Well?’ demanded Ella impatiently.


      

      Harriet hesitated for only a second. ‘You’ve convinced me,’ she agreed with a nervous laugh. ‘I’ll send off a photo and my

         CV tomorrow.’

      


      

      ‘No, tonight,’ said Ella firmly. ‘We’ll go back to your place and I’ll help you choose the best picture, then we’ll make sure

         it goes first post tomorrow.’

      


      

      That night, as Harriet prepared for bed, she thought for a moment about the letter, now lying in a pillar box awaiting the

         postman in the morning. Would anything come of it? she thought to herself. Had her meeting with Ella and the fact that she’d

         had a copy of The Times with her been part of some predestined plan? Or would she hear nothing more and spend the next few months wondering if she’d

         been right to give up James and her job in the space of three days? She rather suspected it would be the latter, but couldn’t

         help nurturing a hope that at least she’d manage to get an interview, if only in order to find out who the actress in question

         was.

      


      

      Two days later she returned from visiting a friend to find her telephone ringing. She ran to answer it.


      

      ‘Miss Radcliffe?’ asked an icily detached female voice at the other end.


      

      ‘Yes,’ replied Harriet, somewhat mystified as to who the called could be.


      

      ‘You replied to an advertisement in The Times recently.’

      


      

      Harriet’s stomach lurched. ‘Yes, yes I did.’


      

      ‘Your CV and photograph were satisfactory. Would you be free to attend an interview tomorrow morning at eleven?’ asked the

         voice.

      


      

      Harriet felt flustered. ‘Tomorrow? Let me see, I…’


      

      ‘Tomorrow is the only time that our client has free.’


      

      ‘I’m sure it will be fine. I’ll just check my diary,’ replied Harriet, determined not to let the caller know that at this

         particular moment she had nothing planned for the rest of her life. She waited a couple of minutes and then returned to the

         phone. ‘Yes, I can manage that,’ she said, hoping she sounded as indifferent as the other woman.

      


      

      ‘Excellent, I’ll give you the address. Do you have a pen and paper to hand?’


      

      She must think I’m six years old, thought Harriet to herself, but she kept the annoyance out of her voice and scribbled down

         the address and directions as to how to get there. It was only when she replaced the receiver that her legs went weak and

         she had to sit on the sofa to recover.

      


      

      It was all so quick, she thought in astonishment. An advertisement like that must have attracted masses of applications, and

         yet she’d been called by phone in less than forty-eight hours. The speed of the response made her nervous and later that evening

         she rang Ella.

      


      

      ‘Why are you worrying?’ Ella demanded. ‘You should be grateful. Where do you have to go?’


      

      ‘Regent’s Park. I’ve looked it up on the map – I think it’s one of those large houses that overlook the park.’

      


      

      ‘Fantastic! You’ll probably have your own suite of rooms and use of a swimming pool – when the star isn’t keeping in trim,

         of course. Did they say who she was?’

      


      

      ‘No, but no doubt I’ll find out early on in the interview.’


      

      ‘Make sure you let me know,’ said Ella. ‘I’m consumed with curiosity.’


      

      ‘So am I,’ responded Harriet.


      

      By the time she actually arrived at the house the following morning she was consumed by nerves as well. She drove herself

         there in her blue BMW which had to stop at the huge padlocked wrought-iron gates while a gateman came out, took her name and

         phoned through to the house. Then he opened them with apparent reluctance and when she waved and smiled at him as she drove

         in he simply stared blankly at her. ‘Let’s hope the rest of the household are more friendly,’ she muttered to herself.

      


      

      The house was large and imposing. It was built of Portland stone and stood well back in what Harriet estimated to be about

         two to three acres of parkland. When she halted her car outside the front door she looked down across an immaculate lawn with

         green conifers and bushes on either side extended right back to the gates. As far as she could see, the garden at the side

         was less well tended and comprised more shrubs than lawn, but the entire perimeter of the area was protected by tall trees

         which successfully shut out the rest of the world.

      


      

      A butler opened the front door to her, and she stepped into a long entrance hall, at the far end of which she could see a

         modern open-plan winding staircase. The carpet was a deep coral colour, the walls and ceiling a textured white and on either

         side of the hall there were numerous china and porcelain ornaments ranging from a life-size greyhound sitting to attention

         to an exquisitely delicate ballerina which was little more than six inches in height and stood on an ornate glass table. The

         ornaments had no apparent connection with each other and none of them matched in colour or design but Harriet suspected that

         every one of them was priceless.

      


      

      ‘If you would wait here, Miss Radcliffe,’ said the butler politely, ushering her into a tiny ante-room. ‘Miss Farmer will

         be with you in a moment.’

      


      

      Harriet sat down on the nearest chair and wondered if she could possibly have heard him right. If Miss Farmer was her possible

         future employer then there was only one person it could be. Rowena Farmer, who had shot to fame in two huge box office successes

         as a sexy private investigator, becoming at the same time one of the greatest sex symbols since Marilyn Monroe. Harriet’s

         heart began to beat more rapidly, but then she told herself firmly that Miss Farmer was probably a secretary whose job it

         was to weed out unsuitable applicants. It was hardly likely that someone like Rowena Farmer would do her own interviewing.

      


      

      Just as she’d calmed her nerves the door opened and Rowena Farmer made her entrance. There was no other expression that applied, thought Harriet to herself, as the petite titian-haired beauty stood framed in

         the doorway. Dressed in a canary yellow cropped top and a bronze organdie skirt with a pale green sleeveless overtop that

         reached to her ankles she stood directly in the light from the opposite window, her hair gleaming and her immaculately made-up

         face glowing with health, and smiled a brilliant, professional smile at Harriet.

      


      

      ‘I’m so sorry to have kept you waiting, Miss Radcliffe,’ she murmured in the famous low husky voice that Harriet recognised

         from her films. ‘There’s so much to do at the moment. We only arrived three days ago and … well, you can imagine what it’s

         like, I’m sure.’

      


      

      Again she smiled, but Harriet knew that the smile wasn’t really for her. It was an automatic response to another person’s

         presence, and as such meaningless, but at least she was being polite. Somehow Harriet had expected her to be spoilt and petulant

         in private. Then she reminded herself that this wasn’t in private. Rowena Farmer was performing for a possible employee. The

         real Miss Farmer was unlikely to emerge until you were actually in her employment.

      


      

      ‘Come this way,’ continued the film star, gliding smoothly out into the hall, and Harriet followed her to the far end and

         then through a heavy oak door into a drawing-room.

      


      

      The carpet here was pure white, while the walls were white with the faintest suggestion of apple green, a tone that was complimented

         by the low green sofa and two winged chairs. In the middle of the room a large glass table top was supported by four green chinese dragons whose images were repeated in the draped and tied curtains that had been fastened in such a

         way as to allow in only a very little light.

      


      

      Rowena Farmer sank into one of the chairs and indicated that Harriet should sit on the sofa. It was lower than normal and

         she wished that she’d worn a longer skirt as hers rose above her thighs and left her sitting with her knees tightly together

         and angled to her left. She still had the suspicion that Rowena Farmer must be able to see right up her skirt if she wanted

         to, but the film star’s eyes never left Harriet’s face until she picked up the application and read it through as though to

         remind herself of its contents.

      


      

      At the far end of the drawing-room, directly opposite Harriet, was an ornate mirror that took up half the wall. She smiled

         to herself. Probably film stars liked mirrors everywhere, and certainly Rowena Farmer had every cause to be proud of her beauty,

         which was as spectacular in the flesh as on the screen.

      


      

      While Harriet tried to sit still and Rowena read her CV, a man sitting concealed behind the mirror glanced down at the written

         notes on the table in front of him. His long fingers picked up a pen and he began to scribble comments in the margins of the

         pages, and all the time he watched the unsuspecting Harriet through the two-way mirror. Beneath heavy dark brows his brown

         eyes gleamed with appreciation.

      


      

      After what seemed to be a very long time, Rowena put the letter of application to one side and turned her attention to Harriet.

         ‘Why did you leave your last job?’ she enquired.

      


      

      Harriet had already decided to be completely honest. ‘I was bored,’ she confessed. ‘The work was interesting at first but

         it quickly became routine. The money was good and so were the working conditions, but I needed a change. I wanted to do something

         where every day would be slightly different. I was doing a lot of figure work you see, and I really prefer people.’ She smiled

         at Rowena, but the film star didn’t smile back. Her eyes were quite blank, as though she didn’t understand what Harriet was

         saying.

      


      

      Harriet felt she had to explain further, because she wanted this job very badly. The thought of actually working for someone

         as famous as Rowena Farmer was irresistible. ‘I was engaged until recently, but I realised that the engagement was rather

         like my job, agreeable but unexciting. I was afraid that if I didn’t change, didn’t try something different – broaden my horizons

         more – I’d end up regretting it.’

      


      

      ‘You want to broaden your horizons?’ queried Rowena with sudden interest.


      

      ‘Yes!’ said Harriet eagerly. ‘I’m twenty-three now; soon it will be too late.’


      

      ‘Twenty-three is young,’ murmured the film star regretfully.


      

      ‘But it’s so easy to settle for too little,’ said Harriet, warming to her theme. ‘Ever since I was young I’ve thought that

         it was being safe that mattered. Everything I did was carefully thought out, and if there was ever any risk, any chance of

         something going wrong, I discarded that option. Now I think I was wrong, and I want to do something different with my life

         while I still can.’

      


      

      ‘You’re looking for danger?’


      

      Behind the mirror the man leant forward slightly, his chin resting on his hands. This was going far better than he could ever

         have anticipated. So far she was perfect.

      


      

      Harriet smiled. ‘Not danger in the way of climbing rock faces or sailing round the world in a yacht, but I’d like to take

         a chance or two before I settle down.’

      


      

      Rowena nodded. ‘And at the moment do you have any emotional attachments?’


      

      The hidden man almost stopped breathing as he waited for Harriet’s answer. If she said yes then she would be of no use to

         them, and he desperately wanted her to join their household.

      


      

      Harriet shook her head. ‘There’s no one. I’m not in a hurry to replace James. In fact, I’m enjoying the feeling of freedom!’


      

      Rowena laughed, but again Harriet had the disconcerting impression that it was a professional laugh. This woman wasn’t amused,

         and in a way she hardly seemed interested enough in what Harriet was saying. She put the questions, but then her attention

         seemed to wander and she would stare over Harriet’s shoulder and out of the window rather than at her face.

      


      

      ‘The thing is Harriet – I may call you Harriet, I hope?’ Harriet nodded. ‘Good. The thing is that I’m here to make a very

         special film, and it’s vital that no word of this gets out until everything is settled. You know – script, cast, contracts

         signed, all those boring things that have to be done before you can be sure a project is underway.’

      


      

      ‘I’m afraid I don’t know anything about the way the film industry works,’ confessed Harriet.


      

      Rowena shrugged dismissively. ‘That doesn’t matter, you’d soon learn. No, what I need is a discreet, efficient English secretary. They’re famous for their discretion

         and efficiency, you know. Unfortunately, in order to fit in with my rather demanding schedule it would be necessary for the

         successful applicant to live in for the length of my stay here.’

      


      

      ‘Live in?’ said Harriet in astonishment.


      

      ‘It’s the time difference, darling,’ explained Rowena, longing to light up a cigarette but aware that Lewis, watching from

         behind the mirror, would disapprove. ‘You’d get telephone calls at all hours. Also, I suffer from insomnia-sometimes I’d want

         to dictate letters in the middle of the night if I couldn’t sleep.’

      


      

      Harriet stared at the other woman. She’d have thought that a fax machine would have taken care of night-time calls, and as

         for insomnia, everyone knew that film stars lived on sleeping pills, but she wasn’t going to argue. It was a beautiful house

         and the job was only for six months. She had no objection to living in. She could easily go back to her own flat now and again,

         during her time off, and make sure everything there was secure. Just the same, it was a strange request.

      


      

      ‘I’d pay double your previous salary,’ said Rowena suddenly.


      

      Harriet tried not to let her astonishment show. She’d been very well paid in her previous job; doubling it when she was going

         to live in was extraordinary.

      


      

      ‘To make up for the inconvenience of losing your social life for six months,’ explained Rowena. ‘I doubt if you’ll have much

         free time. I’m afraid I’m very demanding!’ Again the practised laugh.

      


      

      ‘But I would have time off?’ queried Harriet.


      

      ‘Of course, although not necessarily set days. It’s so difficult in this business to know when you’ll need someone and when

         you won’t. You do understand?’

      


      

      ‘Yes, of course. It’s just all rather strange to me, I’m afraid.’


      

      Rowena curled her legs under her in the chair, looking frail and kittenish. ‘But surely that’s what you wanted, Harriet? A

         change. Something that would broaden your horizons. I can certainly promise you that.’

      


      

      Go for it, said a voice in Harriet’s head. You wanted a chance to experience new things and this is it. Why are you hanging

         back? She gave herself a mental shake. ‘It sounds very exciting,’ she said with a laugh.

      


      

      Rowena seemed to relax suddenly, and let out her breath with an audible sigh. ‘That’s great, Harriet. Naturally there are

         one or two points I have to check up on. References, that kind of thing, but I’m sure we won’t come across any problems there.

         With any luck I can let you know definitely by the end of tomorrow.’

      


      

      As Harriet rose to her feet and let Rowena usher her out of the room she wondered briefly who the ‘we’ was. She had no idea

         if Rowena was married or not, and decided that if she got the job she must ring Ella and find out all she could about the

         woman she’d be working for.

      


      

      As they reached the front door the butler materialised, but Rowena waved him away and opened the door herself. She then extended

         a small, perfectly manicured hand to Harriet. ‘I’m sure you’d fit in very well here, Harriet,’ she said with the warmest smile she’d managed during the entire interview. ‘I

         do so admire cool English women. I’m afraid we’re rather more upfront in the States.’

      


      

      ‘Maybe you’re just more friendly,’ suggested Harriet.


      

      ‘I trust that if you do join us you won’t find our way of life too overwhelming,’ responded Rowena. ‘Not that it will matter.

         As you said, you wanted a change.’

      


      

      Harriet smiled and made her way to her car. She had a sneaking suspicion that instead of cool, Rowena Farmer had actually

         meant boring or inhibited, but it didn’t bother her. She wanted the job, and she couldn’t imagine a similar opportunity ever

         coming her way again. She just hoped that the film star thought she was suitable.

      


      

      The film star in question watched the BMW draw away from the house and leant against the wall, totally drained by her own

         performance. She’d woken that morning exhausted and sated by a night of love-making, her head throbbing from an excess of

         champagne, and she’d completely forgotten about Harriet until twenty minutes before she arrived. Even then it was only fear

         of her husband’s fury that had driven her to leave her bed and she’d then bullied and cajoled her dresser into getting her

         ready on time.

      


      

      Slowly she returned to the drawing-room where the interview had taken place. Lewis was already there, lounging in the second

         armchair, his long legs stretched out in front of him. She stood on the threshold of the room and studied him carefully. At thirty-nine he was even more attractive now than when she’d met him four years earlier and she thought how

         unfair it was that men improved with the years while women didn’t – at least not film stars who built their reputations on

         looks and glamour.

      


      

      Lewis was going to change all that though. This new film, his brainchild and as such a guaranteed box office success, would

         show people that she was more than a sex symbol. That she could show depth and passion, and she was willing to bare her soul

         in order to regain her place in the hall of fame. She was scared, but Lewis would help her.

      


      

      He turned his head. ‘You did well,’ he said slowly.


      

      Rowena sat down in her chair and with trembling hands reached for the cigarettes in her handbag. She heard him sigh but ignored

         him. There were times, moments like this, when the danger of what they were doing overwhelmed her and she had to have help.

         He’d weaned her off her drugs, restricted her drinking but had so far failed to get her to give up smoking. Sometimes his

         almost puritanical approach to certain aspects of life irritated her, but she knew that it made him what he was and was responsible

         for his incredible success.

      


      

      ‘She’s the one, isn’t she?’ commented Rowena, drawing on the cigarette.


      

      ‘She could have stepped straight from the pages of the script,’ agreed Lewis. ‘It’s incredible. Those long legs, that fantastic

         air of self-contained reserve with the suggestion of so much more beneath. And those eyes! Did you see them? They reveal everything

         she tries to conceal. I can’t wait to begin.’

      


      

      Rowena couldn’t remember when she’d last seen her husband so enthusiastic. ‘What about Chris?’ she asked.


      

      He raised his eyebrows. ‘Chris will go along with our decision. I bore his preferences in mind when I made out my list of

         essential requirements.’

      


      

      ‘I’m not sure she’ll stay, even if she takes the job,’ said Rowena.


      

      ‘She’ll stay.’ Lewis sounded supremely confident and it annoyed his wife.


      

      ‘When she said she wanted to broaden her horizons I’m not sure she meant them to expand quite as far as you intend.’


      

      ‘It will all be done very slowly,’ Lewis reminded her. ‘By the time she realises what’s happening she’ll be too involved to

         leave. Trust me, Rowena. If there’s one thing I do know about, apart from making films, it’s women.’

      


      

      Rowena knew this was true. She’d had a lot of men herself, but never anyone like Lewis. He was everything she could ever have

         asked for, totally uninhibited and unashamed, prepared to go to any lengths to satisfy her needs and desires. Yet even that

         wasn’t enough, she thought bitterly. Even Lewis with his intelligence, good looks and sexual skill had been unable to help

         her. Which was why they were here, and why they needed Harriet.

      


      

      ‘Ring her tomorrow at six o’clock,’ said Lewis, getting out of his chair and taking the half-smoked cigarette from between

         his wife’s fingers. ‘By then she’ll be worrying that you’re not going to call and should accept straight away. Now get back to bed, you look exhausted. And do stop smoking these things. They don’t help your skin or your nerves and I loathe the

         smell.’

      


      

      ‘Just because all your films are moral crusades, do you have to carry it over into your private life?’ enquired Rowena irritably.


      

      Lewis smiled. ‘You more than anyone should know that I’m not quite what people think!’


      

      ‘Sometimes I’m not sure I know you at all,’ retorted Rowena.


      

      Lewis reached forward and stroked her left cheek softly with the middle finger of his right hand. ‘You know all you need to

         know,’ he murmured. ‘Now go and rest. I have to work on the script.’

      


      

      ‘Is it all right if I show her photograph to Chris?’ asked Rowena.


      

      ‘No,’ said Lewis sharply. ‘I don’t want him to set eyes on her until she’s actually living in this house.’


      

      They both knew that Rowena wouldn’t disobey him, because if she did then the delicate balance of the script would be changed,

         and the script was entirely Lewis’s responsibility.

      


      

      At five past six the following evening the telephone rang in Harriet’s apartment. She had been pacing back and forth in front

         of it for the past half hour and almost snatched it off the rest in her haste. ‘Hello?’

      


      

      ‘Miss Radcliffe?’ asked the husky voice of Rowena Farmer.


      

      ‘Yes,’ said Harriet, eagerly.


      

      ‘I’m delighted to say that all your references checked out satisfactorily and I’d like to offer you the job,’ said Rowena.

      


      

      Harriet felt almost light-headed with excitement. The few things that had been troubling her, any doubts as to the wisdom

         of such a change, vanished in the wave of relief that the job was hers, just as Lewis had anticipated.

      


      

      ‘Are you still interested?’ Rowena sounded anxious, and Harriet realised that she hadn’t said a word yet.


      

      ‘Yes, yes of course!’ she exclaimed. ‘I’m really pleased.’


      

      ‘So are we,’ responded Rowena, and again Harriet wondered about her use of the word we. ‘I was wondering if you could start next week? I didn’t bring my secretary with me and the correspondence is already beginning

         to pile up.’

      


      

      ‘Of course,’ said Harriet swiftly. ‘I have to make a few arrangements about the flat, but I could certainly start next Monday.’


      

      ‘And you’ll bring all you need then?’


      

      ‘Well, yes.’


      

      ‘I realised I didn’t show you your rooms,’ said Rowena, sounding embarrassed by her own error. ‘If you wanted to come and

         have a look before Monday that could easily be arranged. You’ll have your own bedroom, bathroom and living-room on the first

         floor. The rooms are all large here; I’m sure you’ll find them acceptable.’

      


      

      Remembering what she’d seen of the house so far, Harriet couldn’t imagine otherwise. ‘I’m sure they’ll be perfect,’ she assured

         Rowena. ‘Honestly, I don’t need to come and look.’

      


      

      ‘Well, if there’s anything you don’t like we can always have it changed,’ responded the film star. In the short pause that

         followed Harriet heard another voice, a man’s deep and soft, almost like a whisper. ‘Oh, yes!’ exclaimed Rowena. ‘There is one little thing I forgot.

         I’m afraid you won’t be able to have visitors here. It’s the film, you see. Everything is at such a delicate stage that I

         don’t want any word to escape and if …’

      


      

      ‘It’s all right,’ Harriet assured her. ‘I can always go out to see my friends. Really, there’s no problem.’


      

      ‘I’m so glad you understand.’ The relief in Rowena’s voice was clear and for a moment Harriet felt sorry for her, although

         she couldn’t imagine why. ‘We’ll see you on Monday morning then, let’s say at eleven-thirty. The household should be awake

         at that time!’

      


      

      ‘Fine,’ said Harriet. ‘And thank you.’


      

      ‘I should be thanking you,’ said Rowena softly, and then she hung up.


      

      As Harriet started to dial Ella’s number, Rowena turned to Lewis, who had been standing at her elbow throughout the call.

         ‘There, it’s settled,’ she said triumphantly.

      


      

      He nuzzled the nape of her neck while his arms wound themselves round her body and his hands caressed her breasts through

         the flimsy material of her blouse. ‘Well done,’ he murmured. ‘Now we can begin.’

      


      

      They sank on to the carpet together and as his cool, clever fingers played over her warm flesh her last coherent thought was

         to wonder what Chris would think of their choice.

      




      

      Chapter Two


      

      ON THE MONDAY morning, as Harriet packed the last of her belongings into suitcases, Rowena stirred sleepily in her four-poster bed. Lewis

         had awoken earlier, she’d heard him dress and leave, and remembering that today was an important one for them all Rowena decided

         that perhaps she should join him for a cup of coffee and some fruit juice before dressing.

      


      

      She opened her eyes, but not a glimmer of light penetrated the room. Still half-asleep she turned her head towards the window,

         and realised with a shiver of excitement that she was wearing a blindfold. Instinctively she tried to move her hands, to test

         exactly what had been used to cover her eyes, but immediately a pair of wiry hands gripped her wrists, pinning them to her

         pillow.
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