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PART SIX




Chapter 1


‘You’re late,’ said Fran as Grace hurried in to the café where they’d arranged to meet.


‘Sorry, I got held up. I’ll get myself a latte.’


‘Is it true you’re thinking of selling the hotel?’ asked Fran when Grace returned with her coffee. ‘You’ve only just opened, and Andrew said it’s a huge success.’


‘I don’t know what I’m going to do.’


Fran raised an eyebrow. ‘I assume it will all depend on what David wants you to do?’


‘Not really, it depends on how much I want to stay at the cutting edge of directing. The hotel takes up more time than I’d expected. I was naïve. I didn’t realise I’d be needed so much once the reconstruction was finished, but the guests can be very demanding and I have to be there for them twenty-four/seven.’


‘You certainly don’t look well. You’ve got huge dark circles under your eyes. Andrew said you’d had a bad virus.’


‘I’m feeling much better now.’


‘Did you know that Emily has definitely signed her Hollywood contract? I read it in the Metro. She must have done something really special to get that sorted so quickly.’


‘I hate to think about it,’ said Grace truthfully.


Fran started rummaging through her bag. ‘Here’s my new play. You’ll need to take it home with you. It’s too long for you to read here.’


‘How is Andrew? I haven’t seen him for ages,’ said Grace. ‘I’ve hardly seen anyone. The virus really knocked me out.’


‘I don’t know how Andrew is.’


Grace looked at her in surprise. ‘What do you mean?’


‘What I say. I don’t know how he is. I’m not seeing him any more. It’s over between us.’


‘Oh no!’ exclaimed Grace. ‘Why? He’s such a great guy and I thought you two—’


‘We tried, but it didn’t work out. Let’s face it, he wasn’t so great that you fell for him last year, was he? Why should he be good enough for me but not you? Of course, David is rather stiff opposition for anyone without his money and influence.’


‘Please leave David out of this,’ said Grace. ‘So, you’re on the lookout again, are you?’


‘No, I’m with John.’


Grace looked at her in amazement. ‘You don’t mean the two of you are an item?’


‘Yes. He’s appearing at Chichester this summer, and I’ll be staying there with him. I’ve fallen in love with him, Grace. It might last a few months, or it might last a few years, but I don’t care. I’m happy and we’re never short of things to talk about because we’re in the same business. That’s what I don’t understand about you and David. You two are from such different worlds.’


‘You know nothing about him, nothing at all,’ said Grace, remembering how tenderly he’d made love to her earlier. ‘Just drop it, Fran.’


‘Okay, but I will just say that one of the reasons I dropped Andrew was because over the past few weeks all he’s talked about is you and your virus. He wouldn’t even let me call you. He said you were too ill to take phone calls! Anyone would think no one else in the world has ever been ill. When a man behaves like that, you can be pretty certain his thoughts are with the patient. He still fancies you, Grace, and I don’t want your leftovers.’


‘He’s a kind person,’ said Grace weakly.


‘Right, how silly of me not to realise that’s all it was. Anyway, you’ve got the play, so let me know what you think. I hear you’ve been offered a chance to direct at The Globe. Is that true?’


‘Yes, next summer.’


‘Congratulations,’ said Fran, reaching for her play.


‘What are you doing?’ asked Grace.


‘I’ve changed my mind. Things don’t stay the same, Grace. Time passes, we meet new people, and you and I aren’t the same as we were in the old days, before you met David. You know that’s true.’


Grace nodded. ‘That doesn’t mean we can’t stay friends, though.’


Fran smiled. ‘We’re not going to fall out, but I think we’re going our separate ways now. You have the hotel, the West End transfer of Mrs Warren’s Profession and The Globe coming up, plus the ever-present, all-powerful David White is your lover. I’ve learnt a lot from you, and I’ll direct my own play if I can get some money together. I’ve got John now, and I’m happy with my life. Are you happy with yours?’


Grace hesitated for a second. ‘Of course I am,’ she said vehemently.


Fran looked thoughtfully at her. ‘I really hope that’s true. You of all people deserve to be happy. You’re so loyal, clever and loving. Take care, and we’ll keep in touch. You must come to Chichester and we can watch the play and have dinner after.’


With that, Fran gathered up her things and walked out of the café. Despite Fran’s words, both she and Grace knew only too well that she was most probably walking out of Grace’s life for ever.


Alone at the table, Grace thought long and hard about everything. She knew that she had to be as truthful with David now as Fran had been with her. It wasn’t going to be easy, and she had no idea how she was going to do it, but she had to. He needed to know, although she wasn’t sure she could find the courage or the words to tell him.




Chapter 2


That evening David took Grace out to dinner, and as she sat down at a discreet corner table, she remembered her evening out with Lucien only a few months earlier.


‘I’m not very hungry,’ she said after reading the menu. ‘A salad will be fine.’


‘Wine?’


Knowing what she had to say over the meal, she nodded, hoping it would give her the courage she needed.


‘Did you have a good time with Fran?’ he asked after they’d given their order.


‘Not really. She feels that we’ve both changed so much there’s no point in us trying to continue with our working relationship. She’s going to direct her own play.’


‘She might have a point,’ said David. ‘You’ve got a lot of directing commitments, and we haven’t decided what to do about the hotel, so—’


‘You haven’t said anything about Andrew,’ interrupted Grace.


He frowned. ‘You didn’t mention him.’


‘No, but you know he’s been keen on Fran for ages, that’s why he wanted more time off, and he’s been taking her out for meals a lot lately.’


David shrugged. ‘If he doesn’t do it for her, then she’s right to let him go. Has she got someone else?’


‘Yes, an ageing actor.’


‘Clearly not too ageing to make her happy!’


‘I just feel sorry for Andrew,’ said Grace.


‘He’ll be fine. He’s never been short of girlfriends. Why on earth should it upset you what Fran does?’


‘I’m upset because everything’s changing, I suppose.’


‘Grace, you’ve changed more than anyone I know over the past year. You can hardly complain if other people’s lives change too.’ He glanced up at the waiter who’d just arrived with the wine. ‘I’ll pour, you can leave us.’


‘How’s your work?’ asked Grace.


‘Busy, but that’s how I like it. Would you like to discuss the weather next?’
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