
		
			[image: 9781509867820_(1).jpg]
		

	
		
			
				[image: ]
			

		

		
		

	
		
			Title

			Jill McGown

			MURDER MOVIE

			[image: ]

		

	
		
			Contents

		

	
		
			Contents

			Chapter One

			Chapter Two

			Chapter Three

			Chapter Four

			Chapter Five

			Chapter Six

			Chapter Seven

			Chapter Eight

			Chapter Nine

			Chapter Ten

			Chapter Eleven

			Chapter Twelve

			Chapter Thirteen

		

	
		
			aLSO bY

			by the same author

			RECORD OF SIN

			AN EVIL HOUR

			THE STALKING HORSE

			MURDER MOVIE

			HOSTAGE TO FORTUNE

			Lloyd and Hill Series

			A PERFECT MATCH

			REDEMPTION

			DEATH OF A DANCER

			THE MURDERS OF MRS AUSTIN AND MRS BEALE

			THE OTHER WOMAN

			MURDER . . . NOW AND THEN

			A SHRED OF EVIDENCE

			VERDICT UNSAFE

			PICTURE OF INNOCENCE

			PLOTS AND ERRORS

			SCENE OF CRIME

			BIRTHS, DEATHS AND MARRIAGES

			UNLUCKY FOR SOME

		

	
		
			fOREWORD

		

	
		
			Foreword

			Should anyone involved in film-making read this novel, please forgive my trespasses. I have played fast and loose with your craft (not to mention the morals of its practitioners) in order to accommodate mine, and I can only hope that you will accept the book in the spirit in which it has been written . . . as a thank you to your magical profession.

			I am well aware that the process of producing the magic is much more time-consuming, complex and frustrating than the impression given here, but perhaps you can take consolation in the fact that it is also (I trust) much less dangerous.

			JM

		

	
		
			Chapter One

			‘. . . as once again Mr Ingram dispatches all the bad guys and wins through. It’s nonsense, of course, but it’s fun. Mark Ingram’s next film role, however, is a quite different proposition, and we will be hearing more about that and other matters after the break, when Gussie Christiansen, our spy in the Hollywood camp – take that how you will – keeps us abreast of the doings of our compatriots in the Dream Factory. See you in a couple of minutes.’

			An advertisement for toothpaste carried over the calls of the gulls circling the beach. The woman turned from the steep drop down to the ebbing tide, walking back up the long, neat kitchen-garden into the house which sat virtually on the edge of the cliffs. She was around forty, blonde, blue-eyed, and by any standards beautiful.

			She turned the TV sound back to its normal level, and heard the doorbell for the first time. Impatient ringing – she opened the door with an apology.

			‘Where were you?’ he asked, removing a cigar from his mouth. He had fair wavy hair, and a boyish look despite a slight tendency to middle-aged spread.

			‘Looking at the view,’ she said.

			‘Can’t fault Ardcraig for its views.’ His Cockney accent was still there, but it had been modified. He rubbed his hands together as he followed her into the sitting room. ‘Bloody cold for April, though,’ he said.

			‘Gussie Christiansen,’ she said, nodding at the TV as the programme came back on.

			‘Good God, do they get her on this side of the Atlantic too?’ he said, as she started to speak.

			‘Oh, yes. I fed her some news about the book before we left, so hush – I want to hear what she’s saying.’

			The man shrugged.

			‘. . . is Frank Derwent’s new film, Three Clear Sundays. It’s another of FD’s excursions into more serious film, and is an adaptation of a novel by Simon Waterford. All the ex-pat Brits you can shake a stick at will be in it, I’m told . . . all being shipped over the pond to Scotland, where the film is to be shot. . .’

			‘She makes it sound like Quo Vadis,’ he said with a smile, and was hushed again.

			‘. . . meanwhile, FD himself has, we understand, completed shooting what were called “essential scenes” in Florida – doubling as a South Sea island – which essential scenes of course include his latest protégée, Barbara Slaney . . .’

			The woman tensed up a little, the man shook his head and knocked ash from his cigar. ‘You didn’t give her that bit of news,’ he said.

			‘Slaney is a nineteen-year-old blonde, blue-eyed – what else? – British actress whom FD’s assistant director, R. Howard Maxwell – another Brit – you do believe in sticking together, don’t you? – “discovered” on a field trip earlier this year, as he has done so often before . . . The Dodgers should have such a talent scout! It seems FD and Slaney have got stuck in London, for reasons that remain a little unclear, because everyone else is in Scotland, raring to go. Well – I guess they must be taking the high road . . .’

			He crushed the cigar out, his back to the screen.

			‘. . . and no one is saying where either of them is, least of all R. Howard Maxwell. The “R” stands for Ron, by the way, but Mr Maxwell seems to think that Howard is more distinguished . . .’ 

			The man’s attention also turned to the screen, eyebrows raised.

			‘Howard’s reputation as the most discreet man in Hollywood has not been earned lightly. Howard has lots to be discreet about . . .’ 

			He smiled at the woman, holding it until she turned to look at him.

			‘. . . and we hear that FD’s wife Wanda has been picking his brains for her long-awaited, much-hyped exposé of the English in Hollywood. Trying to do me out of a job, Wanda? Well, with two husbands from that neck of the woods, the Anglophile Wanda would seem to have all the qualifications . . .’

			She did look at him then, and returned a brittle, almost nervous, smile before turning back to the TV.

			‘. . . and the book, from what we hear, is going to leave more than one person in Tinsel Town hopping mad. Watch out for low-flying law suits is the word . . . One of the publishers – yes, there are several, what with hardback, paperback and magazine rights, not to mention the British tabloids — said the book should carry a health warning, it will induce so many heart attacks. Don’t get mad, Wanda, get a six-figure publishing contract?’

			The man chuckled.

			‘. . . and what has all of this got to do with FD’s latest movie? I’ll tell you. Seems it’s to star Susan Quentin from Stones — the diamond-studded soap that’s been pure gold for its producers – and none other than action man heart-throb Mark Ingram . . . Mark, those of you over thirty-five may recall, was married to Wanda Derwent – until FD came on the scene, that is. But over twenty years have passed since then, and I guess the wounds have healed . . .’

			‘Do you?’ murmured the woman to the screen, and the man looked a little concerned.

			‘. . . Well, let’s hope they have, because apparently Wanda still has some “vital” background research to do on her book – and guess where that has to be done? Yes, Wanda’s going with her ever-loving – both of them – to Scotland . . . So watch out for sparks flying, with all those ex-husbands and current protégées in the same small Scottish town. Are you Brits really ready for the return of these particular natives, do you think?’

			The screen went dark, and she laid down the remote control, turning to her visitor.

			‘Don’t you want to hear the rest?’ he asked.

			‘She’d finished. You can tell – she closes her eyes. When she opens them, she’s on to another item.’

			He smiled, and picked up the remote control, bringing the TV to life again.

			‘. . . has been called the Divorce of the Decade, and the court-room drama would make a feature film all on its own . . .’

			‘I’d never noticed that,’ he said. ‘I’ll have to watch her more closely.’ He smiled. ‘You don’t want to waste a minute of your time, do you, Wanda?’

			‘. . . and in this Land of the Rising Divorce Settlement Elise Wyatt is all set to pick up what will amount to the largest payout yet . . .’

			‘How does Gussie know that my first name’s Ron?’ he asked.

			‘I told her.’ Wanda looked penitent. ‘Shouldn’t I?’

			He smiled. ‘But how do you know?’

			‘Ah – you slipped up.’

			The smile remained; his eyes looked just a touch wary. ‘Slipped up?’ he repeated.

			‘You let me borrow that lovely old book of yours,’ she said. ‘Inside, it said “To Ron, from Mum, Christmas 1949”.’

			Howard nodded slowly. ‘Well,’ he said, ‘that’s what sen­timent does for you. My secret is out.’

			She smiled her brittle smile again. ‘And you’re so good at keeping other people’s,’ she said. ‘Why is FD in London?’

			He shook his head.

			‘. . . all that for four years of marriage? Hey, for that sort of loot, I’d marry Freddy Krueger . . .’

			Gussie was cut off again.

			Wanda went to the drinks table and poured herself a Perrier. ‘Can I get you something?’ she asked, waving the whisky bottle at him.

			‘Of course,’ he said, and smiled. ‘That’s what I like about you, Wanda. You might drink bottled water and eat raw veg­etables and run a hundred miles a day, but you let the rest of us go happily into cardiac arrest without preaching.’ He joined her at the table, taking a fistful of ice and dropping it into the glass.

			‘What you do with your body is no concern of mine,’ said Wanda.

			‘Pity,’ said Howard, with a grin.

			‘Why is he in London in the first place? I got a flight straight to Glasgow. So did you.’

			‘I don’t know. Maybe you have to fly to London from Miami.’

			‘And there’s a three-day wait at Customs is there? Where is he, Howard?’

			He shrugged. ‘I don’t know,’ he said. ‘And I wouldn’t tell you if I did.’

			She just looked at him.

			‘So he likes blue-eyed blondes,’ he said, into the silence. ‘So did Hitchcock. It didn’t mean he was sleeping with them.’

			She splashed whisky on to the ice. ‘Howard,’ she said patiently. ‘As soon as I hit twenty-five, FD jumped into bed with a bimbo clone. He’s been doing it ever since, and you find them for him.’ She pushed the cork home. ‘If it makes you feel less like a pimp to believe that he’s giving her extra coaching, fine.’ She prodded his chest with the neck of the bottle. ‘Just don’t expect me to.’

			He feigned pain, then grinned again, picking up his glass. He flopped down on the long sofa, looking up at her. ‘Listen, girl, if I thought it would keep FD churning out box-office hits, I’d sleep with him myself.’

			She looked at him for a moment. ‘I believe you would,’ she said seriously.

			The pub was beginning to empty. A couple sat in the corner, their meal finished, their faces strained. She was blonde, blue-eyed, young. He was late fifties, with a strong, sun-tanned face and grey hair.

			‘. . . and that’s about it for Matinee Performance this week. Join us next Thursday afternoon, when we’ll be reviewing, amongst others, the latest. . .’

			‘She wanted to come,’ he said, his voice low, as another group of departing customers passed their table. ‘I couldn’t stop her. That’s why I arranged for us to be in London for a couple of days.’

			‘But why does she want to be here?’

			‘She says it’s to do some research.’

			‘That woman doesn’t believe that,’ she said, nodding at the TV.

			‘Neither do I,’ he said grimly. ‘Which is why we will have to cool it for a while.’

			She finished her drink and stood up. ‘Where have I heard that before?’ she said. ‘Oh – I know. It’s the line that comes just after “I’d marry you if I were free.” Right?’ She turned and walked to the door.

			He sighed, knocked back his own drink and followed her out, blinking as he went from the dim interior into the bright, cold air.

			He tutted at her. ‘Such cynicism in one so young,’ he said, and smiled.

			‘Why don’t you divorce her?’ she asked.

			‘On what grounds? Wanda is a model wife, and has been for twenty years.’

			‘Leave her.’

			‘You’re joking.’

			They walked slowly through the unglamorous streets of London, past graffiti-covered walls.

			‘I thought you wanted to be free.’

			Her heel caught in a crack in the pavement; she leant on him as she put on her shoe.

			‘Freedom isn’t free,’ he said. ‘You heard what that woman’s screwing out of Wyatt. And we are going to be as good as strangers in Scotland – no sparks are going to fly.’

			‘Are you sure?’ Barbara let her body rub against his before she moved away, walking a little way ahead of him.

			He stood still, watching her, his eyes narrowing a little. Then he smiled and caught her up.

			Howard sipped his drink. ‘It’s like caddying,’ he said.

			Wanda frowned.

			‘Golf caddies. If their man’s winning, they’re winning. They’re on a percentage, and so am I. And a percentage of FD is worth being on. If talent-scouting is part of the job, that’s fine by me. My job is to make his path as smooth as possible, and that’s what I do.’

			‘This one isn’t box office,’ said Wanda. ‘It’s a neo-Victorian melodrama, for God’s sake.’

			Howard smiled. ‘FD’s going for Oscars,’ he said. ‘Oscars are box office.’

			‘Oscars? With a soap star, a swimmer and a bimbo?’

			‘They can act.’ He grinned lazily. ‘Well – they can take direction, and they’re not likely to have ideas of their own. That’s the way FD likes it. He’s after Best Picture, Best Director. He can get a performance out of a tin of baked beans when he’s on song, and we both know what FD needs to stay on song.’

			‘This one wasn’t even born when FD and I were married,’ she said. ‘He’s thirty-seven years older than her, Howard – don’t you have any principles?’

			‘What are they?’ He put down his drink and took out a cigar case. ‘Have you ever been unfaithful to him?’ he asked.

			She shook her head.

			‘If it’s principles that make you play the dutiful wife all the time, forget them. Throw them away.’ The match flared, and lit his face with little spurts of flame as he puffed. ‘You must be a bit lonely,’ he added, as the cigar end glowed red.

			‘Why?’

			‘You just said it. FD isn’t getting any younger. If he’s giving his all to the bimbos, there can’t be much left over for you.’

			‘There’s nothing left over for me.’

			‘Well, then.’

			‘You think if you’re not having sex you must be lonely?’

			He smiled. ‘That’s how it is with me,’ he said, with a wistful shrug.

			They walked out of the afternoon sunshine into a tall, dilapi­dated block of flats. FD punched the broken button beside the graffiti-covered doors, and the lift opened.

			‘At least the lift’s working now,’ he said, ushering Barbara into it.

			It took a moment after the doors had closed to begin its airless, noisy way to the top of the building. Her neck glistened with perspiration, as she stood a little in front of him, her eyes fixed on the light as the car climbed.

			He touched her shoulder. ‘The lift bothers you, doesn’t it?’ he said.

			She didn’t reply, as she followed the light’s progress through the floors, relaxing only when the doors, with a moment’s indecision, slid open at the top floor.

			She got out, licking dry lips, and took a breath. ‘I don’t understand why we can’t just use my flat,’ she said.

			‘Because, my love, the tabloids will be keeping a very close eye on your flat.’

			‘Why are you so afraid she’ll find out?’ she asked. ‘Everyone obviously knows anyway.’

			‘Knowing and proving are two different things. She doesn’t know where we are, so she can’t prove a thing.’

			‘No,’ said Barbara, as she stopped at the shabby door. ‘And she’s not likely to guess.’

			‘That’s the idea.’ He took the key from his shirt pocket and unlocked the door. ‘In Scotland, she’ll know exactly where we are.’ He locked the door behind them.

			She looked round at the flaking paint, the dingy walls, and slipped off her jacket. ‘Did you bring the others to this grotty flat?’

			‘What others?’

			‘The ones that woman was talking about,’ she said. ‘The other girls Howard found for you. Did you bring them here?’ 

			‘Are you jealous?’

			‘Who knows about this place? Does Howard?’

			‘No. And don’t try it. Don’t even think about it.’

			‘Think about what?’

			‘Blackmail, my sweet.’ He took off his coat. ‘Wasn’t that what you had in mind? Threatening to tell Wanda about what the gutter press would call my love-nest? It would do you no good. I have no connection with this place. I cover my tracks much too well.’

			‘I just don’t want to carry on like this,’ she said. She crossed to the window, looking down at the paved square with its carousels of washing drying in the early spring sunshine. ‘I want to have you to myself.’

			‘You’ve got me to yourself now.’

			‘For a day or two.’ She pulled the shade on the bright sun. ‘In a high-rise bedsit, with pub lunches thrown in.’ 

			‘Make the most of it,’ he said. ‘Wanda’s given me a lot of rope, and now she wants to watch me hang myself. That’s why she’s here.’

			‘You mean she’s already in Britain?’

			‘She’s already in Ardcraig,’ said FD. ‘To keep an eye on me. She thinks I won’t be able to keep my hands off you.’ 

			Barbara turned from the window and began to undress slowly, never taking her eyes from his. ‘And will you?’ she asked, her naked body silhouetted against the light.

			A slight frown creased his brow as he watched her cross to the bed, and sit, drawing up one leg, her elbow resting on her knee as the other leg dangled over the edge. He smiled, and began to remove his own clothes, just as slowly as she had. Then he moved towards the bed.

			‘No hands,’ he said, kneeling on the floor in front of her.

			A ribbon of sunlight streamed through a tear in the blind, across the bed, accepting the open invitation of the carelessly spread legs. His shadow took its place; she caught her breath, then smiled, her fingers tracing the strip of light as it lay across his bowed head.

			‘. . . and if you and I could have fun with one another, why shouldn’t we?’ Howard concluded. ‘You could get your own back on FD.’

			She finished her drink. ‘If I wanted to get my own back, I’d have a twenty-five-year-old stud, not a middle-aged gopher.’ 

			Howard smiled, not at all put out. ‘Assistant,’ he said. 

			‘Glorified foreman,’ said Wanda.

			‘A very well rewarded glorified foreman.’

			‘And we know why that is, don’t we?’ said Wanda. ‘Why don’t you just get yourself a bimbo while you’re about it?’

			‘I can’t give them speaking parts, can I? Nineteen-year-old girls don’t exactly throw themselves at me.’

			‘But what you’ve got will be all right for me?’

			‘Yes.’ He smiled and got up, walking to the window, looking out at the hills rising beyond the woods. ‘Nice place,’ he said, and turned to her. ‘And it wouldn’t cost half what FD paid for just one of your houses, girl.’ He smiled. ‘You’ve got what FD really has to offer, and you want to hang on to it.’ The ice rattled in his glass as he tossed back the whisky. ‘And I’m the most discreet man in Hollywood – Gussie Christiansen says so. What she omitted to mention,’ he said, leaning across her to put his glass down, ‘is that I am also a very kind and considerate lover.’

			She smiled. ‘I don’t imagine you actually came here to seduce me,’ she said.

			‘No. I came on business.’ He straightened up. ‘You said you wanted somewhere to work?’

			‘Yes, if possible.’

			‘I can’t see what’s wrong with this place. It’s huge – there must be dozens of rooms.’

			She shook her head. ‘I want somewhere private,’ she said. ‘I don’t want anyone having access to my papers.’

			‘Not even FD?’

			‘Especially not FD – if he ever bothers to join me.’

			‘Have you been to the Lodge? Where the rest of us are?’ 

			She shook her head.

			‘We’ve got the place to ourselves. There are spare rooms there, but I imagine that you won’t want that either. In view of who else will be there.’

			‘Correct.’

			Howard smiled. ‘And you ask me if I’ve got principles?’

			She looked slightly offended. ‘I can back up every single word of this book,’ she said.

			‘I know, I know.’ He sat down again. ‘But you can’t say you’ve got some highly principled reason for writing it.’ 

			‘Oh, I learned the only principle that really matters six months after I arrived in LA,’ she said.

			‘Which is?’

			‘Screw them before they screw you.’

			Howard smiled. ‘And are they going to screw you?’ he asked.

			‘Two of them already have.’ Her voice was hard.

			Howard held up his hands in surrender. ‘I’ve found a sort of a cottage. Well – it’s one room, really. It’s the one they haven’t been able to con anyone into having as a holiday cottage. But it’s wind- and weatherproof, with the usual amenities, if somewhat cramped. Its main drawback is that it’s only a few minutes along the cliff road from the location. Is that too close for comfort?’

			‘Does it have a lock and key?’

			He nodded. ‘It doesn’t have a phone, but there’s a pay phone right outside — and a post box just along the road. It’s about a ten-minute drive along the coast from here – do you want to come and have a look at it?’

			‘Sure,’ she said. ‘Would I be able to jog there and back along the shore? You can get right down on to it from the back here. There are steps.’

			He looked pained. ‘Yes – well, there are steps at the other end too. But it’s miles,’ he said. ‘And this isn’t LA, girl. It’s cold.’

			She ran her hands from a slim waist to trim hips. ‘I’ll jog,’ she said, decidedly. ‘And I’m from Minnesota.’ She smiled. ‘But you can drive me over there this time — if you don’t drink any more,’ she added.

			‘You think it might be OK?’

			‘It sounds fine.’

			‘See? We gophers have our uses.’

			‘How close are we to London?’ she asked.

			He raised his eyes to heaven. ‘We’re on the west coast of Scotland, Wanda,’ he said. ‘We are not close to London.’ 

			She reacted to the scathing tone. ‘It’s such a small island,’ she said. ‘How would I know?’

			 ‘We’re a long way away from London,’ said Howard.

			She frowned. ‘Does the hotel get much business?’ she asked. ‘The Lodge, or whatever it’s called?’

			‘It’s not a hotel. Not really. It used to be someone’s Scottish residence for the shooting season – that’s why it’s called the Lodge. Now it holds business seminars. Self-awareness, that sort of stuff. Freebies for executives. So the poor over-stressed businessman can get away from it all for a week.’

			She frowned thoughtfully.

			‘Don’t panic, Wanda. It’s got bars, and a sauna, and a swim­ming pool. Tennis courts . . .’ He poured himself another drink. ‘And you’re not so far from the town, which man­ages to supply most people’s needs. I think you’ll be able to survive.’

			‘I don’t need Bond Street to survive, Howard,’ she said, sharply.

			‘What then? Thinking of popping down and surprising FD?’ 

			‘No,’ she said. ‘I may have some business in London, if one of the contacts comes through.’

			He hesitated before he spoke. ‘The one I put you on to?’ he asked.

			‘Well — a friend of a friend of his. He was going to meet me in Glasgow, but now it might be London.’

			‘Oh? Well, don’t worry, girl. I believe there’s some sort of primitive transport system rigged up.’

			She handed him her empty glass. ‘You’re very sensitive all of a sudden,’ she said.

			He shrugged. ‘I feel like a foreigner here. Everything’s changed.’

			‘Things do.’

			He handed her her drink and sat down. ‘When I left,’ he said ‘the Earl of Somewhere owned that house, not some business psychology outfit. Britain didn’t have hypermarkets and drive-in McDonalds. We had department stores and Lyons Corner Houses. Shipyards and steelworks – not marinas and theme parks. Railway stations, not shopping malls.’

			Her eyes rested on him for a moment. ‘Poor Howard,’ she said, smiling at him. ‘You’ve just lost the Empire.’

			FD lay half on top of her, asleep. She waited for a few moments before easing her body out from under his; the movement made him roll on to his back. She looked at him as he slept, smiling a little.

			Shivering, she stood up, and felt the radiator on the wall. She frowned, running her hand down to the bottom, and sighing. She turned the knob at the side, but nothing hap­pened. She tapped it lightly, then sharply. Somewhere in the plumbing a knocking began, growing louder.

			‘Sorry,’ said FD.

			She turned, startled. ‘I’m sorry,’ she said. ‘I didn’t mean to wake you.’ She felt the radiator again. ‘It’s getting warm,’ she said, triumphantly. ‘What are you sorry about?’

			‘I didn’t mean to fall asleep.’

			She smiled. ‘You always do. I don’t mind.’ She sat on the bed, curling her legs under her. ‘Isn’t it all biological or something? It winds women up and it makes men sleep?’

			‘Is it?’ He ran his fingers down her arm. ‘I don’t know much about the theory,’ he said. ‘Are you wound up?’

			She shook her head. ‘I feel very peaceful.’

			‘And cold,’ he said, apologetically, putting his arms round her. ‘That’s another thing I’m sorry about. I’m sorry about the heating, and the grotty flat. And I’m sorry about Scotland. It’s not exactly what I had in mind either.’

			She smiled. ‘She’ll have to leave the hotel sometimes,’ she said.

			‘Ah, well . . .’ He looked a little sheepish. ‘Wanda and I won’t be staying at the hotel,’ he said.

			‘What?’

			‘Phil Sumner’s lending us his house. Restless Bodies are doing a tour of North America, so . . .’

			‘But I’ll never see you! And we’ll be there for weeks!’ 

			‘You’ll see me every day. We’ll be working, for God’s sake.’ 

			‘You know what I mean!’

			He kissed her. ‘We might work something out,’ he said. ‘We’ll see how the land lies when we get there.’

			‘I don’t want to see how the land lies! I want to be with you.’ Her eyes held his for a moment. ‘I love you,’ she said.

			He let her go and got off the bed. ‘Get up,’ he said grimly, holding out his hand to her.

			Puzzled, she took it, and unfolded her long limbs, rising from the bed. He grabbed at the blind as they passed the window, sending it running up, filling the room with the hard afternoon light, and she automatically folded her arms, covering her breasts.

			‘We’re twelve floors up,’ he said, angrily pulling her towards the mirror, where he pointed at their naked bodies side by side. ‘What do you see?’ he asked.

			‘Us.’

			‘You see a girl of nineteen,’ he said. ‘Firm-bodied, clear-­skinned, healthy and beautiful. And you see an old man with a thick waist and sagging muscles.’

			She shrugged a little, and went back to the bed, sitting down on the edge. ‘I see us,’ she repeated obstinately. ‘You and me.’

			He went over to her and crouched down. ‘You need to get a couple of things straight,’ he said, tapping her knee. ‘You want me because I’m wealthy and influential and I can make your career take off.’

			‘I don’t want you just because you—’

			He put a finger to her lips, silencing her protests. ‘And as long as you . . .’ He searched for the right word ‘. . . excite me,’ he said, after a moment’s thought, ‘you can have anything you like. Jewellery, cars, clothes . . . maybe even stardom.’ 

			She drew her legs up, like a child, her hands clapsed round her ankles.

			He stood up, both hands on her knees. ‘That’s why you let me grunt and groan and sweat all over you,’ he said. ‘That’s why you pretend that you’re enjoying it.’ His hands moved from her knees to her thighs as he spoke. He barely touched her, and the youthful, eager body reacted. ‘And that’s why I want you,’ he said. ‘It’s a bargain, pure and simple.’

			He took his hand away, and slapped her knee hard. ‘Don’t ever try to manipulate me again,’ he said mildly.

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			The hills, misty browns and greens as the rain threatened again, nestling white-painted clusters of houses at their feet, swept down to the craggy coastline, where the long grass suddenly gave way to steep barren rock and white sand. A small cove had been bitten out of the land, its semi-circle of sand surrounded by sheer rocks on one side and a gentler, grassy slope on the other.

			Scaffolding had been erected on the beach, on which were perched powerful lights. Up on the high ground trailers were scattered across the grass, and a generator throbbed. A large group of people milled around the slope, then took up their various positions, leaving just two in the centre of a cluster of lights and microphone booms and trailing cables.

			‘Roll,’ said Howard.

			‘Three Clear Sundays, scene thirty-two, take seven.’ The clapper-board snapped.

			‘Action,’ said FD.

			Barbara Slaney pushed off the young man’s restraining hands, and got to her feet, her long dress covered in mud. She ran down the slope to the beach, along the edge of the water, disappearing into a small cave entrance in the rocks.

			‘Cut,’ said FD.

			Barbara came out of the cave, and joined FD and the young man as swarms of people began to move cameras and equipment to the cave entrance.

			FD strode over to where Barbara stood, and looked up at the sky. ‘Wouldn’t you know the rain would finally hold off when we’re filming inside a bloody cave?’ he said.

			Barbara didn’t answer; she looked nervous.

			‘Is it going to work?’ asked Howard.

			‘Of course it’s going to work! We’ve got so much lighting equipment in there, there’s hardly room for the actors. We’re having to do them one at a time.’ He smiled. ‘No room for you, I’m afraid.’

			‘I’d have thought a mock-up in a studio would have been easier,’ said Howard.

			‘Yes, Howard, it would have been easier – and everyone would have known it was a mock-up in a studio. Right,’ he said, as he arrived amidst the crew. ‘Stella — where is that girl?’ 

			‘Here, Mr Derwent.’ Stella Swift was a girl no longer, and was totally unimpressed by FD’s continuing bad humour.

			At last, they were ready.

			Barbara licked her lips slightly, and took a deep breath. 

			‘Right,’ said FD. ‘We’ll do Sophia’s point of view first, so we just need Landers for this.’

			‘Mr Derwent?’ Landers said mildly. ‘You did say you would do Samuel’s POV first.’

			FD’s eyes narrowed. ‘Did I?’ he said.

			‘Yes – well, Barbara wanted to get it over with. Filming inside the cave, I mean.’

			‘Then let’s stop wasting time,’ said FD. ‘You first.’

			‘But Mr Derwent, you really shouldn’t make her wait – she’s psyched herself up for it, and she’s . . . she’s been having nightmares about it.’

			‘You’d know,’ said FD.

			‘What?’ Landers made a move towards him.

			‘Forget it, John,’ said Barbara.

			‘She’s had to take sleeping pills, she’s been so worried about doing this scene!’ Landers shouted.

			FD strode up to him. ‘You heard what the lady said. Forget it. But try, this time, not to forget your lines. We don’t want to be stuck in there any longer than we can help.’ He smiled coldly at Barbara. ‘And I think we’ll call it a day when we’ve finished with John,’ he said. ‘We won’t be needing you until tomorrow now.’

			Howard Maxwell raised his eyebrows at Barbara as she passed.

			‘Did you want something?’ FD demanded.

			Howard bowed slightly, and sauntered away.

			FD was alone in his trailer when Barbara found him. She stood in the doorway looking at him for some moments before she came in.

			‘You are a bastard,’ she said, sitting beside him.

			FD looked enquiringly at her.

			‘You know how I feel about that cave! Why did you make me wait until tomorrow to do it?’

			‘I know how you feel about Landers,’ he said. ‘Draping yourself round him every chance you get.’

			‘Are you jealous?’ Barbara asked, amused.

			‘No,’ he said.

			‘It’s not my fault your wife’s here, is it?’ She smiled. ‘You get rid of her, and you can have sole rights,’ she said. 

			‘Forget it, my love,’ he said.

			‘I seem to remember marriage being mentioned once,’ Barbara went on. ‘Only once, and only to indicate that it was out of the question, of course, but it was mentioned.’

			He picked up his unfinished coffee and pulled a face as he drank it. ‘Barbara, my dear,’ he said quietly, opening a cupboard and taking out a bottle of brandy, ‘if I were ever foolish enough to contemplate marriage to you, it would be with a pre-nuptial agreement so firm you could build a skyscraper on it.’ He made his coffee more agreeable with a shot of brandy, and put the bottle back.

			‘I might sign it,’ she said. ‘If the terms were good enough.’ 

			He laughed. ‘Do you know why I want you?’ he asked. 

			‘For sex. You told me.’

			‘No. For excitement, I said. You’re on the make, Barbara, and that excites me. But I can’t have you. So I’m bored, and frustrated. Not jealous – merely envious.’

			‘Is that why you’re not keeping your end of the bargain?’ 

			He shrugged. ‘You’re in the film,’ he said.

			‘And no one’s going to notice,’ said Barbara. ‘It’s a lousy part. She’s only there to die.’

			‘If you can work out some way to keep your end of the bargain, I’ll work out how to keep mine,’ he said. 

			‘There’s always my car,’ she said.

			He shook his head. ‘I left the back seats of cars behind forty years ago. And you and I are not disappearing off the set for any length of time, with Wanda just down the road.’

			‘Then it’s impossible!’

			‘I know.’ He shrugged. ‘C’est la vie,’ he said.

			Barbara went silent for a few moments. ‘What does she do in that cottage all day?’ she asked, looking malevolently out of the open door in its general direction.

			‘She works.’

			‘How do you know?’

			‘I know my wife. And besides, I’ve been snooping. Seeing what she’s up to with this book.’

			Barbara frowned. ‘How?’ she asked.

			‘I pay the rent,’ he said. ‘Howard got me a key. And, every time I’ve looked, there are a great many more scurrilous things on her files about people who think she’s a friend of theirs than there were the last time.’

			‘She could do that at the house. Why does she need a cottage? How do you know she isn’t seeing someone?’ 

			‘Wanda isn’t being unfaithful to me,’ said FD. ‘Or why come here? She would have stayed in California.’

			Barbara reluctantly acknowledged the logic of that, as Howard came in.

			‘The thing about Sophia,’ FD said, his voice at a normal pitch, ‘is that she has been betrayed. Samuel is giving her nothing, nothing at all. Because he’s seen something he wants, and that he can’t have. And she can never give him what he wants. She knows that. She is offering water when he craves wine.’

			‘Thank you,’ said Barbara. ‘That’s very helpful.’ She drop­ped her voice. ‘And it’s where Sophia and I differ,’ she said.

			That night the rain came again, sweeping off the hillside and battering against the window of the Lodge, where a TV flickered in the subdued lighting. The staff worked late, keeping the film people well supplied with drinks as they watched the late-night chat show.

			‘I didn’t think there was a problem, until the media kept insisting that there was.’ Mark Ingram smiled the smile that crinkled the skin around his eyes, and had made women’s hearts beat faster ever since his first film.

			‘You can see why they might be intrigued,’ said the host. ‘After all, it was something of a cause célèbre at the time.’

			There was a pause as the words caught up with the sat­ellite’s time delay, and Mark shook his head. The hair was greying a little at the temples, and it only made him more handsome, contrasting with his Californian tan. ‘Wanda and I married over twenty years ago,’ he said. ‘I think we both knew we had made a mistake, straight away. She was much too young – she was twenty years old. Come to that, perhaps I was too young at twenty-five. What did we know? Besides, you can’t hold a grudge for ever.’

			The audience gave him a warm round of applause.

			‘But you’ve not taken the plunge again,’ said the host. ‘Though your name has been linked, as they say, with some of the most attractive women in the world.’

			Mark Ingram laughed, after a moment. ‘And the British tabloids have decided that I must be carrying a torch for Wanda,’ he said. ‘I’ve seen the English newpapers.’ Then his face grew serious. ‘I admit that my experience of marriage made me very wary of commitment. But there are no loose ends, and no hard feelings. I’m sorry to disappoint everyone.’

			‘He’s going to be here,’ said the older of the two women working behind the bar.

			The other one nodded, her eyes firmly fixed on John Landers, who sat at the bar, engrossed in something that Barbara Slaney was whispering to him.

			‘It’s a bit of an improvement on all those wimps on the self-assertiveness,’ said the first, and they both laughed.

			‘Of course, everyone is more used to seeing you as Barry Strong, soldier turned spy – this part is a bit of a change from playing an ex-SAS man, isn’t it?’

			Mark frowned a little and adjusted his earpiece. ‘It certainly is.’ He looked a little apprehensive. ‘It’s a long time since I had to do anything much more subtle than refusing to flinch.’

			More laughter, as he demonstrated.

			‘Well, let’s have a look at you in action,’ said the host. ‘In a clip from Strong Medicine, the film which started it all. It should be coming up just about . . .’

			‘I bet she still fancies him,’ said the first woman. ‘Her husband made sure they weren’t staying here, you’ll notice.’

			The sound of automatic weaponry filled the air, and the audience clapped.

			‘Leo March isn’t a lot like Barry Strong,’ said Mark.

			‘Do you see this part as a challenge, then?’ asked the host.

			‘Yes, to some extent. But there was life before Barry Strong, and I think it’s time I did something completely different, as they say. I’m not knocking the Strong films – they are first-class escapist entertainment, and they’ve been very good to me, but a film like Three Clear Sundays makes different demands, and I’m looking forward to that, especially since . . . 

			‘Do you think she’s his girlfriend?’ asked the younger woman, inclining her head slightly towards the couple at the bar.

			The older woman shrugged.

			‘. . . Simon Waterford’s novel?’ said the host. ‘I’ve heard it described as a murder mystery, and a love story, and an indictment of the “return to Victorian values” ethic. Which is it?’

			‘All three. The title refers to the length of time which had to elapse between sentence of death and the punishment being carried out. And on each of those Sundays, Leo, my character, learns more about the events leading up to the murder trial – the action takes place in flashback.’ He smiled. ‘It’s a very clever book, and I think it will make a stunning film. Of course, Simon Waterford himself has written the screenplay with Frank Derwent . . .‘

			‘Nice plug, Simon,’ said one of the men.

			Simon Waterford smiled a little shyly.

			‘Well,’ said the host, ‘we look forward very much to seeing it, and to seeing you back on these shores once more. Meanwhile, Mark Ingram, thank you very much.’ He swivelled back to the camera, as the applause died away, and the screen behind him turned into a swirling haze of moving colours. ‘Mark Ingram, ladies and gentlemen, live from Los Angeles. Join Trade Secrets after the break, when Wanda Derwent will be in our Glasgow studio to give us her side of the story, and tell us a little about her book, also tipped to become a best-seller . . .’

			Barbara let a couple of ads go by, then smiled at John, and finished her drink. ‘I think I’ll go up,’ she said.

			There was a hint of relief on John Landers’ face as she slid off the barstool and left.

			And he may have assumed that she turned right in the hallway, and went upstairs to her room. But she didn’t.

			‘. . . I think we all accepted the situation at the time. And I have been married to Frank now for nineteen years – I guess we’re all quite used to the idea by now.’

			‘I’m sure you are. Now then, this book of yours is causing almost as much fuss. We keep hearing about all these scandalous things you’re going to tell us – is that just hype?’

			Wanda laughed. ‘It isn’t all scandal,’ she said. ‘But it isn’t all hype, either.’

			FD turned down the sound, and plugged headphones into the hi-fi, selecting a record and turning the sound up almost as high as it would go. He picked up the morning paper, turning to the sports pages, and the reports of rain washing out the racing. The music rose in his ears, then fell; through the softer passage he heard the urgent, quiet knocking at the door.

			She stood coatless in the rain, on the doorstep. Behind her sat a shocking pink car, beaded by the saturating rain. His eyes widened slightly. ‘What the hell are you doing here?’ he asked. ‘And what in God’s name is that?’

			‘Keeping my end of the bargain,’ she said. ‘And that’s my new car. I told you I’d got one.’

			‘Are you crazy?’

			‘She’s in Glasgow. And you didn’t even tell me.’

			‘Go away. And get that thing out of the driveway.’

			‘Who’s going to see it? There isn’t anyone for miles.’

			‘Just get it out of here.’

			She stood there, and he took a step towards her.

			‘All right,’ she said quickly, backing off.

			He watched as she drove away, then closed the door and went back into the sitting room, where Wanda mouthed at the viewers. He turned the sound up.

			‘. . . enjoying the beautiful scenery – when it isn’t raining . . .’ 

			Another knock. He muted the sound and strode to the door. 

			‘It’s out of sight,’ she said. ‘In the woods.’

			‘Go away.’

			‘You don’t want me?’

			‘Not here! Not in this house!’ He turned and walked back into the room, leaving the front door open.

			The music could still be heard, a small and delicate pas de deux from the headphones lying over the arm of the sofa.

			Barbara smiled and closed the door. She went up to him, standing behind him, her arms round his waist, her head on his shoulder. ‘You don’t need me?’ she asked.

			He turned to face her, disengaging himself from her. ‘You’re wet though,’ he said. Her blouse clung to her; the music spiralled up towards them. ‘No,’ he said firmly. ‘I don’t need you.’

			‘That’s why you’re making everyone’s life hell? That’s why you’re making John Landers forget what he could do perfectly well in Florida?’

			‘He needs taking down a peg or two.’

			‘John?’ She laughed. ‘John Landers is a nice, well-mannered all-American boy. He calls you “Mr Derwent” even behind your back. That’s not what the rest of us call you.’ She moved closer to him. ‘He believes in motherhood and pumpkin pie,’ she said, her lips on his mouth, her tongue teasing his. ‘And he’s not sleeping with me, so you can stop being jealous.’

			‘If he isn’t, it’s not for the want of trying on your part.’ 

			‘No,’ she agreed readily. ‘You might want to be celibate for as long as this thing lasts, but I don’t. And now we’ve got some time, at last.’

			The music played on, an elfin orchestra on the sofa. ‘I said it had to be somewhere safe,’ he said.

			‘This is safe,’ said Barbara. ‘She’s in Glasgow.’

			FD looked over his shoulder at his wife, and looked back at Barbara. The miniature music rose, its rhythm insistent, like a heart-beat.

			‘Glasgow’s not that far away,’ said FD.

			Barbara laughed. ‘My God, FD, how many men can actually see that their wives are a hundred miles away?’

			‘Eighty,’ he corrected her. ‘And anyone could come here.’ 

			‘At this time of night?’

			‘Yes,’ he said, but he pulled her down on to the sofa.

			The slow passage again; they kissed, just once, and the music faded to silence. They drew apart, holding eye contact. She smiled.

			Sudden, dramatic chords issued thinly from the headset: definite, decisive, arrogantly rising only to fall away again. Taking their time, holding back until they had to let go, moving faster, faster, until the whispered dance furiously ripped along, frantically making up for lost time.

			Her flailing foot caught the cable, and the music, freed at last from its tiny cage, wildly and deafeningly swirled around them as they rolled together in noisy, gleeful ecstasy until the final, climactic chord died away.

			‘Frank! What’s going on?’ Wanda’s muffled voice, raised against the music, echoed through the silence.

			‘Jesus Christ!’ FD looked helplessly at the TV, where Wanda still discussed her book, at Barbara, at the front door, where the handle was turning. Then he jumped to his feet, dragging Barbara from the sofa. He pushed her towards the kitchen with one hand, picking up discarded clothing with the other. ‘Get out,’ he whispered, pushing her through the swing door as Wanda’s key turned in the lock. He shoved her underwear into her hands and opened the back door. ‘Get out!’ he repeated, slamming shut the serving-hatch doors.

			Barbara stood at the back door. ‘What if I don’t?’ she said.

			FD paused for the tiniest moment in his frantic pulling on of trousers. ‘Out,’ he said, once his dignity had been restored, and took a threatening step forward. This time she didn’t move.

			‘How much is it worth to you?’ she asked.

			‘What?’

			The wet blouse, still unbuttoned, clung to her naked breasts; she still held her knickers in her hand, and the front door was opening.

			‘All right!’ he whispered fiercely. ‘What the hell do you want?’

			‘If you agree to get someone to watch her, I’ll leave. Otherwise I stay. All right?’ she said, extending her hand.

			‘FD? Are you in the kitchen?’

			Desperately, ridiculously, he shook on it.

			‘A bargain,’ she whispered. ‘Pure and simple.’ She smiled. ‘But I’m neither, FD. Don’t forget that.’

			He closed the back door as Wanda came into the kitchen. She frowned. ‘Is something wrong?’ she asked.

			‘I . . . er . . . I thought I heard something outside,’ he said. ‘It must have been some country noise. Or you, I suppose. But – it seemed to be at the back.’

			‘Oh? I’m surprised you could hear anything with the music that loud.’ She made a move toward the back door.

			‘I’ve checked,’ he said. ‘Anyway – how come you’re in two places at once? I thought that show was live?’ He blew out his cheeks as Wanda turned and went back into the other room.

			‘It used to be,’ she said. ‘But they got one drunk too many. It’s recorded a few hours before transmission.’ She turned up the sound.

			‘Wanda Derwent, thank you very much.’ He turned. ‘Next week on Trade Secrets, the show that looks behind the scenes of showbiz, guests will include . . .

			‘Damn,’ she said. ‘I’ve missed it all.’

			‘Until then, this is Charlie S. Hall saying see you next time.’

			She switched it off.

			FD poured himself a drink, which he drank in one gulp. ‘I think I’ll have a shower and go to bed,’ he said. ‘I’ve got another hot sweaty scene inside that bloody cave tomorrow.’

			Inside, the essential crew members crowded into the narrow mouth of the cave. Barbara pushed through them, squeezing past the camera dolly, to where the cave widened slightly into a small chamber. She swallowed, took a deep breath, and planted her feet in the mud.

			The clapper-board clicked down. ‘Action,’ said FD quietly, but his voice echoed. ‘He’s coming in after you.’

			Barbara looked into the camera, her eyes gradually focus­ing on her imagined husband, growing afraid as he came closer.

			‘Sophia, I will not tolerate this disobedience,’ said Stella, in a monotone.

			‘I’m . . . I’m stuck, Samuel.’ Barbara’s eyes pleaded with the camera not to be angry with her.

			‘Stuck?’

			‘My boots are stuck in the mud. I can’t move. I can’t reach the laces to get them off.’

			‘Perhaps this is God’s punishment.’

			‘Look,’ she said, desperately, pulling up her heavy skirts to show the camera her predicament.

			‘Sophia, do not add immodesty to your list of sins.’

			She dropped the skirt, and put a hand to her face to smooth back her hair, smearing it with mud.

			‘Cut.’

			Make-up removed the mud, endless adjustments were made to lighting and camera angles, and the scene was done again, the mud going on and coming off; the wait for more adjust­ments. Make-up removed perspiration from Barbara’s fore­head, and touched up the mud a little.

			‘OK. “You came here without assistance.” And remember, Barbara, this is one long take. The camera is closing in all the time. Action.’

			‘You came here without assistance, you can leave without it.’

			‘I can’t!’ Barbara looked stricken, holding out her hand.

			‘You must seek God’s help.’

			‘It isn’t God’s help I need, it’s yours!’

			‘Blasphemy. Blasphemy too. This is all a direct result of association with that woman,’ droned Stella.

			‘She’s our neighbour, Samuel.’ There were tears in her eyes as she implored the camera to understand. ‘She’s been very kind to me, Samuel – Samuel, help me!’

			‘You will have no further communication with Mrs Lovelace. I will speak to her myself after church. You will pray for forgiveness here where God has led you,’ said Stella, boredly.

			‘He’s turned his back, he’s walking off. You’re watching him,’ said FD.

			Dismay, as her eyes went beyond the camera. Her eyes closed against what they were seeing, and the tears trickled down her face, through the mud. Then she wiped them away defiantly, and stepped with ease to freedom, as the camera held her in shot.

			‘Cut.’ FD didn’t try to hide his satisfaction with her per­formance. But they needed another take.

			‘OK,’ said FD. ‘Let’s go again.’

			The camera was moved back, and make-up repaired the smudge of mud.

			‘Action.’

			‘You came here without assistance, you can leave without it.’

			‘I can’t!’

			FD watched as she did it all again, as perfectly as the first time, until a jet overflew the coastline, the noise of the engines reverberating through the cave. Take three. This time, her foot slipped in the mud, her head ducking out of shot. The stiff-backed fear of the confined space was begin­ning to show between shots, but only between shots. Take four, and she was Sophia to whom the cave was a refuge, not a threat. A bulb blew. Five, and she dried. Six. The smudge was forgotten. Seven. The sound man was getting interference from somewhere.

			‘Go again,’ said FD, wearily. ‘Take eight.’

			Make-up removed the smudge, covered with pale powder the red mark that had appeared on Barbara’s face with the putting on and taking off of mud, and dusted away the beads of sweat.

			‘It’ll be all right this time,’ the girl said. ‘Don’t worry, love.’

			Barbara licked her lips, breathing slowly, deeply, keeping control.

			‘Action.’

			‘You came here without assistance, you can leave without it.’

			‘I can’t!’ said Barbara, Sophia’s defiance back in her eyes. And this time she made it to the end. Nothing went wrong. She closed her eyes, and let out a shuddering sigh. ‘Oh, thank God,’ she said, almost sobbing with relief.

			FD looked through the script for some moments before he looked up. ‘Let’s do one for luck,’ he said, his voice soft, his eyes hard.

			‘How much?’ The young man had attempted designer stubble which merely looked as though he had mislaid his razor. He stared at FD, and waited for confirmation.

			‘If that’s not enough, just name your terms,’ said FD. ‘I’m out of touch with the cost of living here.’

			They were sitting – FD, Barbara and the private detective – in the corner of the empty lounge bar of the Lodge, but they were none the less conversing in near whispers.

			‘Oh, it’s enough,’ he said. ‘But you’re not expecting me to jog there and back, I hope?’

			FD raised his eyebrows at Barbara.

			‘No,’ she said. ‘She uses the beach – you can see her from the cliff road. Follow her there, wait until she leaves again, and follow her home.’

			‘You’ll do it, I take it?’ said FD.

			‘Oh, I’ll do it.’ He looked a little puzzled. ‘Do you think she’s carrying on with someone, Mr Derwent?’

			‘That really doesn’t concern you, Mr Anderson,’ said FD. ‘Keep at a very discreet distance.’

			‘I’ll park where I showed you,’ he said. ‘No one’ll see the car, not even in daylight – I guarantee it.’ He took a stick of gum from his pocket, unwrapping it and folding it into his mouth.

			FD watched with distaste.

			‘When she leaves,’ Barbara said, ‘ring here. Ask for Miss Slaney.’

			The young man looked uncertainly at FD, who shrugged. ‘Do as she says,’ he said.

			‘Right, Mr Derwent. You’re the boss.’ He winked at Barbara and sauntered out.

			FD sat back. ‘And that, I believe, makes us quits,’ he said. ‘Though what you hope to discover, I can’t imagine.’

			Barbara raised her eyebrows. ‘The price went up this afternoon,’ she said. ‘I want your key to the cottage.’

			He frowned. ‘You’re not standing half-naked in the kitchen any more,’ he said. ‘You have nothing to bargain with.’ He shook his head. ‘But I’m intrigued.’ He took out his keys, removing the cottage key from the ring, handing it to her. ‘Why on earth do you want it?’

			‘You’ll find out,’ she said. She put the key in her bag, without explanation. ‘And no more forms of torture,’ she said.

			‘If there are no more forms of blackmail,’ he replied pleasantly.

			The bleak coast road was still. In a clearing in the bracken, almost completely hidden by the branches, a car could just be glimpsed; Wanda might have seen, if she had been look­ing, the gleam of chromium through the spiky foliage; she might have noticed the sun, out again at last, glint on the wing-mirror. But Wanda wasn’t looking. She was jogging along the sand, the picture of health and vitality, up the steps in the sea wall, and along the row of cottages to the one furthest from the shore.

			She changed out of the jogging suit and slid open the door of a cubicle which contained a washbasin, a toilet and a shower in what seemed like an impossibly small space. She showered, then slipped on jeans and a sweatshirt, and came back in to start her day’s work. The spartan little room was furnished with a desk, a chair, and a goatskin rug that had seen better days. Behind the desk was a cupboard, on the door of which was hung a heavy, old-fashioned mirror, in what seemed like a vain attempt to make the room seem larger.

			Two touches of luxury; a coffee-maker sat on the tiny worktop, alongside a two-ring hotplate, and a twin cassette recorder sat on the desk with the microphone already set up. She made coffee first, but didn’t have any straight away. She sat at the desk, pressed the record button, and started speaking as she sorted through the papers in her briefcase.

			‘I was young,’ she said. ‘And shattered. Lost, lonely – I felt dirty, I felt used . . .’ She paused, and looked into space for a moment. ‘But I have forgiven him,’ she said. ‘You may sneer at that when you read these words – you may think that I have written this as an act of revenge. But if I had wanted revenge, how much sweeter it would have been at the time. No – this is not being written for revenge, but rather out of a sense of injustice. I was seen as the villain of the piece, and I want to set the record straight. This is my story; I have the right to tell it.’ 

			She switched off the tape and rewound it, listening to the piece she had just added. Now and then she would make a note on the typewritten page in front of her. Then she rewound the whole tape, removed it, and put it in the other deck. She put a new tape in the recording deck, pressed a button, and the tape began to jabber at double speed as the second recording was made. She turned off the sound and went back to the manuscript on the desk, making a final note, then returning it to her briefcase. She pulled out a thin file, and laid it on the desk.

			SUSAN QUENTIN, the label read. Inside were letters, scraps of paper, copies of birth and marriage certificates, and a pub­licity photograph of a good-looking, dark-haired woman in her mid-forties. A confident, smiling woman, posing in front of Cartier, with diamonds dripping from every inch of her body not covered in mink. Underneath, the text read:

			Two security men stood guard as Susan Quentin posed for this publicity photograph for Stones, in which she plays a diamond merchant of dastardly deeds and duplicitous dealing. Of course, the security guards were part of the hype, as the lady wore rhinestones. Not that she couldn’t flash a few rocks of her own . . .

			Wanda pulled the little portable typewriter towards her, and inserted a sheet of paper.

			‘Dear Colin,’ she wrote. ‘I do hope you meant what you said about having something for me, because I am in Scotland now, and I’ll be glad to meet you anywhere you say . . .’

			The long, thin cigarette burned in the ashtray; spirals of smoke rose and hung in the air. Susan Quentin had arrived at the Lodge.

			‘Howard, darling, I’m hearing terrible things about this movie – tell me they’re not true.’ They were the clipped tones of an acquired standard English accent defending itself against American inflections.

			‘What have you heard?’ Howard settled himself down with his drink, and smiled across the table at her.

			‘That FD is making everyone’s life an absolute hell, that he couldn’t direct traffic – that he’s doing so many takes and retakes and reshooting so much footage that he will probably have to end up cutting his losses – I don’t want to be associated with a flop, Howard.’

			The waitress brought the menus.

			‘It won’t flop, Sue.’ He put on his glasses to read the menu. ‘Well – who can tell? But it won’t fold – and Ingram tells me that the product isn’t suffering. Just the cast and crew.’

			‘All because he can’t bed whichever child you’ve lined up for him this time?’

			Howard smiled comfortably. ‘I’ll have the pâté, I think, he said. ‘Are you having a starter?’

			‘I’ll have the pâté too. Howard – I thought it was your job to make FD’s life run smoothly?’

			‘I’m doing my job. I’m telling you that your first scenes are being shot tomorrow.’

			‘I’m not going to have him try to make a fool of me in front of everyone. I know him, Howard. So, you let me know when it’s safe, and that’s the day I’ll recover from this mild but debilitating illness that I’m about to have. All right?’ 

			‘Done. I’ll have the trout to follow. How about you?’

			‘The steak. Before I’m confined to my room.’

			The sun shone, and the Victorian clothes were actually proving too warm for the actors.

			‘Yes,’ said FD, as Barbara got to her feet again and sat down, her skirts giving her trouble. ‘Yes, good.’ He looked at John Landers. ‘Good,’ he said absently. ‘But. . . well, I’d like to try something. If you feel comfortable with it fine, if not, we’ll talk about it.’

			Simon Waterford, watching, looked startled, but Landers didn’t seem at all surprised at FD’s manner.

			FD paced up and down the grass as he spoke. ‘You’ve got this man,’ he said. ‘I mean, you’ve got the pomposity, and the rigidity . . . but. . .’ He turned. ‘When you push her to her knees, and tell her to pray for forgiveness – you’re thinking of how this Victorian, Bostonian ex-missionary would treat his wife.’

			Landers nodded.

			‘I want you to try thinking of how he would treat his dog. I think you’re showing too much respect for Sophia. Think of her as a puppy. A puppy who has just done a mess on the carpet, and you are going to rub her nose in it. There’s no respect. There is total dominance.’

			Simon Waterford blinked a little, and looked round at the various people who milled about the set. He saw Mark Ingram talking to some of the crew, and made as if to move towards him, but checked his stride, and looked back at FD.

			‘And Barbara. Remember — this is the scene just before the one in the cave. She runs because she’s bewildered by his reaction to what she’s just said. So, do you think perhaps she shouldn’t be embarrassed while she’s saying it?’

			Simon frowned, and walked a little way away, still within earshot.
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