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Prologue




‘Sing! Sing! Sing!’

No. I can’t.

‘Sing! Sing! Sing!’

No! Stop it! And for God’s sake, cut that bloody music!

‘SING! SING! SING!’

Argh! My palms are so slippery I almost dropped the mic. I’m in bad shape. I can’t sing. I can NOT sing. But they won’t stop. I know they won’t stop until I deliver. And I shouldn’t disappoint my audience. Okay, I’m going to sing! Here comes the chorus…


I’m locked inside us

And I can’t find the key

It was under the plant pot

That you nicked from me



That’s not my song, by the way. And when I say I can’t sing, I mean I really can’t sing. When you’re as drunk as I am, you could be forgiven for thinking that if only Simon Cowell were in the room, he would say, ‘Girl, you’ve got the X Factor.’ But I’m under no illusions. I know I’m, in his words, ‘distinctly average’.

As for the audience…Well, I’m not singing to a 90,000-strong crowd at Wembley, but you’ve probably guessed that by now. I’m in the living room of my flatshare in London Bridge. And the music comes courtesy of my PlayStation SingStar.

The person who’s just grabbed the mic from me is Bess. She’s my flatmate and my best friend. She can’t sing either. Jeez, she’s hurting my ears! Next to her is Sara, a friend of mine from work. And then there are Jo, Jen and Alison, pals from university.

As for me? Well, I’m Meg Stiles. And this is my leaving party. And that song we’re making a mockery of? That’s written by one of the biggest rock stars on the planet. And I’m moving in with him tomorrow.

Seriously! I am not even joking.

Well, maybe I’m misleading you a little bit. You see, I haven’t actually met him yet.

No, I’m not a stalker. I’m his new PA. His Personal Assistant. And I am off to La-La Land. Los Angeles. The City of Angels–whatever you want to call it–and I can’t bloody believe it!









Chapter 1




Ouch. My head hurts. What sort of stupid person has a leaving party the night before starting a new job?

I’m not usually this disorganised. In fact, I’m probably the most organised person you’re ever likely to meet. Having a leaving party the night before I had to board this plane to LA is very out of character. But then I didn’t have much choice. I’ve only just got the job.

Seven days ago I was a PA at an architects’ firm. My boss, Marie Sevenou (early fifties, French, very well-respected in the industry), called me into her office on Monday morning and asked me to shut the door and take a seat. This had never happened in the nine months I’d been working there and my initial reaction was to wonder if I’d done anything wrong. But I was pretty sure I hadn’t so, above all, I was curious.

‘Meg,’ she said, her heavy French accent laced with despair, ‘it pains me to tell you this.’

Shit, was she dying?

‘I do not want to lose you.’

Shit, was I dying? Sorry, that was just me being ridiculous.

She continued, ‘All of yesterday I toyed with my conscience. Should I tell her? Could I keep it from her? She is the best PA I have ever had. It would devastate me to let her go.’

I do love my boss, right, but she ain’t half melodramatic.

‘Marie,’ I said, ‘what are you talking about?’

She stared at me, her face bereft. ‘But I said to myself, Marie, think of what you were like thirty years ago. You would have done anything for an opportunity like this. How could you keep it from her?’

What on earth was she going on about?

‘On Saturday night I went to a dinner party at a very good friend of mine’s. You remember Wendel Redgrove? High-powered solicitor–I designed his house in Hampstead a couple of years ago? Well, anyway, he was telling me how his biggest client had lost his personal assistant recently and was having a terrible time trying to find a new one. Of course I empathised. I told him about you and how I thought I might die if I ever lost you. Honestly, Meg, I don’t know how I ever managed before…’

But she regained her composure, directing her cool blue eyes straight into my dark-brown ones as she said the words that would change my life forever.

‘Meg, Johnny Jefferson needs a new personal assistant.’

Johnny Jefferson. Wild boy of rock. Piercing green eyes, dirty blond hair and a body Brad Pitt would have killed for fifteen years ago.

It was the chance of a lifetime, to go and work in Los Angeles for him and live in his mansion. To become his confidante, his number one, the person he relies on more than anyone else in the world. And my boss, in a moment of madness, had suggested me for the job.

That very afternoon I met up with Wendel Redgrove and Johnny Jefferson’s manager, Bill Blakeley, a cockney geezer in his late forties who had managed Johnny’s career since he split up with his band, Fence, seven years ago. Wendel drew up a contract, along with a strict confidentiality clause, and Bill asked me to start the following week.

Marie actually cried when I told her it was all done and dusted; they’d offered me the job and I had accepted. Wendel had already persuaded Marie to waive my one-month-notice period, but that left me only six days, which was daunting, to say the least. When I raised my concerns, Bill Blakeley put it bluntly: ‘Sorry, love, but if you need time to sort your life out then you’re not the right chick for the job. Just pack what you need. We’ll cover your rent here for the first three months and after that, if it all works out, you can have some time off to come back and do whatever the hell it is that you need to do. But you’ve got to start immediately, because frankly, I’m sick to fucking death of buying Johnny’s underpants since his last girl left.’

And so here I am, on this plane to LA, with a shocking hangover. I glance out of the window down at the city. Smog hangs over it like a thick black cloud as we fly towards the airport. The distinctive white structure of the Theme Building looks like a flying saucer or a white, four-legged spider. Marie told me to look out for it, and seeing it makes me feel even more spaced-out.

I clear Customs and head out towards the exit where I’ve been told there will be a driver waiting to collect me. Scanning the crowd, I find a placard with my name on it.

‘Ms Stiles! Well! How do you do!’ the driver says when I introduce myself. He shakes my hand vigorously as his face breaks out into a pearly white grin. ‘Welcome to America! I’m Davey! Pleased to meet you! Here, let me take that bag for you, ma’am! Come on! We’re this way!’

I’m not sure I can handle this many exclamation marks on a hangover, but you’ve got to admire his enthusiasm. Smiling, I follow him out of the terminal. The humidity immediately engulfs me and I start to feel a little faint so it’s a relief to reach the car–a long black limo. Climbing into the back, I slump down into the cool, cream leather seats. The air-conditioning kicks in as we exit the car park and my faintness and nausea begin to subside. I put the window down.

Davey is rabbiting on about his lifelong ambition to meet the Queen. I breathe in the outside air, less humid now that we’re on the move, and start to feel better. It smells of barbeques here. The tallest palm trees I’ve ever seen line the wide, wide roads and I’m amazed as I stick my head further out of the window and gaze up at them. I can’t believe they haven’t snapped in half–their proportions are skinnier than toothpicks. It’s the middle of July, but some people still have sad little Christmas decorations hanging out in front of their tired-looking homes. They twinkle in the afternoon sun–no wonder they call this place Tinseltown. I look around but can’t see the Hollywood sign.

Yet.

Oh God, how can this be happening to me?

None of my friends can believe it, because I’ve never been that fussed about Johnny Jefferson. Of course I think he’s good-looking–who wouldn’t?–but I don’t really fancy him. And when it comes to rock music, well, I think Avril’s pretty hardcore. Give me Take That any day of the week.

Everyone else I know would give their little toe to be in my position. In fact, make that their whole foot. Hell, throw in a hand, while you’re at it.

Whereas I would struggle to give up more than my big toenail. I certainly wouldn’t relinquish a whole digit.

That’s not to say I’m not thrilled about this job. The fact that all my friends fancy Johnny like mad just makes it even more exciting.

Davey drives through the gates into Bel Air, the haven of the rich and famous.

‘That’s where Elvis used to live,’ he points out, as we start to climb the hill via ever-more-impressive mansions. I try to catch a glimpse of the groomed gardens behind the high walls and hedges.

The ache in my head seems to have been replaced by butterflies in my stomach. I wipe the perspiration from my brow and tell myself it’s just the side effects of too much alcohol.

We continue climbing upwards, then suddenly Davey is pulling up outside imposing wooden gates. Cameras point ominously down at us from steel pillars on either side of the car. I feel like I’m being watched and have a sudden urge to put my window back up. Davey announces our arrival into a speakerphone and a few seconds later the gates glide open. My hands feel clammy.

The driveway isn’t long, but it feels like it goes on forever. Trees obscure the house at first, but then we turn a corner and it appears in front of us.

It’s a modern architectural design: two storeys, white concrete, rectangular, structured lines.

Davey pulls up and gets out to open my door. I stand there, trying to control my nerves, as he lifts my suitcase out of the boot. The enormous and heavy wooden front door swings open and a short, plump, pleasantly smiling Hispanic-looking woman is standing beside it.

‘Now then! Who have we got here?’ She beams and I like her immediately. ‘I’m Rosa,’ she says, ‘and you must be Meg.’

‘Hello…’

‘Come on in!’

Davey wishes me goodbye and good luck and I follow Rosa inside, to a large, bright hallway. We go through another door at the end and I stop in my tracks. Floor-to-ceiling glass looks out onto the most perfect view of the city, hazy in the afternoon sunshine. A swimming pool out on the terrace sparkles cool and blue.

‘Pretty spectacular, ain’t it?’ Rosa smiles as she surveys my face.

‘Amazing,’ I agree.

I wonder where The Rock Star is.

‘Johnny’s away on an impromptu writing trip,’ Rosa tells me.

Oh.

‘He won’t be back until tomorrow,’ she continues, ‘so you’ve got a little time to get yourself unpacked and settled in. Or even better, out there by the pool…’ She nudges me conspiratorially.

I lift the handle on my suitcase and try to ignore my disappointment as Rosa leads me into the large, double-height open-plan room. The hi-tech stereo system and enormous flatscreen TV in the corner tell me it’s the living room. Furniture is minimal, modern and super, super cool.

I’m impressed. In fact, I’m feeling less and less blasé about this job by the minute, and that’s not helping my steadily swirling nerves.

‘The kitchen is over there,’ Rosa says, pointing it out behind a curved, frosted-glass wall. ‘That’s where I spend most of my time. I’m the cook,’ she explains before I get the chance to ask. ‘I try to feed that boy up. If I were a bartender I’d have a lot more joy. He likes his booze, that one.’ She chuckles good-naturedly as we arrive at the foot of the polished-concrete staircase.

‘Are you okay with that, honey?’ She glances back over her shoulder at my suitcase.

‘Yes, fine!’

‘We should really have a butler here, but Johnny don’t like a lot of staff,’ she continues, as she climbs the stairs ahead of me. ‘It’s not that he’s stingy, mind, he just likes us to be a tight-knit family.’ She turns right. ‘Your room is over here. Johnny’s got the big one at the other end, and behind them doors there you’ve got your guest rooms and Johnny’s music studio.’ She points them out as we go past. ‘Your offices are downstairs, in between the kitchen and the cinema.’

Sorry, did she just say cinema?

‘I’ll show you round later,’ she adds, slightly out of breath now.

‘Do you live here, too?’ I ask.

‘Oh no, honey, I got a family to go home to. Apart from the security staff, you’re the only one who’ll be here overnight. And Johnny, of course. Okay,’ she says, clapping her hands together as we reach the door at the end. ‘This is you.’ She turns the stainless-steel knob and pushes the heavy metal door open, standing back to let me pass.’

My room is so bright and white that I want to put my shades on. Windows look out over the leafy trees at the back of the house and a giant super-king-size bed is in the centre, covered by a pure white bedspread. White-lacquer floor-to-ceiling wardrobes line one wall, and there are two doors on the other wall.

‘Here you’ve got your kitchenette, where you can whip yourself up some food if mine ain’t good enough for you.’ From her jovial tone I’m guessing that’s not likely to be the case. ‘And here you’ve got your en-suite.’

Some en-suite. It’s enormous, with dazzling white stone lining every surface. A huge stone spa is at the back, and a large open shower is to my right, opposite double basins on my left. White fluffy towels hang on heated chrome towel rails.

‘Pretty nice, huh?’ Rosa chuckles. She walks to the door. ‘I’ll leave you to settle in. Why don’t you come on down to the kitchen when you’re good and ready and I’ll get you something to eat?’

As the door closes behind her, I start jumping on the spot like a mad woman, face stretched into a silent scream.

This place is mental! I’ve seen rock star mansions on MTV Cribs, but this is something else.

I kick off my shoes and throw myself onto the enormous bed, laughing as I look up at the ceiling.

If only Bess could see this place…It’s such a far cry from our dingy flatshare back home. It’s getting on for midnight now in England and she will have hit the sack long ago, sleeping off her hangover before work tomorrow. I decide to send her a text to wake up to in the morning. I climb off the bed, smiling at the feeling of the thick white shagpile carpet between my toes, and grab my phone from my bag.

Actually, I think I’ll send her a picture. I slide open the camera lens instead, snapping the massive room with the (now slightly crumpled) bed in the middle. I punch out a message:


CHECK OUT MY BEDROOM! HAVEN’T MET HIM YET BUT HOUSE IS AMAZING! WISH YOU WERE HERE X



She is going to die when she sees the outside view. I’ll have to send her that tomorrow.

I decide to unpack later and instead go and see Rosa downstairs. I find her in the kitchen, frying chicken, peppers and onions in a pan.

‘Hey there! I was just preparing you a quesadilla. You must be starving.’

‘Can I help?’ I ask.

‘No, no, no!’ She shoos me away, minutes later delivering the finished product, cheese oozing out of the edges of the triangular-cut tortillas. She’s right: I am starving.

‘I would offer to make you a margarita, but I think you just need feeding up, judging by the state of those skinny arms.’ She laughs and pulls up a chair.

My arms are skinny compared to hers. In fact, every part of me is skinny compared to Rosa. She’s like a big Mexican momma away from home.

‘Where do you live, then?’ I ask, and discover that home is an hour’s drive away, where she has three teenage sons, one ten-year-old daughter, and a husband who works like mad but loves her like crazy from the way she smiles when she speaks of him. It’s a long way for her to travel, but she adores working for Johnny. Her only regret is that she’s not often there to see him tuck into the meals she leaves for him. And it breaks her heart when she comes in the next morning and finds the food still in the refrigerator.

‘You have got to make that boy eat!’ she insists to me now. ‘Johnny don’t eat enough.’

Hearing her speak about ‘Johnny’ is strange. I keep thinking of him as ‘Johnny Jefferson’, but soon he’ll just be Johnny to me as well.

I do already feel like I know him, though. It’s impossible to live in the UK without knowing about Johnny Jefferson, and after a lunch break of Googling him when I worked at Marie’s, I now know even more.

His mother died when he was thirteen so he moved from Newcastle to live with his father in London. He dropped out of school to concentrate on his music and formed a band in his late teens. They signed a record contract and were global superstars by the time Johnny was twenty. But he spiralled out of control at the age of twenty-three when the band broke up, before coming back almost two years later as a solo artist. Now thirty, he’s one of the most successful rock stars in the world. Of course there are still rumours of his dodgy lifestyle. Drink, drugs, sex–you name it, Johnny’s probably done it. I don’t mind the odd drink, and I’m not a prude, even if I have had only three serious boyfriends, but I’m really not into the drug scene, and I’ve never been attracted to bad boys.

Rosa heads off at six-thirty and urges me to get outside by the pool. Ten minutes later I’m on the terrace, clad in the black bikini that I bought for my recent holiday in Italy with Bess. The sun is still baking hot so I stand on the steps in the shallow end and tilt my head back up to catch the rays. The glittering blue water is cool, but not cold, and I don’t flinch as I immerse myself fully. I swim a few laps and decide then and there to swim fifty every morning. I did so much walking in London that keeping fit was effortless, but everybody drives cars here so I might need to work at it.

After a while I climb out and spread my towel on the hot paving stones beside the pool, forgoing the sunloungers so I can trail my fingers in the water. My hangover is long gone, and I lie there feeling blissfully happy, listening to the sound of the water filtering through the swimming pool and the cicadas chirping in the undergrowth. High overhead a distant aeroplane leaves a long white streak in the cloudless sky and out of the corner of my eye I can see little black birds swoop down to drink from the pool. I begin to feel dozy.

‘Is this what I pay you for?’

I jolt awake to find a dark figure hovering above me, cutting out my sun. I’m so shocked I almost fall in the pool.

‘Whoa, shit!’

I rummage around to try to pull my towel out from under my bum so I can cover myself up, but it drops in the water.

‘Bollocks!’

I hastily scramble to my feet, realising all I’ve done in the last few seconds is curse at my new boss.

‘Sorry,’ I blurt. His eyes graze over my body and I feel like he’s undressing me. Which isn’t that difficult, because I’ve barely got anything on as it is. I cross my arms in front of my chest, desperately wanting to retrieve my soaking towel from the pool. Unfortunately, though, that would involve bending over, which is not something I feel comfortable doing right now. I look up.

He’s actually quite tall–about six foot two, I estimate, compared to my five-foot-seven-inch frame–and is wearing skinny black jeans and a black T-shirt with a silver metal-studded belt. His dirty blond hair falls messily around his chin and his green eyes, with the light of the swimming pool reflected in them, look almost luminous.

Christ, he is gorgeous. Even more so in real life than in pictures.

‘Sorry,’ I say again, and his mouth curls up slightly as he reaches down behind me to drag my sopping-wet towel out of the pool. I instinctively want to step away from him, but the only way is backwards and into the water, and I think I’ve made enough of a tit of myself as it is. He straightens himself back up and wrings the towel out, muscles on his bare arms flexing with the movement. I notice his famous tattoos and can’t help but feel on edge.

I remember my sarong is hanging on one of the sunloungers behind him, but he makes no attempt to move for me as I awkwardly sidestep him before hurrying over to grab it. I quickly tie the still-way-too-small green piece of material around my waist.

‘Meg, right?’ he says.

‘Yes, hi,’ I reply, watching him while shading my eyes from the sun as he rolls the wet towel up into a ball and aims it at a basket six metres away. It goes straight in. ‘And you, er, obviously, are Johnny Jefferson.’

He turns back to me. ‘Johnny will do.’ I note that he has a few freckles across his nose that I’ve never noticed in photographs.

‘I was just, um, taking a break,’ I stutter.

‘So I figured,’ he replies.

‘I didn’t think you’d be back until tomorrow.’

‘I figured that also.’ He raises an eyebrow and delves into his jeans pocket, pulling out a crumpled cigarette packet. Sitting down on one of the sunloungers, he lights up and casually pats the space next to him, but with the way my heart is beating, I figure I’d be safer on the sunlounger opposite instead.

‘So, Meg…’ he says, taking a long drag and looking across at me.

‘Yes?’

‘Do you smoke?’ he asks, not offering me a cigarette.

‘No.’

‘Good.’

Hypocrite. I think it, but I don’t have the guts to say it.

‘How old are you?’ he asks.

‘Twenty-four,’ I reply.

‘You look older.’

‘Do I?’

He flicks his ash into a two-foot-high stainless-steel ashtray and narrows his eyes at me. ‘There’s a lot of pressure with this job, you know.’

Oh, okay, not really a compliment, more a concern.

‘I can handle it.’ I try to inject some confidence into my voice.

‘Bill and Wendel seem to think so.’ He sounds quite American, which is surprising considering he spent the first twenty-five years of his life in England. ‘Got a boyfriend?’ he asks.

Hey, hang on a second…‘What’s that got to do with anything?’

‘Don’t get touchy,’ he says, looking amused. ‘I just want to know what the chances are of you getting homesick and buggering off back to Old Blighty.’ Now he sounds English…

His stare is making me feel uncomfortable so I hold his gaze for only a couple of seconds. He remains silent and I sure as hell don’t know what to say to him.

‘You haven’t answered my question.’

Question? What question? Oh, boyfriend question…I’m finding it difficult to focus.

‘No, I don’t have a boyfriend.’

‘Why not?’ he bats back immediately, before taking another long drag on his cigarette.

‘Er, well, I did have one but we broke up six months ago. Why?’

He grins, stubbing out his fag. ‘Just curious.’ He gets to his feet. ‘Want a drink?’

I stand up quickly. ‘I’ll get it.’

He gives me a wry look over his shoulder as he wanders over to the other side of the terrace where there’s an outdoor bar area. ‘Chill out, chick, I’m perfectly capable of getting myself a drink. What are you having?’

I opt for a Diet Coke.

He returns with two large whiskies on the rocks and hands one over. I look down at it and back up at him. His expression is blank. Did he hear me?

‘Um…’ I say, but the next thing I know he’s dragging his T-shirt over his head. Oh my God, I don’t know where to look. I take a large gulp of whisky as he stretches out on a sunlounger.

Right then and there, the ridiculousness of the situation hits me. This is nuts. Johnny Jefferson–the Johnny Jefferson!–is here in front of me, so close that I could actually reach out and touch him. I could tweak his nipple, for crying out loud! Imagine if I sent Bess a picture of this view. A small snort escapes me at the thought.

‘You alright?’ He glances over at me.

‘Yes,’ I answer. But, embarrassingly, I start to giggle.

‘What’s so funny?’

‘Nothing,’ I quickly reply, but inside my head my mind is going into overdrive…

Nothing? A week ago I was working in an architects’ studio in London and now I’m in LA, in a rock star mansion, sitting on a sunlounger next to a half-naked rock star! If that’s not surreal, I don’t know what is.

He knocks back his whisky in one and I hold out my hand for the glass.

‘Another?’

He hesitates for a moment before offering it up. ‘Why not.’

About time I start doing my job. I get up and hurry to the bar area, finishing the rest of my drink. I survey the bottles in the cupboard under the bar, searching for the whisky. I spot a can of Diet Coke and consider switching but think better of it. What I need right now is some Dutch courage. And a few shots of tequila wouldn’t go amiss…Ooh, there is a bottle of tequila in here, actually. I glance over at Johnny Jefferson, sprawled out on a sunlounger and facing away from me, oblivious to my beverage dilemma.

No, Meg, no. No tequila for you.

Oh, bugger it, I’ll just have one.

I take a quick swig from the bottle and almost spit the booze back out as it sears the back of my throat. I desperately, desperately want to cough. Instead I swallow furiously and choke back the tears.

I need water. Water!

Or perhaps another swig of tequila would help?

Oddly, it does.

‘You know what you’re doing over there?’ Johnny calls out.

Whoops, I’ve been ages.

‘Yes, just coming!’

I approach the sunloungers, trying not to get distracted by the sight in front of me.

‘Cheers.’ Johnny chinks my glass and takes a gulp as I sit down.

His chest is toned and smooth and he has a dark tan. There’s a tattoo of some writing right across his trouser line. I can’t read what it says, but phwoar…

Oi! Focus, Meg, focus!

‘So Rosa said you were away on a writing trip?’

‘Yeah. Trying to get everything together for next week.’

‘What’s happening next week?’ I ask.

He looks a little surprised. ‘The Whisky?’ he replies.

‘More whisky?’ I ask. Jesus, he really does have a drink problem.

‘No, the Whisky,’ he says.

‘I don’t understand.’ I look at him blankly.

‘Girl,’ he says, ‘don’t tell me you don’t know about my comeback gig at the Whisky–you know, the venue?’

‘No, sorry, I don’t.’ My face heats up. ‘Should I have heard about it?’

He laughs in disbelief.

‘Sorry,’ I say, ‘but I don’t really know much about you.’

And then I begin to ramble like a lunatic…

‘I mean, I’m not really a fan.’

Shut up, Meg.

‘I don’t mind some of your songs but, well, you know, I kind of prefer Kylie, to be honest.’

Why the bloody hell did I admit that?

‘But at least you haven’t ended up with a mad stalker,’ I continue. ‘I could know anything and everything there is to know about you. I could know your favourite colour, the brand of shampoo you use…’

Christ Almighty, ZIP IT! Nope. It just gets worse…

‘At least I’m not a star-fucker.’

ARGH!

‘I should hope not, Meg,’ he says, stubbing out his second cigarette in five minutes. ‘That would be going above and beyond the call of duty.’

‘Another drink?’ I offer weakly, the reality of everything I’ve just said starting to sink in. I’m going to lose my job. I’m going to lose my job before it’s even started.

‘Nah, I’ve got to shoot off.’ He stands up. ‘I’m going to hook up with some pals in town. Ring the Viper Room and reserve us a table for eight.’

‘Sure. Er, where…’

‘In the Rolodex in the office. You’ll find all the numbers you’ll need in there.’

‘Is that eight people or eight p.m.?’

‘Eight people. Get them to hold the table. I don’t know what time we’ll be there.’

So I’m still employed, then? I get up hastily and take his empty glass from him, unable to meet his eyes. I turn away and notice in the reflection of the glass window that he’s watching his new PA’s departing derrière as she makes her way inside to the office.

Half an hour later Johnny Jefferson comes downstairs and finds me tapping my fingers on one of the two big desks in the office. I’m still feeling nervy, despite the tequila, and I’m not quite sure what to do next.

‘Table all booked?’ he asks, hooking his thumb casually into his jeans pocket. They’re the same ones he was wearing earlier, but he’s changed into a fitted cream shirt with silver pinstripe.

‘Yes, and champagne chilling on ice. I didn’t know if you wanted the car so I called Davey just in case. He’s waiting on the driveway.’

‘Cool.’ He nods. ‘Thought I’d have to take the bike.’

At least I got that right.

He stays standing in the doorway for a moment, staring at me, his hair still damp from the shower.

‘Right then, I’m off.’ He pats the palm of his hand on the door with an air of finality.

I try to resist asking, but can’t. ‘When will you be back?’

‘Tomorrow,’ he answers. ‘Probably.’

And then he’s gone. And suddenly the house feels very empty indeed.









Chapter 2




Bollocks, bollocks, bollocks, bollocks, bollocks.

Bollocks!

Bugger.

I do not fancy Johnny Jefferson.

I don’t.

I really, really don’t.

I’ve been telling myself this since I woke up at six o’clock this morning, unable to get Johnny frigging Jefferson out of my mind. He didn’t come home last night, and I didn’t sleep well. Even with damn jet lag I didn’t sleep well, because I was too busy listening for his footsteps on the landing. Now it’s three o’clock in the afternoon and I’m still waiting. Where the bloody hell is he?

Rosa says this is quite normal. ‘He’s a whirlwind, that boy,’ is her explanation. She obviously takes it all in her stride, but I’m going to find it hard to get used to.

I made an effort with my appearance today and everything. I even decided to wear high heels. I felt a bit silly at first, with the office being at home and all, but I told myself I had to be professional.

Professional. What a joke. Yesterday he came home to find me lounging around by his fancy pool. Then I got tipsy on his tequila and told him I preferred Kylie’s songs to his. Excruciating is not the word.

And now, here I am at three o’clock in an empty house–well, Rosa’s in the kitchen and Sandy the maid is upstairs, and Ted, Samuel and Lewis, the burly security guards, are out and about somewhere, but they don’t count. I ask again, where the bloody hell is he?

This morning, after I woke up, I decided to keep my resolution and swim fifty laps in the pool. I only got to thirty-three before I felt knackered, but figured that was a good enough start. I went back upstairs, eyes and ears primed for anything resembling a rock star, and had a bath in the enormous, bubble-filled spa. Then I called my parents to let them know I’d arrived safely.

‘Barbara says Johnny Jefferson is a bit of a wild boy,’ Mum said after barely ten seconds of pleasantries. Barbara is one of my mum’s ex-pat bridge buddies. My parents are retired and live in the south of France.

‘What do you mean by wild boy?’ I’d replied, stalling for time. I had been hoping this topic of conversation wouldn’t come up.

‘Well, drink, drugs, women…That sort of thing. If I’d known any of this I wouldn’t have let you take the job.’

‘Mum,’ I said, ‘I’m twenty-four. In the nicest possible way, you couldn’t have stopped me. And anyway, you know me better than that. I’m not exactly going to turn into a junkie groupie.’

‘Whatever you say, dear. Now, have you called your sister yet?’

‘No, Mum. But I will.’

Bess was altogether more enthusiastic. In fact, my ears are still ringing from her screams.

‘I can’t believe you’re actually there! There! In Johnny Jefferson’s mansion! When can I come to visit?’

‘Soon, I hope.’

Squeal. ‘I can’t wait! So what does he look like? Is he as gorgeous in real life as he is in pictures?’

‘Even more so.’

‘Really?’ Another squeal. ‘Do you fancy him?’

‘No, of course not.’

‘You do! You do! I bloody knew you would!’

‘I do not! He’s my boss, for God’s sake. Don’t be ridiculous.’

Then she got frowned at for taking a personal call during work hours so we agreed to touch base on the weekend for a proper chat.

I unpacked after that and actually spent some time putting make-up on.

Not that I should have bloody well bothered.

And now I’m sitting here, behind this big desk, reading the manual left behind by Johnny’s last PA, a girl called Paola. It seems pretty straightforward. Book doctor’s appointments, manage finances and liaise with accountants, buy everything from shaving foam to zit cream, and obviously book flights, reserve tables and all that other stuff.

Earlier I managed to work out the voicemail system. I listened to the old outgoing message first and it was a bit weird hearing Paola’s efficient-sounding voice. She’s American. For some reason I assumed she was Italian. I recorded a new message and felt strangely jubilant until I played it back and heard how dreadful I sounded. So I recorded it again. And again, until eventually I gave up and decided to make do.

I also sent out a mass email introducing myself to Johnny and Paola’s contacts and my inbox has since been filling up with requests from journalists, business people and countless ‘friends’ requesting interviews and photoshoots and asking if their names can be put down on the guest list for next week’s comeback gig. I’ve been making a note of everything to run through with Johnny later.

I look at the time on my computer again. Three-fifteen. Hmm. Another message pops up so I click on it.


hey, meg! pleased to digitally meet you. i’m kitty. i’m a cpa too. you on msn?



cpa…cpa…Oh! Celebrity Personal Assistant–dur! Exciting. I wonder who she works for?

I quickly reply that I am on MSN and we hook up to have a proper chat.


hi! pleased to meet you too. who do you work for?




rod freemantle



Rod Freemantle…I vaguely recognise the name, but can’t place him. Before I have a chance to reply she writes to me again.


actor. was in grass grows green and the violent light



I still can’t picture who she means. Again she hits me back before I can profess ignorance. She sends through a picture of a slightly balding, dark-haired man of about forty, with his arms around two tall leggy blondes. He’s leering down at one of their cleavages.

Nice. I tell Kitty I recognise him, before asking if she’s one of the girls in the pic. She replies, ‘hell no,’ and sends through another picture. A gorgeous woman of, I’m guessing, about thirty, beams at the camera. Brilliant white teeth, dark ringletted hair, encased in an embrace with a tall, blond, good-looking man.

Holy shit, it’s Brad Pitt!


holy shit, it’s brad pitt!




ha ha, that rhymes!




but it’s brad pitt! brad pitt!!!!




i can’t deny it. sorry, i don’t usually show off like that but i just couldn’t resist. met him at a party last week and still a bit beside myself with excitement. you’ll meet him soon enough though won’t you?




will i?!




for sure! you can’t work with johnny jefferson and not meet celebs. so what’s it like? working with him i mean?




i don’t really know yet. only started yesterday




i’ve been wondering how long it’d be before they’d replace paola. it’s been a month. you’ve got the most coveted job in cpa-land, you know…




have I?




oh, yeah. i know a couple of people who went for it. so




where did you come from?




england




no, i mean who did you work for before?




oh sorry! marie sevenou. she’s an architect




you didn’t work in the business?




no




which agency did you go through?




agency?




yeah, cpa agency




oh, I didn’t. my boss just recommended me to johnny’s solicitor.




wow! talk about a lucky break. well, we should go for a coffee sometime. can be lonely, this business, especially if you’re not from around here




that’d be great!




cool. I’ll be in touch–maybe next week? better go now though. the rodster will be back soon and i’ve got fan mail to get through…



Speaking of fan mail…There are two giant postbags of it sitting next to my desk. I gaze down at it, mournfully. I’ve already calculated it’s going to take me about a week to sort through it all, let alone any more that comes in. And then there’s Johnny’s MySpace and Facebook pages to manage. Looks like a royal pain in the arse to me. I avoided Facebook like the plague back in London because I knew I’d probably become addicted and would never get any work done.

Again I listen out for any sound of the rock star and recheck the time on my computer before looking back down at the fan mail. I guess I should get started on it.

The first letter I pull out of the bag nearest to me is pink and decorated with little red hearts.


Johnny baby!

How would you like some of this?



‘This’, I’m presuming, refers to the woman in the enclosed photograph: a stunning brunette wearing black, lacy knickers, posing doggy-style on a red satin bed-sheet. Her pert arse is in the forefront of the picture, while she looks over her shoulder at the camera.

Charming. I return my attention to the letter.


No strings attached. I don’t want to marry you. I don’t want any commitment. But you can have exactly what you want–wherever you want it. Call me on…



Urgh.

I slam the photo down on the desk in disgust and reach for the Rolodex.

Anton Seacroid–accountant

Bill Blakeley–manager

Brad Pitt

Brad Pitt! He’s here! He’s here, he’s here, he’s here! Who else, Tom Cruise? Oh my God, Tom Cruise is in here! Next to Penelope Cruz, though. That’s a bit out of date, Paola, naughty, naughty. Not for the first time that day, I wonder who Paola was and why she left–before I come across Madonna’s name and my jaw hits the desk once more.

‘Perusing the Rolodex, hey?’

Johnny’s voice makes me jump out of my skin.

‘You scared the life out of me!’

He’s leaning on the doorframe, wearing the same outfit he had on last night. He looks rough and unshaven. Sigh…

‘Glad to see someone’s made a start on that.’ He gestures towards the fan mail. ‘It was the bane of Paola’s life,’ he says, adding, ‘well, except for me of course.’

He wanders into the room and stands by my desk. He picks up the photo and studies it with interest, then reaches for the letter.

‘You want me to reply to it?’ I ask, warily.

‘Hmm…’ He considers my question for a moment. ‘No, better not,’ he decides eventually, and puts the letter and photograph back down.

‘So, I’ve been reading this manual that Paola left,’ I tell him, trying to sound professional. ‘And I also have some photoshoot and interview requests for you.’

‘Mmmhmm.’

‘Oh, and some people want to be put on the guest list for next week.’

‘What’s happening next week?’ he asks.

I’m confused. ‘Your gig at the Whisky?’

‘Just checking,’ he says, straight-faced.

I look back down at the desk and shuffle some papers. Just because yesterday I didn’t know about your gig doesn’t mean I have a memory like a sieve, I think, annoyed.

‘Shall I take you through them now?’

‘Fuck, no. Later. I’m knackered.’

‘Okay,’ I reply. ‘Is there anything else you want me to do?’

He pauses for a moment then pulls up a chair beside me. I freeze. He smells of cigarettes and alcohol, and I swear there’s a hint of Chanel No 5 in there, too.

‘Yeah, actually. Check out Samson Sarky.’

I do as he says, logging onto the internet site for the camp celebrity gossip blogger.

‘Are you looking for anything in particular?’ I ask.

‘Scroll down,’ he directs me.

I skip past scandalous stories about Britney Spears and Paris Hilton until he calls out, ‘Stop.’

‘Mandy Periwalker’s latest botched boob job?’ I ask, mouse hovering over the link for that story.

‘No, next one.’

I scan the headline: ‘While the cat’s away…’


If the rumours are true about their relationship, Serengeti Knight had better keep a tighter leash on bad boy Johnny Jefferson, who was last night spotted getting up close and personal with a lithe redhead…



Johnny takes a deep breath, because presumably the rumours are true.

Serengeti Knight: teen star turned sexy starlet. Tipped for big success this year having scored the leading role in a romantic comedy opposite the gorgeous Timothy Makkeinen. Bess and I have been dying to see the film ever since we saw the trailer a couple of months ago. Mr Makkeinen is hot with a capital H.

But enough about him…I’ve always liked Serengeti Knight. She’s talented and beautiful; the sort of girl you’d give anything to be. I religiously watched Highlights & Lowlifes in my teens, the television show that shot her to fame when she was just fourteen. That was nine years ago, but I still remember the rave reviews she received. She starred in the drama for five years, and the world watched her grow from an adolescent teen into a nineteen-year-old sex bomb. When the show was dropped by the TV channel, Serengeti disappeared off the scene for a year or so, before she started cropping up in indie films, building up her cred until finally she scored a couple of back-to-back supporting roles in big-budget blockbusters. This new film, Just Juliet, is her first major part, and the fact that she stars opposite Timothy Makkeinen should surely send her into the stardom stratosphere.

So she’s seeing Johnny. Talk about Hollywood power couple. I’m starting to feel a little sick. Who could compete with Serengeti Knight?

Meg! Did you just use the word ‘compete’? As if!

I sneak a sideways glance at him. He’s peering closely at the computer screen, dark-blond hair partly obscuring his face. His shirt is unbuttoned at the top and I catch a glimpse of his tanned chest. I shudder and tear my eyes away as I recall the sight of him half-naked in the hot afternoon sun yesterday.

‘Scroll down,’ he orders me again.

He reads the rest of the piece, but it doesn’t really say much more apart from touching on Serengeti’s whereabouts. She’s in Las Vegas, publicising her film, and apparently was shocked and disturbed when she heard about Johnny’s supposed infidelity.

He slumps back in his chair.

‘Would flowers help?’ I suggest, tentatively.

His laugh is laced with sarcasm. ‘I don’t do flowers, chick. You need to know that.’

I feel my face turn red.

‘Oh, that’s right, you don’t know anything about me,’ he says, coolly. ‘You’re not a star-fucker, right?’

‘No,’ I bite back. ‘But I know where to find one for you if you want.’ I prod the photo of the brunette in lacy underwear, irritation searing through me.

He throws his head back and laughs, the first genuine laugh I’ve heard from him since we met. I look at him, defiantly, still annoyed by the fact that he keeps reducing me to a blushing fool.

‘Tempting,’ he says, ‘but I think I’m in enough trouble as it is.’ He grins. ‘Better go call her.’ He stands up and reaches into his pocket, pulling out a mobile phone. ‘Phone ran out of juice last night and she’s probably left me a dozen voicemails. You got the charger?’

‘Erm…’ I open desk drawers and hurriedly search through them. He shifts his weight from foot to foot. Feeling useless, I flick through the manual. Where the hell would Paola have left a charger?

‘Sorry.’ I glance up at his face, which is now a picture of impatience. ‘You wouldn’t have any idea where it would be?’

‘No,’ he says, shortly.

I get up and go to the other desk, again opening drawers and riffling through them, my head buzzing with adrenalin.

Calm down, Meg, it’s only a bleeding phone charger, for goodness’ sake.

A thought suddenly occurs to me. ‘Hang on, haven’t you charged your phone since Paola left?’

‘Oh, yeah,’ he says, brow furrowing as he racks his brain for a moment. ‘Bedside table,’ he informs me and promptly leaves the room.

Bedside bloody table, I mutter inwardly, and set about tidying six now very disorganised drawers.

A couple of hours later I’m still in the office and Johnny hasn’t reappeared. Rosa pops her head around the door.

‘I’m off, honey. I’ve left you a couple of pizzas in the fridge.’

‘Lovely, thanks!’

‘Did I hear Johnny come home?’ she asks.

‘Yes, a couple of hours ago. He went upstairs to call Serengeti.’

‘Aah,’ Rosa says, knowingly. I wonder how much attention she pays to the gossip-mongers.

‘Have you met her?’ I ask, referring to the actress.

‘Oh, yes, she’s been here a few times.’

I nod, wanting to find out more, but sensing it’s not really the done thing to pry.

‘Well, then, honey, I’ll be off. See you in the morning.’

‘Bye, Rosa. Thanks again!’

I call it quits for the day soon after that, and head out of the office. I stand at the foot of the stairs for a moment, listening for Johnny, but can’t hear anything. I wonder if I should go upstairs and ask him if he wants any pizza. Should I? Oh, I don’t know. I stand there for a moment, wavering. I probably should. I walk up a couple of steps, then pause and go back down again. No, I don’t want to bother him. He’ll come down if he’s hungry.

I go into the kitchen and turn on the oven, taking the pizzas out of the fridge. Rosa has made one with chicken, green peppers and red onion on what looks like a barbeque sauce, and another with buffalo mozzarella, tomatoes and basil. I wonder which one Johnny would prefer. Is he a vegetarian? I doubt it. But I can’t be sure. Did it say anything like that in the manual?

I go to the foot of the stairs again and listen. No sound. This is ridiculous. I walk up the stairs with determination and turn left at the top, but get five paces towards his room and cop out. I meekly return downstairs and look in the fridge to see if there’s anything else I could eat to save me making a decision.

I suppose I could just have a jacket potato. I’m not really much of a cook. In fact, maybe I should just go up to my room and use the kitchenette there. I don’t want to be in his way.

Yes. That’s what I’ll do. I’ll leave the oven on in case he wants the pizzas. Or maybe I should put them in for him?

I run my hands through my hair with frustration. I’m too tired for this. I’ll wait another half an hour and see if he reappears.

An hour and forty minutes later, I’ve been upstairs to my room and back downstairs to the kitchen about a dozen times. And I’m still no closer to making a decision.

I know it sounds like I’m being a nutcase. After all, it’s not exactly a critical question: to eat pizza or not to eat pizza?

Right, that’s it. I’m cooking them.

I open the oven and put them inside. A few seconds later I change my mind and take them back out.

‘What are you doing?’

Oh, here we go again. Meg looks like idiot in front of new boss. I turn around and plaster a smile on my face.

‘Nothing. I was just cooking some pizzas that Rosa left.’

‘Or not cooking them, as the case may be,’ Johnny says, nodding to the pizzas on the countertop.

I laugh, embarrassed, and pick up the baking tray they’re resting on and slide them back into the oven.

‘You want one?’ I figure it’s best to skip over any details that make me look like a moron.

‘Sure. What have we got?’

I tell him the options.

‘Halves?’ he asks.

Johnny suggests we eat out on the terrace, and a short while later I head out there with our dinner. He’s sitting on one of the sunloungers, strumming an acoustic guitar. I hold my breath when I realise he’s singing, too. He has the most beautiful voice: deep and melodic. I know he can belt them out when he wants to, but here and now he’s singing slowly, softly. I’m rooted to the spot.


Please, please, please, let me get what I want…



He sees me and stops, resting his guitar next to the sunlounger and looking up at me with those piercing green eyes. Butterflies swoop into my stomach.

‘Is that one of your new ones?’ I try to keep my voice even as I stand in front of him with two very large plates.

‘No, Meg, that one’s by The Smiths.’

‘Oh, I was gonna say, why don’t you look around you, misery guts, haven’t you already got enough?’ I try to cover up my ignorance.

He chuckles. ‘I don’t think that sentiment occurred to Morrissey.’

‘What’s that old git got to do with it?’

‘He was the lead singer of The Smiths, Meg. Jesus, you really don’t know anything about music, do you?’

‘I know that The Spice Girls sold more albums than you when they were at their prime. And that was before they re-formed.’

He shakes his head at me in wonder. ‘How the hell did you ever come to work for me?’

‘Funny you should say that,’ I say. ‘I was talking to Rod Freemantle’s PA earlier—’

‘Talking?’

‘Well, MSN-ing. Anyway, I was talking to her–Kitty, her name is–and she said it took a month for you to replace Paola.’

‘Yep,’ he says, getting up and heading to the far right of the terrace where there’s a polished-concrete table with bench seating. I follow him.

‘Red wine okay?’ he asks, going to the outdoor bar.

‘Cool,’ I say, placing the pizzas on the table. He brings the wine over, along with a couple of glasses and a bottle opener.

‘So why did Paola leave?’ I ask, going to sit down.

‘Sit there,’ he says, indicating where with the bottle opener. ‘See the view.’

I do as he says while he opens the bottle and slides along beside me. I edge away from him a little.

‘I’m not going to bite.’ He gives me a sidelong glance and pours a couple of glasses of red. We eat in silence for a short while, looking down at the view. The smog has lifted and the sky is changing colour from blue to orange as the sun sets before us.

He still hasn’t answered my question.

‘So, Paola…’ I try again.

He takes a large mouthful of pizza.

Oh, I give up. And now I seem to have lost my appetite. Eating pizza is the last thing I feel like doing in front of Johnny Jefferson.

‘You done?’ he asks, as he finishes his third slice.

‘Yes, thanks.’ I push my plate away.

He reaches into his pocket and pulls out his fags, tapping the filter end of one on the tabletop before lighting it. He swivels to face me, resting his knee casually on the bench seat. I glance at him nervously.

‘You seem tense,’ he says.

‘I’m not tense,’ I lie.

He raises one eyebrow and flicks his ash onto his plate. Yuck. I get up and go to the bar area, bringing back a glass ashtray I spotted in there yesterday. He flicks his ash in it and grins at me. I look away.

‘You are definitely tense, chick.’

‘I’m not tense,’ I deny again, this time a little irritably.

He chuckles softly and slides the ashtray closer to him. I notice his fingertips are rough and calloused, I guess from playing his guitar.

‘So what did you get up to today?’ he asks.

‘Um, just sent out some emails introducing myself. Little bit of fan mail, that sort of thing. And I have a bunch of interview and photoshoot requests which we must go through.’

‘You’ve already told me that.’

‘Oh. Sorry.’

‘S’okay.’

We fall silent again. I reach for my wine and take a sip.

I wish I didn’t feel so jittery. I’m usually quite composed. I sit up straighter with determination.

‘Did you get hold of Serengeti?’ I ask.

‘Yeah.’ Pause. ‘She’s cool.’

‘Glad to hear it. I really liked her in Highlights & Lowlifes,’ I reveal.

‘She’ll be delighted to hear it,’ he says, knocking back half a glass of red wine in one gulp and glugging some more into his glass. ‘Top-up?’ he offers.

‘Thanks.’ I slide him my glass. ‘Have you seen her new movie yet?’

‘No.’ He shakes his head. ‘Going to the premiere on Thursday.’

‘Wow! That must be so cool!’

‘I’ll get you a ticket. You can come, if you like.’

‘Really?’ I practically squeal.

‘Of course,’ he calmly confirms.

‘I wonder if Kitty’s going?’ I think aloud.

‘Who’s Kitty?’

‘Rod Freemantle’s PA,’ I answer.

‘Aah, yeah. The one you were MSN-ing earlier.’

I try again. ‘You never answered my question about Paola. Why did she leave?’

Johnny shrugs. ‘Just wasn’t for her, I guess. You’re a nosey little thing,’ he says, tapping another fag out onto the table.

I don’t reply, instead just swirl my wine around in my glass as though I haven’t heard him.

‘I wanted a Brit,’ he explains.

‘Someone from Britain?’

‘That’s what “a Brit” means, yeah.’

‘Why?’ I ask, undeterred by his sarcasm.

I don’t think he’s going to answer for a moment, but then he speaks.

‘Ah, you know…I kinda miss the UK. Nice to have a little piece of it here. Not that I’m calling you a piece,’ he adds quickly.

I laugh. ‘Do you get home very often?’

‘Not often enough,’ he replies.

‘Why is that?’

‘It’s a bit of a marathon to organise these days. And the tabloids over there are fucking awful. They won’t leave you alone.’

‘It must be hard,’ I muse.

‘Can’t really complain. Not when I’ve got all this.’ He motions around him.

‘It must still be hard, though.’

He shrugs.

‘Do many friends from home come to visit?’ I ask.

‘Sometimes, yeah. In fact, my mate Christian is coming this weekend.’

‘Really? In time for the gig?’

‘That’s right.’

‘That’ll be nice.’

Silence. I wish I could think of something more interesting to say.

He takes a long drag and then stubs out his half-finished cigarette, getting up from the table.

‘I’m going to hit the town,’ he tells me.

‘Oh, okay.’ I get up and start to clear the plates. ‘Do you want me to reserve a table for you anywhere? Call Davey?’

‘Nah. Just going to play it by ear,’ he calls as he reaches the sunlounger and picks up his guitar, swinging it over his shoulder. ‘Catch you later.’

‘Okay, bye!’ I reply, cheerfully.

As soon as he goes inside and slides the glass door shut behind him, I slump back down on the bench and take a deep breath.

I’m in trouble. I haven’t had a crush like this since I was fifteen and in love with my French tutor. He was divine: young–must’ve been mid-twenties–dark-haired, olive-skinned and devastatingly good-looking. My parents wanted me to take extra lessons because they were considering moving the whole family to France. As it was, they stayed in the UK until I went to university and then retired to Provence, but the lessons paid off anyway. I got an A. Amazing what a crush can do in terms of motivation.

I still remember staring into his dark-brown eyes across the table…Mr Dubois. I don’t know what his first name was. Funny how it just never occurred to me to ask.

I wonder what he’s doing now? He was such a nice man.

Nice men…Unlike countless other women out there, I’ve never really gone for bad boys. Take my ex-boyfriend, Tom, for example. He was lovely and we’re still friends. No one could believe it when we broke up six months ago. We got on so well, but we just kind of fell out of love with each other and were more like brother and sister towards the end.

But I digress. My problem now is with Johnny Jefferson. My boss. And I don’t quite know what to do about it.









Chapter 3




It’s the afternoon of the premiere and I am going stir-crazy with excitement. I’ve barely seen Johnny these last couple of days and it’s taken a superhuman effort to get any work done–I haven’t been able to concentrate for buggery. I was convinced he’d forget about his promise, so when he showed up in the kitchen yesterday with tickets to not only the premiere, but the aftershow party as well, I came over all shy like a schoolgirl. It was a bit embarrassing in front of Rosa. Kitty’s also going tonight, and we’ve arranged to meet in the foyer. I won’t be sitting with Johnny and Serengeti as they’re in the VIP bit, nor am I travelling there with them. I think the film company has arranged Serengeti’s transport, but Davey’s taking me.

At four o’clock I’m still trying to decide what to wear. The choice is between a cream dress from French Connection or black trousers and silver top combo. The dress shows off my legs, but I can’t for the life of me find my cream push-up bra and I look very flat up top without it. Not very helpful in the city of boob jobs.

A loud buzzer sounds. I pick up the receiver of the video phone in the office.

‘Ms Knight here to see Johnny,’ one of the security guards tells me.

Damn. Serengeti Knight is about to make an appearance, and I haven’t even got any make-up on. I assumed Johnny would meet her at her house.

I hurry to the front door to let her in, wondering if I should alert Johnny first. I haven’t seen him today and I’m not even sure if he’s in.

I fling open the door and beam at the beautiful creature before me. Serengeti Knight is petite and perfectly formed: shorter than me by about an inch, and that’s when she’s wearing heels, whereas I gave up wearing mine in the house days ago. Golden curls cascade around her shoulders and her eyes are the most unusual shade of bronze I’ve ever seen. They match the colour of her dress, a long sleek number. I’m guessing it’s what she’s wearing tonight. Either that, or this is a woman who likes to play dress up.

‘Who are you?’ Her tone is icy and I’m taken aback.

‘I’m Meg, Johnny’s new PA.’

‘He didn’t tell me he had a new PA,’ she says, accusingly.

‘I only started on Sunday.’ I try to combat her coldness with the warmth of my smile, but it has no effect. She makes to push past me, so I step back to let her in, feeling disappointed. It never occurred to me that she might not live up to my expectations.

‘Excuse me,’ she says, annoyed, looking me up and down. I thought I’d left her more than enough room to pass, but I squeeze myself up against the wall so she can wander through with a foot to spare on either side.

I go to close the door, but she spins around.

‘Wait!’ she commands me, furiously.

I pause, hand on the doorknob.

‘Open it! Open it!’ she orders.

Confused, I open the door again. Is she a bit bonkers or something?

Impatiently she pushes back past me and stands on the doorstep.

‘Footsie!’ she calls. ‘Footsie, come here, baby!’

Who on earth is Footsie?

I don’t have to wait long to find out. A tiny white fluffball of a dog hurls its way towards the door. Then it spots me and starts yapping.

Yippee.

I throw myself back up against the wall once more while Serengeti heads inside. A few moments later, her psycho pooch follows. Closing the door, I make my way with trepidation to the living room.

‘Where’s Johnny?’ Serengeti demands.

‘I think he’s upstairs.’

‘Think? Shouldn’t you know?’

‘Well…’

I hear a door open upstairs, followed by footsteps along the landing. Johnny appears above us.

‘Hey,’ he says.

‘Hey, baby,’ she coos, smiling warmly at him.

‘Are you coming up or am I coming down?’ he asks.

‘I’ll come up, shall I?’

‘Sure.’

Footsie starts sniffing me as Serengeti makes her way up the stairs. Go on, I urge the dog with my eyes. Go with your mistress…But he doesn’t, choosing to stay and rub his wet little nose all over my bare legs instead.

I go back into the office, pooch in tow. It’s only ten past four. Davey’s coming for me at six, so between now and then I’ve got to make a wardrobe decision. And I suppose I should do some work…I pick up another fan letter and try to pay attention.

At five o’clock I decide to call it a day and go and get ready. Just as I’m clearing my desk, Serengeti walks into the room.

‘Oh! Hi!’ I exclaim, surprised.

‘We’re off soon,’ she informs me. ‘Johnny says you’re going to the premiere, too?’

‘Yes,’ I reply. ‘I can’t wait!’

She flashes me a tight smile. ‘I was thinking you’d be able to keep an eye on Footsie, but I guess…’

My face falls just as Johnny appears in the doorway.

‘He’ll be alright,’ Johnny says, motioning to the dog. ‘Meg was a big fan of Highlights & Lowlifes, you know. She’s been looking forward to this.’

Serengeti considers this fact for a moment before crouching down and patting Footsie’s curly, white head. ‘I suppose you’ll be okay, won’t you, baby?’

‘Is the car coming to collect you from here?’ I ask them both.

‘Yeah.’ Johnny doesn’t sound too happy. He looks at Serengeti. ‘I think I’m going to take the bike.’

‘You know I don’t like the bike,’ she snaps. ‘It messes up my hair.’

‘I mean I’ll meet you there.’

‘Baby, can’t you just do this one thing for me? On my premiere night?’

Johnny doesn’t answer.

Serengeti glances at me and irritation floods her face as she realises I’m eavesdropping on their ‘domestic’. I quickly busy myself with the papers again and pretend to be hearing impaired.

‘Look,’ Johnny says. ‘I don’t want to do all that corny Hollywood red-carpet crap anyway.’

‘But baby, we agreed to make our relationship public!’

‘No, Serengeti, you agreed with your publicist. I never did. I’m taking the bike,’ he decides conclusively.

The buzzer announces the arrival of Serengeti’s limo. Footsie simultaneously cocks his leg and urinates over the table leg.

‘Argh!’ I gasp.

Serengeti glares at me, then at her dog, before turning and flouncing out of the office.

I study the yellow puddle on the floor. I guess that means I’m clearing up the dog piss, then.

I look back up and see Johnny still standing in the doorway.

‘What time’s Davey arriving?’ he asks.

‘Six o’clock,’ I answer. ‘Better go and get ready. Well, after I clean up this…’

The corner of his mouth turns up. ‘Okay, chick.’

By the time I’ve found the cleaning stuff in the laundry and tidied away the present Footsie left me, I have only half an hour to get ready. Like a true Libran, I’ve changed my mind again and have now decided to wear a long black dress. I’m accessorising with a sparkly, red, costume-jewellery necklace that my grandmother gave me from her heydays. I already have a glow from a few days in the LA sunshine, so for make-up, I opt for a summery sheen: rosy cream blusher and just a hint of gold across my eyelids, finished off with black mascara and sheer lipgloss. My blonde hair is naturally straight anyway, but I run the hot irons through it to smooth it down. Finally I slip my feet into killer high heels and survey my reflection. Not bad.
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