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      Sunlight streamed through the yellow silk drapes, filling Tiffany’s bedroom with a warm apricot glow. She opened her eyes
         languidly and was instantly aware of Hunt stirring beside her. Dark hair ruffled by sleep and a strong suntanned shoulder
         emerged from the sheets, as he burrowed his face into the downy softness of the pillows. He was all hers. For the moment anyway.
         Rolling closer to him she wrapped her arms around him as he sleepily nuzzled closer into her warmth. His hand slid up to her
         breasts and a wave of passion shot through her as his mouth urgently sought hers. With a voluptuous movement of her hips she
         leaned over him, her long golden hair falling about his face, her soft lips returning his kiss.
      

     
      ‘Oh, honey . . .’ he moaned, as she stroked the insides of his thighs, and then silently and gently took him inside her. Flames
         licked through her loins . . . she was thrusting deeply now, driving both of them wild, surging towards the brink of ecstasy,
         as her hair swung like silk across his chest, and her breath caught in her throat. Faster. Hotter. Deeper. With a final plunge
         she brought them both to a shuddering climax and then he held her close, as she lay spent on top of him.
      

     
      Hunt Kellerman. Her lover. Married man with two sons. A top film and TV director with a string of credits to his name and
         an Oscar nomination. Sometimes he could stay all night, sometimes he couldn’t.
      

     
      ‘Coffee, darling?’

     
      ‘What’s the time?’ His voice sounded husky.

     
      Tiffany glanced at her gold Cartier watch, a present from Hunt.

     
      ‘Five past seven.’

      
     
      He sprang up, all signs of sleep vanishing. ‘Christ, I’ve got a meeting at eight to work out the shooting schedules! I’ll
         grab a quick shower first.’ Kissing her lightly he slid from the luxury of the enormous bed.
      

     
      Everything about Tiffany Kalvin’s apartment on Park Avenue was large and luxurious. On her eighteenth birthday her father
         had settled a more than generous sum of money on her to help her career get off the ground and, if necessary, provide a gilded
         parachute. When her younger sister, Morgan, reached the same age she had received an equal amount. Morgan had spent a lot
         of hers on clothes, furs and jewellery, but Tiffany had gone for this apartment. It was more than a real estate asset now.
         It spelled freedom and independence to her. At twenty-four she was already well known as a costume designer, and she’d proved
         to her family that in spite of her background, and substantial private income, she was capable of having a successful career. Five off-Broadway productions
         had been followed by two plays and a musical on Broadway – and of course the film, Fast Traveller, last year.
      

     
      Stretching languorously like a cat, she lay a moment longer, savouring the moment, as Hunt sang lustily through the gentle
         roar of the shower. Then she rushed to the mirror, and seizing a brush did her hair until it floated, cloud-like, round her
         shoulders. Green eyes of a rare shade of jade, thickly fringed with dark lashes, looked intently back at her from the mirror.
         Slipping into her navy-blue satin robe, she just knew it was going to be a good day.
      

     
      Tiffany had met Hunt when she was working on Fast Traveller. He was the director and she had been quite nervous when she first saw him. His reputation for being difficult had already
         reached her and she was sure he’d regard her as a rich amateur amusing herself until the time came for her to get married.
      

     
      ‘I like these! They’re very imaginative,’ he’d said when he first saw her designs. His dark eyes had searched hers for a moment, and then he’d smiled, as if satisfied. By the time the film was rolling they were an Item. Hunt wasn’t the first man
         in her life but he was definitely the best. Wife or no wife.
      

     
      The coffee hiccupped gently in the percolator as she squeezed fresh orange juice. When she got back to the bedroom with the
         tray Hunt shot out of the bathroom, a towel slung round his hips.
      

     
      ‘Coffee ready? Great.’ He gulped down half a cup of the strong black liquid. ‘Thanks, Tiff. God, have I got a crappy day coming
         up. You know I’m really worried about Bob Clarkson being cast in the part of the GI.’ He struggled into his trousers and Tiffany
         looked at his muscular body, a wave of longing filling her loins again. ‘If we’d only been able to get Bud Harvey as I wanted
         –’ She wasn’t listening. ‘And I told that schmuck of a producer that if he really wanted that part to come over strong – Tiff,
         are you listening?’
      

     
      She gave a little start. ‘Of course, darling, you were saying . . .?’

     
      ‘Oh, and I won’t be able to make it tonight! There’s a meeting with the composer – I’m not happy with the score either – and Joni’s got some people coming over for dinner.’ He put his keys and wallet in the pocket of his jacket.
      

     
      Tiffany smiled wanly. Suddenly it wasn’t going to be such a great day after all.

     
      As soon as Hunt left, she showered, and as this was going to be a day of relentless running around, she dressed in a chic
         white cotton track suit and comfortable pumps, her standard uniform when working. This was when Tiffany Kalvin, society beauty
         with closets full of original models by Armani, Chloe and Calvin Klein, shed her rich, glamorous image and became the Working
         Woman. Brushing her hair back into a pony-tail she tied it with a white ribbon; then a touch of blusher on her cheeks, a dab
         of lip-gloss and she was ready.
      

     
      Grabbing another cup of coffee, she made her way to the big room at the far end of her apartment she had converted into her studio. This was the nerve centre of her life, an oblong room with a high ceiling, polished floor and sparkling white
         walls. Under the window stood her work table, and running down one side was a counter under which was stored anything and
         everything from art materials to samples of fabric. A large mint-green sofa, two high, white stools with mint-green cushions,
         slanted drawing boards, an easel and a low lucite coffee table completed the furnishings. Scattered around were a profusion
         of jars holding paint brushes of every size, and books on design, architecture and fashion through the ages, which she used
         for research purposes. On the walls hung some of her designs, framed in dull aluminium, dating back to when she was still
         a student, to the most recent from Fast Traveller.
      

     
      By nine o’clock her two assistants, Shirley Hartman and Maria Roth, would be arriving and from then on they would all be working
         flat out until late evening. But for the moment, this first blessed hour of the day, she could quietly go through her mail,
         make her calls, sort out her notes and generally psych herself up for the punishing schedule that lay ahead. It was only seven
         weeks to the opening of Night Chill, a strong drama set in the mid-’thirties, with a cast of ten and starring the biggest bitch on Broadway, Janine Bellamy.
         Tiffany had to design twenty-six separate costumes, plus all the accessories. The actors would be easy. Suits of the period
         with wide straight trousers with turn-ups, double-breasted jackets with large wide lapels and wing collars to go with their
         tuxedos. She had already picked out a length of Prince of Wales check tweed that would be perfect for the leading man in act
         one. It was the actresses’ costumes that required more subtlety, catching the last willowy droopy look of the ’twenties, with
         soft cape sleeves and bias cut skirts, before the crisp squareness that was so popular in the ’forties emerged. Tiffany sucked
         the end of her pencil thoughtfully and started ticking off the things she’d already set to have made: shoes, with thickish
         high heels and little button straps over the instep; stockings with seams; fancy purses with brass clasps; wigs, short and neat, with a side parting
         and deep waves. Today they had to start buying the appropriate material for the gowns. Shirley would come with her to the
         Lower East Side, where cavernous fabric houses stocked thousands of bolts of cloth from all over the world, and Maria could
         be sent off in search of ivory and coral necklaces, drop jade earrings and rose quartz rings.
      

     
      ‘Hi, Tiff!’ Shirley came charging into the studio, beaming with enthusiasm.

     
      Tiffany swung round on her stool and regarded her chief assistant with amused affection. ‘Hi. You look happy! What’s happened?
         All your Christmases come at once?’
      

     
      ‘Wait until you see!’ Small, dumpy and energetic, Shirley ferreted around in her big shoulder bag, cursing as she found hair
         brushes, spare shoes, an apple and three jotting pads. ‘Ah!’ A wide smile spread across her freckled features, as she triumphantly
         whipped out a sample of beige crêpe chiffon, delicately patterned with apple blossom. ‘Act two, scene one? Isn’t this exactly
         what you wanted for Janine Bellamy?’
      

     
      ‘Shir-lee! You’re a genius, where the hell did you find it?’ Tiffany examined the fabric, placing it over a piece of cream
         silk so she could gauge the full effect. ‘It’s perfect.’
      

     
      ‘Nussbaum’s have it. I checked and they’ve got seven metres. I told them to put it all on hold.’

     
      ‘Go get it today, we’ll never find anything as good. Would they have any dark amethyst chiffon, d’you suppose? I need it for
         that evening dress in the final scene. You know, the one with solid diamanté shoulders, and all those soft frills running
         across the skirt at an angle.’
      

     
      ‘I’ll check it out.’ Shirley made a note on one of her pads. Disorganized she might look but she was the most efficient assistant
         Tiffany had ever had.
      

     
      A few minutes later Maria arrived and they started discussing exactly what fabrics were needed, and in what quantities. Tiffany
         looked at her watch. It was ten o’clock. Time to get going.
      

     
      Down on the Lower East Side of New York, Tiffany and Shirley walked up East Hudson Street until they came to Orchard Street.
         Here they started searching the fabric houses. It was Tiffany’s perpetual fantasy that one day she might just walk in and
         find exactly what she was looking for, so that two hours later she could catch a cab home, having got everything she needed.
         Of course it never happened that way. No, they didn’t have navy silk with small white spots, nor dove-grey chiffon. There
         was no chance of finding white piqué, cream shantung or blue crêpe satin. Hot and frustrated, she wondered if she’d have to
         get what was available, then have it dyed to the exact colour she wanted. And this was only the fabrics! What the hell was it going to
         be like finding the right buttons and braids and belt buckles? And people imagined her career was glamorous, she thought wryly.
         Here she was, when she might have been lunching at the Pierre, struggling through hot humid streets jammed with angry truck
         drivers snarling at each other, cab drivers honking furiously and people pushing and shoving.
      

     
      ‘What time is it, Shirley?’ she asked distractedly.

     
      Shirley straightened her arm with a masculine gesture, before looking at her large watch. ‘Nearly one-fifteen.’

     
      Tiffany frowned. At four o’clock she had a meeting with the set designer to discuss further points arising out of his use
         of colour for the sets, and after that she had to get over to Dianne Giancana who was making up the costumes. ‘Christ,’ she
         mouthed quietly. So far they’d hardly found any fabrics that were even remotely right.
      

     
      By the time she arrived at Dianne’s workrooms Tiffany felt drained and vaguely desperate. It would take another week to find
         everything that was needed.
      

     
      ‘Lemon tea, Tiff? You look as if you could use it.’ Dianne was an efficient woman in her late thirties who somehow always
         managed to remain calm and cheerful. Her staff of thirty, all specialists in their own field, be it strict tailoring or fancy bead work, had been with her since she had gone into business on her own account twelve years ago, and Tiffany trusted
         her totally to interpret her design and deliver on time.
      

     
      ‘Thanks, it’s been one hell of a day! I’ve been in and out of every fabric house from Orchard Street to the garment district.’

     
      ‘So what’s new, honey!’

     
      Tiffany lowered her aching bones onto the only available chair, half hidden by a forest of costumes hanging on rails.

     
      ‘How long have we got?’

     
      ‘Seven weeks’ – Tiffany unzipped her portfolio – ‘and twenty-six costumes in all. Shirley dropped off what fabric we’ve got
         earlier this afternoon, didn’t she?’
      

     
      Dianne nodded. ‘We’ll get started on those first. So, what are we doing this time?’ She leaned forward to look at Tiffany’s
         designs, her eyes sparkling. They worked as a wonderful team and she had great admiration for Tiffany. She was so utterly
         dedicated, so professional, and her attention to detail made Dianne’s job that much easier. She groaned inwardly as she thought
         of some of the designers she worked for. Most of them hadn’t even got a clue about cutting or draping.
      

     
      ‘So we’ve got Janine Bellamy to contend with have we? God, I hate it when she comes for fittings, nothing’s ever right.’

     
      ‘I know, Dianne. She’s a pain everywhere! These are the designs for her.’ Tiffany held up some beautiful water-colour sketches, showing Janine as a tall, slim beauty
         in a series of soft chiffon dresses, embellished round the neck and shoulders with glittering stones.
      

     
      ‘When she sees these she’ll be flattered out of her fucking mind!’ exclaimed Dianne in admiration. ‘Let’s hope she’s as happy
         with the reflection in her mirror. You know what happened in her last production, don’t you? She screamed and raged and refused
         to wear any of her costumes. In the end she had her own tacky dressmaker run up some little numbers for her. What will you do if that happens again, Tiff?’
      

     
      ‘Tell her to go screw herself,’ Tiffany replied pleasantly.

     
      Morgan Kalvin’s shimmering white and silver evening dress lay on the bed as she put the finishing touches to her make-up,
         deftly adding more eye shadow to emphasize the jade green of her eyes.
      

     
      Two months in England at the height of the summer season did not diminish the thrill she still got from getting dressed to
         go somewhere! Tonight, it was another ball, this time at Sutton Place, the home of the late Paul Getty. Her long flaxen hair
         was piled elegantly on top of her head in a profusion of loose curls and waves, and on studying herself in the Regency mirror
         she realized she felt as excited as when she’d been a little girl, setting off for a children’s party back home in New York.
      

     
      Morgan loved parties.
      

     
      Every day she thanked her lucky stars that her parents’ friends, Rosalie and Glen Winwood, had invited her to spend the summer
         with them in their magnificent Cumberland Terrace house, with its white Corinthian columns and pilasters, that was designed
         by John Nash in 1821. Overlooking the velvety lawns of Regents Park, where vistas of trees and shrubs and flowerbeds made
         it seem like summer all the year round, it represented to Morgan the ultimate in town houses. The sweeping curved facade of
         the terrace, heavy with stucco ornamentation and delicate wrought iron railings along the front, made a perfect backdrop for
         her entry into High Society.
      

     
      In fact she couldn’t have had a more perfect launching pad.

     
      Mentally she added up all the places she’d been: the private view at the Royal Academy of Arts, the Royal Enclosure at Ascot,
         centre court seats at Wimbledon to watch John McEnroe win the championship again, and parties every night. Cocktail parties on the terrace of the House of Lords, elegant candlelit dinners at Apsley House, where
         they dined off the Duke of Wellington’s fabulous collection of gold plate; a ball at Hampton Court Palace and a garden party
         at Buckingham Palace, where she’d even been presented to one or two members of the royal family. Glen, being attached to the
         American Embassy, had, of course, an entrée everywhere, and he and Rosalie seemed to know everyone. Best of all, Morgan enjoyed
         visiting some of the magnificent stately homes whose owners could trace their ancestry back hundreds of years.
      

     
      Slipping into her dress, specially designed for her by Karl Lagerfeld, she added a delicate diamond necklace and drop earrings.
         And a spray of Joy.
      

     
      If she couldn’t nab a rich titled English aristocrat, looking the way she did, then her name wasn’t Morgan Kalvin.

     
      Downstairs, guests were already drinking champagne in the Winwood drawing room, while in the street outside, a line of Rolls
         Royces and Bentleys waited to take everyone to the ball.
      

     
      When Morgan made her entrance, everyone stopped talking and turned to stare. She’d perfected that entrance. Sweeping through
         the double doors, she paused leisurely, scanning the faces of the assembled company until she saw someone she wanted to talk
         to.
      

     
      By the carved marble fireplace stood Geoffrey Dent, youngest Member of Parliament and the great white hope of the Conservative
         Party. He was talking to Captain Alastair Hutchinson, 15th/17th Hussars, looking magnificent in his uniform. He also happened
         to be wealthy and amusing. Next to them stood Miguel de Carvalhoso, wealthy Brazilian playboy, noted for his skill at polo,
         skiing and backgammon.
      

     
      ‘You look marvellous, my love!’

     
      ‘Darling, how are you?’

     
      ‘My sweet angel . . .’

      
     
      Morgan smiled her most ravishing smile and, offering her cheek to be kissed, returned their greetings with equal warmth.

     
      None of them would do.

     
      When they arrived at the ball she stood with Geoffrey Dent, sipping champagne and watching the crowded dance floor.

     
      Suddenly she spotted what she was looking for. He was tall, elegant, and had the most attractive smile she’d ever seen. He
         was dancing close to a limpid girl in a Laura Ashley dress who had a single row of pearls round her flushed neck and wilting
         flowers in her hair.
      

     
      Morgan turned away from Geoffrey and tapped Rosalie Winwood gently on the shoulder.

     
      ‘Who are the couple over there?’ she asked. ‘The tall man and the girl in the flowered dress.’

     
      ‘Well, my dear, I’m not sure. Wait while I put on my specs.’ Rosalie fumbled with the gilt chain of her evening bag and finally
         extracted a pair of jewelled evening glasses. ‘Ah! That’s much better. Now let me see, where have they gone?’
      

     
      ‘They’re in front of the band.’

     
      ‘Oh, that’s Lady Elizabeth Greenly! Her mother is such a charming person – she’s the Countess of FitzHammond you know. I think Elizabeth came out last year, though they don’t call
         it that any more over here. I can’t think why! I believe her mother told me she’s learning to type.’
      

     
      ‘But who is he?’ cut in Morgan.
      

     
      Rosalie shook her head vaguely. ‘I’ve no idea, but they certainly seem to be having a good time, wouldn’t you say?’ She drifted
         off to see who else was at the party.
      

     
      For a few minutes Morgan continued to listen to Geoffrey, pretending to be interested in the details of a debate he’d recently
         heard in the House of Commons. Then with a charming smile of dismissal she said firmly, ‘Will you excuse me? I’ve just spotted
         an old friend I want to talk to.’ She handed him her empty glass and walked to the bar at the far side of the room. Lady Elizabeth and the young man were standing by it, obviously enjoying a joke.
      

     
      ‘Elizabeth! How lovely to see you.’ Morgan went up to her with outstretched hands and kissed her lightly on the cheek. ‘You’re
         looking so pretty! How are you?’
      

     
      Elizabeth’s smile was polite and blank.

     
      ‘We met at the Cholmondeleys’,’ said Morgan hurriedly. ‘I’m sure it was there, or it could have been that weekend at the Montgomerys’?
         Heavens, it’s been such a busy season, hasn’t it? I’ll soon forget where I met my own mother!’ She laughed her delicious rippling
         laugh and even Elizabeth’s expression warmed.
      

     
      ‘Yes, of course! How are you? Er, do you know Harry Blairmore? And you are . . .?’ Elizabeth paused in her introductions.

     
      Something computer-like clicked in Morgan’s brain. She’d read about him in a feature in Vogue entitled ‘Britain’s Most Eligible Bachelors’. Harry to his friends, otherwise Henry, Marquess of Blairmore, son and heir
         of the Duke of Lomond.
      

     
      He would do.

     
      When Morgan got back to the Winwoods’ house later that night, she crept into Glen’s study as soon as everyone had gone to
         bed. Taking a heavy scarlet-bound volume entitled Debrett’s Peerage and Titles of Courtesy down from the bookcase she riffled through the pages until she found the entry she was looking for.
      

     
      

         Lomond, 11th Duke of. Title created 1687. Edgar Robert. Born Aug. 15th 1921. Educated Eton and Christ Church, Oxford. Succeeded
            his Father, the 10th Duke, 1945. Married, 1956, Lavinia Mary, only daughter of General Sir Stuart Prentiss.
         

         Son living

         Henry Edgar, Marquess of Blairmore. Born March 3rd 1958. Educated Eton and Christ Church, Oxford.
Seat: Drumnadrochit Castle, Argyll.
         

         Residence: 105, Belgrave Street, London, SW1.
         

         Clubs: White’s. Boodle’s. Turf. Carlton.
         




     
      Beside the entry was the magnificent family arms, two rampant lions supporting a shield bearing three fleurs-de-lis and a
         sunburst, and above it the crest: a wildcat rearing out of a duke’s coronet, with its traditional border of eight strawberry
         leaves. The family motto below read ‘Touch Not the Cat Without a Glove’.
      

     
      There followed a long piece listing the hereditary posts held in Scotland by the dukes of Lomond and how the titles of Duke
         and Marquess had been granted nearly three hundred years before.
      

     
      But Morgan had read enough.

     
      It was all a long way from Park Avenue and Bonwit Teller, tea in the Rotunda Room at the Pierre and having money to spend
         on Lincoln Continentals and twin-engined Cessna Citation jets. This was real class, and she could tell the difference.
      

     
      Harry Blairmore would most definitely do.

     
      Ruth and Joe Kalvin were having their usual formal breakfast in their duplex at Park Avenue and 70th. Behind his copy of the
         Wall Street Journal Joe grunted occasionally while Ruth flipped through the mail, dividing it into precise separate batches: invitations, charity
         appeals, accounts and personal letters. She would deal with them later in the morning, when she was alone.
      

     
      Joe read his paper for precisely another three minutes, finished his coffee, exclaiming, ‘Ugh! It’s gotten cold,’ and then
         wandered absently out of the room with a casual, ‘See you tonight, hon.’ The door clicked. He was gone. It was the same every
         morning. By the evening he’d have made another fifty thousand dollars – or maybe half a million – it didn’t really matter
         to Ruth any more.
      

      
     
      With a ten-room duplex, plus staff quarters, a house on the ocean’s edge at Southampton, a private jet and several cars, there
         wasn’t much else she really wanted. At least nothing Joe or their three children Tiffany, Morgan or Zachary could give her.
         In her large dressing room hung clothes by Bill Blass, Saint Laurent, Oscar de la Renta, Princess Katalin zu Windisch-Graetz,
         Bob Mackie and Givenchy. The safe in the study was filled with jewel cases, brimming with priceless pieces by Harry Winston,
         Van Cleef and Arpels, Mikimoto, Gucci and Eric Bertrand. The large ring she always wore was a forty-carat diamond. What more
         did she need? Both homes were filled with French and English antique furniture and some very fine Cézannes, Courbets, Dégas
         and Gauguins. Ruth Kalvin was the woman who had everything, but felt she had nothing, and boredom and inner loneliness hung
         about her like a sick miasma. If only Joe would talk to her, she reflected. If only her children would let her share their
         lives – even a bit. But they all thought of her as a vapid fool, and that made her nervous. ‘Don’t bother telling Mom,’ she
         could hear them say, ‘she’ll never understand.’ And as the years had passed and they had become more and more remote from
         her, she felt an increasing sense of isolation.
      

     
      To the outside world she was the beautiful Mrs Joe Kalvin, elegant New York society hostess, but to herself she was a grey
         insecure figure and she found it very uncomfortable. Rising slowly, she picked her mail off the table and wandered into the
         drawing room, hoping yet dreading the day would produce some little diversion that would break up the monotony of her life.
      

     
      Zachary Kalvin lay on the moth-eaten sofa in – what was his name? Oh yeah, Mitch – in Mitch’s place and regarded the stained
         ceiling cautiously. At least it had stopped moving! He groped for a vaguely remembered can of beer and took a swig. Instant nausea swept over him and a cold clamminess broke out all over his body. For a moment he thought he was going to throw up but the turmoil in his stomach subsided as quickly
         as it had begun. Never in his seventeen years had he felt so terrible. But at least the ceiling wasn’t spinning any more!

     
      Casting his mind back to the previous night, he remembered he’d gone to some hamburger joint, unable to face the boredom of
         having dinner with his parents again, and had started talking to some lanky kid who, after a few cans of beer, exclaimed,
         ‘Hey, man, how about comin’ back to my pad and smoke a stick? I’ve got some dynamite stuff that’ll make you piss a rainbow.’
      

     
      Later, much later, and after several more cans of beer, Mitch led him to a dingy room in a seedy tenement near Seventh Avenue
         and 28th. Scrabbling under some old copies of Penthouse Mitch triumphantly produced a tiny glass vial. Zachary remembered seeing vials like it in his mother’s bedroom, samples of
         the latest perfume.
      

     
      Mitch tore up a bit of aluminium foil and, cupping it slightly, poured a few drops of a dark, sticky, varnish-like substance
         onto it.
      

     
      ‘This is boss stuff, man. Hold onto it will ya?’ He placed it on Zachary’s palm and with swift expertise rolled up a dollar
         bill, talking in excited jerky sentences, his whole body quivering with anticipation.
      

     
      ‘Plenty more where this came from! I’ve got connections. Here you go! When I light up you inhale – you inhale real deep, now.’
         He struck a match and held it under the foil with shaking hands.
      

     
      A little puff of smoke rose and Zachary inhaled.

     
      Suddenly invisible hands tackled him from behind and more invisible hands punched him deeply in the stomach. Panic swept over
         him. He felt sick and woozy and sweat prickled his armpits.
      

     
      Mitch was inhaling with exquisite pleasure. ‘Beats a fuck any day! This is real, re–eal good. Didn’t I tell ya it was good?’ He looked up, his dark eyes glazed with pleasure. ‘Want another drag?’
      

     
      Zachary grabbed hold of the battered old table to stop himself from falling and tried to think clearly.

     
      ‘Mmm – maybe later – it’s – like, wow, man! I’m blissed out.’ With bravado he flung himself on the stained sofa, wondering
         how long the strange sensation would last. He wasn’t sure where he was and it struck him that if his parents ever found out
         about this there’d be hell to pay.
      

     
      All through the night, which he thought was never going to end, he lay on the sofa, spinning along the surface of the sea,
         over waves, through waves, spinning . . . And the sky, full of fluffy little clouds, scurried overhead in a frantic attempt to
         keep up with him. Then the sky turned dark and the clouds turned to millions of stars racing around. He was being propelled
         at an uncontrollable speed on a journey that was never going to end and he wanted desperately to wake up. But he was awake and still he couldn’t stop. No matter how hard he thought, ‘I’m going to get off this trip and stop somewhere that’s
         quiet and peaceful,’ the spinning went on and on.
      

     
      He looked round the filthy room but Mitch was gone. Gingerly he sat up, running his fingers through his hair, and wondered
         when he’d feel normal, really normal again. And his parents! God, he’d have some explaining to do. If he went home now there
         was just a chance they might still be asleep. His father didn’t usually get up until seven. He glanced at his watch. It was
         gone! Shit, it had been a birthday present.
      

     
      Struggling into his jacket he let himself out of the sordid room and started to walk uptown.

     
      His wallet was missing too.

     
      ‘This script is garbage!’ Hunt flung it down and glared at Flix. ‘How on earth can you expect lines like this, and this, and
         that one there’ – he jabbed furiously with his finger – ‘to be believable? Christ Almighty! We’ve got to have a rewrite.’ He squashed out his cigarette and immediately reached for another.
      

     
      Flix Greenberg regarded him impassively. Speaking slowly and patiently, as if addressing a petulant child, he said, ‘We’re
         running out of time, Hunt. We’ve got to start shooting in ten days! There’s no way we can delay. We’re already over budget and if there are any more delays we’ll
         be screwing up Bob Clarkson’s schedule. Remember he starts that TV series in seven weeks. Don’t sweat it, Hunt, it’ll fly
         as is.’ Flix’s tone was soothing.
      

     
      ‘The hell it will!’ Hunt spat.

     
      ‘There’s nothing much wrong with this script that a little careful direction can’t handle, and Bob and Jane are big box-office,’
         said Flix evenly.
      

     
      ‘Don’t give me that crap!’ Hunt’s eyes blazed with anger. ‘The trouble with you is you just don’t see what you don’t want to see!’ He reached over and buzzed his intercom. ‘Cal? Get me Milton Schwartz at once, will you? Yup, the guy that wrote
         the script for Soul Kids. Tell him to get his ass over here pronto. I’ve got a major clean-up job on a script for him to do.’
      

     
      Flix’s jawline hardened and he narrowed his eyes. ‘You’ve no right to go over my head. You seem to forget I am the producer.’
      

     
      Hunt jumped to his feet and made for the door of his office. ‘Then you’d better hire yourself another director,’ he yelled
         as the door slammed behind him.
      

     
      The adrenalin was still pounding round his body as he lay in bed that night, desperate for sleep but unable to stop his mind
         going over the day’s events. He’d won his fight over the wooden script. Flix had eventually agreed to let Milton get to work
         on it, even though he had been furious. There was still the problem of the theme music for the film. Hunt knew exactly what
         he wanted, something that conjured up a feeling of patriotism with occasional hints of pathos. A stirring score to go with the shots of the US Army fighting their way across Europe against the Germans. And what had he got?
         A cross between a funeral dirge and a jingle for a toothpaste commercial. When at last he had got home Joni was drinking vodka
         with a living room full of LA deadbeats.
      

     
      ‘Darling, there you are!’ She lurched forward, staggering on her high heels and flinging herself at his chest. She miscalculated the distance
         and Hunt had to catch her before she fell.
      

     
      ‘Din-dins is ready, and listen, honey’ – she dropped her voice – ‘where have you been all day?’

     
      When Hunt didn’t reply she gestured in the direction of a jeans-clad young man, shirt open to the fourth button, showing lots
         of gold chains nestling in matted black chest hair. He was sitting on the sofa casually smoking a joint. ‘This is Mose! And
         what d’ya know? Mose is going to write a one-woman show for me, aren’t you, Mose?’ Through a long fringe of bushy hair, Mose
         nodded.
      

     
      ‘And listen, honey! Listen! Karen, here, is going to do my costumes, and we’ll get in all the critics! I’m gonna be somebody!’
         Joni hung on to the lapels of Hunt’s jacket for support. Then her expression changed as she brought her face close to his.
      

     
      ‘So you can stuff your fucking films!’ Her voice was raspy. ‘Because I’m going to make it on Broadway.’

     
      Life had been different for Joni Kellerman seven years ago. Born in the God-fearing town of Wahoo, Nebraska, the fourth daughter
         of a builder, she’d run off to Hollywood at the age of fifteen and changed her name from Coote to André – with an accent.
         No more small-town America for her with their sanctimonious ‘We’ve got a nice little town here and we’re going to keep it
         that way.’ It was the razzle and danger of high living that Joni wanted, and if living high meant being paid for getting screwed
         she wasn’t complaining. There were even a few walk-on parts in low-budget movies to be had, and promises of something better
         if she pleased the director. Joni was convinced her well-stacked figure and strawberry blonde hair would get her the break she needed.
         One day she’d be recognized as the new Monroe, and that would stop them calling her dirty names back in Wahoo. Self-confidence was her middle name. So what the hell if she fucked
         her way to the top? Plenty of others had got there that way. Hunt Kellerman wasn’t exactly a top director when she met him
         at a promotional party she’d got herself asked to in Bel Air, but he might go places one day and meanwhile he was the sexiest
         thing she’d ever seen. So pretty little Joni, with her bobbing strawberry blonde curls, had slithered her way into his apartment,
         and six months later, when she’d discovered she was pregnant, she got him to marry her. Seven years ago. Hunt’s career had
         gone up and up while hers had gone in exactly the opposite direction. The birth of Gus, and two years later Matt, hadn’t helped
         to keep the tits up or the tummy flat, and little lines were forming round her eyes. Why the hell couldn’t Hunt give her a
         part in one of his lousy movies? It was only vodka, straight on the rocks, that gave her any self-confidence these days. And
         where the fuck had Hunt been last night? As if she didn’t know.
      

     
      Joni slept beside him now, snoring softly. Her body lay slack and motionless. She smelled of a mixture of sweat and liquor.
         Hunt rolled away, thinking of Tiffany. So cool and clean and sweet. He remembered the taste of her mouth, the hardness of
         her pink nipples. The warmth of her thighs. He was growing hard.
      

     
      Whatever happened he must see her again tomorrow. How had he ever got himself into this mess?
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