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				Chapter 1

				It was the first day of April. Seeing the reception desk temporarily unmanned, Miranda snatched up the ringing phone.

				‘Fenn Lomax salon, how can I help you?’

				‘Hello.’ It was a male voice. ‘I need a complete restyle.’

				‘We do have a long waiting list,’ Miranda warned, uncapping a pen with her teeth. ‘Could I have your name, please?’

				‘Bruce Willis.’

				Over the phone, she heard gales of background laughter.

				‘Oh ha ha, well done, very good,’ Miranda recited dutifully. ‘If only Eddie Izzard was as witty as you.’ She rolled her eyes at Bev, the salon’s glamorous receptionist, now racing back from the loo.

				‘Who was that?’ said Bev as Miranda hung up.

				‘An imbecile. April Fools’ Day, don’t you just love it?’

				Grabbing her coat and rummaging in the pockets, Miranda dragged out one green woollen glove and one pink leather one. Well, imitation leather.

				Bev’s manicured blonde eyebrows went up.

				‘Lunch break already? It’s only half past eleven.’

				‘Indentured servitude.’ Making sure she wasn’t being watched, Miranda pulled a face. ‘Cigarettes for Alice Tavistock. And a box of herbal tea bags. And half a dozen first-class stamps. That woman, honestly, I don’t know why she doesn’t write out her whole week’s shopping list, pack me off to Sainsbury’s and be done with it.’

				‘And when you’ve finished that,’ Bev suggested helpfully, ‘you could valet her car.’

				‘Pop her washing round to the launderette.’

				‘Mow her lawn.’

				‘Fill out her tax return.’

				‘Clean her loos,’ Bev blinked innocently, ‘with her own toothbrush.’

				‘Miranda, are you still here?’ Fenn Lomax, emerging from the VIP room, shot her a look of disbelief.

				‘Sorry, Fenn, no, Fenn, I’m gone.’ Miranda jammed her gloves on, getting three fingers stuck in one thumb-hole. She grinned at Bev and made a dash for the door. ‘Back in ten minutes, okay?’

				Fenn called after her, ‘Make that five.’

				Since Fenn Lomax had landed himself a regular slot on the hugely popular TV show It’s Morning! his client list had blossomed beyond recognition.

				As the show’s producer had pointed out, he was a seriously attractive heterosexual hairdresser. How could he fail?

				The female producer had been right.

				With his streaky-blond shoulder-length hair, thickly fringed hazel eyes and come-to-bed smile, Fenn had a way with women and scissors that had done his business no harm at all. No longer buried in the back streets of Bermondsey (special rates for pensioners on Mondays and Wednesdays), he had been catapulted upmarket to the altogether glossier pavements of Knightsbridge’s Brompton Road (special rates never). Celebrities queued up, for months sometimes, for the privilege of shelling out two hundred and fifty pounds and being able to boast to friends, journalists…well, anyone who’d listen, basically, that theirs was a Fenn Lomax cut.

				Nowadays you could spot his clients a mile off, thought Miranda, teetering on the edge of the curb as a chauffeur-driven limo pulled up inches from her toes. The snow had all but melted now, leaving only squelchy dregs, but the woman emerging from the back of the limousine was kitted out in enough fur to see her through a hike across the Antarctic. Gingerly, in her fur-lined boots, she picked her way through the slush.

				Well, it was an awfully wide pavement. All of six feet from the car to the apricot-tinted-glass and brass doors of the salon.

				And if you were going to pay a chauffeur to run you around town, it made sense to economize in other areas, Miranda acknowledged, recognizing the famous romance novelist as she removed her dark glasses. That must be why the stingy, face-lifted old hag had only tipped her thirty pence last week.

				The stamps and cigarettes weren’t a problem, but the Grapefruit Zing herbal tea bags with extra ginseng took longer to track down. By the time she’d bought everything, Miranda was already fifteen minutes late.

				He was there, sitting in his usual spot outside the shoe shop. Experiencing a horrid qualm of guilt, Miranda wondered if she could cross the road so he wouldn’t catch sight of her, or simply rush past pretending she hadn’t seen him.

				Then again, perhaps she should just explain that she was in a tearing hurry and didn’t have her purse on her right now, but if he hung around for another hour or so, she’d see him later.

				Hung around for another hour or so, Miranda thought with a shudder. Crikey, patronizing or what?

				Poor chap, as if he had anywhere else to go.

				Oh, but he looked so cold, so utterly miserable and chilled to the bone.

				Too late to try and avoid him now anyway, she realized. He’d spotted her.

				‘Hi,’ said Miranda, feeling rotten already. His blanket was damp, soaked through with slush. ‘Look, this isn’t my lunch break, I’m just picking up a few things for a client, but I’ll definitely be back before two.’ Inwardly, she cringed. Oh, help, why did a perfectly good reason have to come out sounding like a feeble excuse? He didn’t want one of her sandwiches in two hours’ time, he needed something to warm him up now.

				‘Okay.’ The man, who was probably in his early thirties, nodded and managed a faint smile. ‘Thanks.’

				He never begged, never asked for anything. Just sat there, with his greasy black hair falling over his face and his dark eyelashes half shielding his eyes, as he watched the rest of the world march on by.

				Miranda had never given him money in case he was a drug addict. The thought of her spare cash being injected into the nearest collapsed vein made her shudder. At least he couldn’t fit a prawn sandwich into a syringe.

				But today the circumstances were different. And there was a Burger King just across the road, selling hot drinks. What’s more, Miranda remembered, Alice Tavistock had given her a ten-pound note to go shopping with…

				‘Here.’ Hurriedly she fumbled in her coat pocket for change and thrust seventy pence into his hand. ‘Buy yourself a cup of tea. Thaw out a bit.’

				‘That’s very kind.’

				Heroin cost more than seventy pence, didn’t it?

				Worried, needing to check, Miranda said, ‘You don’t do drugs?’

				Another fleeting smile, accompanied this time by a shake of the head.

				‘No, I don’t do drugs.’

				Except…well, he would say that, wouldn’t he?

				Miranda gave up; she had to get back. Ugh, this weather, her feet were going numb.

				‘Okay, see you later.’ She flexed her icy toes. ‘Ham and tomato or prawn with mayonnaise?’

				The man on the pavement shrugged.

				‘I don’t mind. You choose.’

				***

				‘Sorry I’m late.’ Panting, Miranda burst into the VIP room. ‘Harrods was packed and the woman in front of me at the counter had a conniption. Never mind, back now. Here we are, Mrs Tavistock.’

				Fenn was putting the finishing touches to Alice Tavistock’s French pleat. Not believing the funny turn story for a minute, he watched Miranda empty her pockets of stamps, cigarettes and change.

				‘Take the towels out of the tumble dryer,’ he said, ‘and give Corinne a hand with Lady Trent’s highlights.’

				Miranda wondered if Alice Tavistock might say thank you, but getting a cigarette out of its packet and into her heavily lipsticked mouth was evidently more important. She watched the expensive silver lighter go click and the tendons of Alice Tavistock’s skinny neck stick out like trapeze wires as she sucked in the first lungful of—

				‘Miranda. Towels.’

				***

				Five minutes later, Miranda was dutifully passing rectangles of silver foil to Corinne when Fenn and Alice Tavistock emerged from the VIP room into the main area of the salon.

				As Fenn beckoned her over, Miranda clearly saw coins glinting in Alice Tavistock’s hand.

				Hooray, tip time!

				Then again, maybe not. The expression on her freshly powdered face wasn’t exactly brimming over with gratitude.

				‘I gave you a ten-pound note,’ Alice Tavistock announced without preamble, thrusting her outstretched palm under Miranda’s nose. ‘And this is how much you handed back. Do you think I’m incapable of adding up?’ she demanded stroppily. ‘You’ve shortchanged me.’

				‘God, sorry, I forgot!’ Miranda clapped her hand to her forehead. ‘I meant to give it back, make up the difference, then Fenn told me to sort out the towels and I—’

				‘And you thought you could get away with it.’ Alice Tavistock always spoke with a plum in her mouth. Now she sounded as if she were spitting out the stones. ‘Swindler. Thief.’

				‘I am not a thief!’

				Fenn closed his eyes.

				‘Miranda, what did you do with Mrs Tavistock’s money?’

				‘Gave it to someone.’

				Frowning, Fenn said, ‘What? Stop mumbling, talk properly.’

				Miranda lifted her head. Oh Lord, he wasn’t looking happy.

				‘I gave it to a homeless person so he could buy himself a cup of tea.’

				‘My money!’ squawked Alice Tavistock. ‘You’re telling me you gave my sixty pence to a filthy scrounging beggar? For crying out loud, girl, are you mad?’

				So much for boasting about her ability to add up, Miranda thought mutinously.

				‘He isn’t a beggar.’ She couldn’t let it pass, somebody had to defend him. ‘He never begs! And it wasn’t sixty pence either,’ she concluded, ‘it was seventy.’

				***

				Miranda loved hairdressing, despite the abysmal rates of pay for trainees. She was happy working in Fenn’s salon, she adored cutting hair—on the rare occasions when she got the chance—and she really enjoyed the contact with clients.

				Well, most clients.

				The big drawback was having to carry on being nice to them when they were being horrible to you.

				‘I’m not a thief,’ she told Fenn when he had reimbursed his outraged client from the till, apologized profusely and shown her out of the salon.

				‘I know that. But you aren’t exactly Mensa material either,’ Fenn pointed out, ‘are you?’

				‘She’s a hag! That woman spends her life boasting about all the charity committees she’s on. How can she be so mean?’

				‘Hardly the point. Alice Tavistock is our client.’

				‘She’s a stingy old battleaxe,’ Miranda muttered.

				‘Stop it. Now listen to me.’ Fenn consulted his watch. ‘Bev has to see her dentist at one o’clock. I’ll need you to take over at the desk for a couple of hours.’

				‘You mean…work through my lunch break?’

				Horrors! Miranda’s dark eyes widened in dismay. She was already ravenous.

				What’s more, she remembered guiltily, I’m not the only one.

				But it was no good. Fenn was giving her one of his serious, I’m-the-boss looks.

				‘I think that’s fair, under the circumstances. Don’t you?’

				***

				Chloe watched the checkout girl pick up each item in turn, pass it over the scanner and send it on its way along the conveyor belt. Like the prizes on The Generation Game, minus the cuddly toy.

				Packet of chicken breasts.

				One lemon.

				Pint of milk, semi-skimmed.

				Shrink-wrapped bouquet of broccoli.

				Small carton of hugely expensive new potatoes.

				Pregnancy testing kit.

				The Generation Game. Very apt.

				Chloe held her breath, wondering if the girl would glance at her in a secret, knowing way, but when she looked up all she said in a bored voice was, ‘That’ll be fifteen pounds seventy. Got your Clubcard?’

				It clearly took more, these days, than a few chicken breasts and a pregnancy testing kit to arouse a checkout operator’s interest.

				***

				Back at Special Occasions—perfect gifts for every occasion—Chloe hung the Tesco carrier on her coat hook and locked herself in the tiny downstairs loo.

				Her fingers shook as she tore the cellophane wrapping off the testing kit. The words on the accompanying leaflet danced in front of her eyes.

				Oh, help, this is it, this is serious.

				Right, can’t afford any mistakes, thought Chloe, feeling sick already. Treat it like an exam, read the instructions slowly and carefully. Concentrate, concentrate, and for goodness’ sake stop this stupid shaking.

				The sudden hammering on the door almost catapulted her off the loo seat.

				‘Chloe? That you in there?’

				Well, who else was it likely to be? thought Chloe resignedly.

				‘Um…yes.’

				At least she hadn’t been in the middle of some tricky form of gymnastics involving a plastic cup and mid-stream flow.

				‘Okay.’ Bruce, her boss, sounded impatient. He had never understood why any woman needed to spend longer than thirty seconds in the loo. ‘Keep an eye on the shop, would you? I need to make a phone call.’

				‘Two minutes,’ Chloe called out in desperation.

				‘What?’

				She couldn’t not find out now, the suspense was killing her almost as much as the need to pee.

				‘Just give me two minutes, okay?’

				Outside the door, Bruce shook his head in bewilderment. Women and their inner workings, it was all a mystery to him.

				‘Okay.’

				Out in the shop, the bell above the door went ding, heralding the arrival of a customer. Relieved, Chloe heard the sound of her boss’s retreating footsteps. She couldn’t possibly pee onto a stick with Bruce lurking just inches away on the other side of the toilet door.

				The crucial stream of urine was duly passed. Chloe closed her eyes and began to count.

				When she opened her eyes again, the end of the stick was blue.

				‘Oh, good grief,’ Chloe whispered, the words almost drowned out by the thundering of her heart. Pulling open the neck of her angora sweater and peering down at her stomach, she said in an unsteady voice, ‘Hello.’

				***

				Out in the shop, Bruce was wrapping up his customer’s purchase, a wildly expensive yellow and white Italian vase. When Chloe eventually reappeared, looking pale, he said, ‘Chloe, before I forget. Bit of a do on at the golf club this evening. Verity and I were hoping to get along for an hour or two, but the blasted babysitter’s let us down. Any chance of you riding to the rescue?’

				Having ridden to the rescue before, Chloe wasn’t fooled for an instant by his jovial tone. Like dog years, Bruce’s idea of an hour or two generally meant seven or eight.

				‘Bruce, I’m sorry. I can’t.’

				Taken aback wasn’t the word for it.

				‘But you said you didn’t have anything on tonight.’ His tone was accusing.

				Be brave, stand your ground, don’t let him bully you into it.

				‘That was this morning.’ Chloe spoke as firmly as she dared. ‘I do now.’

			

		

	
		
			
				

				Chapter 2

				Florence Curtis had led an action-packed life; she had always lived for the day and crammed as much as was humanly possible into each and every one of them. Married at twenty, a mother at twenty-five, divorced by twenty-seven, married again, widowed, married for the third time at thirty-three…good Lord, it made her dizzy nowadays just to remember those hectic years when, juggling homes, staff, and the needs of her much-loved but incredibly demanding son, she had followed her various husbands all over the world.

				Then her beloved Ray, number three, had died of a heart attack on the steps of the casino at Monte Carlo, and Florence had decided to call it a day on the husband front. Twice widowed was enough; the pain was almost too much to bear. From now on she would stick to lovers. Apart from anything else, she glibly informed her friends—because sympathy was anathema to Florence—she was tired of endlessly changing her surname on checkbooks.

				The next twenty years had been spent in the relentless pursuit of fun, with Florence adoring every last minute. Her motto had always been ‘You’re a long time dead’, and until the first signs of stiffness had begun to seep into her joints, it had never occurred to her that perhaps it should have been ‘You’re a long time crippled with arthritis’.

				It was hard, adapting to life in a wheelchair when your brain sometimes fooled you into thinking you were still as active as you’d always been. Every now and again Florence dreamt that she had been dancing all night at the Café Royal. When she woke up, exhilarated and in the mood to carry on, she would think, That’s what I’ll do today, go somewhere a bit posh and dance…

				Until she tried to turn over in bed, only to groan aloud with the pain. These days she was lucky if she could make it as far as the kitchen before collapsing in a heap.

				Last year Florence’s well-meaning GP had suggested wheelchair ballroom dancing. Every Thursday night, apparently, busloads of disabled pensioners descended on nearby St Augustine’s church hall and had a high old time of it, spinning and twirling their partners around the floor.

				‘What, in their wheelchairs?’ Florence had roared with laughter. ‘Sorry, darling, not my scene. Sounds like two teenagers with clonking great braces on their teeth trying to have a snog.’

				If she sometimes felt a bit down in the dumps, Florence made sure she kept it to herself. What good would it do, after all, to drone on about how depressed you were and how narrow your life had become? That was a surefire way to end up a Nellie No-friends.

				Instead, she concentrated on presenting her cheerful, fun-loving face to the world. She also made sure she counted her blessings regularly. She had her home and no money worries. She had Miranda. And her legs might be useless, but at least she still had the use of her hands, which meant she could hold a champagne glass, play a mean game of poker, and put on her own make-up. Not always brilliantly, as Florence was the first to admit. But hell, there were worse things in life than a bit of wonkily applied eyeliner.

				As the clock on the mantelpiece chimed six thirty, Florence wheeled herself over to the sitting-room window. She liked to watch out for her lodger. As soon as she saw Miranda coming up the street—usually searching in her pockets for her front door key—she would fetch a bottle of lager from the fridge and pour herself a decent measure of dry sherry.

				That was another great thing about wheelchairs. If the first drink of the day went straight to your knees—well, so what?

				Florence was still tussling with the ice cube tray when the front door slammed shut and Miranda yelled, ‘I’m home.’

				‘You’re frozen. Go and sit by the fire,’ Florence protested when she came through to the kitchen to help. ‘I can manage.’

				Miranda bashed the tray against the top of the fridge, scattering ice cubes in all directions.

				‘My hands are numb already.’ She clattered ice cubes into Florence’s sherry glass. ‘There, done. Now we can both sit by the fire.’ She pulled a face. ‘And I can tell you about my wonderful day.’

				Sleety rain dripped down Miranda’s neck as she tipped her head back to drink the lager straight from the bottle. Her short black hair, urchin-cut and currently streaked with dark blue and green low-lights, gleamed like a magpie’s wing.

				‘…so I missed my lunch break and by the time I left the salon he’d gone,’ she concluded, unaware of the rim of froth on her upper lip. ‘Poor chap, I feel terrible letting him down like that.’

				‘You know your trouble,’ Florence said comfortably, ‘you’re a soft touch.’

				‘I just worry about him. What kind of life does he have? I mean, imagine not having anywhere to live.’

				Florence snorted into her sherry. ‘Ha, feeling sorry for him’s one thing. Just so long as you don’t bring him back here and expect me to feel sorry for him too.’

				She wouldn’t put it past Miranda to give it a go, to try and persuade her to allow some smelly old tramp to move in with them.

				‘You’re heartless,’ said Miranda.

				‘I’m not a pushover, that’s all. Anyway,’ Florence grew serious, ‘there’s something I have to tell you. Not good news, I’m afraid.’

				‘What?’ Miranda’s dark eyes widened in alarm. ‘Are you ill?’

				‘I’m not, but my bank account’s feeling pretty sick. You heard about that stock market crash last week?’

				Miranda hadn’t, but she nodded anyway. Matters of high finance tended to pass her by.

				‘Well, my accountant phoned me this afternoon. My shares have gone down the toilet. Basically I’m skint.’ Florence paused and looked embarrassed. ‘The thing is, I’m afraid I’m going to have to put your rent up.’

				Miranda swallowed. She began to feel queasy.

				‘Oh. Okay. Um…by how much?’

				‘Well, double it?’

				Good grief.

				The look on Miranda’s face was a picture. Florence roared with laughter and clapped her hands.

				‘Ha, April Fool!’

				Miranda’s mouth dropped open.

				‘You mean…my rent’s not going up?’

				‘Of course it isn’t!’

				‘You aren’t broke?’

				‘There hasn’t been a stock market crash. You should try reading the paper occasionally,’ Florence cackled, ‘then you’d know.’

				Miranda breathed again.

				‘It’s after midday,’ she protested. ‘April Fools don’t count after midday.’

				‘I didn’t get a chance earlier. Anyway,’ Florence’s grin was unrepentant, ‘still worked, didn’t it?’

				‘That’s cheating,’ grumbled Miranda.

				With an air of complacency, Florence said, ‘Ah well, I’m allowed to cheat, I’m a batty old woman in a wheelchair. That means I can do what I want.’

				***

				Greg wasn’t due home from work until eight. Feeling that an extra-special dinner was called for, Chloe marinated the chicken breasts and mushrooms in garlic and olive oil, tossed the tiny new potatoes in butter and made sure there was enough blackcurrant sorbet in the freezer before running her bath.

				She fastened her hair up with the diamanté clips Greg had bought her last Christmas and took out the red satin dress he had given her for her birthday. Since his favorite scent was Obsession—though she wasn’t wild about it herself—she squished it on with abandon. She even dug out her old garter belt and the sheer black stockings Greg was so keen on, determinedly ignoring the scratchiness of the lace around her waist.

				Every little bit helped.

				She hoped.

				And let’s face it, thought Chloe as she began—albeit shakily—on her make-up, tonight I’m going to need all the help I can get.

				Twenty-five past eight.

				Still no sign of Greg.

				God, the one time I desperately need a drink, and I can’t have one.

				By eight thirty Chloe’s nerves were in bits. When she heard the click of Greg’s key in the front door, she catapulted out of her chair as if she’d been zapped with a cattle prod.

				Appearing in the living room, loosening his tie, Greg let out a low whistle.

				‘I say, what’s all this in aid of? Not our anniversary, is it?’

				Chloe began to tremble. She’d overdone it. Now he was going to want to know right away why she’d made such an effort.

				‘I just felt like dressing up.’

				She managed a bright smile. Telling Greg was going to be so much easier once he had a good meal and the best part of a bottle of wine inside him.

				‘Garters too.’ He tilted his head, observing the telltale bumps beneath the tight red satin. ‘This is the kind of dressing up I like.’

				Hmm, maybe dinner followed by sex, then tell him. That might be better.

				That is, if Greg didn’t fall asleep and start snoring like a rhino within six seconds of rolling off her.

				It had been known to happen in the past.

				‘Is that garlic?’ Greg sniffed the cooking smells wafting through from the kitchen. ‘I’d better give that a miss. Big meeting first thing tomorrow—don’t want to knock the clients senseless.’

				‘Oh.’ Chloe’s face fell. She’d put garlic in everything. That meant dinner now consisted of blackcurrant sorbet.

				‘Is everything okay?’ Sensing her anxiety, he moved towards her. ‘Sweetheart, you’re shaking. Is something up?’

				‘I’d better turn the oven off.’ Chloe heard her own voice echoing in her ears. It was like listening to someone else talking. She hadn’t wanted to launch right in and say it, she needed time to gear herself up, run a few more practice lines through her head.

				Then again, was that really going to make it any easier?

				‘Chloe?’ Greg’s hands were on her bare shoulders, gently massaging them. ‘What is it?’

				‘Oh Greg, we’re going to have a baby.’

				There, she’d done it.

				Blurted it out.

				Like Bambi’s legs collapsing on the ice—whoomph—Greg’s hands slid off her shoulders.

				‘What?’

				Another deep breath.

				‘A baby. We—we’re going to have one.’

				He took a step backwards.

				‘You mean you’re pregnant?’

				With an effort, Chloe stopped her smile from wobbling, though her knees carried on regardless.

				‘Well, we didn’t win one in a competition.’

				‘Is this a joke?’

				‘No! I wouldn’t joke about something like this!’

				Greg gave her an odd look. A not very encouraging one.

				‘How long have you known?’

				Her heart was flapping around in her chest. It felt as if it was trying to get out.

				‘Seven hours.’

				‘Chloe. This can’t happen. You know it can’t.’

				‘But it has happened,’ Chloe protested, dry-mouthed.

				‘We agreed. No babies. We don’t need them. I don’t want them. I don’t even like them.’

				‘I know, I know,’ she pleaded, ‘but it’s happened. It was an accident but now it’s happened—’

				‘Sure about that?’ said Greg coldly. ‘Are you sure it was an accident?’

				‘I swear to you!’ Oh God, this was awful. ‘I’d never do anything like that. It was just as much of a shock to me—’

				‘Good. So all we have to do is sort it out.’

				Chloe stared at him, unable to speak.

				‘Don’t look at me like that.’ Steadily, Greg held her gaze. ‘What did you seriously expect me to say? Chloe, you are not going to have a baby. We’ll get this taken care of. It’s no big deal, sweetheart, it won’t even hurt.’

				Fear was replaced by fury. Chloe felt her fingernails digging into her palms.

				‘We aren’t talking about a…a wisdom tooth…’

				‘It’s smaller than a wisdom tooth.’

				‘It’s a human being!’ Why couldn’t he understand how she felt? She fought back the urge to scream at the top of her voice. If he truly loved her, why couldn’t he understand how she felt? How could he just reject the idea out of hand?

				‘I’m not being brutal,’ said Greg, ‘just realistic.’

				‘But it doesn’t have to be the end of the world!’

				‘No, just the end of our marriage.’

				Chloe reeled back as if he’d hit her. She felt physically winded.

				‘So that’s why you made all this effort,’ Greg drawled, gesturing at her dress. ‘Oh, I get it now. Slap on a bit of make-up, dig a garter belt out of the back of your knicker drawer, and that’ll do the trick. One flash of stocking-top and you’ll have me at your mercy, gibbering, “Darling, how wonderful, you’ve made me the happiest man in the world, of course I want a baby.”’

				Chloe looked away.

				Well, yes.

				Basically it was what she had hoped would happen.

				‘Sorry, Chloe. I can’t do it. I told you before we got married how I felt about children, and I’m not about to start changing my mind now. See?’ Greg waved an arm in the direction of the window. ‘No flying pigs.’

				No, thought Chloe, just one two-legged one right here in the living room.

				‘I can’t get rid of it,’ she whispered, ‘I just couldn’t.’ Hating herself for being so feeble, knowing it was a waste of time even saying the words, she begged. ‘You might change your mind.’

				‘No.’ Greg picked up his car keys, his grey eyes cold. ‘No, no, no. By the way,’ he added dismissively as he made for the front door, ‘don’t worry about saving my dinner for me. I’ll eat out.’

			

		

	
		
			
				

				Chapter 3

				‘Look, I’m really sorry about yesterday,’ said Miranda. ‘I got into all kinds of bother with a customer and ended up having to work through my lunch break, otherwise I’d have—’

				‘It’s okay, doesn’t matter. You don’t need to apologize.’

				Miranda blinked icy rain out of her eyes and rummaged through her bag. If her fingers were frozen she couldn’t imagine how his must feel.

				‘Ham and tomato today, is that all right? And I thought these might come in handy.’ Digging deeper, she unearthed a pair of tan leather gloves and a black knitted scarf.

				‘They’re great. Thanks very much.’ He smiled up at her. ‘Did you knit this?’

				She rolled her eyes.

				‘God, no, picked it up in Oxfam. I couldn’t knit to save my life.’

				‘Well, thanks anyway. Very warm.’

				He had a nice voice. Miranda watched him wrap the scarf around his neck and slide his fingers into the gloves. She ruffled her own hair, unexpectedly embarrassed. All of a sudden she felt like a bossy maiden aunt forcing her nephew to try on his least favorite Christmas present.

				And be suitably grateful.

				Damn, she wished she hadn’t given him the stupid things now.

				‘Better get back.’ Hurriedly, she consulted her watch. ‘Don’t want to get into any more trouble.’

				‘These are expensive gloves.’ He was peeling one back at the wrist, reading the label. ‘Harvey Nichols, it says here.’

				‘I didn’t buy them,’ said Miranda, anxious to get away. When his dark eyebrows went up, she added, ‘Don’t worry, I didn’t steal them either.’

				***

				The phone rang in the salon an hour later. Miranda, busy sweeping up hair, dimly heard Bev, at the desk, exclaim happily, ‘Oh hi, yes we do have them, we wondered who they belonged to!’

				Another two minutes elapsed before Bev tapped her on the shoulder.

				‘Miranda, that was a client on the phone. Any idea what’s happened to those gloves that were left in the cloakroom? He’s dropping by this afternoon to pick them up and I can’t find them anywhere. D’you know if Fenn put them in his office?’

				‘Oh hell.’ Miranda straightened up and let out a groan. For three and a half weeks the gloves had lain unclaimed on a shelf in the cloakroom, and now…well, sometimes life was just too unfair.

				‘What does that mean?’ Bev was instantly suspicious. ‘Oh hell what?’

				‘They went to a deserving cause.’

				‘Don’t tell me, you gave them to that tame tramp of yours.’ Bev guessed at once from the look on Miranda’s face. ‘Oh, you are hopeless. What on earth am I going to say to the client when he turns up?’

				‘Um…’

				‘And Fenn is going to kill you.’

				‘He won’t.’ Miranda spoke with more conviction than she felt. ‘I asked if I could have them. He said it was okay.’

				Well, he had. Kind of. The only niggling drawback was, Fenn had been pretty busy at the time. And although technically he had said yes, Miranda couldn’t help feeling that maybe he’d meant yes, she could have the gloves if nobody turned up to claim them within, say, the next six months.

				Rather than the next six seconds.

				She bit her lip.

				‘Well, if Fenn told you it was okay,’ said Bev, ‘that’s fine. He can make the groveling apologies when the client gets here. Maybe he’d even like to pop along to Harvey Nichols and buy him another pair.’

				Miranda winced.

				‘After all,’ Bev continued remorselessly, ‘those gloves cost about two hundred quid.’

				They were great friends. She was extremely fond of Miranda, who was dippy and good-hearted. The trouble was, Miranda was always getting herself into…well, trouble. She had a habit of making mistakes.

				‘Well?’ said Bev.

				‘Okay, okay,’ Miranda groaned, thrusting the broom into her hands. ‘Just cover for me. If Fenn asks where I am, tell him I’m in the loo. I’ll be back in two minutes.’

				As she raced to the door, Bev called after her, ‘Honestly, the muddles you get yourself into.’ She broke into a broad grin. ‘I’m glad I’m not you.’

				Me too, thought Miranda as she pelted hell for leather up the Brompton Road, I wish I wasn’t me either.

				Oh God, this was definitely going to be awkward.

				He was still there, thank goodness. When he spotted her running towards him, he nodded and raised one hand briefly in greeting, waggling his fingers to show her he was still wearing the nice warm gloves.

				‘This,’ said Miranda, ‘is so embarrassing.’

				‘What’s wrong?’

				Her teeth began to chatter with cold and shame. It was still raining and she’d dashed out without her coat.

				‘The gloves. They…er, belong to someone. And…um, well, now they want them back.’

				Dear God, what must he think of me? Playing Lady Bountiful one minute, and all but stripping him naked the next.

				He didn’t even blink.

				‘Okay.’

				‘Sorry,’ said Miranda with an air of desperation. ‘I feel terrible.’

				‘And I keep telling you, no need to apologize.’ He peeled off the gloves and held them out to her, smiling faintly as he did so. ‘They weren’t really me, anyway.’

				‘Thanks.’

				Feeling a complete heel, she took them from him.

				‘Do you need the scarf back as well?’

				‘No! Stop,’ she almost yelled in alarm as he began to unwind it from around his neck, ‘you can definitely keep the scarf!’

				‘That’s okay then.’ Relieved, he patted it back into place. ‘Actually, I prefer the scarf.’ His dark eyes registered self-deprecating amusement. ‘It’s much more my style.’

				***

				As she burst through the tinted glass door to the salon, Miranda heard a male voice saying, ‘…at least now I don’t have to buy a new pair.’ In the nick of time she shoved the gloves under her T-shirt.

				Bev, who had been stalling the man and simultaneously doing her best to impress him with (a) her chest and (b) her dazzling repartee, visibly exhaled with relief when she saw Miranda and the odd-shaped bump protruding beneath her own, considerably smaller, breasts.

				‘Mission accomplished,’ Miranda murmured when they met up seconds later in the cloakroom. Producing the gloves with a flourish, she waggled them in front of Bev, like cow’s udders.

				‘This is known as a skin-of-your-teeth experience. He’s in a rush.’ Bev grabbed the gloves, wafting them suspiciously under her nose. ‘God, if he knew where they’d been.’

				Miranda looked offended. ‘I had a shower this morning.’

				‘Not you, you idiot. Homeless Herbert. It’s probably weeks since he saw a bar of soap.’

				Miranda followed her out of the cloakroom.

				‘Great, thanks.’ The man took the gloves, then frowned. ‘They’re warm.’

				He looked at Bev. Bev, stumped, gazed back at him.

				‘It’s cold outside,’ Miranda chimed in helpfully. ‘As soon as you rang, Bev put them on the radiator to warm up.’

				Relieved, Bev nodded vigorously.

				‘That was nice of you.’ He grinned at her.

				‘Bev’s a thoughtful girl,’ said Miranda. ‘Single, too,’ she went on, barely wincing as beneath the desk a stiletto heel jabbed into her foot. ‘She’d make someone a wonderful wife.’

				When the client had left, Fenn beckoned Miranda over to him.

				‘So the gloves have been claimed?’

				‘Mmm. Lucky he came back before I ran off with them.’

				‘Very lucky.’

				Fenn kept a straight face as he returned his attention to the hair he was cutting. Did Miranda think he was blind and stupid?

				***

				‘What’s that smell?’ Miranda wrinkled her nose as she burst into Florence’s living room. ‘It’s all in the hallway…crikey, it’s even stronger in here. Ah, you’ve had a visitor.’

				‘I have been visited,’ Florence solemnly agreed, as Miranda eyed the teapot and two cups and saucers on the table. ‘By Elizabeth.’

				‘Poor you. What was it this time,’ Miranda shrugged off her coat, ‘more raffle tickets?’

				Elizabeth Turnbull, their next-door neighbor, was a divorcée in her mid-forties who devoted half her life to charity fund-raising and the other half to squirting on perfume. She was a nice enough woman, if a bit on the bossy side. Overpowering in every sense of the word.

				‘Worse.’ As she spoke, Florence pushed a couple of stiff white invitations across the table. ‘Tickets to a cocktail party, if you please. Twenty quid a head, but they’ve rustled up a few celebrities,’ she raised her asymmetrically penciled eyebrows, ‘so apparently it’s a bargain. You get a free glass of champagne and the chance to hobnob with the rich and famous. And, of course, it’s all for a tremendously good cause.’

				‘I’m sure it’ll be tremendous fun, too.’ Miranda, in turn, mimicked Elizabeth’s strident tones. She glanced at the gilt-edged invitations, each one admitting two guests. ‘Actually, it might be fun. You could do with a night out.’

				‘Oh, I’m not going.’

				‘Why on earth not?’

				‘The party’s being held in a third-floor flat. No elevators in the building.’ Dryly Florence added, ‘No Stannah Stairlift either. The only way I’d get in is if a helicopter dropped me through the roof.’

				‘So you paid eighty pounds for tickets and you aren’t even going to turn up?’ Miranda shook her head, bemused. ‘Honestly, and you call me a soft touch.’

				Florence shrugged. She had her caustic-old-battleaxe image to think of.

				‘It was the only way to get rid of Elizabeth before the stench of that godawful scent of hers started dissolving the carpet. Anyway, I’ll give one of the tickets to Verity and Bruce. The do’s being held on their wedding anniversary—those kind of meet-the-celebrity functions are right up their street.’

			

		

	
		
			
				

				Chapter 4

				It didn’t help that Bruce kept shaking his head and telling her she looked terrible. Every time he said it, Chloe longed to blurt out that maybe if he was pregnant and his wife wanted him to have an abortion, he might look terrible too.

				But she couldn’t.

				She didn’t dare.

				As long as nobody else was aware of the situation, Chloe felt superstitiously, there was a chance it could somehow sort itself out, be magically resolved.

				It didn’t seem likely, she had to admit. But you never knew, miracles did happen.

				The other reason she was reluctant to tell Bruce was…well, her job.

				He was her employer, and if Greg did leave her, she was going to need, rather badly, to stay employed.

				Chloe couldn’t help wondering how a man who disapproved of women spending more than thirty seconds in the loo was likely to react to the idea of time off for OBGYN appointments, visits to the doctor, maybe a whole day off to actually give birth…

				No, no, safer all round to keep this kind of news from him, Chloe thought with a shudder.

				For the time being, at least.

				***

				She felt doubly guilty on Friday morning when Bruce came into the shop carrying a box from the patisserie around the corner.

				‘You’re not eating properly,’ he told her, dumping the box on the counter. ‘This dieting business doesn’t suit you. Here, I picked us up a couple of coffee éclairs.’

				Even a fortnight ago, the prospect of a coffee éclair at nine o’clock in the morning would have made her feel sick. Now, gazing lovingly at them, Chloe realized that she was so ravenous she could eat not only both éclairs but the box as well.

				‘That’s really kind.’

				Does he seriously think I’m looking terrible because I’m on a diet?

				‘Got something else for you too.’ Digging in his inside pocket, Bruce pulled out a gilt-edged invitation. ‘My mother sent it to us. Some charity bash in Belgravia. Sounds pretty good, but we’ve made other arrangements for that night—it’s our wedding anniversary—so I thought you and Greg could give it a try. Might perk you up a bit.’

				‘Lovely.’ Dutifully, Chloe studied the invitation. Right now the only thing capable of perking her up would be a husband with a brain transplant.

				‘Lots of famous people going.’ In case she’d forgotten how to read, Bruce leaned over and pointed to the list of names. ‘Wayne Peterson, the footballer. Caroline Newman, she’s the one who does that holiday program. And Daisy Schofield…’ He hesitated. The name was familiar but he couldn’t place it.

				‘Australian model, sings a bit. And she’s acted in a couple of films,’ said Chloe. Greg had something of a crush on Daisy Schofield, so she was in a position to know.

				‘Well, should be fun.’ Bruce gave her an encouraging wink. ‘No getting yourself chatted up by Wayne Peterson, mind. He’s a good-looking chap.’

				Oh yes, highly likely, thought Chloe. The moment Wayne Peterson claps eyes on me, that’ll be it, no question.

				Bowled over.

				Literally, she decided with a rueful smile, if I carry on eating at this rate.

				***

				Greg waited until Chloe had left for work the next morning before hauling the suitcases out from under the stairs.

				Doing it this way might seem unkind, but he didn’t mean to be. It would just be far more upsetting for Chloe, he knew, to be there watching him pack.

				Easier all round to clear his things out while she was out.

				Was that so cruel?

				It didn’t take him long to fill four suitcases; he wasn’t making off with the household appliances, only clothes and a few CDs.

				Forty minutes later, Greg took a last tour around the living room. Not the happiest day of his life, but he’d survive.

				None of this is my fault, he told himself, imagining Chloe’s reaction when she came home at five thirty and found his note. It really isn’t my fault, though. Chloe knew the rules and she broke them. How can I be to blame when she forced me into this?

				He looked at the clock on the mantelpiece. It had been a wedding present from his grandmother, but he wouldn’t take it with him. He wasn’t a bastard, for one thing. This might be the end of the road for himself and Chloe but that didn’t mean they had to turn into the kind of couple who fought over the last curtain hook.

				Anyway, what use would he have for a clock like that? He was moving in with his old mate Adrian, whose own wife had run off last year with a stockbroker. The last thing he needed was the chiming brass monstrosity his grandmother had ordered through her catalogue.

				Much as he loved her, there was no getting away from the fact, Greg decided; it was one seriously tacky clock.

				The gilt-edged invitation was propped up next to it on the mantelpiece. With time on his hands, Greg picked it up and idly read through it again. Last night, Chloe had produced the invitation from her bag and said: ‘Why don’t we go to this? Look, Daisy Schofield’s going to be there. You’d like to meet her, wouldn’t you?’

				It had been, he guessed, her way of trying to pretend nothing had happened.

				‘Chloe, what’s the point?’ He had been gentle with her, but firm. ‘I’ve already told you, I’m moving out. If you want to go to the party, you go.’

				‘I couldn’t.’ Chloe’s blue eyes had filled with tears. ‘Not on my own.’

				That had been it. Greg had shrugged, indicating that this was hardly his fault, and Chloe had flung the invitation to the floor before rushing from the room. Greg had been the one to bend down, retrieve it from beneath the coffee table and put it safely on the mantelpiece.

				Daisy Schofield.

				God, she was gorgeous.

				That body…

				Oh, what the hell, Greg thought as he slid the invitation into the back pocket of his jeans. It wasn’t as if Chloe was going to be using it, was she?

				Let’s face it, some opportunities are simply too good to miss.

				***

				It was a cold, bright Sunday. For what seemed like the first time in months, the sky was blue and the sun was out.

				Florence was sitting gazing out of her window when she heard Miranda clatter down the stairs.

				‘It’s me, I’m going shopping.’ She poked her head around Florence’s door. ‘Anything I can get you?’

				‘Absolutely. A bottle of Montrachet, please.’

				Miranda’s expressive eyebrows slanted at right angles.

				‘Sounds like a sneeze. What is it, some kind of cough medicine?’

				‘Wine. Better than medicine.’ Florence wheeled herself across to where her handbag lay. ‘Here, let me get you the money.’

				‘It’s all right, I’ll pick it up in Tesco. Pay me later.’

				Florence waggled a fifty-pound note at her.

				‘We aren’t talking plonk here, this should just about cover it. And you’ll have to go to the wine merchants in Kendal Street.’

				‘Blimey. Special occasion?’ Privately Miranda thought Florence must be mad. Tesco did some great special offers. If she was in the mood to push the boat out she could get a really nice Australian Chardonnay for £3.99.

				‘It’s April the tenth. Ray’s birthday. We always drank Montrachet on his birthday.’ Briskly Florence snapped her purse shut, determined not to sound like a sentimental old fool. ‘I’ve kind of kept up the ritual. Well, we always said we would. It was Ray’s favorite wine. Flashy bugger,’ she glanced fondly at his photograph, on the table next to her, ‘he reckoned he was worth it.’

				***

				When Miranda arrived back with the wine an hour later, she found Florence waiting for her by the door.

				‘Why are you wearing a hat?’

				‘It’s cold outside.’ Florence adjusted the tilt of her jaunty red fedora. ‘You’ve been ages. The cab will be here any minute.’ She took the tissue-wrapped bottle as carefully as if it were a newborn baby. ‘Was the fifty enough?’

				‘Three pounds change. Where are you going?’

				‘Hampstead Heath. Parliament Hill.’ Florence grinned at the expression on Miranda’s face. ‘The sun’s shining. I could do with the fresh air. Anyway, it’s where Ray and I first met.’

				‘People will stare at you.’

				‘Oh well, I’m used to that.’

				‘You’re going to sit on Parliament Hill drinking a forty-seven-pound bottle of wine?’ Miranda said in disbelief. ‘Have you got a corkscrew?’

				‘I’m in a wheelchair.’ Comfortably, Florence patted her bag. ‘I’m not senile.’

				The bag, when she’d patted it, had made a clinking noise. As a minicab pulled up outside, Miranda said cautiously, ‘Two glasses. One for you and one for…?’

				If Florence said, ‘Ray,’ she would have to stop her. There was such a thing as too weird.

				‘You, of course.’ Florence opened the door and began to wheel herself through it. ‘Who else d’you think’s going to push me up that bloody hill?’

			

		

	
		
			
				

				Chapter 5

				The view over Hampstead was breathtaking. White clouds scudded across a robin’s-egg-blue sky and the kite flyers were out in force. Miranda, feeling the cold, dug her woolly orange beret out of her jacket pocket and pulled it on, Benny Hill style, over her tingling ears.

				Florence held the glasses on her lap and Miranda wrestled the cork out of the bottle. When the wine was poured, they toasted Ray and clinked glasses. Reverently taking her first sip, Miranda tried hard—and failed utterly—to appreciate the finer points of £47-a-bottle wine.

				‘Mm, yum,’ she lied.

				‘Ha, and I’m the Queen of Spain. Doesn’t matter if you don’t like it,’ Florence said cheerfully, polishing off her first glassful and smacking her lips. ‘I’ll manage the rest.’

				To steer the subject away from her own shameful ignorance, Miranda huffed on her frozen hands and said, ‘So how did you and Ray meet?’

				‘Haven’t I told you before? Oh, it’s a great story.’ Florence held her glass out for a refill. ‘I was up here early one Sunday morning with Bruce. He had a new bike and I wouldn’t let him out on the roads. So of course, he set out to prove he could ride the thing—he was eight, you know what they’re like at that age—and the next minute he was hurtling out of control down that path there.’ She nodded in the direction of the narrow path curving to the left below them. ‘Poor little sod ended up going slap into a tree.’

				‘You’ve never told me this!’ Enthralled, Miranda leaned closer, cross-legged on the grass. It wasn’t difficult to imagine Bruce as a stubborn eight-year-old. ‘What happened next?’

				‘Blood and teeth everywhere. One wrecked bike, one sprained knee. Bruce was screaming blue murder and there was me without so much as a tissue to mop up the blood.’

				‘Poor Bruce.’

				‘Poor me! I was in a complete flap. Bruce wasn’t the only one in tears, I can tell you.’

				‘Hang on, I can guess the rest,’ Miranda said excitedly. ‘Then—trumpets, trumpets!—over the hill came Ray riding to the rescue on his motorbike’—she had heard all about Ray’s devotion to his Norton 500—‘with a first-aid kit slung over one shoulder and a big bag of false teeth on the other.’

				Florence chuckled.

				‘Not quite. Over the hill came Ray, on foot and hung over, making his way back to Highgate after an all-night party. But he came to the rescue, bless his heart, and he had a clean handkerchief, which was more than I did. He cleaned up Bruce’s mouth, managed to stop him screaming and insisted on giving him a piggyback home. He even carried the smashed-up bike,’ Florence remembered fondly. ‘It’s a wonder he didn’t have a heart attack there and then. Well, that was it as far as I was concerned. Love at first sight. There was Ray with his Clark Gable hair—that was when he still had hair, of course—and me trotting along carrying his dinner jacket. Bruce was dripping blood all over his white evening shirt and he wasn’t even bothered. He made us both laugh. And he wasn’t even doing it to impress me, because as far as he was concerned I was just a young housewife in need of a hand. When we got back to the house he said, “Your husband’s going to have his work cut out getting that bike fixed.”’

				‘This is so romantic,’ Miranda sighed. ‘And…?’

				‘I said, “He certainly is, seeing as he died three years ago.”’

				Miranda wrapped her arms around her knees in delight. ‘Then what?’

				‘Well, he just stood there for a minute, grinning at me. Then he said, “In that case, I’d love an aspirin and a cup of tea.”’

				‘Oh! Did he mend the bike as well?’

				‘I suggested it.’ Florence snorted with laughter. ‘He told me he wasn’t the fixing kind. When things got broken, he bought new ones.’

				‘And did he buy Bruce another bike?’

				‘Certainly did, four days later.’ Florence waggled her left hand at Miranda. ‘And so I wouldn’t feel left out, an engagement ring for me.’

				Having disposed of the rest of the bottle, Florence contentedly closed her eyes and said, ‘Okay for five minutes while I have a little snooze?’

				Miranda sat back, stretching out her legs and propping herself up on her elbows. In this position she could enjoy the faint warmth of the sun on her face and view the kites performing their colorful acrobatics in the sky.

				Squinting in the sunlight, she surveyed the panoramic view spread out before her. There in the distance was St Paul’s Cathedral, pointing up into the sky like a silicone-stuffed Hollywood breast. And there was Big Ben. To the east stood Canary Wharf, and the old Caledonian market clock tower. To the west, the chimneys of Battersea power station and the Trellick Tower. Heavens, it made you realize how vast—and how eclectically beautiful—London really was.

				But the unaccustomed brightness of the sun soon made her eyes water. To give them a rest, Miranda turned her attention instead to a battered green BMW being driven slowly along the road below her. Idly she followed its progress until it braked and reversed into a parking space. Seconds later the passenger door was flung open and a boy aged around five or six jumped out on to the grass verge.

				Miranda watched the driver emerge from the other side, open the car’s boot and take out a yellow and white kite. From this angle his face wasn’t visible, but at a guess he was around thirty, dark-haired like his son and wearing a white rugby shirt and faded jeans.

				Another Sunday father, thought Miranda, bringing his child out for a spot of kite-flying then whisking him off for a burger at McDonald’s before depositing him back with his mother at the designated time.

				Hampstead Heath was full of them.

				The spiralling divorce rate had done the fast-food business no harm at all.

				As Florence dozed peacefully beside her, Miranda watched the boy yell out instructions to his dad. Dad was evidently no expert; as they edged their way up the hill, he unraveled the nylon line and made two or three unsuccessful attempts to get the kite airborne.

				Miranda smirked as he threw it up again, this time narrowly avoiding decapitation. She heard his son yell out in disgust, ‘You’re useless! Come on, let me have a go.’

				They were closer now, moving towards her. The man said, ‘Charming manners, Eddie, you take after your mother.’

				‘She says you’ve always been a hopeless case. You can’t even put a shelf up straight.’

				‘Maybe I don’t want to. Anyway, your mother’s not so clever herself,’ he retorted. ‘Ask her how many times she’s damaged the car trying to reverse it into the garage.’

				Miranda watched the boy impatiently seize control of the kite. Playing one adult off against the other, she thought, feeling sorry for him. Poor little lad, caught in the middle between two warring parents.

				It couldn’t be much fun.

				Except…wasn’t there something oddly familiar about the father’s voice? A familiarity that for some reason didn’t quite fit with the visual image of the man twenty yards in front of her, now struggling to untangle a section of line which had somehow managed to knot itself around both legs?

				Miranda sat up, hugging her knees and pushing her beret to the top of her forehead in order to get a better look. She was sure he wasn’t a visitor to the salon.

				Damn, where have I heard that voice before? she thought with mounting frustration. And why do I keep feeling something isn’t right?

				The kite, miraculously, made it up into the air. The boy let out a whoop of delight and galloped a few yards further up the grassy slope.

				‘You did it, you did it!’

				‘Now who’s useless?’ his father demanded with a triumphant grin.

				‘Don’t let it crash!’

				‘It’s okay, I’ve got the hang of this now. A genius, that’s what I am, and you can tell your mother that when we get back.’

				The wind was taking control, carrying the kite towards the top of the hill. Following his son, the man moved closer to Miranda. Next to her, Florence snored peacefully in her wheelchair. Glancing across at them, he smiled.

				The moment his dark eyes locked with Miranda’s, she knew.

				Oh no, it couldn’t be.

				But it was.

				It was him.

				The beggar from the Brompton Road.

				Her whole body stiffened in disbelief. Incredibly, he was still grinning at her.

				He hasn’t recognized me, thought Miranda. He spends his life sitting on his bum watching the world go by. For God’s sake, how can he not recognize me?

				Outraged, she shoved a stray strand of hair out of her eyes. The orange beret, already tipped to the back of her head, promptly slid off.

				At last, with her spiky blue-and-green-tipped hair revealed, the penny dropped. His broad smile faltered and faded. The kite was momentarily forgotten.

				The kite, taking advantage of this lapse in concentration, swallow-dived to the ground.

				‘You let it crash!’ wailed the boy, racing after it. ‘You’re supposed to keep the line tight. Come on, pay attention, make it fly again!’

				Florence woke up from her doze with a start. Next to her, using the arm rest of the wheelchair for leverage, Miranda was scrambling to her feet. Florence heard her say in a low voice trembling with fury, ‘You cheat, you bloody despicable liar, how can you live with yourself?’

				Florence brightened at once. Well, well, this was a turn-up for the books. She’d never heard Miranda have a go at anyone before.

				Peering around Miranda’s quivering form, Florence eyed with interest the object of her rage. Tall, dark-haired and rather good-looking—if currently a bit shell-shocked—hmm, not bad at all. In excellent shape, too, from what she could see.

				One of Miranda’s hapless ex-boyfriends, Florence guessed. Presumably one who’d done the dirty on her. Well, no wonder she was upset.

				‘Look, I can explain—’ he began, but Miranda held up both hands to stop him.

				‘Oh, please don’t, we already know what a great actor you are.’ She spat the words out with contempt. ‘Tell me, is that why you and your wife split up? Did she find out how you were spending your days and kick you out? Does your son know he has a con-artist for a father?’ She longed to yell the accusations at the top of her voice but the boy was only yards away. For his sake, Miranda managed to control herself.

				The man, looking startled, followed the direction of her gaze. Turning back to Miranda, he said with a placatory half-smile, ‘I promise you, I really can explain. For a start, I’m not married. And Eddie isn’t my son, he’s—’

				‘Daddy, come and help me!’ howled the boy, now firmly entangled in the kite’s line. ‘You’re wasting time—Mum said we had to be home by four.’

				‘You’re damn right you can explain,’ Miranda hissed, kicking the brakes off Florence’s chair and yanking her in the direction of the path. ‘You can explain why you take my money and eat my prawn sandwiches when you clearly earn more than I do.’ She was flinging the words over her shoulder as she jolted the wheelchair over the uneven ground. ‘And you can explain why you drive a BMW,’ she bellowed. ‘Because you make me sick!’

				‘Wait,’ he called after her, but further up the hill his son was yelling for him and Miranda was by this time scooting downhill with the wheelchair at a rate of knots.

				Relieved to reach the bottom in one piece, Florence said sympathetically, ‘The best-looking ones are always the biggest bastards.’

				She patted Miranda’s thin arm, sensing it was best not to mention the two rather good Waterford crystal wine glasses they had left at the top of the hill. ‘What happened, he forgot to mention he was married?’

				Poor, impulsive Miranda, she deserved better than that. Still, if she wanted to impress a man, she really should learn to cook, Florence privately felt. When you invited someone round for dinner, you couldn’t expect them to be too bowled over by a prawn sandwich.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				Chapter 6

				Chloe, flicking without much enthusiasm through a magazine in the doctor’s waiting room at ten to nine on Monday morning, came across an article detailing the break-up of some minor celebrity’s marriage.

				In the accompanying photograph the woman—an actress in her late thirties—was looking suitably devastated in full make-up and a short clinging dress that showed off…well, practically everything.

				The article was headlined: EVERY NIGHT I CRY MYSELF TO SLEEP.

				Lucky you, thought Chloe, her shoulders sagging with exhaustion. I cry every night but I still can’t sleep.

				How much could she seriously be expected to sympathize, anyway, with a woman who clearly didn’t cry much at all? She was wearing mascara, wasn’t she? Her eyes weren’t permanently swollen like a frog’s. Furthermore, she had a teeny-weeny waist.

				Hating her, Chloe threw the magazine back on to the pile. She shifted on her uncomfortable molded plastic chair—moulded for someone with a far smaller bottom than hers, by the feel of it—and eased a finger under the safety pin straining to hold together the waistband of her loosest skirt.

				There was a poster tacked up on the wall opposite her. It said: Postnatal Depression?

				I’ve got pre-natal depression, thought Chloe. Ha, beat that.

				‘Chloe Malone,’ the tinny voice of the doctor announced over the intercom, ‘to room six.’

				In the space of the next five minutes, everything became astonishingly real. Armed with the date of Chloe’s last period, the doctor twiddled a circular chart contraption, consulted a calendar, then pronounced, ‘Your baby is due to arrive on Tuesday the third of December.’

				Chloe gazed at him. He spoke with such absolute certainty.

				Heavens. Move over, Mystic Meg.

				‘Call it an early Christmas present.’ The doctor smiled at her stunned expression. ‘So, everything okay? Husband happy about it?’

				Uh oh, here we go.

				‘He left me five days ago,’ Chloe said, and waited to burst into tears.

				The doctor looked as if he were waiting for her to burst into tears too.

				Chloe wondered why it wasn’t happening.

				Instead, the doctor’s words, Your baby is due to arrive on Tuesday the third of December, kept dancing through her mind.

				Somehow, miraculously, they seemed more important than the brutal ones Greg had flung at her last week.

				‘He’s never wanted children,’ Chloe told the doctor, marveling at the steadiness of her own voice. ‘But it’s okay, I’ll cope.’

				Well, cope might be putting it a bit strongly. Somehow muddle through was probably nearer the mark.

				‘In that case, let’s pop you on the scales,’ said the doctor.

				Oh dear, how dainty. That was what you did in the supermarket with a bag of seedless grapes.

				‘I’m only seven weeks and I’ve put on loads of weight already.’ Chloe kicked off her shoes, embarrassed, and shuffled over to the scales. ‘I can’t stop eating, I just feel so hungry all the time.’

				‘Don’t worry about it. Just try and eat healthily.’

				How healthy was pecan toffee ice cream? And bags of licorice allsorts? Not to mention strawberry Angel Delight.

				‘Morning sickness, that’s what I need.’ Chloe sounded rueful. ‘I keep waiting for it to happen and it just won’t.’

				Amused, the doctor tut-tutted.

				‘My wife’s pregnant. If she could hear you now, she’d hit you round the head with her sick bag. You stay as you are,’ he advised Chloe good-naturedly. ‘You’re a lucky girl.’

				Was he a real doctor?

				Or, Chloe wondered, an escaped lunatic masquerading as one?

				Me, a lucky girl?

				***

				‘You’re late,’ said Fenn.

				‘I know, I’m sorry.’ As she swung round to face him, Miranda caught a glimpse of her frazzled reflection in one of the salon mirrors. Well, was it any wonder she was looking frazzled? ‘Oh, but Fenn, you’ll never believe what happened!’

				Excuses? Fenn had heard them all.

				‘Don’t tell me. You were seized by a gang of kidnappers and held hostage,’ he guessed, ‘until they found out nobody was going to pay to get you back, so they let you go.’

				‘Oh ha ha.’ Miranda was clearly miffed. ‘I’m being serious.’

				‘The tube was held up. Body on the line.’

				Always a trusty standby. It was a wonder London still had a population, the number of times Fenn had heard this one.

				He got glared at.

				‘No.’

				‘Okay, a puppy ran out into the road and you had to rescue it.’

				Fenn was grinning. Miranda could have hit him. The puppy excuse was a standing joke in the salon. The really frustrating thing was, it had once actually happened. It was one of her few genuine excuses and nobody—nobody—had ever believed her.

				‘If you must know, I’ve been looking for that beggar,’ she announced. Fenn might be a pig, but she was bursting to tell someone. ‘You know, the one who sits outside the shoe shop?’

				‘You mean the beggar you gave Alice Tavistock’s money to?’ Entertained, Fenn raised an eyebrow. ‘The one you keep insisting isn’t a beggar because he never begs?’

				‘Okay, okay, don’t rub it in.’ Impatiently Miranda waved the interruption aside. ‘Anyway, it turns out he isn’t a real beggar at all. He’s not hungry and he isn’t homeless—he’s a total fake. I saw him yesterday on Hampstead Heath wearing normal clothes. He was with his son, flying a kite. And you’ll never guess what kind of car he drives.’ Her dark eyes flashed with renewed outrage as the words tumbled out. ‘Only a BMW.’

				Fenn tried not to smile. Poor Miranda, she was positively fizzing with indignation. All her illusions, so brutally shattered.

				‘Well, it happens.’ His tone was mild.

				‘I gave him a scarf and that pair of gl—’ in the nick of time she stopped herself, ‘er…glasses, an old pair of sunglasses.’

				Nodding slowly, Fenn said, ‘I see, sunglasses. Always useful.’

				‘I can’t believe I was so stupid. The whole time he must have been laughing at me. Can you believe it?’ Miranda seethed. ‘A bloody BMW.’

				‘So did you say anything to him yesterday?’

				‘Well, a bit, but his little boy was there. Anyway, I’ve thought of a whole load more things to yell at him today.’ In fact she had lain awake half the night coming up with bigger and better insults. In the end there were so many she’d had to write them down. ‘Look, here’s my list.’

				It was a big list. Fenn could just imagine her standing over the poor fellow in the street, bawling, ‘Wait, wait, I haven’t nearly finished yet!’

				‘Well, good,’ he told Miranda mildly, ‘but I’d prefer it if you confronted him in your own time, not mine.’

				***

				He wasn’t there at lunchtime.

				‘Look on the bright side,’ said Bev, whom Miranda had dragged along for moral—and physical—support. ‘At least you won’t have to share your lunch anymore.’

				This didn’t console Miranda. There was a nasty feeling growing in the pit of her stomach. She was beginning to suspect she’d blown the whole operation.

				‘I bet he’s moved to another pitch.’ Gloomily she shoved her hands into her pockets. ‘Damn, I should have kept my mouth shut yesterday.’

				There again, keeping quiet had never been her forte.

				Bev was just relieved that she’d be getting back to the salon with her expensive false nails intact. She wrapped a consoling arm around Miranda’s shoulders.

				‘Hey, cheer up. Maybe you’ve frightened him into going straight.’

				***

				By ten to six the last client had left. Miranda was in the back room unloading the tumble dryer and folding a mountain of violet towels—the Fenn Lomax signature color—into neat piles.

				Well, neatish.

				When Bev put her head around the door there was an odd expression on her face.

				‘Someone’s here to see you.’

				Miranda looked at her. It was actually a really weird expression; Bev seemed half enthralled, half perplexed.

				‘Who?’

				‘He didn’t say. And he doesn’t know your name either, he just asked to speak to the girl with the magpie hair.’

				Hastily, because Fenn would only give her grief if she didn’t, Miranda semi-folded the last of the towels before bundling them up on to the shelf. She hadn’t mentioned it to Fenn—well, you don’t, do you?—but one of his clients this morning had come into the salon with her son, who had shown definite signs of interest in her. He’d been good fun. Good-looking, too. And—Miranda had discovered—he was a policeman!

				She’d always had a bit of a weakness for men in uniform.

				And now he’s off duty, she thought with a rush of excitement, he’s come to find me again.

				Whisked away from your workplace, hmm, very An Officer and a Gentleman, daydreamed Miranda. And how apt, seeing as he actually was a police officer!

				Although maybe not a terribly bright one if he hadn’t even remembered her name.

				Hup, the last of the towels flew through the air, landing—more or less—on the top shelf.

				‘It’s okay, I think I know who it is.’ Eyes shining, Miranda pushed her magpie hair behind her ears and presented herself to Bev for inspection. ‘Do I look all right?’

				‘Fine,’ Bev was still bemused, ‘but—’

				‘Don’t be surprised if he picks me up and carries me out of here,’ Miranda fantasized happily. ‘You can all clap and cheer if you like. Oh, but don’t say: Is that a truncheon in your pocket or are you just pleased to see her? because it might be a truncheon and that would be really embarr—’

				‘Will you stop wittering on and get out there?’ Exasperated, Bev gave her a hefty shove in the direction of the door. ‘He can’t wait for ever, he’s parked outside on double yellows.’

				Hang on, something not quite right here, thought Miranda.

				Policemen were honest, law-abiding citizens, weren’t they?

				Surely they wouldn’t park on yellow lines?

			

		

	
		
			
				

				Chapter 7

				‘Here she is,’ said Fenn, who was pulling on his jacket and preparing to lock up. ‘What happened, Miranda? We were beginning to think you’d fallen into the tumble dryer.’

				Miranda didn’t even hear him. She was too busy looking at Hungry and Homeless.

				With his shiny clean hair.

				And his red crewneck sweater worn over a dark green shirt.

				And his black trousers and highly polished black shoes.

				Slowly, very slowly, she breathed in.

				And his Christian Dior aftershave…

				‘Time for that explanation now?’ His dark eyebrows lifted slightly as he spoke. ‘I could take you out to dinner if you’re hungry. Or if you’d prefer, just a drink.’

				Miranda had a small but interested audience. Bev, Corinne, and Lucy, all with their coats on, were loitering at the desk, clearly dying to know what she’d been getting up to in her spare time.

				He’s spent the last month sitting outside the shoe shop up the road, she marveled. Between them, they must have walked past him at least fifty times.

				And none of them had the slightest idea who he was.

				‘Why would I want to have dinner with you?’ Miranda squealed, outraged by his colossal nerve. ‘I mean, seriously, how gullible do you think I am?’

				‘So,’ he grinned at her, ‘just a drink then.’

				‘No.’ Miranda backed away as he reached into his back pocket. ‘No dinner, no drink, no nothing. How do I know you’re not a raving psychopath?’

				Having pulled his wallet out of his pocket, he said in a reassuring voice, ‘Actually, that’s a good sign. If you really thought I was a psychopath, you’d keep it to yourself, you wouldn’t accuse me of being one. I’m not, anyway,’ he went on, sliding a card out of the wallet and holding it towards Miranda. ‘I’m a journalist.’

				Miranda looked at the NUJ card. It belonged to someone called Daniel Delancey.

				There wasn’t a photograph on it. ‘All this tells me is that you mugged a journalist and stole his wallet.’

				Her expression truculent, she shrugged and passed the card back.

				Fenn intercepted it.

				‘Miranda, come on, lighten up. The guy’s a journalist. He was researching a piece about how it feels to be out on the streets. You blew his cover and called him some terrible names, but still he’s forgiven you.’ Fenn reached for the door; it was time to lock up and go home. ‘For heaven’s sake, let him buy you dinner.’

				Miranda hesitated. Behind Fenn, Bev was saucer-eyed and nodding so fast her eyelashes were in danger of flying off.

				Nothing about Bev was real.

				‘Just something simple, a pizza maybe.’ Daniel Delancey—if that was his name—gave her a nod of encouragement.

				Sod that, Miranda thought indignantly, he owes me more than a lousy pizza.

				If he’s taking me out to dinner, we’re going to go somewhere expensive.

				***

				They went to Langan’s Brasserie, on Stratton Street. It wasn’t a restaurant Miranda had ever been to before, but she’d heard enough about the place from clients at the salon to know it probably cost a bomb.

				Well, good.

				As far as Miranda was concerned, the bigger the bomb the better.

				And she was going to order the priciest things on the menu.

				‘I’m glad you changed your mind about coming out,’ said Daniel Delancey when the waiter had taken their order.

				‘I didn’t have a lot of choice.’

				Miranda fiddled with her cutlery. She still had a terrible urge to punch him. He had humiliated her and she couldn’t forgive him just like that.

				‘I’ve got your wine glasses in the car, by the way. You left them behind yesterday.’

				His eyes were friendly. He was willing her to smile back at him.

				‘Look, what do you expect me to do?’ Miranda demanded grumpily. ‘Say thank you and apologize for yelling at you? Because I don’t see why I should. You made a fool of me, you let me give you sandwiches…and chocolate…and a crappy old scarf…Do you have any idea how stupid that makes me feel?’

				‘Okay, let me explain.’ His voice was soothing, as if he were dealing with a toddler on the verge of a tantrum. ‘I couldn’t give your food to a genuine homeless person, but I made a donation to the Salvation Army so someone else could have a meal on your behalf. And any money I was given went to them too. You don’t have to worry,’ he assured her, ‘nobody missed out.’

				Except me, thought Miranda, all the times I shared my lunch with you when I could have eaten the whole lot myself.

				Depriving oneself of chocolate wasn’t the easiest thing to do. Heavens, it was practically an unnatural act.

				Miranda sighed, silently mourning the loss of all those Mars bars.

				‘So how long d’you have to keep this up?’ Curiosity finally overcame belligerence. ‘Seems like a lot of work for one article.’

				‘I’ve finished. Friday was my last day.’ His dark eyes registered amusement. ‘You can have your scarf back as well, if you like.’

				Their first course arrived. Miranda dived greedily into her scallops.

				‘Bet you were glad to be able to wash your hair.’

				‘I washed it every night,’ said Daniel Delancey. With a shrug he added, ‘And rubbed Mazola into it every morning.’

				Ugh, imagine.

				‘Still seems like a lot of work for one magazine article.’

				He laid down his fork and smiled slightly at Miranda.

				‘What?’ She wondered why he was looking at her like that. ‘Do I have cream on my chin?’

				‘No. This wasn’t for a magazine article. It’s for TV.’

				‘Don’t be daft,’ Miranda scoffed, ‘you need cameras for TV. You need lights, and those clapperboard things, and directors with megaphones shouting Action.’

				‘For Lethal Weapon, maybe,’ said Daniel Delancey, ‘but not for a documentary. Not this kind, anyway.’

				‘You still need a camera.’

				He nodded.

				‘I know that.’

				‘And you definitely didn’t have one.’

				‘Actually, we did. In the shoe shop.’

				Oh, good grief. Miranda almost choked on a scallop. If the camera had been strategically positioned behind him, that meant…

				‘Are you telling me I’m going to be in this documentary?’

				‘Oh yes. The producer’s crazy about you. If he has his way,’ Daniel Delancey looked as if he were enjoying himself, ‘you’ll end up a star.’

				Miranda was appalled. Terrible mental images spiraled through her brain, of all the times she had raced up the road to see him in her scruffy black jacket with the wind and the rain splattering her hair in all directions. And in next to no make-up.

				Oh God, and when it was cold her nose always went bright red, like a Comic Relief one.

				‘That is so unfair,’ she blurted out, loudly enough to startle the couple at the next table. ‘Why couldn’t you have warned me? What am I going to look like?’

				Amused, Daniel Delancey said, ‘According to Tony, everyone’s going to fall in love with you.’

				‘Oh yes, and by this time next year I’ll be a supermodel, all five foot two of me.’ It wasn’t funny. Miranda quailed, imagining the hideous footage they must have of her on their beastly hidden camera. ‘Couldn’t you just do some of the filming again?’ she pleaded desperately. ‘Give me a chance to comb my hair and put on a bit of make-up?’

				Not to mention a Wonderbra.

				‘You shared your lunch with me. How you look isn’t important.’

				Ha, thought Miranda, only a total man could think that.

				‘You could blur me out,’ she had a brainwave, ‘have one of those splodgy things covering my face, like they do with criminals who aren’t allowed to be identified.’

				‘Look, if you’re really against this,’ said Daniel Delancey, ‘you can always say no.’

				She gazed at him, startled.

				‘I can?’

				‘Obviously we need your permission to use you. If it bothers you that much,’ he said simply, ‘refuse to give it.’

				‘Oh!’

				Miranda was taken aback. She hadn’t expected him to say this.

				She wasn’t completely anti the thought of being on television. In fact, secretly, she was quite taken with the idea.

				If only she could appear on it looking…well, a bit better.

				More of a human being, basically. And less of a dog.

				Yuck, dilemma.

				Daniel Delancey had finished his first course. ‘You’re dithering. Maybe you should just say no.’ Nodding at her plate, he added, ‘I won’t get pissy and march you out of here, if that’s what you’re worried about. You can finish your meal. Although…’

				Miranda hurriedly forked the last scallop into her mouth before he could change his mind.

				‘Although what?’

				‘No, I was just thinking it could be nice publicity for the salon.’ He shrugged, indicating the Fenn Lomax logo on the front of her violet T-shirt. ‘But that wouldn’t benefit you, would it? Only your boss.’

				Only her boss?

				Miranda’s brain leapt to attention. Daniel Delancey might have dismissed the idea already, but that was because he didn’t know her.

				It was actually a powerful incentive.

				The prospect of massive Brownie points wasn’t to be sneezed at. Particularly by a humble employee who couldn’t help feeling sometimes that she was only hanging on to her job by the skin of her teeth.

				For instance, thought Miranda, someone like me.

				Actually, quite a lot like me.

				‘Publicity for the salon would be good,’ she agreed cautiously as their next course arrived. ‘I’d be happy with that.’ Her lamb cutlets glistened in the candlelight, weakening her resolve. ‘Oh, I don’t know…it’s just the thought of all those people seeing me on TV and yelling, “God, look at the state of her, what a loser.” They’d probably think I fancied you.’ She winced at the idea. ‘That I’m so sad, ugly, and desperate that chatting up beggars and bribing them with sandwiches is my only hope.’

				It would have been nice if, at this point, Daniel Delancey could have protested, ‘Oh now, come along, you’re not ugly!’

				But he didn’t. Chivalry clearly wasn’t his thing. He just smiled that irritating half-smile of his again and said, ‘Okay, they might think that.’

				Thanks a lot, thought Miranda, deeply miffed.

				‘Then again, when they see you being interviewed in the second half of the program…well, that’s when they’ll realize they were wrong, won’t they?’

				Interviewed?

				Miranda’s glass of wine was halfway to her mouth. It stopped dead.

				‘Hang on, what interview?’

				‘It’s a fifty-minute program. In the first half,’ Daniel Delancey explained, ‘we use the hidden camera footage. The viewers get the chance to make up their own minds about the people they see. People like you, who try to help, as well as the other kind,’ he said evenly, ‘the ones who yelled at me to get a job. Not to mention the bunch of kids who stole my money and gave me a kicking.’

				Miranda’s eyes widened in horror.

				‘They didn’t! Were you hurt?’

				‘Pretty bruised.’ Briefly he pushed up the sleeve of his sweater, revealing a boot-shaped mark on his forearm. ‘I won’t show you the rest.’

				‘Bastards!’

				Miranda had forgotten all about dinner. The lamb cutlets were growing cold on her plate.

				‘Goes with the territory.’ With a shrug, Daniel rolled his sleeve down again. ‘Anyway, so that’s the first half. In the second, we run a series of interviews with the people our audience have come to know. Most of them good, some bad. You’d be one of the good guys, of course.’ He paused for a second. ‘That is, if you agreed to appear.’

				Oh well, this changed everything.

				‘Where would I be interviewed?’

				Miranda was by this time quite breathless with excitement.

				‘That’s up to you. The plan is to interweave different strands. Walking along the street…at work…in your own home, if you’d be happy with that. You’re a young girl, a salon junior,’ he explained with enthusiasm, ‘without much money yourself. If the viewers see you living in a crappy bedsitter, they’ll warm to you even more.’

				Crappy bedsitter?

				‘If my landlady heard you saying that,’ Miranda told him, ‘she’d run you over with her wheelchair.’

				‘That was your landlady, was it? I thought she must be your grandmother.’

				‘Oh dear, now she’s going to run over you twice.’

				Daniel shook his head.

				‘I’m sorry, I’m a journalist, I can’t help asking questions. What were you doing out with your landlady yesterday, drinking wine on Parliament Hill?’

				‘She has arthritis. I look after her a bit, do stuff for her, in exchange for paying not much rent.’ Forking up asparagus, Miranda moved swiftly on to more interesting matters. ‘So in these interviews I’d be able to wear nice clothes?’

				‘Of course.’

				‘And tons of make-up?’

				‘Well, ounces maybe. No need to go too mad.’

				Was he laughing at her?

				‘And I could have my hair looking nice?’

				Solemnly Daniel Delancey nodded.

				‘So they’d definitely know I wasn’t ugly and desperate.’ Miranda heaved a sigh of relief. ‘That’s fine then, I’ll do it.’

				‘Great.’

				Belatedly, a horrid thought struck her.

				‘Oh! Except there’s one bit you mustn’t show.’

				‘Don’t tell me,’ Daniel Delancey intercepted her with a grin, ‘the stolen gloves.’

				Miranda was indignant. ‘How did you know?’

				‘Tony and I ran through a few of the tapes this morning. That was his favorite bit.’

				‘Well, he can’t use it,’ Miranda said firmly.

				‘I did warn him.’ Another broad grin. ‘I had a feeling you might say that.’

				***

				The bill for the meal was astronomical. Miranda determinedly didn’t feel guilty; if Daniel Delancey was involved in making TV programs, he must be rolling in it.

				Anyway, there was the small matter of the other lie he had told her. A totally unnecessary lie, Miranda thought, considering that when he’d said it, his cover had already been blown.

				‘You still haven’t told me why you and your landlady were out on the heath yesterday, drinking wine out of Waterford crystal glasses.’

				He was driving her home in his scruffy BMW. Miranda, sitting next to him nursing the two glasses on her lap, cast a sidelong glance at his profile.

				‘And you haven’t told me yet why you said you weren’t married.’

				The traffic lights ahead turned red. He braked and turned to look at her.

				‘Because I’m not.’

				He sounded genuinely surprised. Fine, Miranda accepted that. You didn’t have to be married to have a child.

				‘Okay,’ she persisted, ‘but you were with your son yesterday. Why did you say you weren’t his father?’

				‘Eddie, you mean? I’m not his father.’

				Men, honestly. You couldn’t trust them further than you could kick them.

				‘I heard him,’ Miranda said pointedly. ‘He called you Daddy.’

				Daniel Delancey’s mouth was twitching. The lights turned green and he let out the clutch.

				‘Eddie’s my sister’s son. I’m his uncle. He was calling me Danny.’
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