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You've devoured The Fifty Shades Trilogy...now lose yourself in the heady ecstasy of Forbidden Desires. After her wedding to film director Lewis James, Harriet Radcliffe is dismayed to learn that her husband has invited another couple, his married friends Noella and Edmund, to join them on their honeymoon. It soon emerges that Lewis is planning to make another of his hugely successful cinema verite films, using real life as his material. Knowing that Harriet finds Edmund attractive, he plans to explore her forbidden desires. However, Edmund has designs on Harriet, and Lewis's plan goes awry as he finds himself competing to regain his bride ...The sequel to Dark Secret.
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Chapter One

HARRIET SAT IN
the back of the limousine, her long legs crossed, and stared out of the window at the relentless driving rain. This wasn’t the Cornwall of her childhood memories. Then the sun had always shone and she’d spent hours on the rugged beaches surfing and sunbathing. She shivered and Lewis put his arm round her.

‘Cold, or nervous?’ he asked with a smile.

‘Inappropriately dressed,’ said Harriet ruefully. Certainly her lemon-yellow short-sleeved linen jacket worn over a soft floral print skirt with a matching scarf round her neck were inappropriate for the English weather, but that wasn’t the truth, and both she and Lewis knew it.

‘You like Edmund and Noella, don’t you?’ he queried.

‘Of course I do; Edmund’s one of those intriguing men who make you want to get to know them better, and Noella is so open and
enthusiastic it’s impossible to dislike her.’

‘She’s certainly enthusiastic. I’m relieved we’re driving down in separate cars. I don’t think I could have coped with her constant little screams of appreciation at everything English on a journey of this length.’

‘I hadn’t realised how many hours it would take,’ sighed Harriet, snuggling up closer to her husband of less than two days. ‘We’ve been travelling for nearly twelve hours now.’

‘We’ve got six weeks to recuperate,’ he reminded her. ‘Is that too long for a honeymoon, do you think?’ he added teasingly.

Harriet turned to him, her grey eyes solemn. ‘But this isn’t just a honeymoon, is it?’

He shrugged, the smile still playing around his mouth, a mouth that Harriet was suddenly overwhelmed with a desire to kiss. She pushed the thought away, waiting for him to answer her. He didn’t.

‘Is it, Lewis?’ she repeated.

‘I’m going to do some work as well,’ he admitted. ‘That’s why Mark’s coming along, although he won’t be joining us for a couple of days yet.’

‘Which means we’ve really got a two-day honeymoon!’

Lewis touched her gently on the cheek, his long fingers caressing her with exquisite tenderness. ‘Do you honestly think we need a honeymoon?’

Harriet smiled, remembering the countless times they’d made love since their first meeting
over two years earlier when she’d gone to work for his first wife, the famous film star Rowena Farmer. ‘I suppose not,’ she agreed.

‘Besides, you enjoy the excitement of making a film with me,’ he reminded her, his hand moving to rest on her exposed knee.

‘Last time I didn’t know I was making a film,’ she pointed out.

‘Isn’t it even more exciting knowing from the start?’

This was a question Harriet had been asking herself during the long flight from America. When she’d met Lewis James he’d just begun working on his first
cinéma vérité
film,
Dark Secret
. She’d been chosen to join his London household for the duration of their stay there, as an unwitting player in the script he was writing as real life events actually unfolded; events of such electric eroticism that the film, when it was made, had become the biggest hit of the year.

Now, finally married to Lewis, Harriet was once again to star in the sequel
Forbidden Desires
. The difference this time was that she knew she was being placed in a situation designed by Lewis, and that her reactions and those of the other players in the as yet unscripted plot would determine the film’s outcome.

‘Well?’ he whispered, his breath warm against her ear.

Her physical hunger for him, her almost desperate need to feel their bodies pressed together and his hands and lips on her flesh,
threatened to overwhelm her. ‘I don’t know,’ she said with total honesty. ‘It rather depends on what the plot is about.’

‘Exactly what the title suggests, Harriet, forbidden desires.’

‘Whose forbidden desires?’ she murmured as his mouth travelled down the side of her face.

‘Yours, Edmund’s and Noella’s of course.’

‘What about you? Don’t you have any forbidden desires?’

‘Not at this moment,’ he replied evenly. ‘Right now my sole desire is to make love to you, and since you’re my wife that’s allowed.’

‘I don’t want anyone else either,’ she whispered, turning her face towards him and letting his light kisses move closer to her mouth.

‘That’s all right then, you’ve nothing to worry about, have you?’

‘But you won’t have a film!’ she exclaimed, pulling back from him just as their lips were about to meet.

Lewis looked thoughtfully at her. ‘Harriet, trust me. No one can resist forbidden fruit. Sooner or later you’ll be tempted.’

‘And you don’t mind?’ she asked in astonishment.

‘This film isn’t about what I mind or don’t mind. It will reflect what happens when a man is so much in love with his wife that he allows her to do anything that makes her happy.’

‘Anything at all?’

‘Yes, anything at all,’ he repeated.

‘And suppose that you find yourself attracted to forbidden fruit as well?’

‘We’ll just have to wait and see, won’t we?’

‘I don’t want you falling in love with anyone else,’ complained Harriet. ‘We’ve only just got married!’

‘We’re not talking about love, Harriet. We’re talking about sexual desire. Don’t worry, everything will be all right. Besides, I don’t want you getting bored.’

‘How can I be bored after two days of marriage?’ asked Harriet in bewilderment.

‘You didn’t want to get married,’ Lewis reminded her. ‘I had to persuade you, and your chief argument against it was fear of boredom, remember?’

‘Yes,’ she agreed, ‘but …’

‘No buts, Harriet. I’m simply making sure you don’t feel trapped.’

‘You want me to make love with Edmund during this holiday, don’t you?’ she said accusingly.

‘I don’t
want
you to do anything at all. I simply want to see what happens during the course of the next six weeks, and to that end I’ve tried to make sure we spend plenty of time with interesting people.’

‘What if nothing happens and we don’t get on?’

‘End of film plan! It won’t matter. I’ve plenty of other ideas up my sleeve.’

‘But Edmund’s putting up money for
Forbidden Desires
, he’ll want results.’

Lewis smiled. ‘Edmund desires
you
, that’s why he’ll want results!’

A faint flicker of something perilously close to desire darted through Harriet. She knew that Lewis was telling the truth; she’d felt Edmund’s desire the moment they met straight after the wedding, and she knew deep down that it would be easy to have an affair with him. There was, as she’d already admitted to Lewis, something intriguingly enigmatic about him.

‘What if it all goes wrong?’ she repeated. ‘Suppose you and I fall out of love?’

‘Then the film won’t have a very high feel-good factor! Stop worrying, Harriet, you must have faith in me. I know what I’m doing.’

Harriet leant her head against his shoulder and closed her eyes to blot out the rain. She did trust him, but she had a terrible feeling that he’d probably said the same thing to Rowena at the start of
Dark Secret
, and that had ended with the disintegration of Rowena’s marriage and the end of her career as an international film star.

‘Your work means more to you than personal relationships,’ she muttered as she drifted off to sleep.

Lewis didn’t reply, he had a suspicion Harriet might be right.

Travelling behind them in the back of an equally comfortable limousine, Edmund Mitchell and his wife of ten years, Noella, were also discussing the forthcoming holiday. However, unlike Harriet and Lewis, they were unaware of
the roles in which Lewis had cast them or the importance of their behaviour to the plot of his forthcoming film.

‘Isn’t it just great?’ enthused Noella for at least the twentieth time on what seemed to Edmund to be an interminable drive.

‘Isn’t what great?’ he asked quietly, refusing to allow his irritation to show.

‘The rain, honey. I mean, this is why English women have such great complexions. None of that dried-out prune look for them, it’s all peaches and cream and the natural scrubbed look.’

‘Naturally drowned more like,’ retorted Edmund. ‘You seem to forget, Noella, that I was born here. In fact, I’ve spent over half my life in the complexion-enhancing dampness of the English climate, and right now I wish I was back home in Beverly Hills.’

Noella ran her fingers lightly up his right thigh. ‘Don’t get grouchy, not before we’ve even started the holiday, sweetie. You’ve always told me you adored Cornwall.’

‘Not when it was wet, and I haven’t always told you any such thing. I may have mentioned once or twice that America lacked a similar coastline but that was all.’

Noella smiled to herself. She adored the way Edmund insisted on getting every detail right. His refusal to exaggerate or over-dramatise events was one of his greatest attractions to her, second only to his extraordinary expertise in bed. Remembering their most recent bout of lovemaking,
which had occurred only a few hours after Lewis and Harriet had finally tied the knot, she wriggled slightly on the leather seat.

If anything, Edmund had shown extra finesse that night, prolonging the session into the small hours of the morning until even Noella had been exhausted. Yet – and here she forced herself to admit a rather unpalatable truth – despite her final sense of satiation, the almost dangerous sophistication of some of the things they’d engaged in that night had more than once brought with them a feeling of nearly unbearable frustration.

Edmund liked to prolong everything, to refuse her that final pleasure until he’d explored every possible avenue of enhancement, and really Noella was a woman who liked her sex to be raunchy, physical and fierce. She wished that just once in a while Edmund would take her without any of the endless preliminaries or rules that now dominated their sexual life.

Immediately she realised where her thoughts were leading and put a stop to them. She knew very well that she was lucky to be married to Edmund. Educated at Eton, he’d made his money on the stock market at an early age and now, when he’d just passed his fortieth birthday, he liked to use part of his considerable fortune to back films and plays that would otherwise never be seen. A powerful figure behind the scenes in the world of the performing arts, Edmund was admired and respected, and this meant that
Noella was admired and respected too, something that a girl with her start in life could never have imagined happening.

In any case, no other man had ever kept her so satisfied sexually. Even if their tastes were beginning to diverge, he was still easily the best lover she’d ever had and she was determined to keep the marriage intact. As his third wife she was well aware that this might not be easy, but she held a lot of weapons in her armoury.
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