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Chapter 1 
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“Hi! I’m Harley. The Boss’ eldest!”

His eyes are the softest brown I have ever seen. 

*****
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I suppose it all started about six weeks back. We had all been called to the meeting room at Barry and Moore Partnership, the Solicitors’ firm I worked for. We had been expecting some sort of announcement for days. We just hoped that there was enough money in the partnership for a decent redundancy package. 

Mr Moore was retiring at the end of the following month. Mr Barry was thought by most of the current staff to be a mythical figure; none of us had ever met him! The future of the firm, our jobs, my pay cheque all hung by a thread. I had only been employed at the office eighteen months, not a lot of post-graduate experience to add to my CV and getting this job had taken a long time! Please let the terms be generous or ...

“As you know I am retiring at the end of next month.” Mr Moore was standing at the head of the Board Room table. “I am aware there has been a lot of speculation and not a little worry about the future. Well, I have some good news for most of you. Phillips, Vine and Walker,” he named the big legal practice in Maidstone, the county town, some ten miles away, “and I have reached an agreement. They will be taking over the office and caseload. There will have to be a few job losses, a call for voluntary redundancies will be circulated later today. The HR team at PVW will be handling that and interviews with the staff that wish to remain.”

A job interview instead of being laid off. It sounded good to me. 

*****
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“Tell me a little about the things you like to do outside of work, Juliet?” 

I wasn’t expecting that question so early in the interview; Rosie from HR had summarised my professional CV and asked if it was correct, “Yes.” Then asked if there was anything I wanted to add, “No, I think it is all there.”

“I like singing, I belong to a quartet and we mainly do light pop stuff, Beatles, Seekers, Abba that sort of material. We do it all plainsong, unaccompanied, a sort of barber-shop quartet, except we are all girls, so we call ourselves Coiffeuses.”

“Very clever; do you do public performances?”

“Yes, we often find ourselves being invited to sing at dinners and even a few theatre events as entertainment during the interval. We even get paid sometimes.”

“Interesting.” Rosie wrote a note on her pad. “Anything else in your social calendar at the moment?”

“Very little, I used to spend a lot of time standing on the edge of a muddy field or buttering sandwiches for cricket teas but my boyfriend, or should I say, my ex-boyfriend...?”

“Ah, and you are ...?” Rosie let the question hang until I felt obliged to fill the silence.

“Glad to have my life back. The rugby left me cold and the cricket was so dull.”

“So, just work and the singing?”

“Oh, no. I have my fitness classes, two evenings a week and I am trying to learn calligraphy.” I don’t mention that these are both new activities since my breakup with Colin.

“Well, welcome to Phillips, Vine and Walker. I hope you will be very happy working as part of our team.” Rosie stood up to shake my hand. “And, don’t be surprised if Mr Phillips asks to see you in the next couple of days.”

That was it. Short and sweet. I still had a job. A job with a much bigger and more prestigious firm to boot! I think a bottle of Prosecco shared with the girls after rehearsal tonight is in order!

*****
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“Juliet? Viv Small, I am Mr Phillips’ Assistant; Mr Phillips has asked me to arrange for him to have a brief meeting with you. Two-thirty tomorrow, at the office here in Maidstone, unless you have a client meeting booked.”

“Two-thirty? Yes, my diary is clear after lunch.”

“That’s what it looked like, but I thought I should check, you being new to the system.” The phone went dead. 

My computer pinged and a new appointment, with travel time, appeared in my calendar. ‘That’s how it works around here, good to know.’ I made a mental note to check my calendar on a more frequent basis.

*****
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I liked Viv, she struck me as being an entertaining woman to be around. I’d arrived early and had to sit in her office. I watched her working behind two monitors, one with a document she was working on, the other much larger one, appeared to have everybody’s calendar open on it. In between moments of typing like a fury she was answering the phone, making appointments, arranging meetings and always having a few moments of banter with whoever was on the other end of the phone. 

“Mr Phillips will see you now,” she flashed me a beaming smile and nodded her head in the direction of a door that was just opening. 

Rosie from HR stepped out of the office and held the door open for me. “He doesn’t bite!” She whispered, as I passed her and stepped into the Boss’ office. I heard the door close behind me.

“Juliet, come sit!” The man, half risen, behind the desk pointed to a chair to the side of his desk. It was a big desk, then he was a big man. Over six-foot I guessed, broad and poised. Poor Colin would have bounced off him on the rugby pitch, even though judging by the way his hair was silvering, Mr Phillips was in his fifties.

“Thank you, Mr Phillips.” I sit on the chair, nervous, still wondering what this is all about.

“David, I’m only Mr Phillips in front of clients, the public and other professionals. I’m sure you know the drill.”

“We had the same arrangement with Mr Moore.” I am still nervous.

“Good, I am glad you decided to stay with us through the merger, Harold told me he had high hopes for you, and Mrs Wilson, Rosie, was telling me how well you came over at the interview.”

That surprised me. I thought the interview had been rather perfunctory and Mr Moore hadn’t said much at my appraisal beyond, I “was making good progress.” With hindsight, maybe the latter caused the former. I confused myself too!

“Rosie was telling me about your singing.” He paused; I didn’t panic, it was all true and truth be told I think we are pretty good at what we do. “Will your group be able to do a turn, five weeks’ time, on Saturday afternoon?”

“I think so, I’ll have to check with the others tonight though.”

“That would be good. My wife and I have a summer barbeque for some important clients and contacts each year, and the chamber ensemble we had booked have dis-ensembled.” He tells jokes, I note mentally. “Sorry, but the budget is fixed, will five-hundred be enough?”

Five hundred? We normally get a few curled-up sandwiches, a couple of glasses of indifferent wine and a fiver each, ‘for expenses,’ if we are lucky. 

“I’m sure I can persuade the others, seeing as you have been let down.” Had I actually had the nerve to say that? 

We talked for a few more minutes about the
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