


FANTASY

Emma Darcy



Had she dreamed him up -- this man, this fantasy?

Her fiance's betrayal and her frenzied flight teealuded beach near
Sydney had been for Eve a nightmare - until the erdma stranger
held her in his arms and revealed a lotus land evheve was
possible...

For a while Even gave herself up to the joy of hgvand being loved
for herself and not as the money-making image Ieaicé had
devised with his camera.

She wanted the fantasy to go on forever. Suretyayp would be like
trying to prolong a dream...



CHAPTER ONE

THE car lurched from one pothole to the next. Steeangteady
course was fast becoming impossible. Dense busir-gtowded in
on the dirt track and just as Eve began to think Bad made a
mistake, it thinned out and there was the sea.

She brought the car to an abrupt halt. As she feaward to switch
off the headlights, another light seemed to winkhat from the
darkness ahead. She closed her tired lids, squsenasl of the strain
from her eyes, then looked again. Nothing. The miesk around her
was complete. Relief poured its soothing oil onresteetched nerves.
She was alone. Not only alone but well away frony &mnman
contact. She could stay here without fear of anyoaming to
question or look at her with curious eyes.

For a long, weary moment she rested her head ooathdoor. The
tangy crispness of sea air drifted through the apedow and teased
her nostrils. It smelled clean. The peaceful droh&apping waves
washed through her fretful mind. Eve did not warthink any more.
Every thought brought a bitter sickness. As anotsleudder of
revulsion cramped her stomach, she thrust the dloen and almost
fell out of the car.

The sound of the sea drummed in her ears, rollutgte sonorous
invitation. She walked towards it, kicking out cérhshoes as sand
dragged at her feet. Frothy crests glinted in teemight, endlessly
moving, spilling on to the beach, beckoning heselobefore coyly
retreating. Wet sand squelched between her toéslt jood. Cool
water washed around her feet, sucking at them peirsely.

Eve's hands moved instinctively, ridding her bodyclothes. She
trod them underfoot, a grimace of disgust on hee f&uch clothes
did not belong in this place. There was nothingrgair here, no
perversion of nature, no trace of a sick, twistediety. Her gaze



swept slowly around the cove. The sea had beenngean these
rocks and sand for thousands of years and wouldghtg do so for
many more thousands of years, unchanged by sadcaltdisation.

Again water swirled around her feet, seductivelyiting. She

followed its drag, welcoming the cold sting of thext wave as it
broke against her legs. Urged on by a blind needdtderself of

tonight's events, Eve struck out past the breakenghere the water
rose and fell in soft swells. Here it was peacefabthing, and she
floated with the tide, bobbing mindlessly like &qe of driftwood.

An .alien sound filtered through her ears. Its ragestapped
persistently on her brain until reason insistedas the sound of a
voice, a human voice. She rolled her head sidewags,quite
believing that it was so. The sight of a man ploaghnto the surf
towards her was nerve- jolting.

Eve thrust her legs down, frantic to avoid facing@ne. She kicked
out jerkily and just as she began to swim, hernegscles cramped
with paralysing pain. Her mouth opened to emitr@ao of agony.
Water gushed in, choking the sound in her thro&r ldgs were
useless. She was sinking. Her arms flapped in pa&he broke
surface for a moment but not long enough to gularnPain crippled
her and the water was all around, endless paimater. Her lungs
were bursting with the need to breathe. She hadeathe.

Consciousness came with more pain. Her chest hearedilsively
as she coughed out sea- water. Eve whimpered msegbprotest as
nausea compounded the torture in her legs.

'Stupid bitch! If you want to drown yourself, go d¢oon someone
else's beach!

The harsh invective was lost on Eve. She strugmgledach her legs.
'Oh God! she sobbed, clutching at the knots aif.pai



Other hands swept her feeble grasp aside. Evepseliaback on to
the sand while strong fingers massaged the crampeadles. Slowly
the tension eased until only a bearable ache redaiftve

unclenched her teeth and opened her eyes. The markmeeling

beside her, a huge, dark blur.

‘Thank you," she whispered.

He slapped the loosened muscles once more andgioadowering
figure of a man, completely naked. Only then dic Esmember her
own nakedness. She shivered as his gaze rakembhehéad to foot.

‘The mermaid act is over for tonight. Get on yoestf he ordered
peremptorily.

Before she could gather strength enough to makeowerme had
leaned over and pulled her up. Eve's legs wobbhetslhe would
have fallen if he had not caught her in time.

‘Goddammit!" he muttered. 'l suppose I'll haveaoycyou.'

There was no gentleness in the arms which cradiedBve's breasts
were crushed against a hair-roughened chest argatiteclinging to
her body rubbed its gritty discomfort into her fles’he enforced
contact between her nude body and his brought ad flof
embarrassment to add to her discomfort.

'Please. | can walk if. ..'
‘Shut up!

The sharp impatience of the man made her squirnhetteher more
tightly.

'Please . . .' she began again.



'I'm not spending the whole bloody night on a dmdch pandering to
you.'

'If you just let me go you won't have to worry abme."'

He ignored her, striding purposefully towards tlwad but not
towards Eve's car, which was now some hundred sb#&kind them.
Discomfort and embarrassment quickened into fear.

'‘Where are you taking me?' she squeaked, panicicgtat her voice.

He reached firm ground and abruptly stood her aridet. His hands
gripped her waist, holding her steady while he direa deep breath
and expelled it. Then he spoke, biting each wortdwath sharp

emphasis.

'‘Look, Lady! I'm not interested in you. Neurotic mven are a bore.
To put it plainly, you're just a headache. I'mdirBecause of you, I'm
also wet and cold. I'm going back to my cabin teeha hot shower,
get warm, and if it's at all possible, get someegleAnd you're
coming with me.'

''ve got my car. You don't have to --'
'‘No way!" he snapped impatiently. 'If you think I'giving you
another chance to drown your woes, you can thirdinad can do

without a body washed up on the beach, not to mertkhie hassle of
calling the police.’

'‘But | didn't mean to --'
‘You're wasting your breath.’

‘No, truly. | --'



'Oh, for God's sake! | saw the headlights come dthertrack and |

watched to see what you were up to. You went sitday the sea and
you weren't figuring on putting those clothes backagain. You

churned right on in without a backward glance. Adiset suicide if
ever | saw one. You ignored my shouts and whersgsume coming
you sank out of sight.’

'l got cramp and ...

'So it was cold. I'm cold. And I'm not going to reiahere arguing.
What you do with yourself tomorrow or next weekoigt of my
hands, but tonight you came to my beach and madesglh my
business, so just shut up and walk since you tika'being carried.
My cabin is just behind that grove of trees.'He sadng her around
and pushed her in the right direction. Eve stumlledg. The hand
on the pit of her back did not allow any choiceha matter. She did
not have the strength to fight him, and besidesyss now shivering
with cold. A small building loomed out of the dadgs ahead.
Obviously this had been the source of the flickdight she had seen
earlier. It was a log cabin, small and primitivéneTfront door was
open. She hesitated on the step, panic attackingriee more at the
thought of being shut in, alone with a hostile sg&r and both of
them naked. The man swept her inside and closedioire

‘Stand still while | light the lamp,' he orderedtbu

Eve stood rooted to the spot, her mind too numtiirect any other

action. It was an old- fashioned kerosene lamp.rii@e's face sprang
to life in its yellow glow. It was a hard, impenaiface, framed with
thick, shaggy black hair. Straight eyebrows beetieer deeply set
brown eyes. His nose was slightly hooked. The jasvivas strong

and square. Deep lines ran from cheeks to mouthtteactive mouth

which gradually thinned in irritation as he lookadher.



"'l get the water-heater going. Grab a blankéttlo¢ bed and put it
around you.'

Her eyes skittered away from his very masculineedakss. The
powerful physique was intimidating. A double beddst in one

corner of the room. A mohair rug lay across thd fafat. The man

moved to a back door and disappeared outside. s&elelaom his

presence Eve snatched up the rug and wrappedinéieer. She sat
down on the bed. Her legs were trembling too murhher to do

anything else and she needed to rest and recove lsalance.

Haphazard thoughts darted in and out of her bi@he was too
exhausted for any coherent thinking. It was muchg¢chmeasier to
simply sit still and wait for the man to tell hehat to do. He had
saved her from drowning. But for him she would badl Right now
she was not sure if she was glad to be alive oandtshe could not
find the will to care about the immediate future.

‘Come on. Water's running warm.'

She glanced numbly at the man, not heeding his svdarde towel
around his hips was reassuring. And he was oldar ghe had first
thought. His features had a settled maturity. Gldeeforty than
thirty, she mused, yet his body was that of a yonag.

‘Move, dammit! I've done enough carrying for onghi

Eve forced her legs to obey. He beckoned her aatasind she
followed him along a short verandah to a room whvels also lit by a
lamp. It seemed to encompass several purposesndrigkar was
stacked along one wall, laundry-tubs and work-talgl@inst another,
and a makeshift shower at the end. Water was sajown. The
man felt its temperature before whipping off heg amnd pushing her
under it. He handed her a washer.

'Hurry up! | haven't got water to waste.'



Her slow movements annoyed him. With another exaspa mutter
he slung his towel aside, stepped into the showdér ter and
reclaimed the washer. There was nothing gentletabheuorisk way
he set about wiping her free of sand. Her neckk laaxcl legs were
given a quick rub-down. Then he roughly swung hreuad to face
him.

'Why, in God's hame, would a woman with a body likers want to
risk drowning?' he demanded curtly:

The washer encircled her breasts and moved doven h&r stomach,
between her thighs.

'‘Wasn't thinking of drowning,' she mumbled as adherous warmth
tingled through her body.

She grew more and more aware of the hand behingakleer and the
masculine strength of the body so close to herse Was a real man.
Not like Simon. This man was well and truly awarfeher as a

woman. She stared in fascination at the undoubtatkece of his

male arousal.

With his self-appointed task completed, the maaighitened and the
powerful thrust of his loins was even more awesdfez.fixed gaze
elicited a further sigh of exasperation.

‘What the hell! | don't take a shower with a woneaery day and
you're not exactly ugly.’

His explanation fell on deaf ears. A wild meleeewhotions was
churning inside Eve. The shattering disillusioriinding the man she
loved in bed with another man forced every instioatry out that she
was a woman who wanted to be loved as a woman.d,aesired,
taken as a woman. To know, to feel how it would Hoy it might

have been if Simon had been the man she thoudgh. lilad wanted
her, been excited by her, like this man. She haad beoking forward



to her marriage night, the marriage night that \dawdver come now.
Frustration and thwarted curiosity and a thousayihg needs forced
her hand out. She touched him, her fingers softatere, wondering.

His swift intake of breath was followed by an imgtaejection. He
knocked her hand away, stepped out of the showdr hastily
knotted the towel around his waist. He turned badker with a glare
of contempt.

‘What are you? Some kind of nymphomaniac? Or dosyroply get a

kick out of living dangerously? The package migattémpting, but
I'm not so starved for sex that I'll take anythihgt offers.' He turned
off the taps and threw her a towel. 'Dry yourselfl &over up. I'll

make us some coffee. It might bring you to yoursssti

Eve knew she should be ashamed, knew that shedshesghocked at
herself, but the dull, empty feeling was back agdomewhere in the
back of her mind she was shocked but it did nansieematter. It did
not matter what this man thought of her eitherwds a stranger, not
of her world, here tonight and gone tomorrow. ltswepuite ironic,
really. Far from being a nymphomaniac, she wasrgirviwhose
virginity had never been even threatened.

She knew now why Simon had never wanted to make towher,
why he had insisted that her wardrobe consist gishoclothes, why
he had liked her hair kept short. He had explaimedeluctance to
consummate their love by claiming that he wantédi@ bride. She
had been flattered by his old-fashioned romanticipitaased and
proud that he valued her so much.

Eve sourly wondered what excuse he would have goertheir

wedding night, whether he would have been ablalbtreate his true
sexual inclinations and keep fooling her. It waskjuthat she had
found out before she was legally tied to him. B slid not feel
lucky. She felt badly used. And yet she was notlubkere she was,



all untouched, and likely to remain so. A bitteony curved her
mouth into a grimace. She was certainly safe fremgdptouched by
the man inside the cabin. She wrapped the mohgiraraund her
once again and returned to the main room.

The man had pulled on a pair of jeans and a sweddgeawas standing
at a gas stove, waiting for a kettle to boil. Twogs were sitting on a
roughly hewn wooden table. Eve pulled out a chag aat down.
Neither of them spoke. Clearly he did not like siteiation and Eve
had nothing to say to him. She was not about tolagxpher
behaviour. He had taken control and brought heg.Héhe did not
like it he had only himself to blame. The kettleistled. He poured
steaming water into the mugs and pushed one tovirerds

‘There's sugar there. No milk," he stated flatly.
'l don't take either,’ she muttered.

Models could not afford excess weight. Simon haohdned that into
her. He had approved of her slim hips and long lrgshad always
been critical of her full breasts, even demandingt she wear a
bandeau to flatten them for some photographs. fiogels are not
cows,' he had said disparagingly. A whole paradei®fvords and
actions marched through her mind, stamping outnadimension of
meaning. She had been a blind, naive fool not tee hguessed
something was wrong in their relationship. Simod haver been a
manly man, not like the brooding figure across froen. His chair
creaked. She glanced up to find him studying heth wiold
objectivity.

'l seem to know your face. Should I?*

Alarm screeched through her brain. The last thinghe very last
thing she could afford was to be recognised. Heakiwup with



Simon would cause comment enough. A rumoured suiattempt
would hit the headlines. She forced her voice tdideand careless.

'l don't see how. We've certainly never met before.

He could have seen her face on magazine- covensavbehe passed
a newsagency, on television advertisements, haahiiards. But not
quite the face he was seeing tonight, not a facghed clean of its
artful make-up. He stared at her for a moment loriigen gave a
dismissive shrug. His glance fell to her hands.

‘Not married?"

She shook her head, relieved that the danger wexs ov
‘Man trouble?’

Her mouth twisted with disgust. "You could say that
It figures.'

The dry comment brought a painful flush to her &sedde was
obviously applying her answer to a lot more thamIsédd meant. That
mad impulse to touch him must have seemed blatasathton.

'I'm sorry that . .. that I've disrupted your nigiitd been so much
trouble to you. | ... | didn't think there was angaere.'

‘Lucky for you | was here. And still awake.'
'Yes. Lucky,' she echoed dully.

He sighed and stretched back in his chair, makinigf backwards.
'‘Didn't he want you?'



Her gaze flickered up and for a moment the wholptldef her
disillusionment was there in her eyes before skdli hooded them.
'‘No, he didn't want me. He wanted the image. Nat me

There was puzzlement in his voice when he spokieat\ivhage? You
mean the face and the figure? Or are you someobne ..

'‘No, no,' she said quickly, not wanting him to prajut her identity.
The sick debacle of her love for Simon billowedotgh her mind
and all the bottled-up horror of the night burst oluher in tortured
words.

'‘He doesn't want a woman. Not a real woman. We geneg to be
married. Next week. And tonight ... he wasn't exppgcme at his
apartment. | went . . . the music was so loud da'dhear me ring. |
used my key. There was a smell—heavy, sweet—in¢ceosd don't
know. It worried me. | went into his bedroom. Heswaith . with
another man . . . and they were . . . they wete...l ran out and just
kept driving until | found this place.’

The tears which Eve had kept choking back for hbegan trickling
down her cheeks. The large green eyes were poaissefy, blind to
everything but her inner grief. She did not seefldsh of recognition
on his face, nor the comprehension which brougdfacompassion
to his eyes. Having found release, the tears coadirio well up and
overflow. Eve slumped forward, propping her heathwine covering
hand as she wept uncontrollably. Her heart seermedwell to

breaking point. Great racking sobs eased the ¢omsirin her chest,
and it was a long time before the sobs deteriormttedshuddering
little sighs. She dabbed the wetness from herwiteshe back of her
hand.

Only then did she become aware of fingers drumrairgstless tattoo
on the table. Her chest heaved once more as sigglEd to pull
herself under control. A furtive glance at the ntaught the dark



frown which pulled his eyebrows together into avyeéne. The

fingers stopped tapping and she felt his gaze orHawing bared her
soul as well as her body, Eve felt even more naledhand clutched
the rug more closely around her, subsconscioushgpyng for a
protective cloak.

'Want to lie down?"

The quiet question brought a self-conscious flashdr cheeks. She
hung her head, not knowing what to answer. All gldme man had
judged her harshly and she could not tell if he Wwamg kind or
critical.

"You must feel completely wrung out. It's been gywveugh night on
you, and | haven'tmade it any easier.' He sighedh@hand spread
open in a gesture of appeasement. 'I'm sorry fangdeen so ... so
unsympathetic.’'

She darted a glance at him. He seemed sincere.s\Bakowed
nervously and forced herself to speak.

'l really didn't think of drowning. It was just l.felt ... | needed.. .’

He waved a dismissive hand. 'You don't have toanplThen in a
softer voice, 'You're well rid of him, you know.'

'l know,' she whispered, but her eyes were hauntddthe pain of
emotional surgery.

He pushed himself to his feet, rounded the tabiegamtly squeezed
her shoulder. 'Come on. Into bed. You'll feel hattehe morning.'

Taking it for granted that she would follow his gegtion, he leaned
forward and turned off the lamp. Eve was slow &cteAn arm slid
around her shoulders, lifting her upright and suppg her for the



few steps to the bed. It was not until he trieddleve her of the
mohair rug that Eve felt driven to protest.

'Please...’

‘A little late for modesty, don't you think?' cartiee dry comment,
'You won't need it in bed," he added as he pulbatk bhe bedclothes
for her.

Eve hesitated, then realising that the darknesakelb her anyway,
she let the rug go and quickly slid between theetsheThe soft
comfort of the pillow and mattress felt incrediglyod. She stretched
her legs and sighed before languidly moving intousial sleeping
position.

The slight rustle of clothes whispered in her &bt head whipped
around, her eyes wide open in alarm. The dark sétie near the bed
was tossing a garment aside.

'‘What ... what are you doing?' Eve choked out. dts vperfectly
obvious what he was doing but she did not wantteat it.

'‘Coming to bed.'
'‘With me?' she squeaked.

‘There's only one bed. You surely don't objecttarisg it with me,'
he said reasonably.

‘But...'

'‘Look! | was wrong earlier and | made you feel b&ddidn't
understand what you were feeling, the rotten kihdexual shock
you'd been through. No woman deserves to be lxerthat.'



He climbed into bed and before Eve could shrinkyavwas hand
reached over and gently cupped her cheek. He pdopisehead up
with his other hand and looked down at her.

‘And you are very much a woman, a beautiful, desatotally
feminine woman.'

She stared back, her mind exploding with the caigahat he meant
to have sex with her. His hand trailed down hevdhrShe swallowed
convulsively. It stroked across the line of herwdter, featherlight in
its touch. Her skin leapt with the prickles of timjectric shocks.

'‘Relax. | won't hurt you. Just unwind and let gibgive you the kind
of loving you need.’

Eve's cry of protest turned into a strangled glisphand had moved
from her shoulder. It was closing over her bregshtly squeezing
the soft fullness, his thumb brushing lightly acrd®r nipple. Then
his mouth was on hers and his body was moving hiagg pressing.



CHAPTER TWO

SHE had invited this. Nothing could have been morédoithy inviting
than her action in the shower. So how could shp bBim? What
could she say? She had to say something. Eve openetouth. Any
words she might have spoken were stolen from hegue. The kiss
which had begun as a tantalising touch on her bpsame a deep,
sensuous exploration which took her breath away.

Her fingers blindly plucked at the hand which heddal breast captive,
but the sweet pleasure emanating from that handkewea their
purpose and they grew still. There was a strandelagation in

feeling the hard length of his body against hersr ldkin was
prickling with excitement and a treacherous humaaficipation

danced along her veins. Did she really want ittep® Hadn't she
wanted to know what it was like? All she had tonds let it happen.

A tiny voice of sanity screamed that it was wro89e did not even
know this man, let alone love him. It was wrondebthis intimacy
go on. But her brain was being flooded by othersagss, fascinating
messages of unimagined pleasure, and slowly belysiiney seduced
that tiny voice of reason into complacency. A wowoh guilt
remained. With one of those odd side-steps tha Ipeiforms when a
decision becomes toohard. Eve shut her eyes atehpesl this was
her wedding night.

He was not Simon, but Simon had cheated her. His had been a
deception. The sensations sweeping through her wewe no

deception. She had been holding back her respbusejanting now
to feel the passion which had been denied herr&wened the kiss
with fervour. Casting all inhibitions aside, shé er hands roam,
finding that she liked the springy thickness of Ingsr, the muscular
strength in the neck and shoulders above her,itlrefiesh which

was such a contrast to her own softness.



Her body arched its invitation, demanding his tquasfanting his

exploration, begging to know the whole range oflifgethat he

promised. And he gave her what she needed withalilelicacy and
finesse of a very experienced lover. Eve did notktlof him as a

person. He was touch, awakening her body to aitlifead never

known, fine-tuning it to a high pitch of pleasunégs mouth and hands
finding and exploiting erotic zones she had reasuabut scarcely
believed. She had been unable to imagine the iilileedensitivity

which tingled with increasing pressure, demandirggarand more
satisfaction. There was an urgency which becamengulsion, so

that her whole being was concentrated on one reetthe need had
to be fulfilled. It was right, necessary, imperativ

Her body trembled in anticipation, every nerve-awmtiing for the
entry which had been delayed for so long. She hetdbreath as it
began. There was a hesitation, a withdrawal. Heaithrrushed out in
a sob of need. Her hands pleaded for it to beheds There was a
hard, driving thrust, a tearing pain, then body mgrbody in an act
of possession which was totally dominant, throbbmth its own
vibrant life, all-demanding until its demand wasmately met, and
Eve was floating on a different sea, her body lzhthe sweet, warm
ecstasy she had never known existed. She sighethansigh was
utter contentment, a beautiful measure of peacesatisfaction and
total relaxation.

The man sighed also. He lifted himself away andltaga twinge of
regret that it was over, that he was separatingdlinffrom her. There
was a touch on her stomach, a light, sensitivehtoutich made her
shiver.

‘Are you all right?'

The deep voice held concern and Eve prickled witidlden
embarrassment. She was lying here with a strargenng just
experienced the most intimate relationship with.i8ghe wished he



had not spoken. The words had broken into her axbrption,
forcing her to acknowledge him as a person. HeestirShe had to
answer him.

‘Yes. Yes, thank you.'

The words came out stilted, too formally polite &osituation which
cried out for precisely the opposite. She chokedrda bubble of
hysteria as she faced up to the actual realityraftwghe had done.

‘You could have stopped me at any time. | wouldehstopped. You
had only to speak up.'

The edge of accusation in his tone struck hemglyi Why was he
blaming her? She had not seduced him. She would kept rigidly
to one side of the bed, left to herself. He hadseoluced her either.
Honesty demanded that she admit that truth.

'l didn't want you to stop.' Then understanding gy '‘Don't worry.
You won't be accused of rape.’

It was an ugly word, rape. It soured the pleaserkdd given her. She
rolled on to her side, turning away from him, befdre she could
settle comfortably he had pulled her back and wasihg over her
again.

'Rape doesn't enter into it, as well we both krniut.you should have
told me you were a virgin. Goddammit! You didn't hke a virgin
and it never occurred to me that you might be dfe.sighed and
shook his head, and when he spoke again the aaddrden replaced
with a soft wryness. ‘Well, | hope you enjoyedethuse | can't roll
the clock backwards. The devil of it is, | meanh&bp you, not create
another problem.' He dropped back down on hiswjlimoving his
head restlessly until he put his hands behindriid the truth of it is, |
didn't want to stop either. | just hope you doegret it.’



She had enjoyed it. Her body melted with the rentamte of
pleasure as she recalled all the nuances of fedlngshe did not
regret the experience he had given her. She knaW ow. Knew
how it felt to be a woman.

I wanted to know," she murmured, more in confiioratof her
thoughts than in answer to his words.

Silence stretched between them, a more solid wall ainy partition,
yet their very separation forced a greater awaseokthe man on to
Eve. He lay very still and there was a qualityesfgion about him, of
hard, concentrated thought. It suddenly struckthat Simon had
been obliterated from her thoughts for a longeetthan would have
seemed possible a little while ago.

‘Well, if it was what you wanted, why the hell skbu care?' The
words were muttered as if they underlined the fisay in an
argument. His breathing became more relaxed a&swfds settling for
sleep. Suddenly his head turned towards her. "\d1g wou a virgin
anyway? You're not so very young.'

'You know why.' She wished he would stop harpinghensubject of
her virginity. It recalled Simon too painfully.

'‘But surely there've been other men who wanted yeupersisted.
'l loved him. No one else. Please don't go onodst't matter.'

Eve thought how strange it was, lying here with anrshe did not
know, just voices in the darkness. The whole nigitt been strange,
isolated from a life which used to make sense toNwething seemed
to make sense any more. Simon had turned intoian ahd she
herself had acted completely out of character.

‘Tell me about yourself.'



She glanced sharply at the man, resentful of hrsision into her
reverie. He knew too much already, far too mucbdcadmitted to
her real life. She would die of embarrassment & skhier met him
again away from here. What she had shared with Hrach been
wonderful, a beautiful experience, and she didwent it spoilt. It
was the one good thing that had happened to henitint. But it had
to stop here.

'Do you live here all the time?' she asked, wanimgassurance that
she was unlikely to run into him elsewhere.

'l come and go,' he answered vaguely. 'Where ddiye®'
'In Sydney.' That was vague enough. It was a Iyg ci
‘What will you do tomorrow?"

'l don't know. I'll work it out as | go home,' shaid despondently,
hating the thought of explaining to her mother tihat wedding was
off.

'It's not going to be easy, is it? Better for yowstand back from it for
a couple of days. You can stay here if you like.'

'l couldn't do that,' she said quickly. Her invatvent with this man
was too deep already.

‘You need a breathing space. Time to get your hegether. Ever
gone fishing? It's a very restful occupation. Emptthe mind of
pressures.’

Memories from her childhood flashed into her mimal & wave of
nostalgia softened her voice. 'l used to go fiskitg my father. That
was a long time ago.’

'Is your father at home?'



'No. He died when | was fourteen.'
‘Do you live alone?'

'‘No. With my mother. She and | . . ." Eve clammgd suddenly
realising he was drawing her out.

'Do you good to stay a while ... go fishing," hielgamptingly.

Suspicion wormed into her mind. 'Why should youtmwne to stay?
You didn't want me here before . . . before . . .

‘Before | found out that you weren't what you seegntebe? No ...
you're quite right. | would've shot you out of hasefast as possible.’
He sighed and his voice took on a soft lilt of selbckery. 'Maybe |
want to make amends . .. maybe | feel a kind gbaesibility ... |
don't know. | guess I'd like to make sure you'teight.’

"'l be all right,' she muttered, rejecting hisdrest in her. That could
only develop into complications she did not nedtth® same, it was
a tempting idea, to stay here, go fishing, postpineemoment of
stress, the tears and argument which were inegitabé temporary
escape, not long, just long enough to build up seinength of

purpose so she could cope. ‘Do you think . .." lsbstated, torn
between caution and temptation.

‘Do | think what?' he prompted.

'‘Could we ... if | stayed here tomorrow . . . cowlelremain strangers?
| mean . . . just being here ... no questions gskbd finished limply,
hoping he would humour her but expecting him toglawat her
unease.

His silence made her feel like a silly child.

'Oh, forget it! I'll go," she said decisively.



'‘No. | want you to stay. And you want to leavellits@hind you for a
while. I'll play along with that. After all, I combkere for the same
reason,' he said slowly.

‘That's ... that's kind of you.'

He gave a short laugh, a slightly derisive soupdriaps it's easy to
be kind to a stranger,’ he mused. 'Are you fealwld over there?'

‘Not really.’
'l thought you shivered just then.'
'I'm not used to sleeping in the nude.’

He rolled on to his side and scooped her back aglaim, curving her
body to his. One hand cupped a breast familiarlyigsnouth grazed
over her ear. 'Relax now and go to sleep. I'll kempwarm.'

Warmth flooded through her but she was far too aweir his
masculinity to relax and go to sleep. He did. Sbarti his breathing
grow lighter and his hand slackened its hold. Seshuggled against
him, marvelling at the comfort another body couideg Eventually
sheer weariness took its toll and she drifted ghtep.

She woke suddenly, aware of a tingling caress ochexek. Her eyes
widened in shock at the strange face above hspoke and memory
surged back in a hot flood of embarrassment.

'‘Perfect skin. You really are a very beautiful wornaven in the
morning. | doubt that I've ever seen such true dédmair, except on a
child...'

Child! Had he recognised her? Her fingers flew gitation to her
hair. Last night it had been wet, uncombed. It waslief to feel the



fluffy curls. Without the careful blow-waving whicemoothed a
frame for her face, she was not instantly recodpiésas Eve Childe.

‘Classic cheekbones, perfect features, and thoaeyrseen eyes.
Enough to steal a man's soul. Maybe | did catclemmaid last night.'

The possessive note in his voice brought a shagremgss of her
vulnerability. Fear jabbed at her mind. She hadlmeazy last night,
completely reckless to have put herself in the pafa stranger. So
very intimately. She knew nothing of him. NothirtgaHl. Except that
he was a good lover. Fear cut deeper. Did he ngeaxa repeat
performance? She clutched at the bed-clothes, ngullhem up
around her chin. Her eyes darted around the rooan ewhile
common sense told her there was no immediate efwapdim.

'‘What ... what time is it?' she asked, swallowiagdito combat a very
dry throat.

‘Almost lunch-time." Amusement gleamed in his ey&sd I'm not

the big, bad wolf come to gobble you up. In faduycould call me
quite house-trained. | even found your clothes lom beach and
washed them for you.' He nodded towards the erideobed. 'Look
for yourself.'

The silk culottes she had discarded last night wweely folded.
‘Not very practical for going fishing," he addedydr

Going fishing! Eve choked back a hysterical litdegh. She really
had been out of her mind to even contemplate suelkponsible
behaviour. 'Thank you, but | really must go,' shil gquickly. 'My

mother will be worrying where | am.'

'l doubt it.'



Eve's breath caught in her throat as warinessgdngto alarm. What
did he mean? Her eyes flickered nervously ovesttang physique.
His jeans and Tee-shirt emphasised the broad emesimuscular
limbs. This was a lonely, out-of- the-way place #@nlde wanted to
keep her here ...

'‘My mother will be worried. If I'm not home this mmng she might
call the police.’

He shrugged and stood up, eyeing her with lazy migckWhy
should she worry? Weren't you with your fiance laigtht? She'll
draw the natural conclusion and not be overly corext After all,
you're getting married next week.'

'I'm not ..." Eve began in a fluster.

‘We know that, but she doesn't. Why be in a huritegll her? Indulge

yourself. You had a shock last night and it wonfttlanyone if you

take a day off. Besides, you need the time to tikek of where

you're going from here,' he said matter-of-factliy.go clean the fish

for lunch. There's an outhouse beyond the laur@eg.dressed and
take a stroll. No rush.’

She watched him cross the room to the door ongwénandah. His
calm, unhurried air. did much to soothe her neri#esdid not seem
to pose any threat to her. She remembered thewecsation last
night after . . . her hand slid across her stomacti her thighs
quivered as physical memories tingled around hamsveA warm
glow suffused her body. Crazy it might have been,dhe did not
regret last night's madness. Not yet, anyway.

It took a concentrated effort to shrug off the laogwhich tempted
her to lie there. She forced herself out of bed.éyes skated around
the room. It was certainly spartan in its furniglnThe floor was
cobble-stoned and the only real concession toigiibn was the



gas- stove and the insect-screens on the windoersgékze dropped
to the silk culottes at the end of the bed. Shel ¢yem with distaste.
Simon had chosen them, insisting that they showéder cute

behind. Grimacing at the thoughts which that caguup, Eve

snatched them up and pulled them on. They werelésglg creased.
She wished there was something else she could Watr.a sigh of

irritation she did up the zip and fastened thednalobllar at the back
of her neck.

Now was the time to leave. The man was out of the. Whe sensible
thing to do was walk out the front door, returnhter car and drive
back to Sydney. To stay was to risk ... She op#medront-door and
a light sea-breeze wafted over her skin. Her eyesmkdin the
glittering blue of sunlight on water, white, whisand, a cloudless
sky, marked only by swooping seagulls. She breattieeply,
savouring the salty smell. It was the smell of fi@® from all the
shackles of society. What would she risk by stayiage? Just for a
day. One lost day could not hurt.

The man did not know her. He seemed friendly aadarable. In all
honesty she could not say that he had pressed Ihinpse her last
night and his concern over her virginity suggestedman of
sensitivity. Surely such a person could not repreary danger. And
she would enjoy going fishing.

Her gaze followed the dirt track back to her cél, garked on the
beach verge. Last night she had not even considbeetdhe road
might lead to a house, but last night her mind leeh too distracted
for clear thinking. Even now it shrank from the gpect of dealing
with explanations and argument. She did not wariat¢e up to the
repercussions of the inevitable split with Simomt Met. Not when
she could stay here for a while.

She walked outside and surveyed the house witlogityi The log
cabin fitted so snugly into the grove of trees thiamioked to be part of



the landscape. At one side were two large watekstapartially
camouflaged by native shrubs. She strolled aroimedbtack and
spotted the small outhouse. It provided a decidpdiyitive sanitary
arrangement. Eve mused that civilisation did hdaseadvantages,
particularly in the plumbing department.

She hesitated over her return to the house, theillgapto stay
becoming undermined by the necessity of confroritiegman again.
It was difficult to ignore the fact that she haépl with him. Her
empty stomach growled its demand for food the sofalboking fish
added its persuasion. The door leading on to thke warandah stood
open. She approached it with caution, treadinglifgdo as to make
no sound. There was still time to change her miatigo.

The man was standing at the gas-stove, watchingzlng pan of
fish. Again Eve was struck by his strong mascufiritte had none of
Simon's litheness, the quick grace of movement hvigbhe had
thought of as refined elegance. Even in casuaheSimon had had
style, not that he would ever have worn old work#ika jeans. The
man across the room looked at home in them. Itroeduo Eve that
he would look at home in anything because it wastine clothes
which drew the eye, but the man himself. He car@edair of
self-assurance which suggested he could handl@éiagythat came
his way. He was the sort of man one would chooskalee as a
companion on a deserted island.

A smile twitched at Eve's lips. For all intents gnaposes this was a
deserted island, and he was obviously cookingiesshad caught. His
head suddenly turned. Dark, piercing eyes scaneedjiickly and
caught the trace of a smile on her lips. The ham frelaxed. His
smile was rich with satisfaction. Eve's heart thethp warning but
the reckless mood of last night had taken holdragai

‘Smells great.’



His smile widened into a grin. 'Nothing like frefssh.’

Til just wash my hands,' she said, nodding towahésall-purpose
laundry.

‘Don't be long. These are ready to eat.’
'l be right back."'

It was not until water was splashing over her hahds Eve realised
her own facial muscles were stretched into a dfrsurprised her. Yet
on second thoughts, it was not surprising. Shethemvn her cap
over the windmill with a vengeance and the resgltir
light-headedness was having its effect. Today siegwing to enjoy
herself and the rest of the world could revolvehaitt her. It would
catch her up eventually. That was unavoidable. mit today. A
printed sign flashed into her mind. GONE FISHINGe3aughed as
she dried her hands. She was ready for breakfsst|... anything.



CHAPTER THREE

THE fish was delicious; tender, full of flavour, cook®® perfection.
Eve ate with relish and poked at the bones fofabieshreds.

‘Want some more?"

She looked up at the man sitting opposite hereles were crinkled
in amusement. They were attractive eyes, darklligeat and very
expressive.

'No. I'm just being greedy." She put down her krmifel fork and
sighed with satisfaction. 'l can't remember théetiase | ate so much
for breakfast.’

‘You had a very empty stomach.’

The wooden chair creaked as she leant back agraimslid not alarm
her. The chair was strong and solid, like the rebgin table and the
rough-hewn man. She observed him curiously as laecigarette.

‘Do you smoke much?'

He threw her a careless look. 'Do you object?’

She shrugged. 'I'm hardly in a position to objkst.your home.'

He exhaled the smoke slowly. Then his mouth cumemxda dry little
smile. 'So it is. | enjoy a cigarette after meals o, | don't smoke
much. Do you?' He nodded an invitation to the packe

She shook her head.

‘What would you like to do this afternoon?"

The question surprised her. 'Aren't we going figin



‘Tide's wrong. We'll try later on.’

His matter-of-fact tone dispelled the prickle okase. Her gaze was
drawn to the window, to the age-old appeal of santisea. 'l'd like to
walk along the beach. Are there any shells?'

'Some.'
'l used to collect shells. | had a whole shelfhafm.’
'‘Don't you still have them?'

She turned back to him with a wistful smile. 'Noh&# my father
died we sold up and moved into the city. Mum iregist was time |
left childish things behind. And the apartment wassmall for a lot
of clutter. | missed them though. | always likeé sound of the sea
and | could hear it in the shells.’

‘Then maybe you should start another collectiore' dtood and
picked up their plates. 'I'll go wash these andlWwe'on our way.'

Eve rose quickly to her feet. 'I'll do them. Yowked. Just tell me
where to put the bones.'

He did not relinquish the plates but stood theokilog her up and
down in a slow, measuring way. Eve blushed, alldonscious of
how well he knew her body.

'l could lend you a Tee-shirt if you want to salilede clothes for
later.'

‘Thank you." It was an embarrassed whisper andfaiced more
volume into her voice. 'You're very kind.'

His lips quirked sardonically. 'It'll hardly be higashion but a belt
might help. You'll find them in the chest of draw@ear the bed.’



His crack about high fashion made her look shaaftgr him as he
strode out on to the verandah. The suspicion gn&nlew her identity
crawled uncomfortably around her mind. Uncertaintpde her
nervous and she stood there, her fingers abseetyipg the silk of
her culottes. The texture of die material graduiatigressed itself on
her mind and she remembered that he had washed Hemvould

have seen the designer label. Surely that had pgeahigs remark.
Relief washed through her. She hurried to the abfedtawers, found
a Tee-shirt and quickly discarded high fashioncisual sloppiness.

Laughter gurgled up in her throat as she took stbtler appearance.
The sleeves began just above her elbows and flappede her

wrists. The crew-neck hung loosely around her stersland the hem
drooped unevenly around her thighs. The soft cotlang to her

breasts but barely touched her anywhere else. @&halfa belt and
gathered in a waist, making a most inelegant nrassl

'‘Ready?’

He was leaning against the door-jamb, amusemetiewall over his
face. Eve knew she looked ridiculous but she didcaoe. Today it
did not matter how she looked. Today Eve Childenitiexist. In her
place was a carefree woman. Carefree for a littideywanyway. She
almost skipped over to the front door and flungojten in her
eagerness.'Let's go,' she called to him, a lithailish excitement in
her voice.

They walked along the beach. Seagulls swooped eadrlthe only
other living creatures in sight. The breeze plastahe Tee-shirt
around Eve's body and made it skirl around herhthigs she ran
ahead of her companion. She was completely unavfdine sexiness
of her makeshift dress. Her eyes were fixed omgelsspotted shell at
the water's edge.



'It's a good one!'" she shouted triumphantly, hgdinaloft like a
trophy. Then with a happy smile of anticipation ghessed it to her
ear. The echo of the sea was distinct. Her fae®tlt pleasure as the
familiar drone reverberated through her brain.sSati, she brushed
the sand from her newly found treasure and polisiheoh her
Tee-shirt.

‘See! Isn't it beautiful?' she crowed in delight.
'Yes. Very beautiful.'

The deep appreciation in his voice carried ovedanach jolted Eve
out of her reverie. She glanced up into eyes wiiete not fastened
on the shell in her hand. For a long moment thazeglocked and
Eve's pulse beat louder than the drum-roll of e &le did not touch
her, yet she could feel his touch. Her skin crawvét sensitivity and

an aching weakness invaded her thighs. Her chiesbfestricted and
only when it became painful did she realise she alding her

breath. She expelled it quickly and forced herselurn away from

him, taking a few jerky steps before darting a gkaback at him.

'Please don't,’ she begged.
‘Don't what?"

He had not moved but the dark eyes threw out destg@ which had
to be answered.

‘Last night ..." She took a deep breath to steastyvioice. 'Last
night—I don't regret it but it would be wrong tqeat it.'

Why?"

Even his stance was a challenge. He was not tmiagt@er but he
was so very much a man, and his eyes told her slsevary much a



woman, and they were here alone, together, anchée khe would
respond to him.

'l don't love you,' Eve explained, a note of faaher voice as she
fought his strong attraction.

‘That didn't worry you last night,’ he reminded ath relentless
logic.

Her hands fluttered helplessly. 'l don't... I'm.nbt

‘Not in the habit of making love with strangersg'fimished for her.
‘No one knows that better than I. But it was goeasn't it?'

The soft words were seductive. Eve's body shiveaddaitor to her
will. 'Yes, it was good,' she admitted reluctanthyt you're a real
person now and | don't love you.'

He frowned. 'A real person?'

'‘Don't you see?' she rushed in anxiously. 'It vikes & fantasy, an
answer to a need.’

For what seemed an eternity his eyes burned ints, klemanding
that she recall the intense reality of their bogb@sed in intimacy. At
last he turned his gaze out to sea, releasing ©wve the tension of
conflict.

‘A fantasy!" he muttered and gave a derisive ligleggh. ‘Funny! I've
thought of myself as many things but never a fantate sliced her a
wry smile. 'Comes with fishing a mermaid out of #ea, | guess.'

The fire of desire was quenched. Eve smiled heefrél'm not a
mermaid.’

'No.' His eyes gently mocked her. "You're more olhigd.'



The word jarred. Her smile faltered until she rerhered the shell in
her hand. She looked down at it and sighed. 'Pertiegd's what I'd
like to be today. A child with no worries.’

'Then so be it.

Thfe warm indulgence in his voice lifted Eve's heShe threw him a
grateful look and he laughed a deep, throaty cleuckl

'‘Perhaps innocehce is bliss. Shall we paddle al¥iog?can pass me
any shells you want to keep.'

It was pleasant strolling along the edge of theewdive stooped now
and then to pick up a promising shell. None waseaiect as the first
one she had found. The man had rolled up the legsgeans and

was following her in a lazy fashion, not too clte# close enough to
be companionable. Occasionally he drew her attenticomething;

a bird, a ship on the horizon, a pair of porpoisegond the line of
breakers.

A light piece of driftwood floated in on a wave aide picked it up.
She drew hop-scotch squares in the firm sand aed to throw a
broken shell into the top corner. It slid acrose time. The man
retrieved it, pushed her to one side, took carafioil and landed it
dead-centre. She grinned at him.

'‘Don't tell me you played hopscotch as a kid.'
'‘When my elder sister dragged me into it. She waéreadful bully.’
Eve laughed. 'l can't imagine you being bullied.’

He smiled a very self-assured smile. 'l did get bed¢ter of her
eventually.'



‘Strange how times change. You don't see kidsmdglyppscotch any
more.'

‘They're inside watching television. The whole wonvatches
television. It's easier than living,' he remarkgdically.

'‘But you prefer living,' she murmured, understagdiow why he had
failed to recognise her. Any regular viewer woubilyé known her
face.

'| prefer to make my own pleasure, yes.'

And he was very good at making pleasure, Eve mhséate stifling
the thought. She liked his company. He was an easyto be with
but she did not want to think beyond that.

'‘Let's bask in the sun for a while."

He did not wait for her agreement but stretchedskifrfull length on

the warm sand above the water-line. She sat doanmm, drawing

her knees up and hugging them. He put his handadéls head and
closed his eyes.

'‘What do you do for fun and relaxation?' he askedy.
'l don't have much free time. | like reading.'
'‘What?'

‘Travel books mostly. You can pick them up and {h&m down
without losing the thread of a story.'

'‘Done any travelling?'

‘No. Not yet. | will though. Have you?'



‘Mmh. Too much. Too many places. Too many people.’

She eyed him curiously but his lids remained simgt lais face was
relaxed, revealing nothing. 'ls that why you'veledthere?'

He did not answer immediately and Eve turned hee dmack to the
endless fascination of the sea.

'l like it here," he said slowly. 'It's peacefultNral. Unspoiled.’

'Yes,' she agreed dreamily. 'It's like we were n@inhabited island
and civilisation is far, far away.'

He gave a soft chuckle. '‘But you don't want uday pdam and Eve.'

She threw a wary glance at him but the gleam imaicopened eyes
was sheer devilment.

‘That might invite Satan into Eden,’ she retorighitly.

'‘Get thee behind me, Satan,' he intoned, then acaeolusly, 'Are
you religious?'

‘Not in any formal way, but | believe in the Chiast code of
behaviour.'

‘Do unto others as you would have done to yourself?

‘Yes. It's wrong to hurt people. To be dishonegindgt and cheating,’
she added bitterly™ the image of Simon rising slyaigpmind.

'‘Forget him," came the terse order. 'Tell me wlyexe would most
like to travel.'

The/ talked of other countries, other people, otineys of life. It was
pleasant, impersonal talk, taking Eve's thoughtayafrom herself.



The afternoon sun beat into their skin. Eventuie/man beside her
stirred and climbed to his feet.

‘Think I'll go for a swim. Coming?'

He had stripped off his shirt before Eve foundvaace. "You know |
haven't a costume.'

He laughed. 'Neither have I, but who's to see?déenly us.’

'l ... I don't think so,' she mumbled, averting baze from the hands
which were unzipping his jeans.

‘You're not likely to get cramp again. The watemivde so cold in
the heat of the day. Besides, I'm here to look gfie.'

The jeans were pushed down and he stepped ouewt tHer gaze
was irresistibly drawn to travel up the strong, oular legs and
higher. She flushed as she met his questioning eyes

‘Does nudity bother you? It's much more pleasasivion naked than
with clothes on, you know. A child wouldn't hesgtathe added
persuasively.

She privately acknowledged the truth of his argunmern she was
frighteningly aware of the body which had takenshier such total
possession. 'I'm not a child,' she muttered.

‘No, you're a woman. An adult woman who shoulde'thoked up
with fears and inhibitions. Why don't you let yoeifsfeel free? It
won't hurt anyone.'

He turned and strode towards the water, leavingderake her own
choice. He ploughed through the first line of bexakto where the
surf was deep enough for him to dive. Eve watchedérk head bob
up and down and thought about what he had said.cdheentions



which shackled her seemed foolish and tin- nece$sae. The water
looked inviting. The sun was hot. She wanted taorswaked and feel
the wet coolness on her skin.

She pushed herself up, took off her clothes andntarthe surf, not
giving herself time for second thoughts. She fldtigusly alive, her
whole body tingling with sensuous pleasure as tihé water slapped
and caressed her. She let herself sink underiitacg) enjoying the
total submersion. A hand grabbed her arm and yahkedp.

'I'm all right," she spluttered in protest.

‘Just making sure. Keep your head above the wawvasy peace of
mind. Okay?'

'‘Okay," she gave in readily, not wanting him to éroaround her
protectively.

He did not crowd her but stayed within easy stgkdistance. Eve
swam, floated, wallowed in the freedom which shenftb so
delightful. Only when her fingers started crinklidigl she move back
towards the beach.

‘Had enough?'
‘Yes. I'm turning blue.’

Over-conscious of his watching eyes, Eve kept laek durned to
him. Consequently she did not see the wave whighdabher off her
feet and churned her around. Strong arms liftedupeaind held her
steady while she coughed out the water she hadosvesl.

‘You, got well and truly dumped. Didn't you seeaming?'

'‘No. | wasn't looking,' she gasped out between lssug



‘Need the kiss of life again?' he teased.

She threw him a look of reproof and having looketia she could
not tear her eyes away. The sheer vitality of the imeld her captive.
He was so big, so strong, so dominatingly male.dBeaf water
shivered on the powerful chest as it breathed id eat. Her
mesmerised gaze lifted slowly to the mouth whichwmow to kiss.
She saw his smile die and a long breath whistledrom the barely
parted lips. The hands which had steadied herdaokre possessive
hold.

He stepped towards her, closing the small gap lestwleem so that
the tips of her breasts pressed lightly againsteeply tanned skin.
The contact was like an electric shock. Eve jerkedy. Her hands
lifted and pushed against his chest to preventpatiten, but his
hands had also moved, sliding down from her shos)d#own the
curve of her spine and closing over the roundnédsep hips. He
thrust her lower body against his and the poterdef@f his desire
exploded any defence she might have managed.

Her body had a will of its own and it respondedintively, exulting
in the excitement of sexual arousal. Dazed by titeagth of her own
desire she looked up at the face above hers asartlsing for an
explanation, something which might justify this wimof feeling
inside her. She knew so little of the man and getduld awaken her
most primitive instincts so that they clamouredb¢osatisfied. .

His eyes demanded that she yield to him. They blazgh the
exultant light of the victor on the edge of victoihey conceded
nothing and Eve felt what little will she had tsist drain away. She
wanted him to take her and as if he perceivedrtiattal surrender,
his mouth came down and claimed hers.

Eve's hands slid up around his neck. Her fingemgsthinto the wet
thickness of his hair, blindly urging on the passidhich was leaping



through her veins. His mouth devoured hers in sasion which had
her senses reeling. A wave crashed against theomhfpending the
kiss. Churning water sucked at her legs. She wtelland held
tightly against his chest as he took her beyondtbeaking surf to the
calm swell of deep water.

It lapped around her breasts as he kissed her,againshe clung to
him as he swept her with him into a whirlpool ofseality. Then he
was lifting her higher, arching her back so thatmiuth could trail
down her throat to her breasts. He licked the walier from her
nipples and so distracting was the fierce wavelegure that she
was barely aware of the hand parting her legs,ipgghem to either
side of him where they drifted, weightless, andfihe muscles of
his stomach felt good against her softness.

Slowly, slowly he guided her down until she feltdhdlesh probing
upwards. She cried out as he entered her but tietpagion was swift
and his mouth was on hers again, his hands moulsingody to his,
and the sheer eroticism of that movement inside stided any
thought of protest.

Eve was unaware of the sea, the sky, the birdshwiieeled around
them. Her whole being was concentrated on an imoeld which
suddenly exploded like a volcano of molten lavad &éme blissful
warmth of it pervaded her whole body, melting hends with its
exquisite pleasure. She wound her arms around diag kvhich
supported her. Its strength was hers. They werebeimg and there
was a wonderful sense of peace in their union.aHong time they
stayed together, wrapped in their shared warmth;imgoonly with
the gentle roll of the waves.

'Stay with me.’

The husky whisper .slid into her haze of contentmieips brushed
against her ear, making it tingle with awareness.



'‘Forget the whole damned world. Let there only & u

He lifted her face to his and kissed her, a lomggding kiss of sweet
persuasion. Eve wanted it to go on and on, blothiagreality, but
even as she responded to the spell he was edstiadknew it had to
end.

She had stepped too far out of her normal existasde was. This
wild, abandoned loving was totally foreign to hautous nature yet
she could find no shadow of regret in her hearafoithing that had
happened. She had wanted to shed all responsilliétya free spirit
following impulse and instinct without reason, wath care. But to
stay with this man would be like trying to proloagiream. It could
not last forever. Sooner or later reality wouldrue, the dream
would crumble.

'l have to go back.'

It was a mournful whisper and his arms tighteneduiad her,
pressing his claim. 'Let it go," he urged. 'Thismsere real than
anything you'll find back there.'

She sighed and laid her head on his shoulder. dimptation was
great. Yet she had her career and time was a rmoslef'st enemy.
She had to go back. Her gaze swept slowly aroumddkie and came
to rest on the small log-cabin. It had been amggplace. The man
had salved her emotional wounds and shown her iwhais to be a
woman, but this was lotus-land. It was time to &av

She reached up and kissed him, a soft kiss oftgdati a kiss
meaning goodbye. 'Thank you, but | can't stay.Jehabligations,
people to be seen, and my life to sort out. Yob&en very kind, and
understanding. | appreciate, very much, all that'we shared with
me. I'll never forget it.’



She was withdrawing from him and he knew it. Thesgeof finality
In her words was unmistakable. For a moment shegthiche was not
going to accept her decision. His hands cuppedaoerand his eyes
burnt into hers, demanding recognition of what thHesd just
experienced together.

"You must go?' It was more a challenge than a gqurestenying that
her departure was necessary. She had a choice.

Eve was sorely tempted but the very strength oftiraiction struck
panic in her heart. She had already succumbedridviice. To stay
was to throw aside her whole upbringing, all thee#lds which had
been the fabric of her life. And where would itd@aWwhat would
become of her? It was a gamble she could not yatehe thought of
leaving was suddenly very painful.

'l have to,' she cried, and it was a plea aganessénse of loss which
sharpened even as she spoke.

The dark brilliance of his eyes clouded. He sloweieased her from
their intimate contact and a helpless kind of despatched at her as
his withdrawal cemented her decision.

‘I'm sorry.'

'‘Don't be sorry. You're free to go. You were alwéage to go,' he
stated in a calm, expressionless voice.

'Yes | know. But I...

His hand lifted and soft fingers brushed acrosdipsy silencing her.
He shrugged off the hard, impassive mask which dtadtered his
thoughts and a smile lightened his face.

'It was beautiful while it lasted. Don't be sorBo you want to go
now?'



She nodded. He was making it easy for her, justeasad made the
whole afternoon easy, letting her do as she lik&king made the
decision it was better that she go quickly, yetsh@d not force her
legs to move. She was suddenly and poignantly awhigaving
destroyed something precious, something of grelaewahich she
might never find again.

He took her hand and pulled her with him, helpirg through the
roughness of the surf to shallow water. '"You wamtd if | don't
come up to the cabin with you?' he said casudllygb along the
beach and pick up my clothes.’

'l ... all right," she agreed awkwardly and watclh&d stride away
from her.

The separation was complete. Eve trudged up the, sagonising
over her decision with every step. She had com#itobeach to
escape, and she had. Only somehow the escape hadtgw far,
becoming an entity of itself which had irrevocablanged her life.
Now as she walked to the cabin she felt dislocatadght between
two different worlds, belonging to neither. Yet theavier weight of
years and custom had demanded her return to wlansw.

The cabin seemed very empty without the man to dataiits space.
It really was a comfortless place, bare and prugjta stark contrast
to the luxury of home. She hurried over to the Hedook only a
minute to don the silk culottes. Her gaze lingebeefly on the
rumpled pillows, remembering how he had cradleditersleep last
night. Again she felt the wrench of parting. Tgamsked at her eyes
and she moved blindly to the dt>or, shutting themtowly quickly
behind her. She took a deep, steadying breath etnoftsdown the
track.

He was standing by the car, the Tee-shirts slungsa®ne shoulder,
the powerful chest still bare, his jeans clingirgngly to the strong,



muscular thighs. His eyes held a wry gleam as li@yed her up and
down, but he smiled as he lifted a hand towards her

Your shell. | thought you might like to keep it.'

She took it and a huge lump rose in her throathasfimgered its
perfection. 'Thank you,' she choked out huskily.

'Eve, if you want to come back . ..’

The use of her name stilled her heart in mid- d&labck deafened her
ears to what he was saying.

'You called me Eve!'

The strangled accusation brought no denial. Herfemhin irritation
but there was no puzzlement over her words.

"You know who | am!" she cried in hurt protest st knowledge.

'S0? What does it matter?' he said carelesslylzes whole point was
irrelevant.

But it did matter. She had not been a strangeinn hot just a girl
who had happened along. He had known she was EigeCh

‘When did you recognise me?'

He shrugged. 'Sometime last night while we wetegitat the table.
You do have a well- publicised face, you know,'dueled with a
touch of irony.

Last night. Before he had made love to her. It kika&sa punch in the
stomach. Her memory darted back over the sequeneeeats. He
had been almost brutal to her after he had fisleedrbm the sea, not
one kind word or action. It wasn't until just befdhey went to bed



that his manner had changed. She felt sick. All ltheng and
kindness had been for Eve Childe. She had walloined fool's
paradise while he had amused himself with her.

‘Just what did you hope to gain by this?' she deambitterly, her
eyes blazing with scorn.

‘Gain?'
The surprise in his voice grated over the rawnésgiohumiliation.

'Oh, don't pretend you didn't expect to gain somgthit's been a
great game, hasn't it? Feeding me enough ropeyp igself?’

He frowned and his feigned puzzlement incensecten further.

‘You couldn't climb into bed fast enough, could Yddot when you
realised who | was. It didn't matter a damn thai@abk too worn out
emotionally to care what happened to me. That omigle me an
easier mark. Did it boost your ego to know you wmaking it with
Eve Childe? Or were you already thinking of how gould work the
situation to your advantage? No doubt you thoughtok a good
meal-ticket for you to latch on to. Or failing thgbu could set up a
red-hot story to sell.’

His face had tightened and hardened during her twidlle. He
waited for her to run out of breath then spoke witkting coldness.
‘Eve Childe holds no attraction for me whatsoeVée last thing |
would want or need would be a woman to supportand,| can pay
my own way without stooping to selling scurrilodsrges.'

Eve was too worked up to heed the dangerous glinisi eyes. 'Huh!
| suppose you live like this out of choice!" sheféed. An ugly laugh
of self-derision grated out of her throat. 'Godiust have looked like
pennies from heaven to you! A lay-down gift juskiag to be
exploited. But let me tell you, you'll only makeuble for yourself if



you take this story to a scandal rag. I'll deroatiegorically and if you
come after me I'll --'

He slapped her.

She stared at him, open-mouthed, her hand insteigtcovering the
sharp sting on her cheek.

"You blind, stupid fool!'

His biting anger frightened her more than the s&pe shrank back
against the car, terrified that he meant more wicde His lip curled in
derision at her fear and the dark eyes stabbewitteicontempt. He
waved a curt dismissal as if she was unworthy sfatiention, then
swung on his heel and began striding away.

'‘Go home, little girl!"

He had not bothered turning his head but the sanagpkery in the
words reached her nonetheless. Eve snapped oet shbcked daze.
A turmoil of emotion churned into seething life.

You ... you bastard!" she screamed after him amd the shell in a
frenzy of hurt and frustration.

Her aim was hopelessly astray. He kept on walkiitout so much

as a hesitation in his gait. Recognising the tytiif expending any
more energy on a man who was ignoring her, Eventted into the

driver's seat, revved up the engine with angry exsshand spun the
wheel for home.



CHAPTER FOUR

LiTTLE girl indeed! She had been woman enough for hitnrigght.
And this afternoon. He had not hesitated to takeaflvantage of her
pliancy. Fool that she had been, letting a strangge love to her!
She had recklessly disregarded all the tenets mh@n sense. The
fantasy of freedom had beckoned and she had tdstedhe full.
Crazy not to realise that the dregs were bounck toitber!

Damn the man! He had been amusing himself with I8dre
remembered with smarting clarity the 'high-fashi@mark, and his
deliberate use of the word, 'child’. She had beesesily deceived, a
gullible dupe, wanting to believe her secret wds.sshe should have
guessed last night when he suddenly stopped comgjdeer a
neurotic bore and saw her as a desirable conquest.

Eve Childe! He had made love to the image, notwbenan. The
age-old allure of the boy-girl image, that's whia@& had fashioned.
It had been a hit success; the slightly fey qualitg teasing mixture
of youthful innocence and sexiness. Her long, solkegs had always
been emphasised in shorts or slacks of one kindnmther, a
provocative contrast to the soft femininity of fi@ce and the hint of
vulnerability in the green eyes. The image had satl, at very high
fees, but the stranger had got it very cheaplyifA g

No wonder he had been surprised at her virginity!ddubt he had
thought that all models slept around. It was tiu& fpropositions
were commonplace in her line of work. He was ndtrtow that her
mother and Simon had always protected her fromlrkerim, men
who took sex for granted.

Tears stung her eyes. She had given herself to dom.. so
unreservedly. It had seemed right, unbelievably ubed an
experience to be treasured. There had been somathyitic about
two people coming together like that with no ougsabnsiderations



influencing them, a pure attraction where names laaxxkgrounds
didn't matter. Eve gritted her teeth to preverdlaeamerging from the
tightness in her throat. She would not cry over.hi®a had deceived
her. For what purpose she did not know, could weheuess and did
not want to. She had to forget him, put the whotdent behind her
as if it had not happened. She had to get on weitmdal life, and to do
that she had first to get home.

She forced herself to think ahead. Her mother wddde to be
placated and Eve could not tell her the truth ofdnelonged absence.
Then there was Simon. Pure hatred burned acrossnimet. No
matter how much it might affect her career she gasg to sever all
connection with Simon. Pride and self-respect detedrihat.

She concentrated on making plans for the futuregaadually the
long drive soothed her ragged nerves. It was almad when Eve
finally garaged her car underneath the apartmeitdibg. Her tired
gaze noted Simon's Volvo in the visitors' bay. &itephysically and
emotionally exhausted and the thought of confrgn@imon right
now triggered a dangerous mood of angry rebellion.

She pushed herself out of the car, locked it, $tevde towards the
lifts, eyeing the Volvo balefully as she passebyit She wondered
how long it had been there and what Simon had held mother.

Certainly not the truth. The truth would be far toopalatable for
Marion Childe's digestion, despite her cast-ironstibution. A lot of

things could be stomached along the road to sucbasthere was a
limit to what one could swallow. Marion Childe haeliberately

encouraged Simon's interest in Eve but even shddwsee that
marriage was out of the question.

Eve summoned a lift and stepped inside, autombtipagssing the
button for her floor. It suddenly struck her thiae $rad been thinking
of Simon without pain, with disgust and contempit, Wwithout even a
twinge of the pain she had felt last night. She swaprisingly calm,



almost as if the ugly scene in Simon's apartmedtizpened years
and years ago, to someone else. The floor bumpadtendstill. The
doors opened. Eve gave herself a mental shake alkedavout. Her
apartment key had barely touched the lock wherdtwe was flung
open.

'Eve!" Marion Childe gathered her daughter in. "v@inome, thank
God! I've been at my wits' end worrying what to'dthe flood of
anxiety was abruptly interrupted by a critical fraw

‘And look at your lovely clothes! What on earth @agwou been doing
all this time?'

Eve made no immediate reply. Simon was coming foitwa mute

appeal in the vivid blue eyes. She found herseteobng him in a

curiously detached way. It was the same Simon stk fancied

herself in love with; the same golden tan skireated blond hair and
blue, blue eyes; the same handsome face and littig, lelegantly

clothed as always, yet he had lost all his attoactin fact she found
his dress rather effete, too consciously perfextf &0 concerned
with projecting an image. Of course! Simon dealt images.

Specialised in false images. Just as their oh-s@nbic love had
been false.

'‘Eve.’

She recoiled from his outstretched hands. He srhoathved diem
In a placating gesture.

'You shouldn't have rushed away like that,’ he begaftly,
indulgently, as if she was a child who had actetthouit thinking.

Eve bridled at the tone even while recognisingsitaatone which
Simon and her mother had often used when she wag O#ficult.
And she had all too frequently given in to it, quiteg that they were



older and wiser than she. Not any more would ske o to them.
Eve gritted her teeth and turned to her mother.

'I'm sorry, Mum. | should have called and told yomas all right. It

was selfish of me but | needed time alone to thid&r voice sounded
cool and calm, so self-assured that Eve was anatzkdrself. Had
the last twenty-four hours wrought so much changeeir?

Marion Childe showed her surprise at the unexpectadmand in
her daughter's manner. 'Well, so long as you're aafl sound. But
your clothes, dear, you've ruined them. They'llerdhe the same --'

'Is that all you can think about, Mum? My cloth&sle flared, and all
the bottled-up resentment of years came seethingfdumy life it's
been clothes, clothes, clothes! Don't play, Eveu'l¥get your dress
dirty. Sit up straight, Eve. Your skirt will creageyou slouch. What
am |? A doll or your daughter? Did you ever consithat a person
lived inside the clothes you dressed me in? Did yum? Do you
even care what I'm feeling now, or is a pair ok sillottes more
Important to you?'

'‘Eve!' The shock on her face was countered bygpamand in her
voice. 'Of course I'm concerned about you. It's flaat your clothes
cost so much. You know that!

‘Yes, | know," Eve sighed, knowing full well tha¢rhoutburst had
been futile.

Appearances would always be of first importancMésion Childe.
However much anxiety she had suffered today, ithwdtopped her
from being immaculately dressed. The tailored pantsas not the
least bit crumpled. Her long, ash-blonde hair wasahly groomed
into a French roll. An artful make-up hid the fewnkles which aged
the lovely face. For the first time in her life Ef&t sorry for her



mother. Marion Childe would never know the headyigie of
freedom from all social restraints.

‘Well, | won't be wearing these culottes again, Mamyou'll have to

write them off as a dead loss,' she added decysidetermined now

to cast off the habit of following her mother's tdies. She was a
person in her own right, and no longer a littld tprbe told what to

do. Certainly not a little girl!

She turned a cool face to Simon who had backeftaff the line of
fire. 'l wasn't expecting to find you here. Sin@aiyare, we might as
well use the opportunity to settle everything rigbtv’

‘Eve, now don't be too hasty," her mother warr@aion has been
very distressed about last night's argument anduia . . .’

‘Argument, Simon?"

The green eyes mocked his evasion. An unbecomis 8pread up
his neck, making him look surprisingly callow.

'‘Eve, | swear to you that if you'll let me explain.

'‘No explanation is necessary. Our relationshipingsiied, Simon.
Permanently.’

His expression hardened as his self-interest weesatitned. "You
need me, Eve. Without me --'

'Like hell I need you!" she retorted scornfully.

'‘Eve! For goodness sake, will you listen to reaSdw&? mother
demanded.

Eve turned on her. 'No! | won't listen to any dachmeason for
continuing with him." She stalked away from thempatient with the



whole scene. The seeds of rebellion had been sovarbeach a long
way from here but their growth was rapid in theyolg atmosphere
in this room. She seated herself carelessly orobtiee lounge-chairs
in the living-room and faced them with an air ofnyuete
self-possession.

There was a short, fraught silence while her matbek stock of the
defiant determination Eve had shown. She glancediedly at
Simon then pasted a conciliatory smile on her mouth

'Eve dear, you're obviously overwrought. ..'

'On the contrary, | am perfectly clear-headedalt,fl doubt that I've
ever seen things so clearly. If you'd like to sivth, Mum, I'll tell you
what | have in mind.'

The smile shrivelled. Marion Childe sighed and tduéd an
apologetic gesture at Simon. Eve resented the gpdiot made no
comment.

"'l make some coffee," her mother said, cleailyyimg for time.
‘Would you like something to eat, dear?"

‘No thanks, and | don't want coffee. I'm tired dlsdmuch prefer
Simon to leave. Right now.'

‘Now look here, Eve --' Simon began as he steppmedafd
aggressively.

'l looked, Simon, and | finally saw a great ddavé whipped back at
him. 'l don't owe you a damned thing!'

'l made you.'

‘Into what you wanted. Am | supposed to be gratifuthat? So the
Image was successful. You made as much out oeihadid. As of



now the partnership is dissolved. Come MondaybHIgiving my
name to the top agents in town and I'll take mk wah them.’

'‘Eve, that's not fair,' her mother protested. 'Sirnas --'

'‘Mum.' Eve's eyes flashed a warning. 'I'm through Weing pushed,
your way or his. I'm twenty-two years old. | havenad of my own
and | intend to do what | want. | appreciate that fhat you've both
worked hard at turning me into a success, buts#nwao much for me
as for yourselves. You wanted the success, much than | did.’

Her mother looked at her as if her daughter hatktimto a stranger.
She shook her head and sank into the nearest ‘tlo@in't understand
what's happened to you, Eve. Why are you actirgthis? I'm your

mother and I've only ever done what's best for'you.

'l know you think that, Mum,' Eve said more softhyt the truth had
to be said. 'The problem is that what you thinkest for me is not
what | think. It's time you stopped living througte. | have to live
my own life. I'm not your little girl, Mum. I'm a @man.'

For one sharp moment her mind flashed to anotlseplsand and
sea and a hard, demanding man who had known remwasnan. It
took a concentrated effort to push the memory away.

‘A woman! Simon burst out angrily. "You've no m@ense than a
baby! You're not seeing anything clearly at all.u¥ego's had a
knock and you're suffering from a swelled headykinig you can
launch out on your own. It's my photographs thatasle you. Do
you think any tin-pot photographer can capturestnae effect?’

‘We'll see, won't we?' Eve replied silkily, notimig to his taunt.The
handsome face twisted with disgust. '‘God! If youem& such a
stupid innocent you'd see which side your bread atered on.
Together we can go right to the top and | don'tmiezre. New York
... London . .. Paris.'



'‘No!" The green eyes filled with contempt. 'I'm rsm innocent,
Simon, thanks to you. And it so happens | prefergaiane to the
butter you're offering. Go find yourself anotherl go mould into
what you want. I'm not available, not even for gfnemise of New
York, London or Paris.’

‘You're cutting off your nose to spite your fadeg' hurled at her in
exasperation.

'It's my face," she stated coldly.

Her stubbornness made him bare his teeth in fiimirdYou'll come
crawling back to me when you find yourself a flop.'

'Don't count on it.'

'It's not good practice to burn your bridges befgoe cross them,
Eve,' he said tightly. 'l can see there's no tallsanse to you now.
Try a little fling on your own. See how far you geithout me.' He

strode to the door, then turned to her with a souile. 'I'll even

forgive your ingratitude when you finally admit yoaiwrong.'

Eve disdained to make any reply to his exit linee Sould only feel
relief at his departure.

'He's right, Eve," Marion Childe said reproachfullyou just don't
realise . . .’

‘Don't I, Mum?' She turned soul-weary eyes to hether. "Then I'll
have to find that out for myself.'

Her mother held out placating hands. 'Eve, lelksabout it.'

‘No." Eve knew that tone from old. It meant Motkeows best. She
pushed herself to her feet. 'I've said it all, Mangd | meant every



word. I'm going to have a long bath. Later, if woant to talk about
us, we'll talk. But not about Simon.'

As she lay soaking in a tub of warm water, memaooiesther water
seeped into her mind and for a little while sheegtnem full flood. It
was easy to rationalise the foolishness of het fimsrender to the
man's love-making. She had been off-balance, tootienally
disturbed to counter his physical persuasion. But slid not
understand what had driven her into that second paksion. Time,
place, circumstances; she simply did not know.

It was fortunate that she had decided to leaverbefthe had
irrevocably placed herself in the man's power. ldd Heliberately
deceived her and whatever motive he had nursedapiikg back his
knowledge of her identity, one thing was certaie.d¢duld not have
been trusted any more. Grimly Eve wondered if ammy roould be
trusted.

She heaved herself out of the bath and slowly drexdelf. Her body
reacted sharply to touch and Eve wondered howitomguld take to
forget the physical magic it had been taught. Asteéhere was no risk
of her becoming pregnant from this mad escapade pkparation
for marriage provided an inbuilt safeguard from todlly.

Her mouth thinned as she thought of Simon. Nevarldvehe crawl
back to him, not in a million years. She put oncagde-robe and
walked out to the kitchen, hungry now, and readyadattle with her
mother if necessary. She wanted to be friends kattbut she would
not accept domination.

Marion Childe began by treating her daughter aisnaalid, someone
who needed to be cosseted and indulged. Eve wdg amused by
the tactic. She did not fight it. Only time wouldake her
determination clear and eventually her mother wabze to come to
terms with an adult daughter. Marion Childe's ambg had to be



steered away from Eve and on to herself. She wasgerg
good-looking woman and still young enough to do sthrimg
constructive with her life. It had been blindly elssive to channel all
her energy into pushing Eve forward. Now that thet fstep of
iIndependence had been taken, there was no neEdddo give more
hurt by rushing too far too soon.

On Monday Eve cancelled all the wedding arrangeséhéen took
portfolios of photographs to the top modelling ages in Sydney.
Their enthusiasm over adding her name to theis hghs slightly
dimmed by Eve's insistence that she would not weitk Simon

Trevaire. She remained adamant against reasongg teough she
knew the arguments were valid. Her name had bewdi with

Simon's from the outset of her Career. They hadh lzekeam, Eve
Childe and Simon Trevaire. The agents were doubffskelling her
name without the photographer who had given ibdsviduality, and

even more doubtful when Eve told them she did adiqularly want

to continue with the image Simon had created for he

In the frustrating weeks which followed, Eve fouhdt their doubts
were justified. The offers came, but always witle froviso that
Simon be behind the camera. She turned them datnShe was
warned that she was committing career suicide aral liegan to
despair that she could make it on her own. Shedmansympathy at
home.

'Headstrong foolishness!" her mother ranted, hadewded that Eve
was not an invalid after all.

Marion Childe was equally headstrong, determinedsteer her
daughter back on to the course which she had @t the time Eve
was a teenager. It was she who had sought out Simeraire and
virtually presented him with Eve, and while she ndeplored his
homosexuality, she was still prepared to insist e work with



him. Eve ignored her mother's nagging but shevialy much alone
as each fruitless day passed.

And rising in ever stronger waves from her subcmns; came the
wish that she had not returned to this life atBflat one stolen day
retained its spell despite how many times Eve rdetrherself of its
sour ending. The man could not be forgotten andrtgenory of their
brief relationship always brought with it a deemcaontrollable
yearning. She had not felt alone with him. He hadvn her on a
level which no one else had ever shared. If onlyai$ possibleto go
back. But it wouldn't be the same—couldn't be—rftgrahe way it
had ended. Yet sometimes the call of sand and..saad the man,
was so strong it squeezed her heart unbearably.

There seemed no way to counter it. She told heskelfvas indulging
in fantasy. Even if he had spoken the truth ancethad been no crass
ulterior motives in his action. Even if she crawlédck and
apologised and they could recapture their feelorgefach other . ..
and if all those ifs were fulfilled, there was Istib real future with
him.

He had not offered a future. Just—stay with me. Aét had that
meant? How long could one live an aimless existetrcéing around
a beach, fishing, making love? Making love. She teadrench her
mind away from the seductive memories and transpglam with
practicalities. One could not ignore the factsifd. ISomewhere in
her future she wanted marriage, children, and enrntteantime she
had to find work and make a living. Only there wagoy in the facts
of life. Not like on the beach with the man.

There was certainly no joy from the modelling ages®ither. Her
career was fast becoming a non-event. When onéeoh tfinally
called with a glimmer of hope she was ready to picaaything. It
was not a firm offer. The Lamarr Corporation hatyaequested an
interview with her but the request at least showadrest. An



appointment was quickly arranged and Eve felt ackpei of
excitement.

The Lamarr Corporation was the most prestigiousnetis firm in
Australia. As long as Eve could remember their potsl had been
promoted by international stars, actresses anaaope models from
the United States, Britain or Europe. If this intew meant they were
considering Eve as the next Lamarr girl, it wasdpportunity of a
life-time. If they chose her there would be no latkoffers in the
future. Her name would be well and truly made,ordy here but on
the international market.

Eve did not tell her mother about the appointménte interview
was successful it would be soon enough to sharen¢ines. Then
Marion Childe would have to eat all the negativerdgoshe had
thrown at her daughter. Eve hid her excitementhautresolve to
keep the interview a secret crumbled on the nigéfiorie the
appointment.

Simon Trevaire came to visit. It was immediatelpagent to Eve that
her mother had invited him. She faced them botth siething
resentment as they hammered facts at her, demathdinghe bend to
reason.

'‘Be sensible, Eve. Publicity is everything in tlgame," Simon
insisted ruthlessly. 'Unless your face is seenicoally you'll lose
your buyer appeal. Put aside the personal elenmehtvark with me
on a strictly business basis. You're losing moastham, you know.
My work's always in demand.'

'He's right, dear. You've been stubborn long enguggr mother
backed up predictably.

Eve retaliated with the only weapon in her armotlisythat so? Well
it might interest you to know that | have an intew with the Lamarr



people tomorrow. And that, | might add, promiseddamore for me
than you ever did, Simon.’

'An interview is not a contract,' he scoffed.

Nevertheless his certainty in her need for him slaeken and Eve
pressed her advantage. 'But you don't know thaypdo Simon? I'll
take my chances with them, thanks very much.'

He sent her a malevolent look as he stood to ganilt come again,
Eve.'

'l didn't ask you to come at all,' she replied pexihy.

Marion Childe saw him to the door and they stoodtening their
mutual exasperation for a minute or two. As soosiason had left
her mother turned on Eve accusingly.

‘Why didn't you tell me?'
‘Why didn't you ask me if. | wanted to see Simon?"

'‘Someone had to take a hand in getting you backtheg' she
explained curtly.

'l don't want your hand directing my affairs, Mum.'
‘You're letting it all go down the drain with yostupid wilfulness.'
'l don't care if it does. | won't go back to Sinlon;

But she did care. She desperately wanted a champreve she could
make it on her own. After all, she was not traif@dany other work
and -the future was beginning to look very uncartai



The same sense of desperation dragged her fele¢ agatked up the
wide terrazzo steps to the Lamarr building the ma&tning. They

had to like her. Her gaze lifted to the gold embtamthe large glass
doors. If this prestigious firm decided to use tien the fear which
had begun worming around her heart could be bamidhe pushed
one of the doors open and walked into the cooloEstarble, a high

vaulted ceiling and cascading water. The fountaas @& statement of
pure luxury and that was the hallmark of Lamardoicis. They were
luxury items, outrageously expensive but in a dqualiass of their

own.

Eve glanced nervously at her watch. Still ten nesubefore her
appointment. She checked her appearance in theredrrwall
behind the fountain. The soft green of the silk smphasised the
colour of her eyes and the hairdresser had doneshia professional
job. The Eve Childe of her photographs looked letdker, perfectly
constructed for this most important interview. Sfes not quibbling
about her image this morning.

Satisfied that she could not have presented heasgifbetter, Eve
headed for the bank of elevators on the side wall pressed the
button for the Public Relations Floor. John Linddeyaded the
department and he was the man she was to seeo@vsdveral deep
breaths to steady her nerves as the compartmésd Bind moved
silently upwards. When the doors slid open shefixad a smile on
her face and for once she was pleased to seedhmgif envy in the
receptionist's eyes. It boosted her confidence.

John Lindsey greeted her with more reserve thamvslseaccustomed
to receiving from PR men. He was tall and slendel| presented in
the young, executive style. He was not handsomedituinattractive
either. His smile held charm and the quick, apprgigyes glinted

with appreciation. He was the kind of man who caoeladily put both

men and women at ease.



‘Miss Childe, I've looked forward to meeting youperson,' he said
politely as he saw her settled in a chair. He regdrto his desk with a
brisk step then flashed her a disarming grin. '‘Sones the camera
lies but that is assuredly not the case with you.'

‘Thank you," Eve murmured, grateful for the complina

The grin disappeared. He assumed a businesslikenditaunched
into crisp speech. 'I'll come straight to the poiMiiss Childe. We've
developed a new perfume and we want the righttgigell it to the
public. It has been our standard policy to usenagie stars for
publicity campaigns, but . . ." He paused as ifosiag his next words
cautiously. '. . . this perfume is different, ureguNe thought a
different approach might be more effective. Youmeawas put
forward as a possibility and we wouFci like to exel that
possibility. | say explore because our board oktduwors is not
convinced that you can present the right image.'

He threw her a little smile of encouragement &s reassure her that
he thought she would be right. The waggle of hedbegws said it was
out of his control. Eve appreciated the byplay xbression but it

only increased her inner tension. He continued.

'‘What we'd like to do is make a pilot commerciahmou. We'll pay
you your normal fee but there's no guarantee lieatdmmercial will
be used. You may not care to waste your time withench a
guarantee, but on the other hand, if you win apgirasth your work,
the rewards will obviously be great. Apart fromfiteancial aspect, a
contract with Lamarr is quite a reckoning forcéha fashion world, a
fact I'm sure you appreciate.’

'Yes, | do,' she agreed quickly.

‘Then perhaps you would like time to consider owmppsition," he
invited magnanimously.



There was nothing to think about. Eve had no otiaices in the
offing. The opportunity to prove herself was danglin front of her
and she grasped it with eager hands. 'No. I'm dnaippy to go along
with that arrangement.’

"You understand it may lead nowhere,' he repeatastently, almost
apologetically. He really was very charming.

Eve smiled, unable to contain her excitement okerdffer. 'On the
other hand, it's a chance worth taking, isn't it?'

He smiled-back. 'l thought you'd see it that wayr Q.egal
Department has an agreement drawn up for you to sig Mr
Lamarr would like to see you first. Excuse me a raot He leaned
forward and pressed a button on his desk intert@lease inform Mr
Lamarr that I'm bringing Miss Childe up now.' Heal and there
was no doubt that he was pleased with the situatibgou'll just
accompany me?'

Eve rose gracefully to her feet. 'You said Mr Lamarthought
Margot Lamarr ...'

‘The queen has abdicated in favour of her songXpéained with a
touch of dry amusement. ‘Margot Lamatrr retainditieeof Chairman

of the Board and still fronts for the business,ibsitPaul Lamarr who
runs the company. It's not commonly known but ma&emistake

about it. He's the one you have to satisfy in otdeseal a contract.
And he's a hard man to please,' he added withirgtsigh.

Eve's nervousness returned as they rode an eleuataio the
Executive Floor. Her stomach cramped into knotssdredfrantically
tried to relax. It was clearly so important to iraps this man. She had
to be calm, self-assured, and above all, she hamnwince Paul
Lamarr that she was the right girl to sell his peré.



She barely took in the sleek expensiveness oftteption area. John
Lindsey nodded an acknowledgement to the womameadlésk. She
waved towards a door and Eve was led straight. tohé PR man
knocked before opening it but he ushered Eve insiteout waiting
for an answer.

It was a huge, streamlined office but Eve had &yesothing but the
man who slowly rose to his feet. The grey suit tadered perfection
but he might as well have been dressed in jeansTaeeshirt or
nothing at all. It made no difference. He was ttamritom the beach,
the man she had slept with in a primitive log-cabiie man who had
haunted her dreams ever since. And he was PaulrLama



CHAPTER FIVE

HE stood there, tall, powerful, so clearly mastethefsituation, as the
head of such a company would be expected to look.
acknowledged the formal introduction with a fainhile then
addressed his PR man with all the confidence ofiawho knew his
instructions would have been carried out to theetet

'It's been brought to an agreement?’
'Yes.'
"Then | want to talk to Miss Childe alone.’

Eve had not moved or spoken. Shock held her ridgndevwave after
wave of emotion churned up conflicting thoughts. Was Paul
Lamarr, not a drifting fisherman. And oh God! Shed hvirtually

accused him of being a gigolo, a beach- bum oméies. He had told
her that her identity held no attraction and whgudtl it when he was
Paul Lamarr.

Had he brought her here to show her that? Ranwihder throat? He
looked so much in control. Stay with me ... stathvae . . . the words
pealed around her brain. What had this powerful mvanted? A
part-time mistress for his beach-cabin hideaway?y Vidlad he
manoeuvred her into coming here now? To take upevtieey had
left off? Where she had left off. She had walkedyawHe had not
wanted her to go. He had been so angry, contemptuand had
every right to be. Except he could have told heo Wl was. He could
have settled her fears with a word. But he ha#éfeéthad let her go
with a wave of disgust. And now . . .

The thud of the door closing behind John Lindsgygtred the words
which were uppermost in her mind. 'What do you WaHter voice
was sharp, edged with panic.



A quick frown cut a V between the straight darklagevs. 'I'm sorry
this has been a shock to you. Circumstances chahge

‘They couldn't have changed more, could they?g@lie a hysterical
little laugh. 'The high and mighty Paul Lamarr igtpng me in my
place. Well and truly.’

The frown deepened. ‘It was not my intention tal ldrover you in
any way.'

'‘N-no?' The word was a quaver of disbelief. Eve toasblinded by
the vast change in circumstances to see the situatiy other way.

'‘No.' The answer was firm, just short of explosive.

There was no further explanation. The dark eyesdurto hers with
an intensity which was wholly discomforting. Sheulkbfeel his

power winding around her. He seemed to be waitomgdme signal
from her and suddenly she was afraid of her valoiéty to this man.

Afraid of where it might lead if she revealed hoeegly he affected
her. In helpless agitation she walked over todingd picture window,
turning her back to the disturbing force which Wwasil Lamatrr.

Her mind clamped on to the job offer and chewedtd meaningful
little bits. A trial commercial. No guarantee of@antract. Unless Mr
Lamarr was satisfied. Satisfied. The word stuck biidwed with

images. He wanted her back. But on his terms. Agoalv man

flexing his power. Maybe he even knew how despesh&ewas for
work. She had insulted him, walked away. A man lika, a man
used to getting his own way, snapping his fingersafwoman, any
woman...

It's ... it's not a real job is it?' She coutnt bear to look at him but
she had to know the truth. "You're just danglingtba bait so I'll play
along with you.'



There was an excruciating silence. Her words hunghe air,
vibrating with ugly meaning, spreading out tentacMhich clutched
at her heart, squeezing mercilessly.

‘And will you play along with me, Eve?'

The question was soft, yet its overtones struck ke

hammer-blows. There was no sound from him buttictuiscreamed
that he had moved up behind her. Her skin prickgd alarm. She
swung around to face him and he was close, suffaggtclose. Her
breath caught in her throat. Every nerve was efecir by his

nearness.

She opened her mouth to speak but. his hand briusrecheek in a
soft caress and the cry of protest dried up ondregue. The insidious
magic of those finger-tips sent a wave of heatuphoher body,
re-awakening memories she had tried to erase. éet fiuttered like
a captive bird. She pressed a hand to it, despwaeell its wild
tattoo.

The shattering truth burst across her mind, teasasgle all the
Imposed veils of convention. There was no rightvoong about it.
She yearned to feel this man's arms around henab& body
pressed to hers, belonging together as they hathansea that
afternoon, an incredible joining of two people irdounit where
nothing else existed.

‘The contract is yours, Eve. If you give me whaiaht.'

His voice was a low, seductive murmur. He movetiespoke, his
hands sliding over her hips, sensuously relearthegcurves as he
fitted her lower body to his. The hard strengthisfthighs made her
legs tremble with weakness. Eve could not beliehis twas

happening here and now, in this office, yet intuittold her that this
man could make it happen anywhere, and she was enisgaeh by her



instinctive response to him. Her body had a willitsfown and it
revelled in the sensations which only he had exeused.

He took her handbag. She heard it thud on the fhadrthe slight

noise was strangely distant, over-ridden by theléouhud of her

heart-beat. Then his hand was at her waist, undérnbe loose
tunic-top of her suit. Finger-tips lightly tracdtetcurve of her spine.
Up and down, up . . . a shiver of pleasure crawl@dss her skin. The
touch roved further, across her back, under her hngering over

the soft swell of her breasts.

Hej own hands lifted, instinctively drawn to himhd@y spread over
the fine silk of his shirt, following the contour§the powerful chest
she knew so well. Had never forgotten. She feltshiarp intake of
breath and looked up into eyes which were dark witfathomable
depths. She did not know that her own eyes wereeanghaze of
desire, that her lips were parted, quivering withicgpation. Not until

his mouth came down on hers, harshly plunderingd, stie even
question the need which had driven all sense oé,tiplace and
circumstances from her mind.

There was a split second of resistance. Then tentipassion of his
kiss sparked an overwhelming response. Hard hanaistther closer,
savagely possessive. She melted against him, akuita her
surrender, revelling in the rawness of his dedter arms wound
around his neck, owning him as fiercely as he owrad

His fingers thrust roughly through her hair, clubghher head too
tightly for a moment, then sharply pulling it baéke gasped in hurt
protest at the painful wrench. She lifted her eyepuzzled appeal
and stared disbelievingly at the blazing angerisn h

'l don't trade business for sexual favours, Eve,ittsiinteresting to
know how far you'll go for the sake of your carekle straightened



her tunic-top and stepped back, sweeping her wilibok of utter
contempt.

'l ... I don't understand you,' she cried. It wgdea from the heart
carrying all the agony of confusion.

‘You couldn't even begin to understand me.'

The coldness in his voice chilled the heat from bedy. She
shuddered. Her hands lifted automatically, rubbadher arms to
restore feeling. She was completely dazed, unalgente to grips
with the situation.

'‘Why?' she choked out in bewilderment.

One eyebrow rose with cynical emphasis. 'You thydu're

irresistible, Eve? You think that because | onagntbyou exciting,
you have only to offer me your body and I'll betpum your hands?'
He made a sharp sound of disgust and turned away.

She watched him walk around his desk and settlesé¢dimn the
comfortable leather chair. His scathing words h&igpped away the
last trembling traces of desire. He was indeedaager now, a cold,
unfeeling alien. He sat behind his executive daskan of power and
authority who did not hesitate over cutting othéosvn to size. He
had just reduced her to dirt under his feet.

'‘Don't underestimate me again, Eve. | don't plathwny work.
There's nothing | want from you except your prof@sal services as
a model. The other directors of the company dairiktyou can do
the job. If you satisfy them, and me, the contsagburs.'

It was a curt statement of fact, completely emdéss. His eyes
sliced through her as though she was meaninglaes$efofor the
cameras.



'‘Why choose me?' It was more an accusation tharestign, a spark
of defiance rising out of the ashes of her humdrat

He leaned back in his chair, surveying her with demb eyes.
'‘Because you can do the job. I've seen a sidewthgothers haven't.'

A painful tide of hot blood scorched up her neckhas words
conjured up too many painful memories of how muethad seen of
her.

‘And strange as it might seem, | wanted to pleasg' ne added with
a savage twist of self- mockery.

'Please me,' she echoed in a strangled voice.

He smiled a thin, pleasureless smile. "You showedhaw much you
valued your career when you walked away that aft@mn This

contract should set you towards international ss&c¥ou could say
I'm returning a favour. You gave me something luedl I'm now

giving you something you value . . free of cham§iéyou have to do
Is perform for the cameras.’

Eve felt sick. The blood drained from her facehesftll impact of his

words sank in. Too late she recognised that whay tlad shared
together had been of irreplaceable value, a magitality so rare

that it had seemed a dream. Her own uncertaimi@ésaspicions had
ended that dream. A few moments ago it had livedrefpr her, but

not for him. She had poisoned it with rash, frigiee words which
had risen out of the terrible vulnerability she tield There was no
way back now. He had judged and condemned her.

‘You think I'd sleep with you just to ... to furtimay career?' she askec
in faltering protest even while knowing it could do good. There
was nothing she could do or say which would chdmg®iew of her.



His mouth twisted with distaste. 'It's hardly a ndea, is it? Shall we
get down to business? | prefer not to waste my tmerelevancies.'

He waved her to a chair. She took an unsteadyteteards it. Her
foot knocked against something. It was her hand&téblying on the
floor where it had been dropped. Tears stung hes ag she bent to
pick it up. A wave of desolation accompanied hevento the chair
but she concentrated hard on sitting with all thescious grace of a
trained model, her legs folded to one side in thpr@aved sitting
position. The only thing she had left to cling tassher career, and it
was in a shambles because of her break-up with rsirftowas
necessary to swallow her pride and listen to wiaal PBamarr had to
offer.

'First let me explain that we're not interestedyaur professional
Image. We're after something fresh and originakeétl our new
perfume.’

Eve showed her puzzlement. 'But if you don't likework ...’

'I'm sure you've been very effective but the Langgnrhas to be all
woman, not a provocative teaser.’

Eve blushed a fiery red and was furious with hérfeelreacting to
the label. Paul Lamarr was only stating the triitie image created
by Simon had been a deliberate sexual tease.

‘What precisely do you have in mind?' she askéitlysti

"1 want a woman whose beauty is entirely natuakffected. A

woman with a dream-like quality of innocence. Iroih his voice

dropped to a flat monotone, 'l want the woman | sava beach one
afternoon. If you're a good enough actress to dethvat on film, then
the contract is yours.'



Eve was stunned. She had revealed so much of hignaiehfternoon,
believing that her secret inner self was safe whth understanding
stranger. She had let herself be a free spirit,ang of

consequences, and it had been wonderful. To evetermplate
commercialising that private magic seemed a moustbetrayal of
trust, yet that was what Paul Lamarr was suggedingsuggesting.
Demanding.

'You'd ask that of me?' she choked out. It waswach. How dared
he be contemptuous of her for supposedly sellingbbdy when he
was prepared to peddle her soul for a perfume.

Surprise flickered in his eyes. It was abruptlympgleed. 'Aren't you a
good enough actress to reproduce that mood?' Heduhe question
into a deliberate taunt.

She hated him in that moment. Hated him with &gl fibrce of her
being. She had been mistaken. The feeling hadealh lon her side.
That afternoon meant nothing to him. Perhaps aspldainteriude.
Nothing of value. He had not cared. Did not cate §as a model to
be used. That was all it could ever have beenifor & man who had
obviously known so many beautiful women. A blealsalation
hollowed out her heart and shadowed her expression.

‘Eve...'

The harsh demand in his voice barely registered.l&ked blankly
in his direction, wondering why he had said she gaen him
something he valued. The answer which sprung talrbnought a
twist of irony to her lips. Her virginity. Of cougs Didn't men prize
virginity in a woman? So odd that it should matee way or the
other. It was only the loving which mattered.

‘Eve.’



His voice was more insistent, slicing through harerie. His eyes
had that probing intensity again and he had ledorgiard with a
tautness in his body, she had not noticed before.

‘Do you mean ..." he hesitated, . .. did thatraften mean something
special to you?'

How could she admit that now? He had made it imptessShaming.
'Only in so far as any fantasy is special,' shéagdgarelessly. 'But if
that's what you want, Mr Lamatrr, I'll do my besttbow did you put
it—reproduce the mood? At least | can try," shesddalryly.

She had to try. If she walked out on Paul Lamanffer she would
have to admit failure to her mother. And Simon.

'‘Ah yes! Fantasy!" The words were breathed out miga. Paul
Lamarr sank back into his leather chair and relaxéid mouth
curved with grim amusement. 'That's the name waesen for our
new perfume. Fantasy. I'm sure you'll be able tat gastice, Eve.
After all, | know you can make a fantasy . . . adtneeal.'

Only the most rigid self-control prevented Eve froorling the job
back in his face and walking out. Hatred fired hkrod to boiling
point but somehow she kept the steam locked ittjirgyiher teeth
with fierce determination. She would show him shaswa
professional model, all right. She would show tredlimher mother,
Simon, the whole damned world, but Paul Lamarr nbstl. Pride
insisted that he never know how deeply he hadhent

'l hope you'll be satisfied,' she grated out thiohgr clenched teeth.

‘Our first objective is to demonstrate your suiigbfor the role to
my fellow directors,’ he said blandly. '‘Are you dréomorrow
morning?’

‘Yes.' There was no point in pretending she wag.bus



'‘Good. I'll arrange a meeting. Be here at nineoolcl Or is that too
early for you?'

‘No.'

"You won't need to go to a hairdresser first. | imanpresent them
with the new Lamarr girl so wash out that sleekestynd let your hair
dry into its natural curls. And please refrain fraging any make-up
whatsoever.' His eyes skimmed over her in coldapak. 'Have you
something more obviously feminine in your wardrdbe?

‘What would you suggest?' Eve asked tightly. He stapping her
down to the bone.

He shrugged. 'A form-fitting dress perhaps? | weanitr breasts to be
seen. Your photographs tend to make them appetgibég)’

Her control broke. 'Why don't you ask me to pramaked?'

There was a flare of irritation in his eyes. Thés mouth twitched
into a sardonic smile. 'Lamarr aims for sensualityl excitement.
Women don't appreciate the obvious and my felloveaiors are
women. I'm sure you can show off your natural latties without
being crudely obvious.’

Eve flushed. His smooth riposte had turned her Ismpel jab into a
very crude shot. She realised how stupid it wasshow her
vulnerability. Misdirected pin-pricks were futilBaul Lamarr had all
the big guns in this situation. He did not needthérshe needed what
he was offering.

'‘As you wish,' she said flatly, knowing that sudenwas the only
course to take. 'lIs there anything else you walgkl ine to do?' she
added with a semblance of sweet reasonablenessliftékdeclear
green eyes behind which was a steady wall of defeflwe surrender
was very superficial.



His face seemed to grow harder, all harsh linesaangles. The stab
of his eyes was edged with fine contempt. Inwakilhg returned his
contempt, measure for measure, but she kept her bapidly
submissive. It gave her a feeling of triumph. Healldono longer
wound her with his contempt.

'‘No. There's nothing else | want of you," he stamgth almost
insulting precision. 'If you're ready to sign thgreement now,
Lindsey can take you along to the legal departrhéte. leaned
forward.

'‘One thing, Mr Lamarr," Eve flashed at him befoeerhade contact
with the intercom.

He raised questioning eyebrows.
'l understand that this agreement is on a puralfepsional level?'
'l thought I'd made that eminently clear.’

‘Then 1 insist on being addressed in a purely pémal way Mr
Lamarr. | resent your familiar use of my persorahe. You have no
right to call me Eve.'

The dangerous flare in his eyes gave mute warhaighter challenge
had been foolish. Anger suddenly exploded out . hi

‘Just who the hell do you think you are to dict&iens to me?' he
thundered at her, exasperation driving his voiceseneral decibels.
‘You don't rate even a glimmer of recognition oe thternational
scene. There's a whole list of women . . . nawralv-cards for this
campaign! But | risk time and money to give you yohance at the
big-time and what bloody thanks do | get! First ymsult my

integrity and intelligence. Then your God-almigletyo gets pricked
on a few necessary instructions. And on top of,thiati have the



Incredible impudence to stand on your dignity ael me what |
should call you!

He dragged in a harsh breath and his tone droppeddw, biting

sarcasm. 'Well, hear this, Miss Eve Childe! I'll g@u any damned
name which comes to mind. You should be thankingrygood

fortune that you're here to be called anythindlalfaou don't like it,

get up and keep walking, because in God's nameag®unstantly
replaceable! You've already cost me more troulde gou're worth.
Do | make myself clear, you silly little girl?'

Tears welled up in her eyes and a huge lump oflienesl emotion
constricted her throat. Her brain admitted the damfacts. Looked
at from his point of view she had been very silyt from the
moment she had entered this room, Eve had beepahlmof any
clear focus on thejob offer. There had been tooyndistracting
tangents scattering her thoughts.

'I'm sorry," she choked out. It was barely a whigmel she threw him
a despairing look of appeal.

He sighed and ran a hand over his face, castingestiff anger. His
expression sagged into weariness. 'I'm sorry tsmd good. It was a
mistake bringing you here.'

‘No, please. | do want the job and | am gratefulti@ offer. It was
just ... | couldn't . .." she sought helplessly dor explanation, then
gave up. 'I'll do my best really | will,' she pleadanxiously.

For long, taut moments he stared at her in sileks® had the
forcible impression that he was not seeing hedlayet he looked
directly at her.

'Fantasy,' he finally muttered and his lips curedund the word in
soft derision. He seemed to give himself a meimaks and the heavy
eyelids came down, reducing his gaze to narrowsl 8lVell, the



agreement is ready for you to sign. Unless you sawaething else to
say we might as well get on with it.'

She shook her head.
He activated the intercom. 'Send Lindsey in.'

The door opened to admit the PR man almost immalgiaPaul
Lamarr rose to his feet and Eve followed suit.

'Sign up Miss Childe and proceed with the necesaagngements.’
He nodded a dismissal. 'Nine o'clock tomorrow nmagniMiss
Childe.'

He did not move from behind his desk. He stoodgttaand tall, a
commanding figure of power and authority. She haghbdealt with
and now she was being summarily dismissed. Eve dreavdeep,
steadying breath and walked over to John Lindsey.shiiled his
charming smile and held the door for her. She cowltdreturn the
smile. It was all she could do to make her retvatt dignity.

It was a retreat in more ways than one. Paul Ldsnangry outburst
had cleared her mind. He held all the cards andhaldeto play his
way if her career was to survive, let alone climhite top. Maybe it
would have been better to go back to Simon, shegtitodefeatedly,
but the more rational part of her brain denied.tilse job for Paul
Lamarr was a short-term arrangement. It would do®mver. And
maybe she would be successful. By herself. ForelfeiSurely that
was worth a bit of heart-ache.

As for the rest, that day she had spent so intipnmatgh him was a

closed episode. Far distant, forever locked in larodimension

which did not even relate to the present. Yet winehad kissed her .
. . Forget that, she ordered herself sternly. Bamarr was . . . Paul
Lamarr. That was the end of it.



CHAPTER SIX
"YOU'RE not going like that!'

Eve sighed and threw her mother a look of exasperdMum, | told
you all the details of the proposition. | don'teind to jeopardise this
chance by ignoring instructions.'

Marion Childe sniffed her contempt. 'What do merownabout
presentation? You'll be seeing Margot Lamarr thrmmg. The
queen of cosmetics! She won't expect you to turbarpfaced.’

It's Paul Lamarr who runs the business, Mum,' EBrminded her
curtly.

'‘He wouldn't notice a touch of blusher. Or a subtle-liner for that

matter. A bit of cheating won't go astray,' her Ineotargued. 'Black’s
not black and white is certainly not white in thethroat world of

business. You've got to shade things your wayaligut time you

learned that, Eve.'

'l don't think Mr Lamarr appreciates shades of ghéym,' Eve said
with a touch of irony. She suspected black was \agk to Paul
Lamarr and cheating would most certainly be bldkle said no
make-up and I'm following his instructions to tle¢ér.'

Marfon Childe's lips thinned in disapproval. 'Stabhy' she muttered
as her eyes ran critically over her daughter's agmee. "Well, at
least the dress has style. | hope he appreciaes th

Eve hoped so too. She had spent all yesterdayhafiersearching
through boutiques for just the right dress. Pridendnded that Paul
Lamarr should find nothing to criticise this morgirit was a pretty,
feminine dress and the clinging fabric hugged exerrye. The high,
rounded neckline was deceptively modest becauseviiall effect

was sensuality personified. The shell-pink of thengated bodice



ran to her hips, tightly form-fitting all the wayhe gored skirt
featured zig-zag borders of a delicate mauve graktel sea-green.

It was a dress which high-lighted Eve's naturabanhg. Her silky,
blonde curls suited its femininity and the staglgreen of her eyes
was quietly emphasised. She was pleased with heicech
High-heeled, pink sandals added stylish eleganckdathe pouched
leather handbag which had been dyed to match. TDvelty of
appearing her natural self secretly delighted &ed,to her mind, she
looked better than she had for a long, long time.

She said a firm goodbye to her mother, blithelgrigtall the repeated
advice flow over her head. She set off with thétiigss of step she
had experienced that day on the beach. This mostiegvas free of
the old Eve Childe image. This morning she wasdiershe only
disturbing factor was the man she was going to niaet knew it was
necessary to curb her emotional reaction to Pamldrg yet every
time she thought of him it was physical chaos. tbensch fluttered
haphazardly, her skin prickled with apprehensiod aer nerves
played a devastating game of catch-me-if-you-canside made her
way to the Lamarr building, Eve worked on prepahegself for their
meeting, intent on presenting a calm, confidenfesser.

By the time she arrived in the reception area enbkecutive Floor
she felt reasonably pleased with her composurec&lid even smile
at the surprise in the receptionist's eyes. Yeth@swas shown into
Paul Lamarr's office, her nerves stretched to sairggapitch. He was
standing in front of the picture window, apparerdhyivious of her

entrance. She willed him to turn around, take tigative, give her

some hint of his mood. He did not move.

'‘Good morning,' she forced out stiffly, determinledt he not find her
lacking in civility.



Paul Lamarr swung around and immediately his dotmggresence
projected its aura of power. His eyes swept ovar ihesharp
appraisal. Eve's stomach cramped as she waitethdoinevitable
comment.

'‘Good morning," he nodded, whether from courtesgpproval Eve
could not tell. His expression gave nothing awaig ¢faze lingered
on her breasts. 'You're wearing a bra.'

Eve-- was not sure if it was a statement or a quest’es, of course,’
she answered quickly, aware that her pulse hadgdrnmgo an erratic
rhythm.

‘Take it off. You don't need it and my sister wnimediately assume
it's padded.’

‘But . . ." Eve mentally cringed at the hard implaitity on Paul
Lamarr's face. "You said not to be obvious,' shisliied limply.

‘The dress fabric is not transparent. Don't tellyoe've never gone
without a bra, Miss Childe.’

The cynicism in his voice brought a hot tide of embssment
flooding up her throat. Paul Lamarr was not gompelieve a denial.
Eve glanced around helplessly. ‘Where can | go?'

'Go?'

‘To take it off." , The dark eyes mocked her reguebaven't time to
waste on coyness, Eve. Your body holds no seats ine, as well
you know. Take it off here while | check if my metts ready to
receive you.'

A wave of hatred gorged her throat as he turnetéis on her and
strode over to the desk. How dared he treat heasalierly! As if ...
as if she was a model, Eve reminded herself sayafjeere was no



time to waste. Paul Lamarr was already speakirgthm intercom.
She spun around and dropped her handbag on toedrest chair.
With as much speed as her fumbling fingers perohigtee unzipped
her bodice, removed her bra, stuffed it in her hagd then
readjusted the dress so that it fitted her snugly.

Her hands were reaching for the zipper again wtibarpstronger
hands performed the service for her. Her skin adwilith sensitivity
as his fingers fastened the hook and eye at the ofaper neck. Her
body played traitor to her feelings, the nipples hadr breasts
hardening and becoming prominent under the clingmatgrial.

'‘Ready now?' His voice was toneless, seemingintaissted.

Eve furiously cursed her physical vulnerability ttee man. 'Yes,
thank you,' she added stiffly, making a slow bussnef picking up
her handbag. She willed him to move away but he stidilose to
her when she turned around.

Two angry spots of colour burnt in her cheeks. Hted her thick
eyelashes and glared defiance at him. It rattledcbmposure even
further to find an unexpected softness in his elfes.one confused
moment the office drifted in a haze and the menaodrgea and sand
was overwhelming.

‘You look . . . very beautiful." The words were giyad out, as if
spoken against his will.

She caught her breath as he seemed to lean toheards
'Eve.’

What was it in his eyes ... torment . .. desire®rf}, intense feeling
wrapped around Eve, holding her captive. Every eénvher body
tingled with anticipation, acutely aware that heswabout to say



something vitally important. Then the moment lestvibrancy. She
felt his withdrawal before he took the half-stegh@ards'!

‘Not the time," he sighed, and the electric intiyjna@s gone like a
phantom which had never existed.

'‘Come." He took her elbow and began steering veartds the door.
"You'll have to maintain the calm control of a D&rthis morning.
You're about to walk into the lion's den, or rattierlioness's lair. My
mother clawed her way to the top and age hasmitdaduher claws,’
he added drily.

It was a friendly warning. Eve's confusion grew.eSHid not
understand Paul Lamarr at all. His manner to her contrasted so
sharply to what had gone before that she accomgdme in a dizzy
state of puzzlement. His touch on her arm did mgglior clarity of
thought either. Despite all the negative emotiohde stirred, he had
only to be close to her and she reacted positit@lis physical
magnetism.

They walked through the reception area to a dbemn into another
reception area. The change in decor was dramatiz, $treamlined
modernity to all the elegance of a past age. Ehiglsheels sunk into
the deeply piled peach carpet. The furnishings wech and

exquisite, velvet and lace curtains, antique fumneif tapestry and
polished wood and opulent vases of roses. Everrdbteptionist's
desk was beautiful. Eve's eyes were inevitably dréovthe gold-

framed portrait on the far wall. The imperious fatdargot Lamarr
was warning enough that she would not suffer fgtslly.

Paul Lamarr murmured a casual greeting to the inuiasaly

groomed receptionist as they moved past. The wanege's glowed
with interest. Eve was given no time to speculateaationships.
She was steered straight in to an office which @dwdve been the
drawing-room in a palace. Or throne-room. Margothar sat in a



high winged armchair behind a magnificent Chippésdéyle table,
very much the Chairman of the Board. A second wosadmo the left
hand side of the table, her chair turned outwatdsjards the
newcomers.

Eve was immediately the focus of sharp, speculayjes. Neither of
the two women moved or spoke, but the silence wias twith
qguestions. That they were mother and daughter wamws. The
likeness was startling. Both were large-framed stndng-featured,
handsome rather than beautiful with their dark ege=amy skin and
thick auburn hair. Margot Lamarr's heavier eyel@sd slight
looseness around the jaw betrayed her age, bufathal bone-
structure of both women made age relatively pasméssfar as looks
were concerned.

‘Margot Lamarr, Kristen Delandy . . . Eve Childe.’

It was more of an announcement than an introductieeemed odd
that he should put their names on an equal basouti titles to
differentiate their positions.

'I'm very pleased to meet you," Eve said with caugipoliteness.
Their watching silence had already begun to unnkere

'‘No doubt,' the younger woman muttered waspishly.

‘JCfisten!" The tone and the glance was reproofugho Margot

Lamarr was accustomed to command. She returneghlzerto Eve. 'l
have been looking forward to meeting you, Miss @hill can now
see that your previous image was very misleadirmgbéd frank, I

would never have given you a moment's consideraBabhPaul does
sometimes come up with the unusual. Rest assuaggdh'll now be
given fair consideration. You may sit down.’

'‘Not so fast, Mother. | might have been outvoted bwon't be
ignored. We haven't even seen how she moves.'



The resentment in Kristen Delaney's voice sent raldi of

apprehension up Eve's spine. Paul Lamarr left ider and strolled
over to the chair on the right hand side of théetads he settled into
it he made a lazy, uninterested gesture to Everlgleadvising

compliance.

‘Walk up and down, Eve.'

Her modelling career had been concentrated onaime@. Eve had
never experienced the pressures of the cat-walls digsecting her
body in clinical detail as she moved. It was difficto maintain a
pose of indifference in the face of such critidat@ation.

'‘Enough!" Margot Lamarr's voice was decisive.
Eve was relieved to come to a halt.
'‘Well, Kristen?'

Eve glanced towards the younger woman, hoping faiga of
approval. Kristen Delaney's expression lightened tbuwas a
malicious smile which curved her mouth.

'I'd like to see her play out the fantasy. A baglgme thing, the ability
to project a mood, quite another.’

'‘Miss Childe has not yet received a script of thetdsy, Kristen.
Lindsey has organised a meeting with our film divedater this
morning.'

The cool statement by Paul Lamarr brought a flateiwnph to his
sister's eyes.

'You see, Mother? Not even an audition!



The old lady's face was as unreadable as her $éals. brother is
not a fool, Kristen. No doubt he has reason toeleliMiss Childe is
capable of performing.’

'‘He has reason!" The words were tossed out sctynfdiell, there's
no proof available of that, is there? He's sigmesl.t.." She waved an
airy hand in Eve's direction but disdained to diee the courtesy of
recognition. "This parochial model up for a pilotmmercial which is
going to cost the company a minimum of twenty tlamasdollars,
and | say we're entitled to some proof that thisegtiment is not
money down the drain.’

She turned to Eve, her dark brown eyes glintindnwilice. 'Well,
Miss Childe, I'll tell you what we want and you gitt to us. You're
walking along a beach collecting shells. One of shells is the
Fantasy perfume. You open the bottle, apply théuper and dream
that you're a mermaid who is surprised by a fankaggr. His kiss
turns you into a woman.' She picked up a smallfbmm the table and
held it out. 'Here's the perfume. Let's see youifpah and dream.
Your face should tell it all.’

Eve's heart had shrunk into a tight ball as Kri&elaney spelled out
the details. Her whole body shrieked a protest! Pamnarr was not
only demanding that she be the woman on the béachas intent on
replaying that afternoon with all its personal ntes

'l can't!" It was almost a sob of protest, a hasstangled sound.

‘You can't?' Kristen Delaney taunted. 'What do y@an, you can't?
It's a reasonable request. Here.' The small blaxknaas offered more
insistently. 'Do please get on with it.'

Eve could not look at Paul Lamarr. She glancetietjueenly figure
behind the table, hoping desperately that Margamdma might
release her from this impossible task. There wabealp from that



quarter. The dark, obsidian eyes were observing &\l cold
detachment. There was no help from Paul Lamarreeithlis
continued silence emphasised that she was tofaligan this.

Eve forced herself to step forward and take théups. The square
black box carried the gold Lamarr emblem. She readdkie lid. On a
soft bed of peach satin lay a scalloped shell.a$ wculptured from
plastic but tinted a mother-of- pearl sheen whiddeit look real.

Two seed pearls formed the opening catch. Evajerfmtrembled as
they snapped it apart. Inside was a tiny shell-stiapottle of

perfume.

She knew it was no earthly use, unstopping theupeefand dabbing
it on. Her eyes lifted to Margot Lamarr, appealiogunderstanding

but expecting rejection. 'I'm sorry. | can't dd'm not an actress who
can switch a mood on and off. | have to feelaind | can't. Not in this

room," she explained haltingly.

'Oh that's brilliant, that is!" Kristen Delaney fed, slapping her
hand down on the armrest in disgust while sendisgadhing look
towards her brother. 'A fine choice, Paul! You'welgeted for two
days' shooting. Two days!

What if she can't feel the mood? How far over thedet do you
intend to indulge this whim of yours?'

The sneer brought a flush of pride to Eve's che€ksdo my best
within the time, Mrs Delaney.’

"Your best!" the woman jeered, not the least bitlifirenl by Eve's
tentative assurance. 'And what guarantee do wethavgour best is
even adequate?' She turned to her mother with g smwf having
settled the matter. 'l don't know how you can &tleiPaul's judgment
in this affair. I'll remind you again, Mother, thatinging in an
unknown is totally against company policy. Whersthilot study



fails | expect my opinions to be given more weighhd I'll be
demanding some very stringent accountability fes thistake.'

Margot Lamarr arched her eyebrows in haughty disdddon't
presume to tell me what | should do, Kristen. K fat to be proved a
mistake, and it's not good business to allow pedicio become
stagnant. New blood can be exciting and productiveould be that
Paul has found a star who will give us the adventisnt of a decade.’

‘A star! Good God! No one outside of Australia Basn heard of her.
You'll see I'm right, Mother." She rose to her faatl grew more
formidable with all the puffed-up confidence of migghtness. 'Since
I've been outvoted on this matter | see no poirstatying. | have no
doubt that the results of this ill-thought-out fpnato the unknown
will confirm my judgment. I'll leave you to humoyour new star.'
She strode over to the door with a sniff of conteatpEve as she
passed.

'Kristen...'

The authority in Margot Lamarr's voice was muted bery real
nonetheless. She emitted power with effortless.ddse daughter
turned reluctantly, one hand remaining on the doolkin a gesture
of defiance.

'... you were wrong about one thing. Miss Childesibave pretty
breasts.'

Frustration glared out of the younger woman's eljles lips thinned
with the effort to retain control. Then with oneneenous look at her
brother she wrenched the door open, stepped owdlamined it after
her.

Eve lowered her lashes and wished the floor woyldnoup and
swallow her, anything to be out of this dreadfidrse.



‘You shouldn't goad her, Mother." Paul Lamarr'setovas bland,
untroubled. 'It doesn't make for peace.’

‘There's no peace with Kristen. She can't see lokfien emotions,'
came the flat retort. There was a heavy sigh, tero$ movement.
*You may sit down, Miss Childe.’

Eve glanced apprehensively at the old lady. Maigamnarr had
settled further into her chair, her head tiltedkbagainst the studded
velvet. The gleam in the hooded eyes seemed cadghylian.

Eve sank into the nearest chair, intensely relidgedthve been given
that concession. She had felt pinned like a tragpeterfly while
Kristen Delaney had unleashed her weapons in g for power.
Eve had been made acutely aware that Paul Lamarrpbt his
position on the line in employing her, but his nae§ seemed even
more indistinct.

Questions buzzed around Eve's mind. Did he hopeetoent his
authority by vindicating his judgment? Or did hevéasome real,
personal interest in Eve herself? Nothing seemedrdcht all. Her
nerves quivered in anticipation of another inquosit Eve had been
lacerated by the cub's claws but the lioness hptlhezs sheathed so
far.

'I'm sorry you were subjected to that distressiogns,’ she began
with smooth civility, 'but it's as well for you t@alise you're very
much on trial. | respect Paul's judgment. | wantecheet you simply

to see what he sees in you. Having done thatdlrfigself intrigued.

Where did you first meet Paul?'

The question slid out, catching Eve completely eppred. A swift
tide of embarrassment scorched up her neck andnfusion of
painful thoughts made speech impossible. Her Iipesd tto form
words but her tongue was paralysed.



Paul spoke. 'l saw her on a beach some weeks ago.'

Eve gulped at the direct answer. She darted a cespeok at Paul
Lamarr, an agonised plea for discretion. He wamfphis mother,
his expression completely neutral.

'She was as you see her today, Mother, only heraldbeauty was
even more evident when | saw her. Unbelievable gude

entrancing. In fact, it took me quite some timedentify her as Eve
Childe. She would not give me her name and shenbadea who |
was until she walked into my office yesterday.'

‘Ah!" It was a hum of satisfaction. 'That explamgreat deal.' The
gimlet eyes returned to Eve. 'Were you expectingetr from him?'

'‘No!" Surprise whipped out the negative. 'l thoughtEve stopped,
the colour draining from her face as quickly dsaidl risen. The attack
from Margot Lamarr was not aimed at Eve's work BttEve
personally. 'l thought it was you who was interdsteseeing me,' she
finished limply.

There was a protracted silence. Eve marshalleddeéFnces to
counter the next thrust but she was unexpectedignga reprieve.
Margot Lamarr turned her gaze on to her son. Altognicism drew
lines of age on her face.

'l hope you know what you're doing, Paul. Kristeresl have a point.
It's company time and money you're using.'

‘It won't be wasted,' he replied shortly.

She rolled her head back and closed her eyespi€hes fit together.
Never take me for a fool, Paul. I've given youeefhand. Go and get
on with your gamble. | hope Miss Childe is wortHyitd



Paul Lamarr slowly unfolded himself from his ch&de walked over
to the still figure behind the table and placedaadion her shoulder.
'I'm not a fool either, Mother,' he said softly.

Her hand reached up and covered his, the beringgdr§ clutching
tightly for a moment.She lifted heavy lids and foe first time Eve
saw her eyes soften.

'l know what it is to gamble. I've had to do it gantime, and often
with everything against me.' She smiled. 'l wish yuck.'

He hesitated, apparently about to say somethimg, tinrned to face
Eve. They both looked at her and their eyes heddstime probing
intensity. Eve suddenly perceived the close ratatiqp between
mother and son, a kinship of spirits that Kristehmbt share, would
never share. The daughter had been bypassed feoithé¢he natural
inheritor of his mother's life-force.

Eve felt transfixed under that strong, mutual gate.took
considerable will-power to rise to her feet anghSteward to return
the box of perfume.

'‘Keep it, my dear. I'm sure you'll like it. It'settbest we've ever
produced.’

Eve was flustered by the gentle tone. 'Thank yoou'™é ... you're
very kind.'

The old lady sighed. 'There's little room for kieds in the cosmetic
business. | hope, very sincerely, that you dohigson down, Miss
Childe.’

'l would be letting myself down even more if | dosticceed, Mrs
Lamarr. | shall do my best,' Eve. said flatly.



A smile broadened the old lady's mouth. She pdtgedon's hand in
an indulgent way. 'I'm certain you will, my deabgbdlutely certain.
You have my best wishes. Both of you. I've seersev@gambles pay
off.'

Eve's heart gave a funny little lurch at the linkiof herself to Paul
Lamarr. It was done in such an oddly knowing way.

"Thanks, Mother,' Paul Lamarr murmured.

The interview was obviously over. He stepped ardiedtable and
took Eve's arm. What would have seemed merely eemus gesture
in other circumstances, now seemed a deliberatéoreing of a link

between them. They walked out of the room togedinerEve felt so
emotionally disturbed, she did not even questiorralthey were
going. The door of Paul Lamarr's office had clogedind them
before she began to collect her wits.

'‘My mother never ceases to amaze me. | didn't éxpdo don kid
gloves. But since Kristen ran true to form you'relqably in urgent
need of sustenance,' he added with a wry littldesivhat would
you like; coffee, tea, or a strong draught of atd@h

The smile scraped over sensibilities which had beelh and truly
clawed. The pressures of the last twenty-four hdnad mounted
inexorably and Eve felt herself abused by themsjgajly, mentally
and emotionally. She stared at the man who hadsdéuhe whole
torture, outraged that he could calmly smile at &wed ask if she
wanted a cup of tea.

'You are an out-and-out bastard, Paul Lamarr, atahlt care if you
tear up that agreement right now," she stormedhat h

The smile disappeared and any suggestion of sefimeish had been
on his face went with it. 'A little late for secorkdoughts, Miss
Childe," he stated coldly.



‘A little late in letting me know precisely whatyevanted, too,' she
hurled back at him. 'Why don't you use the wholegiad lot?' Her
mouth twisted in contempt. 'But of course, the gtemmarr name
wouldn't want anything so obviously crude as intigiaOh no! A
kiss will suffice, provided it's delivered with ledlbreasts and passion
Well, if that's the scenario you can forget itohtt do nude shots.’

‘You won't be required to,' came the tight retort.

Eve glared at him, hating his knowledge of her b&lye could not
bear the memories he had so callously evoked. \&inegson her heel
and paced away from him, spitting out the hurtnoantrolled bursts.

‘Do all your one-night stands provide inspiration your work, Mr
Lamarr? Is it your customary practice to get thenso you bed to
replay the . . . the mood for you in front of a ema?' She turned, eyes
blazing with scorn. 'How low-down crude can you2jéb use what |
felt that day. To exploit something which was tiytarivate and ...'
She stopped. With a stab of anguish she realisadttte words
trembling on the tip of her tongue were far tooeaing.

'And what?"

The soft invitation made her shiver. She was sugdmmare that he
was not affronted by her outburst. He was watchiegintently, his
body poised as if ready to spring at her.

'‘What did you feel, Eve?' Soft, insidious wordssist through to her
heart.

You know damned well what | felt but | won't giveowy the
satisfaction of hearing me say it, Eve determinedgiimly set
silence. He stepped towards her and she tensedat#sd a careless
hand.

'If it meant nothing to you, what's all the fusoat?’



‘It was private . .. personal,' she declared iemtal protest.

He shrugged, but still there was that watchfulnedsis eyes. "You
had no trouble walking away from it. In fact youreeelieved that |
gave you the opening to manufacture reasons faingut all behind
you. It was easier if | was an out-and-out bastaasn't it?'

She flinched at the accusation, knowing it wasuetsut unable to
find words to deny it with credibility. She had wat away because
too much had happened too soon, turmoil following tormoil,
charged with wildly varying emotions. It had beestessary to get
back on to some steady plateau, to get everytrongd out and in
perspective.

The shock of discovering he had known her iderdltyalong had
twisted her perspective. The mistrust she had tdaom Simon's
betrayal had still been a very fresh wound, fergjeund for
infection. She had not thrown those insults at Rauharr as excuses
for her departure. The poison of disillusionmerd Fed them to her.

'I'm sorry | said those things to you,' she cho&eat 'l was terribly
wrong. But you . .. you could have told me who ymre.'

His mouth curled with cynicism. 'Given youmy namank and an
itemised account of my wealth? Would you have staygh me
then, Eve?'

Truth whispered from her lips. 'l don't know.'

The dark eyes mocked her savagely. 'You'd alreladyen to go back
to your career. And now I'm a bastard because dtnletting you
keep that day behind you. I'm dragging it right iouront. So what?
Why be so sensitive about it, Eve? You can tutm gjood account. A
success-hungry model like yourself should not ekpedeep her
privacy. And as to your personal life, it'll becomery public once
you achieve your ambition. So why should you quebimdw? Success



IS what you want, isn't it? What you want more thagthing else? To
be Eve Childe, international model of the year?'

Behind the words was a heightened intensity whathher nerves on
edge. He was only an arm's length away and if behied her Eve
knew she would give herself away. And what thenGoAfusion of
emotion ripped through her. She wanted to feelragduat they had
shared together but this was not the man from #aeln. This was
Paul Lamarr, a cold, ruthless man.

'Yes, that's what | want,' she agreed in despad@fgnce.

The tension eased away. When he spoke his voidenger held a
dangerous undercurrent. It was soft with a dull nmess. "Then
there's no argument, is there? You do what thetsdemands. It
should be easy for you. Just dredge it out of yoemory.'

The intercom buzzed. Without another word Paul Larmtxode to
the desk and stabbed his finger on the switch.

‘Mr Lindsey is on the line, Mr Lamarr. He says ittgent.’
‘Put him through.'

With Paul Lamarr's attention withdrawn, Eve saggeith the
hopelessness of the situation. Tiredly, aimlessig stepped over to
the picture window and gazed out over the cityle$, seeing only
the painful edges of her thoughts. It had beenisple without
names. Just a man and a woman reaching out toatheh The
Importance she had placed on her name had sevieeadeasy
communication, and now the name of Paul Lamarradinghich that
encompassed, stood as an insurmountable baregetdridging the
chasm between them. If she said she wanted himduddvdespise
her, just as he had despised her yesterday faspomee which had
been completely natural, instinctive. Any appeallddall on stony
ground.



He had her legally locked into a job which was goia drain her
emotions, but if she did not go on with it, whaeahatives did she
have? Every answer was bleak with emptiness. At lbés job could
lead to a career.

‘Eve!' The call was sharp, peremptory.

She swung around, her feelings carefully guarded.
'‘Are you available all next week? If not, what d&lys
'I'm free whenever you want me,' she answeredlyrief

He stared at her for a long moment. Then withagmyace he began
speaking into the telephone again. 'lt might a$ meetlone as quickly
as possible. Check with the Weather Bureau andWaedrobe
Department, then arrange what you can. And Lindgey, know
where your orders come from. In future, you wikdano notice of
Mrs Delaney's demands until you refer the mattemé&' It was a
cutting reproof. There was another pause thenpke=informed of
progress and send someone up for Miss Childe.'

He frowned as he put the telephone down and whldrstvning

when he faced her. 'Eve, should Kristen try to y@ply kind of
pressure on you directly or indirectly, | want twokv. Tell Lindsey if
I'm not available. | won't tolerate interferencdlas stage. Will you
do that?'

She nodded.

He smiled but it was a tight, cold smile. 'l hawedoubt that you'll
make a success of this.’

'l hope so.' It was a husky whisper. Her throat drigsand she had no
confidence.



He hesitated then spoke with brusque efficiencindtey has the
head of the film-crew with him. He'll give you araplete script and a
rundown on camera angles. You'll be taken to thedwgae section
for measurements and so on. By the end of the mgirindsey will
have worked out a schedule so you'll know what'snrevolved.’

There was a knock on the door.

‘That'll be your escort.' Again that tight smilo'doubt I'll see you
on the beach in due course.’

On the beach. Eve felt sick but she did her besot@r her reaction
as Paul Lamarr led her to the door. She had beaedeenough by his
scepticism. Self-protection demanded that she Inaterulnerability
from him. He passed her over to the waiting maim Wérely a nod.

Eve took a deep breath. Paul Lamarr had dismissedhhall but a
professional sense. That left her nothing but tprioéessional. So be
it then, she decided firmly as she walked towah#sfirst practical
beginnings of the job ahead of her.



CHAPTER SEVEN

THE moment of truth was fast approaching. The rehéarssd not
gone badly but Eve knew that Lloyd Rivers was ngtressed with
her performance. The rotund film-director had cohaad prodded
and pleaded, then snuffled behind his luxuriantdaathe results of
his efforts. His hands had rubbed more agitatetibha impressive
paunch as the blue eyes had gradually lost thairkkn His final

words of praise had lacked enthusiasm. They had be&ed out
with synthetic approval. He obviously thought sbald do no better.

Eve was not sure of it herself. She knew the baahinhibiting her.
She tried to tell herself it was not the same. Gama and various
other vehicles were parked around the log-cabierdkwvere people
everywhere, busy on their various tasks. John lepdtanced close
attendance, ensuring that no problems arose. Edebban given
courteous attention by all the staff. And Paul Lenfaad stayed
away. All she had to do was throw more of hersel the role. But
that involved remembering too much. And the mensolniert.

Nan Perkins stood back, her pencil-slim body poissdan
uncomfortable angle as she scanned the mirromoimt fof Eve. She
pushed irritably at the wave of strawberry-blonde which flopped
over her forehead. The large brown eyes narrowedritical
judgment. 'l think a deeper shade of lip-glossé shuttered and
rummaged in the make-up box for the right tube.

Eve sat very still, her lips slightly parted whikee beautician applied
the gloss with swift, skilful strokes. Nan Perkwas in charge of
costume as well as make-up and she was extrenfaieet. All the
Lamarr people were efficient. The whole programme ¢one ahead
like clockwork. In a few minutes Eve would be dex$seady to shoot
the first scene. She would leave the caravan, d@in to the water's
edge and cameras would begin to roll.



Nan Perkins drew back and studied the mirror agahmat does it.
You'll look completely natural on film." She glakcat her watch.
‘Time to dress.’

Eve stripped to her briefs. She was not to wearaaunder the
Tee-shirt mini-dress. The garment was a far bditethan Paul
Lamarr's Tee-shirt but the effect was similar. éask of a man's belt
she wore a pretty girdle of shells. Her only othesp was a clear
plastic bag containing a variety of shells whicle $lad supposedly
picked up along the beach.

There was a tap on the door of the caravan. 'Rédaty?’ It was John
Lindsey keeping everything on schedule.

'Ready!" Nan Perkins gave Eve a friendly pat orbtek and a smile
which held satisfaction at a job well done. "Yooldovely. Good
luck!'

‘Thanks," Eve croaked, a lump of nervousness rismgher
throat.John Lindsey greeted her with a wide grishesstepped out of
the caravan. 'Time to get it in the can. The sab@ut to set.'

Eve glanced at the horizon. Sea and sky were bathegbrious
colour. The cameras were to capture the last shimmaues of the
sunset before panning in on Eve as she strollatyalme beach. She
saw that the film-crew were all at their statiohsvas not until she
and John Lindsey had begun walking down the saadstie noticed
the tall, powerful figure standing next to Lloydvrs. Her hand
clutched the arm swinging next to hers.

'‘Forgotten something?' the PR man inquired anxyousl

'‘No.' Eve drew in a sharp, steadying breath. "Thktr Lamatrr, isn't
it?'



'‘With Lloyd? Of course. He wouldn't miss the shogtiHe's ridden
this project all the way.'

Eve's nerves screwed a little tighter. She shoaldetexpected him.
He had said he would see her on the beach, babkence up to this
point had been one pressure removed. To have torpein front of
him—now—when there was no longer any time for taatl error,
produced mind-bending pressure. She could not &hé had to. She
was committed and there was no way out; There waway she
could even ignore his presence. John Lindsey steeirect line to
the two men.

‘Eve ..." Paul Lamarr nodded an off-hand greetirgeyes skimming
over her in quick appraisal. 'You look the partvé®s tells me the
rehearsals went smoothly.'

Eve darted a look at the film-director but his atien was on the
camera-crew. A self- conscious flush crept into tleeeks. 'They
were all right,' she murmured.

‘Time to take up position, Eve,' Lloyd Rivers catabruptly. 'We
might need several takes and | don't want to ruroblight. When |
give you the signal just take it smooth and eadsy We practised.
Okay?'

She nodded, avoiding Paul Lamarr's intent gaze.

‘And walk up the dry sand. We can't have footprirgar the water's
edge," was the final instruction as she turnedto g

She could feel those dark eyes following her. Taedhholding the
bag of shells grew clammy. The sand dragged atféetr The
memory of that other afternoon was suffocatingbsel She tried to
push it away, tried to concentrate on the job wiiatl to be done, but
Paul Lamarr was watching her and his presence tadiaany
possible attempt to act naturally.



With a dull sense of fatalism Eve took up the rebead position
where dry sand met the damp graininess left byglymaves. She
fixed her gaze on camera three which was to pan iner face at the
critical moment.

'‘Ready to roll?'
The director's call was answered by each camera-cre
'‘Eve?’

'Ready,' she called back. She was as ready ageatigveuld be, under
the circumstances.

'‘Action!’

Eve forced her legs to move in a relaxed strolvave gently rolled
the shell which was her first stop. She bent dgweked it up, held it
briefly to her ear to listen to the sea's echon tti@pped it into the
bag she was carrying. The Fantasy shell was sgvacak further on.
She pounced on it, tried to project excitementhesapened it. The
rehearsed movements were carried out one by on&uriNaling. No
mistakes. At last she could close her eyes asaessed the perfume
down the line of her throat.

'‘Cut! That's a take,' the director confirmed in tlienthusiastic but
decisive voice.

It was over. Relief was sending out tenuous threddslaxation
when another voice sliced through them, bringirggant tension.

'‘Everyone please stay in position. Rivers, a woitth wou.' It was a
harsh, peremptory voice, the voice of command. Pamdarr was not
pleased.



A sigh of defeat drained Eve of all caring. Shedtthere listlessly,
her fingers idly replacing the perfume stopper.ideways glance
showed the two men in earnest conversation. She khe had done
what Lloyd Rivers had expected of her. He wouldabsuring Paul
Lamarr that the take was as good as any he wotld ge

'It'$ not what | want!" Frustration exploding.
'She hasn't got it to give.' Decisive judgment.

Eve dropped her gaze to the Fantasy shell in hedha he perfume
held no magic for her. Only Paul Lamarr had giventhe magic she
craved and somewhere the spell had been lostpdissi on the
winds of mistrust.

She was unaware of the pathetic picture she maskd bowed,
shoulders slumped, one toe drawing aimless squagglthe sand as
she struggled with her inner pain. She was unas@iRaul Lamarr's
purposeful approach until his words cut into heaarhe

‘What in hell do you think you're playing at? Wondrannequins?'

Her head snhapped up as if jerked by a string. dredb fell on her
shoulders, strong, impatient hands which swungaheund to face
him. His mouth was a thin, angry line, his eyeszted, probing.

'It doesn't live, Eve. You didn't put any feelimga it. Don't you want
to make a success of this?'

She stared at him, her eyes bleak with the memiomhat had been
lost. Her lips moved in a defensive mumble. 'l tpddi | wasn't an
actress.'

'You don't have to act. All you have to do is rerbeni His fingers
tightened their grasp, digging into the soft fledhher shoulders.



‘Don't you remember that afternoon, Eve? Wasgoad?' His eyes
burned into hers, demanding that she relive the ongm

‘It wasn't real,’ she choked out, fighting to caurthe turmoil he was
provoking inside of her.

'It was real!" he insisted vehemently. "You wereeh©n this beach.
Paddling through this water. You found a shell gad were in love
with the dream of freedom. You can't have forgqttée added
passionately.'No," she whispered, caught up inethetion which
throbbed through his voice.

‘Then live it again! Do it for the camera. Isnatkvhat you love more
than anything else?'

Pain twisted across her face. 'Oh God! she solamedtried to
wrench herself out of his hold. 'You don't underdtashe begged
helplessly.

‘What don't | understand?'
She shook her head, blinking back the tears.
'‘Eve...!

The hard urgency in his voice brought a surge sfdna. 'Let me go!
I'll try. I'll try again. But you've got to leavécan't do it in front of
you. Just go away and let me get on with it. Please

The wildness of her speech brought a heavy fromnigdace. 'I'm
affecting your performance?"

'Yes .. . no!" she cried out in confusion, despefat him to leave but
equally desperate not to reveal how deeply he &idicaer.

His hands gentled their hold and ran caressinglyndoer arms.



She shivered and shrank away from him. 'Pleas¢ warch me.'

He stared at her, disbelief struggling with sombeot stronger
emotion which stirred her pulse- rate iifto leapsl @ounds. 'All
right. I'll go,' he said with slow, almost straindeliberation. "You'll
give me what | want, Eve?'

'If ... if | can." She could not promise, yet shmild not deny the
tortured demand of his eyes.

He nodded and turned away, striding back to time d@irector who
was standing patiently near one of his camera-Grevesting for
further orders. They were given with sharp, deeisgestures. Paul
Lamarr called John Lindsey to his side. More wondse spoken.
Then Paul Lamarr was walking up the beach. Thesensdackward
glance. He made straight for the four- wheel-dtisad-Rover which
was parked on the grass verge.

'Righto! Let's move everyone!' Lloyd Rivers barkad. 'Get those
footprints wiped off the sand, shells back in gosit film ready to
roll. Come on! Come on! Action stations and fastaht!'

He beckoned Eve over to the dry sand. She movésbden feet, still
watching Paul Lamarr's departure. The Land-Rovare into life,
turned in a tight circle and headed off up the bwabk to the
highway.

'You okay?' the film-director asked softly. He &&d his beard and
pursed his lips before stretching them into a wrgve. 'You look a
bit shell-shocked if you'll pardon the pun.’

'I'm okay,' she assured him. 'How long have | got?'
'‘Maximum ten minutes. The light's going fast. Wen @t in the

sunset from the last take but it's better if we'dloave to. Think you
can do it?'



'I'll get into place.' There was a limit to her@ssces.

Eve spent the time immersing herself in the memsookthat one

magical afternoon. Fears and doubts were ruthldesked away.

She did not allow herself to question why she sihalal this for Paul

Lamarr, why she should give him this gift of henen self. Some
deep, basic need in her demanded that he see dastand what she
had felt that day.

'‘Action!’

The word prompted her to move. She felt the inesasibns drift
away as the sea-breeze wafted through her hairc&®ild do it for
him. She could feel it now, the heady sense ofdfvee Only sand
and sea around her . . . and there was the shlitlish delight in its
perfection. The sea-roar reverberated through taem bmingled with
the echo of words telling her she was beautifuld Aamother shell.
Pink fantasy. Perfume. Its scent sharpened by aaltEnticing.
Beautiful. Caressing her skin. And the memory afder hands
stroking her, loving her. And she wanted that lagain. So much. So
very much.

'Cut!’

Slowly, reluctantly, Eve dragged herself out of thelf-induced

dream. A heavy wave of depression washed over hereality

returned with all its emptiness. Remarks flew acbtire film-crews.

She was vaguely aware of excitement on the anvhaatuntouched by
it.

'‘Get that in the can and hold it with kid- glovedbyd Rivers roared
above the hubbub.

'Sure you don't want another take, Lloyd?' somegefied.



‘Drown that idiot!" the film-director retorted withrlaugh. He strode
over to Eve and wrapped her in a boisterous begr-filnat was
great! Great!' he boomed. 'We'll have this comnag¢rerapped up in
gold if you play it like that tomorrow. BeautifulAbsolutely

beautiful!

Eve flushed with embarrassment and wriggled outisfarms. 'I'm
glad you liked it,' she muttered.

'Liked it! My God! It sent shivers up my spine.'sHirin faded as he
sensed her detachment from his jubilance. 'Heyhrbathed softly,
'you're not feeling so good, are you?'

She shrugged. 'I'm not an actress. The feelingdhasme, and now
I'm tired. If it's all over for now, I think I'll g up to my caravan.'

'I'll take you up,' he offered, quick to pamper heeds now that she
had proved worthy of special attention.

‘No. I'd rather go alone, and you must have workrish up here,’'
she added tactfully.

'‘As you like," he agreed with an easy shrug.

Eve turned to go but his hand suddenly snakedastap her. She
glanced back at him questioningly.

‘Mind telling me something?'

The curiosity in his eyes sparked a defensive veasn'That depends
on what itis.'

'l've been in this game a long time and I'm no &ahy job,' he stated
matter-of-factly. 'l know how to get the best olittee material | have
to work with. This afternoon | used up my whole esipnce on you
and you gave me only the mechanics. Nothing mou. dven a



glimmer of the response Paul Lamarr got out of y@mwhat did he
say? I'm always ready to learn new tricks.'

'‘Ask him,' she said more curtly than she meant to.
His eyes narrowed speculatively. 'He's not a mzare to cross.'

A wry smile curved Eve's lips. 'l guess | don'tectr cross him either.
Thanks for your forbearance. And | hope | can @easI tomorrow.'

He let her go without further comment but Eve watsatiowed to go
alone. John Lindsey fell into step with her.

'Lloyd sounded pleased,' he remarked with his ehaym.
‘Yes.'

‘He obviously got what he wanted.’

‘What Paul Lamarr wanted,' Eve corrected flatly.
They trudged a few steps in silence.

You sound a bit down. Anything | can do for yoweE"'

She threw him a weary glance. 'No. | just wantitange out of these
clothes and go to my caravan. Be alone for a whitees that have
your approval?'

'It's not a question of my approval,' he protestedimply want to
ensure that. ..'

‘That there are no problems. | know,' Eve sigh&@ll, he's got what
he wanted so there's no problem. | just have ®writh it, that's all.'
Tears filmed her eyes, turning them into a greerelud pain as she



turned to the PR man. 'And you know what the wofst is? He
doesn't even know what he's got.’

John Lindsey's face was a caricature of incomprgben He
gestured his frustration. 'lf you'll explain ...’

They had reached Nan Perkins' caravan. Eve dasleethoisture
from her eyes and took a deep breath. 'lt doesattem Take no
notice. I'm only maundering. Put it down to thesdiid temperament.
Please leave me alone now.'

Before he could say any more Eve opened the cardean and

stepped inside. Nan Perkins was not there. Evkiguihanged into

her own clothes, put the mini-dress on a hangérercupboard and
was about to leave when the beautician came higyrgin

‘Sorry! Didn't realise you'd come up. Need any fekhe asked
breathlessly.

'‘No, thank you. | put the dress away. | was jush@o

‘Are you all right, Eve? John thought you mightch@eempany. I'll
come along with you if you like. A chat might helpu wind down.
Even old hands like ourselves rarely see a perfoceéike that.'

Eve could not help a dry smile. 'Does John Lindakyays fuss
around like a mother hen?'

Nan Perkins returned the smile. "You can't blame Hve never seen
Mr Lamarr so uptight. Of course, Mrs Delaney wdole to see him
fall flat on his face over this project. That bitchs . . .' She paused a:
if suddenly realising she had been indiscreet. Wedver mind
Company politics. And congratulations! Lloyd's watlk around with
his stomach puffed out and everyone's terriblysgdaWe all respect
Paul Lamarr. And like the way he runs the Compéfig.sister is a
bitch,' she added feelingly.



'l can't say | cared much for Kristen Delaney eitlteve commented.
‘Thanks for the offer of company. Nan, but | realiyuld prefer to be
alone.’

'‘Okay. I'll see you at dinner then.'

Eve hesitated. Dinner was to be served in the &mrc She cringed
at the thought of sitting in there for any lengthime. Her memories
had been brought too close to the surface. 'l thinkake myself a

snack in the caravan and go to bed early. Will pake my excuses
to the others please, Nan?'

A frown creased the other woman's forehead as skiee@ anxiously
at Eve. 'Sure you're all right?'

‘Yes. Don't worry. I'll be fine tomorrow.' She tinra reassuring smile
over her shoulder as she stepped outside then $tewdiead at John
Lindsey who was hovering near the log-cabin.

The caravan which had been supplied for her privagestood at the
back of the cabin to the left of the water-tankse 8limbed into it and
shut out the world with a vast feeling of reliehéel cupboards and
refrigerator had been provisioned. There was nd t@éace anyone
this evening, no need for polite smiles and pretdnititerest. She
could indulge herself to her heart's content, othigre was no
contentment in her heart.

The caravan had a comfortable double bed. She €daovl to it and
buried her head in the pillows. The tears she Bpressed were given
free flow and they flowed for a long time, greativig tears, pushed
out by surging waves of misery.

The knock on the caravan door was an intoleraltieision. Eve
dragged a pillow over her head and ignored it. &bwith them all,
she thought rebelliously. Whatever was wanted cout until
tomorrow. She had done all that was required otdday. A sharper



rap carried impatience and insistence but Eve stuibp clung to
silence.

‘Eve, | know you're in the caravan. Either you o door or I'm
coming in anyway.'

A chill ran through Eve's blood. That was Paul Lareavoice. But he
had gone. She had seen him leave. How could itdheoite? Unless
he had come back to check on her performance. BydLRivers

would have reassured him so what did Paul Lamant waw? Hadn't
she given him enough of herself today?

‘Eve, I'm coming in.' Hard. Purposeful. Relentless.
'‘No! Walit!'

Panic shot her off the bed. She couldn't let him Iser like this,
tear-stained, dishevelled, her defences in tatters.

'l only be a minute. Please wait,’ she called, @oncentrating
fiercely on pulling herself together.

She whirled over to the sink, slapped her face weler and briskly

towelled it dry, hoping to put colour in her cheeBsspecting that he
would not give her time to change out of her cruedptiothes, she
straightened them as best she could, ran a brusingih her hair, took
adeep breath and stepped over to the door. No shadeshe pushed
it open than Paul Lamarr was brushing past her.

She pulled the door shut after him and immediabelsated herself
for not having the presence of mind to get outhef taravan. Paul
Lamarr dominated its small space and he was tosecto her,

suffocatingly close. In a bid to minimise his dikting presence she
slid into one of the bench-seats behind the tatdeamly fluttering a

side-glance in his direction, gestured an invitafar him to take the
opposite one.



'Please sit down, Mr Lamarr.'

The words were stiffly polite, too obviously ill-aase and he made
no move. Eve was forced to look up at him. The @gds burned into

hers, anxiously probing. She swiftly lowered heshkes, speaking

quickly in an attempt to hide her inner agitation.

'Why did you want to see me? We've finished fordag. Mr Rivers
was satisfied with the last take.'

'More than satisfied," came the soft reply. 'Whs/you so upset?'
'I'm not upset,' she flashed back resentfully. tited. That's all.'

She could not hold his disturbing gaze without mgvaway the lie
and she would not accept the humiliation of thehtrshe stared
down at the table.

'‘Rivers, Lindsey, Nan Perkins, they all said themsdhing. You're
wound up tight. Too tight. Not the usual reactiorsticcess, Eve.’

Anger rose to the insidious taunt and flared offtbegue before she
could stifle it. 'l did what you wanted. | havewéasted your money.
What do you want now? Just say it. Say it and leagalone.’

Was it merely the reflection of her own agonisedsey his? For one
vivid moment they seemed to be one again and Esetevapted to

reach out and beg him to understand. The needapt@e what they
had once shared hammered through her body andengedeto be

generating the force behind the feeling. But naa.... it couldn't be

so. Not after all he'd said and done. Eve wrentieedjaze away, and
lest she be drawn into some weak stupidity, shpp&d her elbows
on the table and covered her face with her hands.

'Eve...



Was it a plea? The rough urgency in his voice ssiggkit might be
so but she could not let herself believe it. Sharth¢he sharp intake
of breath and the whisper of a sigh before the hotaame on her
shoulder. She automatically shrank from it, rementnigeall too well
how he had reviled her for responding to him tirat fnorning in his
office. The touch was withdrawn.

'Eve, if you don't want to go on with it. If whave asked is ... if it's
hurting you, I'll release you from the contractwlsn't my intention
to hurt you, Eve.'

The soft, caring words bit into her heart, painfukcalling the man
he had been on the beach. Fantasy, she remindselfh@his could
only be compassion for the emotional strain heihfidted on her.
Tears pricked her eyes but she resolutely forcethtback. Dear
God! She didn't want to go on with it but what edseld she do now?
Where was she to go? Back to her mother and Simdnadmit
failure?

'l have no other choice. | must go on with it,' stteked out
despairingly.

His silence shrieked along her nerves. Go awagwgy, she cried in
wordless torment. At last he spoke, and his vooeended as strained
as Eve felt.

'I'm sorry. | didn't mean to place more stress on By this visit. |
only wanted to ... to let you know there would ke question of
demanding recompense if you wished to walk outhencontract. |
hope it goes well for you tomorrow.'

Then he was gone, the caravan door rattling oemhgtiness he had
left behind. Eve felt like a hollow shell, as if l&ad taken her
life-force with him. Why had he softened? What haable him regret
tying her into this contract which he had plannedwghlessly?



Eve shook her head in hopeless confusion. She waoekkr
understand why he had done anything, why he hadl leethered to
save her from the sea. At least death was peacdfel,thought
grimly. But so very final, the voice of sanity wphesed, and while
there was life there was always hope of somethaagidurning up ...
sometime.

She dragged herself up, made a pot of tea ancbm# sheese on to
biscuits. The crumbs had to be washed down hemthsat she
munched on. There was no point in making herseif feom lack of
sustenance. She had to get through tomorrow. Pamlatr would
have the commercial he wanted. Kristen Delaney avdhdve to
admit defeat. And Eve ... she would have her cahsgmmeaningless,
empty career, full of bright lights and inner dagks.

She undressed. The night air had turned unexpgatédl. With a
little shiver she pulled on a nightie, snappediodflight and climbed
under the blankets. She turned the damp pillows ane settled
herself comfortably. Still sleep would not come.eSbpened a
window and listened to the soothing drone of the #eshould have
soothed her but it didn't. She tossed and turnedhyddy restless with
too many frustrated yearnings.

She heard the muted voices of other people goihtpdfed. In an
attempt to block out disturbing thoughts she cotreéed on picking
out the sounds of nature; the hum of insects, titermittent
bird-calls, the rustle of leaves. Eventually slsege over her but it
was full of shadows, nameless, frightening thingsctv tormented
her subconscious and gave her no rest.



CHAPTER EIGHT

EVeE woke, tired and listless. A buzz of activity tdldr the day had
begun outside. The final scenes of the commeramalavnot be shot
until after sunset but preparation for those ciuti@utes would go
on all day. Eve dreaded those few minutes. Them&mbahead of her
like another nightmare.

Once she had dreamt of being a star, famous, fejedther
celebrities, admired across the world. She had messamt of the
price that had to be paid for stardom, the sheesopal cost which
stripped her life of the privacy she valued. It w@s high a price. To
perform what had to be performed this evening wdellve her
emotionally barren.

She could not do it. Would not. Paul Lamarr woulavd to be
satisfied with less than he wanted, even if it mesdwe forfeited her
chance of a contract. She did not want a contrétt vm anyway.
His presence always brought pain and confusion.

'Eve! Breakfast in twenty minutes. Are you awakié?vas John
Lindsey, rounding up his wayward chick for the mavent.

‘Yes. I'll be out in time,' she called back, resignherself to the
inevitable.

She brooded through breakfast, eating little sdoalse out of the
log-cabin as quickly as possible. She took heremoffutside to where
some folding chairs had been set up under the.tdeds Lindsey
joined her, his forehead puckered with concern.

‘Are you all right, Eve? You look a bit pale thi®ming.'

‘No make-up,' she smiled, not wanting to discuss $lee felt.



He did not respond to her smile. His eyes scaneed/rriedly. 'Any
problems | can deal with?'

She avoided his intent gaze, looking past him ®dgparkling sea.
'‘No. It's a lovely morning, isn't it?'

He sighed and dropped into the chair next to Béould be a lovely
day. If all goes well.’

Eve sipped her coffee while John Lindsey checkeer the work
programme with her, making sure she knew wherenstseexpected
to be and when. It was an unnecessary exercisevautet him talk
on, preferring the conversation to be impersonakenitially she
excused herself to change for the morning rehesarsal

The mermaid scene required her to be in the whkiez.pulled on a
comfortable maillot. It was cut high on the thigfts easy leg
movement and while it had no real support for hreabts, the stretch
fabric held them firmly. She hesitated over a beawdt then decided
it was useless. The sun was already warm and ehearsals began
it would have to be discarded anyway. She pickedaufarge
beach-towel and returned to John Lindsey.

The burr of an approaching vehicle had drawn hienéibn. Eve
followed his gaze and immediately tensed as Paundrds
Land-Rover bounced around the last turn of theduttack.

‘That'll be Halliday now.'
Eve glanced sharply at the PR man. '‘Not Mr Lamarr?'

He threw her a curious look. 'The Land- Rover'sosaenfany vehicle.
Were you expecting Mr Lamarr this morning?'

‘No. ... No.'



She shook her head and once again took refugekmig out to sea,
fiercely telling herself to put Paul Lamarr out leér mind. It was

impossible. The whole environment conspired to nehier of him.

However, by the time the Land-Rover pulled up besiem she had
succeeded in masking her inner tension.

Eve recognised the driver as John Lindsey's mam ftbe PR
Department. His passenger alighted with all th&kg@onfidence of
a man who was used to and expected adulationlleie tine tall, dark
and handsome mould in every category; lustroukhdads, flashing
eyes, white, white teeth, and a body which had mmmed into
skin-tight jeans and Tee-shirt, all the betterttovg off the very male
muscularity of his undeniably splendid physique.

- His eyes gloated down Eve's body and up agaire Wickedly
arched eyebrow accompanied his opening remark. 'r&oldve
Childe? The legs | recognise but the body anddaesomething else
again. The nymphet has definitely turned into adeable woman.
Something tells me I'm going to enjoy being yowelo'

Never, Eve flung at him silently. She was repulsgdhe blatant ego
of the man and even more repulsed by the thoudteiafy intimately
handled by him.

John Lindsey performed the formal introduction. Eeelded coolly
and very pointedly turned her attention to the ewsation between
the two PR men.

'‘Any messages?'

The driver shook his head. 'l have to get stragiuk. I've got some
news for you though. I'll be driving out this afieon with none other
than the old lady herself.'

‘Margot Lamarr?'



‘And Mrs Delaney. They're both coming.’

There was a short speculative silence which wakdmrdy Rick
Halliday, preening himself with self-importance. hél' ladies
obviously want to see the action, and there's ng Mma going to
disappoint them. Nothing like a V.I.P. audiencegyé the adrenalin
running.'

‘Well, it seems you'll have it," John Lindsey daliahdly, but his eyes
darted anxiously at Eve for her reaction.

Her carefully impassive face revealed none of tee/aus tension
which had just tied another knot in her stomach.

‘Thanks for the tip-off, Dave. Be sure to give ldgies a very smooth
trip.'

'‘No worries,' the driver grinned. 'lt's not evergyd get to be the
Queen's chauffeur. Be seeing you.'

He climbed back into the Land-Rover, gave a jauvdye and was
off. John Lindsey sighedwith some feeling, theméal back to his
two charges. Before he could say anything a shom the beach
demanded their attention. Lloyd Rivers was beckptitem down.

Rick Halliday draped his arm around Eve's shoulders leered at
her. 'No rest for the wicked. Let's go, baby.’

Eve stiffened. Her initial antagonism deepeneddatHing. This
obnoxious man was to play her fantasy lover! Thelelesoncept now
seemed doubly impossible. How could she pretend mosjtive
feeling at all when her whole body was screamingatiees?

'‘We're not rehearsing yet, Mr Halliday,' she saildly and shrugged
off his arm. She fixed her gaze on Lloyd Rivers atmdde ahead,
kicking the sand with angry feet.



Rick Halliday quickly caught up with her, complstelnabashed by
her coolness. 'This is our big chance, baby-dollorld/wide
circulation! And am | going to make the most oRudolf Valentino,
here | come!

And the awful part was, he took himself serioublg.really did think
he was the world's greatest gift to women and aigeit extended
into the rehearsals. His attempt to turn the kisheé mermaid scene
into a full-scale assault on her mouth made Eveddéu with
revulsion.

‘No time for all that, Halliday,' Lloyd Rivers cut drily. ‘Make it
short and sweet. We're not running to a full-lengibvie. Let's just
get the action flowing. Finesse can come later.’

It took considerable practice to get the secondestiened correctly.
Having been lifted from the water and kissed, Eaé to push away
from her lover, dance a few steps to show the johaving legs
instead of a tail, perform an ecstatic pirouettentrush back to her
lover for the final, exultant lift into the air arglide-down embrace.
Rick Halliday made the most of that slide-down eadler His hands
relished the exploration of every curve. By thedibhoyd Rivers was
satisfied with the routine, Eve was sickened byrtleeherous touch.

'Lunch and rest now.'

The words were a welcome release. Eve picked uppéech-towel
and wrapped it around her. She felt cold rightuigioto her soul.

‘Eve, walk up with me,' LIoyd Rivers ordered ratttean invited.
She fell into step beside him, stonily silent.

The film director puffed along, finding the dryarsl hard going with
the weight he had to carry. His slow progress eststhrat the rest of
the company was soon out of earshot.



'‘Eve, if | thought | was going to shoot that seqieeas you just played
it, I'd walk into the sea and drown myself. I'v¢é ikepass because
you've got the mechanics right. But I'm telling ymaw, if you don't
come up with the feeling when we shoot this evenivejve got dead
film. And all the magic of yesterday will be wastedou do
appreciate that?'

'Yes.'

He glanced sharply at her, not liking the brief vees 'This is
important to me, Eve. A man gets tired of makingmkdrum
commercials even if he makes them well. This isesbimg special.
Can you reproduce the mood?"

They were Paul Lamarr's words. Empty, meaninglessisy asking
the impossible. She had only had one lover. Aldme rmight have
been able to relive those intense emotions whielightasy required.
But with Rick Halliday ... never!

'l can try,' she answered evasively.

Lloyd Rivers showed his frustration by pulling updafrowning
heavily at her. 'There's time for more reheardassdfternoon.’

'‘No. No more.' Her tone was too emphatic for aigyarent. She tried
an appeasing smile to gloss over her sharpnessultn't serve any
purpose. As you said, I've got the mechanics ftight.

'Yeah! The mechanics!" he said disgustedly and galefeated sigh.
‘Well, play it your way. God knows it seems | hanesay in it.’

They had almost reached the log-cabin. Eve exchseself and
sought the balm of solitude in her caravan. Attldzere she was free
of questions and Rick Halliday could not bother. Is#re stripped and
washed herself clean, made some lunch, ate it withppetite, then
lay down on the bed.



Sheer weariness dragged her into sleep. It was aeegpreamless.
An insistent call demanded that'she climb out ofbut her

subconscious did not want to respond. She clundgootihe dark

nothingness until someone was shaking her showidgmead swam
with reluctance but she opened her eyes. For a mosie felt

completely disorientated, but then she recognikedwoman who

stood over her and reality swept back with a vengeaShe groaned
and turned over.

'Sorry, Eve, but you'll have to get up now," Namki®es warned
kindly. 'We don't want to run short of time.'

Eve heaved herself off the bed and headed foritike She splashed
water on to her face, had a quick drink, then gesdther readiness to
Nan Perkins.

'You look wrecked,' the woman said sympatheticdtyt we'll soon
do something about that. Didn't you sleep well taght?'

‘Too restless,' Eve explained shortly.

‘Too worked up,' came the knowing comment. ‘Neviednit'll be all
over today. Let's get on with it.'

Nan stood guard at the laundry door while Eve shedeand
shampooed her hair. She hurried the ablutions.€lere too many
memories here, just as there were in the main riime cabin. She
wrapped herself in the towelling beach-coat themapanied Nan to
her caravan.

In contrast to yesterday there was much to be déwe's hair was
more carefully arranged into its fluffy curls. Hengernails and
toenails were varnished a pearly pink. After tliag make-up; a
delicate blusher on her cheeks which gave her akimminous
quality, frosted pink on her lips, and an otherddigremphasis given
to her eyes. A tiny sprinkling of glitter highliggd the arch of her



eyebrows. Deep, sea-green shadow on her lids dhafaded to the
lightest suggestion of silver-green above her eygslow the
lowerlashes the silver-green was repeated, alotly aview minute
touches of glitter.

Fitting Eve into the mermaid costume took considiraime. First
there was the foam- rubber padding to fill out legs to a smooth
tapering shape. The tail itself was moulded froaspt which was
rolled on and pulled snugly to her hipline. With lever body turned
into that of a mermaid, the final costume couldlbvn on.

Constructed from a stretch fabric, the tail sectiwas heavily
sequinned to give the effect of gleaming greenesc@nce it passed
the hipline, a finer, transparent fabric formed thadice. It was
flesh-coloured and barely visible. The sequingeftail became less
and less concentrated until only a modest sprihigglighted the
rounded thrust of Eve's breasts.

The last adornment was a pendant necklace. Tinjatanes of the
pink Fantasy shell were threaded on a silver chatim the full-size
perfume container as a central pendant. This wasBne prop for
the mermaid scene. She was to finger it dreamilyl bier fantasy
lover surprised her.

'‘Now you look fantastic!" Nan grinned at her, havtaken stock of
the finished product.

Eve lay on a dust-sheet on the floor, feeling kkstuffed turkey

which was destined to be fed to the lions, or nafilenesses. Nan had
reported the arrival of Margot Lamarr and Kristegldhey some ten
minutes ago. Paul Lamarr had not been mentionecEaadhad not

asked about him. She did not want to think of Ramharr.

She did not want to think of anything. She just tednthis whole
thing finished, behind her.



John Lindsey knocked and entered. 'Ready to g&?eftes glinted
appreciation as he took in the fairy-tale qualifyfwe's mermaid.
‘That costume is a work of genius, Nan. Sexiestraghthing | ever
saw. No offence, Eve,' he added quickly.

'‘No doubt it'll help get me through this first segnshe answered
drily.

He beckoned outside and the driver of the Land-Rolmmbed into
the caravan.

‘Wowee!' the younger man goggled at her. 'Maybegho to take up
fishing.'

'‘Enough of that!" Nan Perkins laughed, pleased thigir reactions to
her work. 'You tear off one sequin as you carry Been and I'll
have your heads.'

With Nan directing the operation the two men pickéde up,
manoeuvred her outside and carried her down thehbea

Lloyd Rivers detached himself from Rick Hallidaposited orders at
the camera-crews and set about directing Eve's @asttioning at
the water's edge. He had obviously been watchiegrdim of the
waves. Eve was placed so that her tail was jugieldfy the water.
He checked her pose, moved her supporting arrtieaflitther out so
that she was sitting with more of a lean, then wlaidethe camera
platform to make sure that the angle was exaajlytri

Eve did not glance around. She had seen the watgtoup which
stood outside the camera- lines but it was easigrétend it had
nothing to do with her. People moved around hershivey out
foot-prints. Lloyd Rivers came ploughing back. Heosl over her, a
grim look of determination on his chubby face.



‘Well, it's up to you, my girl. You look gorgeousaeigh to stun the
viewers anyway, but | want more than that. You'sefgye minutes
to think yourself into the role. For God's sakejttio

Eve's fingers sought the Fantasy shell which huogral her neck.
She stared out to sea, trying to blot everythiogifher mind, all the
twisted, painful thoughts which had tormented Bradually the sea
rolled over them, the primitive, powerful force afture which

dominated all horizons.

'‘Action!’

But the sea was empty. She needed something, semt@ashare the
emptiness of her world. Someone to bring her alilere was so
much feeling in her aching to be let out, giverarsld, waiting only
for the right touch.

The touch when it came was of hot, grasping hdiftilsg her up to a
hot, demanding mouth which determinedly invaded she
Instinctively she struggled, frantically pushing lzrd, muscular
shoulders, bending her head back, fighting desplgred escape that
loathsomely questing mouth.

‘Cut!’
She kept clawing her revulsion even as he thrusbaek.

‘You bitch!" Rick Halliday snarled down at her. e ruined the
whole bloody scene! What in hell were you fightimg for?’

‘Shut up, Halliday!" Suddenly Lloyd Rivers was thdaking her into
his arms, supporting her with a gentleness whichiw#otal variance
to the sharpness of his order.



‘It wasn't my fault!" Rick Halliday protested argriShe came at me
like a hell-cat. God! You'd think | was trying t@ape her or
something.'

Eve shuddered and hid her face against the widansegpof shirt
above Lloyd Rivers' paunch. 'I'm sorry,' she mumble

She received a comforting pat on the head. 'Danitworry about a
thing,' the film- director assured her softly. "\3&n edit that last bit
out. The rest of it was brilliant. Brilliant! Thatall that matters for
now. We'll go on to the next scene.’

Tears swam into her eyes. 'l can't do it. | castie' choked out.

His arms tightened around her. 'Yes, you can. ¥ogot to do it.
God! A woman who can emote as you just did cannyoheng. Now
you just calm yourself down while Nan Perkins gets ready for the
finale.' He ruffled her hair in a tender gesturentouragement then
raised his voice. 'Lindsey! Get moving! And hangiéh care. This is
valuable merchandise.'

Eve was once more carried over the beach. Shehshwgars to the
babble of voices around her. Fortunately John lagdsd his helper
had the tact to remain silent. They laid her cdlefin the dust-sheet
in the caravan and swiftly departed.

Nan Perkins set to work, quickly stripping offtheqgainned outer
garment. Eve helped her roll the plastic tail doavd remove the
padding. It was a physical relief to be free ofttbacomfortable
constriction but there was no relief from the otdehich stretched
ahead of her.

With quick, efficient skill Nan repaired and touchep the intricate
make-up on Eve's face. Then she held the sea-gresa while Eve
stepped into it. Bikini briefs were stitched ontl@ hipline where a
band of sequins supported the filmy, chiffon skitie bodice was an



exact replica of the mermaid costume so that #énestormation from
sea siren to woman had visual continuity. Nan rigjoogd the shell
necklace and Eve was ready for the final scenedyraa far as all
outward appearances were concerned. She would beverady to
respond to Rick Halliday with the emotion expeabétier.

John Lindsey escorted her back down the beachd&ved a nervous
glance at the V.I.P. group. Margot Lamarr was spepko Lloyd
Rivers. Kristen Delaney was chatting to Rick Haljjdwho was
wearing a very smug smile. Eve winced and let lyes eskate over
Paul Lamarr. He stood slightly aloof from the othand she knew
was watching her approach. Lloyd Rivers tappedittalls shoulder
and broke away from the group, relieving Eve ofrtheessity to meet
and speak to anyone.

He met her, wrapped his big hand around hers anedezgd it in a
conspiratorial fashion. 'One more effort, Eve. Thatl we need.
We'll pick it up from where you were pushing at littly's shoulders.
The camera will run down your body to capture themmant when
your toes hit the sand. Then up again, and youy ba$ to look
pliant, yielding, for that one long shot before yuweak away.'

"No kiss,' Eve demanded stonily.

Lloyd Rivers took note of the rebellious storm er leyes and made
the concession without argument. 'No kiss. We'ln tuyou
three-quarter on so that it need only be simulatéat won't throw
you off?’

Eve dropped her lashes, unable to answer the angioestion in the
film-director's eyes. 'It'll help,' she muttered.

They had walked down to the water's edge. Eve wa®sition for
the final shoot. Lloyd Rivers patted her hand. WWhaere. I'll get



Halliday sorted out. We'll have one brief practié¢hat embrace and
then we'll shoot. Okay now?"

She nodded.

It was several minutes before he was back. Evenbadiatched him.
She did not want to look at Rick Halliday ... oiyane else.

‘All right. Now let's get this embrace looking snioo

Eve sensed Rick Halliday's hostility before shenédr around. His
hands gripped her waist too tightly. She followée wirector's
Instructions as best she could, trying to ignoeerévulsion she felt.

'Relax, you silly bitch!" The words were a venomduss and his
fingers dug cruelly into her flesh.

‘Shut your mouth, Halliday, and keep it shut!" caheeharsh rebuke.
‘Do your part precisely as | said, and Eve willrgws. I'll give you a
countdown, Eve, so you can be prepared. Once actdin, you have
to give.'

They were left alone. Rick Halliday glared aftee tletreating figure
of the film-director then looked down at Eve withtltontempt.

'You know what you need,' he jeered at her. '"Yoadngomeone to
grind you into a bed until every last bit of icenmglted. And oh man!
Would I love to do it!"

'Five. Four. Three.'

Eve placed her hands on his shoulders and begasimgeaway from
him. Rick Halliday took the opportunity to ram Hewer body into
his as he lifted her up.

"Two. One ... action!"



There was no way Eve was going to be persuadeairgpetition of
this scene. Spurred on by that thought alone, ahéd through the
routine action-perfect.

'‘Cut!’

'‘Get your hands off me this instant!" Eve snappeRiek Halliday,
her eyes fiercely rejecting him.

His hands slid around with slow insolence and #igppacross her
breasts as she drew away from him. She barelyamestt herself
from flying at him tooth and claw.

Lloyd Rivers came charging in, shouting ordersrdadiness for a
replay. He strode up to Eve, heaving dissatisfactiwell, what else
do you want? That was useless! You know damned ivellas
useless! You've got to put that feeling into it.\@wat's the problem
now? There's no point in your giving me that meatelrdoll again.'

‘That's all you'll get,” Eve bit out angrily, toblwrned up to even
consider his words. She turned on her heel, blimdgnt on escape.

Lloyd Rivers caught her arm and swung her bacle y&u mad? You
can't throw it all away! We're two-thirds therestione more effort
from you and --'

' won't do it!" she cried wildly.

‘You won't do it?' Lloyd Rivers repeated incredsliyu He took hold
of her shoulders and shook her as he thundered;dsly You will do
it! We'll shoot that scene again and again untiigler it is inside
you cracks and | get what | want. You're under i@mtf my girl!’

'l won't have that load of slime touch me againbAyet your hands
off me!' she screamed, flinging off his grasp.



'‘What the hell. ..’
'What's the trouble?' Paul Lamarr's voice cut ithwsharp authority.

Lloyd Rivers threw up his hands in disgust. 'Thaulre is she's
throwing a temperament fit and won't see sense!'

‘Sense!' Eve shrilled. 'There's no sense in coingndf that filthy
gorilla comes near me again, I'll vomit!'

‘Halliday?'

She swung on Paul Lamarr, almost beside herself fuity. 'Yes,
Rick pig-almighty Halliday! Your marvellous choicef a
fantasylover, who's so damned full of himself taaitasy's not good
enough for him! Oh no! Full- scale sexual assautis style, and if
you think I'm going to let him paw me again ...'

‘Now look here, you stuffed-up little snob! If you.
‘That's enough, Halliday,' Paul Lamarr directedrdye

'l haven't even started. She's been pulling agamestrom the word
go. Tell him, Rivers! She isn't even professiomadwggh to do a kiss.

‘You'd have to be a professional whore to stomaxh isses,' Eve
spat at him.

‘Why you...'

'l said enough!" There was no arguing with thaelgtéone. Paul
Lamaurr raised his voice. 'Lindsey, over here!'

The PR man hurried forward, closely trailed by KarsDelaney.



'See that Mr Halliday leaves immediately. Hallidaye no longer
require your services. You'll be paid the agreed fe

'‘Now just a Goddamned minute ...'
‘Immediately!"
'Why is he to leave?' Kristen Delaney demanded.

'It's my decision, Kristen. Don't interfere. Plegee Halliday. There
IS no percentage in arguing.'

‘All right, I'm going!" Rick Halliday snarled. '‘Bytou're making a big
mistake. She's the trouble? Not me!'

Paul Lamarr was unmoved. Lloyd Rivers gesticulatkespair as Rick
Halliday tramped away.

'‘Where do we go from here? You saw what we shadtthen. She
might as well have been a wet rag for all the eomoshe showed. It
ruins what could have been ...

‘We get another man.'

Paul Lamarr's pronouncement sparked a tirade degtrdrom his

sister. 'Another man! Are you mad, Paul? It tak®&e to get another
man. And more time to set all this up again. Twgstiahooting, you
said. And who's to say Miss Childe won't objedt® next man, and
the next? You can't keep on with this obsessivenwtii yours. To

make it open-ended is sheer pigheadedness. | sdy Bhd her
chance. You've used up your budget. It finishes'her

‘Kristen has a valid point, Paul.'

He swung around to face his mother. "You saw thelést night. It's
worth going on.'



'l wouldn't like to throw this one away,' Lloyd Rits spoke up
earnestly. 'l could fit another shoot into my salledn a fortnight's
time.'

‘A fortnight! Out of the question!" Kristen Delanepapped. 'Even
you can't justify gambling that far, Paul.'

He turned sharply to Lloyd Rivers. 'Can you shdadifferently?
Minimising the man's role. | know he has to be ¢haut the emphasis
was always on Eve. | don't think we'd lose mucthd@ emphasis is
even more on her. Providing he's reasonably weli-ba could be
anyone.'

‘Like more of a prop than a player,' came the esgjert. 'Yes, it can
be done. But you'd better choose someone fass$ toitbe done this
evening. The light won't last forever.'

Paul Lamarr wheeled on Eve. 'It's up to you. Loaluad and pick a
man.’

'So now we're down to amateur dramatics,' hisrsssteered. 'If she
can't co-operate with a professional actor then --'

'Shut up, Kristen! Eve ... this is your only chahce

Eve had barely taken in the argument which hadledhimround her.
Once the abominable Rick Halliday had been remebhedhad sunk
into a dull stupor, too sickened to care what wasded. She did not
care about the film, the future, or her career. [Hsé two days had
been a nightmare of churning emotions and she walyted to be
released from any continuation of it.

She did not want another chance. Another chancentntradging
around her soul for more feeling and she was &l ugp. Worn out.
Soul- weary. She stared at Paul Lamarr, her eygwegavith the
burden he had laid on her.



‘Come on, Eve ... choose," he urged insistently.

Her mind sought frantically for an escape. And fdwone. The choice
which Paul Lamarr would never accept. 'I'll do ithwyou.'



CHAPTER NINE

THE stunned silence was broken by a high- pitchedHawgich
ended in a gurgle of derision. Kristen Delaney wasused. Her
brother wasn't.

'For God's sake, don't be absurd! We haven't time.'

His curt impatience only served to reassure Evetthsawas indeed
the best retreat open to her. 'I'll do it with yanunot at all,’ she stated
decisively.

‘An ultimatum! Your star is not very accommodatifgul, but since
this is your private little gamble, why don't yoaccammodate her?'
Kristen jeered.

He ignored his sister. 'Be reasonable, Eve. Dongett your career.
This is make or break time!'

His words no longer had the power to stir the heaaty of apathy
around Eve's heart. She remained silent.

Her passive resistance angered him into a shatprgesf frustration.
He spoke with uncontrolled harshness. 'Then thatsnd to it if you
won't change your mind!'

Her only response was to sag with relief. He haelased her. She
could leave.

'‘Paul..." Margot Lamarr's voice slid into the img@aswith all its
imposing authority. . . wehave a large investmerhis commercial.
In business terms, we are now in a position wheréoae everything
... Or take the one possible course which mightvste a profit. If
Miss Childe can do it with you the Company wins.'



Alarm shrieked through Eve's nerves as she redlsgdPaul Lamarr
was considering his mother's advice. He could 8otely he would
not.

'‘Rivers, have the angles worked out before | retim going to
change my clothes,'

A broad grin lightened the director's face. 'Ydssnstantly he was
off, shouting orders and wildly gesticulating.

'‘Paul, you're not going to demean yourself by Kristen's
disbelieving voice petered out as her brother strog the beach
towards the log- cabin.

Eve could not believe it either. She had been ss s would refuse.
Despair compressed her heart into a small heavy.lidow could

she do it with him? She had thrown down the gayndle confident
that he would not pick it up. Now there was no dugg the inevitable
result. If only he had not been prompted by hishentEve cast a
resentful look at Margot Lamarr and caught a gledmwhat was

it—heightened watchfulness? Did the old lady kndvattEve's

gambit had been a bluff? That she had not antietpheing taken up
on it?

‘Come, Kristen,' she said in her not-to-be- ignai@te. 'We shall
withdraw to the sidelines and leave Miss Childeampose herself
for this crucial scene—now that she has the padhker choice.'

A painful surge of blood burnt into Eve's cheekiBere had never
really been a choice. She had come to this beagdharhad been
here. A stranger. Her lover. The man who had shosvrwhat it was
to be a woman. He had taken her along new pathwaysned
wonderful doors and led her into a new dimensiofeeling. He had
been a partner in a deeper sense than she hadeogtiessible. And
yes! If the clock was turned backwards she wouldmsh for it to be



anyone else, and if the choice was hers againweh&&l never have
left him.

But he had shed the mantle of lover, partner, wtdeding friend.
The sharing had stopped on this beach and nowah#lplay out a
travesty of what they had known together. He wdoddvith her and
yet not with her, acting from business necessitycdd into a
partnership he did not want, a partnership fromcliie recoiled.

‘Eve! Over herel!'

Lloyd Rivers was summoning her. She forced hetsa#spond. The
film-director was bubbling with confident enthusias

‘We'll do it, by God! We'll have it in the can tght, come hell or high
water. A man waits a lifetime for something likesthso don't let me
down now, Eve. You've got your man. For one bloaajul minute |
thought we'd had it. Thank God for the old ladylefidls a woman
with a business head on her shoulders. Didn't getevshe is on airs
and graces. A real tiger, that one!'

Lion. Lioness. Queen of the jungle, Eve mentallyrected him,
wishing fiercely that she had never come into tlidady's stamping
ground.

Lloyd Rivers drew breath and plunged down to bussn&Now when
Lamarr gets down here we'll have a quick rim-thfoagthe actions.
You do exactly what we've rehearsed. The camerhacaith you
three-quarter on as you run back to him and chemgel-face as he
lifts you up. Only Lamarr's back view will be in ehpicture.
Understand?"

She nodded.

‘That means the whole focus is on you, Eve, so isoilie time to
produce everything. Give me the whole works andllybe a star



everyone'll want to see.' He glanced over her siesulAh, there's
Lamarr coming now. I'll go up and brief him.'

He hurried off and Eve's gaze was irresistibly draavthe man who
was approaching. Paul Lamarr was dressed in the sktihes he had
worn that day so many weeks ago, the Tee-shirt asiging the

powerful breadth of his chest, workmanlike jeankedoup to the

muscular calves of his legs.

Memories shivered over her skin and pumped a fighg rhythm
through her veins. She grasped desperately for dilyaity of

self-control but control was a will-o'-the-wisp, aging her
completely when Paul Lamarr took up the positiaoected by Lloyd
Rivers. He was so close, Barely centimetres awayl. iA a matter of
moments there would be no space between them.

Lloyd Rivers said the fateful words. 'Now to staidu have to hold
Eve so that her feet do not touch the sand. Oneegts her arms
around your neck you let her slide down. When ket hit the sand
you let her go and she'll push into the dance meut®kay, let's try it.'

She could not look at him. Her heart was beatikg & drum gone
mad. He lifted her and pinned her against his h&agtheart which
had once beat in joyous unison with hers. She edeker hands
against his shoulders, keeping her eyes deternyiisédk as her body
trembled its treachery.

The first touch of his mouth was like an electhosk. She jerked her
head back, her eyes wide open in alarm as nervenm®ts shook her
even more visibly. Instinctively her fingers stragh against his
strength in a vain attempt to halt the chaos hepsagoking.

Dark eyes mocked the fear in hers. 'Aren't we sseg@®o be kissing?'

‘Ah, well, um,’ Lloyd Rivers waffled in his beard.



‘There's no need to change the script,' came theamment.

Action followed on the words before Eve had timedace a protest.
One arm easily supported her as the other handiglahd held her
head steady. Warm, sensuous lips closed over Hhesesing,
tantalising, creating havoc with her defensivestasice, until of their
own accord her hands crept up around his neck.dgheot even
realise he was lowering her. The seductive exciteré his kiss
consumed her senses. Her head swam with dizzy wahat until
coldwater washed around her toes did the touchebfsand register.
Then she tore herself out of his embrace, a clambself-protective
instincts demanding that she follow the scrippritvided a respite,
necessary space for the madness coursing througholdg to be
halted.

'‘Good! Good!" Lloyd Rivers boomed approval. 'Hdldhere for a
minute, Eve.'

She had reached the point where she pirouettedeoetoning back.

She glanced sharply at Paul Lamarr. He looked calimoved, as if
nothing had happened. And nothing had! Just a lasshort,

meaningless kiss to him. Oh God! she thought dasgéi. Had she
given herself away? Did he realise how he had shhke? Even now
she was still trembling.

‘Now, Mr Lamarr. While Eve pirouettes you move doavoouple of
steps and turn so that you won't be in profilehasreturns.'

He followed Lloyd Rivers' instructions.

'Right. You saw how Halliday lifted her up high. Blee same, then
turn with her in that position so that she's siktted against sky and
sea ... like this ... before she slides down. Tdraara will follow her.
Got it?'

'l think so.'



'‘Okay, Eve! Take it from the pirouette!

She took a deep breath and ordered her feet torpetheir practised
steps. If she managed it right this first time, b@here would be no
need for further rehearsals. The sooner this seaseaccomplished,
the sooner she could escape from the emotiongplaysical turmoil
aroused by Paul Lamatrr.

He caught her securely, lifted and turned precissly.loyd Rivers
had demonstrated. Her feet dangled against hieghithen she was
sliding down and he watched her all the way, nahwvihe hard,
iImpassive eyes of Paul Lamarr, but with eyes wiglgamed with
intimate memories, their bodies sliding togethehis bed, in the sea,
need answering need.

‘Splendid!" Lloyd Rivers declared excitedly. 'Wemntaneed to waste
any more time. Move back for the start and I'lld&anélve sand cleared
ready for a take.'

He clapped his hands and roared commands. Evennvastate of
shock. She did not understand what was going dPaul Lamarr's
mind and her own was incapable of reasoning. Hes ejarted
around. Any target was better than the man besdelthjolted her
even further to see that the whole camp had gatherevatch. Paul
Lamarr's involvement had obviously stirred a livebyriosity.

Lloyd Rivers demanded a retreat and the onlookengeh back out
of range of the cameras but the heightened interesle Eve
painfully self-conscious.

'‘Block them out.'

She glanced up, startled by the strained toneettdmmand. This
was not the Paul Lamarr she was accustomed togsééiis was the
man who had loved her. His hand cupped her chegkntde touch
which awakened poignant memories.



'Pretend we're alone. Remember the feeling youvhtdme then.
Give it back to me, Eve. Just this once.’

His voice had dropped to a husky murmur and theass & deep
yearning in his eyes, a hunger which grew and emesl her in its
need to be fed.

'Why? For a film?' she choked out, not quite batigwhat she saw
and voicing the harsh cynicism which he had tabgint

‘A man can dream,' he said enigmatically, and #ezlrbecame more
tangible as his arms took her prisoner and he gdetbee dominance
of his body on to hers. "You were a beautiful dregwe. It might be
madness but | want to live that dream again. tnly lasts a few
seconds, let me feel what we once had together.’

Her heart gave a great leap of hope. 'Then ... thehd mean
something to you. It wasn't just a...'

'‘Action!’

The words she had tried to voice withered undefithef his desire,
a fire which simultaneously burst through Eve'sigeSomehow she
remembered to press her hands against his shouwddns mouth
claimed hers. Then he was lifting her, moulding ibedly to his, and
her hands rushed around his neck, fingers thrusttoghe thick hair,
Urgently pleading for the passion she had knowh Wi, only with
him. And it was there, exploding between themhemt, body calling
to body with all the craving for fulfilment, for ¢happeasement of
lonely, aching need. An exultant joy sprang aliad dloomed in all
the empty places.

'Eve!l' A hoarse murmur.

'Yes.' A breath of surrender.



Conflict ... torment ... desire in his eyes. 'Eya) must go. Go and
come back to me.’

Her feet were on the sand. She remembered whatahé¢o do. It
would only take a few moments. She danced awayndlyvith

happiness, free of the darkness, free to love amdobed. She
pirouetted with the sheer joy of being alive, laiitly beautifully
alive.

His arms were stretched out to her, wanting hek.If&lae ran with the
ethereal lightness of thisttedown and he lifted Inegh, high,
wheeling, and she arched her body against thens&gstatic delight,
offering it as her gift to him. And slowly, meltingith each moment
of anticipation he gathered her down to a kiss whi@anded her his,
a fierce claim of possession, burning into her s@akling all she had
to give. And she gave unstintingly, wanting, invfj needing the
ultimate sharing which would seal their union.

Then unbelievably he was withdrawing. His hea@diftHard fingers
dragged her apart from him. She clung on, bewiltiéyethe abrupt
severance. Firmly he took her hands and pulled tdewn to her
side. Only then did the alien sound of applause oo her ears,
shocking her back to reality.

She stared around her, appalled by the numbentoésses. Grinning
faces seemed to leer at her. They had seen. Thkyeal what she
felt for Paul Lamarr. She shrank closer to himfintdively seeking

his protection. Lloyd Rivers was almost upon th&me director was
flapping his arms with excitement.'Thank you, Mimaar,' he rolled
out with relish, then lifted his hands to heavénd praise be to
whatever artistic muse it is which smiles uponargght. We have
that finale locked up tight and | promise you bttat I, and only |,

shall edit that film with hands of reverence. Ewsmu were

magnificent. Mag-nifi-cent! A privilege to watch yony dear, dear

girl.’



He patted his paunch with smug self-indulgence., 'What an
advertisement this'll be! Not only for your perfunhdr Lamarr, but
for Eve, for me, for the art of film-making. An aeliement, by God!
A shining jewel among the old, trite formulas. Ngpoof tea at this
commerciall They'll be calling in people to watdetbox, eyes
drinking in the beauty of it. Grand stuff! GrandfétWell worth your

trouble, Mr Lamarr. A generous gesture standingpimus. Yessir.
And well done too.'

‘Thank you, Rivers, but of course, Miss Childehs star,' he said
with an emphasis which held no pleasure in its.tone

Before she could even send him a questioning glJaBee was
clasped roundly to a swelling paunch, then helr@its length as the
film- director voiced his elation in even more gidoquent terms.

'‘And-what a star! Such feeling! Such expression! déar you were
utterly, utterly superb. | thank you from the degptii my artistic soul.
And | shall do you justice,' he concluded with a/which had all the
flourish of a maestro.

‘You're very kind,’ Eve muttered, hopelessly endssed by the
fulsome praise. It was totally undeserved. She madacted. The
film's requirements had been the last thing onnhied. If Paul had
not prompted her .. . she glanced back shyly, s aglow with the
warmth of loving.

He was not there. He had gone. A sudden chill shvepheart until
she caught sight of him near the closest camera-ckHe was
speaking to John Lindsey. Again she became consabthe large
number of spectators. This was no place for pricatesersation, but
she wished he had waited for her. Perhaps he waké&lher home.
Her work here was over. They could go togetherrd@neas so much
to say, explain, satisfy.



Nan Perkins was coming forward, a beaming smilaenface. 'Well
done, Eve. I'm so glad it all worked out. | surérdi want to see those
costumes wasted.'

‘Great costumes!" Lloyd Rivers chimed in, clearythe mood to
lavish praise on everyone.

Paul Lamarr was moving over to his mother. He sdielw words to
her, nodded as she replied, then without even acglan Eve's
direction, he set off up the beach towards thercabi

‘Eve?' Nan's voice, curiously inquiring.
‘Pardon?’
'l was suggesting that you come up to the caramdrchange.'

'‘Oh!" Eve tried to collect her wits. Of course Phamarr was going
to change back into his business suit. She hadetoogt of this
costume also. 'Come on then.’

If Nan had not been accompanying her, Eve woulde hgurinted
across the sand. As it was the other girl protelseechurry. Eve was
too consumed with a sense of urgency to care whatre thought.
Her hands were reaching for the back fasteningbefiress as the
caravan door closed.

'Hold on! I'll do it," Nan insisted.

No sooner had Eve stepped out of the dress thanahthrusting her
arms into the beach- coat. She was at the doon dggfore Nan
stopped her.

'‘Don't you want me to remove that make-up? It codricky.'



'Yes. Yes, of course. Sorry.' Eve forced herselitaown. 'Please
hurry, Nan,' she said anxiously as the other womasted precious
time in hanging up the dress.

‘You've got me almost out of breath as it is. Wh#ie rush? We
won't be pulling up stakes here for another howgoor

'l just want to ... to get back to normal.’

Nan sighed and set about creaming Eve's facen'i kimow. You're a
funny one, Eve. Are you always so uptight? Not dm@ee | seen you
relaxed. Except when you were asleep. And thenlit ok a few

seconds of consciousness for you to be drum-tighttension again.
You ought to take up yoga. Good for the body. Glmodhe mind.'

The advice fell on deaf ears. Eve's mind was radengrishly trying
to hurdle the doubts which had suddenly grown élieo anxiety.

Surely he could not switch passion on and offf a$ad never been.
Yet he had put her aside so abruptly at the end.l&enhad moved off
without one personal word to her. How could he ige that? The
feeling had been mutual, a deep, urgent reachingdoh other. He
had to be waiting for her out there. He had to be.

Yet there had been room in his mind for the films Hiss had
completely swept it from hers. He had not forgotiérere he was and
what they were supposed to be doing. When the @anted stopped
rolling ... no ... no! her brain screamed. It catldbe so. He could not
have aroused her emotion with such cynical deltbmraNot just for
a film. He had wanted her. Really wanted her. Asadl been on the
beach that afternoon so long ago, the sweet séngeepbelonging.
He could not turn his back on that.

But she had, Eve reminded herself painfully. He dsided her to stay
and she had gone. Gone for a whole lot of muddpedeasons and
with a cutting rejection on her lips. A beautifuiedm. That's what



he'd said. He did not believe it could last. LastHfim? Or for her?
she had to speak to him. She had to know.

‘That'll do!" She sprang up from the chair, alntogicking it over in
her haste.

‘There's still some glitter . . .’

Eve was already stumbling down the caravan steps, pllse
hammering out its panic. The door of the log-caims opening. Paul
Lamarr came out. He glanced towards her. Eve haldbteath. His
eyes met hers but there was no spark of recogniti
acknowledgement, anything per-sonal. Just darknegs. ashes
whose flame had been thoroughly extinguished. Dead.

The hard mask of authority stamped his face, coldhless,
iImpenetrable. The distance between them was ngtpinisical. He
had removed himself from her, mentally and emotignaf
somewhere inside him there beat a soft spot oferalwility, it did not
show. He was Paul Lamarr. Head of the Company.

Eve could not bring herself to speak. She did aetlthe strength to
batter at the wall between them. It was too high,formidable, and
she was not even sure if there was a vulnerablke spo

He gave her a distant little nod, walked straightihte BMW, which
had been parked next to the Land-Rover, and dravay.aShe
watched until it disappeared behind the thick scrub

A beautiful dream. A fantasy. Locked into film bi$ substance
thrown away. The man on the beach was lost todrewér.



CHAPTER TEN
DEeAR Miss Childe,

Margot Lamarr requests your attendance at a pre@eening
of the promotion film for Fantasy perfume. It iskie held in
the Conference Room of the Lamarr building at 00. this
Friday, 23rd March.

Refreshments will be served and you are invitedring a
guest if you so wish. Yours sincerely, John Lindsey

"‘Well?'

The expectant ring in her mother's voice grate&eis ears. Marion
Childe had thrust the letter into her daughtertslsademanding that
it be opened immediately. The Lamarr emblem oretineslope had
obviously given rise to feverish speculation witee had been out
shopping.

‘Nothing definite," Eve replied flatly. 'lt must B®mething. They
wouldn't write for nothing,' her mother insisted.

Marion Childe's fingers were fidgeting. Eve siglaed passed her the
letter. There would be no peace until her mothet tead it, and
probably no peace afterwards. Until a contract efeesed or refused
by the Lamarr Corporation her mother would endiessig on the
subject.

Ever since she had returned from the beach, Evelivad in an
emotional limbo, unable to stir herself to excitetner enthusiasm
about anything. The future was a dull, grey, amoyshblob and she
did not want to think about it, let alone discudang for it. Her
mother had been frustrated by Eve's reluctancelio about the



filming. She had kept digging for more details, sfiening and
speculating on the answers until Eve had completédged up,
refusing to speak about it any more.

'‘But this is marvellous, Eve!" Marion Childe's eyglswed with
excitement. 'They wouldn't bother showing a filmeyhe not
interested in. And they wouldn't invite you unleéksy intended to
sign you up. Read between the lines. You've got it!

‘There's no commitment, Mum. Don't get carried awgy only an
invitation.'

'‘But the invitation speaks for itself. | don't kndwew you can be so
cool about it, Eve. Think of what it can mean tauyder eyes
glowed even more brightly. 'Oh, | can't wait uitiiday! To see your
work and meet Margot Lamatrr. It'll be --'

'l don't want you to go, Mum.'

Shock and hurt chased across Marion Childe's fave, you can't
mean that. The letter says you can bring a guest.'

Eve sighed. 'To tell you the truth, I'm not sullesign a contract, even
if I'm offered one. | couldn't do a job like thagaan.' To her intense
mortification tears filled her eyes and trickledagoher cheeks. She
hurriedly dashed them away but more kept coming.

'‘Eve..." The hurt bewilderment on Marion Childessd suddenly
cracked and the mother in her rushed to comforé Bigged her
daughter close, patting her back, stroking her, haiarmuring
soothing words as deep, heart- wrenching sobs tamiging out in
uncontrolled bursts.

Eve finally dragged herself away, ashamed of heakatown and
apologising in a string of incoherent words. MariGhilde led her



into the living-room, sat her down on the sofa &ak her hands,
rubbing them in gentle sympathy.

'‘Eve, you've locked me out ever since the breaitip Simon,' she
began tentatively.

Eve shook her head. "You wouldn't listen.'

'I'm sorry. | thought | knew what was best for ybdon't know what's
going on any more,' she admitted despondently. \¥omsisted on
going out on your own and maybe | have been téoa.domineering
in the past, but you didn't have any direction @firyown, Eve. You
needed looking after. You looked to me to makesieos.'

She dragged in a deep breath and plunged on. 'Mawvgnt to make
your own decisions. | have to accept that. Butgge@an't we talk
about them? It's a very lonely place out therelamant to help. You
may not think I've been a good mother but | do Igee, Eve, and |
care very, very much, what happens to you. Pleas# ldck me out.'

'‘Oh, Mum, | don't know what | want,' Eve poured ou& rush, then
gave a shaky littlesmile. 'But it has been veryelgrthese last few
weeks.'

'‘Why don't you want me to go on Friday, Eve?' hethar asked
softly, and hurt was still there, mixed with a néedinderstand.

It's. .. you'll see .. .' How to explain thaedklt too embarrassed by
the naked emotion which would be on show. Eve sighéu can
come, but please don't push anything, Mum. I'msuoé | want to
have any further connection with the Lamarrs. Theyand too
much.’

Her mother frowned. 'What do you mean?'

‘All they care about is selling their product,’ sia&d bitterly.



'‘But, Eve. That's business.'

The green eyes became even more bleak. 'l knowl Bigin't like
being a pawn in a power- game, prodded and fougkt and
knocked aside when I'd been used to give them thlegtwanted.'

'‘But it works both ways, dear. You use them towleat you want.
You shouldn't take it so personally.’

But it was personal. Terribly personal. Only Evaildonot bring
herself to explain that. It hurt too much. "Youyrebably right, Mum.
It's just that | can't cope with it.'

‘Will you let me help? | can stand between you ted_amarrs, Eve.
What you need is an agent to protect you,' her encthid eagerly.

‘Mum, don't push. Please just let it ride for n&Mait until Friday and
I'll see how | feel about it after the film is show

For once Marion Childe did not pursue her own pointiew. She
went out of her way to pamper Eve, cooking tastglse tempt her
appetite, buying tickets for a musical which hadnwacclaim on
Broadway and had just opened in Sydney, making hbric
conversation and being generally indulgent towdres daughter.
Eve appreciated her mother's efforts. There wilsaskarge gap in
their understanding but that was not something ¢batd easily be
bridged. Their outlooks on life were too diverse¢ #ieast there was
sympathetic communication and Eve's lonelinesseassd.

Friday came and as the day wore on Eve became siler¢ and
tense. Her mother tried to fuss her into wearingettiing the Lamarr
people had not seen but Eve chose the pink ana giress she had
worn to the interview with Margot Lamarr. It gaverha perverse
satisfaction to wear a bra underneath it. No ong gaang to tell her
to take it off this time, Eve thought grimly. Noraw she going to be
intimated by any of the Lamarrs.



She applied a subtle make-up, designed more taidesdper pallor
and the slight shadows under her eyes than to eahagr natural
beauty, but it served both purposes. She left herih its natural
curls. It was easier than going to a hairdressea funore formal style.
She even dabbed on the Fantasy perfume which Maegoarr had
given her. The scent was fresh and oddly defindbieade one want
to smell it again and again. No doubt it would sedll, Eve thought
bitterly.

Marion Childe had dressed with her usual, impeacdhste. Her
cream silk suit was teamed with a yellow and crééase in a soft
crepe de chine. She looked very elegant with hewept blonde hair
and carefully subdued make-up and she smiled veitluigpe pleasure
when Eve told her so.

They arrived at the Lamarr building with five miestto spare. John
Lindsey met them in the lobby and escorted themtapthe
Conference Room, answering Marion Childe's questi&ong the
way with his easy charm. He ushered them into mnebich already
seemed full of people. Eve recognised some facebypono means
all. The gathering suddenly parted and Margot Larsaept down
the room towards them with all the stateliness gfieen.

'‘My dear Miss Childe, a pleasure to have you wglagain. And this
is...

‘My mother, Mrs Marion Childe.’

‘Indeed? You're very welcome, Mrs Childe. This gathering of the
people who have been involved in the productionoaf new

perfume, from laboratory to publicity. | will not agte time in

introducing you now. I'm sure you're as impatiensee the finished
film as everyone else is. Come, sit with me.’



It had been an extremely courteous greeting andsvked at the
gratified look on her mother's face. There wasxamed hum around
the room as they moved forward. Those people stgnduickly
seated themselves. Eve saw Paul Lamarr lead anusbyipregnant
lady to an armchair. Her heart gave a sickeninchland she looked
away.

Kristen Delaney gave Eve a thin smile from acrbsstvom. She was
talking to Lloyd Rivers who beamed with bonhomiear\Perkins

gave a little wave. Other faces seemed to peeously at her. Eve
was glad to sit down in the front row of seats. fietteough she was
placed next to Margot Lamatrr, at least she hadb&aek to the crowd.
Eve fixed her gaze on the large screen which daeuhide end wall.

She wished it was smaller, wished even more figiitelt she had not
come at all. To see what was going to be showndconlly give her

pain.

The lights went out. The darkness was comfortirge flew murmurs
died into an expectant hush. The screen flashesl Black and gold
lettering boldly spelled out:

LAMARR
presents
FANTASY

Then instantly there was the sound of the sea ahthd it a flute,
beginning a haunting melody. The sea rolled ouhefblueness on
the screen, shimmering into a horizon of gloricol®ar. The camera
followed the fading hues around the sky until sudigéhere was Eve
on the beach with her bag of shells.

Her first instinct was to shut her eyes but themmsva dreadful
fascination in watching the emotional play of exgsien on the face
up there on the screen, and the emotion seemeel tddnsified by
the flute in the background, trilling, swoopingtampreting every



feeling with its purity of sound. The sea-haze whias used for the
transition from girl to mermaid was brilliantly dena waver of misty
colour accompanied by one long, drawn-out note ftloenflute. The

editing had been masterly. It was impossible td wdiere Paul

Lamarr had taken over from Rick Halliday.

Eve cringed as the focus fastened on her faceeitagt sequence. It
was all there, the joy, the excitement, the ecstdsyving and being
loved, the exquisite anticipation of fulfilment. &unf it wasn't plain
enough the music told the story, rising and risingan exultant
crescendo. Mercifully the film ended on a shothed Fantasy shell
around her neck as she slid down to the last erabridt had
included the final kiss she would have died of emdssment. The
screen blacked out. The lights were switched oe.dfpirmed in the
ensuing silence.

‘Am | or am | not a genius?' LIoyd Rivers demanihefdilsome tones.

Somebody laughed and then applause broke out, émitdysiastic,
almost deafening applause. Lloyd Rivers swaggepdd &ve, pulled
her on to her feet and held up a hand for quiet.

‘You're right! I am most certainly a genius,' heldeed patting his
stomach with affection before throwing out his hamd sweeping
gesture. 'But | present to you a star who couldl ke young Ingrid
Bergman ... if she could cure herself of beingrador's nightmare.’

More laughter and even louder applause. Eve blukhexlisly. The
film-director would not let her go. He had centtage and he was not
about to give it up.

'‘And let me say, if that doesn't sell your Fantpsyfume, nothing
will. | thank you all for your contribution to myrta



A mood of happy triumph hung over the following ogr. Eve took
the opportunity to slide down into her seat as Jahdsey called the
room to order.

'l believe Mrs Lamarr would like to say a few watds
The old lady stood and the hush was instant.

'l congratulate all of you who have worked on thrigject to bring it
to fruition. The Lamarr name is enhanced by this perfume, the
best | think we have ever produced. It was worthg mew concept in
publicity and | congratulate my son on his imagwaidea, and his
foresight in selecting Miss Childe to play the stay role.’

Eve darted a glance at Paul Lamarr who had not chtreen the side
of the pregnant lady. His eyes were hooded andbbes could have
been granite for all the expression it showed. Mgtihad changed.
She had not expected it to but the pain in herthstabbed a little
deeper. Not even a graphic reminder of what thelydmared could
pierce his inflexible will.

'l congratulate Mr Rivers,' a dry little smile wasstowed on him, 'on
his genius. The camera-work and editing was indadtant.” A
warmer smile was directed at the pregnant ladizahk Mrs Knight,
perhaps better known to the public as the songewritenny Ross,
who very graciously consented to compose the musich so
beautifully expresses the mood of the film.’

There was a stir of interest, a craning of necksde the woman
whose name conjured up so many memorable songs.nBwe
understood why Paul Lamarr had been so attentvimyJRoss was a
guest of very special note. A mere model paledomgarison. She
sighed and wished once more that she had not come.

Margot Lamarr looked directly at Eve as she comthuAs you all
know, it has been company policy for many yearsse established



stars for publicising our products. This time wengpded with Miss
Childe. Some of us held grave doubts about hertyatil project the
mood we envisaged, but | don't think any of uscamaited the sheer,
poignant beauty of a performance which will be meabte for many
years to come. It is our incredibly good fortunattfor some time at
least, she will be spoken of as the Lamarr Fargaky

Eve was too stunned to resist when Margot Lamaik keer hand and
drew her to her feet again. There was a nerveutiggsilence.

Everyone was staring at her and she suddenly eeatisey were
seeing her, not as the woman who stood before thatrgs the girl
on the screen. Something like a collective sighaimund the room.
Eve writhed in self-conscious agony™ This was faorse than

applause. Instinctively her eyes sought Paul Lasand this time he
too, was looking at her.

It was for you, only for you. Don't you know thai?e cried silently.
He closed his eyes and bowed his head as if headiéant to receive
her message.

Margot Lamarr concluded her speech. 'l now invite §ll to stay and
celebrate the culmination of your work with thereshments which
are being wheeled in.'

It was a signal for more clapping and a generabhblfollowed as
people rose to their feet. Eve was grateful to s who stood. It
made her feel less conspicuous. The light presearder hand
signalled that Margot Lamarr had not yet finishethwher. She
turned to the old lady, wary of any personal talk.

‘A contract has been drawn up, Miss Childe. It oalyaits your
consideration and subsequently your signature. lotdsey will be

fixing an appointment with you before you leavestévening. | hope
it gives you satisfaction.’



'I'll consider it, Mrs Lamarr,"' Eve said quietly.

The black eyes sharply probed Eve's guard but BEndes were
firmly in place. She was not going to be drawn iatcommitment
here and now.

Margot Lamarr switched her gaze to Marion Childewlas rising to
her feet in a slightly dazed fashion. "You musteey proud of your
daughter, Mrs Childe.’

Marion Childe shook her head as if to clear iidh't know what to
say. | never imagined . . .' She looked at her dirgn obvious
wonderment. 'Eve, you were just amazing. | nevaliged that you
could act so expressively.'

‘Yet your daughter stated flatly that she is notaatress,’ Margot
Lamarr remarked with an oddly questioning look @t Elt was, one
might say, an illuminating performance, and one chiperhaps,
carries its own reward. Ah, Kristen." She turneti¢o own daughter
who had descended on them with a forced courtefyeoface. 'This
Is Mrs Childe, Eve's mother. My daughter, Kristesldhey.'

'‘How do you do?' Marion Childe murmured weakly|l stather
overwhelmed by the occasion.

Kristen Delaney inclined her head in regal fastbefore turning to

Eve. 'What a surprise package you turned out tMiss Childe! But

then, there's nothing like having the advantagm&itie knowledge
and Paul certainly had that, didn't he? Lloyd Rivkas just been
telling me how. ..'

Margot Lamarr interrupted with all the smoothnegs wery sharp

knife. 'Kristen, sour grapes never go down wehéit she smiled, the
lioness baring her teeth. 'Have a glass of changdgs much more
suited to the occasion.’



A waiter had arrived with a tray of drinks. Behihtm came Paul
Lamarr and another man, Robert Knight, who wasamby Jenny

Ross's husband but a producer for television. LRyers descended
once again. John Lindsey and Nan Perkins joinedcthster of

people. Toasts were made, congratulations passeddrbut not a
word from Paul Lamarr. Eve smiled and nodded likeaatomaton,

only vaguely conscious of what was being said. Bas intensely
aware of Paul Lamarr's silence. She willed himag something,

anything, open up even the most tenuous threadrofnication.

He was watching her with a chillingly detached &obert Knight

expressed interest in contacting her agent. MaCiloilde stated that
she was managing her daughter's career. Lloyd Resgounded on
Eve's future in glowing terms and her mother lappeg, adding her
own ambitious comments.

Career. Career. Career. A sledgehammer strikinghat wedge
between them, driving Paul Lamarr further away.Withdrawal was
almost tangible. Eve wanted to reach out, stop Isicream that a
career had no meaning to her. What she had shawmhithere on
the screen ... that was the only reality. She didwant the bright
lights, only the warmth of his love.

Desperation overrode pride. She looked at him alitthe torment of
need in her expressive green eyes. There was arikedtflicker of
response before he wrenched his gaze away, his di#€ewith
rejection. He muttered a couple of words to hishmapand smoothly
extracted himself from the group around Eve. Hets#fithe crowd
with quick, purposeful strides and left the room.

John Lindsey touched her arm and said somethingtaboontract.
Eve's heart was beating an agonised protest, pigé&ol, demanding
one last chance. Her feet followed its dictateingler past people,
automatically choosing Paul Lamarr's path, quickgnvith urgency
as she reached the doorway.



The corridor outside was empty. She ran aroundctmeer to the
bank of lifts. The indicator showed one going doBhe jabbed at
other buttons. She had to catch him. Tell him.

Make him listen. Tears of frustration filled heresyas the steel doors
remained shut.

'Eve! Wait!'

She turned to John Lindsey in a frenzy of impatenicdon't want
your contract,' she hurled at him. Her hands rea&deerishly for the
buttons again.

‘'Stop her, John!

Restraining hands caught her shoulders as theteted@ors opened.
‘Let me go! | have to go!" Eve sobbed frantically.

‘Mrs Lamarr?'

Heels clicking on the corridor. 'Thank you. | won#ed you any
more.'

Surprise held Eve rooted to the spot for a momEmen she realised
she was free. She rushed into the lift and slamhszchand on the
DOWN button. The doors rolled shut but not beforarypt Lamarr

had stepped into the compartment.

The old lady eyed Eve with age-old experience.ybw know what
you're doing?'

'l don't care. | don't care about a career,' Euedlat her, her own
eyes darting desperately to the flashing numbewartk floor . . .
third . . . the lift was crawling down. Oh God! Mak go faster,,she
begged.



'‘My dear, one should always keep options opencohé&act will still
be waiting for you on Monday if you change your chin

'l won't change it." Second floor. Come on. Comgstre screamed
silently.

'‘No. | don't think you will. By the way, if it mearanything to you, he
told me he was going fishing.'

Going fishing. Eve's heart swelled with emotione Starned to the
old lady, tears of relief trickling down her cheeksmust go. | love
him," she whispered.

Margot Lamarr gave a tired little smile. 'I'll tglbur mother where
you've gone.'

Eve's smile was wobbly. "'Thank you.'

The lift doors opened on to the lobby. Eve walkatl bope soaring
high as her mind and heart leapt ahead to the mainecbeach.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

No light winked at her from the cabin. Panic preldser foot down on
the accelerator. The car leapt forward, almost bmgnout of control
on the rutted track. He had to be there. Had toTbe. headlights
picked out the Land-Rover by the side of the caipid relief coursed
through her veins. He was there. She brought hetoca screeching
halt, then sat for a few moments, gathering herragpa into
determined purpose. He was not going to turn hetyaBhe would
not let him.

Even so her steps grew hesitant as she approdoheabin. It took
every bit of her will-power to push open the dood avalk inside.
The darkness held no sound. The room felt empty.f&tced herself
to speak.

‘Paul? Where are you?'
No answer.

The beach. He would be on the beach. She kickedfdwer sandals
and rolled off her pantihose, tossing them on tlearest chair.

Barefooted and with her heart pumping out its ucgeshe ran

outside. Her eyes immediately caught the dark sgtte at the

water's edge. She could not tell if he was turmedhtds her or the
sea. He stood motionless. She kept running, theyrs=and underfoot
slowing her progress but not until she could saehk was facing her
did she falter to a walk.

Still he did not move. Not one step towards hercbi@d have been a
statue but for the dark glitter of his eyes. Hisdwwere thrust into
the pockets of a windcheater, his head thrown bditke at a proud,

forbidding angle.

Eve stopped and caught her breath. His stancenlellavitation yet
she sensed that he was waiting, wanting her tcksjsee swallowed



and chose her words carefully, reaching back imea of beautiful
harmony.

'‘Can | ... can | stay with you?'

His chin lowered sharply and she heard his breiaghdut as if he had
held it for a long time. Tension shrieked around herves as she
waited for his answer.

'If you want to.'

Still he made no move towards her. Only the fodr words, barely
audible above the sound of the sea. Then slowlgrbes one hand
from a pocket and held it out to her. She tooksitome would a
life-line, her fingers winding around his in a tigirip. There was a
look of disbelief in his eyes. Eve smiled assurarimé it was a
tremulous smile, affected by too many uncertainties

'Let's walk," he suggested gruffly.

It was enough to begin with. To be beside him, Brashing arm, in
step together, knowing he accepted her presenceg aves curled
around their feet just as they had so many weesHte innocence
had been lost and there was much pain to be apghdaseit was a
beginning. A shell rolled against her foot and gaesed to pick it up.

‘Don't!"

The sharp command stabbed out, a cry of tormemt.s8hightened
instantly, looking up at him with anxious eyes. $t@ok his head and
dragged in a deep breath.

'Eve, | don't want a fantasy. I've tramped thische@o many times,
wanting you to come back. When you ran down to ihveas like a
dream come true, but --'



She placed a silencing hand on his lips. '‘No bumsnot a dream. I'm
here. Feel me. Love me as you did before. | wanttgd She pressed
her body close, wound her arms around his nechifsed her mouth
to his. 'l love you, | want you, | need you,' shermured in a litany of
longing.

He groaned, a deep, primitive sound which she senethwith her
kiss. Then his arms were around her, crushing g@inat him as he
took her offering with passionate hunger. His hamdsed over her
in restless possession, thighs, hips, waist, bhak, needing to
confirm her reality. She savoured every touch, wgnmore and
more.

‘Let's go up to the cabin,' she whispered.
He seemed reluctant to move.
'Here then. It doesn't matter where."

She slid out of his hold and stripped in front ahhdropping her

clothes carelessly on the sand, inviting his desitie every sensuous
move of her body. She felt free, uninhibited andl&t that he could
not tear his eyes away from her. Her pulse be&trfasd faster but
she knew the race was almost won. He wanted hey biteas much

as she wanted him. Surrender was just a breath. &teeyunzipped
his windcheater, pressing her naked breasts adassarm skin and
running her hands over his broad shoulders as sisbegd the

restrictive material aside.

'Eve ... not here.' Hands tightened around hertvaaid dragged her
back so that his gaze could feast on her. '‘My Goagint to drown in
you all night.'

Elation bubbled up into a triumphant little laugrhe sea then.’



He caught her wild mood and laughed also. 'Notim®sea, my little
mermaid. You're far too much woman for a cold bed.’

'I'll race you up to the cabin.’

She had broken free of his hold and was metres @nwayoments.
She glanced back to see him still standing thetesraused grin on
his face.

‘Come on. There's just you and me and the sea.lefree,' she sang
in excitement.

He laughed, a sheer, boyish whoop of laughter, steoped up her
clothes and gave chase. She had almost reachedatievhen he
dived and caught her ankle. He cut off her shrigk s mouth and
their kiss grew in urgency. It was he who brokditathing harshly
as he pulled himself up and lifted her to her feet.

‘You're not a mermaid. You're a witch. Let's g&t #and off us.’

He hurried her to the cabin, led her through thénmaom to the
laundry. Water hissed down from the shower. It e@d but Eve did
not care. Warm hands caressed the sand from hgr bbdre was no
rough washing this time andhe did not jerk away nhlee touched
him. He turned off the taps and reached over alt@®te took it from
him and slowly wiped the moisture from his bodwitg him with
her hands and lips until he groaned and tore theltaway.

In an instant she was scooped up in his arms dddagainst a wildly
thumping heart. She kissed the leaping pulse inthmsat as he
carried her to the bed, then lay with her body dpdnm, pulling him
down on top of her.

'‘No. Let me look at you.'



A pale moonlight streamed through the window. Sioik fingers
traced the curves of her body, tantalising her skith their light
touch.

‘You are so very beautiful,’” he murmured and theas gloating
pleasure in the soft tone.

He kissed her breasts, trailed his tongue dowrtmavel and lower,
paying a devastating homage to her body. The inérettoking set
her trembling with feverish pleasure but her neetdld him, own
him, be him, was far too great to savour the ersditsations he was
arousing.

‘No more,' she gasped. 'l need you now.'

And he was hers. She joyfully wrapped her arms raddum and

lifted her body to meet his. He entered her slaavig the movement
inside her was exquisite. This was no impatienighbut the loving

possession of a connoisseur intent on savouring kéhawned to the
fullest extent. Eve writhed on the edge of ecstgshgading

incoherently to be taken further.

Then there was no more control. Their hearts eatld exultation

as they abandoned themselves to each other, rgdohitihat peak of
fulfilment where at last their bodies melted togetim the liquid

warmth of ultimate unity. And there they clung, ploally sated yet
holding on to the emotional security of their ores)eeluctant to let it
end.

He rolled on to his back, carrying her with himteat her head lay
over his heart. He stroked her hair, her back, |tingering caresses
which made her shiver with sensitivity.

'How long have | got, Eve?'



The fiat resignation in his voice drove a needlarafertainty into her
heart. 'What do you mean?' she asked in a nerustss r

He sighed and it was a shudder running througlbduly. 'One day?
Two? Will you stay with me 'til Sunday night?'

She slid her hands around and under his chestjimbagn tightly to
her. 'For as long as you want me,"' she promisekilizu$ don't want
to ever leave you.'

She felt the sharp intake of his breath and the lidiel skip of his
heart. His fingers wound through her curls, abgdntjging them.

‘You mean this weekend. | know you're to sign tloat@ct on
Monday.' His voice was carefully stripped of emntitoo carefully.
He was hiding from her.

She hauled herself into a sitting position and f@mntard to look into
his eyes. They were black depths of stillness, imgitexpecting
nothing, just waiting. She touched his cheek ineadér caress,
sending out her love through gentle finger-tips.

'l don't want a career. | told them before | foledvyou that | didn't
want a contract. The only Lamarr girl | want toidgours. And yours
I'll be for however long you want me ... a weekemdyonth, a year,
all my life ... if you'll have me.'

She kissed him, using soft, persuasive lips to cmavhim that her
offer was no transient thing but a need which caully be answered
by him.

He took her head between his hands and lifted atyaiidon't! Don't
say what you don't mean, Eve.' There was emotion ks voice
was raw with it, eyes glittering with a vulneratyilishe had never
seen before. 'lI've got to know what to expect. ¥an have your
career. | wouldn't try to take that from you. | ddmow how I'll bear



the separations but I'll adjust. So long as yoe lme like this when
we're together.'

'‘Oh, Paul! I'll always be your love,' she assuread tenderly. 'I'm no

actress. | don't even like being a model. It wasething my mother
pushed me into because of my looks. It was hert@mbnot mine. |

just went along with it because | didn't know wkbge to do and it
pleased her. It was you who kept pushing caresreaaind | agreed
with you out of pride. That first day in your offiavhen you touched
me, all | wanted was to feel again the magic weeshan the beach.
It had nothing to do with the job.’

The struggle between belief and disbelief brougtdiaed tautness to
his voice. 'You cannot conceive how hard it wasnferto reject you

that day, Eve, but you had already rejected methadmagic we

shared to go back to your career. | thought youdcaot have felt

what | felt. Otherwise you couldn't have walked gwa you did ...

right after we had made love ... how could you?'

She sighed and gently smoothed the lines of paim fiis forehead.
'‘Remember how | was when you found me? | was tgrhbrt and
disillusioned. What happened between us came simfathe heels
of that. It really did seem like a dream to mevdisn't until | was back
in my real life that | understood what | had le#hind.’

'‘But you could have come back. You couldn't hawadlyebelieved
that I'd set out to use you for gain. | was hevergnight for weeks,
waiting for you.'

The lonely yearning in his voice stabbed her withltg She was
ashamed of the truth but it had to be said. 'l fnghtened. | didn't
know who or what you were. | was too much of a caa take a
blind plunge.’



His silence was ominous. His next words were evererso, quiet,
deadly words. 'But it's all right now that I'm Paamarr.'

The man she loved had suddenly been supplantechdoycald,

ruthless Paul Lamarr of the Lamarr Corporation. telteas if she had
been slapped again. She shrank away and curlea itight, lonely
ball. The bed creaked as he moved. She flinched the soft touch
on her shoulder.

‘It doesn't matter. | don't care why you're with asdong as you are.
Don't turn away from me, Eve.' He curved his bodyuad hers and
gentled her stiffness with loving hands. Warm ip=zzled the curve
of neck and shoulder. 'Nothing in my whole life leagialled what |
felt for you that day. Do you know what you welleel? A little girl
lost. | wanted to comfort you, ease your pain, giog whatever you
wanted. It was a delight to see you emerge fronskia&ows in your
mind. You were like a butterfly, climbing out ofitchrysalis and
spreading its wings to the sun.'

His hand cupped her breast and his voice deepeiidd hwsky

longing. 'l wanted to capture and hold you but dilda't spoil your
flight. You glowed with such a special kind of jof¢hen you gave
yourself to me, it was magic beyond my wildest drsa like

embracing all the elemental things of life and kimgnvthey were
yours. | thought | had everything a man could event ... But you
went away.'

He sighed and it was a long, wavering breath thmdugr hair. The

desolation which had echoed in his voice brougatstéo her eyes.
She had no doubt now that he loved her but ithatiit that he doubted
her love. She turned and slipped her arms arowgduk, giving him

the reassurance of her body.

'l won't leave again. Not unless you send me awdidn't mean to
hurt you, Paul. | just couldn't think straight dmaidn't trust my own



feelings. Don't you see how confusing it was fofrhéhought | was
broken-hearted over Simon's betrayal. | had betieagself in love
with him. Then suddenly you had blotted him outnoy mind. |

couldn't understand how | could be so fickle. Itsvees if the whole
world had turned around and | had slipped off xis.a felt | had to
climb back to reality.

‘And when you turned out to be Paul Lamarr andrsetup for the
film, | was even more confused. | had dreamed efrttan on the
beach but | hated you as Paul Lamarr. | hated wdatvere doing to
me. If there had been a viable alternative | wotldave gone on
with it. As it was, | didn't seem to have much d®oi

'‘What do you mean? You could have refused.'

He was frowning. She sighed and drew a smoothingl lagross his
forehead. 'Didn't you know I couldn't get work?'

He shook his head, the frown cutting even deeper.

'Oh, Paul! | was just about desperate. No one wiatdeuse me
without Simon behind the camera. We'd been a tgamsee. But |
couldn't go on working with him. Not after ... weljou know.

Anyway he'd come around trying to tell me | waslly $ool, and

Mum was backing him up, nagging at me all the tiffieen the
Lamarr offer came along and | kind of waved it heit faces,
showing them that | could be independent. | dikndw you were
behind it. | thought it was a genuine offer andeemed my only
chance to get back on my feet, all by myself. | isaswn completely
off-balance when | walked into your office and sgu.'

'l didn't know,' he muttered. 'l didn't even comsiduch a factor.'

He rolled on to his back and lay in brooding sikenthe abrupt
separation alarmed Eve. She slid a tentative harmks his chest,



wanting to reinforce her presence. He caught hed laad squeezed
it.

'So you felt trapped into playing the role. Yourdideally want to do
it," he said with slow deliberation.

She sighed and nestled against him. ‘It was e#@beept the job or
admit failure. It sickened me that you should wantommercialise
what had been very special and very personal, lbaagoned that
since it had meant so little to you, | shouldrttiltenean so much to
me. But it hurt, and in the end | couldn't do.iat.least, not until you
stepped in and took Rick Halliday's place. | digm&an you to, you
know. It was just a way out. | thought you'd refuse

He cradled her more tightly. 'I've been a fooljiadbstupid fool," he
stated with a fine edge of self-contempt. 'The sigpere all there if
only I'd had the eyes to read them from a diffestant.’

He stirred and leaned over her, eyes begging fergiss as he
tenderly brushed the curls away from her temphesd 'you had to

come to me. | don't deserve you, Eve. I've beedasoned full of

myself, pride, ego, call it what you will ... ali$ time I've thought
only of what | wanted.'

‘That's not true," she contradicted softly. 'Yoouipht you were
giving me the career | wanted.'

'‘No.' He dragged in a deep breath and let it awlisl 'All | thought
of was making you come back to me. The film hadhimgtto do with
selling perfume or lifting you to stardom. It wasdyto remind you of
what we had shared, make you want it again. | e@gtoud to beg ...
at least | was until | had you in my arms for tlest scene. Then |
couldn't stop myself. | wanted you so badly that@mmb would do.’



‘Then why did you walk away afterwards?' The rememad hurt
drove a note of accusation into her voice. 'You thhase known |
wasn't acting, Paul.’

‘Your response threw me into complete turmoil.driieexpected you
to give yourself like that. | didn't know if you wee teasing me,
exulting with your power, or what. | was angry atsalf for begging
and angry at you for putting a career ahead of wigalhad together.
I'd shown you how much | wanted you but | wasnihgdo grovel at
your feet. When | came out of the cabin and youevegsinding by the
caravan, my damned pride insisted that you takériftestep towards
me. But you didn't move. You just stood there.'

'l was waiting for a signal from you,' she explainéwas churning ...
| thought you might have done it just to get tHmfilt was such a
turnabout. | didn't know what to think and you ledkso cold and
distant. Even tonight | wasn't sure. | tried towhmu what | felt after
the film was shown but you turned away and left.’

'l had to go. | couldn't stand another minute cdirivgy about your
career. | knew that you wanted me, Eve. | saw wtaar eyes. But |
wasn't sure if | could stand being your part-timeelr, always craving
for more than you'd be prepared to give me. | tidiant to come
second to a camera. | drove here to sort it aliroaty mind.’

‘And what conclusion did you come to?' she askétl/so

He smiled, a wryly tender smile. ‘None. | just waadlalong dreaming
of a girl | once knew, wishing it was possible tolzack in time. Then
she arrived.'

Eve teased the corners of his smile with a tra@imger. "Were you
surprised?"

He considered for a moment, then shook his heagkémed like I'd
been waiting for you so you came. | didn't reallyestion it. I'd



dreamed of it so often that when it happened, 1 ffelvas still
dreaming.’

'l was terrified that you would reject me,' shefessed, sure now that
rejection was no longer even a remote possibility.

He grinned. 'You had a very persuasive way of sgnne out. In fact
you can sort me out like that anytime you feel like

Her cheeks burned at the reminder of her blatanitammess. 'l
thought action might be better than words,' she siayly.

'‘Much, much better,' he agreed and kissed her thempughly. He
came up for air and added, 'Mind you, some of theseds were
pretty powerful. Would you say them again?'

'What?'

'Oh, things like ... | love you, | want you, | negou. And ... | never
want to leave you . .. The trouble was | didn'tejbelieve you earlier
on tonight.'



The warmth in her heart flooded into her voice lzes i=peated what
he wanted to hear.

‘And you'll marry me?' he prompted softly, with aaidth of feeling
which more than matched hers.

Tears of happiness filmed her eyes. 'If you wantayishe whispered
huskily.

He planted little kisses all around her face themehed over her
mouth. 'Eve, you are my love and my life. | nevanivto be without
you again." And his kiss demonstrated all the fervof his
declaration. It sparked the desire for more intenadssession and as
their passion grew, so did their joy in each othiéris isn't a fantasy,
Is it, my darling?' Paul murmured provocatively.

'‘No." Eve laughed in exultation. 'No, it's real. ,ORaul! It's
beautifully, wonderfully real.’



