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  Blurb


In the untamed heart of the Australian Outback, a filmmaker and a ranger confront both nature’s perils and the allure of unexpected attraction.

.

Documentary filmmaker Dan Masters finds himself completely out of his depth amidst the harsh beauty of the Australian Outback. Enter Victoria Price, a fearless park ranger whose connection to the land is as fierce as her independence. When Victoria heroically rescues Dan from a crocodile during a preliminary shoot, she expects nothing more than to save a life. However, the captivating footage catches the investors’ eyes, and they demand more of Victoria’s raw authenticity.

.

Faced with overwhelming pressure, Dan is tasked with convincing his reluctant saviour to join the project—a task that crosses ethical lines into blackmail. Despite her misgivings, Victoria agrees to a perilous safari that threatens more than just their safety. As they battle against poachers and fire ants, an undeniable and powerful attraction simmers between them, challenging Victoria’s resolve and Dan’s detached professionalism.

.

In an environment where survival depends on harmony, desire becomes the most dangerous game of all. With their hearts and livelihoods at stake, Dan and Victoria must navigate a treacherous course of passion and choice, realizing that the true wildness lies not in the Outback, but within.








  
  Chapter One


A desperate cry rose above the low chug of the boat’s engine. It broke off, the last notes echoing from the twisted mangroves snaking into the water. Victoria cut the engine and strained to hear any clues to where it had come from. 
‘Vic. Are you still there?’ Eddie’s voice sounded metallic through the speakers of the ancient CB radio.
She didn’t answer. The boat drifted in the current. Nothing.
Eddie again. ‘Vic. If I don’t hear a reply I’m coming there after you. Over.’ 
Victoria pressed the switch. ‘I’m here, Eddie. I thought I heard a yell. Human. Over.’
‘Do you think it might be poachers?’ 
Another cry. Close. Urgent. The fine hairs on Victoria’s arms rose. The cry came upriver from a tributary to her left. She turned the key and the engine shattered the silence. Victoria slammed first gear and headed in. 
The water ran slow and black. Knotted branches dipped long fingers into the water and scraped the side of the boat. A dank smell replaced the sweet air of the open waterway. Trees grew misshapen, limbs tangled from growing in condensed living spaces. The shadows surrounding the boat grew even darker. Victoria removed her sunglasses, her eyes quickly adjusting to the subdued light.
Victoria knew the Blackbend tributary well. It was a great breeding place for fish, a fantastic feeding site for crocs – and an even better location for poachers. A croc was the perfect punishment for that illegal trade, only you didn’t get a chance at rehabilitation if things went wrong. 
There was a loud splash. Victoria whipped around in time to see a gnarled grey tail thrash the water and disappear. She spun the bow. The little craft launched through the reeds. Branches tugged, caught in her clothes. She ducked and gripped her hat. The bow slammed into a wall of earth.
Another pain-filled yell set her in faster motion. Victoria seized her rifle and clambered to the bow, flicked off the safety clip, lifted the rifle to a firing position and held the butt hard against her shoulder, spinning in a tight arc. All she could see was a wall of tangled growth. She went still, breath rasping, waiting for movement. Anything.
‘Vic. What’s happening? Are you there?’ There was no time to answer.
A car engine whined under the pressure of a too-low gear and loose stones thrown from beneath spinning tyres. Red tail-lights flickered behind the reeds. She glimpsed a well-known logo on the side of a white 4WD. Her eyes narrowed. It was Kevin March and his band of dodgy tour guides. Those men pretended they knew the land, but she had recently discovered their intentions were dirtier than just being crap tour guides. They destroyed the wildlife she was paid to protect.
The croc’s tail appeared again, parting the reeds. Her breath wadded tight. It was Big Mama, a well-known huge and ancient croc, queen of this area. If those idiots had brought people around here…
She snatched in a sharp intake of breath. Big Mama was shaking a man by his leg.
The man clung to a branch above his head. With his free leg, he kicked the snout of the giant croc. The croc’s teeth locked tight on his foot as she whipped her head from side to side. As Victoria watched, one of the man’s hands slipped. He was covered from head to foot in mud and blood, no doubt as a direct result of the savagery of the croc slamming him against the sharp branches. He bared his teeth and with a strength brought on by pure adrenaline hauled his arm back to grip the branch. Victoria clawed the low hanging undergrowth, hauling the craft towards the man. She heard a shout. Another male voice.
‘Dan. Hang on. I’m coming!’ yelled a skinny, red-haired man as he leapt from the reeds, locked his hands around the man’s waist and pulled. Of all the stupid things to do! It’d only serve to anger the croc and she would have two thick-skulled victims, instead of just one.
Dan yelled something inaudible in reply. Pain-ridden. Desperate.
The croc turned onto its side. The man’s leg twisted with the roll, contorting his body. The sinews on his arms strained and bulged. He pulled his lips back, baring his teeth, breath hissing.
He didn’t have much time.
Victoria acted fast. She aimed the rifle and squeezed the trigger, careful not to hit either man. Dirt spat to the side of the creature, but not enough to scare it from the nest. She aimed and fired again. Dan yelled again. No reaction from the croc. Victoria cursed. She needed to get closer.
She unclipped the oar from the inside hull and leapt over the bow. Landing, her boots sunk into thick mud. She scrambled to the croc’s head, lifted the oar high and slammed it onto its skull.
The croc whipped about, hissing, revealing long irregular rows of razor-sharp teeth. She slung the oar again. It landed with a dull thud against the solid amour of skin. With surprising speed, the croc turned its huge frame, slipped through the reeds and into the water. Waves splashed as Big Mama submerged herself and disappeared.
The red-haired man slumped as his knees buckled. The man had blood on him, but she was sure it was Dan’s more than his. 
Victoria threw the oar aside and knelt by Dan. He looked a lot worse off than the red-haired man. He gasped for breath, a spread-eagled lump. The boot that Big Mama had clamped on was surprisingly intact. There were rough gashes in the soles, but none had gone through the thick leather. She carefully slipped off his boot, checking for damage.
‘You must have some guardian angel watching over you. She must’ve had her teeth stuck in the laces instead of your foot,’ Victoria said. Dan watched her, his face blank.
Victoria flicked her knife from her belt and slit open the laces of his other boot. ‘No blood on your feet. No bones poking through your skin. That’s a good sign,’ she murmured.
It was a promising start, but she still had to act quickly. Croc attacks were vicious. Even if the victim was lucky enough to get away, death from loss of blood was the next danger. He had enough blood on him and she had to make sure if he had suffered any large gashes that the wounds were bandaged.
‘I’m going to check your legs for damage.’ Still nothing from him.
She slipped the blade under the cuff of his pants and ripped the material open all the way to his underwear, revealing toned legs. She patted his legs gently, swiftly. ‘You’re lucky. Just scrapes. You’ll have a few bruises. I need to make sure the rest of you hasn’t been hurt.’
She exposed his stomach and torso and felt for wounds through the veneer of mud, probing his hips, his flat stomach and across his chest. Firm muscles slid beneath her touch. She reached his shoulders and she noticed a tear in his shirt, blood was seeping through the material. She was about to study the wound when he spoke.
‘Do you always offer a massage after a rescue?’
‘What?’ 
At first his words didn’t filter into her adrenaline-charged brain. Then, as the flippant remark sank in, she realised he must be more shaken than hurt. Scratch that, make it shaken and stupid. She sat on her haunches, flicking mud from her hands as a simmering anger cooled her concern. ‘You’re the luckiest man alive. Alive being the operative word. I should be reaching for cable ties and taking you to the police station, the way you treated that poor croc.’
‘The croc – where’d it go?’ he asked, looking about.
‘She’ll be back. And there’ll be no warning.’ Her gaze roamed over him. It was hard to see the colour of his now-ripped clothes or the tone of his skin through the layer of thick mud. 
 ‘Wait a minute. You okay, Harry?’ With a groan the man peered over his shoulder at the red-haired man.
Harry patted his chest, pondered a moment and fell backwards with a sigh. ‘Yeah. I’m fine.’
‘What about the others? Where are they?’ 
‘If it’s Kevin March, you’re talking about, he left about five minutes ago, headed in that direction,’ Victoria said, throwing a pointed finger away from them. ‘You won’t be seeing them any time soon. Cowards. They left you out here as soon as Big Mama showed up.’
A young, sandy-haired man pushed through the reeds holding a rod with a carpeted sausage dangling on the end. ‘They ran off! Can you believe – hell, what’s happened to you?’
‘I feel like I’ve been run over by a truck,’ Dan said, his voice hoarse and pain-filled.
‘It’s a good thing the sole of your boot is so thick. Much like your head. It’s saved your foot. She would’ve ripped it off in an instant if she’d had a better hold. You’re lucky to have gotten away from her so easily’
‘What was that?’ The sandy-haired man spoke to her.
‘Just Big Mama. She’s big, old and grumpy. One of the most vicious crocs around here.’
 ‘Big Mama? You have a name for that thing?’ Dan’s eyes shone brightly out of his mud-streaked face. There were alluvial golden flecks mixing in the deep green depths.
‘That thing, as you put it, was protecting her nest.’ Victoria saw spot of pale white through the debris, disturbed by the man’s thrashing around. She gasped, horrified. ‘Crocodile eggs! I hope you haven’t broken any.’
‘Eggs!’ Dan half sat, then dropped to the ground with a wet splat. ‘She just about ripped me limb from limb and you’re worried about eggs.’
‘Damn right I am.’
Dan propped himself up on his elbows, wincing with effort. His biceps bulged beneath clinging wet material. Victoria noted broad shoulders, toned arms and a well-developed chest. The golden flecks in his eyes glinted. ‘I can see compassion is not one of your strong points.’
‘If this were an accident, sure, I’d be all over you, but you came here on a path of destruction and you got what you deserved. I should’ve let Big Mama have her way with you, but I don’t want her nest more destroyed than it already is.’
‘I’m all for women having their way with me, but she attacked me. This wasn’t something that was planned. I was told being here at this time of day was going to be completely safe.’ He raised mud-caked eyebrows. The hairs looked brown beneath the muddy veneer, but she wasn’t sure. He had a remarkably familiar face, but she couldn’t put her finger on where she’d seen him.
‘A croc’s instinct for the survival of their species is to aggressively protect their young. They’re not cute little bunnies. They’re crocs, with big teeth, thick skin, prehistoric tendencies and bad tempers. There is no safe time,’ Victoria said. ‘Now get up, I’m taking you to the station. You can make your statement there,’ she said.
‘Station? I thought you were here to rescue me.’
‘I’m here to protect crocodiles, not fools.’
‘Hey, wait a minute… I wasn’t!… Wait… Harry! Show her what we’re doing here,’ he demanded.
‘The camera!’ Harry gasped. He wobbled over to clump of reeds and stooped to pick up a large black box. Victoria recognised a very new, expensive mud-splattered camera. He flicked a switch at the back and let out a yelp, his face flushed and glowing. ‘That croc moved fast, but I’m faster! We’ve got it, Dan. I’ve shot it all.’
  ‘Get up. I’m taking both you and Dirty Harry here back to the station before Big Mama has a second chance to rip you apart. It’s an offence to poach crocodile eggs, not to mention as stupid as hell. Now move. Or do I have to pick you up and haul you in myself?’ Victoria clenched her jaw in anger. To think fools like this could have destroyed an entire nest of eggs.
‘I can’t move.’
‘Why?’ Victoria demanded.
‘You’re a crook shot, lady,’ Dan let out a heavy sigh, reaching for his shoulder. ‘The only reason you had to bash that croc over the head is because you missed it and shot me instead.’






  
  Chapter Two


Dan gazed from the window of his luxury office on the shoreline of Broome’s magnificent Sandy Beach. He was too preoccupied to see the million-dollar view of frothy, white-peaked waves, or the brilliant crystal greeny-blue of the water, the wide expanse of silky white sand or the green palms swaying in the cool ocean breeze. 
He rolled his shoulder and grimaced. The thick bandage limited its movement. His arm was stiff but not that painful. The bullet had just nicked his skin and caused a shallow gash. A few stitches, a tetanus shot and he was out of the hospital in an hour.
His leg was a different matter. The croc had twisted it as if it was ripping a chicken leg from a carcass, and the feeling had continued during the subsequent sessions from the chiropractor, physiotherapist and other muscle specialists he’d seen, but he needed to be on his feet. Fast tracked.
There was no time to be out of action.
He leant on the cane and gritted his teeth. It made his temper raw but he’d been advised to use it until he went on location to shoot his upcoming documentary. He was behind time and now he had an extra issue to deal with, namely Victoria Price. He mentally saw a pair of sensuous eyes fringed with black, long, curved lashes.
He needed her.
It was a position that didn’t sit well. It wasn’t the way he liked to do business, but time, money and freedom of choice were against him. He needed to make sure she agreed or there would be no documentary and he’d pushed himself too hard for too many years in a highly competitive field to be let down by an inconsequential park ranger.
He thumped the cane angrily on the plush wool carpet. It didn’t make any sort of satisfying bang, merely a dull thump. It didn’t do anything to ease his state of mind. He deliberately relaxed his jaw, unclenched his teeth and un-kinked the tense muscles in the back of his neck.
The circumstances were all should-not-have-beens. If Harry hadn’t inadvertently filmed the female version of Tarzan charging through the bushes with a shotgun, banging the croc over the head with that flimsy oar with so much force it had bent in half, while he got his leg twisted this way and that as he struggled to keep hold of that branch, this subsequent mess wouldn’t have happened. They’d have their footage and be on target for production. 
To add salt to the wound, the guides he’d carefully arranged to help had gone missing. Dan had not seen Kevin March and his merry band of cowards since they took off on him, although that might have been a good thing considering they were the ones that’d told him the nest was safe for filming. To top it all off, Dan had paid them in advance, having been told they were the best scouts in the region.
Now, he had no much-needed scout, no local knowledge and the headache of Victoria Price. His mouth twisted as he realised his ‘headache’ was the very woman he needed at this very moment. Without her, without her knowledge – and now her very beautiful face, thanks to the whims of his financial backers – he would have no project.
His hard-earned documentary was going very pear-shaped.
He glanced at Harry’s footage playing on the laptop screen. He could easily see why his backers loved her. The professional part of him agreed. On screen she commanded attention. She captivated, enthralled and drew you in. She couldn’t be ignored. He couldn’t put his finger on exactly what she had, but it was uniquely hers. He’d spent years perfecting the art of an onscreen presence, but she had something that couldn’t be learned. She was a natural. A golden nugget found between alluvial flecks. 
He’d seen his fair share of starlets and wannabe’s, all wanting something from him: a break, stardom, money – whatever they could get. In the end he’d distanced himself from people — women — so much so that building his career and securing this documentary had become his life. And that was something he’d come to prefer.
He’d made sacrifices and it was paying off.
Producing documentaries had been his personal dream since he was a kid, watching Jaws in the cinemas. His mother had instilled her own love of cinema in him when he was a boy. She had had some success as an actress, but had stopped when she’d married and had children. His father was a professional businessman and needed a wife suited to their station.
From the age of ten, he’d imagined himself as another Spielberg. As soon as he’d finished his filmmaking degree, he’d done all sorts of odd jobs, working around the clock at several television studios, and finally got his break, on a regular gardening program. The producer had liked him and liked his ideas even better. From there he worked on a larger weekly program with a bigger budget in a higher statistical viewing time which showcased garden and house renovations. 
The filming of Suburbia Heroes established his name as a quick-minded, up-and-coming talent. His ability to find ideas that the public loved had cemented his reputation as a producer, but this was his first chance at a project that was totally his. His to make, direct, own − with the chance that it would either set him up or bring him down.
At the moment, the pendulum was swinging towards the latter.
Dan braced himself as he heard a knock. It was her. He mentally switched to business mode. This was not the time to mix business with frayed emotions. He relaxed his face into his well-rehearsed, bland, professional mask.
‘Come in.’
A moment later Victoria appeared and his attention was riveted.
She wore a formless khaki bush uniform with a matching peaked cap that covered her hair and hid her face. The top button of her shirt was open, revealing a plump, mouth-drying décolletage. A thick belt around her shapely waist was encumbered with various bits and pieces. A broad knife with a large serrated edge was wedged at her hip. The legs of her pants were tucked into black, solid, well-worn hiking boots and tied with broad, heavy laces. There was nothing feminine about her appearance but she oozed a sexuality that instantly warmed his blood. Dan’s features slipped to something more unprofessional and he concentrated hard on smoothing them back.
Her body screamed to be dressed in high heels, figure-hugging skirts and expensive perfume. One word came to mind Amazonian. There was a natural healthy glow to her skin that owed nothing to solariums or spray-on-tan. His fingers tingled with a sudden need to touch, to see if her tan was as golden beneath the shapeless shirt as it was on her face and forearms.
His attention slipped. Again.
She narrowed her eyes. ‘I thought I recognised you yesterday. Dan Masters. From television.’
He nodded curtly, disconcerted. He couldn’t gauge whether her recognition of him was a good or a bad thing. ‘Do you always wear that uniform?’ he said and mentally winced. He was still a little off-centre, a feeling he didn’t like. He was used to being in charge, but she had him slipping with a simple flick of those large eyes. This was not off to a good start. He should know better than to taunt her when he wanted her onside. Flattery was a much better tool.
She frowned and her face became sterner. ‘What’s wrong with my clothes?’
The peak of her cap framed eyes that spat fire. He studied her extraordinarily long lashes. There was no doubt they were real. They looked too delicate to be fake. Besides, she didn’t seem the sort to fiddle around for hours in front of a mirror. His gaze slid across her face. High cheekbones, stained a soft pink. Wide lips, slightly apart, revealing even white teeth. It was a mouth ready to be kissed.
He cleared his throat. ‘It’s very…professional. Please sit down, Miss Price.’
He waved to a chair, while he shuffled to his larger chair behind the desk. He sat with a stifled groan and waited for the stiffness to ease from his hip. 
She moved a few paces into the room and looked at the carpet and her heavy-booted feet. She brushed her pants. A fine dusty powder puffed into his clean office air. Her hands went to her head and she re-adjusted her cap and pulled it down more tightly. Irrationally, his hand itched to whip it from her head and watch her heavy black locks fall around her shoulders the way they had when she fought that dammed croc.
‘I didn’t realise your office was so…’ Her eyes darted to the walls, which held a series of colourful local artworks.
‘Stylish? Contemporary? Polished?’ he offered.
‘Unsuitable,’ she said, locking her gaze with his.
There it was again, that subtle internal shift. ‘This is the best office space to be temporarily rented in Broome. It has everything any business would want. Comfortable furniture, comfortable ambience. Air conditioning.’ Just like his office in Sydney, but with breathtaking views. Not just greying brick walls. It also had a bewitching woman staring daggers at him. On second thought, this wasn’t anything like his Sydney office.
He noticed goosebumps puckering her perfect silky skin. To him, it wasn’t overly cool inside, but she would spend most of her time out-of-doors. As the dirt on her uniform attested. ‘I’m used to the heat outdoors. There’s no air conditioning out there.’ She waved towards the window and the picturesque scene beyond it.
‘It has carpet.’ Justifying office space wasn’t the type of conversation he wanted to have with her, but her left-of-centre attitude intrigued him.
‘Precisely. There’s a lot of sand out there, which makes its way in here and clogs up untold numbers of vacuum cleaners,’ she said.
‘Untold numbers of vacuum cleaners.’ 
‘Precisely. It’s impractical for Broome. Floorboards and fans would be more…’ she waved her hands about.
‘Appropriate?’ he said, tapping his fingers on top of the polished table.
 ‘Now you’re getting the idea.’ Her eyes held a satisfied glow as she pointed a finger at him.
He pushed backwards and reclined in the chair, easing some of the tension from his shoulders. He met her piercing gaze. He needed to keep the conversation on track, get back the reins she so effortlessly took from him. ‘Miss Price, I didn’t ask you here to give me your opinions about office space.’
‘A thank you for saving your life, then?’ she asked, raising her brows.
‘A thank you…’ Dan said. ‘Lady, you shot me. 
‘I didn’t intend to shoot you. I had to try anything to get that croc off you. It was angry. It wasn’t going to walk away without its pound of flesh. Usually a loud sound close by is enough of a deterrent. I just didn’t expect you to move at the last minute.’ That glare told him she was irrationally mad about that croc again. ‘What were you doing out there in the first place? Any local knows you don’t go stamping around croc nests in breeding season. Are you totally insane?’ 
Dan sighed, knowing that this was probably going to inflame her again. ‘I was told dusk was a safe time to view the nest.’
Victoria snorted. ‘Kevin March told you that? That idiot. No time is a safe time to view a croc’s nest. You’d have to be stupid to think anything else. Kevin March just took you and your money for a ride. A long ride. In the opposite direction. Don’t expect to see it, or him again.’
‘Hey, I was doing okay before you came along,’ Dan said, wondering how on earth she knew he’d hired Kevin March.
‘Kicking on the snout is ineffective. It’ll only make it angrier. You might well have hugged it goodnight and sung it a lullaby for all the help it would have done you.’
‘It was on the point of letting me go.’
‘That croc wasn’t going anywhere without your leg. I’ve lost count of the number of poachers I’ve caught in that area and most of them were minus a limb if they were lucky enough to survive at all.’ She placed two hands on the desk and leaned closer to him. Her breasts pushed together, the soft mounds of flesh just visible. The two pert handfuls made his hands tingle. She seemed totally unaware of the tantalising figure she cut as she leant on the desk with her cleavage poking above the button of her practical work shirt. He itched to cup them and feel their warm heaviness pool in his hands.
‘Are you listening to a word I’m saying?’
‘Huh?’ Dan raised his eyes to hers, cleared his throat and forcibly latched back into their conversation. ‘I was there for research.’
Victoria paused. A faint crease appeared in the otherwise perfectly smooth skin between her eyebrows. She pushed up from the desk. ‘Researching? Couldn’t you do that in front of a computer? Or at the library? Or watching TV?’
‘You can’t get enough information from those sources, which was why we were out there in the first place.’
‘You should have got yourself some help.’ She folded her arms beneath her breasts.
‘We did. He ran.’
Dan forced himself to take a deep breath. He liked the way this conversation was progressing. She was confident she had the upper hand and he knew he could maneuver her into a corner because of it. He sat forward and rested his elbows on the table.
‘We need someone who knows the ropes,’ he said.
‘Precisely.’
‘Someone who knows the land like the back of their hand.’
‘Right.’
‘Someone like you, for instance,’ Dan said slowly and distinctly. Just a little push, a few more of the right words and she would be accepting.
Victoria frowned. ‘You want me to help you?’
‘Yes,’ 
Dan rose stiffly from his chair and rounded the desk, trying to ignore his groaning joints. She moved back a little, putting some space between them. It was a distance he didn’t like. She would be better in his arms, not on edge like a wild brumby ready for flight. He eased himself onto the edge of the desk so he was closer to her.
He needed her to feel the full impact of his next words to seal the deal. He held it long and steady, about to say the words that most women he knew would want to hear. ‘We want you to co-host. With me. We want you to be the educator, the action hero, the face of wildlife. We want you to be our star.’






  
  Chapter Three


The first thought that struck her was that his brain must still be rattling around in his head after being shaken by Big Mama. She hadn’t expected an offer of any kind, let alone one as outlandish as this. It was insane. All he knew about her was that she apparently couldn’t shoot straight. Why would he offer something like this to her when plenty of other people would be desperate for such an opportunity? 
His face was set with a determined look that screamed ‘not negotiable’. His gaze never left her face, intense and penetrating. He was reading her, waiting for her response so he could work out his. She had the distinct feeling she was going into battle.
Working with crocs was so much easier.
He was perched stiffly on his desk, nursing bruised muscles. The bandage on his shoulder hampered his movements and he favoured the leg that Big Mama had chewed on. It was an injury that would take a while to recover from, but one look at the steely determination she read in his eyes and she knew he was not the type to let it stop him from obtaining his goals. Of which she was now one.
He rolled his shoulder and a pained expression flitted across his face before he pulled it back into a professional veneer. She felt guilty for shooting him. There was a pang of remorse that wouldn’t go away. How on earth it had happened, she didn’t know. She was normally a sharp shot. 
It was a shot that had saved his life, but that didn’t mean she was in any way eligible to accept his annoying offer. Any offer. No matter how much pain he was in, no matter how guilty she felt. No matter how much more trouble he could still get himself into.
Doing her job was the most important thing to her and no offer could possibly be enough to entice her away from it. There was only one answer she could give.
‘I’m not looking for a job.’
His eyes suddenly seemed shuttered, although a light burned in their depths. She sensed him working out a strategy and drew a deep breath in as she prepared herself. He uncoiled his frame from the edge of the desk. She was momentarily distracted by the delicious, spicy, masculine scent that came with him when he moved to stand close to her. She forced herself not to back away. ‘Ms Price, you’re an intelligent woman. We’re in desperate need of your knowledge.’
She dragged her eyes back to his. ‘I’ll tell you what you do. By phone. I’ll even let you talk to my assistant, Eddie. He’d probably even like going out with you lot.’
‘I doubt this ‘Eddie’ is as beautiful as you. You have that indefinable star quality that only one in a million people have. We need someone like that, but who also





OEBPS/cover.jpeg







