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Chapter 1


The Vice-President of the Republic Group was grinding away, his red hot ramrod stuffed between Pebble Beach’s slim thighs. He was panting and puffing, and the sweat poured from his brow. He was an ugly, disgusting toad – the type of man Pebble would never have considered going to bed with. How she ended up here, with him deep inside her, was something she couldn’t quite figure out. She didn’t want to remember his face with the friendly eyes behind the toad-like grin or the idiotic sexist comments he was always making when he wasn’t pinching her ass or grabbing her tits.


How can I do it?


How can I sink so low?


What’s got into me anyway?


This isn’t like me at all.


Not at all.


Pebble Beach you see was a good, nice, honorable, hardworking woman.


This will surely screw up my career.


Nobody ever goes to bed with their boss and gets away with it, unless their brains are fluff and all they’ve got going for them is body. Of course this had to happen to Pebble just when everything was going great and she was finally making good money. Just like Pebble Beach.


No sense of proportion, my mother would say.


None whatsoever…


And a razzmatazz to you too!


If Pebble Beach could climax with the Vice-President of the Republic Group, then she could climax with anybody, a dirty dog included. She thought he was making an awful lot of noise for a vicepresident as he grabbed her tits.


Too hard!


Squeezing her nipples till they hurt. Of course that was when her cunt caught fire.


My nipples hurt!


Holy shit!


Suddenly she wanted it, too. Wanted it bad – and wanted him. Wanted him to come and wanted to come with him, no matter how toady-looking he was.


Who cares about his face anyway!


Or toads at this point in the game.


It’s his cock I want…


Cock, cock, cock….


Come on man, what d’ya waiting for kiddo!


She forgot the wart on his nose, too, and the fact that his name was Einar Bro. A name she considered quite idiotic, and especially considering the fact that she thought he was the most unattractive man she’d ever met in her life. Of course that was when one other minor detail popped up: Einar was her boss. She worked for the bloody toad. Or up until tonight, she did. You see, he’d invited her out for dinner, which had happened before, only before she’d been able to withstand his advances and talk about business, and stay cool. The Republic Group you understand was a booming Danish advertising agency, skyrocketing right up to the clouds, and Pebble Beach was their star American copywriter. She knew the score and he knew the score and just about everybody else in the business knew it, too.


Einar needed her, he needed her smart, tight English copy to meet the growing demands of European companies scrambling to go international in the global marketplace of the 21st century. And Pebble, darling Pebble, was talented enough to deliver what Einar needed to keep those heavenly cash registers at Republic headquarters humming. And what’s more, Pebble mostly enjoyed knowing he knew.


Mostly, that is.


So even if he mostly really wanted to slip his hands under her sweater, he managed to control himself most of the time. She wasn’t that young either, but she was pretty. And most of the time, she did her level best to head him off.


At least until tonight.


Tonight, she failed miserably, and there he was grinding away while her cunt turned from lukewarm to red hot. She’d already forgotten the majestic room he took her to at the Hotel D’Angleterre.


How did I end up here?


Did I drink too much?


She couldn’t remember how she got from the bar to the room.


My mind’s a blank.


Look at that pretty ceiling, will ya?


What am I, some kind of bimbo?


I mean I’m supposed to be a woman with brains!


Brains, ya understand!


Not just some dumb cunt…


Her breathing quickened…


Oh God, dear God, if only his prick was a little longer and a little thicker, you know…wider…more filling that is…a little more like Albert’s…just a little more…oh God, you understand what I mean, I mean…if only he wasn’t so short and fat…and had a little more muscle on his body…just a little more, it would make all this a lot more, well you know…fun, you know, and less embarrassing when I wake up later, oh God, can’t you move me a little closer, you know to the less cash/more dash department and pronto…


The trouble was, Pebble wanted his sweaty little piece of meat and wanted it bad. So bad that suddenly it didn’t matter anymore that he didn’t have broad shoulders like Albert and firm muscles and all that stuff that usually got her off…old Einar was grinding away…grinding and grinding and grinding. And no matter his title, face or stature, the old boy had finally reached Pebble’s sweet spot…


“Please,” Pebble was moaning, “please hurry up…” She almost forgot his name, her love juices gushing now, the tension building, the heat of her body booming.


Suddenly Pebble loved life, liked who she was, and thought Einar Bro, in spite of his face, his millions and his turdy title, had what it took. He had that mysterious piece of meat she loved and dreamed of and, “Oh God, Einar, now,” but Einar had broken his rhythm, which was the rhythm of life itself, the rhythm she loved so much, to put his ravenous mouth to one of her taunt nipples…


Which was when or why Pebble Beach woke up, all alone in her bed, bathed in sweat – a dream of an orgasm only an inch away.


God, the sweetness of sex!


And not wasting time to analyze the bed-partner of her dream, Pebble finished off the job herself, groaning loudly in her empty bed.


Hope to God Adam and Jon are sleeping soundly tonight… Adam and Jon were her kids, you see. Pebble being a single parent.


When it was over, she just lay there, stoned on comfort.


Am I ever going to grow up?


You see, Pebble Beach was not newlywed, but newly divorced and not as gorgeous as she used to be. She was also more than a bit over 40, and all alone in her bed in Copenhagen, Denmark, of all places.


Pebble Beach, or Pebble, as they sometimes call her, was, or is, as you may have guessed, the name of your average insecure woman in her 40s. You’ll find her living in most big cities around the world today, and since she was born during the 60s, she’s probably something like 43 today, or God forbid, 45. She wasn’t a knock-out either, not in any language. But somehow, with a little help from Lancôme, a decent haircut, and some color out of a tube, she occasionally got away with being sensational.


Especially if the lighting’s right kiddo – or the party’s getting on…either age-wise or booze-wise!


Well at least I’m being honest with myself.


Pebble was sitting up in her empty bed now, holding her head, looking around her dark, empty bedroom; still hoping that maybe she’d find a man tucked away somewhere.


It sure is awful being lonely.


Why did I have to fall in love with a man who lives so far away? I could’ve just as well picked the accountant down the street for all the fun I’m having…


But she laughed anyway, having just divorced her husband, and pushed her newly highlighted hair back from her forehead. And being almost brave, she didn’t cry. After all, what would have been the point? She’d just given herself one damned good orgasm, considering she was all alone, and she figured, all things being equal, good orgasms never hurt.


* * *


Pebble Beach lived on Gothersgade, right across from the King’s Garden in Copenhagen, Denmark, a most fair and cool city where the sun shines brightly, but not often. A short stop on most package tours of Scandinavia, Copenhagen has the distinguished honor of being the charming, old capital of that unusually small country which Danes unabashedly regard as the center of the universe.


But Pebble didn’t care. She was shamelessly in love with wonderful Copenhagen.


When people asked her if she was going to move back to America now that she was divorced from her Danish husband, she’d smile and say, “Well maybe I will.” But she knew damn well she wouldn’t.


I’d have to be a fool to trade this for the crime and violence of America.


Where else in the world can a woman walk the streets all alone at night and feel safe?


Still, it was doubtful if Pebble would ever win the Danish Good Housekeeping Seal of Approval, she was too laid back and American for that. Always would be. And besides, that stuff was probably not for the single mothers who worked their knuckles to the bone trying to feed their kids on their own.


No more lies, kiddo, not to myself or anyone else for that matter.


That’s what divorce is all about, right.


Getting things straight.


Cleaning up your act.


Figuring out what’s going on and what’s important to you.


For some reason, Pebble was in the mood to say to herself that the idea that having kids was what prevented her from getting divorced ages ago…was really a bullshit idea…


A bullshit idea?


Being scared cause you’ve got a couple of kids to support and might not know how?


Are you kidding?


Lots of women are afraid of getting divorced because of their kids.


Pebble put her hand under her warm Danish down comforter and touched her wet cunt and smiled. She liked being honest with herself, even if it was a little late in the game.


I was just scared shitless of being on my own!


That’s all!


And with that off her chest, Pebble snuggled contently under her warm comforter.


Oh God, where’s that one wonderful person who’s gonna save me from myself and this awful loneliness?


Is this what all my dreams have come to?


And not wanting to think more about life, Einar Bro, or her lover on the other side of the moon, Pebble Beach fell sound asleep.


* * *


Which was why, she was immensely relieved when she had to dash around like a maniac the next morning to make her nine o’clock appointment.


What if I’d been condemned to bed all morning?


I’d have been forced to think about my wet dream with Einar.


Fun way to spend a morning, right?


Feeling sorry for myself.


Stuff like that can be real tricky for a newly divorced woman. You know, dangerous.


Potentially suicidal.


But Pebble, our Pebble, was lucky – she had this nine o’clock meeting out there in the real world, waiting for her. And if she was good enough and smart enough, more real work and more real money would be waiting out there, too.


Her morning progressed at gunshot speed so she didn’t have time to consider when she’d ever get to touch Albert’s marvelous body again. He was so far away.


Not another adventurer, her mother would say.


Pebble, you sure know how to pick ’em.


You think he’s having deep-frozen wet dreams about you all the way up there on icy Greenland where he’s holed up for the winter?


All Pebble had to do that morning was face her kids. Something only mildly daunting in comparison to all the other existential questions she was facing at the moment. Jon, who was l6, was not only smart and beautiful; he was into “spiritual matters” too. Which meant that besides the fact that Pebble loved him dearly and that Jon’s own bedroom was as tidy as a glossy picture in Better Homes and Gardens, he rarely, if ever, lifted a finger to wash a dish in their house.


How did I manage to raise my own son to be such a male-chauvinist pig?


Jon’s kid brother, Adam, was mad about Coldplay and righteous causes and mad as hell at Jon for never doing the dishes, especially when his instincts told him his mother might be feeling a wee bit lonely. Then Adam couldn’t think of any other way of showing his love besides doing the dishes. Which meant poor old Adam was doing an awful lot of dishes lately.


Sometimes that kid really gets to me.


Especially since Adam was a more plodding type than Flash-in-the-Pan Jon, as she sometimes fondly called her firstborn.


“Well,” sighed Pebble, watching Adam pack away his second breakfast that morning. He usually got up early and ate his first breakfast before Jon and Pebble even opened their eyes. He sure does eat like a man.


14-year-old boys, now you tell me.


When they’re not eating and acting like men, they’re farting around like they’re eight-year-olds or something.


On mornings like these, when everyone was rushing around and the whole house was a mess, Pebble was ready to shed a tear; she loved her kids so much. Now does that make sense?


Pebble Beach’s nine o’clock meeting was at Fem-Ads, a brash, new advertising agency specializing in ads for women. The ad house was owned and run by men – which never ceased to amuse Pebble, who wasn’t particularly crazy about going to meetings. Everybody at meetings was usually so together, or so it seemed to Pebble. Since her divorce, she’d been forced to face innumerable moments of minor terror in her valiant and determined effort to succeed in the world-at-large. She knew she couldn’t possibly expect her blooming career to really take off if she wasn’t cool and competent in the de rigueur world of meetings – no matter how together she perceived other people to be.


No big deal, she would say to herself. Where’s all this newfound insecurity coming from anyway? A child of this brave new world for women shouldn’t be feeling this way. Remember, kiddo, you’re a winner and you’ve been out there too doing things for the world – so you know a thing or two! Pebble told herself all kinds of drivel when things were looking bleak like how she was in Auckland when they blew up the Rainbow Warrior in 1985. Not that anybody at Fem-Ads would appreciate such feats. God forbid they should know! The thought absolutely terrified Pebble. What would happen if any of her newfound business contacts found out she wasn’t as straight and innocent as she looked? People might think it was fun to read about women on the barricades, but to actually work with one of them…All my assignments might just evaporate overnight. Pebble didn’t want anyone to know that underneath her “trying-to-be-a-winner” clothes she was just an insecure 40-something woman of experience getting older every minute…


Why can’t I just be a talented copywriter anyway? Why do I have to go through all this show-and-tell business? I’ve got my idiosyncrasies and I’m proud of them! Why do I have to love meetings and explaining myself and my brilliant copy to every nerd around a fat gleaming, designer table? Any jerk can read what I write! When I’m famous enough, I’m going to email my copy to them, she thought with satisfaction, and I’ll never show my face at one of these hair-raising meeting rituals again!


Meetings also reminded Pebble of her highly inadequate wardrobe. Obviously she hadn’t put in those obligatory years and years of dedicated shopping. And why should she have? It just so happened that Pebble wrote her best copy at home in her sweat pants. She didn’t need Armani or Prada outfits to produce brilliant headlines and copy. But to make matters worse, Pebble hadn’t learned the fine art of making do with what she had – another invaluable working woman skill. Sigh as she might, she’d never become one of those careful bees who read women’s magazines for tips. If Pebble could have worn whatever she wanted, she would have thrown on one of Jon’s shirts – the ones he loved so much that he bought at G-Star or Diesel. But she knew his shirts would never work. A touch too wild for Fem-Ads, so Pebble settled instead for her black skirt and grey sweater. At least I’ve worn this outfit often enough to feel comfortable in it. Comfortable! Great God, that’s not how I want to feel. I want to feel Great. Superb. Smashing. Good God, look what age and single parenting has done to me – am I really willing to settle for Comfortable instead of Great?


Pebble took one last look at the newspapers and dishes spread all over the kitchen table while Jon heard the last few verses of “Angels” by Robbie Williams. No time to clean up now. Adam had already left. “Hurry up, Jon, we’ll be late.” She came rushing, face aglow. They raced out the door and dashed for the stairs. No more time for Great/Comfortable debates now. Running down the stairs together, Pebble’s heart melted looking at her appealing 16-year-old in his worn jacket. Pebble pulled herself together. No more of this sentimental crap…MOM…who’s going to pay for the new jacket Jon needs? She gulped, gave Jon a peck on the cheek, then turned and ran down the windswept street after a taxi.


Sitting at the meeting, in the red-carpeted, soundproofed conference room, Pebble felt tense. Well, if this meeting lasts long enough, at least I’ll learn how to live with heart palpitations!


Thinking of her dream of wild lovemaking with Einar Bro at the Hotel D’Angleterre the night before made her smile. Wipe that grin off your face, sweetheart – it was only a dream! She tried to look and feel serious, but it was all in vain. The dirty grin stayed on her face – until another weird thought popped up. I wonder what I would have felt like if I was sitting across the conference table from Einar this morning instead of here! Pebble sobered up fast. God, the man really is a “Worm”! Pebble shivered. Suddenly she understood why people in the business who weren’t particularly fond of Einar’s strong-arm tactics called him “Worm” behind his back.


Peter Cato, the sandy-haired Fem-Ads’ boss, entered the room looking positively sublime in comparison to Einar. Cheri, the receptionist, swept in behind him and closed the door carefully.


Oh no, thought Pebble, Cheri! She’d forgotten about Cheri, the former fashion model who was now Fem-Ads’ eye-catching receptionist. Every time Pebble saw Cheri, she was reminded of the sorry state of her wardrobe. And the sorry state of her wardrobe forced her to contemplate the sorry state of her single-parent economy. I’ll never be able to compete with the likes of Cheri if I don’t improve my wardrobe! The thought really bugged Pebble because divorce had been more than just emotionally painful for Pebble, it had been financially draining, too. Don’t even look at her clothes. Don’t even try to imagine how much she paid for that divine jacket she’s wearing. Cheri’s lips might have been a touch too red, but the jacket was great. Boy I would look fabulous in that! Pebble was convinced a jacket like Cheri’s would take 10 years off her immediately. Pebble, you’ve got to pay your bills first. PERIOD! You’ve got to fill that refrigerator again. PERIOD! Don’t even think…for a minute…that…maybe…no…no, no, NO!


In fact, things were actually looking up for Pebble. Besides the fact that she hated being negative about anything, her cash flow was really improving. Sure she sometimes got depressed, but deep down inside Pebble was as American as apple pie. She had that outlook, that optimism and was a firm believer in programming herself for success. Pebble was sure she’d make it if she only believed in herself a little more.


Peter sat down and straightened his tie. Everyone else (eight people were present, including Pebble) rustled their papers and had those let’s-get-down-to-business looks on their faces. I hope nobody gets carried away! thought Pebble, suitably impressed by the general mood of determination. It’s only five past nine and this could be a very long meeting.


Pebble’s problem was that it was difficult for her to take the advertising business seriously. How could anybody who had an uncle who had been to the March on Washington in 1963 and heard Martin Luther King say, “I have a dream” get worked up about all this media stuff? No matter how talented people were – it was still only advertising. The thought kept popping up, even though Pebble was giving it her best shot, and even if she actually liked the work. Still she’d hear that voice going –after all, it’s only advertising. Funny, the voice had the knack of turning up the volume whenever her copy was lousy. Only then another voice usually shot back –then why are you trying so hard, sweet-heart? Why are you so damned nervous? Well, nervous or not, the good girl in Pebble was used to going that extra mile. Sometimes I get the feeling that men are the only people around here who take the advertising business seriously. Maybe all the women are just great pretenders; me included. Pebble stared at her notes, waiting for Peter to speak. What do I care? Women are such good rip-off artists anyway. Just think of all the practice we’ve had. Looking at the faces of the other women at the table changed Pebble’s mind fast. Brother…do they look serious – and competent, too. Maybe I’m the only one here who’s a great pretender. Sara Sorensen was so efficient-looking that Pebble imagined her sailing effortlessly through the workplace slaying dragons as easily as she tied her toddler’s shoes. Dear God, give me some of her sharpness.


The business world had a way of confusing idealists like Pebble.


Pebble knew, of course, that she wouldn’t be the proud owner of a wallet stuffed with shiny credit cards for very long if she didn’t play the advertising game according to the rules. So she was motivated. In fact, she was enjoying the luxury of plastic money so much that she was almost too meek. She didn’t have enough experience yet to know that real plastic money is actually easier to keep when you dare. But she did know one thing, though. I want success without guilt! Pebble was definitely ready for that. You see success without guilt was something no man had allowed her, or rather, something she’d never allowed herself in the presence of any man. Now she was ready for it and wanted it bad. She wanted to sinfully enjoy spending money before she got too old. She heard the clock ticking in the background of her life.


Peter started talking about the WonderLift campaign they were about to launch. Am I really a part of this idiocy? The man had an irritating tendency to drone on in the most condescending way. This wasn’t the first time Pebble had worked for Peter. Two years earlier, she was a ghostwriter for him while he was creative director at DDB Needham. She actually came up with the concept and a slogan (for the American market) for a campaign Peter was working on for a Danish company called Nordkyst. Nordkyst made marvelously quirky, high-quality Scandinavian cotton clothes for kids – but the company was a newcomer on the American market. Pebble’s concept and slogan were wildly successful in the United States, but she never got any credit for it. Nobody ever discovered that Pebble was the creative genius behind the whole show. Peter Cato was lauded to the skies in the press and Nordkyst turned into an overnight success in the United States. As a result of Pebble’s concept, Nordkyst found an extremely profitable niche selling their high-quality, organic cotton clothing to urban professionals who were willing to pay top dollar for upmarket quality for their kids. Pebble hit the money by producing a brilliant concept and copy and a quirky slogan which communicated the Nordkyst sense of style and purity with charming directness.


Pebble never really trusted Peter after the Nordkyst bonanza, but she didn’t dare go public either – even if Mel, her favorite uncle in New York, urged her to. When Mel heard the story – he was a senior account director at Young & Rubicam – he roared over the phone, “You’ll be rich and famous when people find out the truth!” The line positively crackled with his energy. “People will be pounding at your door, begging you to work for them!” But how could she? Her uncle was incensed by the injustice of it (yes he was the one who’d heard Martin Luther King) – he’d seen how successful the campaign had been in the US way before his favorite niece told him that she had created it. But Pebble was newly divorced and too shell-shocked to comprehend her uncle’s words. The irony of Pebble’s failure to grasp the situation was that Mel happened to play tennis with the guy Nordkyst hired to run their U.S. operations. “I’ll get Richard on the phone today.”


Pebble was sorry she’d told her uncle. She suffered from tunnel vision and couldn’t see that Mel was offering her a shot at the stars. All she could think of was what would happen if Peter Cato denied her story. “Mel, you’ve got to promise me, on everything’s that’s sacred to you (Pebble knew that wasn’t much) that you’ll never, EVER tell anyone!”


Pebble was in tears. When he heard her crying, he calmed down again, “What can happen, sweetheart? What? In the worst case, you’ll come to New York and I’ll give you a job.” But Pebble didn’t want Young & Rubicam in New York. The very thought of life on Manhattan, competing with all those bright and beautiful New Yorkers while worrying about her kids growing up in New York sent chills up and down her spine.


Besides Pebble had other plans and she knew she had to have wings before she could fly. Maybe I was just lucky anyway. Maybe I just hit the right thing by accident. So who cares what Mel thinks? If he wants to be disappointed in me, let him. What does he know about my life anyway, sitting there in his posh office on Madison Avenue and going to the Hamptons on the weekends? She needed to take charge of her life in her own way. And besides, I’ve got kids to think about. Mel might be my favorite uncle, but I’m not a kid anymore. I’m a grown-up woman who’s struggling to be whole and independent for the first time in my life.


Which was why Pebble put her foot down and was proud of herself for doing the right thing.


In spite of what Pebble thought, Mel really did respect the wishes of his favorite niece, so he kept his mouth shut.


Now, two years later, watching Peter Cato drone on, Pebble wasn’t so sure she’d done the right thing. Maybe Mel was right. Maybe I should have blown the whistle on the guy. But who can tell? That was then and this is now. Peter gave me a break when I needed it. Which was true. Two years ago, when Pebble walked out on her husband Slim, she needed work desperately. At the time, she didn’t even think about how little Peter paid her for ghosting for him (it was all under the table anyway), all she knew was he put food on her table when she was struggling to free herself from a lousy marriage. I was a nobody then. Before she talked to Mel, it never occurred to her that the man might have misused her. I mean that was way before Einar got wind of me…way before I did that campaign for the Wiberg Brothers…I was an absolute zero then – a nobody. How can I blame Peter for taking advantage of my talent when I was the one who was begging for work? The enormous success of the Nordkyst campaign had caught everybody by surprise, including Peter and Pebble.


Peter fidgeted with his pen while he talked. He was still doing it. Even though Pebble hadn’t seen Peter for a while, she remembered how Peter always twirled pens between his fingers when he talked. Today it was a Stabilo permanent fine line pen. Peter’s trendy Italian jacket was obviously from one of those upscale men’s shops located on Strøget, Copenhagen’s Walking Street and fashion strip. At least the Nordkyst success improved the way the man dresses. Pebble felt a rush of jealous anger. She wanted Jon and Adam to be able to buy clothes like that, too.


“The goal of our campaign is to tell women that WonderLift is going to revolutionize their lives and their ability to stay young,” Peter was saying in his most condescending voice. How the hell would he know what women go through! Sometimes it really is hard not to crack up laughing. The man is simply too much.


I think I’ll go out and buy myself that black-lace bodystocking I’ve been wanting to buy for years. Meetings are always a good time to make important, life decisions anyway. And buying a black-lace bodystocking definitely was one. You see, Pebble had been waiting for years, for almost a whole lifetime, to buy that body-stocking. She’d been waiting for the right man to come along, but suddenly, listening to Peter Cato, she realized that maybe she’d already missed her chance at the stars and the right man. At least she was sure Albert wasn’t the right man. At the rate I’m going, I’ll be too old for that bodystocking anyway if and when he does show up.


But getting old, and Madison Avenue and following your star were all beside the point just then.


The point, at the moment, was WonderLift – the name of a new product and the reason why this highly select group of well-groomed and well-educated (and mostly young) people were meeting. Listening to Peter, one had to conclude that WonderLift was going to revolutionize the aging balance of every almost-40 or over-40 woman in the world. And Denmark seemed to have the dubious honor of being the launching pad of this eighth wonder of the world. Pebble couldn’t help but like the man for talking about the female body and the challenges of aging with such ardor.


Her job was to create an English-language campaign and media kit for WonderLift. Peter was counting on the fact that Pebble would have to come up with a catchy slogan, too, if she was going to be live up to her reputation as the rising star in the Copenhagen ad world. During the preliminary briefing a week ago, Peter had emphasized to the group that Pebble’s campaign and media kit were mainly targeted to the American market. (Peter hadn’t forgotten Nordkyst either). But to keep things under wraps until they were ready to launch WonderLift in the US, the English material Pebble created would first be translated into other languages. It amused Pebble no end to think that she’d soon be in print describing the latest do-it-yourself Danish facelift in Spanish, French, Italian, Greek, and God knew what other tongues.


Looking at how young everybody else sitting around the shiny conference table was besides Peter and herself, Pebble had the odd thought that maybe Peter didn’t hire her just because she was a great copywriter. Maybe he figured that at my age I’ve had enough experience in the various challenges facing women to be able to tell other women how to use WonderLift without dying of shame. Obviously, Shawn O’Brien, the brawny, beer-drinking Irish copywriter who was another hot number in Copenhagen at the moment, wouldn’t have qualified for the job! The thought tickled her until she noticed seven pairs of very-qualified eyes focused intently on her.


It was her turn to speak. She was supposed to present a broad outline of her concept for WonderLift. It was a crucial moment for Fem-Ads, because if Pebble came up with a good angle, they might just be able to work all the visuals and the online campaign around her ideas, too. Peter must have had his fingers crossed, hoping this silly goose would lay another golden egg.


Pebble’s heart thumped loudly in her breast. Writing was easy; talking about it was the hard part.


“LOOK LIKE YOU FEEL!” Pebble Beach read the phrase from the notes she spread carefully before her on the gleaming table. That was how she wanted to headline WonderLift. No introduction, no mention of WonderLift, no nothing – just flash bam – LOOK LIKE YOU FEEL!


Late at night, working up a storm in her tiny office, she thought she had the makings of a slogan. She remembered how she jumped with joy when “LOOK LIKE YOU FEEL” flashed on her screen for the first time. It was like playing the slot machines and hitting the jackpot. She must have written 50 versions of it before she got it right. Other people, even highly qualified people in the business, didn’t really comprehend how hard it was to get it just right. Only another copywriter would appreciate how difficult it is to say something easy.


She continued, throwing out ideas which took hours to produce, “IT’S EASY. AND IT LOOKS SO NATURAL!” “LOOK AS YOUNG AS YOU FEEL!” She knew the phrases were simple, but simplicity can be deceptive.


Maybe I thought they sounded good in the middle of the night, but now I’m not so sure. She thought everything she said, everything she thought was so powerful, sounded strangely flat. Pebble might be a brilliant copywriter, but she certainly wasn’t a brilliant speaker.


When she finished, Pebble looked at all faces around the table – Anne, Jakob that wonderful Art Director, Peter, Sara, Cheri and the rest – they were all players on the same team. For a fleeting moment, Pebble was afraid everybody looked bored, until she realized they were all playing with her phrases – turning her words over and over again and wondering if “LOOK LIKE YOU FEEL!” had that special greatness which is the cornerstone of so much good advertising. She was positive Peter continued to fidget with his pen on purpose. He’d never let that poker face of his show anything, especially not when all the Fem-Ads grunts were sitting around the table just waiting for him to give them a sign.


At home, when it was safe to be free and creative, she’d been bold enough to write: ENJOY LIFE AS A WOMAN! Now she threw it out – one last tidbit.


Enjoy life?


Who am I kidding?


Pebble Beach felt much too warm. Why can’t I just email my ideas to meetings like this? Someone else could read them. Mel, her hotshot uncle in New York, would have laughed at her shyness. What intimidated Pebble most was the silence. She called it “the Scandinavian silence”. That was the hardest part of it, even though she’d been living in Copenhagen long enough to know that Scandinavians are a strangely unemotional lot. She should have been prepared for it and actually she thought she was, but it still got to her. No standing ovations this far North! (If you’re Swedish, you’re getting downright emotional if you go as far as raising an eyebrow.) But it hurt. Being American, silence still meant disapproval in her book. She saw the success she’d been dreaming of and all her shiny credit cards with PEBBLE BEACH engraved upon them fading rapidly into the sunset. Why aren’t they clapping? Why aren’t they cheering? Come on fellows, a little applause wouldn’t hurt…or at least a smile? Peter kept quiet. Slowly people began to talk. No wild praise, just talk. People liked her ideas, but she didn’t care. I need strokes. And even if she knew Peter wasn’t going to jump up and offer her a fat job as the new Fem-Ads Veep, well he could at least have nodded in satisfaction. Dream on sweetheart, Peter’s always been a cold-hearted, manipulating, money-hungry…well okay…so he didn’t jump up and cheer…Get a hold on yourself, Pebble!


Pebble sat back in her chair and sighed while everybody else talked. Peter was writing furiously on his yellow legal pad. She knew that was a good sign. Well at least I must have inspired him. Then Anne Lind, the project manager, started using the flip-chart and talked a bloody blue streak about timetables and deadlines and launch dates and simultaneous ad thrusts online, in the newspapers and in international women’s magazines around the world – all normal procedure when launching a new product like WonderLift. Peter didn’t even look up, but continued to write furiously. Cheri went out to get coffee.


Pebble would have given much to see what Peter was writing. And well, there went another day in the life of Pebble Beach – your newly divorced, 40-something, trying-hard-to-be-successful-fast-tracker woman-of-the-world – well sort of.


Then Peter got up and made a big deal out of announcing the launch date for WonderLift. “If anyone breathes a word of this…” he almost hissed, his voice so coarse that it sent chills running up and down Pebble’s spine. But he’s their leader…he’s our leader. Pebble watched those young, glowing faces turn worshipfully towards him. I guess I’m just too old for this stuff…I guess I’m so old that I’m old enough to know that at my age, my presentation would have been a whole lot better if only I had been a whole lot younger…










Chapter 2


When Pebble Beach got home from Fem-Ads, there was a message on her desk from Adam, complete with doodles and scribbles, telling her to call Einar Bro immediately. Adam had underlined “immediately” about twenty times – something he never did – so it must be important.


What could it be? thought Pebble thinking of her dream. Einar couldn’t possibly know what I dreamed last night, now could he? She shook her head at the ridiculous thought. I really am getting paranoid…


She picked up the phone and called Einar, trying to muster up her brightest voice. All he wanted (or so he said) was to take her out to dinner that evening. Still, after she hung up, she shivered. It was too much of a coincidence. And when he took her, wrapped in elegant ugliness, to dinner at the Hotel D’Angleterre, Pebble Beach muttered under her breath, I don’t care what he offers me, I’m not going to bed with him! As if it was some kind of a threat…


It was hot inside the restaurant, and Einar was wearing an almost jazzy shirt under his long black leather coat. He checked both his coat and briefcase in the cloakroom and Pebble surrendered her slightly worn three-quarter jacket, too.


“I just realized,” Einar was saying as the maitre d’ led them towards an intimate corner table, “that I haven’t had a chance to talk to you in several weeks, Pebble, and since my meeting tonight was cancelled…” He was holding her arm tightly. “Well, I’m glad you weren’t busy…”


The few times they’d been out before, he talked to her like this, quite stiffly. Pebble smiled her most non-committal smile, hoping there would be no serious changes in this arrangement tonight. I hope I look as bored as I feel. But her larger-than-life smile seemed to freeze on her face. Why does the Vice-President of the Republic Group have to be such a God-awful toad? Why couldn’t he be somebody luscious and sexy?


Pebble ordered the salmon and left the appetizers and wine to Einar. He seemed to take great pleasure in discussing the wine list with the waiter. Finally they agreed on one of the hotel’s exceptional Pouilly Fumes, but Pebble didn’t care, as long as the wine didn’t make her forget what she was saying or get a headache.


After they ordered, Einar looked at her in an appraising way and said, “So what did you do today?”


“Oh,” she replied, trying to think of what happened that day that was worth mentioning to the Vice-President of the Republic Group. “Well, if you really want the truth, I spent most of the day at this boring meeting at Fem-Ads.” She was ashamed she didn’t have something more exciting to tell him.


“Fem-Ads?” Einar didn’t seem at all surprised.


Pebble wondered how well Einar knew the agency, it was so new.


“You know about Fem-Ads, don’t you, Einar?”


“Oh yes, I went to school with Peter Cato.”


“You did? I didn’t know you knew Peter. Besides owning Fem-Ads, Peter is leading the creative team I’m working with.”


“What are you doing for Peter, Pebble?”


“Oh nothing as exciting as a Republic Group assignment.” She thought that was the diplomatic thing to say. After all, the Republic Group was a booming advertising agency – one of the best in Scandinavia. Einar was known in the ad world for his uncanny ability to land prestigious clients and keep them satisfied. People rarely strayed from the fold once they were in his clutches.


“How’s Peter doing?” Einar asked. Pebble thought his eyes were much too bright.


“Well I don’t really know much about Fem-Ads. The agency just opened. I mean how long have they been in business now? It can’t be more than six or seven months.”


There was the appropriate amount of fanfare in the Danish press when Fem-Ads opened their doors for business. Here was a hot new agency, launched by none other than Peter Cato, former creative director at DDB Needham. Peter’s track record was formidable. People still remembered his Nordkyst success; and now he was the driving force behind an agency with a new angle: Women! Just like Peter to think of something like this. He said a whole lot of preposterous things to the press the day Fem-Ads went live. Pebble remembered reading the following gobbledygook in the paper that morning, “One day Fem-Ads will be the most powerful female-oriented agency in all of Europe. We’ll have offices in every major city on the continent. Why? Because women today have more clout than ever before, and they want to hear the voices of other women.” Pebble remembered thinking it all sounded pretty high and mighty at the time. Just like Peter.


“I guess Peter’s been in business about six months,” Einar said, after thinking about it for a while. Pebble felt vaguely uncomfortable, but she didn’t know why. Einar was always so well-informed.


“When did you start working for him?” Einar asked as the appetizers arrived.


“Well, this is actually my first assignment for Fem-Ads,” Pebble picked at tiny North Sea shrimps, elegantly served. Maybe it was just the wine, but Pebble seemed to have forgotten her dream about Einar and was beginning to relax.


“You know,” Pebble chirped in her wise-cracking American way, “I’m getting more and more popular every day!” She wanted to lighten up the evening. She didn’t know why, but she felt a strange gloom clutching at her heart. At the same time she was wondering if Einar knew she had been Peter’s ghostwriter on the Nordkyst campaign. The very thought sent chills up and down her spine, but on second thought, why shouldn’t the man know? He seems to know everything else worth knowing in this town. She made a determined effort to push that thought from her mind. It was imperative to act as natural as possible with Einar. He’s the source of some of my best assignments. I’ve got to make it clear to him I’ve got other jobs…that my life doesn’t depend on him…I’ll never get through this dinner if I keep thinking about all the good assignments he funnels my way. Republic Group assignments represented a sizable share of Pebble’s fast-growing income. Again she saw all her shiny credit cards – the ones with PEBBLE BEACH engraved so beautifully upon them – slipping away.


Oh well, it’s only money. But even if it was only money, Pebble sure liked having her own. Money had a lot more power than Pebble cared to admit. And to think I wandered down all those garden paths to end up at the D’Angleterre with none other than the powerful Einar Bro himself. But even if success was very important to Pebble, she still felt extremely uncomfortable with Einar. If it hadn’t been a question of money, she would have liked nothing better than to leave. Or to never have gone out with Einar in the first place. But she knew that attitude wouldn’t do. You’d have to be crazy to pass up an opportunity like this – dinner at one of Northern Europe’s swankiest hotels with one of the most influential men in the Copenhagen ad world…Pebble wasn’t that dumb. Still it was awkward. You needed “drop dead” money to call the shots in these situations. And drop dead money was something Pebble didn’t have. Not yet anyway. But I’m working on it. Besides, being in Copenhagen complicated matters, too. For a metropolitan city, Copenhagen was basically a small town – almost provincial. Everybody knew everybody in ad land and a disapproving nod or two from Einar Bro could stop Pebble dead in her tracks – especially when she plied a trade with such a limited focus. How many Danish companies had muscle enough to even consider the international market – and thus marketing material in English? Besides, where would Pebble go, if she walked out on an opportunity like Einar? You’re pushing 45 babe, so be realistic. It would be the end no matter where she turned if she didn’t graciously accept whatever Einar offered her. There were hungry copywriters all over town who’d give their right arm for 15 minutes of this man’s time.


If only I was 25… Pebble sighed. Remember how I looked back then…The flashing green eyes, the slim body, and not a wrinkle anywhere. If only I was 25 and knew as much as I know now…But it never works like that, does it? To know what you know, you have to age to get there.


Today was another era, an era with limits. She couldn’t go blowing in the wind like she did when she was 25. She had kids to support and besides, the world had changed since then. Who knows? Maybe I could be a little more of the woman I once was and still be the woman I am today. Life in the fast lane sometimes confused Pebble. Why does operating in the world of business mean I can’t be me? Why should making money exclude the world I once inhabited? My creativity is the very quality that makes me valuable to people like Einar Bro – and it springs from the fact that I was who I was, that I lived the life I’ve lived, and that today I am who I am. There are undertones of funkiness about me which I don’t want to give up…


“What are you working on?” Pebble was amazed at Einar’s persistence, considering what a boring topic of conversation Fem-Ads was. He must have other things to talk about…or maybe not…You almost have to feel sorry for the guy. So much power, and still so ugly. Sometimes she wondered if men like Einar needed power to compensate for not being attractive. How else could they get women?


“I’m working on a campaign and media kit for this new product they’re launching.”


“Oh really?” Einar wiped his mouth and pushed his empty dish aside. Pebble was sure that the heat in the restaurant had made his nose swell. “Now I wonder…whatever could that be?” His words spilled out teasingly, like he was telling a dumb joke to a bunch of schoolboys.


The waiter appeared with the main course. The salmon was surrounded tastefully by green bouquets of broccoli on a gold-rimmed dish. The startling pinkness of the fish made Pebble smile with pleasure. They ate for a while in silence. Glasses clinked around them and elegantly dressed people spoke in hushed voices.


That was when Einar said, “This WonderLift campaign that Peter is launching…” he let his words sink in slowly. If Pebble thought WonderLift was a secret…well Einar knew all about it. “…when exactly is the launch date, do you know?”


So that was it. Pebble was furious. How could I be so dumb? She felt like kicking herself. Here she was worrying about Einar trying to get her to go to bed with him while all he wanted was information about Fem-Ads. Peter had made such a big deal about keeping the launch day secret. She felt like throwing up, or at least throwing her gold-rimmed plate at Einar. It wasn’t nice, it wasn’t ethical. She wasn’t supposed to tell anyone and Einar knew damn well she wasn’t. That was part of her job, the pact she made as a freelancer. Freelancers are like doctors, they have to keep the secrets of the people they work for, or else they’d be out of work very fast.


He really is an ugly toad, she thought, disliking him more than ever. I wonder what else the Worm’s got up his sleeve…Probably the Republic Group is going to market something similar and wants to jump the gun on Fem-Ads.


“How well do you know Peter?” she asked, trying to change the subject tactfully and hide the fact that she was furious at him.


“Well actually, we were best friends at school.”


“Oh really,” said Pebble, “well, what happened, aren’t you friends anymore?” She was thinking that Worm, as she now called him, could have just as well picked up the phone and called Peter himself, if they really were such good friends.


“We had a falling out, some years ago.” Einar’s voice was flat.


“Oh,” said Pebble, sipping her wine and trying not to show too much interest. Tiny beads of sweat clung to Einar’s forehead as he poured more wine into her glass. Wine, wine, the way to loosen the tongues of women. She knew that was what he was thinking and hated him for it. It was all so obvious. She promised herself she’d be on guard. Ugh, I hate being dependent on the goodwill of men like Einar.


“Peter used to work for me.”


That was a bomb. “Oh I didn’t know.”


“No,” replied Einar, “how could you? That was way before you started working for us. Peter’s a very intelligent guy – but ruthless.”


Pebble made no comment. Who wasn’t in this business?


“He had an affair with my wife.” Another bomb. The Worm looked her straight in the eye.


Dear God, what am I supposed to say? Pebble was still furious. As if Peter’s having an affair with your wife makes everything you’re doing alright. Then she remembered the dream she had the night before and blushed. If Einar only knew.


Maybe he saw her blushing, because he reached across the small table and took her hand. His gesture was so sweet and impulsive, so out of character, that she wasn’t prepared for it. There was no time to react, and once his paw covered hers she didn’t know how to extricate herself.


“You’re so marvelously naive, Pebble,” Einar said, and there was real warmth in his voice.


Suddenly she didn’t think he was toying with her. For the first time since she’d met him, he seemed genuine. She didn’t know exactly why, but she didn’t especially like feeling sympathetic towards him.


“I don’t think I was a particularly good husband,” he continued, “and I guess Birgitte needed a man who was more caring than I was. I was always so ambitious. All I ever wanted to do was be the best and make a lot of money.”


Pebble Beach felt sick. I don’t want to know, Einar. Please spare me the details. Of course he knew that sharing his secrets wouldn’t make things any easier for Pebble. Maybe this was just another form of crafty manipulation. I don’t know whether to like him or hate him, but given the choice, Pebble was the type who preferred when in doubt to like people. In Einar’s case it was mighty hard giving him the benefit of the doubt. But she had her career to consider, so she did her level best. How else could a woman like Pebble manage to deal with a situation like this if she couldn’t allow herself the luxury of really believing there was a warm, kind person inside this Worm?


The heat of her dream came flooding back.


“Will you pour me some more wine, Einar?” she asked quietly. Lascivious thoughts flashed through her mind. So I’m lonely…so what? So what if I do go to bed with him? She ached for male companionship. What good is Albert anyway? So far away when I need him…The untouchable man on that ice island when the heat of real life is burning me up…here and now?


“Einar, I’d like a drop more wine,” she repeated softly. Apparently he didn’t hear her the first time or else he knew he’d have to let go of her hand to pour the wine. I’ve got to get out of here. Somehow, tactfully. Before I make a mistake I will live to regret. When he let go of her hand to pour the wine, she quickly put her hands in her lap. If I get drunk enough I know I’ll either open my mouth or spread my legs…


Well aware of the shark-filled waters surrounding her, she drank anyway. She drank because it was the only escape from this web of business, intrigue, and sex. This is all too much for me… Pebble felt the heat of more liquor hit her. It was hard to focus. Too much. What do I care about careers anyway? Right now I’m out of my league. Her head swam.


Einar was watching her.


“Shouldn’t we have coffee and brandy in the lounge?” he suggested, his voice too honeyed.


“Yes,” she smiled weakly, not able to read his signals right.


Of course he noticed how wobbly she was when she got up.


In the lounge, lingering over a second brandy, Einar suddenly said, “I really think you have potential, Pebble, you know that.”


She smiled weakly. Potential, now there’s a word.


“I keep thinking you’d be a great assistant…I really do need an assistant you know…the way business is picking up…Actually, I’m planning on hiring someone soon.” There was a faraway, romantic look in his eyes and Pebble knew he was holding out warm bait. And what bait! A chance to be Einar’s assistant…What a job opportunity! Wow! The shock cut sharply through the booze-haze in her brain. She couldn’t help but consider all the golden occasions that would be connected to working for Einar. She knew there were hoards of people out there who would happily grovel in the dirt to work for Einar. And he’s talking about me – me becoming his assistant! Besides the money, there was the prestige. Pebble saw all those tightly shut doors open magically.
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