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  Chapter One




  Three lines in the first act, five in the last and some soulful looks and sighing in between. How on earth would she be able to memorise all that? Zoe tossed the script out of

  bed in disgust. The play was truly dreadful. Rumour was, it was only being staged because the playwright was the daughter of a wealthy and indulgent director. Why had Zoe taken the part? Because

  you couldn’t afford not to, she reminded herself, and wriggled down under the duvet. How would her career ever get off the ground? If it wasn’t for the few quid she made from helping

  out with her friend’s catering business, she would be flat broke. At twenty-eight, she wondered was it time to admit defeat and do something different. But what? She wasn’t trained for

  anything else, she wasn’t interested in anything else. She’d always loved movies and loved to perform in school productions, but her real passion for acting had only been ignited when

  she saw her first live play at the Gate Theatre in Dublin. After that, she knew she just had to act. Her euphoria on her first day at drama school would forever be etched in her memory. She was on

  her way! Anything and everything seemed possible back then. And she had got off to a promising start. She had played small parts in a few plays and then won a slightly more challenging role in a

  large production. She was over the moon when one reviewer singled her out for a special mention – she still had the tattered news-cutting. Not that she needed to read it. She knew every word

  by heart. Zoe Hall’s performance was understated and flawless: she’s definitely one of our rising stars. Tears filled Zoe’s eyes. That had been written nearly nine years

  ago, and what did she have to show for it? Nothing, not even a place of her own, and she was as poor as the proverbial church mouse.




  She grimaced as she heard the unmistakable sound of a headboard thumping the wall. She’d diplomatically come to bed early to allow her brother privacy with his latest squeeze, but she

  should have known they’d have graduated to the bedroom before the first glass of Chardonnay had been downed.




  She pulled the pillow tight around her ears. The only thing worse than not having a sex life was having a ringside seat to someone else’s.




  Shane’s love life never ceased to entertain. He was, in essence, an introvert, yet he seemed to attract women like moths to a flame. Like Zoe, he’d inherited their mother’s

  dark hair and black-brown eyes but, whereas she was an optimist and a bit of a giggler, there was an air of melancholy, mystery and moodiness about Shane. He reminded her, on his more sullen days,

  of Rupert Everett. Though Zoe was tall at five eight, he dwarfed her at six three and had a slight stoop, as if he were apologising for towering over others. Though he occasionally wrote poetry and

  once a rather sweet little children’s book, he was, in the main, a playwright and a damn good one. He’d managed to get her a part in a couple of his plays but he wouldn’t help her

  more than that. No one would ever take her seriously if she became successful because of him, he’d point out, and she knew it was true. But it was a chicken-and-egg situation. If no one got

  to see her on stage for more than five minutes, how could she prove herself? Of course, things would have been different had she stayed in Ireland. As Shane pointed out on a regular basis.




  ‘You’re dropping a promising career to go trailing around England after that loser?’




  Zoe had never seen him as furious. She adored her big brother, almost a parent to her since Mam and Dad died, and she couldn’t bear him being angry with her. But though she cried every day

  until she left, she still left.




  She’d never met anyone like Ed McGlynn before. Three years older than her at twenty-five, he was a far cry from the boys she’d dated. Taller than many men, Zoe was used to being

  ignored when there were petite, curvaceous girls around, so she never gave him a second look – she wouldn’t be one of his sad drove of admirers. Although it was damn hard to pretend to

  be unaffected by Ed. He was gorgeous with those piercing green eyes, thick auburn hair and the body of an athlete and he was a good actor too. But he could have any woman he wanted and she very

  much doubted that she was his type. Their paths didn’t cross often, until she secured her first meaty role since leaving drama school, and he was playing one of the lead roles. Her nerves

  were in danger of getting the better of her, but Ed surprised her by joking around and helping her to relax. And though she tried to resist his charms, sure she was on a hiding to nothing, when he

  talked to her, he made her feel as if no other woman existed. It was only when she started getting dirty looks from other female cast members that she realised he made a point of singling her out.

  It gave her a warm fuzzy feeling and she needed all of her acting skills to play it cool.




  They’d had one brief, but pivotal, scene alone together, and he suggested they should work on it to get it just right. Zoe didn’t argue. Truth was, she was glad of any excuse to

  spend time with him. If it was raining they huddled over coffee in the grotty fast-food café across the road from the theatre. If it was fine they sat on a bench in the small park nearby.

  Zoe found it hard to concentrate when he was that close. She had never been so conscious of a man’s scent and presence and, when his arm brushed hers, it sent a shiver through her that

  reached her toes – among other parts.




  One day, as they sat on the bench, she fluffed her line, and they’d cracked up laughing. And then he’d told her she had a beautiful smile, touched her cheek, gazed into her eyes, and

  then they were kissing and she was lost.




  She had no illusions. This was just a fling, short but sweet, and when it was over she wouldn’t weep or beg him to stay. But weeks turned to months and they still couldn’t keep their

  hands off each other. Even if he was walking by, she’d feel the pressure of his hand on her back and, if she whispered in his ear, she couldn’t resist pressing her lips to his pale

  skin. Everything about him was intoxicating. He became the centre of her world. Everything and everyone seeming colourless and blurred by comparison. She was obsessed with the man and, it seemed,

  miraculously, he felt the same way about her.




  When Ed got the lead in a play in London and asked her to go with him, she didn’t hesitate. There was no role for her and it would mean starting her career from scratch but the idea of

  being separated was intolerable. He romanticised their future. They were going places together. They would be Ireland’s answer to Burton and Taylor. She was carried along on the wave of his

  dreams. Everything would have been perfect if only her brother had given her his blessing but he wouldn’t even listen to her. Leaving Shane on bad terms broke her heart but there was simply

  no way that she could let Ed go without her.




  But her happiness was short-lived. As the weeks in London turned to months it was as if she’d become invisible. Ed was the bright shining star with the sexy Dublin accent and she was his

  shadow, barely acknowledged, grudgingly tolerated. Though the cast were polite, she was very much the outsider. Ed pressurised his new UK agent to take her on and soon she was getting bit parts

  here and there. When they were both working it meant they saw very little of each other. She would come home to the cold, empty flat in Slough and Ed would arrive back hours later, stinking of

  smoke and booze. Zoe would give him the silent treatment and turn her back on him in bed although she longed to be in his arms and was punishing herself as much as him. After a few days he’d

  arrive home with flowers, a bottle of cheap wine and a sheepish grin, and they would spend a couple of days in bed, vowing never to let anything come between them again . . . until the next

  time.




  When they found themselves in a small, damp theatre near Stratford-upon-Avon, Ed proposed. Zoe had never given much thought to marriage and none at all to children, but carried along by his

  enthusiasm and the romance of marrying in Shakespeare country, she’d said yes. She had called Shane and asked him to give her away, but he’d told her she was a fool and hung up. Zoe was

  gutted. Why couldn’t he just accept that she loved Ed? He didn’t have to like him, they didn’t have to be best buddies, just civil, that’s all she had asked. Of course,

  she’d invited Uncle Gerry and Aunt Hannah, too, but they never left the farm unattended and Zoe wasn’t surprised when they sent their regrets along with their good wishes, and a cheque

  for €100. In the end, only her friend Tara and her husband were there from her side on her big day.




  They were back in London and had moved to a slightly larger, more comfortable flat in Putney when Zoe got her first real break since leaving Ireland, a key role in a big production with an

  eminent director. She was over the moon. Ed wasn’t. He was playing the lead in a play that was about to go on tour, and was flabbergasted that she was even considering not accompanying him.

  And she’d caved. Looking back, she couldn’t believe she had given in to him. What spell had he cast over her? As for her brother, Shane nearly had a fit when she told him she’d

  turned down the role.




  ‘You’re throwing your career down the toilet for a man with half your talent, who couldn’t possibly love you or he wouldn’t ask you to do this.’




  But despite silently agreeing that Ed was being unreasonable, she proceeded to traipse around the country in her husband’s wake. As she watched rehearsals or wandered down yet another high

  street, staring in store windows at things she couldn’t afford, bitterness began to set in. She felt worthless. What had she become? Ed McGlynn’s wife, an appendage to him rather than

  an actor or even a person in her own right. She’d put Ed’s ambition and dreams before her own, but, isn’t that what you did when you loved someone? But what did that say about Ed?

  Shane was right. It had been a ridiculous sacrifice. She could have easily taken the part she’d been offered and, if it hadn’t worked out, joined Ed then.




  They were only married a year and already Zoe was a smouldering cauldron of resentment. When it would get too much for her to bear, she went home to Dublin for a couple of days, staying at

  Shane’s. If she timed it well, he was out of the country and she could laze around the house without being nagged. If he was there, she had to listen to his rants or, almost worse, tolerate

  his sad, reproachful looks.




  And then one night before a performance, Zoe was seeking Ed out to wish him luck and found him with his tongue down the throat of his leading lady. It was like a knife through the heart –

  she’d actually felt faint. Sure, he was an outrageous flirt but they were as close as ever. He always wanted her, reaching for her like she was his anchor. How could he be like that with her

  and then screw other women? Because when she confronted him it was clear that it wasn’t the first time he’d done it, and that he didn’t stop at kissing. He didn’t see

  anything wrong with it. He loved her. The other women meant nothing. It was just sex. Feeling as if she’d been punched in the stomach, Zoe packed her bags and left for Dublin.




  Shane had been right. He’d seen what she was too besotted to notice. Ed was self-centred. When things were going his way he was the best company in the world, but when they weren’t

  he was sullen, bitter and manipulative. It was only in hindsight she realised that his darkest moods coincided with the few occasions when she was doing better than he was. Whilst she’d

  always been proud and happy for him when he triumphed, he was envious and petulant when her talent was recognised. That realisation had made their break-up that bit easier. It wouldn’t have

  mattered if he’d been faithful, she’d realised. They were doomed from the start.




  It had gone quiet in the next room and she was just settling back to enjoy her paperback when her phone rang. She groped around the bed for it. ‘Hello?’




  ‘Zoe? I need you.’




  ‘If I was that way inclined, darling, those would be the sweetest words in the world,’ she said à la Mae West. She squinted at the clock radio. It was only nine

  o’clock. ‘What’s up, Tara?’




  ‘I’m serving supper for thirty and Andrea’s let me down. Can you help me out? I’ll pay you double.’




  ‘You can’t afford to,’ Zoe reminded her.




  ‘I can tonight,’ Tara said, a smile in her voice. ‘This is a big-league gig. Their kitchen probably cost more than my house.’




  ‘On my way.’ Zoe said, sitting up and throwing back the duvet.




  ‘You’re a sweetheart! Grab a pen and I’ll give you the address. Take a taxi, I’ll pay.’




  Zoe crept out to the outdated bathroom, the tiles icy under her bare feet, and splashed water on her face. Back in her room, she tied her long dark hair into a neat ponytail and dressed in the

  uniform that Tara preferred, black pencil skirt, white blouse, black tights and flat black pumps. A dash of lipstick and eye-liner and she was ready and waiting when the taxi pulled up outside.




  Zoe had just finished school and moved to Dublin when she first met Tara Devlin. Someone had given Shane a voucher for a sailing course, but as he had no interest in watersports other than

  skinny-dipping, he’d passed it on to his sister, who adored the water and swam like a fish. Tara had been in her group and they’d taken an instant liking to each other and been firm

  friends since. Getting to spend more time with Tara had been one of the few good things about moving back to Dublin after her marriage broke up. She’d taken to helping her friend out when she

  needed an extra pair of hands. She needed the cash and it kept her mind off the fact that, despite registering with an agency and going to several auditions, the phone remained stubbornly

  silent.




  Her brother just shrugged at her situation. ‘It will take time.’




  Things had improved since then but she still spent more time catering than acting, and there wasn’t much difference in the salary. Luckily, she didn’t have to pay rent as, despite

  all his rants about her wasted opportunities, Shane had taken her in. Zoe was grateful but, at the same time, longed for a place of her own. It got a bit much, though, bumping into strange women on

  the way to the bathroom or at breakfast – toast and coffee if they were lucky.




  Tara had bemoaned the fact that such an enormous kitchen in their house in Terenure was rarely put to good use, and she was always appalled at the contents of the fridge and bin. The first held

  little, the second was always brimming with takeaway and microwave cartons.




  ‘It’s better now I live here,’ Zoe had protested. ‘We can’t all be cordon-bleu chefs!’




  Her friend had laughed. ‘Shane must be thrilled to have you back to look after him.’




  ‘I’m like his little serf. I clean and tidy and buy the loo rolls – of course he’s happy! Still, it’s the least I can do for free lodgings. Not that anyone in their

  right mind would pay to stay here.’




  ‘It’s seen better days,’ Tara had admitted, wandering around the huge kitchen with its ancient cupboards with wonky doors and a cooker that seemed to be held together by

  grease. Incongruously, in the midst of the drab fifties room, stood a hi-tech white washing machine, a microwave, an espresso machine and a kettle. ‘It would be an amazing restoration

  project.’




  ‘For someone who was creative and had a lot of cash,’ Zoe agreed. ‘The window frames are rotten, there’s no central heating, the house needs to be rewired and the

  plumbing is completely unreliable. Shane had great plans when he bought it but you know what he’s like. All enthusiastic over a project and then something else comes along to distract him and

  he’s off.’




  ‘I remember,’ Tara had said with a wry grin. She and Shane had dated for a while but she’d ended up marrying someone much more dependable, although the downturn in the market

  had seen the successful builder become one of the many unemployed. Once confident and hard-working, Greg Coleman was now a depressed and difficult man. Tara was being amazingly patient with him but

  Zoe wondered how long her friend could put up with his moods.




  Tara threw open the back door of the impressive three-storey house in Donnybrook, looking hot and flustered. ‘Oh, I could kiss you, Zo.’




  Chuckling, Zoe hurried after her, down a narrow hallway and into the state-of-the-art kitchen. ‘Nice place. Now, what do you want me to do?’




  ‘If you can take round the hors d’oeuvres, I’ll get started on the mains.’




  ‘Do I need to sort the drinks too?’ Zoe balanced one platter in the curve of her arm and then picked up the other two.




  Tara peeked out the door before answering: ‘No, the lady of the house, Cynthia Mahon, doesn’t trust staff with drink.’




  Zoe raised her eyebrows. ‘Charming.’




  ‘Oh, she’s a total witch,’ Tara whispered, ‘but she pays well and on the night. Whatever you do, steer well clear of William, the husband. He’s a lecherous old

  goat, but if she catches him feeling you up, she’ll blame you.’




  ‘Of course she will. What does he look like?’




  Tara put her head on one side as she considered the question. ‘Like a lecherous old goat?’




  ‘Gotcha.’ Zoe laughed. ‘Where am I going?’




  Tara waved a spatula towards the hall. ‘Follow the noise. They’re in the drawing room, last door on the right. The dining room is opposite. Will you double check the table settings

  for me? I’m pretty sure it’s okay but I’ve been rushing around so much, I don’t trust myself.’




  ‘Consider it done.’ Zoe knew from experience that the dining room would be perfect – Tara never forgot anything. She’d once caught her rearranging the cutlery so that it

  was all an inch in from the edge of the table! She carried the food down the impressive hallway and into the drawing room, where she was immediately set upon by the hungry guests. Keeping a smile

  pinned to her face, she struggled to hold the platters steady as the glamorous and well-heeled, already three sheets to the wind, fell on the food like savages. Zoe thought about the care and

  attention poor Tara was currently putting into the confit of duck main course, knowing this lot would be as happy with a kebab. The food was almost gone when she saw a woman signalling her,

  eyebrows knitted in a frown – obviously the hostess. Zoe immediately made her way over and smiled.




  ‘Is everything okay, madam?’




  ‘No, it isn’t. Where’s Tara?’




  ‘Preparing dinner.’




  ‘I thought she’d have all that done and be able to help out here.’ She tutted. ‘Go and get more starters.’




  ‘Er, I don’t think there are any. The main course is quite large and there are three desserts and a cheeseboard to follow—’




  ‘You don’t have more? Well, really!’ Face like thunder, Cynthia stood up, turned on her heel and headed for the kitchen. Zoe was about to follow when she felt a hand on the

  small of her back.




  ‘Don’t worry, dear. My wife gets rather stressed when she’s entertaining, but Tara will calm her down. Lovely girl, quite the cutesy.’




  Zoe turned to face the man, who stared openly at her breasts and licked his lips. God, he really was a lech. She moved closer and stuck out her chest, making his eyes pop. ‘Tara is

  gorgeous, isn’t she? Great in bed too,’ she said, and, with a wink, left him with his mouth hanging open, and went back to the kitchen.




  ‘You did not say that!’ Tara laughed, when Zoe related the conversation as they finished cleaning up three hours later.




  ‘Did too,’ Zoe assured her, and sighed. ‘He’ll be fantasising tonight about a threesome.’




  ‘Ugh.’ Tara shuddered and collapsed into a chair. ‘Lord, I’m exhausted.’




  Zoe packed the last of the pans into a box and washed her hands. ‘I’m not surprised. You gave them a great night and the food was amazing.’




  ‘Half of them will probably throw up within the hour, and the rest won’t remember if it was good or not,’ Tara grumbled.




  ‘Stop with the pessimism, missus. I’m sure you’ll get more bookings out of this. I recognised a lot of famous faces here tonight.’




  ‘I hope so or we’re going to end up living in a tent.’ Tara gave a wide yawn.




  ‘I’m sure you’ll be able to run to a campervan,’ Zoe joked, wishing she could do something to take the anxiety from her friend’s eyes. ‘Go get that big cheque

  and let’s go home. You need sleep.’




  





  Chapter Two




  Tara crept into the house and eased the door closed, hoping it wouldn’t squeak. She really had to get some oil and sort it. No point in asking Greg, even though he was

  the one who complained when she woke him. She eased off her shoes and padded into the kitchen. It was almost two in the morning and she was dog-tired, but she knew that she wouldn’t be able

  to sleep, not immediately. She reached into the cupboard over the freezer for the bottle of gin and poured a small measure into a glass. She hesitated, the bottle in hand, and then splashed in some

  more. She looked around and fumed at the mess. A dirty plate sat congealing on the table along with an open carton of curry sauce and a bag of prawn crackers, some of which had spilled onto the

  floor and been trodden in. Tara banged down her glass, dumped the food and scrubbed the plate, before wiping the table and sweeping the floor. After she was satis-fed that the kitchen was clean,

  she carried her drink through to the sitting room and stretched out on the sofa. Balancing the glass on her stomach, she let out a weary sigh. More and more she was feeling like a hamster in a

  wheel and she couldn’t even talk to Greg about it. Not that she wanted to talk to him when she came home to a mess like the one he’d left tonight. Couldn’t he see how tired and

  stressed she was? If only she could persuade him to get some sort of work – his inertia was driving her crazy. She had taken time out of her own busy schedule and put together colourful,

  eye-catching flyers to attract custom. Add a conservatory to your house, convert your attic or garage into a room and transform your home into a modern, open-plan family space, that sort of thing.

  People couldn’t afford to move these days and were instead improving and extending their homes, jobs Greg could do with his eyes closed. She had been so pleased with the flyers, but when

  she’d presented them to him with a flourish, he’d been completely dismissive.




  ‘You go into people’s homes and feed them and suddenly you think you’re an authority on running a business?’ he’d jeered.




  The disparaging tone and disdain in his eyes wounded her more than the words. She tried time after time to reach him, but he had built a barrier round himself that she just couldn’t seem

  to penetrate. Sex was infrequent but, even when he did take her in his arms, he wasn’t gentle or loving. It was angry sex, almost a punishment. And she embraced it, God help her, because at

  least he was holding her and she didn’t feel quite so lonely. But afterwards he’d turn away without a word and sleep. Tara had never felt so helpless or miserable. She was losing him

  and she didn’t know how to make it right. He hated her for working. He hated that it was her money putting food on the table. He seemed to hate being around her and yet complained when she

  was out so late. She couldn’t win. She tried to make herself invisible so as not to irritate him, but as she prepared food for a function she felt his eyes boring into her, accusing her. Of

  what? Of making a living? Of supporting him? Was that her sin? If he didn’t want her help, why didn’t he get off his arse and do something? She wanted to scream at him, to shake him, to

  make him come to his senses, but she was very afraid that it would send him over the edge. So she did nothing.




  Tara drained her glass and went upstairs. Though the bedroom was in darkness, she knew instantly he was awake. When she slipped in beside him, he was lying on his back. Leaning over, she pressed

  her lips to his chest. ‘I love you,’ she whispered as she did every night. Sometimes he was silent, sometimes he turned away and sometimes . . . She moaned as he flipped her on her back

  and started to kiss her, his mouth hard against hers. She wound her arms around his neck and pulled him closer. Any contact was better than none.




  When Shane’s phone went straight to voicemail, Adam O’Brien flung his mobile across the room. He didn’t like it, not at all. He had that pain in his stomach

  again, the one brought on by stress, aka Shane Hall. Why had he ever agreed to go into the theatre? What did he know about actors or plays? But Shane was like a brother, they had a lot in common

  and he’d always found it hard to say no to him.




  Adam had grown up in a small community in County Meath. When Shane and his sister had arrived from Dublin to live with their aunt and uncle, it had caused quite a stir. Their parents had been

  killed outright in a horrific car crash, which made them a huge subject of morbid curiosity in the town. Shane had ended up in Adam’s class at the local boys’ Catholic school. He still

  remembered awed silence when the principal led Shane into the class and introduced him. The boy had stared at them, his dark eyes defiant, as if warning them not to dare ask any questions, and it

  had worked. Everyone gave him a wide berth and he’d kept himself to himself.




  It had been a while before they became friends but, when they did, the bond was strong. Shane moved back to Dublin as soon as they left school. They’d kept in touch but Adam was working on

  the production line at the local plastics factory and didn’t have time or money to visit, and Shane rarely came home. But the older he got, the more stifled Adam felt in the small terraced

  house he shared with his mother, and Shane made city life sound so exciting. Finally, he bit the bullet and followed his friend to the bright lights. He got a job working in Clerys department

  store, which might have been interesting enough if he’d been on the shop floor but he was stuck in the back, stock-taking, and was almost as bored as he’d been at home. When he

  complained about it, Shane suggested they work together. Adam could take care of all the administrative details, allowing Shane to concentrate on writing and directing his plays. Adam had laughed

  at the idea. His job might be monotonous, but at least he had a steady wage. Whereas, despite Shane’s success – he’d written, directed and produced three plays already – he

  had zero security and usually seemed to be broke. But once Adam attended his first play, he had been gobsmacked that his friend had written a story that completely absorbed him for two hours, and

  suddenly the thought of being a part of that world seemed a hell of a lot more exciting than stock-taking. The job title producer sounded very grand and off-putting but, at the end of the day, it

  just meant taking care of the legwork involved in staging a play and Adam was a natural-born organiser. And so he agreed and was so very glad that he had, taking to it like a duck to water. His

  success with Shane led to other directors seeking him out and within a couple of years he had a relatively healthy income and his stock-taking days were behind him.




  But as Shane had warned, it wasn’t all glamorous. Artistic types were an unpredictable and unreliable lot and Adam almost had to babysit them through each production. He would boost egos,

  nudge procrastinators, bully a little and beg a lot. Shane was one of the worst, always doubting the quality of his own work. He rarely met deadlines as he struggled for perfection, ignoring

  reassurances that he’d already achieved it. It frustrated the hell out of Adam but he’d learned that the only way to handle Shane was to back off and let him come out of his

  self-inflicted torture in his own time. He always got there in the end but there had been many hairy moments over the years and the uncertainty played havoc with Adam’s gut.




  The director of Shane’s current work-in-progress, John Whelan, was one of the best but wasn’t a patient man and he and Shane tended to clash a lot. Adam would find himself in the

  middle, trying to keep the peace. Luckily, John was working on a production in Belfast at the moment and seemed too preoccupied to notice that he hadn’t received Shane’s script yet. But

  it was only a matter of time before Adam got that call. Still, he could handle John and buy Shane more time, that wasn’t a problem. It was Shane not returning his calls that made Adam

  nervous. He had provisionally booked a theatre for an initial two-week run and if he reneged on that it could be costly. Fuck it, he deserved better than this. He was going to pay Shane a visit. In

  a way he hoped there was just a new woman in his life and he was too busy screwing to bother with work. That was infinitely preferable to the possibility Shane had torn up the script in disgust and

  was in a bar somewhere, drinking himself into oblivion. If Shane wasn’t home, though, there was a good chance Zoe would be, and that would be worth the trip in itself.




  Adam still remembered the first time he’d laid eyes on Shane’s sister as an adult, a far cry from the skinny little kid who used to trail Shane round. Tall and willowy with a mane of

  dark hair that was almost down to her waist, at eighteen, by then, Zoe was a beautiful young woman but still had the same friendly, sunny nature. Shane had noticed the way Adam had looked at her

  and warned him off with an icy glare. Which was fair enough, after all he was nearly six years older. But nowadays she was very much a woman and a divorced one at that and fair game. But despite

  his attempts to flirt with her, she’d shown no interest in him. She was always nice and would welcome him with a wide smile – she had such a lovely smile, it lit up her entire face

  – and she’d chat away about anything and everything, but it was clear that she only saw him as a friend. He’d learned to accept that but he still couldn’t resist seeing her

  any chance he got, happy just to be in her company and admire her from afar. She carried herself like a queen, shoulders back and head held high, and she had the most amazingly expressive brown

  eyes. Adam couldn’t understand why she hadn’t had more success in her career or why Shane didn’t try to use his influence to help her when he obviously idolised his little

  sister.




  Adam was disappointed to see Tara Devlin’s little van outside the house when he drove up. That girl didn’t like him and made no effort to hide it. He thought about

  driving off, but he was here now and he really did need to talk to Shane.




  He heard laughter as he walked up the path and rang the bell. Zoe opened the door, dressed in a loose shirt, ripped jeans, her hair piled in an untidy knot on the top of her head, and looking

  bloody gorgeous.




  ‘Hi, Adam.’ There was that smile. ‘Come in.’




  He heard Tara’s groan come from the kitchen.




  Zoe laughed. ‘Don’t mind her, she’s grumpy today.’




  ‘Is she ever any other way? How are rehearsals going?’




  She rolled her eyes. ‘Put it this way, I’m getting through a lot of novels.’




  ‘Hanging around between scenes?’




  ‘That’s putting it mildly. How come you’re here?’ Her eyes twinkled. ‘Oh, I know, you’ve come to tell me that some director spotted me in the street and wants

  me to star in his new play?’




  ‘Afraid not but I’ll keep my ears open,’ he promised. ‘I wanted to talk to your brother and as he never answers his phone I decided it was time for the mountain to come

  to Muhammad.’




  ‘But he’s in Spain.’ Zoe said as she led Adam down to the kitchen, where Tara sat at the kitchen table. She gave him a limp wave.




  ‘Spain?’ He stopped in the doorway, searching his memory. Had he missed something? Had Shane mentioned he was going away? He didn’t think so.




  ‘Yes, he flew out yesterday.’




  Fuck. The pain in his stomach had been right again. ‘What the hell is he doing in Spain?’




  Zoe’s eyes widened. ‘You didn’t know? Sorry, obviously not. He’s having some issues with the script, apparently, and decided he needed a change of scene.’




  ‘He might have mentioned it. And if it’s no big deal, why isn’t he taking my calls?’ Adam thought for a moment, remembering a late-night session recently when Shane had

  disappeared early with a girl. He looked at Zoe. ‘I don’t suppose there’s a new woman on the scene?’




  Zoe pulled a face. ‘Now you mention it . . .’




  ‘Great.’ Adam sank into a chair.




  ‘What does it matter where he is once he’s writing?’ Tara piped up.




  ‘If there’s a woman with him, I doubt he’s doing a lot of that,’ he retorted.




  ‘I don’t know that for sure, Adam. He should have let you know he was going. But I only found out myself yesterday.’ Zoe shook her head at her brother’s unpredictable

  nature.




  The kettle boiled and Zoe looked at him, her lovely eyes full of sympathy. ‘Tea, coffee or do you need a real drink?’




  ‘A lager would be great, thanks.’




  ‘Tara?’




  Thankfully, Adam noted, the girl stood up. ‘Not for me, I need to go to the wholesaler’s. Talk to you tomorrow.’ She hugged Zoe. ‘Great to see you again, Adam.

  Don’t keep Zoe too long – she’s got a hot date later. Byeee!’




  The door slammed and Adam looked back at Zoe. ‘If you’re in a rush—’




  ‘Don’t mind Tara, she has a warped sense of humour.’ She set a bottle in front of him and made a coffee for herself. ‘You seem pretty rattled, Adam. What’s

  up?’




  ‘Shane promised he’d deliver the script soon and John gets difficult when people let him down.’




  Zoe’s eyes widened in disbelief. ‘But what writer meets a deadline?’




  He laughed. ‘Okay, he gets difficult when they don’t meet their deadlines and don’t make contact to explain why, or to give an estimate as to when it will be ready. When is he

  due home?’




  ‘He didn’t say. I wasn’t here when he left. He just sent me a text from the airport. It all seemed a bit last-minute.’




  ‘Your brother is going to be the death of me. We’re supposed to be putting on a show in six weeks.’ Adam couldn’t hide his irritation. ‘It’s not fair of him

  to mess me around like this, or John either for that matter.’




  ‘Of course it isn’t,’ she said, looking helpless.




  ‘I don’t suppose you know where he’s staying?’ Perhaps if it was with someone in the theatre, he could track down a number.




  ‘No, sorry. Let me try calling him.’ Zoe reached for her phone and rang her brother but shook her head. ‘It’s gone straight to voicemail but I have an idea.’ She

  waited for a moment and then in a breathless, panicked tone she spoke. ‘Shane, it’s me, I need your help. I’ve locked myself out and I can’t remember where you said

  you’d hidden the spare key. Call me ASAP, for God’s sake. I’ve left the pan on the stove. Shit, maybe I should just call the fire brigade. Oh, call me, Shane, please, for

  fuck’s sake, call me!’ And she hung up.




  Adam stared at her in astonishment and then burst out laughing. ‘And the Oscar for best actress goes to . . .’




  ‘Why, thank you.’ She bowed and sat down again. ‘Let’s see if it works.’ The phone started to ring almost immediately and she grinned at Adam.

  ‘Gotcha!’




  ‘Get a number off him, tell him you have to be able to reach him. Oh, shit, I don’t know, but just see what you can find out, please.’ Calm down, Adam told himself. It

  wasn’t the first time that Shane had gone AWOL and arrived back in the nick of time. But he’d never done it quite like this before. Leaving so suddenly and sending his sister a text

  from the airport? It was very odd. Damn it, why had he ever got into this game? Directors, actors, writers were such a paranoid, emotional and unreliable lot. He tuned back into what Zoe was saying

  and had to suppress a laugh. Though she hadn’t moved from the counter, she was breathlessly pretending to be digging in the flower pot outside the front window, searching for the key. He

  could hear Shane’s voice raised in panic as he urged her to hurry, terrified that his house was going to burn down.




  ‘Got it!’ Zoe yelped and, reaching over, took Adam’s car keys and pressed them against the wood of the table before hurrying to the back door and opening it. ‘I’m

  in. Just hang on while I turn off the cooker.’ She winked at Adam, sat down and took a sip of tea. ‘Okay, it’s fine – my chops aren’t even burned.’ Shane said

  something and she laughed. ‘Listen, before you hang up, Adam’s been looking for you. Where the hell are you? Why the sudden departure?’




  Adam watched her face as Shane answered her. When she bowed her head and turned slightly away, his uneasiness grew.




  ‘Okay, then,’ she said finally. ‘Talk to you then.’




  ‘Well?’ Adam searched her face and wasn’t convinced by the reassuring smile.




  ‘He couldn’t talk but he said he was very sorry.’




  Adam held her gaze.




  ‘I need to know where I stand, Zoe.’




  ‘I understand that. When I talk to him later I’ll find out exactly what’s going on.’




  Adam stood up, not entirely happy with her response but at a loss as to what else he could do. He could see sympathy in Zoe’s eyes. ‘Will you phone me after you talk to

  him?’




  ‘Of course.’




  ‘Great, thanks, Zoe. I appreciate that.’




  As soon as she was alone, Zoe picked up her phone. She held her breath as she waited for Shane to answer. As soon as she’d heard his voice she’d known that there

  was something wrong and it frightened her. He was prone to bouts of depression but it had been a long time since the last one. He finally answered, the same tremor in his voice. ‘Hey,

  it’s me, Shane. Sorry about that but Adam was here.’




  ‘What? Shit. What did you tell him?’




  She could hear sheer panic now. ‘Nothing. What’s wrong, Shane? Where are you? Are you okay?’




  ‘Not really.’




  She waited for him to volunteer more but there was silence. ‘Shane, talk to me. I’ll need to tell Adam something. He seems really on edge.’




  ‘He should be,’ Shane mumbled. ‘I can’t do this play.’




  ‘I thought it was going really well.’ Zoe had watched Shane prowling around, lost in thought, and come down some mornings to coffee mugs, empty crisp bags and beer bottles strewn

  round the place, clear evidence that he had pulled an all-nighter. He had seemed completely consumed and so excited by what he was working on. She had been hoping there might be a part in it for

  her and, when he was out, she had ransacked his room, longing to get a glimpse of the script, but without success. The fact that he was keeping it under wraps fuelled her curiosity. So much for

  giving up on acting and moving on. ‘Shane?’ she said, worried by his silence.




  He sighed heavily at the other end of the phone. ‘There’s just something not quite right about it and I can’t figure out what it is. I thought some time in a different location

  might help but it’s not coming.’




  ‘You only went yesterday,’ she pointed out, exasperated.




  ‘True.’




  ‘You know the more pressure you put yourself under the less chance the ideas will come.’




  ‘I suppose.’




  Zoe sensed there was more to it than he was letting on. ‘You’d tell me if there was anything wrong, wouldn’t you, Shane?’ She gripped the phone tight to her ear and paced

  the kitchen. ‘Apart from the play.’




  ‘Sure.’




  She wished she was convinced but he sounded miserable. ‘Forget about writing for a few days,’ she said gently. ‘I’ve watched you go through this many times before and you

  always panic when you come close to the end.’




  ‘Do I?’




  She smiled at the surprise in his voice. ‘You do. And everyone knows that but you still need to let Adam know what’s happening. It’s not fair to leave him in limbo like

  this.’




  ‘What do I say? That I can’t write, that I don’t know what to write? That I’ve literally lost the plot?’




  Zoe heard the unmistakable sound of wine being poured. ‘Please don’t drink, Shane. Where are you? Who are you with?’




  ‘I’m in Nerja in Diana’s villa.’




  ‘Diana?’ Zoe paused in her pacing. The only Diana she knew was the one Shane had had an affair with on and off for the last few years. ‘Diana Nelson?’




  ‘Yeah.’




  ‘Shane, this is madness. Will you please stop messing about with married women?’




  ‘Keep your hair on, I’m alone,’ he said, sounding weary. ‘She just said I could crash here for a while.’




  ‘And does her husband know that?’




  Again a sigh. ‘I don’t know and I don’t really care. Look, Zoe, I have to go.’




  Zoe wracked her brains for a way to get through to him. ‘Is there a copy of the manuscript here?’




  ‘Why?’ he asked, sounding wary.




  ‘Let me give it to Adam. It will buy you some time.’ There was silence. ‘Shane?’




  ‘But I’m telling you, it’s not ready!’




  ‘It doesn’t matter. It’s proof that you’re working.’




  He gave another weary sigh. ‘Okay. Tell Adam I’ll email it to him.’




  ‘Isn’t there a hard copy?’ She’d thought she was finally going to get her hands on the script. Jeez, you would think it was a treasure map. Writers!




  ‘No. Tell Adam not to show it to John unless he has to. It’s not ready,’ he warned.




  ‘Fine. I’ll just say how hard you’ve been working and that you want to get the ending just right. How does that sound?’




  He gave a humourless laugh. ‘There’s no way in hell of getting the ending right.’




  She heard him take a drink. ‘Lighten up, Shane. Take some time out, chill. The ideas will come and the words will flow – they always do. This play is important to you, Shane. I can

  feel that and I know it will be brilliant.’




  ‘No, Zoe, I think you’re going to hate it,’ he said, his voice cracking slightly.




  ‘I doubt that.’ She smiled. She loved her brother’s writing and almost burst with pride at every premiere. ‘If it’s stressing you this much, I’m sure that,

  not only will you finish it, but I will love it. But you need to get some rest first and lay off the booze. You know it will just bring you down.’




  Again silence and then another sigh. ‘You’re right.’




  She let out a breath she hadn’t realised she’d been holding.




  ‘Don’t go asking Adam for a copy. I don’t want you to read it, Zo,’ he said, sounding alarmed.




  ‘I won’t, I promise – but why, Shane?’




  Another sigh. ‘Please, just humour a crazy writer.’




  She smiled. ‘Okay, but you must promise me that you will keep your phone on and that you will answer my calls.’




  ‘I will, and, Zo?’




  ‘Yeah?’




  ‘I love you, you know that, right?’




  ‘Love you too. Bye, Shane.’ She hung up on him and called Adam.




  





  Chapter Three




  ‘There goes one very angry young man.’ Terence Ross eyed his daughter over the top of his newspaper. He’d taken to dropping in more often lately. His excuse?

  That he was at a loose end or just passing, but she knew that it was really his way of trying to put pressure on Greg. He meant well but his visits didn’t help the tension in the house. It

  was ironic, really. All her life she’d wanted more of her parents’ time and now, when she least needed it, Terence had finally decided to behave like a dad.




  ‘Please don’t wind him up, Dad,’ Tara said through gritted teeth, though she knew she was wasting her breath. A door slammed in the distance, making her jump.




  Terence gazed at her, all innocence. ‘All I asked was how the job-hunting was going.’ His expression darkened as his eyes travelled over the platters of food covering every surface.

  ‘I think that’s a fair question from a father whose daughter’s working round the clock. You can’t continue at this pace, darling – you’ll make yourself

  ill.’




  ‘I enjoy it,’ Tara insisted, and she did, although it would have been nice to have the occasional morning in bed and sleep through the night instead of lying awake worrying about

  money.




  ‘The very least he could do is roll up his sleeves and give you a hand. I assume he does your accounts.’




  He didn’t. But she wasn’t going to fuel her father’s anger. He had always been civil enough to Greg but the two men had little in common and not much to say to each other. And

  since Greg’s business had gone belly-up and she was the sole earner, her dad was always taking pot-shots at his son-in-law. ‘He does help with some of the deliveries.’




  Terence snorted. ‘How very noble of him.’




  ‘I thought you had a play coming up. Shouldn’t you be home, learning your lines?’ she said pointedly.




  He waved a hand in the air. ‘You know I don’t work like that, darling. I need to get a feel for the character, be that person, before I can even think about the

  words.’




  Tara bent her head over the chicken she was hacking into portions to hide a smirk. ‘Right.’




  But he had tossed aside the newspaper and was glaring again. ‘Seriously, Tara, are you really planning to do all this and then go and serve it too?’




  ‘No, Dad, Zoe is going to help me. Stop worrying, it’s all under control. When do rehearsals start?’




  ‘Probably next month.’ Her father put down the paper. ‘Actually, speaking of Zoe, is she working?’




  ‘Only for me. Well, she has some tiny part in a play in some tiny theatre.’




  ‘When?’




  ‘Next week, I think. Why?’




  ‘Hmm, I might be able to put some work her way. It’s only a short run but it is in the Abbey and I think that she would be perfect for the part.’




  ‘Oh, Dad, that’s fantastic. She’d be absolutely thrilled.’ Zoe usually joked about ‘resting’, but Tara had noticed that she hadn’t been her usual bubbly

  self lately.




  ‘She’d have to audition, of course,’ her father was saying, ‘but I think she’d be well able for the part. Ridiculous the girl isn’t doing better. She has that

  certain something, I can sense it, and I’m never wrong.’ His blue gaze narrowed. ‘Yet another woman’s ambition thwarted by an egotistical, selfish man.’




  Tara chuckled as she put the chicken, vegetables, herbs and garlic into a large pot and set it on the gas. ‘I’d love to hear what Mam would have to say on that subject.’




  ‘Excuse me, Vivienne is the success she is today because I let her go.’




  ‘Er, the way she tells it, she let you go,’ Tara said, but she was smiling. It was a conversation they had on a regular basis but without malice. Her parents were still on

  good terms though they had never married and, in fact, split up shortly after she was born. Which was probably just as well. Terence seemed incapable of fidelity and her mother was a fiercely

  independent woman whose career in musical theatre was more important than any relationship. ‘Will I call Zoe and tell her?’




  ‘No, that’s okay.’ He glanced at his watch. ‘I’ll drop by and say hello. Is your mother still seeing Boring Bob?’




  She shook her head, smiling. ‘Don’t call him that, he’s nice.’




  Terence groaned. ‘Nice? The most insulting description known to man but, in this case, accurate.’




  ‘No, harmless is the worst description.’




  ‘He’s that too.’




  ‘Speaking of partners, how is Rosemary?’ Tara had learned long ago not to get too attached to any of the women in her father’s life as they rarely lasted long. Some she liked,

  most she didn’t.




  ‘Who?’ Terence stood up.




  ‘You’re impossible,’ she said, laughing.




  ‘But you love me.’ He put his arms around her and dropped a kiss on her brow. ‘Should I go and find your husband and say goodbye?’




  ‘No, leave him be! Things are difficult enough for him at the moment.’




  He scowled. ‘They’re difficult for you too.’




  ‘We’ll be fne,’ she said with a reassuring smile, wishing she believed it.




  Not long after Terence had left, Greg strolled back into the kitchen, put on the coffee machine and opened the biscuit tin. He turned and Tara could see he was still smarting

  from her dad’s comments.




  ‘Aren’t there any custard creams?’




  She gritted her teeth. She was in the middle of making pastry. Did he seriously expect her to drop everything to help him search for biscuits? ‘You’re looking in the tin – you

  tell me.’




  He banged it down. ‘You know what I meant. You need to do a shop.’




  ‘No, Greg, you need to do a shop. In case you hadn’t noticed, I’m working, and you’re not.’




  He stiffened and glared at her. ‘Why the dramatics? It’s just a bit of shopping.’




  ‘Exactly.’ Tara gave him a sweet smile. ‘Even you should be able to manage it.’




  He gave a world-weary sigh. ‘Okay, fine. If you’re going to make an issue of it, give me a list and I’ll do it if it will stop you nagging.’




  ‘I’m busy. You make a list,’ Tara said, keeping her eyes on her pastry. ‘You live here too, you’ll figure out what’s needed.’




  ‘Why are you being so bloody difficult?’




  ‘I’m just busy, Greg, and tired.’ She looked up at him, feeling suddenly tearful. ‘Really tired.’




  A flash of guilt crossed his face. ‘Fine. I’ll do the shopping,’ he said and stormed out of the room.




  The front door slammed a few minutes later. It was a wonder any of the doors in this house were still on their hinges. Tears of frustration spilled out onto Tara’s cheeks and she wiped

  them away on her sleeve. The idiot would probably come back laden down with all sorts of rubbish and forget the basics. Tara looked round at the array of wonderful food she had prepared. From the

  leftovers she would make soups and stews or stir-fry. Even though they were technically on the breadline, Greg was eating like a king and he was moaning about bloody biscuits. The tension in the

  house was building every day and it was only a matter of time before it came to a head. Nothing she did was right. He got annoyed when she tried to discuss their situation yet, when she was silent,

  he accused her of being moody or sulking. These days it was a relief to get out of the house and, when she was stuck at home with no job to prepare for, she threw herself into the housework. It was

  infinitely preferable to sitting in the same room as him, tension and anger crackling between them.




  She had never thought anything could come between them. Any problems that life threw their way, they would deal with together, as a team. But when he’d gone out of business, he had just

  shut her out, retreated into himself and, it seemed, given up. Two years on and there was still no sign of him pulling himself out of this depression. Zoe maintained that, because he’d been

  such a successful man, their current situation had emasculated him.




  ‘This isn’t the Stone Age,’ Tara had protested. ‘We’re equals.’ But the more she thought about it, and the more sarcastic and scathing and distant Greg

  became, the more she realised that Zoe was right. If she didn’t have the catering business and they’d had no other income, would it have given him the incentive to get out there and

  find work? There was no point in wondering about that now and there was no point in her worrying about Greg. He had chosen to go through this alone and, if that’s the way he wanted it, so be

  it.




  The food preparations complete, Tara got stuck into cleaning up. With luck she’d have time to tidy the cutlery drawer too.




  Zoe wasn’t sure what woke her. She peered at the clock and was stunned to see it was almost lunchtime. It had been a bad night and the noise of the wind and rain

  rattling the windows had kept her awake for hours. When morning finally came, she had stayed put, dozing and reading, glad there were no rehearsals. The doorbell rang and there was a rap on the

  knocker too. So, that’s what had woken her. She ran to the window and peered out and was stunned to see Terence Ross on the doorstep. She quickly grabbed her robe and tied it over her flimsy

  nightshirt and then groaned as she caught sight of herself in the mirror. Typical, the one time a famous actor comes calling. She combed her fingers through her hair as she ran down to let him

  in.




  ‘Ah, you’re in!’ Terence smiled.




  Lord, he might well be in his sixties but that was still one of the sexiest smiles on the Irish stage. He was dressed in a cream linen jacket and blue striped shirt, while blue jeans encased his

  long slim legs. The outfit was set off by a straw Panama hat. On anyone else it might have looked ridiculous, but Terence wore it with aplomb and looked every inch the handsome star he was.




  ‘Hi, Terence.’ She gestured down at herself. ‘I was still in bed. Give me a second and I’ll go get dressed.’




  He bent to kiss her cheek. ‘No need on my account, you look beautiful as you are.’




  ‘Liar.’ She laughed, but she felt herself blushing as she led the way into the drab kitchen. ‘Coffee?’




  ‘I just had one with Tara. I don’t suppose you have the makings of a G&T?’




  ‘In this house? We may not have food, milk or tea bags, but booze, always.’ She took down two tumblers, made his drink and poured a sparkling water for herself.




  ‘Thank you, darling. Let’s take them outside. It’s a lovely day.’




  ‘Sure.’ She opened the door and led the way out to the gazebo at the bottom of the garden. Surprisingly, it was a nice day. It was as if she had imagined the stormy night.




  When they were sitting at the little table, Terence clinked his glass against hers. ‘Cheers, my dear.’




  ‘Cheers,’ she said and took a sip before turning her face up to the heat of the sun. ‘It is beautiful, isn’t it?’




  ‘Lovely.’




  She opened her eyes and looked over to see his eyes were on her. ‘You’re outrageous,’ she said laughing, feeling both self-conscious and flattered.




  ‘So I’m told, but what is wrong in appreciating the beauty around you? No false modesty, please,’ he reproached her. ‘You’re a lovely young woman. Don’t

  pretend otherwise.’




  ‘Not so young any more,’ she said.




  ‘There you go again.’ He palmed his forehead in despair.




  ‘Sorry, I’m just feeling a bit low. I’ve been wondering if it’s time to give up this whole acting business and get a real job. Twenty-eight and my latest part involves

  eight lines.’




  ‘When is the play on?’ he asked.




  ‘Next week and it’s only a six-day run. I can’t see it being picked up by any other theatre either.’




  ‘That bad?’




  She smiled. ‘Dreadful.’




  ‘Hmm. Well, that brings me to the reason for my visit. There might be a part for you in my new play, Isabella.’




  She sat up, wondering if she’d heard him right. ‘Say that again.’




  He chuckled. ‘Don’t get too excited – you would have to audition and it’s a short run too.’




  ‘But you’re in it,’ she exclaimed in delight. Terence was rarely in a bad play and his performances attracted all the critics.




  ‘I am, and the bad news, darling, is you would have to play my love interest. Could you handle pretending to love an old man?’

OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
A Summer Breeze

COLETTE CADDLE

Fi

SIMON &
SCHUSTER
London - New York - Sydney - Toronto - New Delhi

A CBS COMPANY





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
A Summer Breeze

COLETTE CADDLE

é,

SIMON &
SCHUSTER
London - New York - Sydney - Toronto - New Delhi

A CBS COMPANY





