R -




@‘ HR-ENNERY-

Ounly Make — Believe

B XA &2 A

Eéé’thany*()ampbe:‘,@ ) =
/A (6 F) *

SMBES ST IR
XHCEHBHERAL T



(R)FEFI555
BHEES 3 (CIP) &R
R B/ (% L (Campbell, B.) X i Z5E R
—dL 5 SNE R SF L, 1997, 10
ISBN 7-5600-1305-8  ( RFidk - 5510 34 ik 4%)
1. & 01.O"H- @F-
H.hR-2E-3RES-E.N V.H319.4: 1
R AR B CIP BB BT (97)% 17600 &

HR-RRNREN
TR &R

Only Make— Believe
B Bethany Campbell
HE OFER(LAE)

R SEsFrsHE LR

(X HFEZHALEE 19 8)
B 1O sEaRARLS
FEsERELFERITH
736 <965 1/32 11.75 1 %
159759 A% 1K 199759 A% 1478
1 - 25000 #

ISBN 7-5600-1305-8/H-743
11.80 7

Fidt | [ER AN
=N R e R




BNEP: 01—96— 1516

Only Make — Believe
Original: © 1993 Bethamy Campell
Translation: © 1996 Harlequin Books S. A.
Foreign Language Teaching & Research Press
Cover Art: © 1996 Harlequin Enterprises Limited

All rights reserved including the right of
reproduction in whole or in part in any form.
“This edition is published by arrangement with Harlequin Books S. A.

All characters in this book are fictitious.

Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead,

is purely coincidental.

ABHBEANBEED, UFE[, LEBESG,

REAE BEOS



tH R 35 BA

WERRHKERBEBRSCTEART —E" HFR"R
hANRIF, BRI PSHBIARBHET — 1t
FEORWRE, FZERJM BTN R T RAHN
WE P X, RIHRE Y R PIRMUE S, RS EI;
FARGA R IRE AR R RS — BRI
%, HREEPET 5 —B,

TERUINREBEFABAGHA, XAFTRAALR
BAY kiRt A F st 0, REXT ALY
RS R —PBRGHUIREDT S SIRESHFRXT?

AERFPEARTEIREEAR AT AEAEG
B A, KEUK KB AAIERNIRGSBR R, EFHRI
FARAXREFEFHETE, ATFR 224k AX
FERPHAFRRC AR D EYMEHRI FAF
x¥, Bk, "edutalinment” (B & F K )L A T 2+
HHEES AR PR E S —FP eSS K, XRohwt
HERGKEBHAR S DEAR RIBHIN, LIBRHH
EREXETNMN A AROBAIAE(RI|IFN), thhH
RBA—, R X minsAss &, KB T REABIF
DR IEPOHAR, R BOHAFETELRBRE,
MPAEKERIRIE, BN, IBETAEEED, THER
ARG BFBTRERNPBEANIS, B TRELHB L L



I ERRGHRBRGIEA GHREEFKITAIESR
D& ducksohtd, R NRARTI S EARSZHS
Babtrth ool A E X L, Rk IR RL AR E
ERBEGOAEAT BE HMALZT, B2, AR
R AARZE EARZAK AFAI—PRBHERS
X FigiC, B L ETH AN E, B T8N AL
MR —F3 B, TR & T A BB MR
BB E, EXAHAB AR FE I HNGE =

BB ANRREFTER ISR, B AR PR
HAEBLWESHBEET tARNA SRR
—EETHERRIESEELS L, At m AR T
th-NR(BHFREIRESE, H351 4T B A
Tekesitit, X —~HAR LR BPERTHE T AR,
L ABREIFRE — DR EA(IH AR RSB
MEIL, ERAEXEEAXL AHRBIEIFINRE
—EIELEERHFT KILeh AW, BET LA AR
FTREHEIBSETFTNMEAALSITE, EHFEA
&=,

M —RGHE, X EFFRIBRPWESITXIA

CHIESEXPRSM, BLEBPE S TR
L F T ARGRE RS ERS X, 7TX
MG K, BEV hott 0 B R FZAKSIRIEE
I, Fled KT H ZIR LR FH BB O REA
FLABBEER, EARSEES NI XEE T
KRep bt HFoRETH



=

;
3
¥
B
£
|
+
*
3
#
¥
e
b
|
]
$
.)
|
|
¥
3
R
|

To love and to honor. ..

The minister’'s gaze focused on Nikki;
she had the vague impression that he
had asked her If she would promise to

love and honor the man who stood be-

side her.
She nodded, feeling volceless. Gl
squeezed her hand. "1 do,” she finally

managed to say. Somewhere a peacock
screamed, and another shrieked in an-

swer.

Nikki watched as Gl slipped a lovely
band of pilathhum and diamonds onto her
finger. Then lLoretta was tugging ot
her sleeve and offering Nikki another
platinum ring—a man’s. Numbly Nikki
took It and slid it over GliI's knuckle
and securely onto his finger.

The minister pronounced them husband
and wife. Nikkl sucked in her breath
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sharply.

Gil drew the vell hack from her face.
" Nikki,” he said, his volce low and
strained, “there’s only one thing wrong
wlth this wedding. it isn’t real.”

EHSRGEFPANGE RN S I RETAEIO | S RERIIINERIIRF

FésraEied

AHERABRAR A IR X RRIT— TS T HE 0N



Chapter One

he man who’d come backstage seemed a

T strange sort. He reminded Nikki of an ill-
tempered, wizened elf incongruously dressed as a
Manhattan businessman. Despite his size, he exuded
an air of wealth and self — importance.

Normally, Nikki would not have let him into her
dressing room. But Evelyn, who was part owner of
the nightclub, had escorted him herself, and Evelyn
was ferociously protective of all her performers. Nev-
ertheless, Evelyn’s face was troubled.

In a small, creaking voice, the man ar nounced
that he was a lawyer by the name of Laslkcw Roach.
Nikki, seated at her dressing faBle, was still in full
makeup and costume. Without waiting to be asked,
Roach commandeered the room’s only other chair,
perching on its edge.

Imperiously he told Evelyn to leave the dressing
room so he could talk to Nikki. Surprisingly, Evelyn
complied.

At the moment, Nikki looked wealthy and beauti-

ful, swathed in diamonds, a woman for whom great
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» Slhovotte *

things lay in store. In reality, the diamonds were
fake, she had a complicated past, and all she really
wanted was a simple future.

Laslow Roach was perhaps fifty years old, shorter
and slighter than Nikki, yet somehow forbidding. He
wore an expensive overcoat of cashmere, and he did
not take it off. Although he looked far too warm in
the crowded dressing room, his eyes, when he gazed
at Nikki, were cold.

His small, scratchy voice was equally cold. “I have
a proposition for you. Strictly legitimate. I can make
your biggest dream come true.”

What kind of corny line was that? Nikki won-
dered. Why on earth did Evelyn bring him here?
Was she slipping 7

Nikki gave Roach a cool smile and shook her head.
Whatever he wanted, he couldn’t have approached
her in a worse way.

Nikki Tripp had seen too often what big dreams
did to people. Her dreams were small, and she
planned to keep them so. It was, she believed, the
only safe way to live.

Her present life was far from ordinary. Six nights
a week she made her living by pretending to be vari-

ous rich and famous somebodies who'd made some-

2.



thing of themselves.

After Nikki began working in Evelyn’s nightclub,
Evelyn, with her bulldog disposition, took it upon
herself to protect Nikki. How had Las — low Roach
slipped past Evelyn’s usually fierce guard?

Nikki turned her attention from Roach to her mir-
ror. He watched her with the same disquieting cold-
ness. She was unclasping her rhinestone necklace
when he spoke again.

“] want you to go to Las Vegas. Pretend to be Ca-
ressa. Get married.”

He did not so much as blink as he stated the propo-
sition. Then, taking a gold case from his overcoat,
he handed her card. She was too rattled to do more
. than glance at it.

“I'm Caressa’s chief legal representative,” he said.

“What?” Nikki demanded, astonished.

“I want you to go to Vegas. Impersonate Caressa.
Get married.”

His words hardly registered. Instead Nikki heard
the ghost of her aunt’s husky, ruined voice: Oh,
Nikki, life’s a merry-go-round and everybody tries
to grab the gold ring. If it ever comes in reach, you
have to grab for it. Who knows? You just might
grab your heart’s desire.

3.



> Rlhowette*

She didn’t know whether to take the spectral voice
as an omen of encouragement or one of warning. So
she simply stared at Roach, pretending she felt noth-
ing more than amused skepticism.

Roach stared back, his gray eyes hard. Flushed
with heat and impatience, he awaited her answer.

Nikki’s answer was a laugh. Her laugh was a
croaky chuckle, at odds with her perfect makeup and
the silver spangles of her gown. she said. “You're
making this up.”

No smile crossed Roach’s withered face. “No. It’s
real. This is a security matter, and Caressa’s security
people want you in Vegas, to pretend you're her, to
get married.”

“Married?” Nikki laughed again. “Pretend I'm
Caressa and get married? What’s the matter? Is she
making so much money she can’t take the time to do
it herself?”

She thought. Oh, she could imitate Caressa, all
right. Ruefully she looked at herself in the mirror.
She did look eerily like the star, but only because it
was her job to do so.

“Not really married, of course.” Roach’s tone was
impatient. “Don’t laugh. This is serious. Caressa has

the best security people, and they’ve put thought in-
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to this. You pretend to get married. You lead the
press astray, away from her.”

A decoy, Nikki thought facetiously. She imagined
a duck decoy, floating among the reeds. For her
added amusement, she put a blond wig on its head.
“And who am [ supposed to pretend to marry? Gavin
Chandler—like the gossip columnists say?”

“Precisely, ” the little lawyer said without smiling.
Nikki laughed again. Gavin Chandler, the film star,
was as famous as Caressa.

A tall, blue-eyed actor from Australia, he had
achieved almost instant stardom in the States. One
magazine had immediately dubbed him the sexiest
man in the world.

“Right, " Nikki said with irony. “I marry Gavin
Chandler. All in a day’s work.”

“Not Gavin Chandler,” he said testily. “Caressa
does that. In private. Far from Vegas. Your job is to
be seen with somebody who passes for Chandler.
Play kissy face. Buy a license. Have a ceremony.
Make it look real. Draw attention away from her and
Chandler.”

Nikki gave him a cool smile. “Pass for Chandler?
Nobody can pass for him.”

Roach’s face stayed stony. “This guy’s done it.
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« Flhowette

And he can do it again—from a distance. He’s his
double, a stuntman.”

“A stuntman,’ Nikki said, rolling her eyes with
mockery. “This gets better and better.”

Roach ignored her facetiousness. “It’s simple—you
two act as decoys. You keep the press distracted,
away from Caressa and Chandler. You don’t let your-
self be seen up close—just a glimpse here, a glimpse
there. Hide-and-seek with the paparazzi—drive them
crazy. Over Thanksgiving, while she and Chandler
get married. All your expenses paid—you’ll live like 2
gueen. And we pay you a salary of ten thousand dol-
lars. ”

The smile on Nikki's face swiftly vanished. Had he
actually said ten thousand doilars?

Suddenly Nikki understood why Evelyn had let
him backstage.

“Not so flip, now, are you?” Roach asked, almost
maliciously. “Money talks, right?”

Stunned, Nikki turned to her mirror. “Maybe it
does,” she said, acting calmer than she felt. “Maybe
it doesn’t.”

“I've explained it all to your manager,” Roach
said, watching her with predatory concentration.

“She understands this is legitimate—and very lucra-
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tive. She—approves.” .

Nikki nodded mechanically. No wonder the ex-
pression on Evelyn’s face had been so odd. She had
known what Roach was going to say.

Ten thousand dollars could get her out of show
business. Ten thousand dollars could open the door to
a new life for her—even a new one for Evelyn.

“Caressa picked you herself,” Roach said. “From
pictures. This’ll give your career a big shot in the
arm. You should be honored.”

Nikki brushed the crimping out of her blond hair,
allowing it to fall to its natural straightness. She
knew that she shouldn’t appear too eager; for one
thing. the proposition was far too strange.

“I don’t intend to make this my career,” she said.
She made a dismissive shrug. She gave her hair a few
finishing strokes, pulled it back and fastened it into
place with a barrette. She was blond and blue-eyed,
like Caressa, but without the makeup and costume,
the resemblance vanished. Nikki’s real features were
pretty rather than dramatic, almost delicate.

For three years, since she was eighteen and Rhon-
da was dying, Nikki had earned her way by being an
impersonator in this nightclub, so aptly named Mi-

rages.



» Flhouatte*

She disliked the job, but knew she was lucky Eve-
lyn had let her have it. It paid better than any other
work she would have found, and Nikki was saving
her money. She had plans.

“I'm asking for less than a week of your time, ”
Roach said. His eyes secemed as dispassionate as a
reptile’s. “Think about it. How long would it take to
make ten thousand dollars—clear—working in this
firetrap?”

“Look, ” she said with false carelessness, “do you
think it’s fun pretending to be somebody else? Espe-
cially Caressa? She’s wvery difficult to bring off. I can
do it on the stage—when the audience knows it’s an
illusion. But in real life? Twenty-four hours a day?
You don’t know what you're asking.”

Roach gave a diminutive snort. “No, you look.
This is a plum assignment. You fly to Las Vegas in
Caressa’s private jet. You get to wear her mink
coats. You even get to wear duplicates of her
jewelry.”

“Wow,” Nikki said, taking off her cheap
bracelets. “Duplicates of her jewelry. Wow. I guess
somebody like me couldn’t be trusted with the real
thing.”

Roach scowled. “Don’t be mouthy. Even Caressa
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doesn’t wear the real stuff. It’s too expensive to
wear. Jt’s too expensive to have anywhere except in a
vault.”

Nikki took refuge in irreverence again. “How the
rich and famous do suffer.” .

“The rich and famous do suffer,” Roach said. His
small body swelled with rectitude. “They suffer from
lack of privacy. Caressa wants to get married. She
doesn’t want this marriage to be a media circus—"

Nikki forced her breathing to stay steady and kept
her expression stubbornly blank. Should she do it?
More frighteningly, ‘was she capable of doing it?

“Ten thousand is a king’s ransom,” Roach grum-
bled. “And what’s Thanksgiving? You've got no
family. None to speak of. I know. 1 checked with
your manager. It’s not as if you'll .miss dinner at
Grandma'’s house with all the clan.”

“I didn’t ask you.” Nervously, she reached for a
bottle of cleanser and started to remove the film of
cold cream.

“So why resist?” Roach prodded. “You'll never
get another Thanksgiving like this. We're talking
about the penthouse of the Xanadu Hotel, the lap of
luxury. You should be paying me to do this, not the

other way around.”
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“1 don’t know,” she said. “I'd lose work time
here. I'd lose salary. I could put my job in danger.
Evelyn isn’t the only owner. I've got to keep other
people happy, too.”

“I've talked to Evelyn,” Roach said. He put a
cigarillo in his mouth and spoke around it. “I’ll talk
to everyone concerned. | personally guarantee your
job will be safe. I'll personally see that you don’t lose
a dime. Caressa is a powerful woman. I can therefore
guarantee these things. Besides, you can name
where you want to work after this—better places
than this fleabag.”

Nikki pretended to be unimpressed, but a musing
look crossed her face. She always had to keep money
in mind, of course. But Roach’s offer truly boggled
her mind.

He lit his cigarillo, then squinted at her reflection
in the mirror. “You know,” he said with distaste,
“without her cockamamy hairdo and makeup, you
look eight years old. Except in the eyes. In the eyes
you look about a hundred. No wonder you can play
her.”

“I have no desire to live with a stuntman over
Thanks-giving, " Nikki said stubbornly, taking off

her scarlet nail polish. “Stuntmen aren’t sane. They
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