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He was skilled in the art of love

The legacy of a house from her aunt gave Lyn thmdpnity she needed to
escape from her unloving, snobbish family. Now,ham own, she could
pursue her art.

Her new next-door neighbor was a pleasant surpN&m-of-the-world
Peter Kelso introduced Lyn to freedom, to the antlevof Sydney and to the
means of selling her beautiful fabric creations.

But when it came to love--and to Peter--Lyn discedethat freedom was
the last thing she wanted.



CHAPTER ONE

LyN felt more isolated than ever. Her father sat riexher, driving the
Daimler with taut concentration. From the back seane a drone of
soothing words as her mother tried to comfort Deé/evho was making
certain that everyone knew how upset she was. Mdhad spoken to Lyn
from the time they had all left the solicitor'sioff. They had looked at her as
if she was an unwanted and distasteful insect swvee that astounding
bequest had been read from Aunt Henrietta's will.

'She must have been mad!

Alicia Mansfield stabbed the angry indictment todsaher husband, but it
was Lyn who felt the blow. The implication of therds was all too clear.
Anyone who favoured Lyn over her beautiful sisizeJvene, must be mad.
Tears pricked her eyes. Was it so unjust thatrficean her life she had been
favoured by someone? Just once? Years of expengroer parents'
rejection were still not armour enough against lihet. The pain of loss
sharpened. She would sorely miss her aunt, thepmmson in the Mansfield
family who had ever treated her fairly. More thailf/ in her will.

Lyn glanced apprehensively at her father to seerb&ction to the

suggestion of insanity in his sister. His face gams, his eyebrows lowered
in a frown of irritation. His hands tightened o tivheel of the Daimler as
Delvene's dainty little hiccuping sobs grew martjniauder.

‘There's no point in going on about it, Alicia," ed tersely. 'The will is
perfectly valid, and no court would uphold that leadmistress of the most
prestigious girls’ school in Sydney was of unsonmad. Apart from which

| have no intention of dragging a family matterailgh the law courts.
There has to be another solution. I'm sure thiseteble mistake can be
settled fairly between ourselves.’

Lyn cringed even further. They would take the imagce from her.
Somehow. Some way. The car was now silent, anddbels sobs had
stopped. Mission accomplished, Lyn thought bittelBelvene's tears
invariably won whatever advantage she wanted. Tdek lof Lyn's neck
prickled. She could sense the vindictive hostibiging shot at her by her



sister, and feel waves of antipathy coming from cllthem. A dull
weariness settled on her soul.

It did not matter what she did; however hard siggltio be the daughter her
parents wanted, Delvene always came first. Mora #haer Lyn felt shut
behind the metaphorical door, refused entranceh¢ogolden glow of
approval which was always bestowed on Delvengilllseemed incredible
that Aunt Henrietta had actually favoured her, tiggy duckling of the
Mansfield family.

Not that it would do her any good, she thought daedpntly. She was born
a failure and bound to remain one, and there wtsngpshe could do about
it. Aunt Henrietta had only made trouble for hetaaving her the beautiful
home unit at Kirribilli.

The property was valuable, but to a wealthy esthbiient family like the
Mansfields it did not mean so very much, except thead come to Lyn.
Everyone had received bequests in the will, bwas Lyn who had received
the biggest jewel in the crown of Aunt Henrietissate, and that was unfair
to Delvene. No one would have raised an eyebrd»elene had been the
major beneficiary. That would have been the natardér of things, Lyn
reflected wryly.

She didn't fit into this family. She was not cutt dor the role of social
butterfly, and she couldn't do anything right cokaight or be right. Not
like Delvene. Never like Delvene. It was no useretvging; she should give
up trying and leave home.

Leave home. Leave home and do what she really dantgo—make some
success of her life instead of remaining the failshe would always be
within the family circle. The idea took root ancegr. Aunt Henrietta had
given her a place to live completely apart fromfaenily. If she could get a
job .. . any job would do, just to provide her wlithng expenses. She could
use all her free time to work on her designs, ahdmAunt Henrietta's will
was probated and the money came through, she cpdd her own
speciality shop and sell all that she had made. witldl any luck get orders
for more.



The rest of the trip home passed in a daze for Bgn.mind whirled with so
many plans it didn't have room to worry about wheatfather or her mother
or Delvene was thinking. As soon as the Daimlefgouto a halt Lyn was
out and on her way up to her room, full of hopgfutpose.A telephone call
to the solicitor confirmed that she could indedcttap residence in Auntie's
home unit whenever she liked. All she had to do piek up the key from
the solicitor's office. Which only left the probleshgetting a job, and surely
she could manage to obtain some employment. Herrdgfrom art school
must be worth something to someone.

A wave of intense gratitude washed over Lyn's tisigShe would never
have gone to art school but for Auntie's intervamtiHer father had

declared art students scruffy, unconventional auethlly questionable, and
his daughter was not going to be one of them. Lgie'sire to pursue her
interest had been crushed until Aunt Henrietta Wwaded into battle with

her brother. It had not been an easy victory andright still have backed
out of the issue but for Aunt Henrietta's stern eyéer, commanding that
she should justify the support being given. Perbamstie had meant the
home unit to be another means of support. Thevdemed Lyn's heart and
bolstered her resolve.

Even if the art school diploma couldn't get heola $he was well educated
and knew how to present herself to her best adganthe was prepared to
accept just about any form of work. It was only@ams to an end. It was the
end that was all- important.

The ambition which had been squashed by her faglittiement began
to spark anew. Lyn opened her cupboards and draggethe four huge
plastic bags which stored her work. They represktite future she wanted,
'Lynette's little hobby', which would form the mastock of her speciality
shop. She was about to open the bag which conthieref@vourite creation
when Delvene walked in, unannounced and wearingigk ®n her perfect
mouth.

'‘Well, Nettie, feeling pleased with yourself?'

The malicious gleam in the green eyes warned Lyntm@answer. She
silently returned the plastic bags to their cupdcand locked the door on



them. While her mother and father had consistesyigrated Lyn's art,
Delvene had not been above getting her hands dhiagyshe fancied, such
as the sea-foam dress Lyn had designed and maderkelf. 'Borrowing’,

Delvene called it, and her parents had let theaub&il daughter get away
with it. But not any more, Lyn promised herself.\@me was not going to
take anything from her any more.

‘Just out of interest, how did you persuade Auntie leaving you the lion's
share? | always thought you were too proud to bheghinge or tell tales,
Nettie.'

Lyn eyed her sister warily. Delvene was loungingtioa bed in a studied
pose of feminine grace. 'l don't know why she didnd | had no idea she
would," she answered flatly.

‘Straitlaced old bitch! She must have been madvdde never bothered
with the virtuous air of sweetness and light wheyn lLwas the only
audience. 'I'm glad she's dead,' she added vineligti'She always favoured
you. Not that it'll do you much good, because D&ldy my side.’

Lyn gritted her teeth. She felt like slapping Deleebut knew that would
only rebound on herself. Instead she showed heeogt. 'Was she mad
because she was the one person you couldn't aurtirgour little finger,
Delvene? Is that how you judge people?

Delvene smiled the smile of a smug feline aboytdance. 'Why, Nettie,

you do have claws! But | wouldn't advise you towsltbem to Daddy. After

all, Auntie is dead. She can't stand up and fightybu now, and a will is

just a piece of paper, isn't it?' Her eyes gliméti malicious triumph. 'And

by the way, Daddy wants to see you in the librarefprivate little chat. He
told me to send you down to him immediately. Thessage just slipped my
mind for a moment.’

Lyn's heart sank. A private chat with her fathethia library meant only one
thing; she was about to bear the brunt of his gisagml once again. With
sick, dull eyes she watched Delvene swan out ofrdem, then, girding

herself with renewed determination to leave alé thehind her, she went
downstairs to confront her father. For the lasetim



She hated the library; it was the scene of too ntamis and defeats, She
tried to calm her galloping pulse-rate and toldsk#rto act and speak with
calm dignity, no matter what her father said. Whka entered the room he
was standing propped against the desk, his arrdedpthe usual frown for

her on his face.

'l would be obliged not to be kept waiting in figQrLynette,' he snapped in
irritation.

Past experience had taught Lyn there was no poisaying that anything

was Delvene's fault. At his impatient wave shedsatn in one of the huge
leather chairs which always seemed to dwarf hghsframe, putting her at
a psychological disadvantage. But she held on talegrmination with a

fierce will. She lifted her small, pointed chindalefiant angle and fixed an
unwavering gaze on her father.

He was a stolid man, still handsome at forty-nar&] still as blind as ever
over Delvene. He cleared his throat portentoukiynétte ... I've given this
unfortunate matter my consideration. You reali$eoarse, that the will, as
it stands, is grossly unfair to Delvene. | can'agme what Henrietta was
thinking of. I've decided that the home unit amsccibntents should be put on
the market. The proceeds of the sale will be dividetween you and your
sister, as it should have been arranged in thiepliase.’

The blood drained from Lyn's face. Her dream dfeadn her own, of her
ambition being fulfilled, shimmered before her ey¥su can't do that,' she
croaked uncertainly.

'Of course | can do it. All it needs is your sigregreement. Naturally |
expect you to do the right thing over this, Lynette

The frown was even more beetling but Lyn steeled deekbone. 'No,
Father, | won't do it. Auntie meant me to havelm@ne unit and...'

He exploded with anger. 'Lynette! It's bad enotlgtt you've gone behind
our backs and influenced your aunt...’



Delvene's words! He always believed anything Dedverld him. Never

once had he given Lyn the benefit of the doubt.déuty she was on her
feet, trembling with all the bottled-up hurts ofays. 'Is that what you truly
think of me, Father? That | would even try to ieffice Auntie?"What else
can | think?' her father thundered. 'lt's unthilkatthat Henrietta would

slight Delvene in the normal course of events.'

Lyn swallowed the lump of painful emotion in herdht and spoke with
more control, wanting, needing her father to listemer point of view. 'l
won't give up the home unit for Delvene! I'm gotodive in it. I'll get a job
and keep myself. And eventually I'll open a shophsa . ..'

‘A shop!" he sneered contemptuously.

'Yes, a shop. It's what | want. You've never listéto what | want, Father. |
need to...'

'l will not have a daughter of mine a common sheplez!' he shouted in
self-righteous temper.

He wouldn't listen; he never had listened to hegsfiair voiced her reply.
‘Then disown me! | don't care any more. You mightvall have disowned
me years ago for all you cared about me.'

His face went red. 'l can't believe you said thghette. You've had exactly
the same love and attention and privileges as yister.'

'Have |, Father? Exactly the same?' Lyn mockeeabytt

His face went redder. 'Lynette, | find your jealpusf Delvene very
unbecoming.' His voice rose to an insistent blus&re me one example!
Just one example of this so-called favouritism!

Lyn found his blindness too painful to keep figlgtiagainst it. She almost
let the issue slide again, but it was the last tithe last chance she would
ever have to open his eyes, and the need to readather still pulsed in her
heart.



'l could give you a thousand examples, Fathersimge you ask me for one,
so be it." With a few quick steps she reached tsk é&ind picked up the
gold-framed photograph which held pride of plageu’ and Delvene on her
graduation night—the proud father and the beautifulghter. Where's the
photograph of you and me on my graduation nighhét@'

Tears swam into her eyes as she looked down ghbgraph. The hurt
was almost too much to bear. 'You took Delvenetinéccity and bought her
the most beautiful dress you could find, and yowews® proud of her you
hired a photographer to come here and take this. afm your daughter.’
The tears trickled down her cheeks as she lookeat tpr father. 'But you
didn't do it for me.’

He cleared his throat and his reply was grufflyedsfve. 'You didn't ask.
All you had to do...'

'Delvene didn't have to ask," she said sadly. itedafor you to offer. |
waited for you to give me just a little of the loyeu've always showered on
Delvene. I've been waiting too long, Father. | ioate any more whether
you see me or not, but Delvene's had more tharsim@re. I'm keeping
Auntie's home unit and I'll be going in the mornidgd nothing you can
say now will change my mind." She replaced the @draiph and walked
towards the door.

‘Lynette! You come back here!

She ignored the command and fled up to her bedr&bm felt too upset to
stay and listen to her father defend himself, dredkew he would. Nothing
was going to change and there was no more to telsar life in this house
was over. She had already stayed too long, cocooreaveb of affluence,
trying to be the daughter she would never be.

She began packing, thrusting all her possessidonssimtcases and boxes
until her room was stripped of everything that vik@ss. No one came to
speak to her. Lyn knew that the arguments wouldecorhis was only a
respite. Delvene would not accept the loss andatkeer would inevitably
want to please his darling daughter. As for herhagtLyn was only too
aware that she would never understand or acceps kgaolution to leave



home, just as she had never tried to understanacogpt her younger
daughter's attitude towards anything.

It was in a mood of bleak resignation that Lyn weatvnstairs to dinner.
Pride forbade that she should hide from the baittieh would rage around
her bid for independence, and she was as readheagaild ever be to resist
all pressures.

One pressure was instantly removed. Delvene walliogtover with high
spirits. The injustice of Aunt Henrietta's terribdgll had been more than
redressed. Daddy was going to place an amount okeynequal to Lyn's
inheritance in Delvene's account tomorrow, to betefed away as she
pleased.

'In the interests of fairness,’ Gerald Mansfieldlae=d pointedly.

Delvene's eyes were glinting with smug glee, ana lgfanced at her
mother. The older version of Delvene's beautifuefavas coldly set in
condemnation of her younger daughter. Lyn's resmidirmed. She looked
her father straight in the eye and spoke with bittany.

'l don't know what's fair or not any more, Fathgust know there's no place
in this family for me.'

His mouth thinned. 'I'm disappointed in you, Lyeettwould have thought
you'd had time to get over your temper tantrum la@deasonable. Since |
can't force you to sign over what is legally yourbBppe you'll have sense
enough to see that Henrietta's home unit can giveayuseful income. It's
ridiculous to talk of leaving home.'

'‘Nevertheless I'm going, Father. I've spoken to t&s solicitor, and it's
perfectly all right for me to take possession @& tlome unit tomorrow. I'm
leaving in the morning,' Lyn stated with flat detenation.

'You can't go, Lynette!" her mother spluttered. awtvill people think?
Gerald, she can't go.'

'If you go, Lynette, don't expect me to support,yba warned tersely.



Lyn held her father's gaze, not wavering a millilmetDon't you know it
was never money that | wanted from you?' she asadly.

He frowned, yet it was not the usual frown of dima&val. For the first time
it seemed that his eyes were opened to the paihathsuffered under his
blindness. The frown deepened. He opened his mamithto speak, then
shut it again, shaking his head in some confusfonind.

His wife suffered no such confusion. She broke ghert silence with

positive command, cutting the tenuous link betwkgm and her father. 'l

won't put up with it, Lynette! | will not have yayoing off and doing things
which will ruin your social standing. It's ungraieénd . .. and eccentric, to
say the least.’

'‘Oh, Mummy!" Delvene soothed indulgently. 'Nettie®r twenty-one. Let
her try it on her own for a while.'

Lyn's hidden grimace was full of irony. Of courselzene would only be
too happy to take her side. It suited her very webe the only daughter of
the house. As for her mother, Lyn knew her onlycewn was for what
‘'others would think'. That had always been het arel only concern, the
one rule by which everything was measured.

'‘But she'll be living next door tilhvat man' her mother said with pronounced
distaste. 'lt's not the place for a respectablelgwas all right for Henrietta,
no one could point a finger at an elderly spindtet, Lynette's good name
will definitely be at risk.’

Delvene laughed, a delicate little tinkle of desrsi 'Stop worrying,
Mummy. Peter Kelso probably won't even notice thettie's there.'

"You miss the point, Delvene," her mother declaxedpishly. 'The sheer
proximity could give rise to unpleasant gossip.'

'Oh, Mummy! Nettie is hardly news material. Thirfikloe women he's been
linked with. They've all been big-name personaive real stunners.’



That's right, rub it in, Delvene. The ugly ducklinfgthe Mansfield family
was most unlikely to draw the interest of such eonous womaniser.

'The Mansfield name is always news," Alicia Marldfiestated with
ingrained snobbery. 'Anthat manhas no respect for names. It would
probably amuse him to drag ours through the mudklwhat he did to the
Thursons!" Her voice took on a mournful tone. 'Thegver be able to hold
up their heads in society again.’'

‘A stockbroker shouldn't embezzle, Mummy,' Delvesaéd with sweet
virtue.

'I'll never be convinced that Howard Thurson wamwesting on behalf of
his clients. If it hadn't been for that ... thatdder ..." Alicia frowned at her
silent husband. 'And | still think it's disloyal gbu to subscribe to his
financial newsletter, Gerald. The Thursons wereafnes.’

‘The advice is always sound, that's why,' camdl#tenswer. 'And a man
who's made millions by...'

'‘Gambling!" His wife's interjection was coated wtibntempt.

'We all gamble, Alicia, every time we make a newestment,’ came the
uninterested retort.

And that's what I'm doing, Lyn thought with satigfan. Making a new
investment in my life.

But her mother was not satisfied. She huffed wikhsperation. 'Gerald!
You can't possibly approve of Lynette's going teelinext to him. His

reputation is shocking, sordid. You can't turniadkye to that. Peter Kelso
is nothing but a ... a scoundrel and a roue. Amdlllnot stand for any

daughter of ours being remotely connected to hisiuhthinkable!

Her father's gaze turned to Lyn. There was a steuggunderstand in his
eyes, but the struggle was hurting in ways he ha@derpected. 'Lynette,
your mother has a valid point,’ he said more terdgbt than he had ever
spoken to her.



For a moment Lyn hesitated, wanting to reach authfe understanding she
had always yearned for. Maybe his heart and mine wpen enough for her
to get through to him. But Delvene was there andpgresence was too
inhibiting. Lyn glanced at her. The faint smirk ber sister's perfectly
shaped mouth promised that any such opening wawad Be shut again. It
was too late now anyway. Far, far too late.

"You should have faith in the Mansfield upbringingather. I've had
twenty-three years of it, and we never have beeowaged to be familiar
with neighbours, have we?'

And in truth, she had no intention of mixing witietnotorious man who
would be her new neighbour, but she could not demynterest was stirred.
In all her visits to her aunt she had never met. Himdoubtedly Aunt

Henrietta had deemed him an unsuitable acquaintae@n in passing.
However, Lyn was bound to run into him sooner tarlaince they would be
sharing the same floor of the apartment building.

Alicia Mansfield, meanwhile, was not in the leagillified by any faith in
Lynette's upbringing. Her husband's failure to bagker arguments was no
deterrent, and for once she dismissed Delvene'stsaeothing. Her
nagging disapproval continued the next morningplbeng more and more
personal as Lyn kept packing her possessions ietoestate car. It was
difficult to ignore the torrent of shrill abuse,tdwyn determinedly kept her
temper. She had said all she was going to say.

Delvene put in a diplomatic appearance on the fallesgene. Lyn fixed a
smile on her mouth and gave her mother a perfupdtiss on the cheek.
"Bye now, Mother.’

She turned to her father, who had helped her \wgheavy luggage in grim
silence. He had said no word against his wifead&r but neither had he
joined his voice to hers in disapproval or protegh met eyes which were
disturbingly troubled.

'‘Goodbye, Father. Thank you for all you've donenfiex.’



He took her hand as she was about to turn awaysqneezed it in some
agitation of feeling. "You will come to me if yoead anything, Lynette," he
said in a gruff voice.

Could she? No, Lyn decided sadly. That time was, fasied underneath

all the refusals to listen, the blindness to deeJave which had never been
expressed in real terms. Regret for all the logtogjinities softened her

voice. 'I'll remember that, Father.'

Her gaze traversed the Mansfield mansion oneilastbefore she stepped
into the car. A huge, impressive edifice, a vetgabstitution, a magnificent
house. It had never been a home to her.

She settled into the car, closed the door, staneéngine, and set off down
the tree-lined driveway without a backward glari®ehind her lay the past,
and it saddened her too much to dwell on those-sezening failures. She
did not regret her decision. The future beckoned clean slate on which
she would write her own destiny.



CHAPTER TWO

LYN pressed the door shut behind her and stood agrigstte still, hardly

breathing as her eyes danced round the apartmewking) in all there was
to be seen. All hers. The sense of freedom wasig#abng, the sense of
utter privacy even more so. And there was so maomy so much lovely,
luxurious room to move in, to live in, to work ito, be herself in.

She stepped away from the door and gave vent telagon in a few mad
pirouettes before dashing through the rooms, whgskiurtains aside and
throwing windows open. The bright sunshine pouredifting her spirits
even higher. Unable to resist the attraction of iakcony which ran the
length of the living-room, Lyn stepped outside deaned on the railing,
hugging herself in sheer delight.

The view was superb. On her right was the Sydnebdia Bridge. Directly
opposite her was the Opera House with its roofais ggleaming in the
bright sunshine, and below, stretching out to s@&,a sparkling expanse of
water, busy with the interesting traffic of an imational harbour. And this
too was hers, whenever she wanted to look at it.

Her home. Her very own home, she exulted as shedurack inside, but as
her gaze rested more critically on Aunt Henriettisor she adjusted that
thought. Not quite her home ... yet. When she caffidrd it, she would
furnish it to her own taste, replacing the neutalours and ladylike
furniture with something more vibrant and alive.ké.i her lovely
bedspreads.

Lyn sighed with pleasure at the thought that theyl no longer have to be
packed away, hidden from critical or coveting ey@&ke two spare

bedrooms could be turned into workrooms where eligrg could be left

spread out for her to pick up or put down as shesehAnd tonight ...

tonight she could sleep under her favourite creaftithat would put the
colour she loved into the master bedroom.

Eager to get settled in, she took the two smattases she had brought up
with her into the bedroom she would occupy. Herdmras busy planning
where she would put everything as she changedfdbecalothes she had



worn to visit the solicitor's office. Then, cootlyessed in brief lemon shorts
and sun-top, she took the lift down to the basengamages and started
unpacking the car in earnest.

She lugged the two largest suitcases over to tihand was relieved to let
them go and press the button for her floor. Sheheat the numbers tick
over on the slow ascent to the top floor. Everyeotloor held four
apartments, but there were only two at the tops Badthat man's.

Lyn grinned to herself over her mother's reluctaasen to acknowledge his
name. Whether his reputation was well-earned or bgh decided he
couldn't be a troublesome neighbour or Aunt Hetari@buldn't have put up
with him for ten years. The lift slid to a halt.@Hoors rolled open, and Lyn
was already bending to grab the handles of theases when her eyes
registered that her way out was comprehensivelgkield.

Two hands were roving familiarly over a well- rowaddbottom. Lyn's
startled gaze lifted higher. There were certairdyimhibitions about this
clinch. Even from the back view the blonde's cursaggested she was
cheesecake material. The face and the figure gbduener in passion were
obscured, but there could be no doubt about hrdtiige

Lyn did not know what to do. Embarrassment mixethwesentment that
she should be subjected to such a display. Thasgshaere disgustingly
busy. In public view too! It was one thing to halaout a man like this, quite
another to see him in action—and intimate actiothatt Only the fact that
he probably thought he still had the floor to hithegtigated the offence.

Lyn decided that cool dignity was the only way torg off the situation.
Doing her best to pretend indifference to the inspased farewell, she
leaned against the back wall of the lift, folded &Bns and waited.

'‘Now, promise you'll be there,' came the breathgmand from the blonde.

‘Jessie ..."' The weary drawl denied any promises.

He would avoid promises like the plague, Lyn sugdis



'‘Well, try then.'

Lyn imagined the sexy pout, and a grimace of distasrved her own lips
down as she straightened up, ready to move. Herlgtea expectantly and
found a pair of brown eyes dancing their amuseraehneér. Lyn stared back
in surprise. She had assumed he would be handéamehe wouldn't even
call his face particularly attractive, let alonexdlaome. How had he got all
those beautiful women into his bed?

‘Jessie, Miss Mansfield has very kindly kept theWiaiting for you and
you're already running late. As for this afternodhsee how | feel. Off you
go now.' With a slap on the rump which was botlyfplleand authoritative,
he turned the blonde away from him. Then he swodpesdard, grabbed
Lyn's two suitcases and lifted them out of the way.

Jessie threw him a little moue of reproof beforetshing her lips into a
dismissive smile for Lyn. 'Thanks. You're a swektie

‘That's all right," Lyn murmured, unable to keefaiat note of derision out

of her voice. She quickly moved aside so that tbeyan could step into the
lift. The blonde might not have much in the lineaminversation, but she
was certainly well stacked and every ample cundaulated as she walked.
Lyn could not check a little stab of envy. In compan her own slight

figure was almost boyish, a zero register in thessality stakes.

The lift doors closed on a beautiful toothpastelsmirected at lover-boy.

Lyn glanced round, expecting to see a fatuous respon his face. He was
leaning against her doorjamb, clothed in nothingertban a bathrobe and
observing her with amused interest.

'So, I'm not much to look at and you're not a siggdte mocked softly, his
mouth graduallywidening into a huge grin. 'How douydo, Miss
Mansfield?'

His accurate reading of her expressions totalhardied Lyn. After a
moment of sheer surprise she found herself grinbagk. 'Oh, | manage in
my own small way, but I'm obviously not a match you, Mr Kelso,' she
replied, returning his mockery with a nod towaraks fift.



He chuckled and straightened up. His physique wgsdssive and all too
obvious since the short, wrap-around robe had bedess wrapped around
in the clinch with the blonde. An expanse of brokdst held a sprinkling of
dark curls. His arms and legs had the strong mastylof a boxer, and

indeed his face had the battered look of a man haabspent some time in
the ring.

His skin was deeply tanned and his straight bleak thopped on to his
rather low forehead, giving him a raffish air. § had had a moustache to go
with his large ears, Lyn decided he would looktielilike the Clark Gable
she had seen iBone With The Wind.

She suddenly realised her appraisal was beingedun full measure. In a
self conscious flurry she fished in her pockettfa door key.

'For a good sensible girl, you have a lovely péiegs.'

The unexpected compliment increased Lyn's self@onsness. She was
not used to compliments about her body. No one sagnher body when
Delvene was around, and she didn't want a typeH#er Kelso noticing it
now. He probably handed out lines like that to gweoman, she reasoned,
annoyed with herself for feeling even momentarigaged. She found the
key and favoured him with a look of arch scepticigpity about the face.’

'Yours or mine?"

It drew a wry smile from her. 'l was born with min&/hat happened to
yours?"'

He shrugged and moved aside to let her unlock dloe. d guess you could
say life happened to it. The nose got rearrangedaater-skiing accident. |
had an argument with a tree when sky-diving. Anel dges tend to leave its
scars year by year. But I'm perfectly comfortabidgwhat I've got.' He slid
her a measuring look. 'What's your complaint?’

He had been studying her as he spoke and Lyn wemalware of what he
was seeing. A good hairdresser had made the madséromousey hair,
shaping the coarse thickness into a becoming cdptiating it a rich



auburn. The style accentuated her rather elfirufeat but Lyn had decided
that since she had to live with them she might elé play up their dubious
attraction.

Her heart-shaped face was out of balance, the wigle, forehead and high
cheekbones curving too quickly to her delicatelynped chin. The hazel
eyes were too large, and although they were fringgt long, thick
eyelashes, these only served to make her eye®l@rklarger in what was a
small face. Her tip-tilted nose was passable enamgh her mouth was
nicely shaped, although a fraction wider would haeen helpful. Then
there were her ears. Slightly pointed and comptdtadeless, they, more
than anything, had earned her the nickname of Rikike she was at school.
But at least they were tucked close to her heaglcehsoled herself.

A classical beauty she was not, and never coultllbelike Delvene.

She thrust the door open wide and turned to hirh avlismissive smile. 'I'll
put it this way. My face is not exactly my fortungjt?' »

'l like it. It has individuality,’ he declared widuthority.

'It certainly has that.'

His eyes narrowed. 'l find it interesting."'

Lyn suddenly recalled the shrewd perception ohtla@ and wished she had
not revealed so much about herself by making thastefew comments.

Peter Kelso would not have missed their implicagion

"You're very kind, Mr Kelso," she said drily, dissing him as she bent
down to pick up her suitcases.

He forestalled her, his bathrobe falling perilouabape as he leaned over
and took possession of them. 'I've barely begletkind to you, Lynette.’

'Lyn," she corrected automatically.



'Peter,' he smiled, and it was a soft, warm, gesmale which held no trace
of depravity.

'l don't need help,’ Lyn said quickly, trying ormoere to dismiss him.

'‘Nonsense—these are heavy. Besides, | like playhmg benevolent
Samaritan to good sensible girl?.’

And while Lyn was too bemused to stop him he strpdst her into the
living-room, through the living-room and straighto the master bedroom.
He strolled back as if he was entirely at home.

'Do you have some inbuilt instinct for finding a mvan's bedroom?’ she
remarked acidly.

He laughed, not at all piqued by the observatiom.not quite so dependent
as that on the female sex, but they do providensidleexercise. Some
people play squash to keep fit; others play golfemnis or work out at a
gym. | prefer sex—much more pleasurable and ofterenstrenuous. I'd
recommend it to anyone. Shall we get on with theaaing?'

While Lyn was still swallowing her shock over hisaseless profligacy he
added affably, 'Lucky | caught up with you so sogou have, of course,
more than a few suitcases of possessions.'

Lyn nodded dumbly, then found her voice. 'You damténd to help me
dressed like that?' she choked out.

He glanced down at the offending bathrobe. "Whattsng with this? It's
very comfortable.' He cocked a quizzical eyebroweat ‘Matter of fact, I'm
more covered up than you are. Not that I'm compigirAll women like to
show off what they've got. For which I'm extremghateful—it always
gives me pleasure to watch the female form in ac#dad yours I'm finding
particularly delightful.'

And with that comment he ambled past her and av#rd lift to summon it
once more. Lyn stared after him, not knowing whetileebe outraged or
amused. She had never met such an eccentric atrakefore, or such a



blatantly wicked one. Not someone a good, sengibdishould get involved
with at all. The phrase tickled her mind.

'Why did you call me a good sensible girl?' sheedsturiously. "You don't
even know me.’

He grinned at her, the brown eyes full ofdevilmérbur aunt's description.
But Old Henry was not one for delving deeply.'

Old Henry! That was the name the girls at schodldigen Aunt Henrietta,
the straitlaced headmistress who had run the Pwa#ay College for
Young Ladies with undeviating moral authority. Baot this man . . . 'You
didn't ever call my aunt Old Henry to her face® abked in flat disbelief.

'She loved it.’
Lyn shook her head. 'l don't believe you.’

He chuckled, amused by her incredulity. 'Oh, shiéeshthe first few times,

but having been called Old Henry behind her backHuoty years, | think

she quite enjoyed being actually faced with wvdis a term of affection, you
know. We were very close friends. In fact, the lgshg she said to me
before she died was, "Look after Lynette", and Vegder my solemn
promise to do so. She was very concerned about you.

Lyn was flabbergasted. '‘Concerned?’

He nodded. 'Said your family was stifling you. Thathy she changed her
will in your favour.’

The lift doors opened, and with a slightly mockis\geep of the arm he
invited her to step in. Lyn no longer thought ofuseng. Incredible as it
seemed, Peter Kelso had obviously enjoyed Aunt igials confidence,
and Lyn was far too curious to turn away from hiown She joined him
without another word.

He pressed the down button and leaned back aghmstide-wall of the
compartment, eyes watching her with speculativerest. Very deliberately



she moved to the opposite wall, facing him with logmn speculative
interest. He grinned at the manoeuvre as if itggdahim, which irritated
Lyn, since she had apparently done what he wanted.

"You must have known Aunt Henrietta very well," sleenarked more
sharply than she had meant to.

The grin softened to a rueful smile. 'We were fi®nin the truest and
closest sense of the word.’

Lyn couldn't accept that. Aunt Henrietta had suidiBapproved of Peter
Kelso. It would have been totally out of charadétera woman of her moral
principles to look kindly upon such a flagrant woniser. As for walking
around in his bathrobe and nothing else, in pudie ... her aunt's icy stare
would have cut him in half.

'l don't believe it. You were poles apart—nothimgcommon at all." A
mocking little smile curled her mouth. 'If my motteuld see me with you
now, she'd be scandalised out of her mind. Fotgmay that my aunt, who
was even more 'proper' than my mother, asked yd¢aki care of me . . .
She shook her head in flat disbelief.

The lift bumped to a halt and Lyn stepped forwaxdeztantly. The doors
rolled open, but before she could move a hancheslily on her shoulder
and gripped hard. Bristling with rejection, shergthup at Peter Kelso.
There was no teasing amusement on his face; ideadly serious and his
eyes bored into hers.

‘Things aren't always what they appear,' he sditysget his voice carried
a grim authority. 'I've spent my life searching floe ultimate, the best. All
that is rare, unique, different, special. And of'ak experienced, people are
the most disappointing.'

His fingers dug into her soft flesh, lending empsas his speech. 'And of
all the people I've met, your aunt held more ofdhalities for which | seek
than any other person. | treasured her. My lifallishe more barren for her
loss. You didn't know her, Lyn.’



He released her shoulder and stepped out, shrugdfitgs serious mood
and throwing a teasing smile back at her. 'lIf yan even come near to
filling her shoes it would be some consolation. hehile the search goes
on.'

Lyn felt hopelessly confused. She followed him ke tcar, her mind
struggling to grasp the essence of the man. Whthhbaaid? 'Things aren't
always what they appear.' If he had truly been aeclfriend of Aunt
Henrietta, then maybe he wasn't the terrible wosenof his reputation.
Perhaps he simply enjoyed shocking people. The mvas totally
unpredictable, full of contradictions.

But she had seen him in action with Jessie. Suhaliywas evidence of a
rapacious appetite. And she resented the suggektibhe had known Aunt
Henrietta better than she had. Apart from the faadsociation, Lyn had
attended her aunt's school for six years, listetoniger lectures and edicts,
experiencing at first hand the whole sum of helgsiophy of life. And that
philosophy was against everything Peter Kelso stond

A memory suddenly slotted into place. As she urgdcdhe car, Lyn arched
a sceptical eyebrow at Peter Kelso. 'I'm sorrydhtdiknow my aunt as well
as you obviously did, but I think you're deludinguyself over her opinion
of you. | can tell you precisely what she thoughyau.'

He grinned, not at all perturbed. 'And what was2ha

'She said you were a genius and a fool. A geniug/fiat you were capable
of doing and a fool for what you did," Lyn recitedth considerable

satisfaction.

He cocked his head as if running the words ovéisimind, checking them
against his own knowledge. 'She said that?' heiepievith something

suspiciously like delight.

'Yes, she did," she assured him with slightly ksssfaction.

The satisfaction had changed hands. 'You see? itk rhe in spite of
herself. | must see my solicitor tomorrow," he atideth relish.



Lyn was lost. "Whatever for?'

'l want those words to be my epitaph when | diewNiéyou'll unwind this
rear window, we can start getting the luggage out."'

He had done it again—surprised her into losingktrat what she was
supposed to be doing. With an exasperated sighrael Lyn pressed the
button to unwind the window.

Peter lowered the tray of the car and began sliduidoxes. As Lyn picked

up her first load she noticed he was frowning f @lispleased with the task
he had set himself. He worked without comment,die@ming her goods to

the lift with speedy efficiency. The face whose megsions had been so
mobile and provocative now seemed to be shuttegathst her. Lyn was

puzzled by the cooling of his interest. She wondérshe had offended him

after all, although his conversation had not sutggkeany acrimony.

She tried to shrug off her disquiet. It was no sKirher nose if Peter Kelso
chose to distance himself. He was not the type ari mhose interest she
wanted. It was only his assertions, about a frigipdith her aunt which

had intrigued her, but if he no longer wanted teadpto her, that was fine. It
was not as if she had even asked for his help;adetlrust it upon her,

overriding her protests.

Nevertheless his silence piqued her. There wasght sir of contempt
about it which she did not understand at all. Atditaright did he have to be
contemptuous of her? Lyn was glad when the last @@l been carried into
her apartment and there was no longer any reasorhifo unwanted
company.

She switched on a polite smile. 'Thank you so mlietas very kind of you
to help.'

He straightened up from propping the last two ptdsigs against a box and
gave her a look of faint derision. 'Well, | hopel®lenry isn't turning in her
grave!'



It was some kind of dig at her and Lyn frowned oweiwWhy should she?
My moving in here couldn't be against her will.'

His mouth curled to one side. "You know why Old Hemade that will,
Lyn? She told me you had more artistic talent innjdtle finger than she'd
seeh from anyone else in her whole teaching cafee. thought your
family was stifling your talent and she wanted teef you from their
influence.' His hand made a mocking sweep of hes@ssions. 'Yet | see no
easel, no canvases, no...'

'l don't paint!" Lyn bit out, resenting the implia that she was failing to
live up to her aunt's judgement.

One eyebrow rose in polite interest. 'Oh?"

‘There are other forms of art,’ she remarked acl8iyd you've just been
carrying my work, as it happens.'

His gaze dropped to the plastic bags and Lyn waased to see him
puzzled for once.

‘Tapestries?’

‘No, not tapestries.' Lyn stepped forward and kdisip the bag which held
her best design. 'You just wait here—I'll show ydund then you can
apologise.’

Without giving him the chance of reply she straut® ithe master bedroom,
unfastened the bag and slid it off the carefuljedbbedspread. She lifted
the heavy spread on to the bed, unrolled it, antbved the tissue paper.
Then she adjusted the positioning of the bedspeaidwas displayed to its
best advantage. She stood back to survey it widsgssive pride before
calling Peter Kelso in.

Only then did doubts attack her confidence. Whéeifwasn't impressed?
Every self-protective instinct shied away from tmwg criticism. If Peter

Kelso belittled her art, her sense of purpose woelthadly shaken. On the
other hand, it was stupid to hide her head in #msEither her work was



saleable or it wasn't, and Peter's reaction tootikl be some gauge to judge
by.

She took a deep breath and called him in. Her feedpproval was so
intense that she completely forgot that a bedro@s the last place where
any good sensible girl should ever invite Peterskel



CHAPTER THREE

LYN moved to one side as Peter entered the bedroomoide tension
cramped her stomach. She ignored his presencegtdlerself that his
opinion did not matter. She fixed her gaze on #dsbread, assuring herself
she was not mistaken as to its art value.

The sunrise over mountains had been the most d@ofdier designs and
she loved it—the purple and midnight-blue velvettltd mountains, the
huge, golden satin sun, the pale blue and mauns stir sky, the lemon and
pink clouds of silk, and the darker velvet sky abowalancing the
mountains. Of course it did not suit this room, Akienrietta's mushroom
carpet and lace curtains were hardly the furnishitg highlight this

bedspread, but to Lyn's mind they were cancelled byuthe riveting

dominance of this one work of art.

It was good. She knew it was good. Surely Petesdebuld not say it was
anything else but good? But despite her own confipiEigement, she could
not, bring herself to look at him. Her heart wasditing painfully against a
constricted chest. She waited, her mind suddem®thseg with doubts as he
remained silent.

He moved forward, into her range of vision. His cheeas shaking in a
seemingly negative fashion, and Lyn bit her lipcfiog back an instinctive
cry of protest. His hand reached out and slowlgl altross the different
fabrics, lingering on each join to feel the chang&exture.

When he straightened up and looked directly at ther,dark eyes held a
strangely distant expression, as if they were clamgig her from another
dimension. His mouth slowly curved into a bemusedes 'Extraordinary,’
he murmured.

A nervous laugh gurgled out of Lyn's throat befelne grasped the presence
of mind to say, 'Well, it has to be extraordinafyl'm to command an
exclusive price.'

He grinned. 'What's your price? You can sell imn® right now.'



She laughed the free, open laugh of relief. Hedlikeso much that he
wanted to buy it. 'Sorry, but it's not for saleade this one for myself.'

His mouth quirked to one side. 'And there won'ahg copies.'
'‘No.'
"What price do you intend to ask for such work?'

She shrugged off her disquiet and answered mafttacty. 'l thought,
maybe fifteen hundred dollars.'

'It's too cheap,' he said slowly, deliberately,dxpression one of reflective
consideration. '"You could get four or five thousahd certainly pay that
sum for this one. If you change your mind...'

'Would you really ?'she asked, wondering if it vieasible to ask such a
price.

‘Then you'll sell it?'

'No, | told you it's not for sale.’

‘Yet | want it," he said very deliberately, and tbee of his voice seemed to
curl around her, compulsively acquisitive, suggestiesire which had no
experience of being refused. 'I'll give you tenubend for it.'

She stared at him incredulously. 'You're mad!'

‘Not at all. Does ten thousand buy it?'

'It's not for sale,’ she repeated irritably. Wassbeaused to getting his own
way that he thought he could buy everything?

He cocked his head on one side. His face lookedydddt as if every
muscle was concentrated on one purpose and thpbsriglittered in his
eyes. 'Still not enough to tempt you? | do like g8ssing unique things.
What about twenty thousand, Lyn?'



She shook her head, frowning at his persistenceld@t he accept that she
didn't want to sell it? It was hers. Her first tgadatisfying creation, and
nothing would persuade her to part with it.

'Fifty thousand.'
'Oh, for God's sake! That's ridiculous!" she borgtimpatiently.
'I'll get my chequebook.’

'‘No, you won't! It's mine. It's part of me. It'd ike selling myself. It
wouldn't matter what price you're willing to paywbuldn't give it up. You
can't have it, not for all the money in the world!

The hard glitter in his eyes glowed into an appigwvarmth. His facial
muscles relaxed as his mouth quirked into a whiahdittle smile. "You're
right—integrity is priceless. | can see you'll hawgive it to me as a gift. So
then, let it be a gift, from you to me.’

Lyn huffed her exasperation. 'l wouldn't bet ort #ager happening.’
'I'm a gambler, Lyn, with a lot of wins to my credi

The devilish twinkle in his eyes was oddly discdmfi. She had the
distinctive feeling that he was talking about mdnan bedspreads. His
fingers trailed once more across the fabrics, seginifascinated by each
change of texture. Lyn smiled her understanding. I8tied the feel of the
fabrics too. The touch of them gave her as muchspiee as their visual
impact.

'‘Beautiful and sensual,’ Peter Kelso murmured sgyes lifted to hers, and
something in their depths, something distinctlydatery, caused a weird
jiggle in her heart.

He meant her work—of course he meant her work. élddn't possibly
mean he considered her, the ugly duckling of thendflald family,
beautiful and sensual. 'Would you like to lookted bthers I've made?' she
asked.



'I'd like to see everything you have,' he repliefllg.

Lyn looked hard at him, suspecting a double entnbut his smile of

limpid innocence disarmed her. She fetched heefadd designs for him to

look through while she unpacked the other threeexdds. His comments
on her sketches revealed a knowledgeable appuatiatiline and colour,

as well as a keen sense of the drama and subtbétesxch pattern.

No one, except her teachers, had ever concensatddintense interest on
her work, and Lyn found the experience heady atakicating. However,
she felt a little stab of disappointment when lterdit offer to buy either the
second, third or fourth bedspread she displayed.

'These last three are for sale,’ she prompted.

'‘And will sell well," he assured her with a knowisigile. 'They're exquisite,
unique. But nothing you've shown me surpassesr$te That has passion.'

Lyn almost bridled with pleasure. 'Once | have gfostock I'm going to
open a shop,' she confided.

Peter gave her a curious look. 'You're being slyirtsd. It would be tying

yourself to unnecessary overheads. Channel youk thoough an interior
decorator. | could name half a dozen who'd be lmangn your door,

begging you to let them put such unique creatiamsligsplay. These are
prestige items.’

Lyn hadn't thought of that. Her mind had been sttla shop of her own.
But she did not have any experience at wheeling dealing, and she
instinctively shrank from the idea of trying to puker work on to an
established outlet. 'l don't think | can do thsitg said uncertainly.

He eyed her with an uncomfortable degree of sp@ounlaBetter for you
not to. An artist can never properly value her avank. You need an agent.'

"You?' she asked hopefully. Just his air of supremmefidence would
probably win Peter Kelso an ear to the most unjilebposition.



He shook his head slowly. 'Not my game. But | ganoduce you to the
right people. Why not try it? Think of the advargag

She shook her head. She didn't really like the adealying on other people.
And they always took advantage of you. She had tbadmuch bitter
experience of being let down too many times.

'I'll set it up for you,' he prompted persuasively.

Lyn eyed him with suspicion. Such an offer was aottdinarily generous.
People didn't give their time and efforts for nathi 'Why should you do
that for me? What's in it for you?'

'Pleasure,’ he drawled softly, and smiled, a sfpayocative smile.

Shock pummelled Lyn's heart. God! Those evocatigede/he had used ...
they had held double meanings. And he had the anc®yto stand there,
smiling at her like a spider that had cleverly eshes his quarry!

Lyn could feel herself going red and she compldteyher temper, flinging
her arms out in a rage of disgust as she spatdrgempt. 'You lecher!
Anyone's grist to your sordid sexual treadmill,rétr¢hey? Well, not me,
neighbour, so go peddle your bed elsewhere andsitayf my way!

He chuckled. Her eyes stabbed revulsion at himhbuWkept on chuckling.
'What a low view you have of sex, Lyn! The most@sde act of pleasure
between a man and a woman, and you apply such wastis to it. Shame
on you!'

He strolled towards her, his grin teasing the @eratill stamped on her
face. 'But you underestimate me. | enjoy pleasuresny of them. And

right now I'm enjoying the pleasure of having diga@d an exciting new
talent.' He stopped in front of her and his eyestlgygenocked the rigid

reserve in hers. 'l don't like to see time andreff@sted, particularly when
that time and effort could be spent in creating wwau have the talent to
create.’



Lyn felt wretchedly confused. Had she misjudgedtiam? No, not entirely.
Every instinct was registering the strong sexudl#ing projected by Peter
Kelso. He was so aggressively male, so assureshrapletely in control ...

and she was a mess of uncertainties.

Then suddenly there was no mockery in his eyesalulgep respect which
seeped into her barren, lonely soul and gave comflbwer of extraordinary
sweetness. 'You're very special, Lyn," he murmuredyoice a silky caress.
'Far too special to be ensconced behind a couviter.should be free to
express yourself in the way that only you knowwtiuld give me great
pleasure to know that | set you free.'

Lyn was mesmerised by that soft reverence. It wareraddictive than the
most powerful drug. And the words, heady, hypnaticds. To be set free.
A hand gently cupped her cheek, a thumb sweptha tigress across her
cheek, entrancing her even further. And still shenl in this gift of his
approval, an approval she had never known.

'Is it a deal?"

'Deal?' she whispered huskily, her throat unac@hintdry and her tongue
loath to work at all.

His gaze dropped to her mouth and she saw his osuthnmake a sensual
little movement as he drew closer. Her heart thudrgore urgent warning,
and her mind jagged alarm into life-suspended rera@akening them to
danger. She heaved a sigh of exasperation at togicigulnerability and
stepped abruptly out of touch. She had to pulldiEtsgether, get out of the
bedroom, get him out of the bedroom. Suddenly s horribly, horribly
conscious of his nakedness under that bathrobe.

'What did you have in mind?' she asked, swingingamrheel and marching
back to the living-room, which was a far more sklesplace for talking
business. If he really meant to talk business.

The man was dangerous, a teasing, tantalising aailwas all too adept at
leading his target up any number of garden patbafuse and conquer—it
was a game to him, an amusing little game wheméssed the buttons and



used the responses. But Lyn was not going to lestelifebe lured on to his
sexual merry-go-round. She had purpose in henbfe, and control, thanks
to Aunt Henrietta. Peter Kelso could prod and tessmuch as he liked, but
he would not lead Lyn down any path without heilirigka damned good
look at the destination.

He followed her, completely at ease, giving no @ation of frustration,

simply carrying on the conversation as if it hagerebeen diverted in any
way, 'l think Sinclair would be the best man to agh. His showroom is
the biggest, and the man has the style and tast@axamise the impact of
any piece of art. And what's more, he'll be at dpening of Caswell's
exhibition this evening.' The smile he gave Lyn wiak with satisfaction.

'Nothing like striking while the iron's hot. | shahjoy drawing Charles into
your lap.'

'‘Lap?' Her frown showed distaste for the word.
Peter grinned, disarming her once again. 'You dmatv Charles Sinclair?’
'l don't think so.'

'‘We'll make him jump through hoops. He reminds nieaolapdog,
exquisitely brushed up and turned out, and withrtheed skill to ingratiate
himself to all customers. You must know his estdbhent, Interiors of
Distinction?"

'Oh yes. My mother and sister dote on the place bukyn shrugged. 'I've
never been there. | don't like shopping.' Not wlitm, she added silently.

Peter raised a quizzical eyebrow. 'Do you go tgalteries?’

She nodded. 'l read about Arnie Caswell having & e&hibition of
sculptures. | don't usually go to openings, thodgin many people and too
much chat for any serious viewing to be done." Asfd¢ourse, Delvene
liked the social éclat of such events, and Delgepeésence invariably
spoilt Lyn's enjoyment, one way or another.



‘Today we have more important things to accomptiséin viewing. |
suggest we turn up at the exhibition at about seVka formalities will be
over by then and we can tackle Charles straighyawa

Lyn hesitated. Peter was sweeping her towards ese@he was still not
sure she wanted to take. But if he could swinga fie her, it would settle
any financial problems. And maybe the shop wasitlj & good idea. She
would rather spend her time designing than attentiinbusiness. There
could be no harm in trying the option he was hajdmt to her. 'All right,’

she agreed slowly.

His smile held a hint of triumph. 'It'll be fun. Npsupposing | take you out
to lunch to celebrate?' 'Thanks, but no, thanks,'ssid firmly. She needed a
breather away from Peter Kelso's dangerous attraci want to potter
round and find places for everything here. And Ksaagain for all your help
too. It really was very kind of you.'

He cocked a cheeky eyebrow at her. 'Is that auladigmissal?'

She sighed. 'Yes, it is," she replied bluntlytadl aware that he could turn
just about anything she said round the other way.

'Oh well, each to his own, but | still think my a&le better." He strolled
towards the door. 'Do you have an outfit of youmosesign? Something
suitable for wearing to an exhibition?'

‘Yes, | do.'

'l trust it's stunning?"'

Her ... stunning? She could not repress a wry Igthile. ‘At least original
and exclusive.’

'Wear it. Be ready to leave for Jessie's gallegpathirty.'

‘Jessie?' The name tripped off Lyn's tongue wihuaof disbelief.



Peter's grin mocked her prurience. 'That visiotog€liness you saw me
with earlier. You really should keep a more opendniyn. Jessie's a very
capable businesswoman.'

'‘As well as a very capable player,' she retortet wite.

His grin grew wider, taking on a decidedly salasidook. 'Very capable.
Want to try at equalling her?"

‘Not today, thank you," Lyn clipped out airily.

He gave her a wicked wink as he opened the do@ybil tomorrow.'She
arched a sceptical eyebrow. 'T'll let you know witenfree.’

You do that. For you I'll make a point of beingadable.’

The door shut behind him before she could makaatreShe shook her
head, wondering if she was crazy to get involvethwiim, even for a
business deal. Mad, bad, and dangerous to knowwbinés slid into her
mind and she recalled that they had been applig¢detgpoet Lord Byron.
They applied equally well to Peter Kelso, and Lyst®ong instinct for
self-preservation advised keeping a safe distance.

But he had also been kind and helpful and genuimétyested in her work.
Which was all very, very confusing. A shamelessflgate and a good
Samaritan. Some neighbour! she thought as she pldimtp the business of
settling in.

Lyn was sorting through her books when her minddsaty connected the
facts that Delvene would probably be at Arnie Cdkswepening and would
see her with Peter Kelso. Instant scandal, as gathair mother was
concerned. Anxiety cramped Lyn's heart for a monoertit determination

shrugged it off. What her mother thought and wheatfather thought had
dominated her life for twenty-three years. That wasge long enough. She
had made her decision and she would stick by it.

Peter Kelso's idea might be good and it might 8be would make her own
judgement when the time came, but until then shaéldvikeep an open mind



on the man. It was her life, her future. She hgoluticthe past behind her and
forge her own direction. She knew now that Aunt tkgtta had wanted her

to do just that. And Peter Kelso had been Aunt k#ia's confidant. That

said he was worthy of some trust.



CHAPTER FOUR

As Lyn appraised her reflection in the mirror shew she had never looked
better. It was safe to wear the rose outfit nowtvBxee could not get her
beautiful, covetous hands on it. Lyn had cut theesoand leaves from an
upholstering linen, shaping the appliques roundntiekline of the bodice.

She had also used them to spray out from the nippeaist, hugging the

hipline before trailing towards the hem of the fsirt. The coppery-red

roses and leaves in their heavy linen sat bealytifuh the dark green,

crinkly cheesecloth, creating an effect which wathdush and dramatic,

and the colours suited Lyn to perfection.

The rat-a-tat-tat on her apartment door was undulljpPeter Kelso's way
of announcing himself. A glance at the bedside kclshowed he was
punctual. She quickly slid her feet into the graad copper sandals, picked
up the matching handbag, and presented herséi¢ ataor.

The dark brown eyes gleamed approval. 'Perfect!

Lyn smiled at Peter Kelso's echo of her own apptaiBhank you,' she said
with complete sincerity. She knew he was not lyimgpd his keen
appreciation of her bedspread designs had convineethat he had a very
discriminating eye. His compliment was genuine @ndade her feel . ..
perfect. 'Are those your wheeler-dealer clothes?

He looked rich-sexy. A cream raw-silk jacket toppaldgantly tailored
trousers in a tan-bronze colour. His old-gold shwds pure silk and
specifically designed to a deep opening on histchiedian couture, Lyn
decided, and she had no doubt that the chunky araingold medallion
resting on his darkly tanned skin were the genuairiele and not mere
costume jewellery.

Peter grinned. 'Rules of the game. You dress ttettte of the target. When
you're accepted as one of them, their guard is daneh you have the inside
track.'

'Is everything a game to you, Peter?' she ask#tkeggook the lift down to
the garages.



His eyes twinkled sheer devilment. 'The fascinagblife is in learning and
mastering the rules. The satisfaction is in twggtinem to your advantage.
And winning makes it all worthwhile.'

He drove a Lamborghini—white, not red like mosttloé sports cars Lyn
had seen, and custom- made, white lambswool seats;onot the usual
black upholstery. That extra touch of class foreP&elso, Lyn mused to
herself. And he obviously liked the Italian touch.

She observed him slyly as they crossed the hatmidge and headed for
Domain Park. He had all the dash of a Mississipnlgler or a buccaneer,
and the devious mind of the devil himself. She Waanall sure that any
association with him could do her any good. Bus thas her gamble. And
the die had been cast.

The art gallery was not one Lyn had frequenteedtlidn fashionable artists
rather than those trying to break new ground. Tingbte-terrace house in
Paddington had been elegantly restored, and evfereb@ne set foot inside
the place it spelled out that anything for sale-g@amg to cost big money.
Arnie Caswell had made his name, and the peopiéthto his opening
would only be people of wealth. Like Peter KelsmdAhe Mansfields.

Jessie was in the foyer, graciously welcoming peapid giving out a
catalogue of the items on display. Her soignee agpee was in marked
contrast to the rather dishevelled picture she gradented this morning.
Sophistication muted her sexiness, and Lyn nowsealthat the woman
was more Peter's age than her own. The lovely é&es lit with pleasure
when they sighted Peter, but the pleasure dimmewahat as they slid to
Lyn, and dimmed even more as they assessed Lytfis @he smile on her
mouth turned a little wry.

'‘Not wasting any time, Peter," she said in a tdriryoamusement which did
not quite veil a touch of chagrin.

Lyn flushed with embarrassment. She willed Peteotoect his girl-friend's
misreading of the situation, but he didn't.



‘Time is only wasted by people who don't know howse it, Jessie. I'm not
one of them," he advised her good-humouredly.

The woman shrugged and offered a dry aside to Lymope you know
where you're going, honey. No woman can pin thisadpwn. But I'm glad
you've come, Peter. Charles thinks he has somefbmgou. He's in his
office.'

‘Then this is his lucky day. | have something fbia@es.' And with a jaunty
little salute to Jessie, Peter led Lyn into themsalon.

'Have you no shame at all?' she muttered.

'‘None whatsoever." He cast her a sly smile. 'Buyiir sensibilities are
smarting, let me tell you that part of Jessie'swedbr sleeping with me last
night was to persuade me into coming here todayh&oshe could get a
nice fat commission from Charles.’

'‘Charles Sinclair?'
'He owns the gallery. Jessie runs it.'

'Oh!" Oh indeed, Lyn echoed to herself. Being whthter Kelso was
certainly broadening her education. She supposdi ihot really matter
what Jessie believed. A woman of her dubious monas unlikely to
believe the truth anyway.

Peter steered her through a crowd of champagndlingvpatrons, not
stopping to view Arnie Caswell's sculptures, thehared her up a staircase.
As they reached the top landing he murmured, '‘Nttemevhat | say, don't
interrupt the deal. Trust me. If you have to spéalkow my lead.’

Lyn nodded, relieved that he did not require muonfher. Her stomach
was turning queasy even as Peter knocked on tiee afbor. She did not
want to haggle over her art. It was terribly peedoim her, part of her
innermost soul. Before she had time to voice heorsé thoughts, Peter
opened the door and pushed her inside. She fliakegtvous glance at the



man standing behind the desk at the other endeofdbm and forgot all
about her art.

He was beautiful—no other word for it. Classicattees moulded a fine,
sensitive face. It was almost too perfect withsitsooth, tanned skin and
vividly blue eyes. Even the eyebrows were archepeiriect balance. The
streaky blond hair was thick and held enough waweemhance its

fashionable cut. His physique looked perfect tobe Tblue and white

pin-striped shirt and grey slacks carried no deeeqailoring. Just looking

at him quickened Lyn's pulse. He was, without aldoilne most stunningly
attractive man she had ever seen.

'‘Ah, Dorian. As handsome as ever,' Peter rolledrobis teasing lilt. 'Back
from the fleshpots of Europe already?’

Lyn was only favoured with a cursory glance betbeblue eyes projected
boredom at Peter. 'l would be obliged if you cadchember that my name
is Damien.’

Peter snapped his fingers. 'Slip of the tongue.e$mw you always remind
me of The Portrait of Dorian Gray-all veneer, no substance.’

Damien was not amused. 'Still envious, Peter?'

Peter's dry chuckle was mocking. 'l wouldn't take your handicaps,
Dorian ... | beg your pardon, Damien ... for aé thoney in the world.’

‘Nor would | take on your . . . defects," Damieplied acidly.

'Well, that's settled," declared Peter, grinnikg he Cheshire Cat.
Settled! Lyn was aghast at the rancid antagonishreldestirred. She tried to
think of something diplomatic to say when she wasoduced, but Peter

blithely denied her that courtesy.

'‘And now to business,' he burbled on. 'Where's yailner? The good and
faithful Jessie assured me he was waiting to baspied by my presence.’



'He'll be back in a moment.'

'‘Good! Take a chair, Lyn." He pushed one up for, been irreverently
hitched himself on to the edge of the magnificettar desk. '‘Damian tends
to forget his manners when I'm around,’ he addegmevously.

'Please do make yourself comfortable." Damien sgidly, and irritation
edged his voice as he added, 'Peter invariably de@@smatter of course.'

Lyn sat down, but she was far from comfortable. Zeptly Damien didn't
care to seek an introduction to an associate @frfetlso, and Peter had no
intention of giving one. Her stomach was gettingagier by the minute.
She hoped that Peter enjoyed a more cordial acguaeship with the
father or she couldn't see how any business coeldddne. Full of
apprehension, she stole a covert glance at Datdisigaze had been drawn
to her rose outfit and a slight frown of puzzlememased his forehead.

'Is this the merchandise Charles wanted to show Fet@r enquired, lifting
a small silver box from the desk and examinindasely.

Damien dragged his gaze away from Lyn's appliguedsdand answered
distractedly, 'Yes. A genuine Louis XIV snuffboxpitked it up in France.'

‘Taken to shoplifting now?' Peter tossed off cdguhis attention still on
the box. 'Girls too easy for you?'

Damien's jaw grew taut as if he was clenching éesit. He made no reply,
for which Lyn was thankful. Her nerves were alreadgnging from the
hostile atmosphere in the room, and they leappprehension as the door
behind her opened. It gave her some relief to ster Burn a beatific smile
to the newcomer.

‘There you are, Charles. I've come to do you auavo

'No, thanks very much,’ came the swift, polite &rd retort. 'I've been on
the receiving end of your favours before. They glsveost me money.’



'Don't lie to me. You've always made money outhefmi. Not as much as
you wanted to make, of course, but you made money.’

‘A moot point. | see Damien has shown you the faVauoffering you.'

He swept past Lyn with barely a flicked glance chraowledgement of her
presence. The carefully groomed abundance of whde, flowing
moustache and pale blue eyes might be suggestad¢apidog to Peter, but
to Lyn, Charles Sinclair looked formidable. His dacwas
distinguished-handsome. His light grey suit wasedogably tailored. The
pearl-grey tie looked exquisite on a pale pinktshinose collar was held
down by pearl studs. The hand which gestured tosvird snuffbox was
almost as beringed as Liberace's and his smilealidjuite reach his sharp
eyes. A shark in a dolphin suit was Lyn's immediatgression.

'I'm giving you first option on it. Beautiful, ignt?' he said, his tone rich
with persuasive appreciation.

Damien moved aside, looking only too willing to cede all sales talk to
his father. He took a chair to the side of the dmstt seemed to relax. Lyn
wished she could too, Charles Sinclair had notédadior an introduction to
her ?ither, and again Peter did not offer one.drhession was very close to
insulting and she did not understand it. The wisileation felt wrong to

her.

'Mmh, very nice," drawled Peter. '‘But not uniqugnLis. She makes
bedspreads.'

The look Charles Sinclair gave her made Lyn fé@ &n unwanted insect. It
was the kind of look she had often received frompagents and her instant
reaction was to cringe inwardly. But that life wasger, she reminded
herself. She had no reason to cringe; her workgeasl. Her chin came up
and her eyes returned a very cool dignity. It wédmr@s Sinclair who

looked away.

'How nice for her!" The tossed comment was notléast bit interested.
‘Notice the filigree work on the ...’



'‘And sells them," Peter cut in carelessly.

The flicked look at Lyn was sharp and the mouthelag¢im the moustache set
with resistance. 'That's harder,' he stated with bi

'For five thousand dollars.'

Startled incredulity quickly settled into annoyan@mn't take me for a fool!
There's no market at that price.' The face he tutod_yn was a study of
cold rejection. 'I'm sorry, miss, but I'm not gotegvaste your time or mine.
No one will pay that sum for a bedspread. I'm symmut interested."

Lyn said nothing. She was prickling with anger dwisrarrogant judgement.
The man could at least have granted her the clafrste®wing her work! At
this point she would have given up and walked lowtt Peter made no move,
and she had promised to follow his lead.

"You're quite right, Charles,' he said blithelyhéTprice is now six thousand
dollars—that's a sort of penalty for outright reéiec. Van Gogh and
Gauguin would understand. They had trouble witlir tthealers too.'

The pale blue eyes were diamond-hard. 'Therelsistilharket.’
Peter smiled. 'There will be, Charles. When youteem.'

His silky provocation niggled. Charles gave up loa $ale of the snuffbox,
settled into the studded leather chair behind #sk &nd adopted a pose of
haughty disdain. 'Really, Peter, | think you'rgpging! Do you have to
introduce your girl-friends to Charles Sinclair vithe promise of some
outrageous deal in order to extract a reward? Adavor a favour, so to
speak?’

A wave of mortification brought spots of burningaar to Lyn's cheeks.

'l never confuse money and sex, Charles. One walldg the pleasure of
the other," Peter stabbed at him before turnirig/toand speaking in a tone
of weary cynicism. 'Let this be a lesson to younLiRejection without

consideration, just because he thinks you're aifeme the pleasures of



your delightful femininity. Jealousy and envy. Heé#rtainly suggest a visit
to his bed when he sees your wétkfuse it categorically. He's a dirty,
sordid, lecherous man. A good sensible girl likeirgelf doesn't need his
attentions to sell your work. Thank God Van Leeuyprtefers boys. He'll
pay the price when he sees your work without anyalebargaining at all.’

Lyn's mind was reeling with shock. Charles Sindasnide crack had been
bitter enough to swallow, but Peter's sexual lectuad been downright
disgusting. She rose to her feet.

‘This is intolerable!" Her voice trembled with cade. 'l do not wish to deal
with you, Mr Sinclair." She turned bitterly accugieyes up to Peter. 'Nor do
| ever want to..."

'Quite rightly so," Peter cut in, hopping off theséd and squeezing her elbow
hard. Without giving her time to complete her indient of him, he
switched his attention back to Charles, his voideplike in contempt.
'Until today, | respected your business acumenyl€haNow | see you've
degenerated to the level of your son.’

‘This is libel!" Charles Sinclair grated out savgge

‘Tut-tut! You're losing your cool, Charles,' Peteproved him mockingly.
'‘Besides, it's not libel, it's slander. You ruin reputation by associating my
sex life with money and I'll damned well ruin yourgour reputation, your
sex life, and your financial position. I'm sorryh&les. I've always enjoyed
doing business with you, but | can't afford to lssaxiated with you any
more. And, of course, | shall have to comment an mhy newsletter.’

‘That's blackmail!"

‘No, dear boy. That's the price of stupidity.’

And on that line Peter turned Lyn away and begastort her to the door.
She could not get there fast enough, but Peter exéntent on a slow,

dignified withdrawal. She schooled herself to haggy knowing that a few
more moments would see the end of this scene. Wamdrd of Peter Kelso



as far as she was concerned. Some gamble sheedd@&he had been off
her brain even to think of trusting him.

'Oh, come now,' Charles Sinclair blustered behiedt 'There's been some
little misunderstanding here...'

‘There certainly has,' Peter agreed curtly, turtavgards Charles as he put
his hand on the doorknob. 'You've insulted the ladgt her work, not to
mention my integrity, and | bitterly resent it.’

Insulted! God, he ought to talk! Lyn fumed.

Charles Sinclair shot him a malevolent look. 'Y@vé my apology. And |
have no intention whatsoever of trying to sedueeytbung lady.'

Peter's hand slid off the doorknob. 'l should hogie | want that pleasure to
be all mine.'

Never, Lyn promised him with silent venom. Her haedched for the
doorknob, but Peter ambushed her intention, cagchier hand and
imprisoning it in his. She glared defiance at him.

Charles cleared his throat. 'Well, then. Perhapsamaeach some amicable
arrangement. If the goods should prove marketable.'

Peter's eyes bored into hers, commanding thatlsh@dstrust him. 'Lyn
refused fifty thousand dollars for one of her cat this morning,’ he said
with a quirky little smile.

It was the smile that unsettled Lyn's defiance.

‘DIl you?' Charles Sinclair demanded of her, h@ice sharp with
incredulity.

'Yes,' Lyn tossed at him haughtily, too worked aigdre what was said any
more. Peter's eyes twinkled approval. Her shelekbd mind slowly

grasped that this was all a game to him and evegthe said had a
purpose. Even that crazy bid of fifty thousand @alithis morning. He was



pushing psychological buttons and manipulating réections. Her gaze
moved to the man behind the desk, wanting now ¢oifsker theory was
correct.

Charles Sinclair's frown mixed disbelief with a @m possibility that
perhaps there was something for him in this d8&ldown, sit down, we'll
talk business,' he commanded abruptly. "What @ieeyou putting on that
bedspread?' he shot at Lyn as Peter led her badhk thair.

'l already have first option,” Peter pounced imrtpphantly. 'It's not for
sale—to you, or to anyone else.’

Lyn sat down, absolutely staggered by her suddsight of what was
happening. Peter resumed his perch on the desktietlair of a man in
complete control. And maybe he was, she musedadgust forced Charles
Sinclair to jump through one hoop.

Charles flicked him a look of sharp calculatiohthis is as good as you say
... yes, it does have possibilities." He cast aop&ing smile at Lyn. 'I'll
look. I can't commit myself until then, but I'ld&. Perhaps we could do a
deal on consignment.'

Lyn could hardly believe her ears. He was goindeal. Peter had broken
down his resistance. She shook her head in dazedemsment and was
further bemused when Peter used her hapless gesture

'Lyn doesn't wish to deal on consignment. You paywhat you take,' he
declared decisively.

‘At five thousand dollars retail!" Charles sniped.

'Four thousand cost. Six thousand retail." Petélednsweetly. 'Remember
you looked a gift horse in the mouth and got aykisk in the teeth.’

Lyn only just stopped herself from rolling her eyédsseemed to her that
Peter was kicking a horse which had already beemayked.



Again came the frown. "You really think her worltigt good? | can sell it
for that?'

'It's that good.’

Peter held Charles Sinclair's sceptical gaze withgsconfidence. Finally
Charles heaved a sigh of surrender. 'All right. ®aow at the showroom.'

'I'll bring the contract. I've seen you at workdref, Charles, and we'll have
no fine print. The bottom line is four thousand{ bhave no doubt you'll

raise the retail price on some of Lyn's work, if ath. | know you specialise

in high mark-ups. So we'll write in that Lyn geigtg per cent of any

amount over the six thousand mark. | won't allow yo feather your bed
with Lyn's talent.’

Charles grimaced at the double entendre and shainad look at Lyn. 'l
assure you, Miss...'

'Mansfield," Peter supplied silkily. 'Miss Lynetk#ansfield, the younger
daughter of Gerald and Alicia Mansfield. I'm sum@uyknow the name,
Charles. It's been in the top echelon of Sydneiesptor a long, long time.
| understand they're customers of yours.'

Shock gave way to a complete reconstruction of IlEe&inclair's manner.
He came out of his chair like a ship in full sdillowing round the desk
with hands flapping appeasement. 'My dear Miss Kigds You see | am
the victim of Peter's unkind entrapment. His eageities drive one beyond
discretion. And indeed, you could have come diyetctime...’

'‘And while he stroked you with one hand, he woudgtehrobbed you with
the other,' Peter inserted sardonically.

'He does me a disservice. I'm a businessman, Massfikld, and one must
cover risks.' Charles Sinclair smiled indulgentiyn sure you understand.'

'Yes, | understand,' Lyn said coldly, despisingrttan for his reaction to the
Mansfield name. Peter had known his mark all rightiapdog, with a nasty
nip for those he considered beneath his noticey Bater had nipped back



even harder. Such a hypocritical snob deserve@ wiscomfited, and Lyn
no longer minded Peter's outrageous manipulatios.held won her a
deal—a deal beyond her wildest dreams.

Peter smiled devilish delight at her as he unhddhienself from the desk
and stepped over to lift her to her feet. Damieo @lame forward. He had
remained silent throughout the highly charged dyjaéy and Lyn had been
too humiliated and embarrassed even to glancenaiafter his father had
started the sexual insinuations. But now she neegaze with steely pride.

'Miss Mansfield, if it's not too personal a questimay | ask if you designed
your dress?'

The question was put with such charming intereat tlyn flushed with
pleasure. 'Yes, it's my design. And the only onet®fkind. Like my
bedspreads,’ she added with pointed emphasis.

Damien smiled at her, the blue eyes lighting witld anterest. 'Then | look
forward to seeing you and your bedspreads tomorrow.

Somehow Damien's admiration and approval lent aersolid reality to the
deal. He would see her tomorrow. And her bedsprdadss face relaxed
into a responding smile.

'Yes, yes,' Charles Sinclair agreed quickly. 'Crekgl to be doing business
with you, Miss Mansfield.’

'‘Don't forget to thank me for the favour, Charlesawled Peter as he
steered Lyn towards the door.

Charles opened it for them and pasted a smile ®fabe for Peter. '‘One of
these days your Machiavellian sense of humourbeiliour undoing, dear
boy. | shall thank you for the favour tomorrow.’

The door was closed on Peter's laughter and hetdwepnto an exuberant
hug. 'Satisfied?"



He was undeniably mad. And shamelessly bad. Bat ag this moment

Lyn couldn't take him to task for the dreadful tyenhe had said. He had
achieved for her what she could never have achi@rdterself, and for that

she was intensely grateful, no matter how muchaterhade her squirm.

'Yes, thank you,' she said graciously, then in @osgnment, 'I've just died a
thousand tortured deaths, but | am satisfied, tlyankvery much.’

He laughed and linked her arm with his. 'RelaxsHit'the bag. Now we can
really enjoy ourselves. A little stroll round thehgbition, just in case Arnie
Caswell has come up with a brilliancy, and thema flinner at Luigi's to
unwind completely. See how | look after you?'

Lyn rolled her eyes heavenwards. As Peter led bendtairs she began to
giggle. It was very difficult to control her sensé hysteria. Only this
morning she had left the Mansfield mansion andwhele refined, static
way of life it represented. She had wanted to gatltie moving, and
moving it certainly was. With Peter Kelso the warddned upside down and
inside out.

But being with him certainly carried penalties aslvas prizes. Apart from
her needing a very strong heart to withstand tleelshhe handed out so
blithely, Lyn's reputation was in danger of beihgtsto shreds. Jessie was in
no doubt about Lyn's destination tonight, and Goly &new what Damien
and Charles Sinclair thought.

'Did you have to say you wanted to seduce me?asked wryly.
Peter arched a shocked eyebrow at her. 'Would you me to tell a lie?'

‘Not at all," she answered airily. 'Blow the whulerld to smithereens, but
never, never lie.'

He grinned and tucked her arm possessively rousd'Nice to be with a
woman who shares my own sense of integrity.’

Integrity! The giggles erupted again and Lyn sthrte wonder if his
madness was infectious.



Peter steered her round the exhibition, but shéntrag well have been a
marionette for all she saw. Her mind was still cognio grips with what had
taken place in the upstairs office. The more sbedht about it, the more
she appreciated just how much Peter had done foHBavas a manipulator
of people and situations—no doubt about it. Shieaferowing respect for
the agility of his mind and his remarkably shreveidgeption.

The deal he had struck for her was absolutely &tictaif it came off
tomorrow. But there was no reason not to be confideeter was certainly
confident or he would not have bargained like thgh was just beginning
to enjoy a relaxed optimism when Peter led her y@banother display
room— and there was Delvene.



CHAPTER FIVE

SHE stood out like a brilliant ray of sunshine, Deleghe beautiful, her tall,
traffic-stopping figure poured into a yellow-and+tehsilk dress which
screamed couturier label, her silky blonde mangling with her laughter,
her face full of perfect features set in graciooseptance of the adoration
projected at her from a coterie of admirers.

Lyn's eyes held no adoration. She stood there asneresed as a rabbit
caught in floodlights while the old familiar panscreeched around her
nerves. Delvene would spoil everything. She alwhgidor Lyn. She would
stir up trouble for her with their parents, and Ldidn't want any more of
that. Not when the future was looking so promising.

She tugged at Peter's arm in a bid to draw him avedgre he attracted
Delvene's notice, and he raised enquiring eyebraws.was about to say
she was terribly hungry when she saw the twitchDefvene's private
antenna which invariably alerted her whenever @qeble male hit the
perimeter of her vision. Questing green eyes zoamed Peter. They liked
what they saw—there was no mistaking their acquesijleam.

Lyn shut her mouth on a resigned sigh. It was &® to escape. In a second
or two Delvene would notice her and the fat wouddrbthe fire. There was
no other course but to brazen out the situation.

Her backbone stiffened. She had nothing to be astiarf) no reason to run
away and hide. She had done nothing wrong, anda Relteo had done her a
lot of good.

The green gaze slid sideways for a quick measupet's companion. Lyn

put on a dismissive smile of hail and farewell,smg a hopeless hope that
just for once her sister would remain content wittat she already had. Lyn
could not enjoy the surprise on Delvene's face. siliprise would be even

greater when Delvene learnt Peter's identity.

A sharp line of irritation appeared between DelN&pges as they evaluated
Lyn's clothes, and vexation tightened her mouthaanoment before it
curved into a patronising smile. The rose outfd bacaped her, but the man



would not, Lyn interpreted. The Delvene Machine eum\straight into
action—a sweetly-mouthed excuse to the courtietlaviied by a gracefully
confident approach.

Lyn could feel herself shrink. No matter that Deleevas peeved that the
rose outfit had escaped her. In the final analgishes meant nothing.
Delvene knew she could always win over her yousgser.

'Why, Nettie ..." Trilled music which curdled Lyrssomach. 'Fancy seeing
you here! | thought you always snubbed these dos."

Which translated as 'introduce me to your man'.

Lyn obliged. There was no point in refusing. Delwewas perfectly
charming at introducing herself. 'Delvene, meeePi§elso. Peter, my sister
Delvene.'

Shock widened the green eyes, but it was quicldpeatised by Delvene's
super-ego. Lyn could read her like a book—the pagae all too familiar.
If her younger sister had attracted this man thelvéhe would override the
attraction. Lyn did not look up at Peter's face.id/Bhe had no claim on
him, he had given her his time, used his agile eraentric mind on her
behalf, and made her feel rather special, valulkd.cBuld not bear to watch
that value wink out as Delvene flexed her power.

'‘Well, welll Auntie's pet tiger.' Delvene batted rheurly eyelashes
flirtatiously. 'She really was very mean not taaatluce you to me.’

‘A criminal oversight. But then women can be suatscYour aunt never
did appreciate the physical ... as | do,’ Petergausuggestively.

Lyn almost gagged. Then she immediately derideddiierWhat other
response could she have expected from Peter K#isoyirtuoso of all
physical games? Of course he would find Delvenefseid equipment
worth testing.

Delvene tinkled laughter. 'l must say you were @aosity to us, wasn't he,
Nettie?"



Lyn gave the perfunctory smile to the perfunctosyda. Good manners
were a habit. She wondered how Delvene would réatie flew at her
tooth and nail. Lyn startled herself with the velesize of that thought. Peter
owed her no loyalty. He had delivered the deal hd promised. She
certainly didn't want him to seduce her, but somnetideep inside her didn't
want Delvene to share that intimacy with him either

'l delight in satisfying curiosity," Peter purreglaén. ‘How astute you are to
find my weakness at the first stroke!'

Delvene preened.

Lyn started to slide her hand out of Peter's hiblde wanted Delvene he
could have her, but Lyn didn't want to be assodiatigh him any more. His
fingers tightened round hers, denying her move dtach herself. She
tugged in vain and gave up resentfully.

'Since Nettie is now your neighbour, we can reagke your acquaintance,’
Delvene invited.

Lyn gritted her teeth. Like hell they were goingise her apartment! It was
her home!

'It would always be a pleasure to see you, Delly.’

Delly! Delly! Lyn went into shock. No one, litelg no one had ever
dreamed of corrupting Delvene's name in any wdyaltne to Delly! The
association of garlic sausages and aromatic cheeseso marvellously
incongruous that Lyn was hard put not to explodé wysterical laughter.

It was too much for Delvene. Her smile looked likacking. She just had to
correct him. 'l am always called Delvene, Petand fhere was a perceptible
cooling of her manner as she stood on her dignity.

Most men would have rushed to appease the offdntejot Peter Kelso.
He burbled on in grand style. 'But as a close cotore of the family you

must allow me a little indulgence. As long as Lgmains Nettie to you, you
will have to remain Delly to me. | do so like thedeldish games.



A glorious bubble of joy blossomed inside Lyn. Petas taking her side
against her sister, her very beautiful sister! Nannhad ever done that
before. Her fingers squeezed his in an excessppihess.

He squeezed back. Lyn could hardly contain hegteli

A look of puzzled disbelief was discomposing Dek'sngolden glow of
assurance. She was not accustomed to having hbesvidisregarded. 'l
don't like it, Peter,’ she informed him with porhemphasis.

'‘But | like it, Delly. And | like you. You're so vg beautiful, so wonderfully
composed, so ravishingly innocent. Yes, innocenxgeesses it perfectly.
But for the moment I'm under Lyn's spell. If shewld tire of me, discard
me like a dirty dishrag, then I'll come to you amarship at the altar of your
beauty. Not from too great a distance, of courdeelieve | would enjoy
teaching you how to please me, and our lovemakimgjavsurely drive you
beyond anything you've ever known. But it's up tm.LFor the present |
must stay with your sister.’

Delvene was stupefied. Her mouth opened and clasddopened again,
without any sound being emitted. Delvene the b&dutihe poised, the
adored, the one who could do no wrong, was flounddike a fish out of
water.

But Lyn herself was caught between elation tha¢Pead stood up for her
and horror at the way he had done it. Delvene weste report it all to her
parents and there would be no escaping an upr@aomng was going to
believe that Lyn's only business with Peter Kelss Wusiness. Prizes and
penalties, she thought again in dry irony.

Peter let go her hand and curved a possessive aind rher shoulders,
reinforcing his declaration of devotion. 'Pleasewse us, Delly, but we
were juston our way to dinner. Lyn has an appéit@atch my own.'

But Delvene was puffed up to say something anatsbkl not accept being
brushed aside. Not by a man. Particularly not bbyaa who was favouring
her younger sister with his attention. She clutchgd's free arm in a



vicelike grip as Peter began to draw her away.s'lgeing to ruin your
reputation, Nettie!" she hissed, attacking heesigirectly.

Peter's support and an even stronger sense ofdsddfrmination voiced a
reply. 'I'd rather you call me Lyn, Delvene.’

'Lyn, Lyn, Lyn!" Delvene muttered irritably. 'Youlreing seen with him is
bound to cause talk. As for your having an affathviaim, Mummy will be
furious!'

Lyn eyed her sister's heightened colour from aocisrkind of distance. She
had never seen a seriously thwarted Delvene befodesomehow her sister
no longer seemed so all-conquering in her beality. not living in
Mummy's pocket any more, Delvene,' she answeredlgaand her self-
confidence grew as her sister shrank back.

‘No, you're obviously living in someone else's!le®pite was off her tongue
before she could catch it back, but she quicklpmg@osed her air of virtue.
‘Nettie! What's got into you? Can't you see...'

'Yes, | can see all right, Delvene, and | reallg'tineed your advice, so why
don't you go back to your boy-friends?'

Peter chuckled and cast a doting look at Lyn. 'gie's magnificent, isn't
she, Delly? Such strength of character. | can't gy longer. | must carry
her away.’'

He swept Lyn off while Delvene was still swallowidgyn's previous sense
of hysteria caught up with her again and she wggligig uncontrollably by
the time they had made their exit complete. Sheruiagd in the eyes of her
family, absolutely ruined. And here she was hangimgo the man who had
ruined her.

But the marvellous reality was that she didn't c&iee felt free, free of
Delvene's shadow for the first time in her life eSbved the stern old aunt
who had given her the push she had needed, andstalioeed the

outrageous man at her side who had fulfilled hanpses. Except that he



was mad and bad and terribly dangerous to any pafanend. But right
now she didn't even care about that.

‘Lead on, Macduff,’ she cried recklessly, ridinggh which was too good to
guestion.

Peter slanted her a mischievous look. 'l beliewedhotation is, "Lay on,
Macduff, and damned be him who first cries, holdpwgh.” Are you
challenging me?"

Lyn laughed and shook her head. His knowledge didsarprise her. She
didn't think anything about Peter would surprisedrey more. 'I'm damned
already," she told him gaily.

‘Not in my eyes," Peter said with a warm smilepgraval.

And for some crazy reason his approval more théambad the disapproval
her family would shower on her for being with him.



CHAPTER SIX

DINNER at Luigi's was fun. Peter's conversation coulcenée labelled dull,
and Lyn's inner exhilaration bubbled out as fresdythe champagne they
drank with the meal. She would have been quite hapubble on all
night, but Peter called a halt.

'We have an early start tomorrow," he declared,p@dgp an air of
responsibility.

"You think we should go to the showroom early?"

'Definitely not. First off we go to my printer aget some fancy name cards
done, to sit on your bedspreads. Class publicithat\printing do you
favour?'

'‘Nothing but copperplate.'

'In gold.'

'‘Gold and black.’

"You're the artist.’

Lyn laughed, feeling a surge of excitement at lmaight of success.

'I'll make a two o'clock appointment with Charlés bad form to look too
eager, and my solicitor will need the time to drgwyour contract.’

It suddenly struck Lyn just how much Peter was dgdor her. 'You're being
very generous, Peter. | feel rather guilty for takup so much of your time,’
she told him.

He grinned. 'l have no better use for it.’

She eyed him curiously. "What about making your éwng? You must do
some work since you put out a newsletter.’



He waved a careless hand. 'A mere sideline. It ase to keep the sharks
honest. Ever heard of Joseph L Livermore, Lyn?'

‘No.

The brown eyes glittered with an inner excitemen®Pater enlightened her.
'He was the great bear of Wall Street. He wouldrstt wait, only hitting the
market once in every few years. When he did he dxadks judgement
against the greatest financiers of his time. Anduvoa, Lyn, every time,
using his own judgement and nerves of steel. Bidrbehe gambled he
made sure that all the odds were on his sideetith one particular person |
admire, it's Joseph L Livermore.' He smiled, angas the smile of a man
who had known similar success. 'And in betweensrgal rest so that you
don't overstrain your heart.'

He was indeed a gambler and he loved it. And he yushas he had won for
her tonight. 'So that's why your name is alwayslhees in the newspapers.
When you win, you win big."'

His eyes glinted again with that inner relish asto®d up to help her out of
her chair. 'l do enjoy the challenge. It's notlgeghmbling, Lyn. It's brains

and knowledge and technique. But in the meantimeewsoing Charles

Sinclair a favour.'

A favour. Lyn smiled at the absurdity and could helpp smiling all the way
home, but the smile received a jolt as they toeKifhup to their apartment
floor.

'It's time for you to repay your debts,' Peter mumaal suggestively.

The shock to Lyn's heart was severe. He couldréinme no, surely not. He
had been so definite. No strings attached, no $é&augaining. She couldn't
believe he had lied about that. Not Peter Kelsowideld scorn such a ruse.

Her sharp glance found that a quirky smile wasiserifs, a teasing twinkle
in his eyes. She relaxed again. Peter was onlynga$he was beginning to
recognise the quirkiness of his mind. 'What do yeant, Peter? The



bedspread?' And although she was loath to let ihngdad done so much for
her tonight that she was prepared to give it up.

He leaned back against the side wall, folded hmsaand slanted his
eyebrows in mock consideration. 'l think you owear®ip of coffee.’

She smiled at the simplicity of the request, butdmaile quickly faded into a
sigh. 'l owe you far more than that. | could newewer have done it myself.
You were terribly clever. If | can ever repay you .

"You owe me nothing, Lyn. Nothing at all. Exceptwap of coffee." He
chuckled, his whole face alight with mischievousmiour. 'I've had my
reward for services rendered—the pleasure of sebi@gexpressions on
Charles Sinclair's face. The pleasure of seeinghappy. The pleasure of
helping fo set you free.’

His smile curled round her heart, lifting it intoj@/ous beat. 'lt's been a
grand night," she breathed on a sigh of sheer happi A grand night. The
grandest night of her life. The lift doors openadd as they moved to step
out on to their floor Lyn impulsively took Petehiand and squeezed it with
emotion-laden fingers. "Thank you for making it pap.’

He glanced down at her, saw the deep well of gidditin the large,
expressive eyes and rejected it. 'Hey, don't gogeion me! Life isn't that
intense. It's meant to be fun, to be enjoyed tduheto be free.'

Exhilaration came zinging back. 'We've sure dora!'tshe agreed as she
unlocked her apartment door and flung it wide incame. 'Do you know
how | feel? Like Eliza Doolittle when she got hegyesch right!" And
hugging herself with happiness, Lyn waltzed rouadliving-room, giving
triumphant voice to 'l Could Have Danced All Night'

Peter closed the door and joined in, turning thecdanto a mad romp until

Lyn collapsed with laughter. 'Enough! You're tooanuPeter,' she gasped,
dropping into the nearest chair, then breaking amother peal of laughter.
'‘Oh God! Delly! How could you call my sister thathought her face would

crack. | almost cracked up myself!'



Peter took off his jacket, dropped it on to theaadjpt chair and propped
himself against the armrest. He shook his headawegconsideration. '‘Poor
girl. You should feel sorry for her. She needs wafuélot of sorting out.'

'Delvene?’ Lyn looked her incredulity. '‘But sheds gverything.'

One eyebrow shot up in arched mockery. 'Does dlosugr compare with a
rose? All that golden glitter is mere tinsel.'

She laughed at him, caught up in his madness,amblit. She sprang up
and hopped on to the coffee table, striking a tpbant pose. ‘Do you know
what it's like to have climbed Mount Everest andkied down upon the
whole world?’

His eyes twinkled his knowledge of her exhilaratisimaring it, firing it into
something more. 'Absolutely. But tomorrow therelsvags another
mountain to climb. The trick is to find a way rouimd@ you can't go over it.'

'‘But you always go over yours, don't you?'

A throaty chuckle accompanied his step towards 'héty, Lyn. | always
try," he said as he lifted her down, and whiletrasds held her only very
lightly, his eyes held her in a far more purposefasghion, inviting,
promising, desiring.

Lyn's heart thumped a wild tattoo of warning or was it excitement? Her
mind jammed on a conflicting array of messages. hmds fluttered

nervously from his shoulders to his chest, yet@hdd not bring herself to
push away from him. Truth forced the recognitioattbhe did not want to.
She wanted him to kiss her, wanted to know therfgedf his mouth on

hers, his arms round her, holding her to the wrsilength of him,

cementing the sense of togetherness which hadthegs tonight.

He watched the desire kindle and take hold. Thewlgl, very slowly,
waiting for the inviting tilt of her head, his méutame down to take what
she was offering. Not greedily, almost reverentlyp#;swhispering kisses,
tantalising, sensual, provoking a quivering intaticn for more. Driven by



the instinctive need to prolong the excitement, klyd her hands up round
his neck, keeping his head pressed down to hers.

Peter did not rush to take advantage of her engeuarant. In fact, he let go
his light grasp on her waist. One hand curled rotinednape of her neck,
fingers and thumb finding spots of extraordinaryssivity and softly
stroking. His other hand trailed up and down thevewf her spine, making
her skin shiver with pleasure. Then it found ano#retic line, from the soft
underflesh of her upstretched arm to the swellidgeeof her breast. And
Lyn's shivery pleasure grew so intense that it amgmotional release to
open her mouth to the gentle probe of his.

The delicate touch of this new intimacy arousedneea of feeling which
were unbelievably exquisite. And Peter's handsicoeatl to find places to
caress, employing a fragile feathering which grélgidauilt into a refined
torture. Lyn's body was trembling with the needHarder pressure when he
finally gathered her in. Hard, imprinting his owmasal on her, freeing her
mouth as she gasped from the melting weaknesshbathrough her, then
taking it again in a passionate plunder which fieedvildly abandoned
response.

A primitive fever was in her blood and her softsfieexulted against the
aggressive muscularity of his. She wanted moreiraf More. More. Her
own hands were clutching, kneading, clawing, as@ssive as the hands
which were moulding her contours to his, curvingrmo her bottom and ...

Oh God! No! The agonised cry pierced the intoxidat@ze which had
blanked out her mind. The image of Peter's clindgh dessie shot into it
with paralysing clarity. Her hands stopped theidmsarabbling. Her body
froze into cramped pain and her mouth lost its ipass

Peter reacted on the instant of change, softensgrhbrace, hands turning
back t<5 seductive persuasion, lips brushing her'Ban't stop now, Lyn.
Don't deny yourself,’ he murmured huskily. 'You éan ache, a pain, a
need that must be fulfilled. Don't stifle it. Be&: Fly with me. Let me teach
you what it is to be loved.’



She shuddered under his touch. But it was not foteasure. 'It's not love,
Peter," she said flatly, and sucked in a steadyiegth. He was right: she did
feel an ache, a terrible empty pain, but she knewneeds could not be
fulfilled on a purely physical plane. She pullecchdrom him enough to

challenge his desire. 'How many times a day dowant it?"

The dark eyes glittered down at her, burning into $oul, charring the
edges of her resolve. 'With you I'd try for a recdBut it's not only for me,
Lyn. It's for you. I'd do everything | could to pkee you.'

He was the pied piper of sex and her pulse racédsttune, but she shook
her head, asserting her own will. 'I'm sorry, Petés a bit like the
bedspread. I'm not available, either for a pricaa gift.'

His mouth made that sensual little movement whiels @wimost hypnotic.
‘Another hill to climb?’

"Your hill. Not mine."

He smiled a slow, provocative smile and took hastwn his hand. He held
it hard and she looked up at him in puzzlement.dyss held hers, hotly
purposeful in a strange, still silence. Then softlyggestively, he spoke.
'Feel your own pulse, Lyn. It's doing two hundredl &wenty beats to the
minute. Keep that up any length of time and yoa'dead woman. Come to
bed with me and I'll save your life.'

She sighed as a smile tugged at her own mouthn't belp my responses.
You can do things to me physically, Peter, andaubt you're a great lover.
But the answer is still no." She broke away andlduiheaded for the
kitchen, escaping from any further temptation!. rithke that coffee | owe
you.'

He trailed after her. 'Think of what you owe yoluirse
‘That's precisely what | am thinking of,’ she regdremphatically. 'l almost

lost myself trying to fit in with what others wandter expected of me. I'm
finished with doing things | don't really want to.d



She turned her back on his quizzical look and $witicon the coffee-maker,
desperately trying to fight off the lingering afeffects of fever-pitch
arousal. She heard Peter settle himself on thadatstool. She could feel
his eyes boring into her.

'So why are you refusing what you do really wamlt®re was no banter in
his voice, nor any hint of persuasion. His tone e@®pletely serious.

Lyn shook her head and slowly turned to face hiar,dyes reflecting the
bleak emptiness in her soul. 'It's not what | w&etter. All my life I've been
given lip-service love. Never the substance. Arat'shall you would give
me tonight ... lip- service love. It might be ploaly exciting and
pleasurable, but the pleasure would pass, andiaitds | would feel more
lonely than ever forhaving given so much of myselfay.'

He slid off the stool and took the couple of stepéch separated them. Lyn
tensed, determined to reject any physical ovettamnight make. He gently
cupped her face in his hands, forcing her to lodk eyes which held a
strange, compelling glitter.

'Did you feel lonely with me tonight, Lyn?"
'No," she whispered, fighting the tug of his peedanagnetism.

‘Nor did | feel lonely with you. We were togethéyn. Why not share a
closer togetherness?"

She summoned up a mocking smile. 'Like you had Jdéssie last night?
And who would it be tomorrow night? I'd just be #rer bit of exercise for
you, sandwiched in between innumerable Jessies.’

He did not return her smile. His eyes seem to dgried Lyn's skin prickled
under the intensity of his gaze. 'lI've never ganieed with a woman | didn't
like, Lyn. Nor have | ever gone to bed with a woméro didn't want to be
there with me. | make no apologies for the Jessiesy life, nor do |
apologise for enjoying sex, or any of the othengsil do. But all of them
would be considerably enhanced if | had the rigintrger with me. I've been
searching for a long time, but I haven't found Pvest.'



The emphasis he gave the last word squeezed het. Mgas Peter
suggesting that she might be the right partnehiior? Or holding out the
possibility as an inducement to play his gamesgingrout sex partners
might be your way, Peter, but it's not mine," skgied forcefully. 'l made
up my mind yesterday that | wasn't going to live lifgyon anyone's terms
but my own."'

'‘And you won't take a gamble?’

She could feel his will fighting hers. It was extrely difficult to repel the
seductive power he was exerting, but Lyn clungdo resolve. 'lI've done
enough gambling for today,' she asserted firmly.

To her surprise his mouth curved into a whimsiaailes and his hands left
her face with a tender caress. 'Then I'll wait. yeor I'll always be available,
but | won't ask you again. When you feel ready gan tell me. Meanwhile
the coffee is bubbling.’

In some considerable confusion of mind Lyn turnadyafrom him and
went about the business of filling their mugs awtioally. ‘Let's take it out
on to the balcony,’ she suggested, feeling the foeexbol air on her fevered
brow.

Peter relieved her of his mug, his darkly knowiggsteasing her as he did
so. 'Old Henry preferred the darkness of the baldmo. For speaking
thoughts she found uncomfortable in the light of.da

'I'm not Old Henry,' Lyn retorted emphatically.

'No, but you're like her. One day you'll see yolirae | see you, then you'll
know how special you are.'

The words tugged at her heart, making it thump orfodtably. She heaved
a sigh to ease her constricted chest and led tigeowia It was a beautiful
night. The lights of the city were matched by ttersin a crystal-clear sky.
The balcony held two sun-loungers and a table.\wga glad to sink on to
one of the loungers, in the semi-darkness. Shéadly shaken in body and
mind.



She glanced surreptitiously at Peter as he strétocheon the other lounger.
He was a very masculine man, attractive, virilegdwbtedly experienced in
every erotic technique ever learnt. And very, velgver. And what was
she? An ugly duckling with a talent for design. Match for Peter Kelso.
Not like Delvene. The old sense of inferiority wadharound her mind.

'Why did you take my side against Delvene, Petdr®@sSvery beautiful,’
Lyn prompted warily.

'‘But with a very greedy heart. All Delvene haser beauty and she knows
it, which is why she wields it all the time to rease herself that it's enough.
You have so much more, Lyn.'

It seemed an extraordinary statement, yet Lyngitified by it. Until she
remembered Peter's words to Delvene. 'You saiddyoake love to her,’
she reminded him pointedly.

'Only if you toss me aside.' His grin flashed whitethe darkness. 'And
you're not going to toss me aside, are you?'

‘Not as a friend, no,” she answered with absol@eainty. Lyn was

beginning to understand Aunt Henrietta's friendstiiy him. There would

have been an attraction of minds between themelug-and a fool.' The
words echoed through Lyn's thoughts, taking on nmarances of meaning.
'Why do you risk your life doing dangerous thingee Isky-diving?' she
asked curiously.

'‘Because I've always wanted to experience eveytiifim has to offer. If |
died tonight, | wouldn't be dying with any regréiat I'd left undone what |
wanted to do.’

"You've done your utmost to do it all.’

'‘And why not? You only live once. Open your mingnLDon't be shackled
by fear.'

Fear? Yes, she had been shackled by fear, theffeamg rejected. But that
fear was well grounded. Rejected by her parentgedie by men whose



interest in her had waned when they had met DelvVéaenot rejected by

Peter. And she hadn't been rejected by Charleda8irether, thanks to

Peter. It was she who had done the rejecting torgid she wasn't going to
be shackled by fear any more. She glanced appretiaat the man who

was still here at her side, giving her his friendséven though she had
refused him her body.

'It's not that I'm afraid of sex, Peter," she saigulsively.

He cocked an eyebrow at her. 'Is that a subtleafagking me to go to bed
with you?'

She smiled and shook her head. 'When you can gevgaur soul, that's
when I'll ask.'

He did not smile. He regarded her seriously fouacomfortable length of
time before he spoke. 'I'm my own man, Lyn, jusyas want to be your
own woman. | don't think you'll find that souls gimuch satisfaction.'

'Maybe they will one day. Anyway, that's my hill timb," she insisted
sadly.

'Some hills are of your own making, Lyn." His moutbrved into a
provocative grin. '‘But I'll be waiting for you whgou come back down.’

He probably would be too, she thought with an ogldse of inevitability.
But that was one descentshe had to avoid. She evirve, and Peter would
only ever offer her sex.

He put his empty coffee mug on the table and svinstggs off the lounger.
'Well, | guess I'd better take myself off to my ébybed and leave you to
yours. Which seems a very wasteful arrangement.edew...' He rose to
his feet and drew Lyn to hers, eyes twinkling prcatovely. 'The time will
come.’

She could not resist challenging his confidenckea$e don't hold your
breath.’



He laughed and kept hold of one of her hands aglieed towards the front
door, picking up his jacket on the way. The idleesa of his fingers
reminded her all too sharply of the physical magiawhich he was a master.
Was she a fool to have turned him down? She woddéhen swiftly
rejected the idea. She was not going to be a sexaatise companion for
anyone. But she did owe Peter far more than a tupftee.

'I'll make you a bedspread as a thank-you gifg' gtomised as he opened
the door.

He paused and looked down at her, a little smileeshusement on his lips,
a disturbing warmth in his eyes. 'Don't do thatnLyhe only bedspread |
want is yours, and the only way | want it is withuyunder it. With me. Just
tell me when you want that too.' H& touched a lifghger to her lips. 'Sweet
dreams.’

The door was closed quietly after him, and theweais Lyn who stood there
in bemusement. She knew it would be wrong for &lee, knew she would
hate herself for it afterwards. But she could redptwishing that it could be
all right. She wanted to know, to feel what it viilae to have Peter Kelso as
her lover.

But she made no move to go after him. Instead srd @ her own lonely
bed, lay under her bedspread by herself, and fsonte consolation in the
thought that it was the more sensible and lastagionship to have him as
a friend.

Like Aunt Henrietta. The thought was disturbingréishe was in her aunt's
home, in her bed, and while she was not yet am@dl she was still a
maiden in the sexual sense of the word. Any romdhaé might have
developed into something more intimate had alwagnmipped in the bud
by Delvene.

Lyn's mind quickly argued that she was only twethiyee. Surely in the
years ahead she would find someone she could &mdewho would love
her. She did not want to go through life unloveldna, not even having
known the physical pleasure of lovemaking. But Piétdso's offer was the



last resort. Definitely the last resort, Lyn toldréelf sternly as she drifted
towards sleep.

But for some niggling reason the words '‘good séagjirl’ mocked her
from a series of formless dreams.



CHAPTER SEVEN *

THEY arrived on the dot of two. Peter directed the nmathe loading bay
office to carry in the bedspreads from the car.

'We could have carried them in ourselves,’ Lyn ered.
‘Never take the chance of getting a bad back, theblithe answer.

She threw him a mocking look, but his face was ponecence. Her sigh
released a little of her pent-up feeling. She tiatcher portfolio with tight,
nervous fingers, a black leather portfolio, embdssi#h gold and carrying
the signature 'Lyn Mansfield' in golden copperplatuired this morning
on Peter's insistence. Along with the name cardistlam contract from his
solicitor and the black suit in French crepe aralribh, creamy, frivolous
blouse and the high, high heels.

Peter smiled down at her as he took her arm. Ulshalways choose your
clothes for you. |1 do a good job.’

Lyn looked up at him ruefully. 'l don't feel veryem

‘Then let's forget about selling bedspreads. loteagbetter idea. We'll go
home and slowly take off every garment. One by dmemake you feel
more you, so to speak.’

Her traitorous mind slipped back to last night,atieg all too vividly the
exquisite sensuality of his touch, the unbelievabkeitement he had
aroused without even attempting to remove any @aher clothing. The
thought of those same hands peeling off each garslewly exploring her
body, tantalising her with the erotic knowledgéiatfingertips, driving her
to an unbearable pitch of frenzied desire ... shigesed and sternly
banished the fantasy. The frown she turned to Retsia mixture of reproof
and irritation over her own weakness. 'Don't yoereyive up?'

His eyes danced with wicked mischief. 'Not whendhgect is desirable.'



Lyn shook her head. Incorrigible. And too damnadtyactive for her to
ignore completely the temptation he offered. ‘hkhive'd better concentrate
on bedspreads,' she muttered.

He shrugged good-humouredly. 'Well, since you'eglyefor that, we shall
proceed.’'

'Interiors of Distinction' certainly lived up tesihame, Lyn decided as Peter
led her through the main showroom. All the furrgtuwas quality and
arranged with accessories of quality which showeofi to the best
advantage. Peter steered her to the bedroom setteligved the man of the
two bedspreads he had brought in and directed dioning the third.

'‘Now which bed for which, Lyn?"
She looked her surprise at him. 'Shouldn't we foait..?"

‘Not at all. Pretend we own the place,’ he declaméti the confident
panache that was always his. 'Anyway, he's comingfertunately. | hoped
we could do this together.’

Lyn looked in the direction of Peter's nod andsawar®s Sinclair
descending the stairs from a mezzanine floor whislerlooked the
showroom. A windowed office was set to the lefttbé staircase and
Damien Sinclair stood behind the glass, watchingame Peter. Lyn felt a
stab of disappointment that he should choose taireat a distance.

I'll show him, she thought on an uncharacteristav&of confidence, and
followed Peter's lead, pointing out which bedroasttisgs would best suit
the designs she had made. As if she owned the.dRater was already
rolling off one of the bedspreads in preparationl&ying out hers when
Charles arrived on the scene.

'‘Afternoon, Charles,' he said breezily. "Where wordu like this dumped?’
'On the chair will do, thank you, Peter,’ cameftbsty answer. He turned a

smile full of polite charm on to Lyn. '‘Good afteomg Miss Mansfield. I've
been looking forward to this moment all day.’



‘That's very charming of you, Mr Sinclair. | hopguy sense of anticipation
will be satisfied," Lyn replied, bubbling with innkappiness. She really did
feel confident.

The carrier returned with the third bedspread. iPdtanked him and
ushered him away. He took the first from its plastag, and acting like a
high priest he reverently laid it out on the unaegebed. It was her Aztec
design, shimmering gold raised above brilliant viégam on a rich velvet

background of burnt sienna, edged with a pattetadt red.

Charles stared at it, enthralled by the interplagaour and fabric. His
hand went out to touch, to stroke. His head gditdeashake, just as Peter's
had the day before. Lyn looked at Peter. His eygxed triumph back at
her. Her gaze lifted to the office window where Damhad stood. He was
no longer there—he was descending the stairs ire s@ste.

'l hate to say | told you so, Charles," Peter dedvgrovocatively.

To Lyn's surprise, Charles Sinclair chuckled. "Y@ave my gratitude. For
this favour,' he added with dry emphasis, thenddo Lyn with a beaming
smile. 'May | congratulate you, Miss Mansfieldalk seen many art works
in my lifetime, but few of such stunning impactan say, with confidence,
that Peter has not overvalued your extraordinaggtority.'

'Handsomely said, Charles,' Peter chimed in.

Lyn had no time to reply. Damien clapped his fatbarthe shoulder,
demanding his attention.

"You're taking it, of course," was his insistentncoand.
'Of course,' Charles repeated blandly.

Damien's vivid blue eyes still gleamed with a dewayineed to own as they
fastened on Lyn. His smile was as dazzling asyes.e

‘A very great pleasure to meet you again, Miss Nalas'



His voice had a devouring quality too, and Lyn fplite swamped as he
took her hand in his.

'l take it you're impressed, Damien,’ Peter renadaedonically.

'More than impressed. Staggered!" The words weeetdd warmly at Lyn
before Damien turned his head. 'Hello, Peter. Sjdimbling?" The
antagonism was muted today, but the chilled bith@onvords gave it away.

Peter smiled, amused by the sly dig. 'Only on a&rés, Damien. As you
can see for yourself. Ready for more?"

The two remaining bedspreads were laid out. BoghSimclair men stood

back, their arms folded, silently drinking in whhey saw with avid eyes.

Lyn did her best to hide her elation, but her egearkled at Peter as he
popped the name cards they had had printed belewcéntre of each

bedhead.

'‘And now the signing of the contract, eh, Charlae&uggested pointedly. 'l
have it with me, all prepared for your signaturerHaps you would like to
peruse it. Though | assure you, it's not like yoAisabove-board.'

Lyn almost swallowed her tongue as she smothega$p. She was aghast
that Peter should choose to needle Charles nevadiunnecessary. It might
even antagonise him into changing his mind atakerhoment.

'‘And there's a small matter of a cheque for thiessetnew acquisitions,' he
burbled on. 'Oh, and Lyn has a portfolio of desjgingou'd care to place an
order. Ten per cent deposit, naturally. If you dwany.'

But Peter knew his mark. Lyn noted with relief ti@Gtarles Sinclair was
under his spell. Or hers.

‘Naturally," he echoed, and slowly dragged his djame the third bedspread
to look at his son. 'The lItalian shipment?

Damien nodded and moved to take Lyn's arm, smiliaglevastating smile.
'l have photographs of our incoming stock. If yoctdme up to the office



with me I'll show them to you, and you can showymer designs. Perhaps
we can match the new bedheads to your work, tethancement of both.’

'‘And to our mutual satisfaction,” she respondedmsgrfeeling beautifully
bubbly inside. Success was grand. Even grandemeant dealing with a
man as attractive as Damien Sinclair.

Peter and Charles followed them upstairs, casugigussing business
takeovers and the rise and fall of the stock maikgt was so full of her
own happiness that she didn't really listen, altfroshe was amused to hear
Peter say in his own inimitable way, 'Now, now, @és for that kind of
information you need to pay big money. You shoulda'imposing on my
good nature like this.'

Damien bent his head close to Lyn's. 'They haveaub. I've travelled the
length and breadth of Europe and not seen theofikeur work.'

Lyn's heart gave a delighted skip. Her smile wasnewarmer when he
opened the office door and ushered her inside. @xezutive desks and a
bank of files were set along the two closed-in suallrmchairs and a coffee
table were grouped along the glass sections. Damwagn straight to a file

drawer and withdrew a manila folder.

'‘We'll use my desk,' he suggested.

"Your coat, Lyn?' Peter murmured behind her, stjdhre portfolio out from
under her arm.

She threw him a grateful look. He was right, asagisv It would be
awkward stretching out her arms in the figure-hnggacket. But before
her hands even lifted to undo the buttons, Pedefisfingers were at work,
brushing against the swell ofher breasts as tlghtlyi pushed open each
fastening. Too startled to stop him, she staredbdtimack into knowingly
provocative eyes. A warm surge of blood raced rchwerdreins and her skin
prickled with excitement.

For one awful moment she actually wanted him tehduer, wanted to feel
his hands close over her breasts, and her nip@edehed into telling



prominence. She was horribly aware of their aroasaPeter eased the
jacket off her shoulders. Neither the frills noe ghintucks on the frivolous
blouse were strategically placed to hide the fact.

She darted an agitated glance at the two Sinclain,rhoping that they
would not notice her reaction to Peter's mischisvhitie intimacy. She

found their eyes traversing the upthrust of heldssabreasts, all too clearly
delineated under the sheer material, although digceavered by a silk

camisole. Embarrassment spurted heat into her sheekt for all her

embarrassment she was conscious of a secret, waolipine thrill.

It was not something she had ever looked for, batexperienced a flash of
understanding for Delvene's fascination with sexa@ber. Knowing the
men's eyes were following her, she walked with cms grace, and a
slight swing of the bottom, to the chair which Damwas holding for her.
As she sat down the front split-pleat of her tighkirt stretched open. She
caught Damien's appreciative glance at her datkigkgnged thighs before
he sprang to business, laying the photographsefatdher.

Lovely legs, Peter had declared. She smiled toelfeis pleasantly smug
little smile which lingered on her lips as he plkhd¢ke portfolio in front of
her. She glanced up and he gave her a cheeky wirdhwalmost tickled her
into a silly giggle. She had no doubt that he helibdrately set out to make
her feel sexy, but now she did not care. She fedatg Her work was
appreciated and in demand. She was being treatbdesipect and looked at
with admiration. Her cup was running over.

While she and Damien were making decisons abougmigsCharles
checked over the contract with Peter, discussiiig minute detail before
attaching his signature. Peter added his as a s@itaed passed it to Lyn to
sign, before writing his name again underneath.hers

Charles agreed to the ordering of three more beddgrand wrote Lyn a
cheque. Thirteen thousand and two hundred dolNws.negotiable. Lyn

stared at the figure with secret glee, then, witfe@ling of immense
satisfaction she tucked it away in her handbag.



Damien claimed her attention again, speaking wéttdring eagerness. 'l
have another proposition for you.'

'l told you this would happen, Lyn. Absolutely knéWwf it's not the father,
it's the son,' Peter declared with sardonic humour.

'I'm serious,' grated Damien.

'Of course you are, who wouldn't be with such al?inPeter retorted
blithely. 'l am, too.’

Damien ignored him and turned eloquently pleadiyesdo Lyn. 'I've been
commissioned to do a complete refurbishing of thi'°Point mansion that
Mark Eden purchased recently. No expense spadelikd'to show you the
master bedroom.

He's stipulated a king-size bed, so it would regairspecial creation from
you. Would you take it on?'

' might. I'd like to see the room first," Lyn arswd cautiously, excited by
the idea but looking to Peter for business guidance

'Special work, special price,' he said prompthheie's having to see the
job, putting up with you, Damien...’

'Peter ..." Lyn's soft request begged him not apkantagonising. She really
wanted the job.

He grinned back at her and continued, completebbashed, ticking off
points on his fingers. 'Then there's job harassmamding the perfect
materials, the pressure of meeting a time schedule.

'‘No time problem,” Damien insisted. 'Eden doesréntwto take up
occupation for another six months.’

‘Ah, but inspiration can't be clocked,' Peter acgue



Damien heaved a sigh which expressed barely ledshszkr. 'As | said, no
expense spared. Within reason," he added with wewéon. 'I'd want a
guotation before agreeing to the work.’

'Lyn will discuss the price after she's conceivhd tlesign,' Peter said
decisively, then smiled. 'l know she will.’

'‘Well, we've settled everything here," Damien dedaonce more turning
his considerable charm on to Lyn. 'Could | take gatito Pott's Point now
to have a look at it?'

Lyn didn't know what to answer. She was eager tdogbthere was Peter to
consider. He'd come in her car and he might hawee#ung else planned
for her. She looked questioning” at him, tryingémtain her elation at this
exciting turn of events. 'Am | free?'

He laughed. 'The only shackles to throw off arergpluyn.’
She smiled back at him, feeling wonderfully ligrahted. 'Then I'll go." .

'‘And so will I—off home. Give me your portfolio artle keys to the car.
Damien can bring you home. Saves petrol.’

Damien frowned. 'Your home?"

Sheer devilment lit Peter's eyes. 'More or less. Mdfee a neighbourly
arrangement.’

'| see,’ muttered Damien.

It was on the tip of Lyn's tongue to explain thre@ighbourly arrangement in
firmer detail, but Peter forestalled her.

'l do hope so, Damien," And there was teasing leargh the eyes he turned
to Lyn as he took her keys and portfolio. 'Have. flihat's what it's all

about.' Then he swung back to Charles. 'Chalkahesup to me, Charles.
The next favour's on you, mmm?' And on that notaniaele his exit, an

irrepressible cavalier who laughed at life andtalsacred cows.



Lyn was suddenly assailed with a sharp sense sf fodowed by an even

sharper sense of uncertainty. Could she handldukmess with Damien
Sinclair without Peter's support? He had carriaddéhis point, bolstering

her confidence with his, and now she was not sheewsas ready to stand
alone ... to be free.

Peter's words echoed in her ears, 'The only shatkldrow off are yours.'
She could do it. Ofcourse she could. Peter beli@vérbr and she believed
in herself. She was already a success, wasn'tsteeler work was wanted
by Damien Sinclair. She glanced at the very hand@soran at her side and
wondered why Peter didn't like him. The thoughigteg her for a moment.
Peter's perception of people was very shrewd, [ayte their antagonism
was based on male competitiveness, which had rgptbido with her or her
work, she assured herself complacently.



CHAPTER EIGHT

DAMIEN was all courteous charm, helping her out of thercdind carrying
her coat for her when she decided against putting.iShe felt very warm
under his admiring gaze. He led her to his estate apologised for the
clutter of material samples in the back sectiord saw her comfortably
settled in the front passenger seat.

As he fastened his own seat belt Damien checkedéra was properly in
place, and Lyn was made extremely conscious olvtheit slanted between
her breasts, emphasising their shape. Again heplasptingled into
hardness under Damien's lingering gaze, and shquii@asrelieved when he
turned aside to start the engine.

It was all very well to feel sexy and be considesegly while Peter was at
her side, but she did not feel so comfortable alfowith Damien. She
recalled Peter's mocking taufdirls too easy for you, Damien3n did not
want Damien Sinclair to consider her 'easy'. Shedeced if he thought she
was living with Peter and toyed with the idea ofreoting any such false
impression. Peter's comment had been misleadingibddbately so? A
hands-off warning?

She dismissed that idea. Peter had surely beemgindun his brand of
mischief. She was free, he wanted her to be fraetdtell Damien Sinclair
this would be hinting that she wanted his interast] although she found
him very attractive physically she wanted to knowrenabout him before
giving him any go-ahead signals. After all, theresinbe some reason for
Peter's dislike.

Once they were out in the traffic stream headingtlie eastern suburbs,
Damien threw her a friendly smile. 'l daresay yeuleen in many a
mansion, Lyn."' The vivid blue eyes slanted an appeaay call you Lyn?'

'Yes, of course,’ she answered quickly, not aversiee less formal address.
'‘And yes, I'm quite used to mansions, having livedne most of my life. |
don't recommend them as family homes," she adddyl dr



He laughed. 'l doubt if Mark Eden was thinking aimily when he bought
this one. He's all out to impress everyone.' Hi&dd her a warm, admiring
glance. That's where you come in, Lyn. Your work knock his eyes out.’

Pleasure brought a light flush to her cheeks.dlaal you think so. Are you
following any particular style on this job?' shé&ed, looking for guidance,
a theme she might follow in her design.

Damien pulled a funny grimace. 'lt's difficult. Theansion lends itself to
the traditional. I'd love to fill it with antiqueut that wouldn't suit Mark
Eden.;

Lyn nodded her understanding. Mark Eden was amgrgneur on a grand
scale, a flamboyant personality who seemed to hafeger in every big
business takeover. He had made his first fortumeahestate, and his name
was invariably connected to any large purchaskigarea too, particularly
tourist developments. When he entertained, it waedia occasion, full of
spotlights.

'He showed me the paintings he's acquired,’ Damientinued.
'Predominantly modern, striking and colourful. leoitely the rooms have
good natural light from tall windows. I'm keepirtgetfurnishings light and
in a subdued, modern fashion, with featured colouthe accessories.
You'll get the idea when you see what I've donfasbHe threw her a wide
grin. 'You could really let your head go with coton the bedspread. He'd
love it.'

Lyn smiled happily. 'That'll depend a little on tée suiterooms. Tell me
about them.'

'‘No problem for you. The bathroom's white and gaad the
dressing-rooms are mainly mirrored. White carpet.'

He chatted on about the various rooms he was in piteeess of
redecorating, and Lyn found his company easy argd doinversation
stimulating. He asked her where she bought heicaland told her of
several importers who regularly scouted the oversearkets. He himself



had just returned from a buying trip to Europe aeddescribed the latest
trends in furnishings.

Tradesmen were leaving the mansion when Lyn andi®wa@rrived. A
caretaker was busily closing and locking windowsDssmien led her
through the ground-floor rooms, which were in thegess of being painted
and papered. Lyn was impressed with the choicémtlenade.

'You have a very good eye for proportion and cqglosihe remarked
appreciatively.

He smiled. 'Coming from you that's some complimaffint to see the
master bedroom now?"

'Yes, please,’ she said eagerly.

His eyes grew warmer as he took her arm, and Lyldenly felt very
conscious of his closeness. Although he had céytaaen interested in her
company she couldn't quite believe that he wasa#d to her. A man as
handsome as Damien would surely be looking for smmadike Delvene,
not Lyn. Yet that look in his eyes, and now he \atiing his other hand
over hers as he led her towards the staircaser.hdart began to flutter.

'It's an impressive staircase,' she commentedystiélling herself not to be
ridiculous. It was very flattering to think Damiemght be attracted to her,
but that was no reason for her imagination to staming riot. Just because
Peter and bedrooms suggested sex, it certainipatidollow that Damien
was like that.

'Yes. | wonder how many women have used it to stagempressive
entrance,' Damien mused softly.

Well, I'm not impressive, Lyn told herself, and gustern damper on her
over-active physical awareness. She switched hed on to bedrooms and
bedspreads. Anticipation lightened her step as Barsteered her to the
master bedroom, and her eyes lit with avid interdsn he opened the door
and ushered her into a huge room.



The only furniture in it was the king-size bed, qete with an elegantly
carved bedhead in pickled white, its detail picked with gold. A row of

French windows opened one wall out on to a baleamgh overlooked the
harbour. The predominantly white room was full ight and just begging
for a bold splash of colour. Lyn made a quick chetkheen suiterooms

and found them just as Damien had described.

"You see?' Damien murmured as they moved baclketbeéldroom.

Her eyes sparkled up at him. 'l see. Did you hawghéng particular in
mind?' she asked, careful not to assume too much.

For a moment Damien seemed amused by the hopetertamty in her
eyes. He cocked his head slightly to one sidetassifudy her better, paying
particular attention to her mouth. Lyn's pulse tipeoh erratically. She had
not been mistaken. He was attracted to her, andshevdid not know if she
wanted him to be. She was far to aware that theg al®ne in a bedroom.
Damien's gaze dropped to her blouse, and her beaatyht in her throat.

'I'm sure I'll want what you want," he suggesteitl\so

With every nerve twanging tension Lyn decided thla¢ had better put
some discouraging distance between them. Fastw@hed over to the
french windows and opened one to let in the coeébe off the water. She
liked Damien, and had enjoyed his company. But theke here to plan a
bedspread and that was all she wanted from hifmeatnoment. It was too
soon for anything else. Still too ... unbelievable.

'It's a lovely view, isn't it?' she remarked, wagtio break a silence which
prickled at her uncomfortably.

‘Lovely," Damien echoed, coming up behind her. ltiads slid round her
waist and up, palms curving and rotating over leasts in a movement so
sensually exciting and shocking that it put Lynanstate of paralysed
confusion. She jerked her head towards him andrenwaouth claimed her
ear, tongue-tickling it with an expertise which reased her shock. Her
breath was trapped in a constricted throat andhkart was palpitating



wildly. And she was horribly aware that her nippkesre responding with
telling prominence.

"You have the prettiest little breasts I've evamnsecame the hot murmur in
her ear. 'l've been wanting to touch them like #lisfternoon. Touch all of
you.'

His mouth trailed down her throat as his handsassd her breasts and
travelled downwards, over her stomach, pressingohaek into him, then
lower still, reaching her thighs and ricking herirslupwards, fingers
groping for the split-pleat. On a wave of panic lgnpped his hands hard,
frustrating their purpose.

'l ... I think you've got the wrong idea, Damiesié choked out, twisting her
head to evade his questing mouth.

‘Then tell me your idea," he murmured, swingingrbend to face him, his
hands smoothly fitting her body to his all-too-sesgfive thrust. 'Anything
with you would be exciting. You're an incrediblyoging woman.'

Her head swam with that thought until common seese@ced its power.
‘No, | didn't mean ..." she began frantically asrhouth hovered over hers,
but any further words were effectively smothered.

Smothered, squashed and totally wiped away bynBistent possession.
And his hands were on her thighs again, gatheripgher skirt. She
struggled to release her arms, pinned to her sydeid She tried to lean
back to break the kiss, but his head followed laed she found herself
thrust to an even more intimate awareness of bissat. In desperation she
wrenched her head aside.

'Stop it! Please stop!" she gasped.

'Why?' The deep voice was rough with desire. The blyes blazed down at
her quivering mouth. 'Peter won't care if we ...'

'| care!' she shrilled at him.



A sharp frown shadowed the desire. His hold orldesened. 'You're not in
love with him? God, Lyn! You must know he doesrittega damn about
anything.'

She broke out of his embrace and backstepped oe&syf reach, panting
with distress from his physical mauling and agdatesmoothing down her
skirt. 'How dare you!" she choked out, then swadldvinard to gain voice.
'How dare you assume I'm anyone's plaything!

'l didn't assume...'
'Yes, you did!" she cut in with resentful fury.
'Lyn..." His hands gestured appeal as he steppeatds her.

She backed away, stumbling against the door. 'Don‘'tome near me!' she
shrilled. 'If this is what your job offer is abouben you can forget it!

Having regained her balance she swung on her imelelrarched out, her
small frame rigid with outraged dignity.

Damien caught up with her.

Lyn was too enraged even to glance at him. Pet@ibkan right! Damien
Sinclair was corrupt, all beautiful veneer andeaottvithin. How dared he
think she was his for the taking just becauseShé& flashed him a fierce
look. 'For your information, | don't share Peterld¥és bed. We're
neighbours. And friends. And he wouldn't dream of-feocing himself on
me!'

She began stomping down the stairs, ignoring Damiem kept pace with
her.

'Lyn, please listen to me. | didn't mean to upset.\yDammit all, | thought
you felt the same as | did"’

She stopped to glare at him. 'What? A bit of lostthe afternoon? Does it
give you a kick to sneak a lay with Peter's womisnthat some perverted
kind of one-upmanship?’



That stung. 'Peter Kelso wouldn't hesitate oveintgany woman of mine,
so don't throw him in my face as a pillar of virfuee snarled.

'With one important difference, Damien. The womasuld have some say
init.'

'Oh, to hell with Kelso!" he cursed savagely. 'Hg$ nothing to do with
this.'

'Hasn't he just!" Lyn mocked just as savagelyvds you who brought him
into it.'

'I'd want you any time on any terms.’

'‘Well/l don't happen to be on standby,' she fluagkoat him, and resumed
stomping.

'‘And the job has nothing to do with it either. &wd's sake! Will you listen
to me?'

She stepped on to the marble floor of the spacfoysr and turned to
confront him, her chin up and her eyes sparking) Wigry pride. But for his
mention of the job she would have kept on walkiHg. was, after all,
Charles Sinclair's son, and common sense whispgbegdt was wiser to
smooth over the ill feeling if that was possible.

‘All right! I'm listening. But what you say had bat be good, Damien,
because I'm not feeling at all receptive. If yoketany point.'

His grimace was a mixture of anger and frustrati@bout the job. | want

you to do it. That is completely separate from peysonal desires on my
part, and | didn't anticipate that those desiresldvoffend you so deeply.
I'm sorry that | made a wrong assumption about yelationship with Peter

Kelso, but you'd have to concede that his lineatfgy last night would lead
anyone to that assumption.’

Heat scorched into Lyn's cheeks. That's just hay wf talking,’ she
muttered defensively, although she had to admitiBamid have reason for



his conclusion. 'But even if you thought | was shgihis bed, that doesn't
give you licence to make free with my body. I'm own person, and [I'll
thank you to respect me as such.’

Damien's expression softened to appeasementrdspect you, Lyn. You
have more creative talent than any woman I've enagr | find that exciting.

| find you exciting. | felt you were attracted terand | acted on impulse. Is
it so reprehensible that | should desire an exgiwman?'

Lyn's stony gaze wavered and fell. Damien had eehlioo wrong. She had
been attracted to him. If he had not been so skxagfressive she might
even have been receptive to a kiss or two. Butrtestion of Peter had
given a sordid flavour to the whole scene and shiddo disturbed by it to

stay with him any longer. She lifted eyes whicHl ¢teld a shadow of

revulsion. 'You had no right to force yourself oe as you did, whatever
you thought. | want to go home, Damien.'

His eyes probed hers for some sign of softeningeadlly am sorry for
distressing you. | didn't mean to, Lyn," he saidhwavery semblance of
sincerity.

She nodded, embarrassed by the intimacies he kau. ta
'I'll drive you home," he murmured, and took hen a&m a gentle hold.

Lyn was terribly self-conscious of her body and &ssshe walked beside
him. When he handed her into the car it was afraide separated from
him. He took his place behind the wheel but didinohediately switch on
the ignition. Lyn tensed as he turned towards bet,his eyes were only
projecting earnest appeal.

'Lyn, you will take the job?'

She still wanted it. Designing a bedspread for tlwatm would be an
exciting challenge. And she did not think Damienuldotry any sexual
pressure on her again. 'I'll do a design. Them#ugson's up to you, isn't it?'
she answered guardedly.



His mouth curved into a wry smile. 'l can't imagifiebe disappointed in
your design.’

Meaning he was disappointed in her rejection of%ioyn frowned and
turned her face away. He started the engine. Asdhave through the city
she wondered if Damien could possibly be sincerkisnprotestations of
interest in her. If he really had been stronglyaatied ...

'Have you been Peter's neighbour for very long,2Lyn

The soft question cut across her thoughts. 'No,long,” she answered
slowly. 'Actually he's been my aunt's neighbourtha last ten years. They
were good friends despite the large age differdratereen them. She died
recently and | inherited her home unit.'

'Oh, | see,' Damien murmured.

That was what he had said when Peter had droppefd¢hthat they were
neighbours. Lyn wryly wondered what Damien saw timge. The ensuing
silence throbbed with the memories of what had gghbgtween them.

'I'hope you can accept my apology, Lyn. | wouldate ..." He hesitated,
then plunged on, his voice deeply intense. 'I'd lis to be friends, if that's
still possible.’

Her heart lifted a little. Maybe he really was siree Time would tell

anyway, and meanwhile it would make their workietationship easier if
they could put this nasty incident behind therd.like that too," she offered
quietly.

His smile beamed relief and friendliness at hed after a small hesitation
Lyn smiled back.

Damien showed her every courtesy when they arrateer apartment
block, rushing to open the passenger door, esgoher to the lift and
waiting for the doors to open so that he could haedin. "You'll let me
know as soon as you have a design prepared?’ $segranxiously.



She smiled. 'You can count on it. And thank yourmian.'

‘Thank you,' he replied with feeling.Lyn rode upthe sixth floor, feeling

relieved that the awkwardness was over. Now thatsituation had been
sorted out, she found it rather flattering to béhimposition of being desired
by two very desirable men. Not that Peter reallynted, she reminded
herself sternly, because she was not going tangetued with him beyond

friendship. But as a friend he was marvellous. &sDamien ... well, he

was very much a question mark after his behavioday, but she was
prepared to give him a second chance.

The elation of success returned as she let hargelher apartment. The
telephone was ringing and she picked it up autaralyi a smile still
lingering on her lips.

'Lynette! Is that you?' Her mother's voice sounsladll. And suspicious.

Here comes the condemnation, Lyn thought, and wasised to find that
the usual sick feeling in her heart did not immealjaeventuate. She felt
quite calm. Confident, free. 'Yes, it's me, Motheshe answered
matter-of-factly.

'Where have you been? I've called and called!'vidiee was now hard and
accusing.

''ve been out," Lyn answered blithely. A totallgaharacteristic sense of
mischief prompted her to ask, 'lIs anything wrong?'

'Stop acting the innocent, Lynette!" Stern ang@yu'know what I'm ringing

about. | warned you about that man. How could yeonelan yourself, and
the family name, to be actually seen out with hitwitl Delvene said he
suggested quite openly that he was having an affdir you!" Absolute

outrage.

Delvene said. Normally Lyn cringed at those woluig, today they had no
power, none at all. 'l don't think that's true, Kkxt' she said with a
sang-froid which privately amazed her. 'What heiaty said was that he



would be pleased to have an affair with Delvene whm finished with
him.'

A gasp of horror. 'Lynette! You're to pack up andhe home immediately.'

Go back to that life? Never! Pure steel drove offi'k tongue. 'I'm sorry
you're upset, Mother, but | assure you there'selasan to be. Peter Kelso
has only been a kind, generous friend to me. He masely teasing
Delvene. He took me to the art show last night é@nhCharles Sinclair. You
know him, Mother. He owns Interiors of Distinctiohoday Mr Sinclair
bought three of my bedspreads and commissioned. Mbeg're on display
in his showroom now and he paid me twelve thousklidrs for them. So
you see, I'm doing very well and there's no neegda, or Father, to worry
about me.'

The steel had melted into a choking lump of emotiddfhy hadn't her
parents ever believed in her talent, encouragecdhleyed her as Peter had?
Why always the condemnation, just because she wikenDelvene?

There was a stony silence from the other end olilee No pleasure in her
success. No congratulations. Lyn summoned up ted again. She didn't
have to take this any more. That life was behind hmeished. But she
couldn't repress an edge of bitterness as shalamg the final curtain on it.

'Please tell Father | won't be opening a shopolkhe'll be relieved. And
tell Delvene she can still beat me to Peter Kelbed if she wants to. |
haven't succumbed yet. | think that's all the goeds. I'm very happy here
and extremely busy and this is my home now. Goodkigeher.’

Still the stony silence. Slowly and sadly Lyn plg telephone down. In an

instinctive act of self- determination she stiffdrieer spine and squared her
shoulders. She did have value in her own righieH&d assured her of that.
And the Sinclairs had reinforced his judgement.

Peter ... another, quite different emotion curledmly round her heart. He
had done more for her in two days, cared more foatvehe was and what
she did, than her parents had ever done. Her ieuzwnt with him might
carry penalties, but the prizes far outweighed them



There was a casual rat-a-tat-tat on her door. P8ter kicked off her high
heels and skipped over to let him in. He had ddma@rhis sartorial
splendour and was dressed in shorts and a T-shirtwbich was
emblazoned, 'GO FOR IT".

A smile twitched at her lips. He really was outrag® but at least he was
open and honest about it. He practised exactly vheapreached, and
although Lyn had laughed at his claim to integsity did not doubt that he
was indeed a man of integrity. In his own highldiindual and eccentric

fashion.

He grinned at her as he handed her the car keyshangortfolio. 'Just
ordered some takeaway from Dial-a-dinner. Like harge the image and
join me?'

There was no resisting his zany company. Quite lgitmp made Lyn feel it
was good to be alive.

'Yes, | will, she said emphatically.

One eyebrow rose. 'That sounds threatening. Haelagimg afternoon with
the lap-pup?’

Lap-pup? Every last bit of tension from the aftenmarained away as Lyn
burst into giggles. Damien had been lapping at &ed, compared to Peter
he was a pup. 'lt was slightly wearing," she gutgten with a spark of
pride, 'but I did dictate my own terms at the end.’

Peter's eyes glowed with approval. 'You see? Yodn'dheed me along.
You're on your way, Lyn.'

"Thanks to you.'

He shook his head. 'l might have hastened the @ditide, but you've got
what it takes. | think this calls for more champagn

Peter Kelso and champagne were too heady a brewthdnks. I'm only
coming over for food and conversation,' she wapadtedly.



He grinned, his eyes full of teasing devilment.uYwgirtue is safe, my girl,
until you give the word. Meanwhile, food and corsagion it is. Always a
pleasure to satisfy one appetite or another. My doopen to you.'

She laughed and shut her own door, in a hurry &amgé her clothes and be
with him. She didn't care what anyone thought, I8¢l being with Peter
Kelso. More than liked, she loved being with hinrmdADamien was wrong;
Peter did care about some things. He had caredybrtothelp her. And he
had cared about Aunt Henrietta. And even if he dither dent her
reputation, she could now stand up for herself regjaDelvene and her
mother and Damien. And she'd won some respedt oo, which was all to
the good.

She saw no reason why she shouldn't enjoy a frigpdgith Peter Kelso,
similar to the friendship Aunt Henrietta had enjoyeth him. After all, he
had declared that he wouldn't try to get her in®l®ed unless she asked
him. And of course she would never ask. So thereveaproblem. None at
all.



CHAPTER NINE

'l THINK | should start with your toes. Toes get so exciden properly
handled. Imagine the tremendous little quivers afitement running up
your legs! Some women can have orgasms just thriheghtoes—consider
that! Isn't it marvellous?'

Lyn tried to shut him out of her mind and concetatran her work, but
Peter's banter continued to infiltrate.

‘Now, if you could contain your excitement therd,dhow you what can be
done with ankles. | love ankles, and yours arei@4ddrly dainty. Combine

that with the soles of your feet, the wonderfulgnsitive flesh behind the
knees, and long, light caresses down the calvegof legs. Exquisite

torture. Anyone who can undergo that without sudaitig

Lyn dragged her mind off toes and ankles and krese$ heaved an
exasperated sigh. 'Peter, please . . . I'm trgrgphcentrate.’

The design for Mark Eden's bedspread was not cominigight. It had
taken her three weeks to come up with a conceptiwgatisfied her and the
completed sketch was in front of her, almost caxginer dining-room
table. She was still sure that the design line paagect, but something was
wrong with the colours. She had cut out pieceshef fabrics she had
intended using and placed them over the penciligtem. She turned her
exasperation on them, unable to pinpoint what vaasiaog her discontent.

'Or we could take a shower together,” Peter muséty,senjoying his
fantasies too much to desist altogether. 'Get ¢ostime object from the
other end, so to speak. Have you ever had yourshaimpooed strand by
strand? Thank God there are no excess water chatglse a broken man!
You could soap my manly chest while...'

Strand by strand? The idea was ridiculous. 'Canitbe serious?' she tossed
at him irritably.

'l am serious. Ah, | can see the problem now. Yahaulder muscles are all
bunched up from leaning over that table. How alzogbod oil massage? |



bought a bottle yesterday on the off chance thatitld come in handy.
Now, if | were doing an oil massage I'd start...'

Her shoulders were stiff. Oh, good God! He realpsva devil. She looked
sternly at the figure so languidly stretched outthe most comfortable
armchair, feet casually propped on the coffee {abl@ntalising smile on
his lips. "You're not going to start,' she spebed emphatically. 'Please let
me concentrate. This isn't working." She arched bdaak to relieve her
muscles and dropped back into her chair, staringpgady at the pattern in
front of her. Something was wrong, wrong, wrong.

Peter climbed to his feet and strolled across o& laver her shoulder. He
was granting her the silence she had demandedybuwvas terribly aware
of his closeness. Toes, showers and oil massaes through her mind,
one titillating temptation after another.

Sometimes she wished he would actually make a ndreey her into an
embrace, kiss her until she was senseless, seduda learnest. But he
never did. Whenever he touched her it was only fineadly fashion, not
even taking the slightest intimacy over which sheld take umbrage—or
encouragement. Damn him! She was not going to iaskditake her to bed.
Never! He could get his exercise elsewhere. Ndt \r.

His hand dropped casually on to her shoulder akdmed forward. His
fingers rested lightly on her skin, no caress, rassage. Yet the flesh
beneath that passive touch was alive with sensitiwaiting, wanting,
almost screaming for positive activity. Lyn clendheer teeth against the
impulse to ask, and cursed the weakness whichtlsileegged Peter to take
the initiative, to take the decision away from her.

He pointed to one of the fabrics. 'For the last-Hadur I've thought it was
the aqua,’ he murmured. 'Should be a deeper tarid.dduld be wrong.’

Lyn's eyes stared at the fabric unseeingly for amertt. The aqua, her mind
echoed. A deeper tone. She wrenched her thouglatg fs@m the hand on
her shoulder and focused all her concentratiornerdéesign in front of her.
Yes. Yes, that was it. Peter had put his fingertlan trouble spot with
unerring judgement. If she used a deeper tone,titeseuld throw up the



contrast of the violet and ... yes, it would beshe had envisaged it. She
looked up at Peter, eyes shining with happy reflefu're right.’

'‘And now let's talk about love,' he said with snsagjsfaction. 'Or flying off
to a remote Pacific island to look at tapa as apimtion for your designs.
Or entering a car in Le Mans next year. Or skiimyvd the slopes of
Switzerland. But making love is the best idea.'

She forced a laugh which sounded tinny even tcehes. She broke it off
and spoke quickly, defensively. 'You aren't talkadmgput love, Peter Kelso.
You're talking about exercise.' But she wished las talking about love.
Wished it quite desperately. And just as despegrasdie hid the

vulnerability in her heart.

His thumb fanned a taut neck muscle before his ltodped away. 'You
let yourself get too uptight, Lyn. You really coulid with some exercise
and relaxation. You know why you didn't pick upttt@ne just now?'

'‘Because you were deliberately distracting me, asloesed, trying to shrug
off the physical awareness which was still priciglat her.

‘Not at all. You've gone stale. You've been worKiagout for three weeks.
Not good for the mind or the body. No fun.'

'‘But it has been fun,’ she protested, swivellingwbin her chair to face him.
'I've loved every minute of it.’

He folded his arms and his mobile face assumedsingexpression. 'Why
is it that | always dote on obsessional women‘zladkethis intense energy
being poured out and it excites me. | think to nifysgvhat would it be like
to have it all directed on to me? If | releasedfthigforce of her powerhouse
of passion? My God! What a glorious peak to clilBbyond ecstasy.’

For a moment Lyn was caught up in his fantasy.
Would she be a powerhouse of passion under Petgrexrt stimulation?

Then she brought herself down to earth with a thulmal be marked up as
another novel experience in his life of noveltyzBvinstinct told her she



would want to hang on, have it continue, hersetf Bater together always.
And that was a fantasy which had no hope of cornring. He was a free
spirit and no one was ever going to shackle him.

She jumped up from her chair and picked up the @lupoffee he had

brought her. In her anxiety over the design shefbiagbtten all about it and
the coffee was stone cold. 'l think I'll make sdinesh. Want another cup?'
she asked with forced brightness.

He rolled his eyes. 'And she accuses me of havargpal!

'l didn't say that at all. You've got one. You jlsep it to yourself,' she
retorted airily. '‘But that's all right so long asuydon't expect to feed off
mine. I'll satisfy my passions in my own way, ahdttisn't your way, Peter.'

He sighed. 'The confidence of the ignorant! Youdmvtried it yet. But it's
only been three weeks. Hope springs eternal. The will come.’

But it mustn't come, Lyn told herself sternly. Shanted love, needed the
commitment of love. If she gave herself to Petaf thien he lost interest in
her she would die. So it mustn't ever come to that.

She made the coffee and they took it out to thedosl. Peter had made a
habit of wandering over in the evening if her lighas still on. He'd
announce that it was suppertime and he would stdytalk for a while.
Sometimes he'd ask her to joinhim for a takeawawpet which he had had
delivered. Sometimes Lyn cooked and reciprocatedbspitality.

She was fascinated by the range of his knowledgetlaa breadth of his
vision. His opinions were backed by insight andealh of experience. But
overlaying all this was the sexual banter, and Wwas convinced now that
he really did want her. And she wanted him. It $tddwave been simple, but
it wasn't, because she needed more than Peter wwaltdbe prepared to
give. And the need was mounting every day. Somedtmahad to reduce the
pressure, the temptation.



'Why don't you go off to Switzerland and ski dowme tslopes? You
obviously have the time,’ she suggested halfhdgrtedeeding a
breathing-space yet not wanting him to leave her.

'Ah, but not the inclination. Unless you come with.' His eyes warmed her
with their invitation. 'Will you?'

She shook her head. 'I'm too busy.'
"You know what they say about all work and no play

She sighed. 'Well, if I get dull, I'm sure youdllitme. But seriously, Peter,
why don't you take off for a holiday somewhere?'

He looked at her in a way that jolted her heart aradle her pulse race
chaotically.

'‘Because all the excitement | want is right hdre answered quietly.

Lyn quickly turned her head away and took a deepthrto calm the chaos
inside her. Excitement. The excitement of the chBaeshe mustn't let him
overtake her. Once he had won she would be likb@aHlest of the women in
his life.

Lyn had not actually seen any women coming to amdggfrom Peter's
apartment since the first morning with Jessie TalBwut then, she had
hardly kept a watch for them. It was highly unlik¢hat Peter had turned
celibate all of a sudden. She wished ... but it m@sse wishing he was any
different from what he was. He wouldn't then beeP#&ielso.

"You know, you haven't told me anything about yfamily," she remarked
guestioningly, feeling a sharp need to understdmedforces which had
shaped his character.

His eyes twinkled mischief. 'I'm a visitor from eutspace, tasting the
delights of this world before passing on to thetnex

She brushed aside his nonsense. 'l want to knawr.Pe



He sighed. 'l have a very considerate family whateeer interfered in
anything I've wanted to do. My mother has a tremoesdzest for life. A
marvellous person in her own right. I've set hemupe hotel she wanted on
the Gold Coast and she's in her element thereh&hdeen, and I'm sure
always will be, a barmaid who takes joy in cheeupgher customers.'

He pulled a wry grimace. 'My father is almost theect opposite, a very
self-contained fellow who rarely considers hisdellman. He lectures in an
institute at Canberra—professor of mathematics. dilg spice he's ever
had in his life was when he formed the habit ohaditing with my mother

once a week. It pleased my mother to cheer himngpsae was mightily

impressed with his mind.

‘They ... they weren't married?' Lyn asked tenédyiv

Peter's eyebrows waggled at her, mocking her cdiorex train of thought.
'No, my mother didn't fancy the idea of any manning her life. Liked
making her own decisions and doing as she ple#tggldased her to have a
child, and she figured my father was a suitabldngarin that particular
enterprise. She's a very astute woman. With thenenatical ability |
inherited from him and her penchant for gamblifge and | made a great
team.'

A smile of affection curved his lips. 'Actually I'gquite fond of my father
too. His view of life is very narrow, but he's alygaaken a paternal interest
in me and paid for whatever education | wanted thienonly family he has.
He still spends occasional weekends with my mothieey're quite fond of
each other, but in small doses. End of story.’

It was quite an extraordinary story, but Lyn dedideat it fitted him. Such
an extraordinary person had to have been shaped dro extraordinary
background. 'Did you ever mind being illegitimatef®e asked curiously.

'‘Good God, no!" He laughed at the idea. 'Life vty mother was so great
that | used to pity my more conservatively congdlschoolmates. Not that
my mother doesn't have very firm rules about behaviowards others.
She's kindness itself. But what makes her suchtdupe with is that she



invariably greets every morning with the happy aotiwn that it will bring
some new excitement.'

'Like you,' Lyn smiled.

Peter cocked a cheeky eyebrow at her. 'l go one fstgher and make
something exciting happen.'

'‘And what did you make happen today?'

He grinned his triumph. 'Among other things | hélpgou finish your
design.’

Lyn's smile turned a little wry. "Was that excitig
'Wasn't it?'

'Yes, it was,' she agreed on a sigh, wishing thatather excitement he
promised so temptingly could be made into sometlisdasting as the
bedspread would be. But Peter was like his pareotsseeking or needing
emotional ties. Lyn set her wayward thoughts backambusiness. 'How
much do you think | should ask for this bedspread?’

'Mmm ... a base of eight thousand and the samestasithe others as far as
the mark-up is concerned.’

Lyn's eyebrows shot up. 'l thought maybe six thodsAre you sure eight's
not too much? It's not really double the work, Pete

'‘Chickenfeed for Mark Eden. Besides, he's usedatong big money for
works of art. He'll reckon he's got a bargain. Aedwill have. Damien will
probably bill him for twenty—that's why the markygercentage is so
important. Stops him from cheating you. Damiendiasys had an eye out
for the main chance.’

Lyn frowned. Damien had been quick to seize thenchdo try having sex
with her. But afterwards he had seemed genuinesifeblings towards her.
Or had that merely been a smoothing-over procesause he wanted to do



business with her without any hostility gettingthe way? She wondered
how he would act towards her at their next meetiaggda sense of
anticipation was awakened. Now that the design fivadised she could

telephone him tomorrow.

Friends. That was Damien's proposition, but couldaam and woman be
nothing but friends when there was a strong seattedction? Peter was
gradually undermining her resolve not to go to hatth him. She thought
about it far too often for her peace of mind. Nwittit was all she wanted,
but it was all Peter was offering. It was alwayaréh. . . the waiting for her
to give in. And he made the idea so wickedly ativac But she couldn't
take that step. It would surely cement her needhiior. Then where would
she be when he wanted to be free?

Perhaps a friendly relationship with Damien couklphcounteract the
insidious effects of the temptations Peter kepbwlimg at her. The
distraction of another man's interest might be isedg what she needed.
She had become too dependent on Peter's compargwtoe of him.

"You've gone very silent. Thinking of bed?' he &zbkghtly.

All too true, but Lyn determinedly evaded the tr&gm, my own. | feel
drained.’

He sighed. 'Maybe it's fingers and hands and andslbows that turn you
on. Elbows are very kinky. Next time I'll talk aliaibows.' He got up and
smiled down at her. 'l should wish you the sleephefunjust, but I'm too
kind. Good night, Lyn.’

'‘Good night, Peter. Thanks for the advice.'
'One of these nights you'll take it,’ came theretprt.
He took a step away, paused, then stepped backahgslightly falling on

her shoulder. She glanced up questioningly. Hisesgion had lost all trace
of amusement. The dark eyes probed hers carefully.



"You do know you're very special to me, Lyn," hiel saftly, half statement,
half question. '‘One of a kind.'

Her heart turned over. 'l thought you said | wks Aunt Henrietta,' she said
defensively.

His mouth quirked a little. 'There were some thihglsdn't want to share
with Old Henry.'

Like his bed. Lyn dragged her gaze from his mounth stared blindly out
over the harbour. She might be special to him.Sigit even be one of a
kind. That didn't mean he would want her for atiifee. '‘Good night, Peter,’
she said decisively.

There was a light finger pressure on her shoulttam his touch was
withdrawn. '‘Good night, Lyn," he murmured.

He took himself off without another word but hisepence lingered on,
tormenting Lyn with all that she had denied. She w@a terribly close to
succumbing to Peter's fascination. Somehow shetdatistance herself
from the temptation, and perhaps Damien Sinclaitccprovide the means.

Damien certainly sounded eager when Lyn telephbimadhe next day. He
suggested he should drop into her apartment atofileck the following
afternoon, thus saving her the trouble of cartiveglarge design to the store
for him to see. Peter drew up a contract for hdrsand she need only knock
on his door when she wanted him. For his signatorenything else.

Lyn decided she need not dress quite so profedbidioa this business

visit, but she was conscious of a desire to lodkaetive without being

overtly sexy. She settled on her best white slarkda cotton overblouse
which she had screen-painted at art school. Thevepaan and white
pattern was unusual and striking,*and she felt vplgased with her
appearance when Damien arrived and looked admyretgher.

His visual impact had lost nothing, despite hisewebur at the Pott's Point
mansion. He looked more handsome than ever in lal@@awn business
suit. Lyn could not help wondering if he still fodiner desirable. Not that



she wanted him to desire her—at least, not to xkené of physical force—
but it was certainly flattering that a man who abaiake any woman drool
over his looks should be attracted to her.

Damien enthused over the Mark Eden design with slohuest pleasure
that Lyn warmed to the admiration in his eyes. geead to the price Peter
had recommended without turning a hair, and waslggagreeable about
signing the contract and writing her out a depas#tque. Lyn had just about
forgiven him his past indiscretion and was headorgthe door to fetch
Peter to act as witness to the contract when Damienut a hand to detain
her.

‘Lyn ..." The blue eyes were soft with persuasigpeal. 'If you haven't
anything planned for tonight would you come outlittner with me? It's not
just to express my appreciation for the work yowwee. I'd really like to
get to know you. If not tonight, then perhaps aeotight?’

Lyn hesitated. She did like Damien. He was offehieg a chance to escape
the physical spell Peter was weaving round hersbheatcould not ignore the
fact that he had been far more physical than Petgrever been. There was
no point in running away from a sexual relationshipplunging herself
along the path of another one. What she neede@Wwesathing space. The
hand on her forearm slid down to her fingers, ktayter out of her intense
reverie.

'I'm not stupid, Lyn," Damien said quietly.

The light stroke of his thumb across her palm maeleskin tingle, but it
was only a pleasant tingle, nothing alarming. Evddamien should try to
make love to her, he was resistible.

His smile was all charm. 'I'm asking for the chateshow you | can be a
gentleman.’

Why not give it to him? Lyn thought quickly. Ongght of a gentlemanly
Damien could be very pleasant. Pleasantly distrgctf nothing else. And
for all she knew it could be the beginning of aatenship which might



develop more solid foundations than anything shddcbave with Peter.
She had enjoyed Damien's company before he had. begrgentlemanly.

‘All right, I'd like that, Damien. Thank you.'

‘Tonight? After we've cleared away the business wliie contract?' he
pressed eagerly.

Why not? There was no reason to put him off nowttheadecision had been
made. 'You'll have to wait until | change into saéhnieg more suitable.’

He smiled his delight. 'Happy to wait!'

Lyn went across the hallway to summon Peter, fgeditnangely at odds
with herself. But she was free to go out with Damiwasn't she? Peter
would be the first person to tell her she was foe#do whatever she wanted.
But she did not feel right about the situation @s hand automatically
copied Peter's rat-a-tat-tat knock on his door.

He answered promptly, dressed in shorts and andtksdrirt, this one
featuring a nun-like Julie Andrews and a messagehwshouted, CLIMB
EVERY MOUNTAIN. Lyn gave a rueful smile as she delied her own
message.

"You mean to say there are no mountains to clifb@r demanded in mock
disappointment.

'Everything agreed,' she assured him. And he wagaing to conquer her
either, she silently determined. That was all sheulds be, a sexual
conquest.

'How dulll" he muttered as they crossed to hertagpant, but his humour
was instantly restored as he saw Damien. 'Ah, Damie. modelling the
forefront of fashion again. Following my lead, kse

Damien raised a mocking eyebrow at the T-shirtt &actly, Peter.’



'Well, don't be wasting our time now. Since yourr@nt on signing, sign
and be off with you.' Peter flourished a pen. Tiymatures were quickly
taken care of, and as Peter scrawled his namaddast time he remarked,
"You really should marry Lyn, Damien. It'd save yoaney in the long run.’

' might very well take an option on that idea,hidan replied, the blue eyes
twinkling flirtatiously at Lyn.

Peter cocked an eyebrow at him. 'Be bold. Ask lar.n

'Peter . . ." muttered Lyn threateningly. Marriagight be a mocking matter
to him, but Lyn did not care for this particulaviky.

'‘Bad luck, dear boy. She doesn't want you. Bettetdfe off and play
elsewhere.' He grinned at her, his face alight aitisorts of mischief. ‘Lyn
and | have to celebrate the upturn in her fortunes.

She checked a stab of disappointment. It would e fun celebrating
with Peter, but the memory of her last celebratwth him was still sharp in

her mind. He was closer to her now. Dangerouslyecl@gvhich was why she
was going out with Damien.

'I'm sorry, Peter, | can't. Not tonight.’

'Lyn's accepted my invitation to dinner,” Damiert puwith a touch of
smugness.

For a fleeting moment the mischief was snuffed dite dark eyes
darkened at Lyn. Then in the flick of an eyelideagn appeared. He turned
to Damien in arch surprise. 'Well, aren't you gaim@sk me too? Where's
your gratitude, man? Your sense of what's right@oger?’

'Where Lyn is concerned | feel distinctly selfish,’

replied Damien, a very cold rejection in his voice.



'‘Aha! Doesn't want a chaperon, eh?' Peter switthégn. 'Are you going
to risk falling into his clutches? Don't you wane tiere to shield you from
unbridled lust?'

Lyn hesitated. It was not so much the reminderasfgrevious experience
with Damien as the tone Peter had used. The undieaisdic edge to his
banter had struck her sharply. He did not wanttigo with Damien. Was
he jealous? Did he care enough to want to keepohleimself? Or did he
simply think that Damien would take advantage af?hiEhat was the most
probable answer.

'l think | can escape his clutches for one night,’
she said dryly, ignoring the sickness in her heart.

Peter shook his head. 'Better put on your chabkgty, Lyn. He's not like
me." He strolled to the door and looked back athiee gleam of devilment
had winked out. The darkness was back—opaque, &siprdess. 'If you
ever need help again, you know where to find me.’

And he was gone. The door shut with a click of litgaLyn stared at it,
suddenly afraid that he wasn't coming back, evetedst, not without her
asking. And she could not ask, because asking meant

'He's wrong, Lyn.'

Damien's voice penetrated her agonised thoughts.l&@iked blankly at
him. 'What?'

The vivid blue eyes poured forth reassurancesolhfse you won't need a
chastity belt." And he smiled as the ridiculoustg@assed his lips, inviting a
responsive smile from her.

Did she want to go out with Damien? At the cosibsfng Peter? But Peter
wasn't hers to lose. It was all a game to him,gugame. And she would be
hurt if she played it. Better for the game to berawow before it finished his
way. Damien was not so dangerous to her. She fadile.



'l won't be long. Would you like a drink while I'ahanging?’

Relief relaxed his stance. 'No, thanks. I'm quid@gy to stand here and
drink in your design.'

Her smile became less forced. 'l won't be more thamminutes.'

Lyn put on her rose outfit. It gave her a venearasffidence. Inside she was
a mess of churning emotion. But Peter had wantetbHee free, hadn't he?
Not tied to him? He didn't believe in ties. It Haglen all right by him that
first day when she went off with Damien. Why natitght?

But it was different; it was no use fooling herseifasn't different. It broke
the sense of sharing which had pulsed betweenrtePater, pulling her
towards his bed. And that could not have gone orshe would have
succumbed. So she was right to break it, walk dwag the game before it
broke her.

Peter had walked away. He had not really triedaisyade her from going
out with Damien. He did not like it, but he had Bated enough to make a
strong stand. He had left her with her own chofeed her inner desolation
told her it was the right choice. The desolatiorulddoe a thousand times
worse if she ever went to bed with Peter, becaaseduld walk away from
that too. Once a mountain had been climbed, Pettolvould be looking
for another to excite him.

And Damien? Lyn could not really foresee any futwiéh him. He was
almost too handsome to be real. But he wanted drapany tonight. And
she needed his.



CHAPTER TEN -

'THE effect you've created with that dress is nothingrsof sensational,’
Damien said with admiration when Lyn finally presshherself.

‘Thank you.' Her smile needed little forcing thiseé. Damien's appreciation
of her work gave them some common ground, and stexrdined to put
Peter completely out of her mind and enjoy the engeahead.

Unfortunately they had only just stepped out of Apartment and were
waiting for the lift when Damien himself underminieer purpose. 'I'm glad
you stood up to Kelso,' he commented smugly. 'Tae i insufferable and
needs to be put down.’

Lyn could barely contain an instant leap to Peefence and an equally
hot resentment at Damien's self-satisfaction. Hadreeethed with dissent.
She owed so much to Peter. He had helped her wigenezded help, stood
by her when she was alone, been kind and thougatfdl supportive in
countless ways.

But for her own frightening vulnerability to higehg attraction, she would
be with him now, and the impulse to throw Damiémstation back in his

face and go to Peter was so compelling that omitt's arrival swung the
balance towards keeping her resolve.

All the same, she did not like Damien thinking that acceptance of his
company was a personal score off Peter. It madéeleédisloyal, but she
couldn't very well point out that she was not socmdrawn to Damien's
attractions as running away from Peter's. She haderher choice,the only
sensible choice, and her sense of fairness demahdedhe should now
give Damien a reasonable trial.

The trial was over almost before it had begun. Rantdok control of all the
talking. As they drove to their destination he teda_yn with all his past
achievements, his present masterpieces in the makind his future,
grandiose ambitions. It was the ultimate ego tapd Lyn's receptivity
quickly reached saturation point and passed beyond.



Her thoughts wandered back to Peter. Not once haewger been bored by
his conversation. Shocked, sometimes, but it was ghock of the

unexpected. Peter was always challenging her pecetord ideas,

provoking her into thinking differently. And she svbeginning to think like

him, more and more. Damien was a deadly bore, amagiac who stood

absolutely no chance of answering the emotionandiha that Peter
presented to her.

'Weren't you listening to me?"

The sharp irritation in Damien's voice cut across thoughts. 'Of course,’
she replied quickly, throwing him a conciliatoryitsrand hoping he would
repeat the point at issue.

'l consider it one of my best achievements, buik&lyour opinion,’ he said
in a mollified tone.

'Certainly," Lyn agreed, wondering what on eartiwlas talking about. She
didn't want to offend him.

'Here we are!' he announced, nodding towards tba sgn which spelled
'HUBERT'S".

it was the 'in' restaurant, having won a cult feilag amongst the gourmet
set over the past year. It had inevitably ensur&shionable following by
placing its culinary delights in the upper priceadket. Aware of how
expensive the place was, Lyn appreciated the comepli Da- mien was
paying her. She tried once more to give him hédrdiiéntion.

'Haven't you been here before?' he asked a kst

Lyn frowned, wishing she knew what he wanted freen IClearly she had
failed to give the right response. 'No, | haveBiit my sister has. She said
the food was superb,' she added brightly.

'She didn't comment on the decor?"

'No. At least | can't recall her remarking on it.'



Damien's annoyance cleared to a pacified smilell,\'\fa sure you have a
more perceptive eye than your sister.’

The decor! That was it! Damien's work. Lyn smotkleadittle sigh of relief.
She hadn't completely fluffed her lines. Havingeqated his invitation, the
least she could do was pay him the courtesy oérisg to him. Her
upbringing demanded that good manners should hbetd&eipe fore.

No sooner had Damien led her into the restauramt s arms swept out in
major-domo fashion, demanding a reaction. 'Dont tyunk it's the perfect
setting for a class restaurant?’

No, was Lyn's instant but hastily choked off repiyne decor was stark:
black suede chairs in a modern, functional stytarched white linen
tablecloths, a chrome and glass bar which didmatd resting elbows. The
washed-out apricot toning in the carpet was repleiatéull gloss paint on
the walls and ceiling, and the silver-framed blaokd white sketches
hanging on the walls did nothing to alleviate theical mood of the place.
Lyn searched frantically for a tactful answers'lt'. very .. . striking.'

It was not enough. Damien wanted more. 'Don't yiue lit?" he persisted
with self-centred blindness.

It had about as much appeal to Lyn as a hospitaidoo, but the furniture

was expensive and the sketches were fine piecest,0and certainly the
decor was all in character. Soulless charactéhidfwas what Damien had
set out to achieve, he had achieved it. 'It's pgri@amien. You're a genius.'

He swallowed her acclaim as if it were strawberaed cream. It was not
until the head waiter had settled them at a tatde the revealed why her
approval had been mandatory. 'Of course, Kelsordokave the taste to
appreciate what I've done here. He made some rathiding public
statements about it. I'm glad you haven't let hehajose to you, Lyn. The
man has no soul.”"l wouldn't go so far as to say,'thyn said dryly. She
loved the way Peter had furnished his apartmeitaamore telling contrast
to this ... nothing-place she could not imagine.



'Oh, he's not so blind that he can't see the olyias in your work, Lyn,'
Damien conceded with a touch of arrogant patrond@yg.this ... the man
can't appreciate the class of simplicity. Vulgaulepce is his style.’

Sensual opulence, perhaps, Lyn thought, but nottiiegeast bit vulgar.
However, she refrained from comment. Damien's kfisno room for
argument. But her good manners were strained.

A waiter handed them large handwritten menus, amndhid a secret little
smile behind hers. She would have loved to ask Bamhat Peter had said
about the decor. She would have bet anything tisappinion had been a
straight reflection of her own.

Lyn's good manners were strained further when Dantook it upon
himself to order her meal without even botheringctmsult her. '‘As a
delicacy you can't beat the sole quenelles, anghiasant with the spinach
stuffing is incomparable. You must have it," hedtbkr, as if his superior
judgement was beyond question.

It was the same with the wine. 'l only ever drinkr@undy,' he announced
smugly. 'l actually visited the vineyards when lsia France. Do you know
the Burgundians have been planting their vineb@nsame soil for over two
thousand years? They literally live their wine tityefour hours of the day.

Never think or talk of anything else. When | wasrth..'

They were served a complimentary glass of champagde small plate of
hors d'oeuvre while Damien raved on, airing knog&@hich might have
been interesting if he had had any real feelinglfierBurgundians and their
customs.

Lyn watched him talk, noting how very aware he whhkimself, using his
hands and eyes and mouth to focus attention omr fir@ness. She
understood now why Peter could not resist mockimg. Al veneer, no
substance, he had said, and Lyn was ready to #weéhe only substance
was hot air.



His monologue came to an abrupt halt, his gaze mrand held by

something of startling interest. Lyn glanced rotm&ee Delvene standing
in the restaurant foyer, her arm linked to an dsbaot her gaze linked to
Damien's. Surprise was stamped on her beautifal fac

No doubt she was astonished to find her youngégrsis the company of
such a stunningly handsome man, Lyn thought withsament. And for the
first time in her life she was glad to see DelveBie actually wanted her
sister to sweep in and take over her man. Indée&dyuld suit her very well

if Delvene and Damien devoured each other, relgeViar of any duty to

courtesy.

But an odd look of wariness was clouding the irdeos Delvene's beautiful
face. Apparently her experience with Peter, andd. gabsequent defiance
at her last take-over attempt, was still a sharmorg. She was not sure that
Lyn would be the doormat of the past. The greere dhzked to Damien
again, beauty attracting beauty. Lyn gave her aowaging wave.

‘That's my sister," she informed Damien.

He dragged his eyes back to her, astonishmentnignthe glitter of
admiration. "Your sister! My God! You're not at alike. She's so...'

'Perfect,’ Lyn finished dryly, not at all pained the tactless gaffe. Which
was another first. 'Shall | call her over? It wolle nice to dine together,
don't you think?' she suggested, and was consabasheady sense of
power as the suggestion was eagerly acceptedtifif@she was in control.
Like Peter. Manipulating the moves.

Delvene's first reaction to Lyn's call was hesitatia hint of suspicion. Lyn
had never sought her company. Nevertheless, Daraéraction overrode
the hesitation, just as Lyn had known it would.

Introductions were politely interchanged, and watbsolute predictability
Delvene accepted the invitation to join Lyn and Demmnot even bothering
to consult her escort's wishes on the matter. Lgih & stab of guilty
sympathy for the man, but he quickly disposed afrhementary qualm.



Steve Hanson's first conversational gambit showed to be on a
superficial par with Damien.

'Splendid place, this. Real class. Top food. Andtla best people as
clientele,' he beamed.

"You haven't been here before, have you, Nettiel¥dde asked in a pose of
sisterly interest.

Nettie! Lyn smiled as she recalled Peter's inspgeample of how to handle
her sister's bitchy-sweet condescension. ‘No, éhgvDelly.'

Delvene's mouth tightened.

Lyn blithely continued speaking as if she hadnticeal the reaction. 'The
decor is Damien's work. He brought me here to gedpmion of it. I'm sure
he'd like to hear yours.'

Delvene gushed enthusiastic compliments. Damiefietvevith pride, and
proceeded to demonstrate his authority on all hdegorative, his authority
on everything, the food, the wine, any subject that slyly introduced. It
was like creating a play, and Lyn sat back and naddhe performance with
cynical amusement.

But the amusement grew more and more empty ands Llgetachment
became stronger as the evening wore on. She wasnithigler at the feast,
just as she had been all her life. Except with IP&eter ... the one and only
person who had reached into her mind, pluckingahat she was thinking
and feeling with an ease of understanding whichlstied. Any activity
with Peter was a pleasure, even the most mundaore ¢ke washing up
dishes.

'Lyn ..." Delvene had not once repeated the hbkettié'. 'l was just saying to
Damien how glad | am that you've dropped that drdadeter Kelso.
Mummy has been terribly worried about you. Shedllso relieved when |
tell her you were out with a real gentleman.' Sashted Damien a dazzling
smile.



'Lyn only associated with him for business reasobgmien put in
pompously.

'Oh, I'm sure that's all it was,’ Delvene agreedcldy, innocence
personified.

Lyn couldn't resist the impulse to throw the catoagst the puffed-up
pigeons. 'It amazes me how people leap to such &éasumptions when all
the evidence points in another direction,’ she aatil dry emphasis.

Delvene shot a startled look at her. 'You can'trmea? You wouldn't do
anything which would let that man embarrass thalfarmyn?'

Damien gave a bark of derisive laughter. 'That'stacdy Kelso's
speciality—embarrassing everyone he can! But Lywedam short shrift
this afternoon when he tried it on her, so youtedinyour family they have
nothing to worry about, Delvene.'

Lyn's hackles rose. 'Damien’s quite correct, Igiie Peter short shrift this
afternoon, much to my regret. | should have askied dong with us
tonight. The evening would have been immeasurablyaeced by his
presence.’

Damien and Delvene gaped at her.

Lyn continued with icy deliberation. 'l happen tonsider Peter Kelso the
kindest person I've ever known, the truest friéwd éver had, and a man of
the greatest integrity. | would always be proutbécassociated with him. In
any capacity,’ she affirmed with feeling as she tasher feet.

The sweet course had not yet been served, but agirhhad enough. Their
self-satisfied condemnation of Peter was the kaats You only live once,
she said to herself, accepting Peter's philosophg,she was not going to
fritter away any more of her time with such pettgallow people. And to
hell with good manners!



'I'm going home now," she stated with sublime iedénce to their
reactions. 'Please feel free to stay, Damien, &hevwish to cut short your
pleasure. Good night to you all.’

She swept them a polite smile, turned on her hetivaalked away, serenely
dignified in her decision and not the least bittypdred by the confusion she
left behind. She was free of all that. Free, asReas free, striding her own
path, doing what she wanted to do.

When Damien caught up with her on the street stseintansely irritated by
his conventional outrage. It was so self-defeatlig.should have stayed
where he really wanted to be, instead of gettingseif all fussed. And
fussing her. 'What the devil do you think you'réeng®' he demanded.

'l told you what | was doing," Lyn retorted readalya '‘Go on back to
Delvene, Damien. Have yourself a ball.’

'So that's it! You're jealous.’
Jealous! Lyn almost laughed at the absurdity otcthen.

'‘Look, I'm sorry if | seemed to be paying too madtention to your sister. |
didn't realise | was upsetting you. | assure you...

'I'm not jealous,’ Lyn cut in impatiently. 'You'veelcome to Delvene. It's
why I invited her to our table. You're welcome tayswith her all night. Just
go back there and get on with it. | simply wangtohome.'

Then I'll take you," Damien huffed with equal impate. "You think I'd let
you walk off on your own?'

No, that wouldn't fit Damien's image of himself,rLyealised, and resigned
herself to beirig delivered home by him. He led teehis car in a cloud of
displeasure. Once on their way he set himself wwhsog her supposed
umbrage at the attention he had given Delvene sligimed. He just couldn't
believe that she didn't care.



'‘Damien, I'm really not interested,’ she cut imitllyy 'Nor am | offended by
your very natural attraction to Delvene. To be ety frank with you, |
think the two of you are well suited. My going auth you was a mistake.
Now, please, just let it go.'

'It's Kelso, isn't it?' Damien flung at her resatyf 'You've let that bastard
get to you.'

Lyn disdained to answer. She was not prepared fouds Peter with
Damien.

'‘Well, let me tell you, you're one in an endlessugito Kelso. Just another
bit of tail for him to...’

‘That's enough!" Lyn cried defensively.

'Enough? | haven't even begun,” Damien sneeretk ttdé¢ cutting me out
again. It made me sick, hearing you stand up for. Now you're going to
hear...'

'Cutting you out!" Lyn sliced in with scorn. 'Isathwhy you were so attracted
to me, Damien? Thinking you could score one ofeP&t

'Of course not,' he denied vehemently. 'l don'fagcany woman unless |
want her myself.’

Maybe he had wanted her, but not deeply enoughitttstand Delvene's
superficial attraction. 'Forget it, Damien," sheviadd him wearily. 'I'm
sorry, but | realise now that | shouldn't have atee your invitation. The
only involvement | want with you is a business ilwement; however, I'd
prefer to part from you tonight on peaceable teiviso knows? You might
form a relationship with my sister. And nothing yzan say will affect what
| think of Peter.’

But it hurt her. She hated being reminded of Petecord with women. Her
heart writhed with the conflict of wanting him, s& many other women had
wanted him and would undoubtedly want him in thargeahead.



Damien said no more. Whether it was the remindebusiness or the
suggestion about Delvene, Lyn didn't know or cline@as enough that some
awakened sense of discretion had forced him toleswahis bile. They
completed the trip home in silence and exchangditepgodbyes as Lyn
alighted from the car, having firmly declined Damigecold offer to see her
to her door.

She shrugged off the whole regrettable encouriteras not worth thinking
about. Peter claimed all her thoughts. She stepyedhe lift and pressed
the button for the top floor. The memories of a# times she had shared this
tiny space with Peter crowded into her mind. Hetifg for him had come a
long, long way from the antagonism which had accammgx that first ride
down to the garage to unpack her car.

The lift jerked to a halt and Lyn stepped out omh® floor she shared with
Peter, knowing that she wanted to share everythittghim. Her gaze was
inevitably drawn to his door as she privately acikdeolged what she had
refused to admit to herself for so long. She lofPeder Kelso, loved him
with all her heart and soul. She wanted to be With, and if the only way
was to accept his terms, then she would accept,themmatter what future
grief would be laid up in store for her.

You only live once, she told herself forcefully,dawhatever Peter was
willing to give her of his life she would take wignatitude, day by day, not
looking beyond the moment. But her mind could raitml the emotional

turmoil churning through her body. Her legs wobbéedshe took the few
necessary steps to Peter's door, and her handhalasg as it lifted to signal

her surrender.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

IT was the music that stopped her. Lyn's mind had = intensely
concentrated on her decision that she had not higar@nly in that

heart-thudding moment before her knuckles madeacomiith Peter's door
did the muted strains of an orchestra creep inteaes. She froze.

It had not occurred to her that Peter might havepamy. Her own need had
imagined him waiting for her, available, ready twswer whenever she
called. But why should he be waiting? She had gaevith Damien. Peter
had held out the opportunity for her to include lmthe party, and she had
knocked him back. She could hardly blame him ifhagel then turned to
another woman. But Lyn felt she would die if he had

She leaned forward, pressing her ear to the daonpelled to settle the
torment in her mind. She heard no word, nothinguggest a conversation
taking place, but her heart grew heavier as shegresed the music being
played—Wagner'siristan and Isoldethe most erotic love music ever
composed.

A wave of nausea accompanied the thought of Peteed . .. making love.
No, having sex. With some skilled exercise compan@f course he would
not be talking; he would be far too busy to talls Busy as his hands had
been that first morning with Jessie.

Lyn recoiled in silent anguish and dragged her &aetr to her own door.
Pride dictated that she could not go to him if ke kurned so quickly to
someone else. Yet he could not have had anotherawaimce Lyn had
moved into her apartment. He had been with herpsiravery day. And
night. And he had said he would wait for her.

She meant something to him—had to, or he wouldhawe given her so
much of himself. Even if he was with another wontanight, it couldn't

mean much to him. Just as Damien had not meanhiagyto Lyn. But if

Peter was having sex ...

Lyn shook her head in tortured helplessness. Shezllbim. Dear God! She
loved him and needed him and wanted him, and ifidck turned to some



other woman she had to know. Back she reeled tddasand knocked, not
the carefree rat-a-tat-tat that had been theiropatssignal, but a wretched
tattoo of hope and despair.

Her heart counted off the seconds in painful thunips many seconds. He
was not coming. He was busy. He did not want tanberrupted. Tears

filmed Lyn's eyes as she wrenched herself away. fébe that took her

across the empty hallway to her empty apartmeng Wwenps of lead. It did

no good telling herself she was a fool for lovirggd? Kelso. No good at alll.
Blindly she pushed her key home in its lock, turitedhe door clicked

open.

‘Lyn!'

Music swamped the hallway, big, emotionally bindimgsic, pulling her
round to Peter. He stood in his doorway, the reiHalack bathrobe only
loosely covering his nakedness. His hair was atyalWhe dark eyes stabbed
across the short distance between them, takindnensigns of distress,
guestioning, probing. And Lyn was tremblingly awtrat the tension of the
moment was not wholly hers.

'Did you knock?' he asked softly.

There was a tight constriction in her throat anelfstd to force words past it.
'Yes. But ... the music. | thought .. . you prolydihd company."'

He shook his head and a wry smile curved his mduthoughtyou had
company, but here you've arrived home alone. Andly.ed&nd upset.
Damien give you a rough time?"'

He was alone. Lyn's relief was so intense thatbslrely heard his words.
And did not think to answer them. Peter was alahat was all that
mattered.

He lifted one hand in an open gesture of availghiéind concern threaded
his voice as he asked, 'Can | do anything for \gu;?"'



Tears welled into her eyes again. He was so gesgsowgiving. Never once
had he disappointed her when she had needed agyBvan now, after she
had rejected him for Damien whom he despised,antfof Damien, Peter
still held out his hand to her.

'Yes,' she said huskily as a wave of love sweptyawvest doubts and fears.
Her eyes questioned his, hoping against hope hieatsuld reach his heart.
'If it's not too late, I'd like to join you."It'sever too late," he said gently,
bridging the awkwardness of her question with camsate ease.

'I'd ... I'd like to change out of these clothes.’
'Whatever you want.’

| want what you want, she told him silently, bue #mew there was a more
telling means of communication. 'I'll only be a mi@. Wait for me?'

His smile curled round her heart. 'Won't move a.ste

Lyn was lightheaded with happiness as she rushechegr bedroom. Peter
had waited for her. He wanted her .. . maybe asrasshe wanted him. She
tossed off her clothes and dragged on her wraprarbousecoat. The cool
silk brushed against her nakedness, awakeningsuakeawareness which
excited her into a trembling anticipation of Peteéduch. She hoped he
would not be disappointed in her. She was so igriordotally

inexperienced. But surely his experience would mgkéor her lack of it?

With quick, slightly nervous hands, she rolled lup Sunrise' bedspread and
hoisted it over her shoulder. Peter had said thas Wwow he wanted
her—under it, with him. She walked out to him, det@med purpose in
every step as she left her safe port of secuniskdd the door on it, and
turned to the man she loved.

There were probably few times in his life that Petelso registered
surprise, let alone shock. This was one of thertastied no longer than a
second, but that second changed his whole demedrwnrwelcome to
tense restraint.



'Lyn ..." Even his voice sounded strained. His esgsgched hers with sharp
urgency. 'If Damien has hurt you I'll kill the basd, but this . . . not on some
emotional rebound, Lyn. When you really know yownamind.'

'l know it. Damien has nothing to do with this.'tH®nfidence cracked
under Peter's continued appraisal. His tensionasitkening rush of blood
to her head. 'Isn't this what you've always warited?

‘Yes, but ...’
'Have you changed your mind?’

''ve always known my own mind. And spoken it, Lyime reminded her
gently.

She took a deep breath to calm herself. 'Pleasevbahe.’

He hesitated only a second longer, but it seemedotigest second of all
time to Lyn. Then he stepped forward and took #xspread from her. Her
hand was trembling as he folded it into his ownefBhwas no elation in his
eyes. They swept her with a cloudy darkness. Bneé he led her into his
living-room and dumped the bedspread on the neahest.

Lyn bridled at his rough handling of it. "You differ fifty thousand dollars
for that bedspread,’ she reminded him in an attéolgghten his mood.

'‘Always get your priorities right, Lyn," he murmdras he turned to her.
‘You're more important.'

He curved an arm round her shoulders and drew Uteoroto the balcony.
The one table lamp which had dimly lit the livingem lost all effect in the
blanketing darkness of the night. The stars wdwerspinpoints on black
velvet.

'l love being out here. It's so beautiful,’ Lyn dtfeed happily. Her eyes
shone up at Peter. 'With you,' she added in aceglécious whisper.-



Slowly and gently he turned her into his embraage @and reached up and
brushed her hair away from her forehead. His moutived round her
temples, warm, tender. 'lI've wanted to do thisdoch a long time,' he
murmured. His hand slid under her chin, tiltinglihere was a soft glitter in
the eyes that bored into hers. 'Let the world lookLet the angels dream.'

And the words were carried to her mouth, impressiremselves on lips
which were only too ready to receive them. Thers m@hing tantalising in
Peter's kiss, but a sweet tenderness which pidreesdoul, and the urgency
to give him all of herself was in her response. Amd he stopped her,
withdrawing on a heavy sigh and moving her aparnfhim, holding her as
if she was some fragile, precious thing which migteak under his touch.

'l want this to be right for you, and it won't bight if you're not ready, if
you're under stress, reacting to something els#. e what happened
tonight, Lyn."'

She shook her head, evading his too perceptive. agen't want to talk
about it. Please . .." she looked up in despengpea '. . . can't you just
accept me, Peter?'

His hand cupped her face with a gentleness whgttiened her throat and
turned the rest of her to jelly.

'Lyn, this can be traumatic for you or the lovdliesperience of all. Which
would you rather?’

'l want it to be good,' she choked out.

‘Then your attitude's got to be right. Like anythyou do, if you're reaching
for the perfect result, you can't have somethisg €istracting you.'

She looked at him helplessly, a sudden fear vihgathrough her body.
'Peter, I've made up my mind and | want it to keelibst for both of us, but
I've had no experience at all.’

A grin slowly spread across his face, a happy, ysygrin. ‘'That's great! then
you haven't had any wrong training.'



A nervous giggle tickled her tight throat. He waadhPutting the whole
thing in absurd terms. But then she realised thattérms were those he
would naturally use. He considered sex a physiaategg— for which one
trained. A sharp sense of deflation prompted theds;dl wish . .

'What do you wish?'

| wish it was more than a game, she thought sadityit was no use wanting
Peter on any terms but his own. And she did want higuess you're a great
trainer,’ she sighed.

'For you, only the best. Are you comfortable witldity, Lyn?' he asked
matter-of-factly, as if it was any everyday topiey might be discussing.
'What | mean is, are you comfortable with your dvaaly or do you cover it
up all the time?'

T ... I can live with it,' she answered self-copsaly. 'I'm not exactly built
like Delvene, but | don't mind what | am."’

'Delvene ..." Peter frowned over the name as heetuher round and took
her back into the living- room. Wagner's music sudrround them once
more, enveloping them in its swelling emotion,nitd so much the body that
makes for great sex, Lyn,' he assured her. it'péingon inside ... letting go
... making it happen.'

He undid the tie-belt of her housecoat and slaffither shoulders, lightly

caressing her arms as he pushed the sleeves dowmeigarment dropped
to the floor. And all the while his dark, knowinges held hers, promising
her that only she, the person, mattered, and haatidare in the least what
was being revealed. He took her hands and plaesd tim his belt.

'‘Now me," he ordered softly.

Lyn's fingers were shaking so much that they fuchldeer the loose knot.
When his robe finally hung free, she pushed it dvsrbroad, muscular
shoulders and down his arms, copying his actionistasy were a blueprint
she had to follow. It was less frightening if shdnd have to think. The
bathrobe dropped to the floor. Peter grinned at &enad, infectious grin



which somehow suggested they were terribly naughitgren, but wasn't it
fun? Lyn found herself grinning back.

'Dance with me,' he commanded.

It was hardly dance music. He really was mad— hegsy mad. But they
moved their bodies to a soaring strand of musicivistirred the soul, and
Lyn's shaken mind caught the madness. Laughteresigddyurgled up
inside her and burst forth until her body was drawta full contact with his.
Then the laughter choked into a gasp at the shiegcism of their mutual
nakedness.

Pinpricks of electricity shot through her entiredigpforcing an intense
physical awareness. The initial shock was startemgugh, but as the
soaring music swirled into their souls their boaytacts kept changing,
arousing different sensations, shocking her anasggimating her, exciting
her, tempting her to experiment with movementsesfdwn.

A male body was so different, hard, strong, musctite complete contrast
to her own pliant softness. The complement, shésegh instinctively
recognising the female urge to fuse with the aggvesprotection of male
strength, and knowing in her heart that her choicenate would always
have been Peter, no matter what the future helel w®lund her arms round
his neck and clung unashamedly, loving the whaté d€him against her.

'More relaxed now?' he murmured against her ear.
‘Mmm.'

His hand ran down her spine, curving her closegll ffie what happened,
Lyn? What made you come tonight?'

She sighed and nestled her head under his ear.
She didn't mind speaking about it now. Being wigteP like this, the rest of

the evening had faded into insignificance. 'Youeveght about Damien,’
she mumbled.



'Delvene swept him off his feet.'

Lyn jerked her head back and looked up in surpfidew did you know
that?'

'She was on your mind earlier.'

'Well, she's not any more. And she doesn't affextamy more either,’ she
said with satisfaction. 'You can't imagine how dh#y were, Peter.’

He slanted his eyebrows in mock consideratiohinkt | might have a good
idea.'

She laughed. It was good to be with him. He knewe. dthderstood
everything. Her eyes sparkled up at him. 'Know witagl?'

Tell me.'
'l paired them off. Then when they got too muchéar | left them.’
'Revoltingly rude, 'Peter reproved her, his lipgdhing in amusement.

'‘Abominably,” Lyn agreed with a grin. 'l simply thght about what you
might do, and | did it.'

Peter grinned back. 'l knew you had a fine mindd Alove your breasts
rubbing against my chest like that. Tease me witdm Be wicked. It's
delicious!

She enjoyed being deliciously wicked and felt aidksdly wicked thrill of
power when Peter's arousal became all too evitiamnteyes flirted with the
knowledge. 'You are awfully stimulated.

'‘Awfully." He grinned his shamelessness. 'Doegghien you?"

'‘No, not now. It wasn't really because of Damied Belvene that | came
home to you, Peter.’



His eyes smiled into hers. 'l know that, Lyn. Itjwsanted you to know it
too.'

Then the smile in his eyes flared into desire. ldsdd her, and the kiss grew
more and more devouring as Lyn responded withhallpent-up passion in
her soul. Peter swung her legs up over his armcanded her into his
bedroom. A wild exhilaration pulsed through hemgeas he tossed off the
bedcovers and laid her on the pillows. He kissedbain as his hand swept
over her curves, igniting an excitement which Lymiged into her response,
kissing him back with an all-consuming desire tcetall he was willing to
give her.

He broke away, rasping in a deep breath and smilovgn at her. 'Not too
quickly. Let it be for ever. Keep the moment sugfshin time.'

She was glad it was dark in here, too dark for tarsee her aching need for
his love. She reached up to touch his face andwered her hand with his,

rubbing his cheek against her palm for a momerreejuiding her hand

down over his body.

'l want you to touch me like this . . . yes . ndavhile you're doing that, I'm
going to touch you like this.’'

Her skin leapt under his hand, nerves skittering §guirm of pleasure. She
tried to excite the same response in him, wanbrgjte satisfaction but too
inexperienced to know precisely how. A light shuddgeder her touch gave
her a thrill of power.

‘Gorgeous, isn't it?' Peter said knowingly. 'NoW show you how to
increase the excitement, the sense of anticipation.

And he did so with such devastating sureness tyratsbon forgot what he
wanted of her. She was totally distracted by wieatvas doing and it was
unbelievably erotic. Her body was no longer undsrdontrol. It responded
only to him, quivering, arching, twisting, meltindder hands were
clenching, mindlessly clutching at anything withéach, and her breath was
pumping out in harsh sobs.



'Peter .. ." she cried, appealing for she knewwlmdt, yet instinctively
knowing that he was the master of her fate.

'Is it unbearable yet?"

Her head threshed from side to side as exquisitaréoracked her body.
'Yes ... no ... | don't know,' she gasped.

'Soon,' he promised.

And it went on until suddenly the tension snapped her whole body
shuddered with the sweet release that rushed thrbeg Then Peter came
to her and she accepted him with a sigh of uttéifrient. Nothing in her
whole life had ever felt sq right as did that fitlstust of his body entering
hers, and she drew him down to her, holding himtfigwning him with all
her heart and soul. He kissed her softly, soothergagged breathing.

'Now come with me, Lyn," he murmured.

And it was not over. Peter drove her through pdtéc peak of excitement,

moving her to one position after another so thairthodies captured every
nuance of touch and pleasure, and Lyn learnt aftasttabandonment to
sensuality which held her in thrall. Nothing elseattared but its

continuance, until she was so exhausted that ghiéna in his arms, and

even then her body still sang with delight at bisch.

‘Satisfied?' asked Peter, his lips teasing hets f@dthery kisses.

'l think so," she breathed on a sigh as anotheciole$ ripple travelled
through her.

'l think we should make this a fulltime occupatiorhere are a lot of
embellishments we can use on these movement® &ititleties we can try
for more pleasure...'

'More!" A hysterical laugh gurgled out of her thirdallowed by a sharp stab
of desolation. Had he found her a disappointmetar &l his women of



experience? Had all he felt was physical pleaswsense of oneness at all?
'l guess it's not so good with a novice,' she #atty.

'Don't ever undervalue yourself again,’ he commdrsternly. 'You're an
incredible woman.' His voice dropped to a soft, mgical note. 'l can't
remember when I've ever enjoyed myself more.’

His mouth brushed hers once again and she putrivey @und his neck,
deepening the kiss and pressing herself againstdesperately wanting to
impress herself on his heart and make him feel whatfelt.

'See how incredible you are,' he groaned as he cgnfer air. 'You've
aroused me again.’'

She laughed. He was incorrigibly mad and bad, heiteved him. She loved
everything about him; the quirkiness of his clevyegrceptive mind; his
kind, caring humanity; and the sensual knowledgebbdy used so well.

His hand lightly caressed her breasts. 'You're fife&to me, Lyn,' he said
softly.

Her smile thanked him. 'I'm glad you think so.'

'l know so," he declared, and cradled her comfortagainst him. '‘Now you
can go to sleep and dream about the fantastic ramsnwe're going to climb
tomorrow.'

‘Mmm.'

'‘But if you snuggle up to me like that . ..

‘Tomorrow," she mumbled happily. And tomorrow, aoadhorrow, and
tomorrow, she hoped.

He sighed and nuzzled the back of her neck. '3usell I'm a patient man.’

Lyn thought so too. A wonderfully patient man. Dete . . . Damien ... all
her past life melted into nothing compared to thght with Peter. She felt



so good, as if she had lived to the full, and tleeneld be no more that she
could possibly experience that would surpass tgh a sigh of utter
contentment she drifted into sleep.



CHAPTER TWELVE

A tickle on her ear raised Lyn to consciousnessaakids on her nose awoke
her completely. She looked up into Peter's smiliage; a shiny,
clean-shaven face, and the scent of his after-stwian was sharp and
tangy. She stretched, enjoying her new awareneafi bér senses. 'What
time is it?' she asked lazily.

'Eleven. And | can't wait any longer. You've begind there asleep,
tantalising me unbearably for the last two houve brought you coffee and
I'm about to cook breakfast. You've already hathtengurs' rest, and there
are things we have to do today that have never deea before. Let's start
with toes.'

She wriggled away, laughing as she tried to est¢apdeasing fingers.
‘That's not fair on empty toes! Breakfast, you said

'‘Bacon and eggs and lashings of toast?"
'Mmm, sounds great!

‘A woman of lusty appetites.' His grin was entireligked. 'l brought your
housecoat in, but don't put it on. | like you theywou are.’

"You've got a robe on.’

‘A small matter of temporary protection. Bacon it in a very nasty
fashion. Don't be long."

Lyn bounced out of bed, feeling blissfully happy.

She dashed off to the bathroom, had a quick shdwerpwed Peter's comb
and toothbrush, then, tingling with anticipationegresented herself in the
kitchen.

Breakfast was fun. Peter insisted they shouldtghedining-table as for a
formal meal, and there they sat in their nakedrfessg each other down
the length of the table. Lyn giggled at the abgyrdf it, but never had she



enjoyed a meal so much. The food was delicioustiHauook in Peter's eyes
was even more delicious. It was possessive.

'Why do you enchant me so much?' he mused, anohfa his expression
was serious.

Before Lyn could think of an answer, a knock on twor jarred her
thoughts. Peter's gaze did not shift at all. It vizeesd on her.

'‘Aren't you going to answer it?' she asked in @#dhof uncertainty.

He smiled. 'Today, as far as the rest of the wisrttbncerned, I'm officially
dead.’

She felt a warm satisfaction. He wanted no onénbut'Were you expecting
someone?’

‘No one.’

The knock came again, sharp and impatient.

‘You'd better answer it.'

Peter sighed. 'Only to please you.'

He pushed back his chair and stood up. Lyn adnmiduperb physique as
he shrugged on his bathrobe and belted it cargleSkke no longer cared
how many women had shared his bed. Right now henesss all hers. And
whoever was outside would be sent away. The knaptecagain, and Peter
interrupted it as he opened the door.

'‘Good morning," he said breezily. 'Or is it afteyn®'

'Mr Kelso...'

Lyn's heart catapulted around her chest. It wasriother's voice. Her prune
voice which was invariably used for tight disapp@abv



'l apologise for interrupting your .. . your ...'

'‘Breakfast,’ Peter supplied helpfully.

Lyn could imagine all too clearly what was runnithgough her mother's
mind at the sight of Peter's loosely tied bathrofe.the sight of her
daughter's nakedness she would probably haveTdfink God Peter would
send her away.

'I'm Alicia Mansfield, Lynette's mother.'

'Of course you are. Henrietta told me all about, yalicia. Pleased to meet
you at last.'

Lyn almost choked. Her mother's haughty dignity lddae shot to pieces by
Peter's irreverent manner.

'Mr Kelso ..." Pure frost.
'Please call me Peter. For all practical purposeslllike one of the family.'

'Mr Kelso ..." absolute ice. 'l have been tryingget in touch with my
daughter Lynette all morning. She's not at home.and

'Quite right! She's at home with me, having breskfAs a matter of fact we
were about to finish off with a cup of coffee. Liteejoin us? Have a bit of
chit-chat before we get down to the serious thofgge?'

Lyn almost died on the spot. A burst of adrenaéntsher flying into the
bedroom for her housecoat. How could Peter be sdisareet?
So—outrageous, she acknowledged with a sinking.hear

'Lynette ... is with you?' Strangled shock.
There was nothing for it but to brazen out theadian if her mother came in,

Lyn thought, sliding back into her seat at the ¢aflhis was the life she
wanted. With Peter. Her mother would only have cdmeastigate her



about her behaviour last night. Delvene would hpaeted the worst
possible picture.

'Of course she's with me. Where else would she Pet@r frowned as if
Lyn's mother was singularly slow not to have figutlkat out. '‘Come now,
Alicia. She's perfectly safe.’

‘Safe!" A squawk of scorn.

'Wouldn't hurt her for the world," Peter declaréthbly. 'Are you coming in
or not, Alicia? It isn't really seemly for me to éetertaining you at the door
in my bathrobe. Though come to think of it, Lyn hiigprefer to entertain
you in hers.' He poked his head round the doomgimdied at her. '‘Ah, | see
you've got dressed. You really shouldn't feel shihwour mother, you
know. After all, she did give birth to you.'

'I'm coming in." Said in the tone of one determitedake the bull by the
horns.

'‘And very welcome you are too," burbled Peter apgtie door wide.

Lyn tensed, even while telling herself that he wight and there was no
cause for shame or embarrassment. But she didntttevhurt her mother, or
even offend her. Alicia Mansfield marched in, cogto an abrupt halt as
her outraged gaze found Lyn seated at the table.

Lyn tried a peacemaking smile. 'Hello, Mother."

The outraged gaze grew more outraged as it swegpttbe silk housecoat,
taking in the evidence that only nudity existed dsgh it. 'So! It's come to
this! You've let this man corrupt you.'

Rebellion stirred. Why was she always wrong in gtheng she did? Why
always the judgement without even considering Lymesvpoint? 'l don't
think so, Mother," she said slowly. 'l did have sosay in it. Actually, Peter
has taught me a lot of good things and I'm veryeguato him.'



The reply visibly shook her mother. Then disapptdscame even more
bitterly set.

‘Lyn, how many times do | have to tell you | dowint your gratitude?' Peter
put in with a pained expression. 'What will yourther think if you talk of
gratitude? Though | must say, Alicia, I'm gratdfulyou for producing such
a marvellous woman as this daughter of yours. By,&®erald must be a
happy man having you as his wife! Please make wtfuss home with us.'
He held out a chair, inviting her to sit at thel¢éalith them.

Alicia Mansfield stared at him as if he was made Shook her head slightly
and returned dazed eyes to Lyn. 'He's turned yond,nbynette,' she said
accusingly. 'l couldn't believe Delvene this mogwwhen she told me what
you did last night. You weren't brought up to behao rudely. But | can
believe it now. | can believe anything!"Had thezally been any doubt? Lyn
wondered cynically. Hadn't her parents always betiewhat Delvene told
them? Not that it mattered now. Only Peter mattedauy reply to her
mother was futile. She held her tongue.

'Splendid?' said Peter. Terrible having a closéadmAlicia. You really
should open it to all experiences of life. Now dodewn. I'll get you a cup
of coffee. How do you like it?"

'l don't want your coffee," she snapped. 'l wanatoto my daughter. If you
don't mind.'

‘Not at all. Lyn, your mother wants to talk to yd8ut before you start,
Alicia, let me advise you that | won't tolerate arference to what Delvene
says or does. Lyn has suffered quite enough orstimaie. As far as | can see
Delvene has had all your attention and all youectfébn and everything she
could take from Lyn besides. Even Lyn's men. Irist#andulging Delvene,
if you and her father had disciplined that greesbffish streak in her from
childhood onwards, she wouldn't need a spanking. mowearly did it for
you the day she came to seduce me.'

Lyn's choked gasp brought an instant switch ofnéitie from Alicia's
shocked face. Peter's smile was one of limpid ianoe. 'I'm afraid that's
true, Lyn. Delvene doesn't understand faithfuln8&& wasn't at all pleased



when | told her you weren't yet finished with méeSaid some very rude
things. | sent her off, suitably chastened by a ¢éwice words of my own.’

He turned back to her mother. 'Delvene might loodg up, Alicia, but
she's just a spoilt, wilful child who's clever egbuo clothe herself in sweet
innocence. You and Gerald have some work aheadwthere. She needs
to be looked after very carefully. And you shoularsnow.'

A touch of steel crept into his tone as he conthidow, if you want to talk
to Lyn, please do so, but keep in mind that yosfreaking to a daughter
you've almost lost through your disapproval andigegce. And if you're
not very careful, Alicia, you'll lose her altogethor | will not stand by and
hear her unjustly maligned by you or anyone.’

It was too much for Alicia Mansfield. She couldodpe with Peter at all.
She was shocked, bewildered, and so shaken upuwbather face seemed to
wobble as she turned to Lyn. Tears of confusioneaelip in her eyes.
‘Lynette ... this isn't right for you. | can't peat that | ever really understood
you, and | never knew how to deal with you. You evaalways so
withdrawn, so intense. But you are my daughter ladd love you, and |
only want the best for you. This man can only bryog grief.'

She glanced fearfully at Peter before rushinglafidh't want you to leave
home, Lynette. You know | didn't. And your father. he's .. . he's still upset
about your going. Please come back with me.’

Did they want her? Did they love her? Had she patdistance between
herself and her parents, making it difficult foeth to express their love?But
she had tried so hard, and her mother had not ¢today with love on her
mind.

Lyn dragged in a deep breath and shook her hedohl want to leave here,
Mother. I'm sorry you don't understand, but for thes is the best. | know it
must be terribly hard for you to accept, and pldasieve I'm not doing this
to hurt you or Father. More than anything elseahtto be with Peter, and
as long as he wants me, I'll stay with him.’



'Lynette ..." Alicia could not go on. Tears werding down her cheeks and
she shook her head in mute distress.

Lyn rose to her feet, instinctively wanting to camtf but the urge was
strangled by years of inhibitions. Delvene wasdheghter who hugged and
kissed. Lyn had been unable to compete with heersisr her parents'
affection, and she couldn't bring herself to take step now. Her hands
lifted in an awkward gesture of helplessness. ‘Moth. please ... don't cry.
It is all right—truly.’

'How can it be right?' Her mother choked out arelvdin a ragged breath.
Her eyes stabbed a pained accusation at her. '‘@dménow it's your father's
fiftieth birthday next week. The invitations foretiparty went out before you
left home. He's counting on your coming. And all friends will be there. It

won't be right at all if you're not with us.’

Lyn's heart steeled. It was the same old painfutystAll her mother was
worrying about was what her friends would say. Wwas finished with that
life. However, before she could form a reply Pévek over.

'Wouldn't dream of missing such an important faroitgasion,’ he beamed,
stepping over to lay a hand on Lyn's shoulder m dlge-old gesture of
partnership. 'Not to worry, Alicia, we'll certainbe there.’

"You!" It was a strangled gasp of horror.

Lyn herself was stunned by Peter's move. The hanueo shoulder gently
kneaded her soft flesh, transmitting a messagemfarting reassurance.

'‘Been looking forward to meeting Gerald for a ldimge," he continued

blithely. 'Very astute man, your husband—subscribesy newsletter. Yes,

| can see this is going to be the social evenhefyiear. And | haven't seen
Max for a while either. It'll be a great night. $same you've invited

Madeleine?"

The horror had frozen into a daze. 'Madeleine?"



'Madeleine Kane. She and her husband are gread&ief mine. Don't
worry, I'l invite them myself. No social occasiaould be called an
occasion without Madeleine to cover it. Lyn's fatdeserves the best. One
should always go straight to the top, Alicia.'

Lyn had to bite her lips to prevent a smile. Petas fighting her mother's
snobbery with snobbery and turning her world upstidevn. Usually

Deborah King, the society journalist, covered hethar's parties. Alicia
was absolutely dumbstruck that Peter could caliheneditor of the whole
newspaper.

She was obviously in a terrible quandary. On theeltand she recoiled from
the thought of Peter's being a guest, particulasly.yn's escort, but on the
other hand, Madeleine Kane's presence would becilsooup, not to
mention the presence of her husband, Max Abramsgrawrepreneur of
international standing.

Before she could come to grips with the situatPater had moved, taking
her arm and steering her towards the door. 'Nowt oo worry about a
thing, Alicia. Lyn and | will turn up in grand s Madeleine will give the
party a marvellous write- up, and Gerald will begded about everything.
How could he not be when he has such a wonderfiefAvHe opened the
door and ushered her out. 'Lovely to have met Yow. must come and visit
us as often as you like—Lyn and | are at home mbi$te time. Just give us
a call. 'Bye now.’

There was not a word from Alicia. Lyn imagined thelpless look of
perplexity on her mother's face. Aunt Henrietta hadn right: Peter was a
genius and a fool, and the mixture was a heady lnetvleft most people
punch-drunk.

Having closed the door, he turned back to Lyn waithoddly grim look of
satisfaction on his face. A very receptive womarymother. By the time
I've finished with her, she'll take on a new vieflite. As will your father.
To whom | intend to speak when we meet.'



Lyn shook her head at him in helpless bemusememtddubt her father
would end up punch-drunk too. "You won't hurt thétefer? | don't want
them to be hurt.'

He shook his head. 'I'll only be doing them a kesh) | promise.’ His face
softened in concern as he slid his arms round lagstwand drew her close.
"You weren't in too much distress with your motivegre you, Lyn?.'

'‘Not too much,' she agreed, leaning against himhatding him tight. She
breathed a sigh of contentment. Of course he wde quad, but it was a
madness she loved, and she had ceased to thinkhbiheast bit bad, or
dangerous. 'I'm just fine with you,' she murmured.

'‘Good!" He kissed her forehead. 'I'd hate to thinkhe kissed her nose .. .
you weren't fit enough ..." he brushed her lipshwiis '... to come
mountain-climbing with me.’

Then he kissed her with a passion that was asratgpial as any mountain
which might present itself, and Lyn was only togmato follow his lead.
Anywhere. Any time.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

LyN sighed and dropped her hand on the dressing- @Gbédrew in several
slow, deep breaths and willed her fingers to stembling. Tonight of all
nights she did not want to make a mess of her eleerup. Peter had gone
to so much trouble and expense. He had called anbt#st couturier in
Sydney to make the dress he wanted her to weare@keshe could do was
try to look her very best for him. But no mattemhmuch she argued with
herself, she could not quell the sick apprehensidrer stomach.

She loved Peter with all her heart and there wdsmgpshe would not do for
him, but she had been a Mansfield too long to sluffigcompletely the
family's feeling, their pride and their high sewé@ropriety. She was Peter
Kelso's mistress, and if the fact was not immedjaibvious to her parents'
friends, Peter would surely say something which lkdeave them in no
doubt. She did not mind for herself, but her pagevduld feel it deeply, and
for all their shortcomings as parents, she tookleasure in hurting them.

Nevertheless, there had been no way to back ahedituation. Peter was
all too intent on going, and she would not deny .hider father had
telephoned, insisting that he wanted her to comkidgarty, and if that
meant her bringing Peter Kelso, then he would bag#d to meet the man.

And talk with him.

Lyn could well imagine the kind of talk her fath@ould wish to have with

Peter, but there was no doubt in her mind who wand up feeling

chastened. It would never be Peter. Only God knewv thhe evening would

end. She just hoped Peter would curb his outragesgsa little and not ruin
the party for her father. Or her mother. After dliyas their home and their
friends and their life. Lyn was content to let theenif they simply refrained
from criticising her.

She concentrated hard on keeping her hand steadycampleted her
make-up to her satisfaction. In fact, she wasygadased with her mirrored
self. She looked good. Better than good. The nevstiyee which Peter had
personally supervised was very flattering and fengnwith its wispy curls

feathering a soft frame for her face.



'‘Admiring yourself?' Peter teased as he came hedoedroom. He leaned
over and placed a large velvet box on the dredsiblg, then kissed the nape
of her neck before straightening up. 'I'm glad itntime to help you dress.
Of course, undressing you usually gives me moraspiee, but tonight ...'
His hands caressed her shoulders as he smilediatthe mirror. There was
a strange gleam of excitement in his eyes, of dtniosnphant anticipation.
‘Tonight you will be dressed as befits you, anddteam of Sydney society
will look on and gasp in envy and admiration.’

She laughed and shook her head, unable to imdgwever happening, but
enormously pleased that Peter should think it pbssAs long as he thought
her beautiful, Lyn, was perfectly happy as she was.

'First the dress,’ Peter said with the eagerneas ohpresario, and turned to
lift it off the bed.

It was a fabulous dress, virtually a period costwinee it had been copied
from an old, old photograph. Lyn had privately pater's insistence on it in
the realm of eccentricity, but eccentric or nog finished creation was
stunning. The style had been slightly modernisesbifar as it did not have
a bustle, but the old-world elegance had beennediin its intricate tucks
and folds and graceful drapery.

Peter held it out for her to step into, and Lyndeskno further urging. The
black silk taffeta rustled as she slid her arme the sleeves. He fitted the
bodice to her curves, taking and giving sensuaplebs he did so, then
deftly but slowly fastened the long row of covelaedtons up her back. The
dress had been made to fit her like a second skid,its dark richness
flattered her figure.

Indeed, it was the most beautiful, most excitingstrincredible gown she
had ever seen, let alone worn. She stared at fiectien, realising that her
new hairdo was right for the old-fashioned styfe] ailently acknowledging
that Peter had known what he was about. As always.

'‘And now for the finishing touch,' he said withisél.



The velvet box was clicked open and from it hedfta necklace which Lyn
instantly recognised. It was the same as that vibgrthe woman in the
photograph. The photograph from which the dresshiest copied.

'Peter...'

She swallowed hard as he laid it reverently rouadrteck and fastened it
with a decisive click. Her hand lifted and nervquhgered the ornate
design, panels of gold, finely chained togetheremdtusted with rubies and
pearls. They were real gems, Lyn knew it with abtolcertainty ... the
brilliance of the stones, the fine lustre of thane... and Peter would never
have anything to do with fakes. But if they weraly¢his necklace must be
worth an absolute fortune.

'Perfect,’ he breathed as his eyes swept her tiefiec
'Peter, | ... | can't wear this," Lyn got out hixgki

'Why not? The dress and jewellery were made foh eticer. You see? The
perfect complements.’

‘But ... but they're real, aren't they?"

He laughed, a pure bubble of elation as he leamedand gathered up the
pendant earrings from the box. "There are two #gcguwards outside who

surely believe it! I'm afraid your parents will l@¥o put up with them

hanging around the house tonight. The insurancepaaginsisted. Here,

put these on, | want to see the whole effect.'

The temptation to see, them on herself was toot goeeesist, yet as she
obeyed him Lyn kept wondering if she should be sifg. Then her
reflection was so fascinating that she gave up yirogr She simply stared.
The woman in the mirror was not Lyn Mansfield; iasvsomeone from a
world of past opulance, brought glowingly to lif&he remembered
Damien's sneering at Peter's taste for opulend¢eydane could ever sneer
at this. It was the marvellous opulence of faitgsaof kings and queens and
myths and legends.



'Where did you get such jewellery?' she asked iaveed whisper.

'It was made for the Hohenzollerns, a ruling fanmiyEurope for over nine
hundred years. The woman in the photograph youwsasvthe Princess
Marie-Therese. She wore the dress and the jewddletlge last reception
before the abdication in 1918

Heavens! He had dressed her as a princess, Lymhhau incredulous
wonder.

‘The jewellery disappeared for many years,' Pat@bted on. 'lt surfaced in
Argentina some twenty years after the Second Wsdd. As you know, |
have a passion for unique things, and | couldslstduying it.’

'So it's yours?' she gasped.

The dark eyes glowed at her for a long moment ledfog smile came. It was
slow, gathering a rich pleasure that sent a stringke through Lyn's entire
body.

'It's yours, Lyn," he said softly.

'‘No, no, | can't accept it," she babbled frantjcall fortune! It must be worth
a fortune.

It suits you. Just as | knew it would.'
'It doesn't suit me at all. How can you say that?'

He just grinned at her, and of course the refledmathe mirror mocked her
claim.

She heaved a fluttery sigh. 'All right, I'll weartonight because you want
me to, but | can't possibly keep it.'

"You will," he said with his supreme confidenceoriight you'll be the toast
of the town, and there'll be no prouder parents glmrs. Now let me show



you off to Max and Madeleine. I've left them in theng-room with a bottle
of champagne.’

Show her off Now she understood. Peter's perceptasmasterly, as usual.
Dressed as she was, Lyn was automatically liftegbbe criticism in any
social circle. And to top it off, she and Peter Wbarrive at the party with
Madeleine Kane and Max Abrams, personalities whaewaelcome
everywhere. She hugged Peter's arm in an exceggsatfude. He had
thought of everything and was indeed a genius.

'Happy now?'
'Yes, thank you. Only you could have done this.’'
'Ah, but only you could have made it possible.’

The softly spoken remark gave Lyn a wonderful gedwonfidence as Peter
ushered her into his living-room.

'My God"'

Madeleine Kane's mouth stayed open as her gazd sweplLyn and glued
itself to the necklace. She rose from her chaif dsawn by a magnet. She
was a tall, thin woman, made taller by the highilggred hair, and was
quite a stunning picture herself in a bright linreen gown. Peter performed
the introductions as she zeroed in on Lyn.

''ve never seen anyone look so magnificent! Whampgromise, Peter, you
certainly deliver," Madeleine declared with arctisfaction. 'I'd give up my
eye-teeth, and the story, to wear that jewelleyy.L

Max ambled up behind his wife. 'And a fair bit mohe teased with a smile
at Lyn.

He was a handsome man with a very polished lookitabimn. The grey
amongst his curly black hair suggested he was a/éans older than Peter,
but the twinkling brown eyes indicated that he sdahe same zest for life
and all its pleasures.



'Personally, I'd rather have the "Sunrise" bedshréa drawled. 'I've got to
have one of your creations, Lyn. Peter says yda%ign one especially for
our room. Just call us when you're free. Any tirhalla Any price.'

Lyn beamed, absolutely elated by their complimehdisbe happy to do that,
Max. Thank you.'

'‘Good! And might | say you've just made my nightriwhile. 1 must
confess these society dos are more Maddie's ctgadhan mine, but Peter
always seems to conjure up something special.’

Peter chuckled. 'l did tell you Lyn was special x\Va
'Ah, but you have a talent for the totally unexpectAnd the very beautiful.'

Peter's chuckle became a full-throated laugh. thedhight has just begun,
my friend. Let's be off.’

As they rode down in the lift Max chivvied his fnié on the inconvenience.
'‘Damned if I know why you don't get yourself a dedeouse, Peter.’

'l tried it once. It's not for me ... servant pmils, maintenance problems,
security problems, people taking up your time. ¥auo have them, Max. Up

here I'm as free as a bird. Can come and go a&aselwithout a care in the
world.'

'How do you like it, Lyn?' Madeleine asked curiguskou've lived in a
mansion with servants all your life, haven't you?'

'‘And hated it. I'm with Peter," she replied firmbgvering the momentary
pang she had felt at Peter's declaration of free@&ima might be with Peter,
but she couldn't imagine that he would ever acaaptties ... not the tie she
wanted most of all. But what more could a womantask what Peter had
given her? Lyn hugged that thought to herself and gontent.

They drove to the Mansfield mansion in Max's wiiiells Royce, with
Madeleine extracting all the details about Lyn'ssdrand jewellery along
the way. Once there it was Lyn who took the lead, she was conscious of



a heady anticipation as she moved them all thrahgharched foyer to
where her parents were stationed at the entrartbe targe reception room.
Surely they would at least approve of her appea&amught?

Alicia Mansfield turned from greeting the previoasivals. The gracious
welcome which had been set on her face suddeffiigrsgd with shock. Her
eyes took on a glazed look. It seemed to Lyn thaafmoment her mother
had not even recognised her.

'Hello, Mother. You know Peter, of course. And tisidladeleine Kane and
Max Abrams. My mother, Alicia Mansfield.'

‘Lynette!"' The name was a gasp of wonderment.
'Doesn't she look superb?' Madeleine tripped ouamoramused laugh. 'l
must congratulate you, Alicia. It must make youyveroud to have two so

very beautiful daughters.’

'One of whom, at least, has a very extraordinatgntd Max added
smoothly.

Lyn could not help smiling.
'Yes ... thank you, thank you," Alicia said weakliie society hostess
struggling to recover an appropriate composurs. viery kind of you to

come at such short notice. And we're very, verggde to welcome you.'

Madeleine smiled broadly. 'Our pleasure. WhenewterPcalls, we know
it's for something special, don't we, Max?'

He grinned at Peter. 'Should have been a showman.’

‘All the world's a stage," Peter retorted, shruggithen smiled at Lyn's
mother. "You look lovely tonight, Alicia.'

Peter himself looked every inch the distinguishedtigman in his formal
dinner suit, and his special aura of absolute asser was even more
pronounced.



Alicia's gaze flickered with uncertainty and nditde awe. 'Thank you . ..
Peter.' Then her gaze returned to Lyn. She shoolkdaal a little as her eyes
filmed with tears. "You look so happy, Lynette.istv... | hope you'll always
be as happy.'

The wish was so obviously genuine that Lyn feltsgaick at her own eyes.
She had been wrong. Her mother did love her; shby/rdid. No matter how
ineffective the love was, it was there. Impulsivelyn leaned forward and
pressed her cheek to her mother's. "Thank youwkispered huskily.

'Lynette? Is it you?"'

The incredulous note in Gerald Mansfield's caliwdibeir attention. Lyn
turned to greet her father as he made his retom & group of guests.

'Lyn . .." He took her hands in his. His eyes drhakin, their expression a
strange mixture of pleasure and pain. His voicesmihe spoke, held a soft
note of wistfulness. "You should have always lookkel this. I'm so very
glad you came, my dear.'

He kept one of her hands tightly in his as he efldris free one to Peter. 'Mr
Kelso, I've looked forward to meeting you. | hogddve this evening's over
we can find time to talk together.'

'One of the pleasures I've been anticipating afl Gerald. And please call
me Peter.' His smile was genial and inviting. 'Wéhar you have a free
moment, I'll be available. And now, may I introduug friends, Madeleine
Kane and Max Abrams?'

Gerald Mansfield handled the meetings with all digmnified charm of his
heritage. He ushered the party into the room andrag the buzz which
went round the guests as Lyn and Peter made thieanee. Only when he
had made many introductions and a convivial groag formed round the
newcomers did he take his leave to return to luspton duties.

The reaction to Peter was twofold. The women regghrigim with frank
curiosity; the men were only too eager to engageihiconversation. There
were respect and interest in his opinions as teetbeff blithe generalities,



including Lyn in everything he said. Madeleine &max were masters at the
art of mixing, friendly, witty, oozing with easy atm.

But it was Lyn who was the star of the party, theuls of all eyes. Madeleine
repeated the story of the dress and necklace, renfascination of Lyn's
appearance was further heightened. People stat@dpeved, and stared
again in admiration or envy, just as Peter hadiptedl.

There was only one person who pointedly ignored led that was
Delvene. Lyn saw her sister circulating among thests, but always at a
distance. Once Lyn caught her staring at her neekthe perfect mouth in a
sulky pout, the green eyes glittering with envy.

She-wondered if Delvene was too wary of Peter'gguento risk an
approach. Or perhaps Peter's lecture to her mbdteborne some fruit and
Delvene had been ordered to keep her distance.alvathe reason, Lyn
could not help enjoying the fact that it was shewlas doing the shining
tonight instead of Delvene.

Lyn was dancing with Max when she saw her fath@eap at Peter's side.
After a short exchange of words they left the loalin together. Heading for
the library, Lyn surmised. She heaved a resigréd Bigh, and hoped her
father would not be too discomfited by Peter's rahchitchat.

The dance ended. The orchestra took a break. Lgribaned two drinks,
and still Peter had not returned to her side. Nas ¥here any sign of her
father. She began to feel edgy. She disliked naiwkmy what was
happening. Surely they had had enough time to resawhe kind of
understanding? The party was not the same witheter PAll the admiration
was meaningless, and she felt flat and bereft.rhled was made up. With
quick, decisive steps she walked out to the library

It was only when she reached the heavy panelled tthad she hesitated.
Practically all the miseries of her life had bessaxiated with her father's
library. She hated the room. Even now, knowing teter was inside, she
was reluctant to enter. But she made herself kaockwalk right in.



Cigars! There were Peter and her father, sittingaae in the huge leather
chairs, smoking cigars. As if they were celebrat@ngirth. The birth of a
friendship? A wry little smile tugged at her mouwth the two men rose to
their feet. For years and years Lyn had tried tacheher father, never
succeeding. Peter had apparently done it in a mattainutes.

'‘Were you getting worried?' he asked, holding oist &rm to her and
drawing her to his side.

"You seemed to be gone a long time,' she answesetyw

He smiled down at her, assuring her that everytlag fine. "Your father
and | had much to talk about.'

Gerald cleared his throat and spoke with a distioté of deference. 'Peter, |
appreciate that you'd like to be alone with Lyndtiet | may not get another
chance tonight and | very much want a few privaveds with my daughter.
Would you mind?'

Lyn sensed his hesitation. 'lt's all right, Peter.’

His smile held an ironic twist. 'I'll wait outsidéust remember that even a
master of the game can always run into an unexgdateh.’

She frowned after his departing figure, wonderigtnmanipulative moves
he had played in here with her father, who apphramiderstood his

comment. It did seem extraordinary that there reghlno tension between
the two men when she had entered the room. But, tReter was so

extraordinary.

"You must love him very much, Lynette," her fathaid softly.

She turned to him, a little startled at hearingflelings put into words. She
had never spoken it out loud. 'Yes, | do, Fatlsbée'admitted quietly. 'He's .
.. he's everything to me,' she added in a plagdtore, knowing that her
father could not at heart approve of her livinghafteter without benefit of
marriage, no matter what face Peter had put upon it



He nodded gravely, it had to be so. For a littleleylafter your mother told
me you were with him, | believed it was becausealvailed you. But ..." he
shook his head, 'that didn't ring true. You havstrang character. Like
Henrietta. However, | know now that we did fail yiowther ways, Lynette,
very badly. | hope you can find it in your hearfdogive us.'

His sincerity was beyond question, and when he txaldhis arms to her Lyn
rushed into them, hugging her father with all tletpup feeling she had
hidden from him over the years. He gently laid ¢heek on her hair and
patted her back in awkward affection.

it seems a terrible indictment on my perception thead to lose a daughter
before | could really see her.' He gently pulletd @fther embrace enough to
look down at her face, and his eyes held a shadopain. 'I've been to
Sinclair's showroom. Why didn't you ever show meaivipou could do,
Lynette?'

'You didn't like me doing art, Father. You . . .uyalways showed
disapproval.’

He heaved a sigh. 'l was a stupid, blind fool. lta was so right, | should
have listened to her. But | am interested now, ligneand I'm very, very
proud of you. More than that. | love all that yae,abut | expect it's come
too late. Peter will claim all your time, but sparsttle for us, will you? Let

us come and visit you?'

You'll be very welcome, Father," she promised hamazed that he had
changed his position so far.

He smiled his relief. "Your Peter is quite an estdanary fellow, you know.
Quite extraordinary. He taught me what I've missatdon with you.' His
gaze dropped to her necklace and he gave a litdkesof his head. 'And
'despite his reputation, | can't doubt that he $ox@u very deeply.’

Love! Lyn's heart performed an uncoordinated jig-

Her father drew in a long breath. 'The last thiegpected was his asking for
your hand in marriage...'



Marriage! Her heart stopped dead.

... but considering the way he's looked after ybessed you, even chided
your parents for your sake, | feel sure he'll teyou, Lynette. For ever.

And you've chosen him. That's more than enoughnfer I've been so

wrong, so terribly wrong. | wish you every happimésgether.' He tenderly
kissed her forehead and smiled indulgently at'Hikigo now and send him

in to you.'

Lyn's heart had pumped into life again, wild, cl@abte. Her mind jagged
around her father's words, hoping, disbelievingd dimally, painfully,
understanding. It was a game, the play of the uaebed. A manipulation of
her father's need for respectability. A marriagecWwhwvould never take
place. The hitch in the game. Peter had warnedBwgrthe disappointment
was so intense that Lyn could not stop the rudkars to her eyes.

The library door was opened. Her father walked aot] Peter walked in.
This damned, damned library, Lyn thought despadlyin¢n instinctive
defence, she turned her back on Peter, battlirsgetm the tears. It was an
impossible task; they kept coming.

'Lyn?' Peter's voice, soft, caring, concerned.

Logic warred with emotion, but emotion was far &imng to be repelled.
She swung on him, the tear-filled eyes luminou$\pain. 'You didn't have
to use that, Peter. The idea of marriage might gamae to you, but ... It's
one thing to make Charles Sinclair jump throughdsed's quite another to
do it to my father. He believed you, Peter. It'hadful, to him and to me. |
never thought you'd tell a lie, not even in a galt®so ... so...'

The look of searing intensity in his eyes madetbegue falter. "You think
this is a game?' His voice was furry with emotion.

'What . . . what else can it be?'

‘The game is over, Lyn. It's been over for a ldagg time. | need you more
than any man has ever wanted any woman." His hao#isgentle hold of



her upper arms, and in his eyes was the look @, lem urgent, possessive
love, without the slightest spark of amusementihglkanywhere.

"You're more precious to me than anything in theldvdancomparable. My
life is worthless without you. Tonight | wanteddweep you off your feet,
and I'd planned this moment as an answer to alidimance in your soul. |
hoped your father wouldn't pre-empt me in his taith you, and I'm sorry
he has. Will you marry me, my love, and share yieiwith me?"

Lyn stared at him disbelievingly, even while sedimng truth in his eyes and
hearing the wonderful words he spoke. "You realyninto marry me?' she
whispered, almost afraid to accept what she sawhaadd. It meant too
much.

'l most certainly do. Haven't | always known my omind?' Peter took
something from his pocket, lifted her left handd atowly slid on to her
third finger a ring of gold, encrusted with rubsesd pearls. 'Does this make
it more believable, Lyn? You'll wear this ... foefi

'Peter .. ." She was too choked with emotion torgdout her feeling for him
shone from her eyes with telling eloquence.

He drew her into his arms and she wrapped her ams aound him,
hugging him fiercely to her.

'l love you,' she said with intense passion, theaméd back to look up at
him. 'l came to you with my bedspread because édoyou, Peter, and
wanted to be with you always.'

'It was the only time in my life | ever felt doulbtwasn't sure why you were
doing it or what | should do. But | wanted you soah ..." He smiled a
beautiful smile. 'Thank you for giving me the mosrvellous moments in
my life.'

'Oh, Peter, you're so marvellous to me. And wantiingharry me ... I'm so
happy ..."



She reached up to kiss him, and he responded wiglasaion which
expressed all the love there could ever be betweean and a woman at
such a moment of intimate revelation.

Curiosity also required satisfaction. 'When did wbart to love me, Peter?'
Lyn asked somewhat breathlessly when their mouwdheg for a moment.

'It took a long time. About fifteen minutes aftee met.’

Laughter bubbled up in her, and she laid her hgathat his shoulder and
gave in to it until tears rolled down her cheeks.whs still mad, gloriously,
wonderfully mad. And she adored his madness.

It was some considerable time later when she stefjesat maybe they
should rejoin the party. Peter agreed, commentiag) the library was not
quite the place he had in mind for what he wantedd, and really, her
father should refurnish with more considerationdtirers. He would speak
to him about it.

The party had reached the convivial stage wherectyss were being called
upon. Gerald Mansfield took the stage. He was adpublic speaker at
company dinners, and all the guests wore smilastifipation as he cleared
his throat. Lyn snuggled against Peter and histeyimened around her. She
felt deliriously happy.

'It is a very pleasant thing indeed, to be surr@shby one's family and
friends on such a night as this,' her father robed in his rich, speaking
tone. 'l thank you all for being here. This partgswconceived as a
celebration for my having made it through a halfitcey of years. And I'm

glad I did make it . ..

A burst of applause and affectionate laughter mhitle pause a few
moments.

'Fifty years. A watermark, one might say. A timédok back and take stock
of what one has done with one's life. I've had sgreat moments of
happiness!—unforgettable. The birth of my daughteese two of them.

But | think my greatest moment of happiness camenwklicia accepted my



proposal of marriage. She was, and is, and alwaly$ve&y the wife of my
heart.'

Another burst of applause interrupted him and Gesatiled at Alicia, who
stood nearby. Then he held up his hand for silence.

‘Tonight I've been forcefully reminded of the fegliwe shared when we
pledged our troth, and | have great pleasure imancing the engagement
of my daughter, Lynette, to a man she loves andsemve for her is surely

obvious to everyone here. He has left me in no titath he will cherish her

as a father would want his daughter cherished. péwBeter Kelso.'

There were gasps and stares of surprise. Madedgine a little shriek of
delight, and it was Max who set off the somewhédteel applause, clapping
loudly as he followed Madeleine in her rush to aamglate Lyn and Peter.

'I should have known. You devil, Peter! | shouldd&nown this was what
you'd planned,’ Madeleine cried, hugging them lvath glee.

‘A showman,' Max chuckled behind her.

Alicia descended upon them, kissing them both afibling happy words
of well-wishing. Lyn hugged her, blissfully free all the inhibitions of the
past. Even Delvene came forward to mouth the takergratulations, and
stiffened in surprise as Lyn kissed her with a heay full of love to hold
any resentment against her sister. Delvene hesjtdten with an odd
mixture of expressions on her beautiful face shedd forward and kissed
Lyn back.

'‘No grudges ... Lyn?' she whispered.
‘None at all,’ Lyn smiled, '... Delvene.'
'Peter!" Gerald called, inviting him to speak.

'Madeleine, this is for print,” Peter commandedhetteering Lyn over to
where her father stood.



An instant hush dropped Over the guests, intergightened and curiosity
piqued by what they perceived as an amazing match.

''d like to thank Gerald for his generous suppoMicia for her
graciousness. Most of you here know of me. A fewaf know me. All of
you have been surprised by this announcement. Blievie me, your
surprise is nothing to the surprise | felt on magliyn and getting to know
her. Up until the very recent past, I've viewed bk a game, one | played to
the full, trying out everything it offered, alwagearching for the ultimate,
the one unique, wonderful experience which woulfil thhat part of me that
always remained unsatisfied. | didn't know whatass . .. but now | do.’'

He turned to Lyn, his eyes glowing with the richeatisfaction of all. ' Those
of you who have known real love ..." he reachechfar'... will know what
Lyn and | feel now.' He gathered her into his artAad you'll know why
we're leaving now ..." He kissed her, then smilednd at the crowd of
bemused guests. 'We have a lot to talk about. Weetlappy to see you all at
the wedding. Until then we're officially dead, samnd ring or call.' He gave a
blithe wave of farewell as he swept Lyn towards dber. 'Thank you for
sharing this wonderful evening with us, and a \gogd night to you all.’'

Lyn began to laugh in the foyer and almost stumdiaan the front steps in
her hilarity. "You were dreadful, Peter! Mother Mpitobably be having a fit.'

‘Not at all. She's beginning to like me, and whato hostess can boast of
such a happening at her party? Besides, | simplyght of what you would
do in the same situation and did it," he retortidul\g

You're right," Lyn spluttered between giggles. W@ share something
special.'

'Soulmates,' Peter breathed as he kissed her lasath

Hand in hand they wandered down the driveway,ttosvverything but their
joy in each other, until Lyn caught sight of twgures trailing after them.

'Peter, we're being followed," she whispered.



He glanced around. 'Oh hell! The security guard&t$ the problem with
possessions, Lyn. We'll have to get rid of thatgkevy.'

'‘Over my dead body"

He grinned. 'Over your body any time.' Then headrtowards the two men.
'‘Go and get your car.

You can give us a lift home. But no watching in thiring mirror!'

'Yes, sir. Thank you, sir. Our pleasure, sir," caingecheery reply.

Peter's eyes sparkled down at Lyn. 'What does be kifi pleasure?’

'l don't know, but you're certainly the mastertgfliyn declared.

And it was a divine madness that swirled aroundithiEhe world could look

on and wonder as much as it liked. The angels avdre could look on and
dream. For the magic they shared was indeed unigweas immortal.



