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He was the answer to Dani's dreams.

Cameron McFarlane was handsome, rich and fairhotesxhe was
the bestselling author of The Psychology of SexréMimportantly,
he needed Dani!

Cameron needed her to cater a dinner party. And Bgreed--in
exchange for his spending Christmas Day with her lzer family.
With a man like Cameron at her side, surely heilfawould finally
consider her a success.

Cameron certainly seemed to like more than just'®anoking. His
kisses excited and confused her. Was he just gatong, or was he
playing for keeps?



CHAPTER ONE

DISASTERS COME IN THREESThe whole world knew that was a fact
Danielle Halstead knew it was fact. Therefore thevald be no
doubting it was a fact.

Dani brooded over this inescapable truth as she wwaugh the
motions of getting ready for the day ahead of I&re put on her
baggy blue jeans and a comfortable T-shirt dyadmes of blue and
black. The colours not only suited her mood butenmactical for the
work she had to do. It was the kind of work guagadtto contribute
to her feeling of gloom and doom.

The first disaster had occurred eight days ago.Haldehurled away
her job. In more ways than one.

It wasn't her fault. She had been confronted bituatson that had
simply been impossible to accept. So five yeartatl work and
dedication had come to an abrupt and sordid end.

Dani had made a lot of sacrifices for the sakenefdareer she had
chosen. She loved being creative with food, angag no mean feat
to have worked her way up to the position of agsisthef in one of
Sydney's most reputable restaurants. She had adcyet long night
hours, accepted the fact they precluded a nornesldde, accepted
the loneliness forced upon her by the conditionkesfjob. But no
way in the world could she have accepted what Jwdioted.

She had tried telling him nicely that she wasrténested. She had
tried laughing off his many and varied approachesher. That
forceful and disgusting groping in the pantry haabeher burn with
furious indignation, and when he had pursued hérgdkitchen with
more of his vile suggestions, Dani had cooled ins$ &t point-blank
range. Her beautiful, rich, gooey, death-by-chaeotake had met its



death in a glorious splatter. All over Julio. lrorit of the whole
kitchen staff!

That was the end. And since Julio was the bosspdneng of the
ways was inevitable and irreconcilable. There wagaing back.

The second disaster followed on the heels of tis& Dani's closest
neighbour, Mrs. B, had sprained her ankle last wedk Her

livelihood was at risk, since she was in no cooditio work. There
was only one solution to the problem. Dani didaténany work to go
to. Ergo, Dani could take over Mrs. B's work urtdr ankle was
better.

Which was why she would soon be on her way to cléameron
McFarlane's house. The prospect did not lighten dtep or her
spirits. Having cleaned three houses this week @&s Bls stand-in,
Dani was of the opinion that this work was not high job
satisfaction. She was not about to perpetuate ihraslternative
career. The smell of furniture polish and toiletasier did not give her
the same kick as the smell of a perfectly riserffeou

The truth of the matter was she didn't know whaldaevith the rest of
her life. Since that awful scene with Julio, evemn Ambition to run

her own little restaurant had curled up and diedybé& she would get
over the sense of shock and weary disillusionmeime, but right

now Dani doubted it.

What she did know was that a third disaster hadetamn its way,
lurking in the not too distant future. Three in @wr It always
happened. Dani comforted her feet by putting on tneasured
Reeboks, then heaved a deep sigh and headed fmttireom to tidy
up the rest of her appearance.

The telephone rang.



Dani had no sense of premonition when she bacléchttkanswer it.
She even smiled when she heard her mother's voice.

"l hope | didn't wake you up, dear."

Dani hadn't yet told her parents she was no lowgeking late hours.
She hated the thought of telling them she was batjob. And the
reason. They had never approved of her choicerekcan the first
place. She forced a bright tone into her voice.

"No, Mum. | was up. What can | do for you?"

"It's about Christmas Day, Dani. You know it's otviyp weeks away.
Nicole rang to say she was bringing her new mah tatr."

Dani grimaced. Her beautiful brilliant elder sistdways had some
gorgeous hunk in tow to show off her success edcihg desirable
men. She never failed to make Dani feel secondatathe mating
game.

"And | was wondering if you were bringing a friehdme with you
this year."She had in years gone past, mostly aewar waitress
working and travelling around Australia, and too flam family to

go home for Christmas. Nicole sneeringly callednth®ani's

lame-duck friends. But because of what had happeiddher job,

Dani was out of contact with all her friends andjuintances.
Except for her neighbour, Mrs. B.

"l haven't anyone on my list at the moment," siptied. "I'll let you
know in good time if | meet someone | want to brikgm."

“Thank you, dear. Has Nicole told you her good riewRride and
pleasure in her voice.

Dani sighed. The perfect daughter had undoubtéuige again. "No,
we haven't been chatting lately. What's the news?"



"She's been promoted. A huge rise in salary. She slae can now
afford to put a down payment on the lovely apartmehere she
lives. Isn't that marvellous?"

"Yes. Marvellous,"” Dani echoed flatly. The knowledgf what the
third disaster was going to be had just thumped iv@r mind and
heart.

Christmas Day.

Two weeks away. There was no question it wouldvardead on
time, and it would undoubtedly complete the trirofydisasters.

As her mother chatted on about family affairs, Datumly
anticipated what would happen when she went homth RNér own
career down the drain—impossible to keep hiding faet
forever—Nicole, the ultra-perfect daughter who mesdiel anything
wrong, would have a field day.

Like a film-clip preview, the predictable scene rsd playing
through Dani's mind.

Daddy looking disapproving. Where was her ambition?

Nicole sweetly saying that Dani not only couldr#ek a job, she
couldn't get a man and keep him, either. Of coutseas no trouble
for Nicole to have both. Which she would demonstraght, left and
centre, in prominent contrast to her feckless yeusgster.

Mummy rushing in, sympathetically saying it was gmwod crying
over spilt milk, and undoubtedly Dani would everlyado
something good.

Daddy and Nicole exchanging knowing little smiléshee complete
impossibility of this platitude coming true.



And so on and so on.
Utter disaster.

Dani knew perfectly well that competing with hede sister was a
totally lost cause and not worth thinking about, iyalways rankled
that Nicole had been the one born under a lucky BSkat only was
she bright and beautiful, but everything seemethltoout right for
her, while for Dani, the world seemed to move mwrong direction.

She suddenly noticed the time ticking away andiédly ended the
call from her mother. She would be late for Mrs b at Cameron
McFarlane's house if she didn't get a move on. thatlwas another
thing her family wouldn't approve of.

They would never count a middle-aged cleaning woagsomeone
worthwhile knowing, and certainly not the best kiofdfriend for
Dani to have.

They would be appalled that she had offered tinfilor Mrs. B. That
would be called do-gooding of the worst kind. Itsmaot Dani's
responsibility. It was not Dani's problem. Thereswa call on her to
volunteer.

For Dani it was somewhat different. She had volergd before she
ever sat down to think if it was her problem. Afédly she didn't have
anything better to do.

She raced into the bathroom, looked at her refladm the mirror

above the washbasin and screwed her nose upHgsrithair was a
mess. At least she never had to pay a hairdresggtta permanent
wave, Dani thought ruefully. When it came to crasgband curls, she
had an abundance of them. An overabundance. Tlyen@yl to stop

it from looking like a mop of frizz was to grow hieair long and keep
it that way, but this morning it was an electrioud, sticking out

everywhere.



As she set about twisting the long thick mass anftid a practical
plait, Dani eyed her freckles with her usual diakine skin might
be fine for a country like Norway, but for the Hatstralian climate,
it was a curse. People said the sprinklings okfescacross her nose
and cheekbones were attractive, but Dani cqyldsfi tvishing they
weren t there. She wished her skin would go a kgt in the sun.
As Nicole's did.

It didn't seem fair that Nicole had inherited bk tbest geneShehad
got their mother's beautiful green eyes. The IBasi could have got
was her father's sherry-brown colour. But no. Hegse a mixture of
the two. Hazel. The common denominator. Like heef&Vhich was
far more round than the perfect oval that set a¢bi's beauty. And,
of course, Nicole's hair was a silky honey, notrpraedium brown.

Dani knew she wasn't plain, but somehow Nicole gbmvaade her
feel plain. She had been told plenty of times @ta¢ had a cute,
friendly face. She had a nice smile, a pert litttese, and her eyes
were bright and thickly lashed. But even lookingtha good side,
Dani had to acknowledge she was never going touado striking.
Like Nicole.

Besides which, if she attracted anyone, it invdyialrned out to be
the wrong sort of person. She thought of her masemt and galling
experience with Julio and shuddered. Her mind mistawitched to
Mrs. B. She didn't care what her family said, sked Mrs. B and she
was glad to be able to help her out at this cliticae.

Nothing turned out right for Mrs. B, either. Evererhname,
Brwonkowskivitch, which came from having been Wyieharried to
a Russian emigrant, was difficult to pronounce prbp Her husband
had been a con man and a wastrel, and her lifena$ong string of
disasters. Dani felt a stab of deep sympathy fopber neighbour as
she left her flat and raced upstairs to get CambfoiRarlane's house
key.



Mrs. B occupied the ground-floor flat, right abdWani's basement
bed-sit in the old terrace house, which was harsiilyated for them
in the inner-city suburb of Darlinghurst. It wasalcheap, which
suited their pockets. Particularly in the preserdumnstances."Mrs.
B?" Dani called out as she knocked on the door.

"Come on in, Dani." Mrs. B's door was unlocked &aedvoice came
from the bedroom. "The key you need is on the drldeosideboard.”

"Got it. How's the ankle this morning?"

"A lot better, thank you, Dani. I'm just gettingedsed."

"Can | do anything to help?"

"No. You go on. | can manage. Say hello to dear €amfor me."

Dani grimaced at the indulgent fondness in Mrs.\Be. Mrs. B
always described her job as 'doing for her genttehaand Cameron
McFarlane was her most favoured gentleman. He wésm@us
author, she had boasted, although Dani doubted 8f& was a
voracious reader, and she was completely unfamilitlr the name
Cameron McFarlane. Dani suspected him of being gongeof a
con man since Mrs. B seemed susceptible to charimirsy

“I'll do that, Mrs. B," she called out dryly.

"You'll be able to see all the books he's had ghbkli," Mrs. B said
proudly. "They're in his study."

His books were about psychology or something liee,tMrs. B had
told her, which was probably why Dani didn't recisgnhis name.
"Okay. I'll have a look at them," Dani assured Helt.drop the key
back to you when | get home and we can have atlcbat"

"Have a nice day!"



"You, too. And keep off that ankle."

Dani considered psychology a murky area, fertieugd for cranks
and quacks. Books on such a subject had no afpleat.tHer taste in
reading ran to historical romances, science ficaod other more
entertaining areas of literature.

Nevertheless, she fully intended to check on "@zaneron's" books.
As she headed outside to catch a bus to her destinahe had to
concede that if "dear Cameron" lived in Double Bpgychology
must pay well. Double Bay was one of the most egpenareas in
Sydney.

It was a beautiful summer morning, sparkling wiimsner sunshine,
but Dani had too much on her mind to appreciate alime morning
it was. She caught the appropriate bus and broadedt her life as
she rode through the city.

Out of a job. No man in tow. Living in what her fadyrconsidered a
dump compared to Nicole's lovely apartment. No daalout it,

Christmas Day would be a disaster for her. Not rieany people
could be considered a complete failure at twentgeghDani thought
with grim irony. It was a pity her family couldrthink of complete
failure as a spectacular achievement.

The bus eventually came to Double Bay and Daninsioled out at
the stop Mrs. B had designated. She checked théoensnof the
houses along the street, not wanting to walk pastdestination.
They were very up-market houses, only to be expgdotéhis classy
suburb. No failures in Double Bay.

She found the address and her eyes widened coaisigeat how
extremely well Cameron Mc-

Farlane's brand of psychology did pay. She walkednda path,
which cut through perfect lawns and tropical gasjeand led to a



house that could possibly be called one of theitairal wonders
of the world.

It had numerous levels and shapes in its structure,the roof line
was quite spectacular with rows of skylights radmtout from a
central dome. Dani quite looked forward to explgrthe interior. It
was certainly the finest home of the four that bhd been to this
week.

The first had been Mr. Newbold's renovated terrhomise at
Woollhara. That had been a relatively easy job, @adi had been
quite touched by Mr. Newbold's concern over Mrs.H& was a
widower of about sixty and clearly a lonely man dese he had
followed Dani around, talking about Mrs. B all ttime, obviously
missing her company.

Mr. Clifford at Randwick and Mr. Kenway at ElizahéBay had both
chosen to go out for the day while Dani cleanedr themes. Dani

hoped that Mr. McFarlane had gone out for the @sywell. She

wasn't in the mood for courteous small talk wigtranger. She could
get on much faster if she had the house to hefsa@lbwing Mrs. B's

instructions, Dani rang the doorbell to announce dreival, then

used' the house key to let herself in.

She closed the door behind her and stood stod¢kggibing at the
mind-boggling splendour and spaciousness”® the folterwas
circular, like the glass dome set into the roof edwenty feet above
it, pouring light onto a pool filled with waterlds and orchids and
other exotic plants. A fountain played softly ovke greenery and
artfully arranged rocks and what looked like driftvd but was
probably specially sculpted pieces to complemeatydking else.

The floor was patterned with mosaic tiles in teottecand white. The
wall was painted in the palest of terracotta pirks] had a rich sheen
that reflected the light. Four sets of double ddeds off from the



foyer, counting the entrance doors behind Dani. yTheere
symmetrically spaced—right, left, front, back.

Mrs. B had told Dani to take the left-hand doorgétd to the master
bedroom suite at the end of the hallway. Her fobtin every house
was to strip the bed, collect the towels from ththboom and get the
laundry started.

The only sound she could hear was the water frafdbntain, so
Dani figured she had the place to herself. Otherwis. McFarlane
would have come to check her out after she had thegloorbell.
She had been standing here long enough for hino todIn fact, it
was time she got moving.

Her footsteps seemed to echo loudly on the tiledrfas she crossed
the foyer to the left-hand doors. It made her ik tiptoeing, but
that was ridiculous. There was no-one to neai ner.

The doors opened to a wide hallway, lit by a rowsloflights. There
were quite a few rooms leading off from the hallMayt Dani didn't
bother looking into them. Time for that later. Steaded straight for
the master bedroom to get started on her work.

She opened the door and came to another deadthats not the
sight of the splendour and spaciousness of the tbaincaused her
stillness this time. It was the sight of the nakezh on the bed.

First there was the shock of finding she was nm&in the house.
Then there was the shock of the body itself.

It was sprawled out in front of her in the relaxasandonment of
sleep, and it was prime beefcake. No other desmnipgtould do it
justice. It could have leapt to real live flesh anldod from the
centrefold of one othosemagazines.



Dani shook her head in dazed disbelief. She sioplydn't imagine
that such a body belonged to Cameron McFarlane. Blssother
gentlemen were all over fifty. This body showedsign of venerable
age. Dani felt a little stab of grateful relief thiwas lying front

down. As it was, she had a riveting eyeful of mal#ity. She didn't

need any further confirmation on that score.

The man was built like a world-champion swimmel
broad-shouldered, strongly muscled arms and baokhspped, taut
cheeky buttocks, long powerful legs. Most impresisiathletic.

Dani found her eyes roving back to his bottom whepmrovocative
strip of paler flesh interrupted the smooth tamhef rest of his body.
As male bottoms went, it could certainly be classdifas cute and
sexy. Dani couldn't help thinking she wouldn't mmaking up in the
morning to a body like that lying beside her. Otis®, he would
have to be more than a body for her to want thaason, but purely
on an aesthetic level, he was some sight to behold.

Maybe he had a face that looked like it fell ofé thack of a truck,
Dani thought irreverently. It was mostly buriedarpillow from her

present viewpoint. His hair was thick and black atrdight, cut to

collar level at the back. It wasn't closely croppedis head, so he
couldn't really be a world-champion swimmer. The asible ear

was neatly shaped and tucked close to his head.dDapected that
with so many physical assets, it was unlikely thist face didn't

match the rest of him. Some people seemed to geytnng.

Well, this wasn't getting the laundry done, Danidtderself.
Although she couldn't see how to strip the bed with sprawled
over one sheet and the other screwed up undeower half of his
legs.

Dani considered waking him. That could be a triofgration. What
if he rolled over and stretched out as he swamam Eleep? It could



be somewhat embarrassing for both of them. On tiher dnand, he
might sleep on for hours, which would put her bdhimher work.

Her eyes dropped to the quilt, which lay rumpledluoa floor at the
base of the bed. If she covered him with thatry gently... he would
never even know she had viewed him naked. Notua, @anyway. It
seemed the best solution. Then she could wake pimithhout any
compunction at all. She had a job to do, and & s Cameron
McFarlane—which still seemed most unlikely—he knperfectly
well she had a job to do.

Dani moved forward quietly. As she gathered upfdiien quilt a

scrap of black lace and silk fell out. Dani droppieel quilt and picked
up the tiny garment. A very sexy pair of female tpem Unless this
man was a closet transvestite, there was only onelusion to be
drawn from it. The empty champagne bottle sittimgn ice bucket
on one bedside table added to the evidence, ansvthehampagne
glasses on the other bedside table confirmed it.

That certainly settled things in Dani's mind. Therldry had to be
done. She even had an extra bit of it. She crumghedsmall
confection of silk and lace up in her hand anedtifthe quilt over the
dangerous lower half of lover boy's body. Then shek up a
strategic position next to the bedside table.

"It's past nine o'clock," she announced in a criggtter-of-fact voice.
"And you're messing op my work schedule."

His face burrowed farther into the pillow, indicagithat her voice
was an unwelcome intrusion.

"Are you Cameron McFarlane?" Dani demanded.

Maybe he was a son or a nephew. She distinctiyilegcdrs. B
telling her that all her gentlemen were either widd or had never
been married. This man undoubtedly fell into thefcmed bachelor



category, but that didn't prove his identity. Or thther hand, what
was he doing in the master bedroom if he was oislying?

The head lifted, albeit reluctantly. Dani suspedtechad a hangover
from the way he squinted at her out of one eye,shet was right

about the face. It more than matched the bodyutdceven qualify

as a matinee idol face.

A wing of black hair flopped attractively over aghiwide forehead.
His black eyebrows had the kind of punctuated atwt was

flirtatiously challenging. The eye that looked bilgeat her was blue.
A clear, vivid blue. His nose had a strong andeagiharp ridge line.
It sat with perfect symmetry above a mouth thathhigave been
wasted on a man, but wasn't on him. A firm, sqhajasv line was

darkened by unshaven stubble, but that only addetid he-man

virility he emanated. He was handsome all right] #me mature

character lines on his face wiped out any pladtssyness about his
good looks. Dani figured he was probably in hidyetnirties.

"Who are you?" he growled at her.

"How about you answer my question first?" Dani ne@d
reasonably.

"Of course I'm Cameron McFarlane. Who the hell aleald | be?"

"How would | know? I've never seen you before in lifg," Dani
pointed out. "But if you're him, you ought to knavho | am. You
were notified that | was coming."

He winced, shook his head as though to clearety frowned at her.
"Not Mrs. B's stand-in?" he muttered incredulously.

"Got it in one," Dani affirmed.



He rolled onto his side, propped himself up on elbew, pried open
his other eye and looked her up and down. It wgsod thing she had
thought of covering him up with the quilt, Dani ddsd. He hadn't
even checked that he was decently covered. Not thialty he was
doing a good job of undressing her, hiseyes stgpper of her baggy
jeans and T-shirt, and lingering with interest ba pertness of her
full breasts.

"You don't look like a cleaning lady," he observidting his gaze to
hers again and offering a whimsical little smile.

Dani was not amused. This guy was obviously a dydtde-wool
womaniser. "You don't look like a fusty old absemtided professor
of psychology either," Dani retorted.

That surprised him. He cocked one eyebrow in disbéMrs. B told
you that?"

"Not exactly," Dani admitted, her mouth quirkingtivirony. "I had
this image of someone like Freud in my mind. Andhdd the
impression from the indulgent way Mrs. B talks abgou that you
needed looking after."

His face broke into a slow grin, designed to malt atony heart at
three paces. Dimples appeared in his cheeks. "@o,"l he said.
"And Mrs. B does it beautifully."

Oh, boy! Dani thought, ignoring the stupid flutbether stomach. He
was a charmer, all right. He undoubtedly had powos.NB curled

around his little finger. He probably had every veosmof his

acquaintance ready to jump hoops for him. Including obliging

companion of last night. Who had left him a souwvémiremember
her by.

Dani unloosened the black panties from her handdamgled them
from her finger. "A pity your girlfriend isn't intbousework. As it is,



| guess I'm expected to do her laundry as welbassy Which I'll get
on with if you'll kindly vacate the bed."

His grin turned into a crooked appeal. "Mrs. B disuaakes me up
with a cup of coffee. And then she cooks me a propesakfast.”

Dani constructed a sympathetic look. "Well, yoaplbreciate Mrs. B
all the better when she's on her feet again, Mr.Fane.
Meanwhile, you'll just have to hang tough. I'm ohgre to clean.”

She picked up the ice bucket with the dead bottlehampagne,
tucked it under her arm, then rounded the bed lteatdhe two dirty
glasses. "I'll take these to the kitchen. When t back, Mr.
McFarlane, | want to strip the bed. I'd appreciatié you finished
with the bathroom as soon as possible, too. THattsu don't want
dirty towels left lying around."

She walked briskly to the doorway, constructed adescending
smile, then turned around and bestowed it on hlfnydu have a
coffee maker, I'll put it on. Now that you mentibn could do with a
cup. Then when you're ready, you can pour youeseluch coffee
as you like."

She sailed off down the hallway, leaving him indoubt that she was
not at his beck and call. Cleaning a house wastloing. Being a

slave was quite another. Dani would never be aedlathe likes of

him.

Cameron McFarlane was the male equivalent of IstersiHe was
obviously accustomed to everything falling into lap when and
how he wanted it. With his brand of good looks aed appeal, he
barely had to lift a finger for that to happen, arfte was brilliant, as
well, life was his ball to play with.

It was positively sickening the way some people hall. It gave
Dani a lot of satisfaction to put "dear Cameron“tbe loser's end



today. It might only be one little pinprick to rego, but it did her a
power of good to sweep the mat out from under é&t.fThe bed
sheets, in this case. Which was even better. Tlyeheaised Mrs. B
was shameless.

On the other hand, Dani wished he might find héraetive. Of
course, he wouldn't. She was too ordinary for itkeslof him. But if
he did... Dani's mind blossomed with the beautya¥ it would be if
she could take Cameron McFarlane home with hertoistinas Day.

She wouldn't be regarded as a feckless failure thkenno! Her father
would be most impressed that she had a famous rautliow. Her
mother would be dazzled by his looks. And Nicole-rDalmost
laughed out loud—Nicole would be green with envy.

An impossible dream, of course. But it was a fimetésy.

Dani decided to develop it all day, thinking up thk mad ways of
making it come true. She needed something to aimeiseBrooding
over disasters was too depressing. The proposifibow to turn the
third disaster into a triumphant success was mugteib for her
mental health.

It would be even better if she could actually gatr@éron McFarlane
to do it.

One day out of his life. That was all she wantege @eautiful,
scintillating day that would make up for all thetyolowns and
disapproval she invariably suffered from some measb& her
family. In fact, if she didn't have her grandmotteestick up for her,
as Grandma always did, Dani would be tempted ngotbome at all
this Christmas. But with Cameron McFarlane in towhe question
was... how to get his cooperation?



CHAPTER TWO

THE WAY TO A MAN'S HEART is through his stomach. Or so he
grandmother said. It had been one of the reasonsHaa become a
chef.

Experience showed getting to a man through his atbmvas not a
well-proven fact. Certainly not as well-proven asagters in threes.
Dani had never told her grandmother this. Howesbg was now
desperate, and since it was an old saying, shekeasred to give it
the benefit of the doubt just one more time.

If she had one superlative talent, if there wassure way for her to
make a unique impression on anyone, cooking wabhlat. even
Nicole could do with food what Dani could do withod.

Therefore, while it was somewhat galling to baaktran cooking
Cameron McFarlane a proper breakfast, the thoughagbe getting
him to come home with her on Christmas Day madeirime tactical
manoeuvre.

Apart from which, she could then get him talkingilre ate it.

Communication had to be established if she was rtabe for

possibilities to pounce on. And develop. She prbbdhin't have a
chance in hell of capturing his interest. But wtegt heck! She had
nothing better to do, and it was much more intergsthan doing
laundry.

Dani found the utility room, tossed the black pasinto the laundry
tub, then opened the next door, which happily fed the kitchen. It
was a beautifully equipped kitchen, designed fdiciehcy of
movement and with great preparation space. Likerdse of the
house—what she had seen of it so far—no amounbagsnhad been
spared in providing the best. Dani beamed her ajajbro



Having dumped the ice bucket and glasses in the sie examined
the contents of the refrigerator. She spotted dddfy of ham, some
free-range eggs and a collection of cheeses. Tiiteaind vegetable
holders yielded up more goodies—button mushroomsatoes,

shallotts, oranges, mangoes. No doubt about it,celuéd deliver.

Piece of cake!

Armed with this knowledge, Dani returned to the rea®edroom.
Cameron McFarlane had obligingly vacated the bbd.s&ipped off
the sheets and pillow slips, bundled them underher then headed
for what had to be the door to the ensuite bathrdime pressed her
ear to it and picked up the sound of a running gito®he knocked on
the door, then opened it a couple of inches smbkldear her voice.

"Hey, you in there," she called out. Best to getgh on an informal
basis as fast as she could, Dani decided. "Do gelup to eating a
proper breakfast?"

Silence... except for the running shower.

Dani pushed the door open a little farther andedhiber voice.
"Cameron? Can you hear me?"

"I heard you." Derisive.
"You didn't answer." Accusing from her.

"I'm contemplating what caused the sudden changbeaft." A
mocking drawl.

"Christmas spirit," she replied. It was more orsldgke truth. It
certainly had something to do with Christmas, anywa

"It came upon you with a flash of light, did it?"



"You want to stand there under the shower, psychlgaimg the
spirit of Christmas, or do you want breakfast? Tdffer is one time
only. It is not open- ended."

Pause for thought. "Can you cook?"

Got him, Dani thought. "This is your lucky day. Yautalking to one
of the world's leading experts."

There was a gurgling sound that could have beaomnfl laugh.
"Okay. You can try," he answered, and there sedmbd a thread of
indulgence or smug amusement in his tone.

"Keep thinking like that, Cameron, and we are dtdiy notgoing to
get on like a house on fire."

"l promise to eat it."

The ultimate insult! So much for trying to be attrae, Dani thought.

She considered serving him up two charred piecésast and eggs
that had been cooked to the consistency of ruldemwe him right.

Pride wouldn't allow it.

"l haven't got all day, so hurry up out of thatwko. | don't like to be
kept waiting," she warned. The picture of charredst loomed
invitingly. "If you do keep me waiting, it will ball the worse for
you."

"Il be there when the whips are cracking," helsand there was no
doubt about it this time. Laughter in his voice.

Dani frowned, suddenly wondering if he was into pghand kinky

things like that. She had heard of such deviahtee ivas, she would
simply have to cross him off her list of people sbald take home on
Christmas Day. Which was a shame, because he waslyeligible

male on it.



She shut the bathroom door loudly to punctuatedegarture, then
whizzed to the other end of the house. Having duhtpe bed linen
into the washing machine, she poured in some datémnd turned
the appropriate switches. With a bit of trial ambeshe heard water
start to run into the machine and decided she loadhg switches
right.

Her activity in the kitchen carried far more comite. She put the
coffee maker on, cut up some oranges and a martgpurihe fruit
pulp through the blender, then prepared all shelese¢o cook the
perfect nutritional breakfast. Having completedt ttask, she set a
place for him in the breakfast alcove adjoining #iehen, then
paused to admire the view from the window there.

A swimming pool glittered beyond a huge paved t&=r# barbecue
arrangement had been built on the kitchen sideutiaxs outdoor
furniture was spread out for the ultimate in coneeoe and comfort.
Beyond the pool, the ground fell away in landscajgedhces to the
harbour front.

Cameron McFarlane had a prime position, Dani thau@huite

clearly he wanted the best and went after it. Whiels somewhat
dampening. Dani quickly shrugged it off. Nothingwwaed, nothing
gained. Besides, she might not be the sexiest st glamorous girl
of his acquaintance, but she was willing to betwas the best cook.

She went to the stove and put the pans on reallgdb When she
heard him coming she poured the fresh juice froenbllender into a
long glass. As he entered the kitchen, she turmédt with her best
smile.

"Try this," she invited, offering him the fruit k.

Her heart gave a little jiggle as he walked towdrels On his feet, he
was certainly an imposing figure of a man—overfsit tall, Dani



assessed—and the physique she had surveyed iavih&as just as
impressive clothed in blue shorts and a white kpitrts shirt. His
cleanly shaven face looked even more handsomethend was a
nerve-steeling glint of devilment in the blue ey2ani had no trouble
reading the intention. He was disposed to have ef fhun with her.

"I'm sorry," he said condescendingly. "I've forgottyour name."

What a put-down! Dani instantly crossed him off Hest. Too
cocksure. Too arrogant by far. And no matter hownmsingly
gorgeous he was in the flesh, 'the last thing €leeled at her side on
Christmas day was a guy who would put her dowrromtfof her
family.

"Danielle Halstead," she answered curtly.
"Ah!" he said, as though remembering. "And peojalieyou Dani."
"That's true."

"l didn't initially connect you to Mrs. B becauséhlbught she was
sending a male cleaner in her place." He switched alazzling
smile. "I'm glad | was wrong."

Dani sternly told her heart to stop misbehavingtspidly. Of course
he was glad he was wrong! He was getting his besakfooked,
wasn't he?

"Well, Dani, let's see what one of the world's legdexperts can do
with breakfast," he said right on cue, confirmireg bpinion of him.

She had been absolutely stupid to even think oktbacking on
breakfast, Dani thought resentfully. The only pieadeft in it was to
make him eat his condescension.



"Breakfast will be ready in ten minutes," she shgimissively, but he
didn't take the hint to move away and sit down.prgpped himself
against the cupboards in a relaxed pose, cleat®nding to enjoy
watching her efforts. "How do you like your coffé€®ani bit out.

"Black and two sugars."

She poured him a cup and shoved it along the cotmteards him.
"Is the fruit juice to your taste?"

"Delicious." A flicker of curiosity. "Where did Mr<B find you?"
“I'm her neighbour."
"As in the good Samaritan?"

The light tinge of mockery caught Dani on the réwas the kind of
thing Nicole would say, and precisely how she waad it. The idea
of taking Cameron McFarlane home for Christmas wlaarly a

disastrous one. Nicole and he would hit it off Is@il mates.

"l suppose you think I'm stupid for volunteering&p a woman who
depends on her cleaning jobs to make a living?'i Baapped.

His eyes sharpened, noting the flush on her chagklsthe bright
belligerence in her eyes. "No, | don't," he saitkti

"And | suppose you think I'm stupid for volunteeyito cook your
breakfast?" Dani steamed on.

He held up a hand in a trucelike gesture. "Heyt wadbit! You're
getting excited..."

"Don't take me for granted, Mr. McFarlane."

"Cameron?" he tried, eyebrows slanting appealingly.



"Don't take me for granted, Cameron. I'm not ongafr women."
She managed a sneer. "l was being nice to you:sTalat

Both hands up in appeasement. "Okay, okay. | godbrothe wrong
foot—"

"You certainly did."

"And I'm going to start again."
"Fine!"

"Everything forgiven?"

It confused Dani for a moment. He looked genuinsintrite. He
sounded genuinely contrite. And that didn't seeradword with the
character she had given him. She swung away akdn@self over
to the stove to start cooking his breakfast.

"Mrs. B hasn't got any family, you know," she sdig way of
bridging the awkward little silence.

"I kKnow."

She snapped on the gas-ring switches to heat upath® then beat
the eggs with unnecessary but satisfying vigounu'Yhean a lot to
her. For some reason, unknown to me, she likes you.

"Maybe I've got some good points," he suggestednsiaally.

She beetled him a sceptical look. "Maybe Mrs. Baionely old
woman who likes to mother you."

"There s nothing wrong with that," he pointed oeageably.



"No. There isn't anything wrong with that," Danregd grudgingly.
Except he obviously took advantage of it.

"Well?" Another appeal for her goodwill.

"You know what would really give Mrs. B pleasurd?ani fired at
him.

"What?"
"If you sent her some flowers and a get-well messag
"I hadn't thought of that."

She shot him a look of appeal. "It wouldn't hurtyavould it? To
make her feel...well, missed...and cared about®wshe's only your
cleaning lady, but you did say she looks after lgeautifully."

"You're right," he agreed good-naturedly. "Whaégs &address?"

Dani told him and he moved straight to the wabkpélone. She turned
her attention to the stove and began cooking. Teraf two dozen
red roses brought a smile to her lips. Mrs. B wahidk it was a slice
of heaven. A cynical little voice whispered thaint@aon McFarlane
was probably well used to sending red roses, anauiddn't really
mean a thing to him. But at least he hadn't baulitedioing it, one
point in his favour.

He dictated his message for the card. "Missing awodrite lady.
Cameron."

What a womaniser! Quite cynical. All the same, Daad to admit
Mrs. B would love being called his favourite ladyani heaved a
deep sigh of satisfaction. It was nice to have tiwegs happen to
you. For someone like Mrs. B, nice things happemregen't exactly
thick on the ground.



Dani popped two slices of bread into the toastessed the button on
the microwave to heat up the plate ready for sgtvinrned the
omelette, checked that the tomatoes and mushrooens wicely
simmering, added a sprinkling of shallots anddajiremely content
with the delicious smells drifting up to her nose.

"Am | redeemed?"

The note of hopeful appeal in his voice made heutmawitch,
despite her inner disapproval of him. She flashedehderisive look.
"That depends on your motive. Which, | suspect, ld/owt bear too
close an examination."

"l take it that breakfast is my reward," he saigyr

The microwave pinged. The toast popped. She swvgfilgad butter
over the toast, removed the warm plate from thenpaeranged his
breakfast on it with deft artistry, flicked off thgas switches, then
turned to face him with her offering.

"It's not burnt. Sometimes it pays to be generosise'tossed at him
as she carried the plate to the alcove.

He followed, sniffing appreciatively. "Smells grebboks great..."
"I happen to be—"

"Yes. | know." He grinned at her as he sat dowme'©f the world's
leading experts. | shall not doubt your word aghliew start. Right?"

Dani allowed herself to feel somewhat mollified evihough his
charm was the ultimate in slick. "Right," she agreeondering if she
could risk putting him back on the list.

He was open to suggestion. He was good at pretgadimterest. He
had dropped that off-putting arrogance. The questias... how to



make it worth his while to do what she wanted onhiAfter all, he
probably had his own family to go to on Christmas/DOn the other
hand, Cameron McFarlane did not impress her asnantibed family

person.

"Why do | get the feeling that you're measuring upefor another
strike?" he inquired.

Those twinkling blue eyes really were dynamite, Daought. "Eat,"
she commanded, and left him to do so while shenel@aup in the
kitchen and thought some more.

If she could get him to turn in the right kind afrfiormance, he would
certainly do the trick of sidetracking her familpf asking all the
burning questions Dani didn't want to answer. Burgt fshe had to
capture his interest, and not just play interest. Ithd read her
correctly. She did need to strike him, somehow...

"This is a superb omelette," he said.

Back to cooking, Dani thought. Perhaps her granderetasright. If
she made him a very special lunch to top off tleakfast, and started
being really nice to him...

"I'm glad you're enjoying it," she said, beaminmla bright smile.

"Why don't you have a coffee break and come and o at the
table?" he invited. His eyes merrily teased hehesdded, "In the
spirit of Christmas, peace and goodwill."

The perfect opening. "Thank you," Dani said witalgratitude. "I'm
about ready for a cup. Want a refill on yours?" shaded,
demonstrating her goodwill.

"Please."



She provided them both with coffee and then satdopposite him.
He was making short work of his breakfast, eatinfy welish. So he
ought, Dani thought smugly. He wouldn't get a petfyecooked
breakfast like that every day.

"Do you have a family you go to for Christmas?" sisked.

The pleasure on his face seemed to click out, mgavi oddly
expressionless. His eyes lost their sparkle. "Nailig" he said with
forced lightness.

'I'm sorry," Dani said automatically, sensing aonaness that she
had not associated with him before. Although sheetomes wished

to be free of ties of obligation, she would neveshwo be completely

cut off, on her own.

His lips stretched into a sardonic little smile.o'Meed to be. | do
quite well by myself. What about you? A large faail

Dani sighed. "Not so much large as heavy."
He looked quizzical. "Aeavyfamily?"
"There are always expectations to live up to,"iaswered dryly.

His face broke into a grin, sunshine emerging fmoud. "Like
becoming one of the world's experts at cooking?"

"Something like that." It was far too soon to autliher problems.
She had to check out the possibilities first. "Swtvdo you do with
yourself on Christmas Day?" she asked.

He shrugged. "There are always invitations | c&e tg if | want to."



Naturally, Dani thought. A man like him would bele@med by a lot
of people, particularly women. "Anything speciaistlyear?" she
probed.

He shook his head. "I'll probably spend a quietluene. I'll be flying
out to the United States early on Boxing Day."

At least she had the all-clear. He was free to mpamy her home, if
she could get him to cooperate. That was a biDahi tried to rally
her confidence. It was a pity she wasn't any gddtirang. Nicole
was so expert at it that Dani had automaticallyided to bother with
such an art.

Cameron McFarlane cleaned his plate with a piedeast, then sat
back with an air of complete satis-faction. He ghee a twinkling
look of approval that had her toes curling. "How gou learn to cook
like that?"

"With a great deal of application," Dani answerathwa self-derisive
laugh. Stick to cooking, my girl, she told herséifwas her best bet
for softening him up to see things her way.

The telephone rang and Cameron pushed his chairtbaget to his
feet. Dani started to rise also, figuring she hattdo get to the
cleaning if she was going to take time off to carica seductive
lunch.

"Stay. Finish your coffee," he urged.
"It's finished. And I've got work to do."

He grimaced at her argument as he moved to an$wdelephone.
Dani picked up his breakfast things and took therthe sink. She
heard his end of the brief conversation while skecked the
dishwasher. He didn't sound too nappy with what keiag said by



the other party on the line. In fact, when he hupghe telephone, he
gave vent to some colourful curses.

"Something wrong?" Dani asked sympathetically.

He rolled his eyes. "I can't believe it! The mamdbinto tears on me.
A grown man..."

"There must have been a reason."

Frustration edged his voice. "No reason at alirdchthese people to
cater a party tomorrow night. They're supposed éotlie best.
Gourmet food. Reliable quality. Perfect service..."

Peregrine and Sylvester."
"Yes." He looked startled at her knowledge.

"And that was Peregrine to say he couldn't posgibjye." It was a
statement from her, not a question.

Cameron nodded.

"And when you remonstrated, he broke into hystésohbs." Another
statement.

"How on earth could you know that?"
"Elementary. Peregrine and Sylvester specialisggin-tone parties."”
Cameron looked bewildered. "So?"

He obviously needed more explanation. Dani payegdbe it to him.
"It's a wonder Peregrine thought to call and caatelll. About ten
days ago he attempted suicide in a very half-heéameay.
Quarter-hearted is probably more accurate."



"Whatever for?"

"Because Sylvester was lured away by another |dvevas only a
temperamental suicide, of course, to blackmail &stier into coming
back, but I'm afraid it didn't work. The faithleSglvester has flown
off to Venice. The word in the trade is that hexer promised a
luxury train trip on the Orient Express as wellfas and games
amongst the gondoliers."

"My God! How did you find all this out?"

"Gossip. Everyone gossips like mad in the trad&@€ §ave him a
wise look to punctuate the point in case he was sbocatch on.

He winced.

Dani decided some defence of her profession waslier. "Peregrine
and Sylvester are usually very professional inrtiverk, but they do
have their little emotional traumas now and thewlvé&ster will
eventually come back. I'm told he always does. Tthergs will go
straight back to normal."

"What about my party?" Cameron complained.

"You could postpone it for about six months," Daffered helpfully.
"By then..."

"What connection do you have to the catering bussind®ani?"
Cameron asked curiously.

"I've been working as a chef for years. For the paslve months I've
been assistant chef at Julio's Restaurant," shedlagith considerable
pride. The fact that she was no longer there waslevant.

His face cleared of all puzzlement. It was as tioadight had been
switched on behind his eyes. They turned to amitkescent blue. "A



chef. A trained chef." His mouth widened into atidistly wolfish
grin. "What are you doing tomorrow night, Dani?"

A thousand-watt light globe suddenly clicked omiani's mind. The
gold specks in her hazel eyes gleamed very brighikpensive," she
said. "Very expensive."

It did not deter him one bit. He leapt at the bath teeth still bared.
"How much would it cost me to lure you into caterimy party?"
Bribery and corruption obviously no object.

"Well, Cameron,” she said with a lilt. "I can seauld be socially
embarrassed if you couldn't feed your guests the yoa want to.

And since | have a very fine understanding of deamabarrassment,
maybe...just maybe...we can work something out. €dm an

understanding, so to speak."

tie looked at her warily. "You would consider doitg You can get
out of your job at Julio's?"

She wasn't about to admit she was already out. VMheame to
bargaining, Dani was no dumb chick. "l can, witmsoconsiderable
effort, make myself free tomorrow night," she sslmwly. Then in a
dubious tone, "How big is the party?"

"Small," he encouraged. "Only about twenty people."
"Piece of cake." She wanted him encouraged, too.
"You'll do it for me, then?"

"Maybe. | could do something really special.”
"Wonderful."

"No quibbles about the cost of gourmet delicacies?"



"Spend whatever you need to."

"And then there's my time and trouble and expertise

"How much do you want?"

"Nothing. Nothing at all. It's not a question of may for me..."
"What do you want, then?" Frustration.

Dani smiled. She couldn't stop the smile from widgnnto a grin of
calculating triumph. "I'll swap you..."

"Yes?"
"This party, if | can have..."
"Yes, yes?" he pumped eagerly.

"You—body and soul—on Christmas Day!"



CHAPTER THREE

DON'T COUNT YOUR CHICKENS before they hatch. That was alway
Grandma's advice. Yet Dani couldn't help feeliradesl. As she made
her way home, she severely cautioned herself tleae twas many a
slip 'twixt the cup and the lip. But she was driyione of Cameron

McFarlane's cars!

Despite all her commonsense attempts, it was pgavnpossible to
bring herself down to earth. Bursts of glee kegdtdung through her.
She had actually done it! Pulled off the impossdream!

While Christmas Day had not yet come and gone, @ame
McFarlane had given his word that he would playdad. Dani had
no doubt he could do it. Glorious scenes of theaichghe would
undoubtedly make on her family zipped in and out har
imagination. The scenes with Nicole were especgalysfying.

Success was very sweet, Dani thought exultantly h&tan't precisely
got to Cameron's heart by way of his stomach, buatvehe had
achieved through her cooking was more than shexpekcted, so life
was definitely looking up. Luck—in the form of Pgrame and
Sylvester's dereliction of duty—had been on hee.s&he had every
right to feel happy and high- spirited.

Dani laughed as she remembered Cameron's initatiom to her
proposition—totally stunned surprise. Then as shd baxplained
more, his expression gradually changed to whimsisalsement. He
declared it would be his pleasure to be at her@m€hristmas Day,
and fulfilling his role would be a piece of cakehMh was very
sporting of him, considering the way she had gdrmiit.

He had also been rather sporting earlier when Heseat the flowers
to Mrs. B. And she had really enjoyed planning plaety with him.
She couldn't have asked for a more cooperativeng@artHe had



agreed to the shopping list she had made out,aricher the car so
she could get about more freely. Generous as wedparting, Dani

thought warmly. On the other hand, it must havenhmssfectly plain

to him that there was a lot for her to do if shesw@deliver what he
wanted.

It was in his own interest, she reminded herse#t ive could have
left all the party work to her once the bargain hadn struck between
them. Instead of which, he had readily acceptedatigegment that
there was only one of her, not two like Peregrind 8ylvester. He
had followed her around the house while she clearizahi
delegating little jobs for him to do while he askelat she intended
to serve and discussed how best it could be orgdnis

There had been other, more personal questionsgehlsDani had

sparred with him over those, not prepared to gieemhuch of herself
away. What they had was a business agreementaRdr&mple. As
it was, she found Cameron McFarlane too attradkbreher own

good. There was no sense in letting herself benadchinto weaving
fantasies about him that couldn't come true.

Although she had got him for Christmas Day!

Dani was able to park right outside the terraceshaunere she lived.
Not many people owned cars in this street, andicdytnot a luxury
model like a BMW. She hoped it would be safe owgnhi
Darlinghurst was not the most salubrious of subuthg Dani's
iImmediate neighbourhood was relatively quiet arsppeetable.

She quickly carried this afternoon's purchases dtmvner bed-sit,
then raced up the stairs to see Mrs. B.

“It's Dani," she called out from the communal halw

"I'm in the sitting room, Dani," came the reply.



The front room of the ground floor was Mrs. B's tmem. It was
sealed off from the hallway because of the stagrtlast continued up
to the top-floor flat. This was occupied by a caupthose marital
conflicts could be heard on all levels, and a fe@y up the street,
leaving Dani and Mrs. B to wonder how and why tlceyld bear
living together.

The ground-floor hallway ran straight through theuse to the
laundry they all shared, but the door halfway alangpened into
Mrs. B's sitting room, and it was slightly ajar that Mrs. B could
listen to any comings or goings. Even the fightoogiple upstairs
were company for her... of a sort. .. Dani he@rdeel of Fortune
click off as she reached the door. "You don't hevstop watching
TV, Mrs. B."

Since it served for most living purposes, the rawas cluttered with
furniture. Mrs. B sat in her favourite armchairstrieg her injured
ankle on a footstool. The remote control for thewision set was
poised in her hand, but it was instantly clear g8fre had no further
interest in watching the program. Her brown eyeswgd with
pleasure, giving her rather homely face a livetyaation.

"Oh, Dani! You'll never guess. I've had the moshderful day,” she
enthused.

Dani spotted the red roses on the dining tablebtite corner of her
eye, but she didn't let on that she'd seen theras 'tHe swelling in
your ankle gone down?" she asked brightly.

"Almost." Mrs. B waved a dismissive hand. "I hadisitor. Henry
Newbold. You know, from the Woollhara house | clean
Mondays."



Dani didn't have to act her surprise. She had legpacting to hear
something else. But she easily recollected the watavho had been
so concerned about Mrs. B. "That was nice of hshg said.

"Yes. And he brought me a box of chocolates angesta while to
chat." Mrs. B was quite pink-cheeked about it. 'd$&ed if he could
call me Hilda."

Dani raised her eyebrows. A romance in the offisg@ smiled as she
mentally paired them together, Mr. Newbold's stitfpright military
bearing and dignified white mane of hair, Mrs. Bsnewhat roly-
poly build and the dyed red-grey hair permanenthved with a
vengeance. However oddly matched they seemed, ibepadid
attract, Dani reminded herself.Even if it was aatyeasing of mutual
loneliness, it was something.

"He did seem to miss you a lot on Monday," Danicemaged.

"Yes. He told me. And he seemed quite put out wtnenroses
arrived."

"Ah!" said Dani, turning her head to acknowledge ttplendid
arrangement of perfect blooms. Maybe it hadn't bmesh a good
idea after all.

"Quite put out,” Mrs. B repeated with satisfacti6Bear Cameron
sent them."

"He told me he was going to," Dani affirmed, keepirer role in the
affair undercover.

"l had to explain to Henry that Cameron was onengfgentlemen.
Quite a young man, and like a son to me. Henry kaidnderstood
that anyone would like to have me as a mother." &heple bosom
rose and fell in deep pleasure.



Dani smothered a sigh of relief. The gesture hadooisly worked
out even better than she had anticipated. "Welm&an certainly
speaks very fondly of you," she said, happy tha.Mrfelt so happy.

"'A dear boy. A very dear boy, thinking of me litkeat."

Dani didn't think that Cameron McFarlane could 'préperly be
called a boy, but she held her tongue. "Here's ghare of today's
wages," she said, stepping over to the sideboalduaking the notes
into the handbag that sat there.

"l don't like taking that money from you, Dani," 8MrB protested.
"You're doing all the work."

"Half and half. We agreed, Mrs. B. | wouldn't harey work at all but
for you." She grinned. "And because of you, I'vd gojob for

tomorrow night." She explained about Cameron'syparid the

caterers cancelling at such impossibly short nptice she kept the
bargain they'd struck to herself. "So it's good i@l around," she
finished with a smile.

"That's wonderful, dear! I'm sure you'll manageywsell."

"l need to get a few things done tonight, Mrs. &) svon't stay. Are
you all right for everything? Anything | can getu®y

"Don't worry about me, Dani. | can manage quitel weWw."

She looked as though ten years had been takereofide. It was
amazing how a few little lifts in life could make much difference.
Dani was well aware of the bounce in her own stepslee went
downstairs.

Her mind hummed with plans while she took a refirggtshower.
First she would make her death- by-chocolate dakele that was in
the oven, she would whip up the avocado dip ant atethe crepes.



It was so good to feel a sense of purpose. Sheedatat show
Cameron McFarlane that he was getting an excddamain. Really
impress him.

The thought came to her that she didn't have ta Weawhites on

this job. It was quite different to being a chefarrestaurant. She
could dress up. After all, she would be minglingoauig the party

guests as she served them, and it was better digh stand out like

a sore thumb.

She could wear her little black dress. It was distrit was also the
most feminine thing she owned. Dani baulked airaalt sexy. She
was not Nicole. She wasnot trying to compete for Cameron
McFarlane's interesHlis kind of woman would undoubtedly be &
knockout, and Dani did not delude herself into king she could
belong in that category. Not even with all flagarfy. However, she
could... well, try.

She wanted to look her best. That was reasonalvld. she didn't
want to look too much out of place. It was an oppaty to show
Cameron he wouldn't be accompanying a complete druom
Christmas Day.

Dani towelled herself dry, slipped on some frestihas, then headed
for the kitchen where she had dumped all the simgpipags. She was
in the middle of lining up the ingredients for tbake when the
telephone rang. A glance at the oven clock show28. G-rowning
over who might be calling her at this hour, sheriledrto answer the
summons.

"Well, I finally got you." Nicole's voice.

Dani sighed. Probably ringing up to gloat. It waser for a nice
sisterly chat. "Mum told me about your promotiormn@ratulations,
Nicole," she slid in before the gloating got intdl stride.



"Oh!" Disappointment. "Well, I've been trying tocach you all day.
When | couldn't get you at home, | rang Julio'suYamuld have
warned me you'd lost y our job." Accusing.

The fat was in the fire! Dani gritted her teethdidin't losemy job,
Nicole. | walked out."

"What on earth for? You won't get a better positioan you had at
Julio's."

"It wasn't healthy for my social life."

A short disbelieving silence. "And that's more intpat to you than a
career?" Absolute scorn.

"I'm evaluating my priorities," Dani said loftily.
A snort. "How's your bank balance, Dani?"
"How's yours?"

"My bank balance is not in question since | have tmgense to
know how to forge ahead in my career. I'm merekragsabout your
finances because Christmas is coming up. You obkljoneed
guidance on buying presents. | don't know what gfmught you
were doing last year—"

"They were fun gifts, Nicole. Haven't you ever fteaf fun?" Dani
interposed.

"Useless rubbish." Contemptuous dismissal. "Asafggens, | saw a
marvellous gift you can buy Mum..."

Dani seethed while Nicole described the marvellgiis She had
been suffering this kind of put-down all her lifeofin Nicole, as
though she couldn't be trusted to choose anythmog gas though she



had no taste at all in anything. Except food. Whdan't count with
Nicole because she was always dieting.

Besides, the gifts she had brought last year haengeveryone a
laugh. Everyone except Nicole. No sense of humobail aAt least,
not where Dani was concerned. She hadn't everdraisenile at her
gift. Just rolled her eyes and turned up her nesk@ugh it was a bad
smell. Dani had bought her expensiveLancome saaydiar, so she
could wash the bad smells away. Nicole wouldnt wy her nose at
that.

"If you don't have enough money, | could go outyfway and lend
you some. For a short time. Until you regain yoemses," Nicole
finished with typical condescension.

"Thank you tor the thought, Nicole," Dani said wiilghtly held
restraint, "but I've already bought Mum's Christnpmesent. And
everyone else's."

A frustrated sigh. "l suppose you were out lookfag another job
today."

"No. | was with the latest man in my life."

"What?"

"You heard me, Nicole. Man, as in m-a-n."

"Another lame-duck boyfriend." It was an out- and-sneer.

Dani suffered a sudden rush of blood to the head. \#as sick to
death of this sniping from her oh, so superioresigtor once in her
life she had a big gun up her sleeve, and the &optto roll it out

and fire it was overwhelming. It wasn't every dédne sould play
one-upmanship with her elder sister. Christmas\wayld be the big
pay-off, but this was certainly a timely little hos



"Oh, | wouldn't call Cameron McFarlane a boy, '&ec Not even a
friend. He's a man."

"Who? What name did you say?"

"Cameron. Cameron McFarlane. He's a famous “autibile |
haven't asked his exact age, he certainly doemktlike a boy. He
doesn't act like a boy. He doesn't feel like a dy.say he was
definitely all man." So cop that, Nicole, Dani adde herself.

"You don't mean you've let yourself get involvedhahim?" Nicole
answered her.

"Oh? You know Cameron, do you?"

"Of course | do. God almighty! Why do you alwayyé@#o be a silly
naive little fool?"

Dani came off her high with a thump. Anger stirrddope you have
a good reason for saying that, Nicole."

"You want to join the queue? Be a chapter in hig beok? Why, do
you suppose, he's interested in someone like you?"

"He happens to like me," Dani grated.

"Sure!" Nicole scoffed. "An ignorant little virgirAs foolish as they
come."

"I'm not!" Dani cut in hotly.
"He'll string you along and seduce you..."

"What's it to you, Nicole? You've been gallivantittgough men's
bedrooms for years. You're living openly with a nmaght now.



You're not prepared to marry him. So why hassl@antemy choices?
Maybe | want to be seduced.”

Silence. Then, grimly, "He'll use you for his owarpose, and that
will be the end of it. He's a notorious womanisénought you'd have
a bit more pride than that, Dani."

"And what makes you such an authority on Camerofraflane?"
Dani challenged fiercely.

"My PR firm handles his publicity in Australia. Hiatest book;The
Psychology of Sexs currently top of the best-seller list. Beenréhe
for ten weeks. He's justfinished a term of guesuleship at Sydney
University. His next book is to be call@dhe Psychology of Sexual
Experience in the Modern Woman."

Hell! Dani thought. What had she got herself inkd® wonder his
brand of psychology paid well. Nothing like sexstll a lot of books.
And no doubt he was a first-hand authority on thigject. But that
really had nothing to do with her and the bargaia sad made with
him. Nevertheless, she couldn't let Nicole knowi.tha

"Which all makes him a fascinating man," she saitléhely as she
could.

"Dani, | know him. You are mincemeat to him. Bekewe. Get out
before you're badly hurt."

"How well do you know him?" Dani demanded, refustogoudge.
Nicole was obviously green with jealousy that a rkka Cameron
McFarlane was paying her ineffectual little sistay attention at all.

"Intimately."

A chill spread through Dani's veins. The gloriousta of triumph on
Christmas Day wavered before her eyes, threatdninigsintegrate.



"Are you telling me that you've had sex with CanmehcFarlane,
Nicole?" she demanded flatly.

"Don't be so crude, Dani."

"I'm not crude, Nicole. I'm honest. Isn't that whyl'm such a cross
for you to bear? Because I'm not smart and polisinedsophisticated
like you?" she went on, hating—absolutely hatinge-ittea that
Cameron had bedded her sister. Unfortunately it @lstoo
believable.

"l have tried to help you—"

"l don't want your help! | want the unadulterataedh. Have you, or
have you not, been where you told me not to go?"

There was a long pregnant pause. An exasperated"sigu make
such stupid choices, Dani—"

"Yes or no?"

“I'm only trying to protect you—"
"Yes or no?"

"He's a high-flyer-"

"Yes or no?"

"Yes!"

"Thank you."

Dani crashed the telephone receiver down in a naomis rage
against the stinking rotten fate that had led b&ameron McFarlane
and the hope that she could be a winner for onlce.sBould have



known it was too good to be true. When had she le#en a winner
against Nicole? Never!

She hugged her chest to hold the pain of it in taachped up and
down the small room to work off the volatile eneadparging through
her. This was what came of counting chickens bdfurg hatched. A
rotten egg right in the midst of her nest of bdalidreams.

Damn Cameron McFarlane and his careless wom- ghidiemwas no

better than a rooster in a henhouse. And Nicole;ooifrse, would

have been right up his alley. Two of a kind. Shathre highest perch
above all other lesser mortals.

What a fool she had been to think that anythindpaitman like him
could work out right for her! Dear God! Those blailk and lace
panties could have been Nicole's. The thought ®ihlked body in
intimacy with her sister's...

It was sickening.

Even worse was the thought of how it would havenbeshe'd taken
him home with her on Christmas Day with Nicole kmogy..

Sick, sick, sick.

At least she had been spared that dreadful humiiaBut now
Nicole could preach about her unwise involvemerthv@ameron,
and the loss of her job, and Christmas Day wasggturbe hell! So
much for averting the third disaster! She had camped it a
hundredfold!

On top of everything else, she still had to do QameMcFarlane's
party with no reward for all her labour. Just bessashe had to reject
his side of the agreement, it was no excuse tagher side. She had
already spent a sizeable chunk of his money, aeck thvas his car
parked outside, and he was depending on her to lkereword. She



had no choice but to deliver on tomorrow night'gypaHer sense of
integrity, her sense of professionalism, would albkdw her to do
anything else.

But she wouldn't bother with her little black dre$k Cameron

McFarlane didn't approve of her chef's whites ldad! Expertise was
expertise, and he could jolly well be grateful #drat he got. All she
was going to get was a big fat zero. .,, Dani trutiget to the kitchen.
There was work to be done and she might as welbgetith it, but

there was no joy in it. No joy at ail. She was féaadace with the
undeniable, unpalatable, unchangeable truth. Tivase simply no
escaping the fact that disasters came in threes.



CHAPTER FOUR
THE BEST LAID SCHEMES bmice an' men gang aft agley.

A good wordgang,Dani thought glumly. Everything always seeme
to gang up against her. It was a wonder Camerorakiaie's BMW
was still in the street this morning. No-one haakbed into it, either.
That was probably because it was parthaf scheme. Onlyher
schemes got shot to ribbons. And it wasn't goindgpgomuch fun
telling him that she had changed her mind abouisGhas Day.

She brought the car to a halt in Cameron McFadat@eway and
sat staring blankly at the closed garage doors,tatlgngearing
herself to face the inevitable. Cameron would warknow why she
had changed her mind. Pride insisted that she atbhim it was
because he had bedded her sister.

No doubt he would be only too ready to accept aagon. After all,
she had pressured him into it. What possible pkeasould there be
for him in spending Christmas Day at her side? Masht pained
Dani to acknowledge it, Nicole could very well loght. She probably
was a silly naive little fool.

The garage door in front of her tilted open. THerhan himself was
there, smiling at her, looking bare and bronzed atdhningly

physical. He was wearing luminous red swim shdrtgat was all.

And the shorts were briefer than brief. Howevercspeular the red
was, it did not compare with the rest of the speetan show.

Dani's heart contractetan was right. But he was also a man wh
had intimately shared all that compelling malenegh her sister.
Which put him absolutely off-limits as far as Davas concerned.

He waved her forward. Dani started the car andealnato the garage,
telling herself she was here to do a job and tlzst &all she was here



for. She had to wipe her mind of everything elseceoning Cameron
McFarlane.

He opened her door as she switched off the entiee convenient
for unloading in here." His voice was warmly weldog His smile

was heart-stopping at close quarters. The twinktihg eyes aided
and abetted its striking power. "l had a feeling'ddoe meticulously
punctual. It's right on the dot of one o'clock.”

"l keep my word." It came out sharply. Dani was enon edge than
she wanted to be. She fiercely wished she didnd faim so
attractive. It wasn't fair.

"So do I," he assured her, as though picking uglthat in her mind.

Dani heaved a rueful sigh. It would have been edsreher if he'd
turned out to be an absolute rotter, but she hadstispicion that
somehow she intrigued him, and he would have playegdart to the
hilt on Christmas Day. In a way she was glad abloat. 1t showed
that her judgement wasn't always wrong. But it didrelp the
situation.

She swung her legs out of the car and stood wmgiher gaze to his
reluctantly. She caught him in the act of giving tree once-over.
Couldn't help himself, Dani decided cynically. Ama@matic reaction
to the proximity of a woman. Not that he would getch satisfaction
out of her. She was not dressed to show off heimfierity. She was
dressed for work.

The white Reeboks on her feet were the most pedctiwes for her
profession, expensive but well worth the moneyemmis of comfort
since she was on her feet all the time. Her sagergshorts—it was a
very hot day—were baggy and almost knee-length.lel@on and
white top was loose enough to let the air circubeteveen the fabric
and her skin. Her face was undoubtedly shiny froenhteat since she



hadn't bothered with make-up, and she had wovethiek, unruly
hair into a plait from the top of her head to tla@@ of her neck.

It surprised her when his gaze flicked up to he she saw a gleam
of approval—pleasure?—dancing in the blue eyes.thadmile had
grown broader. It cracked her defences wide opainséme perverse
reason he liked her precisely the way she wasc&ld feel it. But it
was no good feeling it. She steeled herself agaimst fluttery
vulnerability he evoked in her and handed him tuekeys.

"There's some stuff in the trunk to be carriediinyou wouldn't
mind," she said flatly.

The smile didn't falter, but one eyebrow was sligtdised. Probably
psychoanalysing me, Dani thought.

Which wouldn't get him very far with her. She hadbailt-in
resistance platform—namely Nicole—that he wouldarayet past,
no matter how clever and likeable he was.

"You sound tired, Dani. Is this going to be too imdicr you?"

Pride in her own abilities came to the fore and enaglher mind as to
her course of action. She wanted no distractiomfpsoducing her
best. "Piece of cake,"” she said, "but businesgégieasure.”

He could take that any way he liked because Daawkwhat she

meant. She would do the job first. Then she woellchim she didn't

need him any more. Not for Christmas Day or anglalse. No need
to go into details. Then he could get about hisriass, and she could
get about hers. Which, at this point in time, wag-existent except
for Mrs. B's cleaning. The sprained ankle wouldaiaty be better by

next Friday, so Dani wouldn't have to see CamercRadflane again

after tonight.



There was a moment of consideration from him. "Righe agreed.
"Tell me what you want me to do."

Which was generous of him. And immediately chanipedhature of
the relationship between them. There was none ef dasual
bantering he had gone on with yesterday. She wagrbfessional,
and without knowing it, Dani exuded a self-confidepa knowledge
of her powers, a high degree of practical efficiemcher every word
and action. She was in charge, and he subtly adkedged it, doing
her bidding without any argument, standing backwatthing her in
an admiring way if there was nothing he could dbétp her.

It was a companionable afternoon. If only Nicolediia spoilt

everything with her revelation, it would have beevery pleasurable
afternoon. As it was, Dani had to continually plangps on her
responses to Cameron's almost-naked nearnesssamioliging good

nature.

She was also conscious of some private assessfriertgoing on in
his mind. Perhaps she was only imagining it. Peshiaywas because
she now knew what he wrote about—what he was farfousthat
she kept thinking he was viewing her as an intargssubject.
Whatever... She was disturbingly aware of his preseind found it
increasingly difficult to keep her guard up agaitis# compelling
charisma of the man.

It was a relief when all the preparation was doné she could get
away from him for a while. Cameron had offered dvee of the guest
bedroom suites to shower and change and geneeditgsh herself
before the party.

Dani had little to do in regard to her appearatise.hair was fixed in
the neat plait. She had quite deliberately bronghthake-up with her
to punctuate the point that she was rejecting ewvgention of try-,

ing to look attractive for Cameron McFarlane. Hoeevshe did



linger in the shower, needing to wash away theiderthat somehow
had her feeling all her nerves were as taut asopmres, ready to
twang at any provocation.

She pulled on her white slacks and was doing ugsitihe buttons of
the white tunic when a dreadful thought struck Weghat if Nicole

was invited to this party? Dani closed her eyes sindidered. She
should have brought the little black dress to w8ae should have...

No! Cold hard reason asserted that whatever had ganbetween
Cameron and Nicole was over. Past history. Andatag Nicole had
spoken about him meant that Cameron had dumpeddighe other
way around. Therefore, Nicole's pride wouldn't\alleer to be here
even if she had been invited. Dani breathed fresjgpin. The
humiliation of being seen by her sister as Camsroomok instead of
his girlfriend was not about to be heaped on hadhe

Six more hours should see the mess through, Darsioted herself.
She squared her shoulders and set off to do anliastte check of
everything. The guests were supposed to startirgriat eight
o'clock. She had twenty minutes' grace to ensuae ribthing had
been forgotten.

The set of double doors opposite the entranceetéotyer opened to a
living room, which to Dani was the acme of casuabance. The
tiled floor, which continued from the fabulous faaim foyer, was
broken by squares of geometrically patterned cavetund these
were grouped leather lounges and armchairs, serbigédow granite
tables. Brass sculptures were mixed with indoandeand palms. A
magnificently provisioned bar ran along one walithva brass foot
rail and leather and brass bar stools. The walhfgthe outside patio
and swimming pool was all glass, with sliding dotinat readily
expanded the huge entertainment area. For theokimflormal party
planned for tonight, it was absolutely ideal.



Cameron was behind the bar, filling ice buckets jgladting bottles
of champagne in them. "Have a drink with me betbremadhouse
begins,” he invited. "You've more than earned a fennutes'

relaxation, Dani."

She hesitated, reluctant to ease the barrier stiedfaavn between
them. Yet it seemed churlish to refuse. "All right.

She was conscious of his eyes flicking over hef'slmiform as she
walked to the bar. She half- expected a commeitf bat none came.
She had the impression he was totting another gawation up in his
brain, and he didn't particularly like the answievas pointing to. She
slid onto a bar stool, trying not to notice how Wa$ white trousers
fitted him, nor how the navy blue shirt seemeddekn the colour of
his eyes.

Before Dani realised what he was doing, there waa@pop, and he
was pouring champagne into two glasses. "l dideamyou to open
a bottle just for me. A soft drink..." His smileaited off the rest of
her protest.

"l thought it was time for us to drink a toast."
"A toast to what?"
"Our partnership." He handed her a glass and dimkeith his.

"Short and sweet," she muttered, then sipped aalyiat the wine. It
was very nice but she couldn't afford to let anmyghgo to her head.

"Will they be missing you at Julio's tonight?" Caome asked. "No."
"Have any difficulty getting the time off?"

"No."



"They can do without you?"
Dani shrugged. "They have to. | don't work therg lenore."
He frowned. "I thought you said..."

"l did work there until a week ago." She gave himi@nic little
smile. "It was easy to make myself free for youe Ihow joined the
army of the unemployed.”

"Why?" Curious rather than critical.

Her smile became more crooked. "We had a differeriagpinion
about something."

She took another sip of wine. Throughout her timéuéio's she had
tasted the odd glass of good wine from the unfedshottles left
behind by customers. This champagne was very gomamy was
the way the experts described it.

"You're a woman of very strong opinions," Cameremarked, more
of a question than a statement, his eyes teasidgeobing at the
same time.

"No, I'm not. | have a very open mind." So much fois
psychoanalysis, Dani thought. Her eyes flashed ming. "What |
do have is a strong sense of where I'm going arat'svhight and
wrong for me."

His mouth quirked. "l stand corrected... again."
"I'd give it up if | were you."
"And if | don't?"

"You might learn something you don't want to learn.



He laughed. "You can put me into a neatly labgliggonhole, but |
can't do that to you?"

"That's about the size of it," Dani returned |gftil

His grin held an appreciative warmth that tinglgght down to Dani's
toes. "I must admit you are proving to be a chgkeriRather unique...
amongst the women of my acquaintance."

"Of which there are undoubtedly many,” Dani snappeging
desperately to reline her defences and squashuherability to his
undermining charm.

She had to get his mind off her. She didn't neechdge him
burrowing under her skin. Dani frantically searcted a way to
divert his attention away from herself. Then alflaginspiration hit.

"In fact," she said brightly, "I've been wonderwbat's wrong with
you. Now | know."

One eyebrow rose. "Does something have to be wrong?
"Oh, yes. Quite definitely yes."
"Why?"

"Because you're not married. That's unnatural. iYaeen't got a lack
of choice,” Dani pointed out reasonably. "And yeu'r
thirty-something years of age without having achta permanent
relation- - ship with a woman you can live with. \&t leaves two
alternatives as | see it."

"Which are?" He looked amused.

"You're either inordinately fussy, and horriblyfselentred. Or..."



llor?ll
"You're not really interested in women at all."
"What?" That wiped the amusement off his face.

"It's a theory," Dani went on matter-of-factly. "\AWfs a man trying to
prove when he keeps fluttering from woman to womian@sn't that
suggest that something is wrong with him? That redyd's not sure
of his sexuality?" There, take that, she thoughtlithe bit of
psychoanalysis from Dani Halstead.

"Maybe he simply hasn't found what he's looking,"f@ameron
muttered.

"Maybe the fault lies within himself," Dani coungel, then shrugged
with a sublime air of indifference. "But whatevletcause, it's none
of my business."

The door chimes sounded.

Dani grinned at him. "Action stations!" She slid thfe stool to head
for the kitchen. "Have a good party, Cameron," &tssed over her
shoulder. "Maybe you'll find what you're looking fonight."

He muttered something she didn't catch. Dani waghimg to

herself. She had set him back on his heels, godgeoper. Taught
him a lesson. She figured Cameron McFarlane coolgith quite a

few lessons. He was far too smug about his own pvée propped
herself against the kitchen cupboards, sipping ihappthe glass of
champagne until it was time to start the first wh hors d'oeuvres.
An hour later the party was really humming. Peopdee floating on

champagne as though there was no tomorrow. "Arecgtebrating

something?" Dani asked Cameron when he carriednatyeray out

to the kitchen.



"Ten weeks on thBlew York Timekest-seller list," he affirmed. "Got
any more of those little crepe things with the tebsand mango
fillings? Or the spinach and cheese?" he addedftibpeThey went
like hot cakes."

"About ready to come out of the oven. I'll bringthin." She flashed
him an accusing look. "You said about twenty guedstid a head
count of twenty- eight.”

An apologetic grimace. "People bring people. I'maiaf two more
have just arrived. Is it a problem?"

"Il manage."

He curled an arm around her shoulders, droppedss é&n her
forehead, then gave her a dazzling smile. "I'letgku out to dinner
tomorrow night to compensate.''

He left her feeling poleaxed. "Damned woman- isgng muttered to
herself. It was a thought that was repeated coalliynthroughout the
evening. Women hung on him, if not physically, os é&very word.
Despite the number of guests, he was the centrakfof the party,
and that never wavered.

When Dani moved out to the barbecue to start capitie shelled

king prawns in the garlic butter, somehow Cameras @at her side,
and the party seemed to naturally gravitate odthéopatio area and
around what she was doing. He was like the PiedrPipani thought,

except these were women following Cameron McFarlaoeplague

rats following a musician.

But it worked well because the guests were theteetp themselves
as soon as she had concocted the first culinanghdefrom the
barbecue. The moment the prawns were ready, Damegosome
warmed olive oil through the pre-cookednnellinito keep them



separated, spooned through the caviar, then aduedsizzling
prawns.

The combination of white beans, black caviar, ad prawns, not
only looked great but tasted great as well. Daangferred the
steaming dish to the buffet table where a rangsalalds stood ready,
and Cameron's guests were not backward in comingafd to
pounce on the new offering by the chef. Dani alldwerself a smug
little smile as she returned to the barbecue td stathe Hawaiian
lamb kabobs.

"Delicious. Best prawns I've ever eaten."

She glanced up from her cooking to find herselefax face with a
gorgeous blonde with a gaping cleavage. It made fjad she hadn't
worn her little black dress because it would hawaelena very poor
comparison to the stunningly sexy black dresswisian wore. Dani
suspected she was the owner of the black silk pacgies she had
found in Cameron's bedroom the day before. It Wassame blonde
who had been draping herself on Cameron whenevstduoal still
long enough for her to do so.

Dani forced a smile. "I'm glad you enjoyed them."
"Where did Cameron find you?"

"In his bedroom," Dani answered matter-of-factly Nay was she
going to admit to this woman that she'd been ctepi@ameron's
house yesterday. And doing her intimate laundry dlbade seemed
stunned. Dani pointedly returned her attentiorh kabobs, which
she began to turn over. Let Cameron explain, stagtit savagely. If
he wanted to. The blonde was his business, not hers

"When did you meet?"

"Yesterday morning. About nine o'clock."



"That figures."

The edge of bitter irony caused Dani to glanceramfher cooking
again. The blonde gave her a woman-to-woman §ttide.

"He didn't want me to stay the whole night with HirBhe looked
Dani up and down. "So what have you got that | tdoewve?"

Dani decided to backtrack fast. She didn't wangit@ the wrong
Impression and get into an altercation over Camé&toRarlane and
his love-life. "I didn't jump into bed with him, that's what you're
thinking," she said bluntly. "Certain circumstanca®se and he
needed a chef. Which is what | am. Apart from thdtaven't got
anything, really. | just go my own way..."

The woman stared at her in disbelief. "You mustehasmething.
He's been keeping an eye on you all evening, sowke's attracted
to you."

Dani didn't believe that for a moment, but evershke wanted to
believe it, the image of him and Nicole ... Danidtiered. "Too bad!"
she said, doing her best to sound casually inéiffierBut inside she
was feeling confused and disturbed. She kept anngithe kabobs
as though that was the only thing that interesexd $he wished the
blonde would go away.

She didn't. "You are unbelievable," she accusedget{ewoman here
wants an invitation into his bed."

It exasperated Dani. "Look," she said confidingifyyou want him,
it's all right with me. | don't mind. Really | dosi’

"Hell'" said the blonde. She looked dazed and ceedubeyond
belief.



"Anybody here can have him, for all | care." Damisigetting into her
stride. "Consider him up for grabs. It means alisblunothing to
me."

" Youdon't mind?" Her jaw was agape.

This was dragging on, and Dani needed to concentoat her
cooking. "What do | have to say? You've got my pesion, if that's
what you want. Anyone here who wants to bed Cambftcirarlane
has got my permission. Now if you don't mind..."

The blonde walked away as though her world had enigid
collapsed.

Dani could only half concentrate on the kabobs gt had become
so automatically good at what she did that evehhel mind could
produce better results than most people attaingdtiagir full minds.

Damn people with silky blond hair and big cleavagd®e thought.
But she had learned years ago not to compete. &hdohuse the
equipment she was born with to full advantage ahthke others with
more favoured genetics look after themselves.

The thought that Cameron McFarlane could find h
attractive—more attractive than the well-endoweshde—was too
much to credit. If he was keeping an eye on hewas probably
because he was piqued at her resistance to hismchNahich was
because of Nicole. Otherwise she would have be&temeat for
him, as Nicole had charmingly suggested.

Perhaps she was an amusing curiosity to him, a&sufgr a chapter
In his next book, another of her sister's sweetlg auggestions. Or
maybe he was merely checking that she was handiggarty with
the expertise she had promised. He couldn't bg &tiacted. The
blonde simply wasn't getting the attentsimewanted from him, and
looking for reasons to explain her own failure.



Dani switched off the grill, arranged the kabobstbair serving
plates, carried them to the buffet table, then tleét guests to their
appetites. While they were occupied on the patie did a fast
clean-up in the living room; glasses into the hahwasher, trays to
the kitchen. All that was left of her hors d'oewsweere a few curls of
celery and carrot sticks which she had placed arama between the
rolls of smoked salmon. There wasn't even a scgafaft of the
avocado dip.

Dani had set out a fine array of cheeses and amoketrays and was
working on the fruit platters when Cameron breanéalthe kitchen,

beaming benevolence and his strong male charisNeed' a hand
with anything, Dani?"

"No, thank you," she snapped.
It halted him in his stride. "Something wrong?"

"What could be wrong? Your guests are golloping@wgrything | put
in front of them. There are now forty of them irestef twenty. So far
I've coped. Under severe difficulties. Any more sfiens?"

"“The food has been superb, Dani. Wonderful. Comgtis all
around." He was still looking at her quizzicalbAreé you angry about
the extra guests?"

“I'm not angry about anything. I'm simply doing npop." She shot
him a meaning look. "Yours is to entertain yourgegeSo go on back
to it."

He frowned. "Did Simone say something to you?"

"Who's Simone?"

"When you were cooking the kabobs."



"She said the prawns were great. | gave her peoniss bed you any
time she liked." She nodded towards the cheese@utters. "You
can carry one of those trays to the guests if yantwo do something
useful."

"You gave her permission?"
He looked dumbfounded.

It gave Dani a sweet sense of satisfaction. "Simeahéhat's her
name—seemed a bit disturbed. She had the weird tlittayou
fancied me." Dani rolled her eyes and turned to fthé platter.
"When you give her back her silk lace panties fiimirsday night,
you might reassure her that I'm not on your listafquests."

Cameron picked up a tray, then paused. Dani caegdl His eyes
boring into her, but she didn't look up from theaKiruit she was
peeling.

"l think this is getting out of hand," he said, hisme clearly one of
vexation.

She shook her head. "It doesn't bother me, Canferon.
"I think I've got some explaining to do..."

"The guests," Dani said pointedly. "And they daother me, either.
The more people who like what | do, the more sattsdn | get from
it."

It was true. Usually. Somehow pleasure in her waaik escaping her
tonight. She wished Cameron would go and leavalogre. Instead
he stepped towards her, put a hand on her shoalittigave it a
gentle squeeze, commanding her attention.



"l like what you do, Dani," he said softly, his bleyes serious for
once, and dark with some deep purpose. "Very muehgdded in a
low throb. Then he favoured her with his heart-ptng smile and
left her to her work.

In a most uncharacteristic burst of frustration,nDatabbed her
peeling knife into a piece of pineapple. Surpriaetler own strength
of feeling, she lifted the piece of fruit to her mtlo and chewed it.
Cameron McFarlane was not for her, and that was He could
switch on all his charm until the cows came home Wwas
unalterably off her list.

She finished her arrangement of tropical fruitsdaghe pineapple
shells, piled fresh berries around them, intergmkrthese with
chocolate-coated orange peel, then admired hernwarld—artistic
and mouth-watering. It was a pity she was feelmgaur with life in
general. Without a doubt, her catering was firatsl

Dani spent the next hour discreetly cleaning uerdfte hot courses,
filling the dishwasher, emptying it, washing thegk trays and
serving plates. Music was blaring, people were oapcand the
cheese and fruit were being picked at with rekisbm the way things
were going, she couldn't anticipate an early enthéoparty. It was
very much in full swing.

At midnight she rolled out the traymobile with tbeffee things and
her death-by-chocolate cake. Most of the guesta@aiof both, but
as a hint for them to go home, it was a dismalifail They were still
partying on an hour later, and the chocolate cak® all gone.

Dani did another clean-up, then sat in the kitairamking coffee. Her
job was done. She felt tired and drained and exbduwotally spent
physically, mentally and emotionally. By rights stmuld go home
now. Somehow she didn't want to.



It was nonsense to think she had to speak to Camsztore she
went. She didn't have to. But she did want to kifdve would accept
her decision to release him from his part of thegam. Would he
accept it with relief? Would he argue? Apart frommeh, there was a
dreadful fascination in finding out if Simone wasimg to lose
another pair of knickers tonight. Or would it ber&mne else?

She was brooding over these highly questionablestopres when
Cameron swept into the kitchen again. "Businesgddre declared.
"Time for pleasure. Come and join the party, Dani."

She viewed him with jaundiced eyes. "No, thank ydujust wait
here and clean up after they're all gone." For sstugid reason she
cringed inwardly as she added, "Unless I'd beenihy of, uh, other
arrangements."He grimaced. "Somewhere along the"virey said
slowly and seriously, "you have got the wrong itlea.

He took her hand, the one that was not curled artim coffee mug.
His eyes seemed to say that the only other arramgehe had in
mind was with her. Which sent Dani's pulse int&ittish canter. His
fingers stroked over hers, pressing their persunasio

"l wouldn't allow anything to stand in the way ofiroagreement,
Dani. | want you to come and enjoy yourself with .nWhen
everyone's gone, I'll help you clean up, if youshe/e have to do it."

Stop it now,Dani's mind screamedRight now!It was the perfect
opportunity. Then she could go home with a cleasceence.

Instead she allowed him to draw her off the kitchiol. Once on her
feet she dredged up the energy and willpower tevdat had to be
done. She began by deliberately extracting her Heord his. He

frowned at her pointed disengagement from him.

"There's something | have to tell you, Cameron.& $rced the
words out determinedly.



"What?"

"The agreement is off. I've decided | don't wanti yeith me on
Christmas Day," she rushed on. "You were in a figrahis party,
and | wouldn't let you down after giving my word, Isdid the job you
wanted. But | don't want anything in return fronuyo

"Why not?" he demanded.

"You're not what | want," she stated flatly. "lI'eeossed you off my
list."

He looked incredulous. "You think | can't do whauywant?" The
challenge in his voice carried a confidence thatused Dani's
resentment of what she perceived as his carelegss&ton of any
woman he fancied.

"You think you're God's gift to women," she accukety. "Well, let
me tell you that my grandmother and my mother agdather will
spot you for a fraud in no time flat!"

"The hell they willl" he retorted with strength. @ thing I'm not,
and never have been, is a fraud. | wouldn't havéogehere | am if |
were a fraud. | wouldn't have agreed to our bargpeihe first place if
| hadn't wanted to be with you."

"And why, might | ask, do you want that?" Dani Jedf

His anger melted into something more disturbingec&ise you're
the most provocative package I've ever been predemith."

Dani was outraged. "I ammot provocative. I've never been
provocative. | don't believe in being provocative."



"No?" He raised an eyebrow, but the sternnesssafloiuth...was it a
trace of anger? "Then why have | thought of nottbog) you since
you woke me up yesterday morning?"

Dani didn't have an answer to that. "hota package."

"Yes you are, Dani. A package full of surprisegpackage | want to
open. And find out all there is to know of whatnside." He moved
forward and slid one hand around her waist. "Thappmng is
interesting. | want to know what it's hiding."

He was pulling her closer. Dani lifted her hand&igchest to push
away. "This isn't a good idea, Cameron," she wammegick, urgent
words.

"It feels good." His other hand completed the arement of her
waist. His eyes burned into hers, denying there amsground for
her to protest. "I've been wanting to taste thatganouth. It begs for
exploration."

"No, it's not begging," she choked out. Her thiwad gone all tight. It
felt paralysed. Her whole body felt paralysed. Bheas suddenly
something very mesmerising about the way his mawh coming
towards hers. She was like a mouse waiting foptledator to strike.
She made an enormous effort to concentrate on hdthto be done.
"l don't think..."

"This is not the time for thinking."

Then his lips were brushing over hers, a soft tiiggtontact that was
both sensual and seductive. Dani struggled witlsdierOf course,

she couldn't take him home with her on Christmay. Odat was

definitely out. And she certainly couldn't have has a lover. That
was just as definitely out. But a kiss... well,rdhevas no harm in that,
was there? And she was entitled to it, wasn't SnePto see what it
was like with him?






CHAPTER FIVE

THE QUESTIONbecame academic as Dani lost her train of thotght.
mouth was warm and soft and mobile. It didn't feelbadly at all. In
fact, it felt very good. And she was far too titedight Cameron off.

She had no remorse at leaning more of her weighinaghim. He
appeared to take the slump of fatigue as encourmgiernis mouth
weaving a symphony of sensation over her lips. Bieegher such
comforting support that she let herself sag indacure embrace,
pressing her breasts against his chest as his nagghn to work
more vigorously over hers. She liked the texturdnisflips. Quite
instinctively she moved her tongue slowly but fiegly over their
graduating softness.

Cameron McFarlane apparently took this as furtineoaragement.
He started exploring her mouth with his tongueglsensual rolling
movements that were intensely exciting and left femling like
quivering jelly. She was boneless, weightless,isgdike an eagle,
but there were things she wanted to try, thing&stever thought of
before, things she had never imagined doing...fitkding out if it
was just as exciting to explore his mouth in theeavay.

And her hands itched to do things, too. They playeer his neck.
She sensed it had something to do with nervesdisind know how
she knew, but it felt right, and Cameron McFarlseemed to be
responding just right. For some reason he wasingteshort little

moans, but he was aroused by her touch, no doobt #iat. And she
felt feline and graceful.

Yes, for the first time in her life she felt gragkfas if her body had
been made to belong right where it was, and Camerbher into an

intensely exciting rhythm that united their mouéim&l stomachs and
hips. She liked where she was, she liked what si® dwing, she



liked whathe was doing to her. It felt as if her world had goni®
overdrive and she was spinning into a new dimension

She had tried kissing before, but it had not beersame, never like
this. The boys had been so gauche, so awkward gresaly to take.

Whether it was their lack of giving, or the facattshe had not been
so involved emotionally to be all-giving, the reswlas the same.
Dani never had any trouble repulsing physical adearthat didn't

please her.

Nicole was half right. She was a virgin. But sheswdefinitely not
foolish about it. It had never felt right beforendawhy should she
give sufferance to something that didn't feel riglitwas not that she
lacked curiosity or confidence in herself. She dymefused to give a
man pleasure that he could not return. That wa®obthee lessons she
had learnt from the women's movement over thetpastty years—a
woman had rights. And Dani believed in exercisimgn.

One of Cameron's hands trailed up and down the=cofher spine,
caressing a shivery line of pleasure. Then it foamdther line,
moving under her upstretched arm and strokingaftess/elling edge
of her breast. Dani had an irresistible urge tahohim, too. Ever
since she had first seen him she had secretly wedd®w it might
be.

Experimentally she ran her hands down Cameron Mafels back.
She felt his muscles contract... ripple. This maas veensitive.
Temptation urged her on. She eased her body bkitle &0 that she
could bring a hand up to the open neckline of pmrts shirt. The
buttons seemed to fall open for her. She felt kis goose prickle
under her touch. Her mental and emotional fatigash&d away in a
drugging sense of her own pleasure. It was mamellthat he
responded like this. He really responded to whaban should
respond to.



A numb amazement spread through her mind. No wondenen
chased him in droves. He seemed to be instinctitteled to their
needs. A man in a million. But how could she pdgskeep him
when he had such attributes? He probaidg God's gift to women.
And she couldn't have him, anyhow.

Regret ran through her like a river of lead. She foastop this. Yet
she couldn't cut this kiss off abruptly. Not theskf a lifetime. As
sad as it was, though, she had to end it.

Intuitively he knew what she was doing and he didesist. The
pressure of his mouth lightened until their lipsravbarely grazing.
They moved apart, came back to taste the sweetdéiom of each
other time and time again, intoxicating little f@s of magical
electricity, sipping at the entrancing pleasure.

Then Dani lowered her head for the last time aadtl& against the
warm haven between his shoulder and chest.

His voice was husky as his lips feathered pasteher "Let's go to
bed," he whispered.

There was no question about what she wanted tdelostomach, her
breasts, her nerves were screaming out for motieeafame kind of
enthralling experience. It was only with considégathfficulty that
Dani forced into her unwilling mind the image ofclie with him,
But she did it. This was the time for sanity. Sla€l o put a stop to
what was going on between them and what he wasestigg.
Decisively. No matter how hard it was. She rememther line from
My Fair Ladyand it tripped off her tongue.

"Not bloody likely."

That should do the trick, she thought. And to hehave its decisive
effect she mustered up what strength she couldteokl a step
backwards, away from his wandering hands and arms.



Cameron McFarlane looked dazed, drugged, bewildéwdat did
you say?"

"Not bloody likely," Dani repeated for him.

Still he couldn't seem to comprehend that she eggting the idea
of going to bed with him. "What?" he asked incredsly.

If ever there was a time for firmness, this wasven though she was
shaking inside. "The answer is no," Dani said ertipaly.

He shook his head as though to clear it. "I wasirgeta different
message a few moments ago."

"l was checking you out."”

"You were checking me out?" His voice was stranglet disbelief.
“To see how good you were at kissing."

"And?"

"You were surprisingly good."

"So?"

"That's all. I don't want anything more from yowddn't want to see
you again."

llWhy?ll
"There are reasons..."
"What reasons?"

Dani found it very difficult to say. The questioargured up images
that turned her stomach.



"Forget it," she said. "Go find Simone."
"l can't forget it. | don't want Simone."

He sounded very passionate about it. Dani thoughbhly thing to
do was give him some down-to-earth practical advitken sleep by
yourself, Cameron. Do you good for a change."

"Tell me what's wrong!"

Quite clearly he wasn't in the mood for taking adviHe seemed
angry. Very angry. Dani sighed. Nothing she touckeer turned to
gold. At the present moment, everything she toudhedked into a

disaster. There may as well be another one, shigliofeeling more
miserable than she had about everything else. ieutrtith was the
truth. She gave it to him, right between the eyésu'slept with my

sister." And you can't put spilled milk back in thattle, Dani thought
as she fiercely added, "As far as I'm concernedt, rilins anything

there could be between you and me."

A primitive pride blazed from her eyes as she weadciCameron
McFarlane pass beyond the initial shock of havonéate up to the
consequences of his actions. She saw the resendiaging made to
pay for something he didn't care about, the burfmnstration of not
getting his own way, and finally the determinattorpursue what he
wanted despite everything she had said.

He didn't like rejection, she thought. He had basyused. Maybe
he'd never been rejected before by a woman whemmbaroused. He
certainly didn't like it. It wasn't necessary to beprofessional
psychoanalyst to feel that. Yet he didn't haveuifes the physical
frustration she was feeling. He could walk straightk to his party
and find solace with his pick of any number of womincluding
Simone.



Although that kiss had been an incredible revetatio Dani, it
couldn't have been so amazingly special to him. &onan of his
experience, there'd probably be nothing new lefe&b. He'd done it
all before, countless times. With her sister, alb. \We matter what he
said or did, Dani was not about to forget that. B&e gone as far as
she could let herself go with him. This little ede in her life had to
be finished with now.

"I'm going to ring for a taxi," she stated firmly.

"No, you're not!" Ruthless determination tighteihésljaw. “"Not until
we've got this situation sorted out."

"There's nothing to sort out," Dani corrected hitwhat's done is
done."

"l can see that," he agreed with her. "And it wasalbetween the
time you left me yesterday and your arrival herdato Which

accounts for the change in your attitude towards yoer intense
concentration on your work this afternoon and theld you've been
giving me tonight. Right?"

"Right!" she snapped, finding his analysis distagten the
circumstances.

"Right!" he snapped back at her. "Now who the tsgfiour sister? To
my certain knowledge | have never slept with a worga the name
of Halstead." His eyes blazed over her. "Althoughdst certainly
want to."

Dani instantly felt a deep and bitter resentmenhensister's behalf
that he couldn't remember her name. It was tot@#lynning. No
doubt about it, he was nothing more than a rodster henhouse.
Nicole was right. He only used women for his owngases, and that
was the end of it. He didn't care enough to rementhem
afterwards.



"My sister's name is Nicole. Nicole Halstead. leday you didn't get
as far as her surname," she answered coldly.

"l know everythingabout every woman with whom I've shared ar
intimacy," he retorted with grim authority. "I dthknow a Nicole
Halstead."

"You do so!" Dani told him in towering disgust as lies.

"I tell you | don't know," he insisted in angry dleage. "If you're so
sure of your facts, tell me when and where."

"Nicole works for the PR company that promotes ybaoks in
Australia," Dani recited accusingly. "Does that ymur insultingly
blank memory?"

It still took him a few moments to make a conneattibhen he said
with a look of total perplexity;That Nicole?"

He sounded incredulous, which put Dani slightly loéf stride. "She
happens to be my sister," she reminded him fiercely

It was a warning. No matter how mean and bitchyoMienight be,
Dani had a very strong sense of family loyalty, ahd was not about
to allow Cameron McFarlane to put her sister domynraore than he
had already done by supposedly not remembering her.

There was not one wavering flicker in the blue eyed glittered at
her with triumphant satisfaction. "She was intraetiito me as Nicky.
| didn't learn her last name. If it was ever givAnd | have not slept
with your sister," he declared with ringing coniact "Never. Not
once."

Dani's eyes narrowed. "How do you know you haveltu
obviously can't remember."



"My memory is faultless on people | have met. Yaister is a
slight—very slight—business acquaintance. She has never aedn,
never will be, anything more than that in my lifelie said
emphatically. "To put it succinctly, she is notrog list."

"Your list!"" Dani snorted in contempt.

His eyes derided her contempt. "You have a lieave a list. And |
don't care to be crossed gfiurlist because of some mistaken notio
that your sister is omy list."

This put Dani in a fix. She didn't want to tell hifmat hers was an
imaginary list. Besides, they were getting off gwent. "How come
Nicole says you did sleep with her?"

"How would | know why Nicole says | did?"

"You're accusing my sister of being a liar."

"l think she's very much mistaken. Or..."

"Or what?"

One eyebrow rose. "Or your sister has a very \iivigigination."

To Dani's certain knowledge, Nicole had no imagaraat all. And
she didn't make mistakes. Her sister was uttedyoaéed to facts and
figures, which she threw at Dani at every oppotiur$o one or the
other of them was lying. The trick was, which one?

She eyed Cameron McFarlane suspiciously. He lookedy
confident of being in control again. But he wasmsged to be a
master of psychology. Having been thrown off strideself, it
would be an effective counterstrike to throw hdrstfide.

"I'll think about it," she said.



"Dani, if I went out on the patio and swore blabkje and brindle
that you hopped into bed with me yesterday mormilieg,t you think
most people would believe it?"

"Probably," Dani acknowledged reluctantly.

"That's the position I'm in," he said persuasiveéyow can | prove |
didn't do something?"

He had a point. But he could still be lying. Yettifvas Nicole who
was lying... Why, why, why would she do that?

"l don't like you very much,” she said, half to $af. Although it
wasn't true. If Nicole had told a great big lieegtould get to like
Cameron McFarlane a great deal. Too much, reallyicivwould
lead to another inevitable disaster.

His hands were on her shoulders, softly kneadiagthiYou did like
me yesterday, Dani. After we made our bargain,were beginning
to like me quite a lot." He raised a challengingl@pw, and the blue
eyes bored into hers. ' 'Are you going to let apeil what we could
have together?"

Dani's stomach churned with uncertainty. She wishedlcould give
in to the temptation of his touch, to let him besd to her again. The
memory of how it had felt with him clouded her thimy. She
struggled to regain good, sound reasoning. If Nidwd lied... But
then, there was Simone, as well. How could she kwbat was true
or not?

"You like blondes," she stated accusingly.

"l don't like blondes!" Cameron rasped in exaspemnat'l don't care
what colour a woman's hair is. It can be black,, rgdeen,
purple..."He paused to catch his breath.



"They're all the same to you as long as they perfior bed," Dani
finished for him.

The pupils of his eyes seemed to contract. "Yogotehe wrong idea
about me, Dani," he bit out.

“In what way?" she asked sceptically.

"l like women. As people. | like you as a person."
"And Simone?"

"Is a very nice person. But I'm not in love withr e
Dani stared at him.

He shrugged. "Simone is doing her doctorate. Weehlaad a
mutually satisfying relationship. There is no conmant to each
other on either side." He paused, his eyes bormg hers.
"Something wrong with that?"

Dani was fairly sure Simone would have liked a commant, but
Dani was not here to fight Simone's battles. Shaggied. "That's
your business. It has nothing to do with me."

He sighed. Heavily. Then very softly he said, "hniwgou,Dani." And
the desire warming his eyes made mincemeat of ©stamach.

Fortunately her brain was still in reasonable wagkorder. Right
now he wanted her. Dani couldn't disbelieve that. &hly a couple
of nights ago he had wanted Simone. And before lieatsister? How
many other women had contributed to his list? Daally didn't care
to be part of a list.

"Why should my sister lie to me?" she demanded.



He shook his head. "God knows! You'll have to ask Maybe she's
jealous of you. | don't know."

This wasn't getting her anywhere. "I'll think abditshe said again.

Desire slid swiftly into speculation. "I don't kndar certain what's
on your sister's mind. | do know for certain I'ntlitg the truth,"
Cameron stated decisively. "l did not sleep withrysister. | was not
even tempted to sleep with your sister. Perhapses®ented that. She
let me know, in the subtle way that women havef #fe was
available if needed. | did not react to it becaude not take up with
any woman on the basis of her giving me the grig. IBelieve it or
not, | do have a strong sense of discriminatiaio aghat | want, when
| want it and with whom."

Dani considered all of this for several momentsylMahe wasn't
quite the womaniser Nicole had painted him. He waskractly
celibate, either. However, it was hardly reason&bkxpect a man of
his years not to have had a few relationships enpidist. If Cameron
McFarlane was telling the truth, if he really hagected Nicole's
come-on and preferred her, Dani Halstead... A glariight switched
on in Dani's brain, and Cameron McFarlane wenhuper estimation
like a supersonic elevator.

One guestion came uppermost to mind. "Why me, then?

He smiled. It was a winning smile. A smile thatieaeld happiness
and well-being. A smile that Dani decided she'ddvdie suspicious
of, because it was doing a lot of damage to hedensnd that could
be very dangerous if he was an out-and-out liar.

"You're enchanting. Natural, uninhibited, and watldeliciously tart
dash of spice. After that kiss we shared, | hagg@ng feeling that
we fit together."



"Well, I'm not too sure | find you enchanting, Caoe" she quickly
derided. "Or that we fit together all that well."hd suspicion
remained, however, that he could be right. Andefrially, really
preferred her to Nicole... "I'm going to check baakh Nicole and
hear her side of this before I'll consider beinghamted by you." She
paused and raised her eyebrows. "Can you live th#t?"

The smile turned into a grimace. Frustration tigkte his face. He
finally relaxed into a resigned sigh, his eyes nogkhe resolution in
hers. "I guess this means you won't be stayingpitiet."

"As | said before, I'm going to ring for a taxi.”

"Il take you home."

"No, you won't. You've got guests to tend to."
"Damn the guests! They can look after themselves."
"That's very selfish. You invited them."

"Only half of them."

"That's not the point. You're the host. Besidemn't want you taking
me home. | don't know yet if | want to be with yaunot. And until |
make up my mind about that..."

"Dani, I've told you the truth,” he appealed with @dge of strong
feeling.

"If it's the truth, it will still be the truth tommoow, and the next day,
and the next day," she argued. "Think of it thigyw@ameron. You
may not want me by then, anyway. And that willlsdttings for both
of us."



"You like having things your own way, Dani Hal- atg" he grated
between his teeth."A woman has to do what a wormaariddo," Dani
tossed off.

His chagrin crumbled into a ripple of soft laught&hy fight it?" he

said, lifting his hands from her shoulders and siwakis head. "Take
your taxi, if you must. Tomorrow is another day.isHyes flared
with the promise that they would meet again... aitth a different

outcome.

Whether that was male pride or serious intent, Danildn't be
absolutely sure. She knew that she very definitelgded a breathing
space to work things out in her own way.

He insisted on giving her money for the taxi favljch Dani readily
accepted since she had done a great deal of wohknfoand it wasn't
by any means sure that she would get any compendati it. That
remained a very grey area for the present.

There were still some fifteen or so guests linggriat the
party—Simone amongst them—when the taxi arrivedméran
made a point of escorting Dani to the waiting cdlhanks for all the
work you put in, Dani," he said as he saw heregttinto the back
seat. He made no reference to tomorrow.

She looked at him, a flash of cynicism in her eyds.was an
Interesting experience, Cameron,"” she said, bubhé&art was heavy.

Cameron touched his fingers to his lips and thremarkiss as he shut
the door. It was a charming gesture. He was veog gd charm. Very
good at everything.

She didn't look back as the taxi moved forward. €haation was
very clear to Dani. If Cameron McFarlane truly wethher, he would
come after her. On the other hand, if he had bgeg through his
teeth in order to win some brief satisfaction tbmjche knew the



game was up and there was no point in pursuingves if he wanted
to. Either way, nothing could be settled until tonoav, so there
wasn't much point in thinking about it.

For some reason Dani had a blinding headache byt she
arrived home. She was not prone to headaches skt Imeubecause of
having all her emotions scrambled around, Danid®sti

She took a quick shower, pulled on her nightientinedid the tightly
woven plait and fluffed her hair out, hoping thaight ease the
problem. As an extra measure, she took two aspabiets before
falling into bed.

She tried to go to sleep, but she couldn't helpkihg about that kiss
and remembering how it had felt. She wished shé&damow all that

might have followed on from it. She figured that vk be very

worthwhile knowing. At least once in a lifetime.

She was only twenty-three years old, she consokdel, and
Cameron McFarlane couldn't be the only man in tbddwvho knew
how to respond to a woman. If she couldn't have ket was that.
Nevertheless—although it wasn't a nice thing totemplate—she
wouldn't mind too much if she found out Nicole hasled her.

And if it was true Cameron McFarlane wasn't thesteo in the
henhouse she thought he was, well, she wouldnd thit, either.Of
course, neither factor would have any meaning #tle didn't come
after her. Dani was through with counting chickdrefore they
hatched. No doubt about it. As Grandma said, aibitde hand was
always worth two in the bush.

Somehow this piece of wisdom did nothing to easedtlil throbbing
pain in her head and heart.



CHAPTER SIX

DANI WAS DREAMING about chasing birds through a confusin
wilderness of bushes when a banging on her froot doke her up.
It was a relief to get out of that dream. For soesson she had birds
on the brain.

She squinted at her bedside clock, which showed# almost ten.
But it was Sunday morning, and she wasn't expeetimpgvisitors. If
it was Mrs. B she would have come to the staingelbr not the
outside one. So it couldn't be her or one of tretais couple. Unless
perhaps one of them had accidentally locked hinmsdierself out of
the house. That had happened before, particuldtér a raging
argument.

Dani dragged herself out of bed. At least her helaelhad dissipated
overnight. The morning could be faced without wirgciShe drew on
her cotton robe, pushed her hair away from her, the:m went to the
door to answer the summons, which persisted.

Dani could hardly believe her eyes when she fourai&on
McFarlane on the basement landing. His handsome ifestantly
beamed with pleasure at seeing her. Because aintielly state Dani
was half- hidden behind the door, but that was raiegtion.His
smile was bright enough to dizzy her, and the oé$tim—in blue
jeans and a white cotton pullover- emanated vibvaality.

"What are you doing here?" she asked dazedly.

"It's tomorrow," he replied. "The sun is shinings ka beautiful day.
I've come to take you out with me.

She stared at him, struggling with the temptatierinéld out. Hénad
come after her. Which meant he really did want tein't it?

But she still didn't know if he'd been lying abdlitole or not.



"You woke me up," she said, stating the obvioudete tried to get
her thoughts in order. "I'm not dressed," she adslelficonsciously
aware that her body was singing its own treachesoung of excited
pleasure at having Cameron here with her in the bf another day.

His eyebrows slanted appealingly. "I did allow yaght hours' sleep.
Which is more than | got, tossing and turning amdking of you.
Throw some clothes on, Dani, and let's take off."

Dani paused for serious consideration. Her handnaatically went
to her hair.

"Don't worry about your hair," he urged. "It's beau the way it is."

Beautiful? It must be a mess, Dani thought. And &am was
bombarding her with charm. She frowned at him. dldn't rung
Nicole yet."

"Then do it right now." Something feral glitteretto the blue eyes.
"In fact, I'd like to speak to her myself."

No, Dani thought. This is between Nicole and mevee family
business. And a serious matter, as well. At leagddni, it was. If
Nicole had vilified Cameron McFarlane's charactdrad malice and
spite, that was very disturbing. After all, theyre/sisters.

"l want to speak to Nicole alone, Cameron," shd dacisively.

He hesitated, obviously reluctant to let that happéis eyes burned
into hers, reminding her of how they had felt tbget reminding her
of all he was offering her. Dani felt extremely sorous of not being
properly dressed. Her body, under the free-flowiigihtie and robe,
was remembering all the sensations of last nigimibrace, and the
desire to explore that experience further waselitdhort of
overwhelming. Perhaps Cameron sensed it and wiafeshivith his
effect on her. He relaxed into another charmindesmi



"Go to it, then. I'll drop in on Mrs. B and havditde chat with her. |
expect you to be ready to go when | come back."

Dani hastily closed the door and leaned againtstking several deep
breaths to calm her racing pulse and pump somagttranto her
legs. Cameron McFarlane certainly was dynamite wieghose to
exert the power of his attraction. She shouldnveHat him kiss her,
Dani thought. It had closed the distance betweesmthwith
devastating force. Distance that she had to kedjicible had not
been lying.

Dani pushed herself away from the door and headedtie
telephone. She dialled her sister's number, favgrisoping Nicole
had not gone out this morning, because she didwtkwhat she
would do if the burning question couldn't be resdlvThat Cameron
had wanted to speak to Nicole suggested he wasemhoOr did it?
Perhaps he had the power and influence to thréitmle's career.
Dani suspected that Cameron McFarlane could beruéiniess when
it came to getting his own way.

Did he really find her so attractive?

Or was it a case of not being finished with herlurgdecided he was
finished?

Answer me, NicoleDani thought with growing impatience as sh
waited for the telephone receiver to be picked tujha other end of
the line. It felt like an interminable length ofi before it was. Yet
when Nicole's voice did answer the call, Dani wasnediately
plunged into a ferment of uncertainty. How wastshask if her sister
had lied about Cameron? It was so shaming and ffenwhatever
the outcome.

"Who's calling, please?" Aggrieved.



“It's Dani," she blurted. "I...I need to know if y®aid those things
about Cameron because... because you wanted &cproe from
being hurt."

Silence.
"Nicole? Please? | really need to know," Dani ajgzbdesperately.

More silence. Then, tersely, "If you're intent omkimg a fool of
youself over Cameron McFarlane, Dani, go right dh&ae decision
is yours."

Dani sighed. The metaphorical washing of hands.cWhiouldn't do

in this case. "Look, Nicole," she tried again. "NMay'm not the kind
of sister you'd like to have. We don't seem to hraueh in common.
But this is important to me. You see—" there wasuway around it,

she had to say it straight out "—you see... Camsvazars he didn't
sleep with you."

"You asked him?" Shock, swiftly escalating to ogga"How dare
you talk to him about me! How dare you..." Nicoleoked on her
fury.

Dani winced. Why hadn't she thought of the bitteund to Nicole's
pride? If Cameron McFarlane was telling the truth'm sorry," she
rushed out. "I didn't ask him, Nicole. He kind akegsured me into
giving him the reason | was refusing to... to seedmy more. And he
swore that he hadn't had that kind of interest wath."

"And you believe him." Blistering resentment.

“Nicole..." Desperate appeal. "I didn't know what helieve. |
thought maybe..."

"Believe what you like, Dani."



It was now Nicole's turn to crash the telephoneixexxr down and put
an emphatic end to pursuing the painful point amgher.

Dani felt both frustrated and deeply disturbedlras gowly returned
the receiver to its cradle. Nothing would ever e $ame again. She
had given Nicole the ultimate insult. If Cameron Rddane had
rejected Nicole, and really wanted her, Dani, tiNinole would
certainly consider that the greatest insult sherbadived in her life.

Why did it have to be like this? Why couldn't shed a\Nicole be
friends? Nicole treated her almost as if she wamapetitor, yet Dani
had gone out of her wapotto compete with Nicole. Tears burned he
eyesas she removed her hand from the telephondelbbkewed up
inside. A mess.

She probably shouldn't have doubted her sistertsl.wghe should
never have revealed what Nicole had said to Cambiciarlane,
shaming her sister just because he got under ler Bini didn't
have to see him again, but Nicole undoubtedly wauttie course of
her work at the PR company. Why hadn't she thoofytitat?

Nicole would never forgive her. Never in a milligears. Nicole may
not have liked Dani much before, but now she wddte her. The
burning tears welled up and overflowed. Dani sluchpe her bed in
defeat. Another disaster. Nothing turned out righther. Not ever.

But there was no point in sitting here moaning grwning about the
situation. She had to make up her mind what tolmaCameron.
He would be coming back for her soon. Dani got élénsioving
while she thought about Cameron McFarlane's persist

She had a quick wash then hurried through her itigess
automatically choosing her favourite skirt and rhatg blouse. It
was not an expensive outfit, only polished cottaut, the tiny floral
print in oranges and greens and browns suited dleucng, and



Dani was not completely without vanity. Whatevee slecided to do
about Cameron McFarlane, some core of feminineepndide her
wanted him to see her looking nice for once. Shekfyufastened the
stylish belt of tan leather around her small warst slid the matching
sandals onto her feet.

When the expected knock came on her door, Daniskdsg a
couple of combs above her ears, bringing some aodigre mass of
waves and curls that tumbled to her shoulder-blaldes bathroom
mirror reflected a pale face, and the freckles sgroer nose and
cheekbones seemed to stand out more than usudd €onan like
Cameron McFarlane really wamnér?Dani asked herself. Had Nicole
lied out of spite and jealousy?

Damn Nicole! Dani thought fiercely. She'd been nfgeng in her
life, all her life, making her feel second-rate and not moaf notice.
For whatever reason he had, Cameron McFarlane wdairdy
taking notice of her. And if Dani wiped everythiatge out, the plain
unvarnished truth was shweantedto be with Cameron McFarlane.
Shewantedto explore the amazing and exciting sense of higsa
with him.

Having made her decision, Dani applied a soft clyalick to put
some colour on her face, then went to confronththe whose desire
for her was about to be measured.

She opened the door and was once more swampea loypplact of
his compelling physical presence. His blue eyestegid with

pleasure as they took in her appearance, and the kengave her
was a force-ten heart stopper.

"Great! You're ready."

Dani took a quick breath to ease the constrictiohar chest. "More
or less," she said evasively.



"Nicole came clean."

He said that with such confidence it was difficodit to assume he
was innocent. But being a master psychologist, ightthave worked
out that Nicole had a career to protect. It wascooiclusive.

"More or less," Dani replied, even more evasively.
"So now you know you can trust me."
"That might be overstating the case a trifle."

“"Learn to trust your instincts, Dani." The adviadta liberal coating
of self-satisfaction.

Trusting her instincts was one thing that Dani wasgoing to do.
That could be far too dangerous with this man.t8bk a deep breath
and asked, "What have you got in mind for todayn@an? You
didn't say earlier."

"How about a swim? It's hot now, and it can only lgatter. Unless
there's something specific you'd like to do, we lz® around the
pool today, then go out for dinner this evening.& Igrinned.
"Consider me your slave for the day. Tell me what want and I'll
give it to you."

"That sounds fair," Dani said, unable to stop Heéfeam responding
to his flirtatious grin. "I'll collect the thingsrieed."

A few moments later Dani joined him on the basentemding with

her beach bag. Her heart was pumping so excitddly the was
already locking the door behind her before she mrebbeged Mrs. B
and her bad ankle. She shot Cameron a look of &ppea

"Would you mind waiting a bit longer? | should ckem Mrs. B to
see if she needs anything."



"No need. She's mobile again. One could almostsgpaiely." His
eyes danced with amusement. "Besides which, shedmpany. A
gentleman by the name of Henry Newbold. He's taking; B out to
lunch."”

"Oh! How lovely for her!"

Dani was so pleased for her friend that she bareticed Cameron
relieving her of her beach bag, but she certairdficed his arm

sliding around her waist as they went up the basésteps together.
Her whole body was vibrantly alive to the warmthhef hand on her
hip, and the brush of his body against hers was$yaddsmerising.

Dani did not recollect her wits until she was sdaite the front

passenger seat of Cameron's car.

Why did it feel so different with him, Dani wondergerplexed and
disturbed by the intensity of the response hishadiew from her.
She could be in big trouble before this day wasifosthe didn't put
some firm control on proceedings. If Cameron thadght night's
kiss represented a go-ahead signal, she had tchstloat idea
immediately. Otherwise lazing around his pool miglad to all kinds
of complications, including his bed.

It was all very well feeling strongly attractedhon, but she didn't
want to end up being used for a chapter in his Ibesk. For the life
of her, she couldn't understand why he should agheosvanther
above Nicole. Or Simone, for that matter. It madesanse to her.

Cameron took his seat beside her. The closingsoflbor seemed to
lend an intimate atmosphere to their togetherrigasi frowned at

him as he flashed her a smile that expresseddamtech satisfaction
for her comfort."I'm still not sure | like you," stblurted out, feeling a
need to prick his confidence.



"Today's the perfect opportunity for you to findt diat you do," he
replied, not the least bit pricked.

"I'm coming because you owe me a day," Dani ded|aeelling out
the terms for his conduct.

That seemed to galvanize his attention. The bles epeared into
hers. "Am | to understand Christmas Day is stil] Bani?"

She grimaced. "Well, it won't work any mure, Canmerti would
cause trouble within the family, and | don't wamtb that."

"l see," he said grimly. "So Nicole didn't back.off

“In a way she did," Dani assured him quickly. "Bae knows you,
Cameron, and that spoils the effect | wanted. Wératts true or not,
you have a reputation of being a womaniser, soon'tndo me any
good to turn up with you."

He frowned. "What effect did you want?"

"To turn the spotlight of interest onto you instedidne. You happen
to be the archetype of all the qualities my fanalygmires." She
shrugged. "Hopelessly superficial, of course, bat's the way they
judge.”

"Superficial..." The word clearly stuck in his tlato

"You know... handsome face, good physique, highigcessful in
your chosen career, rolling in money, smart drgssBarming
manner..."

"Those qualities mean nothing to you?" he askegjrky little smile
on his lips.



"Oh, | wouldn't knock them. | was quite preparedise them," Dani
acknowledged. "But compared to other things, | dtdmhk they're
terribly important.”

"Like what?"

"Having a good heart, kindness, honesty, loyaliyelity... things
like that."

He flashed her a challenging look. "It will be irgsting to see how
honestyouare, Dani."

Which gave her food for thought as he started #émend drove them
toward a day of highly questionable togetherneks. \Banted him.
There was no denying that. But people could wdat af things that
were not good for them.

"What was the difference of opinion that causedtpdeave your job
at Julio's?" Cameron inquired, surprising her duber worrisome
reverie.

It was a safe subject, Dani decided. She explanted had happened
with Julio and how disillusioned she felt with twaole business.

Cameron made sympathetic comments that soundestsinihen he
slanted her an inquiring look. "So what are youngdo do now?"

Dani shrugged. "l haven't made up my mind yet."

He smiled as though he was pleased she had no ilm@@dan. “I'm
sure something will turn up," he said.

Not for her, Dani thoughtde might be lucky, but she wasn't. She
needed to prove herself on every job she obtaeredlnone of them
had come easy.



When they came to a halt at Cameron's house, [@amnidiculously
nervous about getting out of the car.

It had been a bad idea to come here, she thoubatsisould have
insisted on a public beach. Or somewhere public.

Cameron, however, made no attempt to touch her wheralighted.
He led the way into the house, keeping to a relakadming manner
as he invited her to use the guest suite she hedl last night for
changing her clothes.

There were a few moments of high tension when gs@ wut to the
patio in her bathing suit and saw him in his. Dhad more than
enough curves in the right places and her yelloviiobaisplayed all
of them. Cameron showed a fascinated interest mtatlg mapping
every one. At the same time, Dani couldn't helprgaat him in the
light of what she had felt in last night's embrace.

It was Cameron who broke the dangerous enthralmeotjng not

toward her but away, inviting her to share the path him. The cold

water was a good dampener for more than the surdees heat.
They swam and floated and swam some more. Cameadoaly put

her at ease with a mixture of good humour and ch&uaghing at
things she said and never letting their conversdtay long enough
for any discomfiting silences to develop. He seemgstested, in her
iIdeas and experiences, and he readily reciproeatadstories of his
own.

He did not act or talk like a womaniser, Dani thiougith relief. She
slowly came to the realisation that the only evieshe had of his
womanising was his relationship with Simone, whiwd been a
mutual affair.

She remembered his insistence that he did not bedhew
indiscriminately. On the other hand, how had hégagd the material



for his bookThe Psychology of SeXhat seemed to suggest a lot c
first-hand experience. Dani decided she had bggerhold of his
book and read it for herself.

He undermined other preconceptions she had by fciigeamaking
them salad sandwiches for lunch and proving himpelffectly
capable in the kitchen. He drank a soft drink viagn, not criticising
her choice or attempting to persuade her into gryanything
alcoholic. Dani could not have asked for a moresaarate host, nor
a more pleasant and stimulating companion. Shelcmilhelp liking
him. Very much.

They were relaxing on the sun loungers after luactl Dani was
feeling a lovely warm contentment when Cameron reully
reopened the question about Nicole. "Family is irtgod to you, isn't
it, Dani," he remarked, rather than asked. His eyt her a look of
warm approval that Dani found a bit confusing, sirame of her
family had supposely maligned him.

"Yes, it is," she replied staunchly, then triedy&i the subject on an
impersonal level. "l think everyone has a need del fpart of
something. Roots of one kind or another. | guessngast miss that,
not having a family yourself."

A sardonic smile curled his mouth and his eyes viramt. "Some
things are better missed."

"What happened, Cameron?" she asked impulsivelgw'did you
come to be so alone?"He shrugged dismissively. igktdistory,
Dani. Tell me about your family." He flashed hemaious look. "Do
you love them?"

"Yes." She gave him an ironic smile. "Although sdimes | don't
like them too well. Except for Grandma. Grandmspscial. When |
grow old | want to be just like my grandmother."



Warmth crept into his eyes and seemed to caresSWhay?"

Dani took a deep breath and tried to ignore thgdytifeeling running

riot through her body. "Because she's so wise avidd and doesn't
try to interfere. She believes in letting people liheir own lives, but
if you ask her for guidance, she helps without gdinssy. I've had
some of the best times of my life with Grandma."

"Where does she live?"

"On a little five-acre farm outside Camden. It usedoe a much
bigger farm, but most of it was sold off to landveepers after
Grandpa died. Grandma held on to enough so shetitlakeep her
dogs and goats and chickens and have her frug &ted vegetable
garden. Mum and Dad are always on at her to sedingpsettle in a
retirement village close to them—" she flashed aitnumphant grin
"—Dbut no-one's going to' get Grandma to do anytrshg doesn't
want to do."

Cameron grinned. "A very strong character?"

"\fcry independent. Dad says she's old, stubbodrust plain ornery,
but there's nothing feebleminded about Grandma."

In fact, her pithy comments on life often discomdither family,
particularly Nicole, who thought she knew bettearttanyone. But
Dani didn't want to mention Nicole to Cameron.

"Is she your father's mother?"

"No. My mother's. Dad's parents are dead. We nsaer much of
them. Usually we went to Grandma's for school ragled"

"What did you do there?"



Dani regaled him with stories from her childhoo@né&ron listened
with such fascinated interest that Dani had thengtimpression his
childhood had been very different to hers. She aaénd ask him
about it, but he skilfully blocked every attempeshade, turning the
conversation back to her life. Not that she mind#lchg him, but she
was conscious of him learning a great deal abauaiheé telling very
little about himself.

All the same, it was a most enjoyable afternoonvds only as she
was changing to go out to dinner with him that skadised Cameron
could have been playing some masterly game of [pdygh,
beaming interest and approval at her to persuadeatoaevealing so
much. On the other hand, why would he want to kifolne wasn't
really interested?

Cameron took her to a little French restaurantaddmgton and he
told her stories of the strange meals he'd haorgidn places. He had
her laughing and enjoying herself so much she dsdop to think his
experience was so much wider than hers that sHdrcbpossibly be
a match for him. His eyes kept telling her he wagwng her
response to him, and Dani felt giddy with pleasure.

The meal they had was fine and beautifully preskrated as it turned
out, Dani was well acquainted with the chef, hawmgked with him
before she moved on and up to Julio's. She senh@rmompliments
via their waiter.

In his typically flamboyant style, Henri appearadhe dining room a
few minutes later, c lling out her name as thoughwere a long-lost
relative. Dani laughingly rose from her chair to beeeted by
smacking kisses on both cheeks. Then, of coursehathto introduce
Cameron, who looked on with tolerant amusement eviikenri
poured forth a torrent of words.



"l have heard everything! Julio, upsetting you ltkat. Deplorable,
cherie.Terrible. He should be guillotined for disturbiag artist such
as yourself. You were right to leave. It is Juligss. Who else can
make so well the apple pie with the crushed almpastry? Who
else..."

"Your pear and ginger pudding is not to be scotiedHenri," Dani
replied, cheered by his championship.

He made a smacking sound with his lips, tried wklmodest and
failed hopelessly. "Ah, my Dani! What' times we hadether! A
kitchen with both of us. Let it be so again. If ylwave not yet secured
another position, join me here. | realise it wobkla step down for
you, ma cherieput our reputation is growing. Who knows where tr
future may take us? Together we would be stronblefiri looked
towards the ceiling with the air of a man who waaashsafed a vision
that would change the world.

The offer took Dani by surprise. She hesitated dvaive all else she
needed a job. "That's so kind of you, Henri. Bypuiisive. Don't you
think..."

"No!" said Cameron.

"The marvellous things we would create!" enthuseshiy kissing
her again.

Dani was doubly distracted.
"Don't do k," said Cameron. "Don't even think abibUt
"Why not?" asked Dani.

"Is there some reason?" Henri inquired, forcedaketnotice of
Cameron.



"I've found a job for Dani."

The flat declaration startled both of them.
"You have?" Dani queried disbelievingly.
"The perfect job for you," Cameron asserted.

Dani turned to Henri in some confusion of mind. tiHel have to
think about this."

"Of course! Think all you like. But you anddherie.That is worth
thinking of. The masterpieces we would create.e"whandered off
with the air of a man besotted by his own creations

Dani sank back onto her chair and looked seardty & Cameron.

He appeared very serious. Had someone in the bhesleat the party
last night? Or someone who knew someone? Was tmathe had

been sure something would turn up for her? But Wgn't he told

her about it earlier?

"What job have you found for me?"
"One where you can do as you please."
"That sounds good."

"You will have complete control."

Dani's eyebrows shot up. That was unusual. Daniftyaiad a great
deal of ego and megalomania in all the kitchens tsae worked.
Even Henri was temperamental. "You mean I'll babieolute charge
of everything?" she asked incredulously.

"Absolute authority. Total freedom of choice.”



"That sounds great." Dani leaned forward eagedy dyes sparkling
with excitement. "When do | start?"

"Tomorrow."
"Where?"
"At my place. As my personal chef."

Dani's excitement fizzled out. She came back tthesith a thump,
all her suspicions about him charging through hednCameron had
led her right down the garden path, flattering tesrtrancing her,
breaking down barriers with consummate skill, bl svasn't so
naive that she couldn't seeme in, suckenrritten all over this offer.
He had wanted her to go to bed with him last niginig this was
clearly the next step to achieving that end.

"You can't afford me," she said disdainfully.

His eyes glittered a derisive challenge. "Yes,n.ta

"Maybe you can, but | don't want it."

"Why not?"

"It's a live-in position."

"Yes."

"And something else is going to be involved besit&sking."
"Does that frighten you?"

"Any sensible person would be wary of a job likatftwhere tenure
doesn't depend on the quality of the cooking,"reloeked. "Besides



which, you're flying off to the U.S. on Boxing Dago it's hardly
worth my while to tie myself up with you, is it?"

"Perhaps | won't go. Perhaps I'll want to take ragspnal chef with
me. Consider it a trial run, Dani. A checking-oubgess, if you like.
You'll be well paid for the work, so you won't bet @f pocket."

Dani favoured him with a look of arch scepticisnfoli may have
had a lot of trial runs in your life, Cameron, keitme tell you, they're
not my style."

"l said you had complete freedom of choice, Dargivie you my
word that nothing will happen that you don't wanhappen."

"How good is your word?" she scoffed.

"As good as yours, Dani Halstead. Every bit as ga®gours. And
possibly—" the blue eyes bored into hers "—a |dtdre'

The challenge to her honesty was like a punch ¢ohisart. Dani
stared at him, fiercely justifying her stance whim to herself. Yes,
he was attractive. More attractive than any othan rshe had met.
Probably more attractive than any man she would meet. She had
spent a wonderful day with him and she did like .Hinormously.

She wanted to have more time with him, time to kriom better,

time to feel her way with him and find out if thiegd a future. He was
handing her that opportunity. But what motive did have? He
couldn't be considering anything lasting betweesnthcould he?
Why would he? She was no match for him.

He leaned forward, reached across the table akdta®of her hands
in his. His fingers stroked across her wrist, sof$eductively,
persuasively. "Give it a chance, Dani. That's'alldsking."



In his eyes was the promise of the rightness stiddiiawith him last
night, the promise of all the possibilities in therld between them.
But was it a deception? An illusion? A mirage coeglup by her
own secret desires?

Dani's body rebelled against the caution in herdmiHer heart
pumped a wildyes.Her stomach melted with compliance. Her lec
denied any strength to walk away. Her lungs refusedreathe
properly until she was prepared to consider sueend

"I'll think about it," she managed huskily.
"Tomorrow," he pressed.

"All right. I'll give you an answer tomorrow. Aftéve done Mrs. B's
cleaning."

"What time will you be home?"
"Five o'clock."
"Il be there."

He released her hand and sat back, emanating enseimonfidence
that he would win his way with her. Dani didn't knd she cared any
more if he did. There was a time in life when itswaecessary to
throw caution to the wind. Perhaps this was the tion her.

And who knew? Maybe the way to a man's heart wesugi his
stomach!



CHAPTER SEVEN

THE NEXT MORNING Dani found out that Mrs. B didn't need her as
stand-in cleaner any more. She had contacted agsiohal cleaning
service, which assured her they could take overurepermanently,
and she was about to recommend it to her gentleMesn. B had
decided she was never going to do cleaning agace for Henry,
of course. Mrs. B was moving out to a new life. iore loneliness
for her. From now on it was going to be Hilda arehiy together in
his Woollhara home.

Which left Dani with a great hole in her life. Hame close friend was
deserting her for a man. Not that she minded ablosit B settling in
with Henry New- bold. She was happy for her. Buthwno-one
nearby to talk to, it did mean a lot of lonely daysl nights stretching
ahead of her.

As it was, she was unexpectedly free for the dayh & heavy
decision hanging on her mind. It wasn't that ski@'ttknow what she
wanted to do. That was not in question. She sidg't understand
what Cameron McFarlane saw in her, apart from hst-fclass
cooking. Dani didn't like walking into a situatioshe didn't
understand. It made her feel out of control. Despatl the
disappointments and disasters Dani had weatheedloe years, she
never felt she couldn't control her life. Occaslhnahe made
judgements and decisions that didn't work out pigpbut that was
to be expected. Everybody did that. It happenecenr@quently to
her because luck was definitely against her.

Nevertheless, she always picked herself up and choreshe hoped
steering a wiser course into the future. The problath Cameron

McFarlane was that she had more than a sneakimicgus that to

become his personal live-in chef had a few consecpse However
much she wanted to be with him, it appeared tdbdeight of folly

rather than a rational, sensible decision with@plgaending.



Yet Mrs. B's good opinion of Cameron kept playimguad in her
mind, teasing her into a different perception of tihharacter. Mrs. B
had been delighted she and Cameron had got onlsthathe had
wanted to spend all yesterday with her.

"Such a kind man. | really shall miss doing for hii the treats he's
given me..." She smiled with fond remembrance. 'IBwill be nicer
sharing with Henry."

"What treats, Mrs. B?" Dani questioned.

"Oh, there was always food he didn't want becae&tlie away. And
complimentary tickets to the movies. Every timedntioned a movie
I'd like to see, somehow someone gave him a tickéthat he didn't
have time to use and he'd give it to me." Her brawyes twinkled
brightly in delighted anticipation of a happy oute® to another
romance. "He's a good man, Dani. The kind who'tdyréaok after
you. You do like him, don't you?"

Dani's agreement had made Mrs. B look extremelisfead, as
though everything was neatly settled in her mindt 8b in Dani's.
Yet she was forced to continue revising her judgenoé Cameron
McFarlane. He hadn't been conning Mrs. B with Hiarm. He had
given at least as much as Mrs. B had given himsiBlysmore. She
remembered his readiness to oblige in sending Bliowers and
felt ashamed of her cynicism.

Maybe he did have a good heart. She couldn't dueilatas generous.
Maybe he had no bad motives at all. Was it posgiblevas totally
sincere in all he'd said to her?

Since the wisest person she knew was her grandmdtaei figured
that her free day could be fruitfully employed tatk a few things
over with her. She could not, of course, spell thet details, but a
general overview of things could very well clear agew murky



areas in her brain. Dani wanted to have all hes afiout her, her
facts absolutely straight and a sensible decismateuher belt when
Cameron McFarlane came for her this afternoon.

A telephone call ensured that a visit was more tivaltome, and
Dani set off, her spirits automatically lifting slse took the train that
her grandmother would meet at Camden, on the swesitern

outskirts of the city. Dani loved going to Grandsnalace.

Nicole had hated their holidays there, always campig there was
nothing to do. But that was mainly because Nic@eoiled from
getting her hands and clothes dirty. Nicole hadenéwnown how to
have fun and probably never would. Which was a. pitwas one of
the few times that Dani didn't envy Nicole—in fafd|t a stab of
sympathy for her.

Dani wanted to talk to Grandma about Nicole. It was something
she had done before, because most of the time ahteavto forget
Nicole. Dani had made up her mind that she belie@aderon's
assertion about not having any intimate associatith her sister,
but she wanted a clearer understanding of Nicoletsves for saying
what she had said.

She hoped Grandma had some useful insights be@arsevanted
to smooth things over between herself and herrsigtier all,
Christmas was Christmas, they were family, and plaaticular day
was hurtling towards her like an express train.

Time seemed to slip by very quickly and suddenly train was
pulling in at Camden. Dani hurried off and raced afuthe station to
where she knew her grandmother would be waiting. @inned at
the spritely white-haired lady who waved to henirbeside the blue
pick-up truck she had been driving for the lastrityg/ears.



Her grandmother's wild mop of curls was cropped ristor
practicality, and she wore her "town clothes," whigere always
pink. On this occasion they were candy-stripedorottlacks and a
matching overblouse.

They hugged and kissed, and Dani was quite sigleeifhadn't seen
Grandma for ten years instead of two weeks, themivarand

affection of the greeting would be the same. Gramdwas

unflappable.

They piled into the truck for the twenty-minuteptout to the farm.
No comment was made about Dani's visit on a Mondayse
Monday was her usual day off work anyhow, and [paampted her
grandmother into telling all her news.

One of the dogs had a new litter of pups, and twster in the
henhouse had given the alarm that a fox was abteutvas a feisty
bird, well worth his keep. He knew how to protet hens. There
was certainly a place for such roosters, Dani thguand wondered if
Cameron McFarlane would ever care enough abouttdebe

protective.

When they reached the farm, Grandma and Dani didainnds of the
animals, then with all due greetings made, thelyeskat the table in
the huge country kitchen, which was Grandma's don@wer a cup
of tea and Grandma's pumpkin scones, the old lagarded her
grand-daughter with shrewd probing brown eyes.

"So what's wrong, Dani?" she asked quietly. "Whyehgou come to
visit me today? "

Dani heaved a rueful sigh. Nothing got past Grandgha could spot
a lie coming a mile off, and if any mischief hasgtha@lone behind her
back, somehow she always knew about that, too.eRpkined it



away by saying the birds told her, but Dani figuskee had some
sixth sense.

“I'm trying to work something out, Grandma,” sheartsd
hesitantly."Fine," her grandmother encouraged. i8beed down to
the far end of the table, where her tapestry frarae set out on a
special cloth. She threaded a needle with oneecttihoured wools,
gave Dani her listening smile and started stitclangy.

This is it, Dani thought. The big one. It wasn'ttimme for
half-measures. She had to go in boots and alt alfout a man,
Grandma."

"Fine," said Grandma non-committally.

Dani took a deep breath. "Nicole told me somettabgut him—"
Impossible to specify what "—but | don't think iag/true."

Grandma looked up. "Why don't you think it's trDani?" she asked
quietly.

Dani paused for reflection. Why didn't she belieMeole? It
certainly suited her purpose not to believe het.iBuent deeper than
that.

"It doesn'tfeelright, Grandma."

It was as simple as that, really. All the vibras@he was getting from
Nicole and Cameron McFarlane... they didn't fitethger. Someone
was lying, and all her instincts said it was Nicole

"Then perhaps Nicole is lying," Grandma said qyidtler stitching
never altered a beat. Calm, unflappable, imperhleba

"But why, Grandma? Why should Nicole tell such eadiful lie?"



Grandma looked up at her. "There could be a lota$ons, Dani."
"Such as?"

"Perhaps Nicole is jealous of you. Perhaps shessrwhat you could
have."

"Ha!" said Dani with derisive scorn. "Nicole, jeak of me? Fat
chance, Grandma! Nicole is the one who has evenyil8he's—"

"Has she, Dani? Has she got everything?"

She didn't have Cameron McFarlane, Dani thouglt Gameron had
also suggested Nicole might be jealous of her. Haak to be the
answer, Dani decided. Nicole had wanted Camerorshadhated the
thought that he preferred her younger sister. AighoHeaven alone
knew why he did! "Nicole is beautiful, Grandma. SHarainy—"

"Do you think that's so important, Dani?"

That stopped Dani in her tracks. Only yesterday s made the
same point to Cameron McFarlane, listing his onashtiributes and
telling him they weren't the most important thintigt they weren't
enough for her when it came right down to the riftigty. But would
men think the same way about Nicole? The evidenaes v
overwhelmingly against it.

"Well, they're assets most people would like toehdwrandma," she
defended.

Her grandmother made no reply. For long minutesi atched her
carry on with her stitching, her hands moving rinyitally and
methodically in their repetitive task. Dani loveda@dma's hands.
They were old and gnarled and weather-beaten framm fwork,
oversized for a woman, but they were the tendemess$f comforting
hands in the world.



They had consoled and soothed her when she washatined her
forenead when she had a childhood fever, gentiyeleld all kinds
of animals. They were capable, loving hands. Dapied that when
she grew old, she would have loving hands like tfwat her
grandchildren.

Suddenly the shrewd brown eyes snapped up anddapkiezically
at her. "Do you really, Dani? Do you really waratth'

Which left Dani bewildered. "Want what, Grandma?"
"To be like Nicole."

The thought flabbergasted Dani. She had sometinoeslered what
it would be like, but to be actually like Nicole...

"Certainly not, Grandma. No way! I'd much rathembe."

Grandma gave a self-satisfied little smile as sleatwack to her
stitching.

"There is one other thing, Grandma..."

“I'm all ears," Grandma encouraged.

"It's a man."

"The same man?"

"Yes."

"Well?"

Dani blurted it out. "I don't understand why hdtsaated to me."

Grandma looked up. "Don't you think you're attnagtiDani?"



"Well, yes, but I'm not Nicole." Or Simone, eith&he thought.
"Beauty," said Grandma portentously, "is in the ef/the beholder."

Dani was disappointed. She had expected more froandgna than
that. Dani didn't see how she could base her hfeswch a dubious
proposition. It simply didn't have the same ringtroith about it as
"disasters come in threes" or "the early bird cagcthe worm." She
suspected it was in the same vein as "the way nwa's heart is
through his stomach,” which had yet to be verified Dani's
experience.

"Well, Grandma, would you like me to make us sooreh?"

She started to rise, but Grandma said, "Sit dovemiD think | have
to tell you a story." She gave Dani her sweet imypbable smile that
seemed to embrace a great experience and knowdédge world.

Dani sat. There was more to come. Maybe she wadillgjst some
light thrown onto her problem, some wise advicet thauld
illuminate the path and the darkness ahead.

Grandma sat back complacently, taking her timentraa was never
hurried in anything she did. "lt's a fairy storyshe began, and
resumed her stitching. "But for all it's a fairgst, it's true enough.”
She glanced up momentarily. "See what you can nudk, if
anything at all."

Dani waited.

"Once upon a time, a long time ago, there was agagirl. She was
pretty enough, and attractive enough, but she hadytaring fault."

Dani had a prickling sensation that she knew whag asoming. She
didn't like it. Not one bit.



"The fault in the girl was grotesque. She was avaynscious of it
and tried to hide it." Grandma took one long pélire tapestry wool
so her arm was extended to its fullest extent. "See, Dani, this girl
had very huge, ugly hands. She tried her best ép keem out of
sight. She put them behind her back. She sat on. thiealtimes were
a terrible torture because they exposed her hamdsvéryone's
critical view."

"l wouldn't think like that, Grandma," Dani intecfed defensively.

"Of course not, my dear. Anyway, this little giregv up and one day
she fell in love with a man." Grandma smiled areinsolitary smile.
"Very much in love," she said firmly. "One day thman asked her to
marry him. And do you know what this silly girl ¢d

Dani shook her head. Her throat had gone dry. @denb idea what
was coming next.

"Well, this silly girl," Grandma continued, "said the man, 'How can
you love me when I've got such ugly hands?' She hieéd her hands
up in front of his face to prove her point. Oh, sfes such a silly girl
then."

"What happened?" Dani croaked.

"Fortunately for the girl, the man she loved wa®gy sensible man.
He didn't tell a lie and say to her that she haddtfettiest hands in the
world. No, what he did was quite different. He ledkher firmly in
the eyes and said, 'If you love me, you'll forgeti yver said that to
me, as I'm going to forget you ever said it. Othsevevery time | see
your hands I'll think how ugly they areldve you.Not your hands.
Between us, | never want your hands to be mentiagad, not in all
our married life. If you don't keep to that, theyyecome a stupid
iIssue, and someday dreadful wounding words widigmken that will
never be forgiven.' And the girl, at last, got s@ease and promised



him she would never mention her hands again ah&rh get in the
way."

Grandma stuck her needle into the side of her tapegth the air of

having finished all she wanted to say. She satgarzéd contentedly
through the kitchen window, looking out over theddack yard with

her animals and vegetable garden. Her domain.

Dani felt she had got the point. It didn't do angod to let
shortcomings get in the way of something that conéghn an awful
lot to you. In fact, Dani made an instant resolutieever to think
about her freckles again. She wasn't going to thitweole in
Cameron's face again, either.

Dani cleared her throat and spoke her heart. "& lggur hands,
Grandma."

"So do I, my dear," she answered softly.

"Hands were never mentioned again, Grandma?" Datedhasking,
but she needed to know.

"Only once," Grandma said. "Only once." A smilehir face, a smile
of serene inner satisfaction and contentment, eamad of benign
appeal.

"What happened?"
"Oh, a very rude man once made an unseemly remark..
"And?"

"Your grandfather had a lot of Irish in him, DaHie really believed
in the things he believed in. He hit the man oncdiatwa blow it
was!—straight between the teeth. The man went didvena lead
balloon. Blood everywhere. He didn't bother gettmdpis feet."



Dani looked at her grandmother in shock. Here was@an who
wouldn't hurt a fly, who went out of her way to gigompassion and
support to those who suffered, but her face wasused with
supreme pleasure in the painful blow that had ksarck on her
behalf. It was clear that she had drifted off iat@mther world, a world
of dreams where love blossomed and grew in richaedsstrength,
and there had been happiness and laughter and Aeather world,
which was still very real and vivid to her.

Dani didn't interrupt her reverie. She understoodcigely what
Grandma was saying.

What are defects to you might not be defects tersth.unless you let
them get in the way. If you were confident in yaifsno-one
noticed. If you weren't confident, then it would@muatically get in
the way.

When it came to real love, superficial things ltkat simply didn't
matter. The wordove gave Dani a pleasant little tingle along he
spine. Was she in love with Cameron McFarlane? €Canjone fall
in love that quickly?

A strong sense of decision swept through her. Sh® going to see
this feeling through, whatever the truth and thasemuences. She
had to take the chance that everything might tutrright.

Time slipped by. Dani made lunch for her grandmiottieo seemed
content to sit dreaming of other times. But Daril ba get herself
organized. She had another appointment today. ket was made
up, and she was ready to act on her decisions.

She rose from her chair, knelt beside her grandena@hd placed her
head upon the loving hands so carefully folded ttugreon her lap. "I
love you, Grandma."



One hand slid away and lifted to caress Dani'sléahigrown curls. "l
love you, too, Dani."

A most satisfying visit, Dani thought, as they matie trip to
Camden station. She felt there had been a new mmificant
development in her relationship with Grandma. Madailt... more
something... she didn't know what.

But she certainly understood Grandma much better. n®he

wondered what she would do if Grandma died. Shiseshit was

inevitable, and what would happen was that she dvbale her own
children, and they would have their children, ahdeverything

worked out right, one day she would become jusgt (8&tandma and
be wise and able to help people.

Dani gave her grandmother an extra big hug ataiheay station, but
it was Grandma's words that arrested her. "I'llkidorward to
meeting your man on Christmas Day, Dani," she saitply, but
there was a knowing twinkle in her eyes.

On the train journey into the city, Dani ponderbdse words and
their significance. Damn Nicole! she thought. Dbaad to live her
own life. She had found her wings and she was guirity and soar
into the unknown, into a new life. And when ChriagtDay came, if
Cameron wanted to be with her at her family honhe, would be
proud to take him to meet Grandma. Dani could lyandlit for five
o'clock. And Cameron McFarlane.



CHAPTER EIGHT

CoNsclous oF TIMEticking away, Dani whizzed around her flat
packing all the things she needed to take with 8be carried a box
of perishable food to the top flat and left it adésthe quarrelling
couple's door. When she was satisfied that she dvwadlything
organized, she set to work on her appearance.

She washed and blow-dried her troublesome hairCdmeron

thought her hair beautiful, she wasn't going toehitdin a plait. It

ended up rather like a wild halo of crinkles andsaround her face,
but at least it was a shiny brown. And if she tagkay the freckles
across her nose and cheekbones, there wasn't mocly with her

face.

Cameron had said she had a saucy mouth that begdekissed.
Her nose wasn't perfect but she didn't mind thile kilt at the end. As
for her eyes, well, hazel could be more interestivag plain green or
brown, and she did have thick curly lashes. Fronv no she was
going to think positive.

For good measure, she put on the clothes she hadhbdor
Christmas Day. The well-tailored white slacks amelboldly striped
red and white jersey top were really quite strikiog her, Dani
thought. One thing she did have was a well-propoetil figure.

Cameron thought so, too, or he wouldn't have stateder in her
yellow maillot.

Dani worked herself up into feeling absolutely graaout herself by
the time Cameron called for her at precisely fivelogk. Then,

despite all her marvellous resolutions, she took look at him and
her new-found confidence cracked. He wore a lighy ¢pusiness suit
that not only emphasised the striking features hef tman, but
iImpressed on her that he could take his place yncanle he chose



and be the centre of it. He emanated a self-asseirdrat no-one
could take away from him, while Dani felt herseé#flating like a
pricked balloon.

Nevertheless, he was here for her, and at leastati@ damned good
cook, Dani argued fiercely to herself. She wouldkenaim appreciate
that, if nothing else. Her eyes challenged his wghrish pride.

"We haven't talked wages yet," she said, stubbaietgrmined on
making him respect her professionally and not takgthing for
granted.

Cameron named a daily rate that was more than Rsthiearned in
her life. And for considerably less work. She sowatkkd three times
to counteract the tremulous upheaval it causedenker. So much
money could only mean that Cameron was very irgaritaving her.
She desperately hoped he didn't think lie was lmuymore than her
expertise in the kitchen. Her love, her body, leetihgs were not for
sale. Or maybe he thought...

"If that's meant to cover house cleaning as welly gan forget it,
Cameron," she asserted. "Mrs. B has undoubtedbyriméd you that
she won't be cleaning your house any more. Andheewill I. House
cleaning is not my vocation in life. | was only pielg out a friend."

Another thought struck her before he could replghould also tell
you that | don't believe in double standards wheromes to
housework. Or in any other area. As far as livimthe same house is
concerned, you pick up after you, and I'll pickaffer me.

"I've already contracted the cleaning service Mreecommended to
do that work, Dani," he assured her, amusementimggirt his eyes.
"Your job is to be my personal chef. Nothing marething less."

"That's all right, then. | don't want you to havayafalse
expectations."



"How could | with you?"

Dani didn't like the sound of that. Maybe he hast lmterest in
wanting her. She frowned at the way his mouth wadkipg. "What's
that supposed to mean?" she demanded.

The quirking stretched into a wide grin. "Dani, yiay everything
straight on the line. Which | like, I might add'sla most refreshing
change from the usual artifice that most young woemploy."

Dani's heart gave a pleasurable little skip. Hediker for being the
way she was. Maybe Grandma was right after all Ganderon found
nothing wrong with her. She gave him a brilliantilsmHer bright

hazel eyes sparkled loving approval at him.

It seemed to cause his grin to falter. A strang litted over his
face, as though he had suddenly been struck by sem¢hought. He
was staring at her,but his eyes had the glazedession of being
inwardly focussed. It played havoc with Dani's séoim Then,
whatever it was, he snapped out of it and lean@tdo pick up the
packed suitcase that stood by the door.

“Let's go," he said.

Dani had a strong premonition of the hand of fatste locked up her
flat and followed Cameron to his car. They werengooff together,
going to be together day in and day out. Maybengidd never come
back to live in the old terrace house. Just likes NB-

"l haven't bought any food for dinner tonight," ssed as Cameron
drove them towards his home.

"I did." He flashed her a smile. "You can take owee buying
tomorrow. Then you can keep surprising me.



She laughed out of sheer nervous excitement. "faveany definite
dislikes that | shouldn't cook, Cameron?"

“Tripe. | hate tripe. And liver. Nothing with livef'm a very plain
eater." His eyes sparkled at her. "I'm looking farev to being
educated to higher and better things by one ofwbed's leading
experts."

"Il balance plain with fancy. That way you're gaateed something
you can enjoy as well as something you can try."

"Precisely my formula for life."

Dary didn't know if she approved of that or noteSiad a keen
admiration for the mind of Cameron McFarlane, bist teart was
still very much a mystery to her. She hoped thdinm it would be
revealed to her.

When they arrived at the house in Double Bay, Camearried her
suitcase to the guest bedroom suite she had usexk bélrake your
time unpacking," he invited. "There's no hurry & tp the kitchen,
I'm happy to eat when you're ready."

She favoured him with another brilliant smile fagitg so nice and
obliging. Cameron's gaze fastened on her mouth several

heart-kicking seconds, then swept to her feet eeftowly lifting to

her eyes again. "l have a house rule, too," he said

"Oh?" Dani choked out.

"No chef's uniform." He smiled. "I like what you'veearing much
better."

Dani could feel her whole body flushing with plegsu'What about
when you have guests?" she asked.



"Then you will be the hostess as well as the chef."

Dani was filled with delight that he wanted hehitside amongst his
smart friends and associates. There was only ami@em. "I may not
have appropriate clothes for that, Cameron."

"Then it will be my pleasure to find and purchake appropriate
clothes for you to wear."

Dani took a deep breath. This was tricky grounck ®hsn't sure she
should find it acceptable, but the thought of hgvilothes that
Cameron wanted to see her in was very seductiveesung very
female inside her insisted any protest was stupid.

Cameron's gaze wandered down to the rise and ffileobreasts,
lingered a moment, then flicked up again. "Defilyi pleasure," he
said with another smile. "You have a perfect bdani."

Beautiful hair, perfect body, and he liked her lgestraight with him.
Dani's cup of happiness was flowing over like anfain.

It was only after he left her to her unpacking teae cautioned
herself about his intentions towards her. Gettieg into bed with
him was one of them. Cameron had made no bones gdauBut he
had more or less promised not to pounce. Freedathmte, he had
said. But if she didn't choose when he wanteddewxhat then?

Dani did her best to shrug off the question. She here with him
now. No point in crossing bridges until she cam#&n. Maybe she
could alter the courses of those bridges anywag v&s not without
some power, since he wanted her. She also hadilhi fight for
what she wanted.

When Cameron joined her in the kitchen, Dani haeaaly planned
the menu for dinner. He had changed into casu#hesp and Dani
was somewhat distracted from her preparations vdnike. His jeans



made her very aware of his extremely virile masutlj and he
hadn't bothered doing up all the buttons on histeveports shirt,
which left a deep V of smoothly tanned chest. Daondered if it
was deliberate enticement for her to touch himetees she had the
other night.

Yet he talked to her in a perfectly natural manaed Dani's inner
tension gradually eased away in the pleasure otdmspany. She
braised lobster medallions in white wine and sertregm with a

salad. She cooked steaks on the barbecue, haveadglpopped a
cheese and potato dish into the oven. She accoetpdiis with

snow peas and honeyed carrot sticks. Finally sbéumed perfectly
baked pears with a fresh strawberry sauce andrezayc

Cameron was full of appreciation. Dani glowed mapproval at

him. When she brought up the subject of food expgnse said she
could break the bank for all he cared, so longhaskept giving him

meals as marvellous as thai. She had an absokdehfind to buy
whatever she liked. He would meet all bills witlegdure.

Dani was beginning to think there might be a latrofh in the saying,
"the way to a man's heart is through his stomd€his stomach was
properly satisfied, it probably softened up hisrhéar easier entry.
Anyhow, it seemed like a good idea to test thiootheand see if
Cameron would open up to her.

Having cleaned up the kitchen, Dani took theirtaf-dinner coffee
into the living room where Cameron was lazily sthetd out on one
of his leather armchairs looking supremely conteBhe was
conscious of his eyes glittering over her in anitexgly possessive
way as she sat on the chair beside his. Dani hednpose her mind
before introducing the subject she wanted to tatkua

"I've told you practically all about myself, Cameybshe pointed out.
"I'd like to know more about you."



He gave her an indulgent smile. "What do you warnow, Dani?"

"About your childhood."The smile turned into a gaice. "l prefer to
forget that."

"Why?" She wasn't going to let him evade her qoaestitonight.

He flashed her a sardonic look. "I'm not confudaola my sexuality,
Dani."

She flushed at the reminder of her provocative estyon.

He grinned at her embarrassment. "Nor do | beliewe overly
self-centred or fussy. | simply know what | wantaon't want. And
| don't want you psychoanalysing my childhood aoohing up with
the wrong answers."

"Then tell me the right answers," she argued ressygn

"The right answers are that | learnt the rightd@ss and | don't intend
to make the mistakes firsthand experience taught wege
destructive," he answered dryly.

"Like what?" she persisted. "What harm can it dtetbme about it if
your family are all gone?"

"They're not all gone. | simply disowned them," Is¢ated
matter-of-factly.

Dani stared at him in shock. "You disowned them?"

‘Litwas better for them. Better for me." His eyeftly mocked as he
added, "Life is not always the straight line younia to be, Dani."

"How is it better?"'she demanded.



"My father has a family. My mother has a family.tBare separate
from the other. My parents are much happier ntigtoeminded that
they were once married to each other."

The child of a divorce, and a bitter one, Dani geeés "But what
about you? Don't they care for you?"

"I embarrass them."
"Why?"

"Because | know too much about them. | know whalyttvant to
forget."

"Like what?"

He gave her a twisted little smile. "Dani, peopda'tilike to be faced
with their uglier side. My parents were not intogra@ing when they
were married to each other. Their marriage was tdebground.
Robbie and | were merely weapons they hurled at ettter. When
they divorced, Mother got custody and quickly shibues into
boarding school so she could get on with her lafeg-dnd my father
got loaded with exorbitant fees. Mother was a winshe liked to
win everything. Sending Robbie and me to boardictypsl was a
complete win for her."

No loving at all, Dani thought sadly. She was naoger surprised that
he shied clear of marriage if that was his childhegperience of it.
But what of his brother or sister? "Robbie?" sHeeds

He winced. "My younger brother."
"Where is he now?"

Cameron's face took on a shuttered look. "He drovwmleen | was
fifteen. It happened the day after his thirteentthday."



His jaw tightened. A muscle in his cheek contractdds hands,

which had lain relaxed on the armrests of the kvathair, curled into
knuckle-white fists as though he wanted to hitatuhe fate that had
taken his brother from him.

Dani hesitated to intrude on a grief that still Had power to pulse
through him with such angry violence, yet she iteihight do him
good to talk about it instead of keeping it bottlgdinside him. "How
did it happen?" she asked softly.

He flashed her a look that was both haunted arehted before he
tempered it to flat derision. "We were spending obligatory time
with Father during school vacation. We went fishiAgstorm came
up suddenly. The boat was capsized by a wave.dtlata evening.
We hung on to the boat. No-one came looking forNight fell.
Robbie got tired. A large wave crashed into ustandlipped off. Off
into the darkness. | couldn't find him. | searckmdhours. He never
came back."

Flat, toneless, as if somehow he had failed. Noesgpgtion of the
strength and courage he'd shown.

"What happened to you?" Dani asked, wanting to dvamvout of the
past and back to her.

His mouth twisted as though he hated his own salviiThe next
morning | was found by a fisherman."

She wanted to say, "I'm sorry, Cameron. I'm sure tyed the best
you could,” but that wasn't the best way to showingaand
compassion. Touching was better than words. Grartadashown
her that. So she reached out and gently coveredidssd fist with
her hand, her fingers softly stroking until his daalaxed under hers.

His eyes regarded her quizzically for several lorggnents before he
spoke. "I'm glad you didn't say anything. No fagenpathy."



"There are no words for what you've endured, Camérghe said
quietly.

His fingers slowly and deliberately linked with begiving a tactile
acceptance to an empathy he had neither invitecexypected, but
which was there... the beginning of true closeeta/c »n them, a
lowering of barriers.

"You know what | hated most?" he said, his minti dtvelling on the
past.

She shook her head.

"My parents attending Robbie's funeral. Supposeaabyrning their
son." His voice carried a dark mockery as he adtEaey fought
over him... even there."

Like the couple in the upstairs flat, Dani thoughtunderstand," she
whispered. "In a way I've heard it all before. hlavant it to happen
to me."

"Nor me."

They sat together holding hands, enjoying togedssnin their
mutual thoughts. Dani wondered if Cameron had ®eperooted a
prejudice against marriage to ever consider it.staying alone and
single and having the occasional affair wasn'tvthg to handle life
and get the best out of it. Life was about lovibgving was about
life. Dani was sure of it.

"I've never told anyone about that before," he rdus®re to himself
than to her.

Dani wondered if it was some revelation to him tehad opened up
to her. She couldn't help feelinguniquely privildgkt had to mean he



trusted her with his confidence. Perhaps it measn enore than that,
she thought hopefully.

"You don't see your parents any more?" she asked.

He shook his head. "That stopped after | starte@lighing.

Psychology sweeps the human soul bare. My paremtsto take my
books personally. | must admit my experience wint did give me
the desire to know why people are the way they \afiey they do
what they do. How people make their own worlds. earsh for
reasons. A search for solutions."

"What solutions have you found?"

Any brooding darkness in his soul was banishedeasniled at her.
His blue eyes danced teasingly as he repeatecethievwords she had
spoken to him yesterday. "That having a good hdanginess,

honesty, loyalty, fidelity...things like that...\wdet you through most
problems."

Then he lifted their linked hands to his mouth &@ndshed his lips
over her knuckles. Dani's heart jolted.

"Even better if you mix all that with some lovindgh& murmured, his
eyes warming to more than teasing.

"l think it's time | said goodnight, Cameron," Dananaged to force
out.

He. kissed her hand again, his eyes steady on heghing,
wanting. "Are you sure about that, Dani?" he asatly.

"Yes." Her throat felt so constricted it was baralywhimper. She
swallowed hard then added, "Thank you for talkmgne."



He sighed and gave her a whimsical little smilehageleased her
hand. "My pleasure. | hope you sleep well."

"And you," she said, willing strength into her sha#gs as she stood
up.

She was extremely conscious of him watching heslesleft the
living room. Her skin tingled all over, and the kaaof her neck
positively prickled.lt is too soonDani kept reciting to herselfkar
too soonBut she didn't let herself think about what it ias soon
for until she was safely in bed with the lights.out

What would it mean to Cameron?
Dani knew what it would mean to her.

And if it was the beginning of the end, she wouldwel up inside for
evermore.



CHAPTER NINE

THE NEXT MORNING Dani made up menus for the rest of the week a
wrote a shopping list to cover everything. Camenosisted on
accompanying her to the markets, saying it would abenew
experience for him. Dani was only too happy to sitie whole day
with him.

It was fun shopping together. Cameron waggled yebmws over
some of her choices, but she challenged him to aradt taste. He
seemed blithely unconcerned about the cost of amgteven adding
a few very extravagant items to her shoppingllike black cherries,
which were obscenely expensive.

"l like cherries," he said, popping one into hisutitband eating it
with a blissful look on his face. His eyes twinkladth teasing
devilment. "Of course there is one thing I'd lilegttbr..."

Dani declined to ask. He had already informed hat tysters were
well known for their aphrodisiac properties, weerywhealthy, and
they should both eat plenty of them. With an air coimplete
iInnocence, he stocked up on French champagne,liegtats
gualities and the delightful way it bubbled throumie's head. Dani
couldn't help laughing at his good-humoured suggasess, and the
way his eyes made love to her, had her heart ionatant state of
barely repressible exhilaration.

But while Cameron was certainly an expert and exgiplayer at
love, Dani still wasn't sure thatsheart was involved. In her need tc
know and understand him, she decided she shoultkwastime in
reading up on how he thought in the books he h#tewr She waited
until dinner was over that night, then asked Camefshe could
borrow one of his books from the study.

"Not one of mine, Dani."



"But | wanted..."

The blue eyes were suddenly very hard and seribdles.Any other
book. | don't want you reading mine."

Dani felt bewildered. "Why not?"
"Because those books weren't written for you."

Still she didn't understand his objection. "I knthat, Cameron, but |
might learn something about you from them."

"No. There's nothing for you to learn from them,nbarou're far
better off the way you are."

"What do you mean... the way | am?"

His mouth curled into an ironic little smile. "Nstrewed up. You've
got a straight line in your head, Dani. It'g@odstraight line. Believe
me. | know. And | wouldn't want anything to messthpt straight
line."

She challenged him. "Do you think I'm a simpletGameron? That |
can't read things and sort out what's right or \grfmm me?"

"No. But when | make love to you, | don't want ythinking you

should be doing anything that doesn't come natutallyou." His

eyes took on a gleam of sheer animal wickednessu '©an learn far
more about me that way. Much more enthralling ttading one of
my books to bed with you."

Was it all sex with him? Dani worried. Nothing és@think I'll stick
to a book tonight," she said, and took herseltofthe study, out of
Cameron's firing range.



THE NEXT MORNING he announced he had invited a number of peoj
for dinner on Thursday night so they had to speddy shopping for
an appropriate hostess outfit for her. He did nantwher to feel
pressured for time tomorrow.

"How many people?" Dani demanded. "You should hie me
yesterday when we were buying food."

"Only eight including us. And it doesn't have todre/thing special,
Dani. | want you at the table with me, not in thielken. So, if you
can prepare everything beforehand...”

"Last time you told me twenty and it ended up fgrfyani reminded
him pointedly.

"That was a party. Who can control a party?" heeaaed. "This is a
sit-down dinner. No gatecrashers, | promise."

"Are you absolutely sure of that, Cameron?" shedskispiciously.

"l give you my word." His eyes twinkled at her. "Wh | have amply
proved to you so far."

Dani had to concede he had been as good as his exsd against
his inclinations. She smiled. "Okay."

"Right! So we go shopping for clothes. There amaedine boutiques
at the Double Bay centre."

"They'd be dreadfully expensive, Cameron," Danicklyi warned.
The Double Bay centre was well- known for its luxilroutiques,
catering to the tastes of the wealthy who livethmarea.

"Dani, | am not concerned about money. We get whtaink is
appropriate,”" he declared with decisive finality.



Dani found out that what Cameron thought approprisatas

absolutely out of this world. It was made of sitkfton, printed in a

glorious array of colours, a rich vibrant greernjaidblue and purple,
but predominantly bright yellow and orange. Thewios on the
bodice were beaded to emphasise the colours ane thakn sparkle
brilliantly. A wide band of black, elasticised tbng to the curve of
her waist and hips, separated the bodice from kive Fhe latter

consisted of three layers of chiffon, falling tdfelient lengths in a
cascade of handkerchief points. It was a skirtthede Dani want to
twirl around and dance. She couldn't resist a @opltwirls when

she paraded the dress for Cameron's approval. $t thea most
beautiful, the most feminine, the most stunningssi®ani had ever
seen, let alone worn.

"Perfect!" Cameron declared, his eyes laughingeatads though he
knew exactly how she felt.

There was only one drawback. She couldn't weaaanth it. The
back of the bodice plunged in a deep cowl that elibpght to the
waistline. Who cares, she thought. The dress wakimg some
magic on her. She felt beautiful in it. Beautifuhdasexy and
deliriously wicked. And it felt good to feel thatw. Particularly with
Cameron looking at her as though she was all hiel aer want in a
woman.

He insisted on buying a black beaded evening baigibnt with the
dress, and then, of course, they had to get thé sigpes. Nothing but
a Christian Dior pair in black and gold would do.

"This has to be costing you a fortune, Cameron,hiDehispered
guiltily.

"I'll write another best-seller," he insisted.



Dani simply couldn't argue. She had never beliestesl could ever
look striking, but she could. She really could e dress Cameron
had bought her. And a million stars were poppinigifher head.

What was money compared to that feeling? Even wat only a

once-in-a-lifetime feeling, it was worth it. Andesthoved Cameron
for giving it to her.

Of course she loved him for other reasons, too.oflthem were
bubbling inside her as they took their marvellouschases home.

"Happy?" Cameron asked.
She laughed. "l suppose it's mad to be happy abdrdss..."

"No. It's good to be happy, Dani. And it makes mel fgood to see
your eyes sparkling like a Christmas tree." He teldra wry little

smile at her. "I'm tempted to take advantage dbut, | won't. This

Isn't an attempt to put pressure on you."

"You couldn't, even if you wanted to, Cameron," Dsad with utter
certainty.

He laughed softly to himself, then shot her a twik look of
approval. "l prefer you to choose."

That was fine by Dani. She hoped that when it came to choose,
Cameron would have more on his mind than immedjedgfication.

For the rest of the day, Dani felt there was a nlseness between
them... a warmer understanding, an intimacy ofidgela deep
happiness in being together. When she went to badnight she
wished she was not alone. She craved the sensgeaiherness they
had been sharing. She missed it.

Dani was up bright and early the next morning, extabout being
with Cameron again, excited about tonight's dinpaty, when she



would wear the dress for him. She was brimming \wh#hjoy of life
as she bustled around, getting Cameron's breaidady. When he
came into the kitchen he looked happy, too. Heesilrals much as she
did, and every time their eyes met it was with waneasure. Dani
felt like dancing or shouting from sheer happiness.

Later on in the morning they had a swim togethet Bxani was
towelling herself dry when she heard the telephonging in the
kitchen. She called out to Cameron who was stilirawing his daily
fifty laps, and he called back for her to answamntil he could get
there. Dani had no concern about doing so. It wasedectly
reasonable request.

"Cameron McFarlane's residence," she announcedhateceiver.
Silence.
"Who's calling, please?" Dani inquired pleasantly.

"You're the chef who was there last Saturday nigten't you?" came
an accusing female voice.

Dani instantly bridled. What woman from the partyswcalling
Cameron? And why? "Yes, | am. Cameron is in thd.pde'll be
here in a minute," she explained coolly. "If youulb please hold
on..."

"Well, I'm glad to know you're human," came thedambmment.

"What makes you think that?" Dani demanded, highigpicious of
the remark.

"l spoke to you, remember? Simone. Simone Lessing."

"Oh, yes!" Dani affected surprise over her innesnthy. She didn't
care for the idea of Simone ringing Cameron. N lor!



"So you decided it might not be so bad to keepemtding Cameron,
after all,” Simone taunted.

Dani dragged in a deep breath. "Simone, Camerdmtelyou were a
very smart lady. Really clever. Doing your docterat the university.
Among other things. He also thinks you're a vemgerperson. I'm
sure you must be or he wouldn't have spent so rionehwith you."

Dani paused for the other woman to take stock phieeness. Then
she delivered the punch line. "What | can't undestis how you
could think of him as nothing but a stud. Camesomuch more than
a great male body, and if you—"

"Thank you, Dani," said his quiet voice behind her.

She swung around to meet eyes that seared herquastions. All of
them uncomfortable. But she had to defend him,'tlgle? Simone
deserved the feminine equivalent of a knuckle sactdfor thinking
about him the way she did.

Cameron took the receiver out of her hand, his syi$urning into
her as he spoke into it. "l apologise for keepiag waiting, Simone.
What can | do for you?"

Sheer black jealousy swept through Dani. She tutrexdback on
Cameron and his conversation with his all too redewer and
marched over to the kitchen sink. She turned orcithe water and
started washing the grapes she had left thereh&rel Cameron say
yes, no, thank you, then the click of the receb&ing hung up.

"What was that all about, Dani?" he asked quietly.

Grapes were dropping off the bunch everywhere, ani didn't
notice. She kept on washing as she bit her regyhwaugh fiercely
clenched teeth.



"l thought you didn't like being regarded as a woiser."
"l don't."

"So how come you were dumb enough to go to bed avitbtoman
who thinks that?"

A pause for consideration. "A mistake on my pare ¥éemed to
have a lot in common to begin with. Was she bemgjynto you?"

"Is sheone of your guests tonight?"
"No."

"If you ever bring her here again, don't expectoneook for her. She
might be nice to you on the outside, but insidéssaditch.”

"Simone will never be invited here again. I'm soshe upset you,
Dani."

"So you should be," she muttered. "No taste. Ndhdeyou should
have known better."

"Perhaps | couldn't find anyone better until yomeanto my life."
"Convenient. That's what it was with Simone."

"l guess you could say that."

"Well, if you think I'm another convenience..."

"No. | definitely don't think that. | doubt thatyome could think of
you as a convenience, Dani. More like a force ofire"

She heard the smile in his voice and didn't knowetver to be angry
or mollified. "Well, so long as you've got thingsasght now..."



"Very straight." He came up behind her and dropgedft kiss on her
bare shoulder. "Thank you for standing up for rm.dlad you think

I've got a great body. And you'd better stop manggthose grapes if
we're to have them tonight."

"Oh!" said Dani, her concentration shot to piecgsh® touch of his
warm lips on her skin. She jerked her hand up antet off the tap.
"If we're going to get any dinner tonight you'dteestop distracting
me, Cameron McFarlane."

He sighed. "Another cold swim. Just when | thougbt were
warming to me. Well, | guess I'd better go do peedor my former
sins so you'll forgive me enough to make me somehuf

He left Dani smiling to herself. She couldn't heelishe wondered if
he could charm birds out of trees. Then she womldehy he thought
she was a force of nature. She finally decided 8Sardidn't matter.
What had happened in Cameron's past was no coathers. What
happened in the future was something else entirely.

Dani wasn't sure where she was going with Camétoanbetter or for
worse she loved him, which meant she probably wenttlup in bed
with him. But how much that would mean to Camerbe gidn't
really know. Did he ever think of getting married@ving children
and creating a family? Was that in his formulaliie?

Dani was none the wiser when she left the kitcleyet changed for
dinner. Everything was prepared as Cameron hadtdatt leaving
the minimum of work for her to do once the guesttved. It was

only a matter of popping a few things in the ovetha appropriate
time and serving the courses she had planned. ©@am&uld handle
all the drinks and wines.

She had spent some time during the afternoon wgshimd
blow-drying her hair, happily aware that her wildwd of crinkles



and curls looked absolutely right for her dresse Bandled her hair
up in a cap, had a quick shower, then took gree¢ wath her

make-up. Oddly enough, even her freckles seematfagthe dress,
as well. She didn't worry about trying to covernthap. She used
green eye shadow and a vibrant orange lipsticktanched up her
thick lashes with mascara.

The silk chiffon had a lovely sensuous feel adidt sver her bare
breasts. Black shoestring ties at the back of @k fastened the
bodice of the dress in place. Dani did them up thdéfed out her hair

and did a few twirls around the bedroom, feelirige la beautiful

barefoot Gipsy as the wonderful skirt floated awuad her. It was a
pity she had to put shoes on at all, Dani thougiitshe could hardly
be a barefoot hostess.

She heard music playing the moment she steppedhatballway.
Cameron had put on a calypso disc, and the beatnfedious. Her
feet itched to dance. She found Cameron in thedivoom and came
to a heart-pumping halt as he stared at her andtahed at him. He
wore all black. A black open-necked silk shirt wghbftly flowing
sleeves. Severely tailored black trousers. He lddike a Gipsy, too,
dark and dangerous and magnificent, his vivid égassing blue fire.

He suddenly grinned. "Shall we dance?"
Dani laughed and twirled towards him. "Yes. Letisick."

He caught her in his arms and led her into a waldgb. It was
certainly playing with fire, but Dani didn't catewas madly exciting
and marvellous, and the desire glittering in Camisreyes ran like a
fever through her blood. When he swept her harihagaim, she
revelled in the power of his body, the tensilerggib that seemed to
envelop her. When he swung her away from him, loglylzinged
with anticipation for the next time he would catoér, bending her
over his arm, leading her wherever he willed.



The doorbell rang.

Which was probably just as well, Dani told herselfthings might
have gotten completely out of hand. However, it diéfgcult to stifle
a pang of regret that they had been interruptadishe couldn't bring
herself to protest Cameron's arm around her waigteaswept her
with him to greet his guests in the foyer.

Two couples arrived together. The men were in th@nties, the
women in their late twenties, Dani judged. Cameanimoduced her to
them and Dani tried her best to remember their samegiting them
over to herself, Ken and Barbara, Colin and Jill. fAur of them

seemed to have trouble tearing their eyes away femwhich was
amazing since Cameron was standing beside her.

| really amstriking, Dani thought exultantly, and shot a loving look &
Cameron for making it possible. He hugged her clas@im as they
ushered the guests into the living room, and Danildn't resist
giving him a hug in return.

For the next ten minutes, Dani revelled in her rak hostess.
Cameron poured champagne while she made small Balh the
women admired her dress and asked where she hathtbibuThe
men were content to simply admire her. No-one veisngerested in
the tray of hors d'oeuvres, which was set on thetddole between the
leather lounges.

When the doorbell rang again, Cameron went to angw8he was
feeling wonderfully confident and happy, chattingag to Barbara
and Jill, when Cameron ushered in his last two tgu&he looked up
in bright expectation of meeting another nice ceypindher smile
froze on her face when she saw who was with Cameron

Nicole!

And her current live-in.



Dani was numbly aware that Nicole's smile had fnoze her face at
the sight of her, as well. Total shock between them



CHAPTER TEN

DANI WRENCHED her eyes away from Nicole and looked at Camerc
His eyes were serious, looking at her with somhrggse. Dani's
heart performed an agitated little jig. He had sthvimgy in mind, all
right. But what?

Cameron smoothly carried out the introductions, Badi could not
help but admire the way Nicole recovered herselbugh to
acknowledge them. It helped speed Dani's reco&dtg. managed a
fair semblance of composure when Cameron blithefprmed
everyone that Nicole was Dani's sister.

This raised the usual comments that they did rak & all alike, but
for the first time in her life, Dani realised she@asvnot coming off
second-best in this comparison. Nicole was weaairgassic little
black dress, extremely elegant and undoubtedly restpe, but
tonight she was a pale moon to Dani's blazing Nigule's eyes were
very green as they took in Dani's dress and scaneedppearance.

Cameron guided Nicole and her present lover o datiinge directly
opposite Dani. He supplied them with glasses ohglagne, then
with the air of a conjurer who has performed histldeck of the
evening, he settled on the armchair beside Dani gawt her a
triumphant grin.

It slowly dawned on Dani that he'd had this contation in mind
when he'd bought the dress for her. He had meantoheutshine
Nicole. Perhaps he wanted to drive home to her shatwas his
choice. Not Nicole. Or any other woman.

Perhaps he had been so patient about getting toeoeéil because he
wanted to get Nicole's lie out of the way firstriras he was going to
force the truth tonight. Yet a dinner party witlhet people present
was hardly the place or time. Particularly with dles lover here, as



well. It would be in dreadful taste. Dani shook head. The fact that
Cameron had invited the two of them together wasfpenough he
hadn't slept with her sister.

Perhaps he thought this was a good peace-makimgrge®ne look
at the barely veiled hostility in Nicole's eyegit@lani it wasn't going
to work. The fat was in the fire. Nicole could higirdait to pounce on
her with bared claws.

Dani suddenly had a deeper appreciation of Cansenwgistence that
she organize things so she didn't have to spend e in the
kitchen. She stayed with the guests while all thes ld'oeuvres were
eaten, giving Nicole no opportunity at all to sé&ri&t her. When they
went into the dining room, there was the busineéfeing seated.
Then Cameron was asking everyone's preference naswwhile
Dani made a discreet exit to the kitchen to brmthe first course.

Nicole was seated at the other end of the tabl®dai so the
congenial atmosphere was maintained while the caaddmber soup
was eaten. Cameron praised its delicate tasteeptdshiling at Dani
In a possessive kind of way. Stirring the pot, Daought, and could
have kicked him, except she was placed betweenofwtbe male
guests and not within striking range of Cameron.

The moment she rose to gather up the soup platssieNvas also on
her feet, projecting sweet sisterly consideratidi help you, Dani,"
she said.

Short of tearing plates out of her hands and makirdjsgraceful
scene, there was nothing Dani could reasonablypdtop her. She
shot a fulminating look at Cameron, who beamedreebaent smile
back at her.



The moment the kitchen door was closed behind thitdoole opened
fire. "What on earth are you thinking of, lettingu@eron McFarlane
parade you around like a whore?"

"Do you think of yourself as your lover's whore?ar retorted
fiercely.

"I have a job and can afford this dress. | keep atfiysNicole
shapped.

"l keep myself, too, Nicole. These clothes comdnlie job of being
Cameron's personal chef."

"His what?"

"His personal chef. He offered me the job and ktwol cook all his
meals for him and he pays me a... a very largeyséala

"Don't tell me you're not sharing his bed, too.'"h@mptuous scorn.

"I have my own bedroom. In which | sleep alone.®& Sjtared her
contempt at Nicole. "People in glass houses shtuldhow stones.
And while I'm on the subject, you can tell me wiguylied to me
about sharing Cameron's bed yourself."

Nicole affected a lofty look. "It was for your ovgood."
"l don't need you to make those decisions for megld."

"Yes, you do. You never take a damned bit of noa€anything
except what you want to do."

The furious resentment in Nicole's voice rang bigll®ani's mind.
"You're jealous of me, aren't you, Nicole?"



Nicole's mouth tightened and her green eyes bla#édoride. "Why
shouldl be jealous ofou?"

"l don't know," Dani answered truthfully. "But yawe. So why don't
you spit it out, Nicole? What is it about me thatsggunder your skin?"

A number of expressions warred across Nicole's fagaly firming
into angry decision. "All right. I'll tell you. Yodo things. You don't
care what anyone thinks about them. You go your owmay
regardless of.. .of anything at all. Breaking la# tules. And because
you're the baby of the family, you're allowed t¢ geay with it."

Dani stared at her sister in bewilderment. "Whatgtave | broken?"

"All of them! All the rules I had to live by. Younggled out of them.
You could get your clothes dirty. You weren't senbed early when
you were a little kid. You were allowed to stay wgtil my bedtime.
You could get rotten grades at school. Nothing exqeectecf you. |
took the brunt of all the expectations in our familVhile youwere
spoilt rotten and went your own sweet merry way."

Dani frowned as understanding started weaving tirduer mind.
"But you get all the approval, Nicole," she remidder sister.

"l paid for it!"

"Yes. | guess you did," Dani said slowly, sympaittadly. "I'm sorry,
Nicole. | didn't realise..."

"No. You never have thought about me. All the tintesad the
responsibility of minding you, and if you did soinietg wrong, | got
the blame for not looking after you properly. Buatunever took any
damned notice of me."

Dani shook her head. "But you were always so pnoh@oper. You
never wanted to have fun."



"That's all you've ever thought about. Having fun!"
"Is there something wrong with that?"

Nicole glared at her. "Of course there's somethvingng with it!
Why should you have fun?"

"l can tell you it hasn't been much fun for me Ingwou always held
up as the perfect model daughter,” Dani retalidt€de bright one.
The beautiful one. The one who never did anythingng. How do
you think that made me feel? Dim scatty Dani with frizzy hair and
freckles."

Nicole frowned.

"l couldn't compete with you, Nicole. Just thinkiagout you made
me feel crushed all the time because you were albatter than me
at everything. Don't you see?" Dani appealed. d teago my own
way to survive as the person | am. If | tried tolikeyou, | was
always going to be a loser, Nicole. Look at you..."

A funny little smile quirked at the corner of Nietd mouth. "Look at
you—" her eyes ran over the turbulent cloud of ldea and curls
"—even your frizzy hair looks beautiful tonight."

"But yours looks beautiful all the time, Nicole."

Her sister heaved a rueful sigh. "I guess we baoslvehour
resentments.”

"We've never really talked about them. But beliene, I've been
terribly jealous of you at times," Dani confessed.

"Really?" Nicole looked unsure.



This seemed almost incredible to Dani. "Dad's smgrof you. I'm
the also-ran who might possibly do something gamtdesday. But
that's open to grave doubt,” she added with heanyi "You're the
shining star in our family. | think you always wibe, Nicole.
Whatever price you paid for being the first... yooe the first."

Nicole grimaced. "Grandma always takes your side."
"Can't | have someone taking my side?"
"Why should she, when you never do anything right?;

"Maybe she likes to see me acting independentlyndwhat | want
instead of what everyone else wants."

"A chip off the old block," Nicole half jeered. tln see you ending
up as ornery as Grandma, Dani."

"l hope | do. I think Grandma is a great person."

Nicole looked disgruntled, as though she wantederaogument but
couldn't bring anything suitable to mind. "You'tideup in Cameron
McFarlane's bed, too," she finally said. "If you'raet already there.
He's not doing all this for nothing."

Dani was only too well aware of that. "If | dowtll be because | love
him, Nicole."

The kitchen door opened and Cameron breezed inythig
interesting going on out here?"

"Oh, my God! The dinner!" Dani whirled to rescue ttishes she had
put in the oven before the soup course.

"'I'll leave you to it since you're the expertjtble said with a touch
of the old spite.



Ingrained attitudes died hard, Dani thought, pgllion her oven
gloves. Nevertheless, the spite had less acidubkaal, and now all
their grievances had been aired, perhaps they dmul little more
sisterly to each other in future.

Nicole and Cameron exchanged false smiles as heedpe door
for her exit. "Everything all right, Dani?" he askith a look of
concern.

"Fine!"
"Need a helping hand?"

"l think you'vehelpedquite enough tonight," she said pointedly. "G
on back to your guests, Cameron. I'll get thiseeémyp in a minute."

"They can wait another minute," he said, his eyaskling with
mischievous purpose as he moved towards her amat sweinto his
arms.

"What do you think you're doing?" Dani demandedying her
heavily gloved hands in protest.

“It's been a long time since last Saturday nigig,'said, and claimed
her mouth with his, effectively silencing any fugtiprotest.

Dani's mind was torn in two. This wasn't the righte. Yet he was
kissing her so beautifully, so temptingly, that gteing within her
cried out to respond. But her hands were trappétkistupid padded
gloves, and she didn't like the helpless feelirag tfave her. Cameron
was in control of everything, while she... With iaward sigh Dani
gave in to what he was doing to her. He was so gbdidand ithad
been a long time since Saturday night.

She completely lost track of time, place and cirstances, drugged
by the intoxicating sensations Cameron arouseetinHow long the



kiss went on, Dani had no idea, but it was Camsme&cision to bring
it to an end, not hers. Slowly, reluctantly, tHgs parted, and when
she opened her eyes, she saw a blaze of interdgminp his.

“Tonight, Dani,” he murmured, and there was no akisig what he
meant. The issue of Nicole was cleared away, amil &aldn't deny
that her desire for him was as strong as his far he

But did Cameron love her?

The question tormented Dani's mind and heart as\&tehed him

return to the dining room. Perhaps it was all agé&rhim, a game he
played with masterly skill to get what he wantetheTgreater the
challenge, Ihe more he enjoyed it, searching odffiaaling the right

psychological buttons to press, pacing his timieg niaximum

potential and impact. The dress, the dancing tdnidpe intimate

smiles at the table, the settlement with Nicole, kiss... Cameron
McFarlane was a man who knew too much about pebple,they

felt and thought and acted. Maybe that was whyaterbfused to let
her read his books. He didn't want her to know hawch he knew.

He wanted her responding to him exactly as he gldnty and his

timetable was being brought to a close tonight.

What if it was all aimed for a chapter in his nbgbk?

Fear clutched her heart and turmoil reigned immed. But she had a
dinner to serve, guests who were waiting, and magie was
confusing herself for no good reason. Perhaps Gantid truly love
her and wanted her to be happy.

She opened the oven door and smoke billowed oteatHorror
seized her for several seconds, then the needtiondaook over. She
removed all the dishes from the oven in frantiaddadosed the door
on the smoke, then raced around, throwing everydevinin the
kitchen wide open.



Heart racing, she ran to the oven, bewildered eovieat had gone
wrong. One look at the thermostat told her the awfuth. In her
mental distraction over Nicole's presence she madiviertently
turned the temperature up far too higisastrouslyhigh!

With tears pricking her eyes, she examined theltsestiher ghastly
mistake. The honeyed carrots Cameron had likedwsthwere too
burnt to serve. Part of the Lamb Navarin cassesalg stuck to the
bottom of its dish. Dani knew that the burnt tasield have
permeated the rest of it. The bain-marie had newatt, an ominous
sign for the vegetable charlottes, which were tosehdeen
masterpieces of colour and taste.

Utter disaster!
So much for one of the world's leading experts!

It was too late to cook anything else. The meallheeh delayed too
long as it was, what with Nicole and Cameron dding her from
her work. Not that that was any excuse. This wihlsaalfault for not
keeping her mind on her job. She had no choiceédosgrve what she
could and hope it wouldn't taste too bad.

In sheer wretched misery Dani took the warmed dimhetes from
the second oven and set them out. The vegetablottbha were
stuck to the inside of their moulds. Instead okautiful neat mound
displaying the three separated colours of whitdiftawer, orange
sweet potato and green spinach, she had to dig mash of them.
They were at least edible, although horribly oveksm. What was
usable of the Lamb Navarin only allowed for smalitppns on each
plate. Dani gave herself only one spoonful, hopiegone would
notice. The burnt taste wasn't quite as bad asshepated, but it
was there for any discerning palate. The carrote\wepossible.



People would just have to fill up on bread, Damiutpht miserably.
They probably had already, since the main course sealong in
coming. She felt as though the world was sittingvilg on her
shoulders when she wheeled the traymobile intadlithieg room. She
served everyone as fast as she could and sat t@wiface burning
with shame.

No-one said a word about the meal. Dani couldok lat their faces.
She feltthe quizzical frowns. A professional chef delivgyithis?
Finally Nicole made a sisterly remark.

"What did you do with this casserole, Dani? It kdanny taste."

Dani took a deep breath to ease the awful constmiat her chest. "I
burnt it," she blurted. Then there was nothing ¢obdit throw an
apologetic look at everyone. "Sorry. | hope ittisod bad."

Polite denials came thick and fast.

"Well, you can't get everything right all the tirhayas Nicole's
consoling comment.

Nicole was in splendid spirits for the rest of #ne=ning.At least |
gave someone pleasur@ani thought ruefully. And as Nicole said.
not even she could ruin a fresh fruit platter.

Dani consoled herself with the continental chedssoahichwasup
to her usual standard, but the evening was ruise@raas she was
concerned. Cameron couldn't possibly want to kesmpam as his
personal chef when she made such a mess of thtagscularly for
his guests. Although perhaps he had never careat &ieo cooking.
Perhaps that had nothing to do with anything exas@ means to an
end.

Somehow she couldn't bring herself to look at lorede what he was
thinking. It took all her willpower to keep up adtess face until



everyone mercifully took their leave. Cameron $lid arm around
her waist as they said goodbye to the last colypiethe moment the
door closed behind them, Dani whirled away from imna fever of
confused rejection.

"Dani!" Sharp and urgent.

"You can fire me!" she hurled at him, churning wiibo many
mixed-up feelings to sort anything out.

He started striding around the other side of thenfain, obviously
meaning to block her path into the living room frtme foyer. "l don't
want to fire you. Who cares about one messed-up?hea

"It was your fault!" she yelled at him across tlmeamental pool. She
swung towards the front door, determined not tdiet near her. "If

Nicole hadn't been here | would've got it right.uYdeliberately

invited her for your own ends. And then kissing im¢he middle of

it! It's definitely all your fault. Definitely!"

Cameron turned, determined on getting to her. 'dise, it's all my
fault. You're completely exonerated of any blamet 8 man's got a
right to clear his name, hasn't he?"

"Not at my expense. If you'd left me alone..."
"That's the problem. | can't leave you alone."

Dani wasn't soothed by these mollifying wordswéts his fault. And
no way was he going to get her tonight! "You plahiteall, didn't
you?" Dani hotly accused, circling the other walhé dress..."

"You loved the dress! You wanted to wear it!"

"Bringing Nicole here to show me off in front ofhé’



"Why shouldn't I show you off? Aren't | allowed Ibe proud of the
woman | want?"

"That wasn't why you did it!" Dani shouted, charggdirection again
to keep the fountain between them. "You were softeme up for
the Kkill. It's all one big game to you. But | doplay games, and |
won't play your games. Let me tell you, | don'typés making love,
Cameron McFarlane, so you'd better think again."

"l was opening Nicole up like an oyster, Dani. Makiher confront
the woman you are and forcing her to come to tevitlsit. It was the
best way to do it."

"You could have at least warned me!"

"You would have had your guard up and nothing wdwate been
resolved," he argued. "There was something verypgvhetween you
and your sister for Nicole to lie as she did. Shiaakics break down
barriers. Truth comes spilling out. That's whatgeed, wasn't it?
You got things sorted out between you, didn't you?"

"That's not the point!"

"It is the point. You said you couldn't take me lon Christmas
Day because of her. Why should | let it rest thehen | want to be
with you?"

"It was devious..."
"It was obvious."

Dani kept pacing angrily, yet she was forced toceal® that without
Cameron as the catalyst, she and Nicole might neses seen each
other's point of view. So some good had come oiit 8he could no
longer feel her old hostility toward Nicole. Shedwlt even feel
jealous of her any more.But that only proved Camédiew too



much about people. Including her. "I don't thirkeé you, Cameron
McFarlane," she said broodingly.

"Yes, you do. I'm the man you want, Dani Halstdagou'll only be
still long enough, I'll show you how much | wantwand I'll show
you how much you want me."

He was right about that, Dani thought feverishlg.d¢éuld do it. "I'm
not going to be forced into anything by you," sheléd at him. "I
will not have a time limit put on when | go to betth you. I'm not
even sure | want to go to bed with you. In faeh €ertain | don't. |
make my own decisions, Cameron McFarlane."

"Then stop fooling around and decide! Because binphaying any
game. | won't be played with, either." He hurled thords at her.
"Make up your mind about me, Dani. Here and now!"

The challenge brought Dani to a halt. There wasingtcold or
calculated about it. She could see Cameron way évteas worked
up as she was. Suddenly the whole argument sednop@d because
she did want him. He was the only man she wantedl ghe was
biting off her nose to spite her face.

"All right," she said, pushing aside the turmoilfear that suddenly
welled up in her. If Cameron didn't love her... \wehe would soon
find out.

"All right, what?" he demanded.

"I'll go to bed with you," she rushed out, seallmgy fate with him
once and for all.

"At last!" A triumphant grin spread across his faGameron, the
victor!



It goaded Dani into a last-minute defiance. "Buiyahyou can catch
me."

"I've got to what?" he asked incredulously.

"Catch me,” Dani said with satisfaction. Cameroredmt start
thinking he could have everything his way. She &tthff her shoes,
ready to dodge away from him.

He laughed at her, a wild exultant laughter. €etch you." And there
was real determination in his voice.

A glorious madness possessed Dani as they facédotlaer across
the ornamental pool, Cameron stalking her likeeifenad hunter,
Dani teasing him over which way she would go n&ke fear of the
unknown was forgotten in the excitement of the esnt

"I'll get you, Dani Halstead. If it's the last tigihever do, I'll get you,"
he declared. "If | have to leap over tall buildings faster than a
speeding bullet, plunge through boiling rapids..."

He came straight at her, right through the watbges and all,
slipping on the mossy rocks, barking his shinsgjahe sculptured
driftwood, splashing spray everywhere. He gavelp gépain, but
nothing was going to diminish his ardour or det@ation.

"Oh, dear!" said Dani. "You've hurt yourself."

He roared like a banshee possessed when he fellpave of the
fountain, but he was on his feet again in an iris@ming after her
with deadly intent. He made a decisive lunge themi@vaded.

"l didn't mean you to get hurt, Cameron,” she ¢ribeén was off
down the hallway to the bedroom wing.



The waiting game was over. She was ready to behtabgt didn't
know what Cameron would do once he did catch hes.lf@aded for
the master bedroom. Fortunately the door was opdrshe made a
running dive onto Cameron's king-size bed, lauglang shrieking
when Cameron dived after her.

"You're wet! You're wet! You'll ruin my beautifuress!”

She tumbled off the other side of the bed in a \iitwth of silk
chiffon. He leapt up and guarded the door agaiastelscaping. He
pointed an accusing finger at her.

"You...you are a terrible woman, Dani Halstead."

"Dear Cameron," she said meekly, backing away flfom as he
advanced on her.

"Nothing on heaven or earth is going to stop menfaning all I've
wanted to do since | first met you." He startedwttdning his shirt.

Dani was half-mesmerised by the action. "I thougiht enjoyed all
that time with me, Cameron," she protested. Alttobg had never
made any secret of what he wanted, Dani despenateiyed a great
deal more from him.

"l did. I surely did," he acknowledged, "but thessthe moment I've
been waiting for." His shirt hit the floor. He ripg off his wet shoes
and socks and started undoing his trousers.

Sheer panic welled up inside her at the thoughwlwdit was to be
revealed in the next few seconds. "Go towel yolickgl Cameron."

"No." He was pulling his trousers down.

"Why not?" she asked quickly.



"l haven't got time."

"Yes, you have," she shrieked and leapt onto thek beunding
across it to the other side.

He was waiting for her at the door, his trousetd e by his hands.
"Not this again," he groaned.

"If I get you a towel from your bathroom..."
"Okay."

"No tricks."

"Scout's honour."

He was stark naked when she returned. Dani threwthne towel as
quickly as she could. He rubbed himself briskly.

"If you want to keep that dress intact, Dani, yoloé&tter take it off
now," he warned, his eyes glittering frustratioth& delay. No more,
they said. Not one damned thing more was goin¢pism or get in
his way!

This is it, Dani thought. Crunch time. Will he btilant me when this
is over? Will he think I'm still desirable and sexyd perfect? Will he
kiss me tenderly afterwards, and say | love you?

While she had exulted in the thrilling power of nmakhim chase her,
she had inadvertently aroused Cameron to fevehn,pgicd he didn't
know she was a virgin, didn't know she had playetiilish game
because it had helped to lighten what was a frightemoment for
her.Her hands shook as she fumbled with the tidiseaback of her
neck. They finally fell apart, yet she couldn'tgrherself to draw her
bodice down. She had never been naked in fronnedia before.



Cameron hurled the towel towards the bathroom doani couldn't
help staring at him. There was an awesome beaukysiraroused
manhood that somehow matched the rest of his pingsiq

"Dani?"

The soft call of her name wrenched her gaze ugstoDani didn't
know it, but her eyes were swimming with vulneriilwanting,
needing him to show her she was more than a mdaasisfying his
desire.

"You're embarrassed?" he asked quietly.

"Yes." The word was barely audible. Her heart sektoebe in her
mouth. She swallowed hard and finally found voitieove me
gently, Cameron," she pleaded huskily. "Love me&bto

"It will be whatever you want, Dani," he promiseerhand she saw
the deep caring in his eyes, the desire to pleasedther than the
need to possess, and fear melted into anticipasonvith confident
assurance, he closed the last distance that segaina&m.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

CAMERON TOOK the top of her bodice from Dani's hands and peéle
down her arms, slowly uncovering her breasts, lgathem naked to
his view and his touch. Yet his eyes did not leages, nor did he
touch her, except to lift her hands to his showder

Dani was caught in a thrall of anticipation, evestl in her body
yearning to join with his, to feel his flesh agaiher own. Simply
knowing that it was imminent and inevitable wasa&guisite feeling
in itself.

Cameron's hands moved to her waist. He slid thesdfewn over her
hips, gathering her panties on the way. Her lelydie jelly but she
managed to step clear of her clothes. Her thighsreced
uncontrollably under Cameron's caress as he retdmisénands to her
waist. His fingers splayed downwards, gently prasguner towards
him.

Dani instinctively arched back, revelling in thesfielectric contact of
stomach and thighs, meeting and savouring the gitrenf his
maleness while reserving the excitement of fedlwegsoft fullness of
her naked breasts press into the firm smooth msis€leis chest. She
curled her hands around his shoulders and swayea@ifd, brushing
the bare tips of them against him.

Cameron sucked in a deep breath, seemingly expamisnchest to

reach out to her, wanting to feel more, yet wanting delicious

teasing as much as she did. She could see it iglitter of his eyes,

sense it in the expectant tautness of his bodya# as though they
had waited all their lives for this moment and éheras no need to
hurry, only an intense hunger for every possiblanue of feeling

they could generate between them.



Dani lifted herself on tiptoe and Cameron suppohted curving his
hands around the soft cheeks of her bottom as eliednn a graceful
rhythm, caressing him with her breasts.

"Dani..." It was a groan of delight and need, amahiDelt a fierce and
primitive exultation in the urgent hardness thassed against her
stomach.

Cameron gathered her closer, crushing her softodss, winding a
hand through her hair, tilting her head back fon ko find her mouth
with his. It was a wildly passionate kiss, long alep and avid for
all they could give each other... a beautiful madnef caring and
needing and wanting and feeling. His hands cupmeddcte as he
rained kisses all over it. He wrapped his arms@ddwer and hugged
her tightly to him as he swept his mouth over har,tot, feverish,
yearning. He sent his tongue delving into her eastically sensual
and exciting. Dani found intense pleasure in tgstms flesh
wherever her mouth led her. Her hands skimmed bigebody in
loving discovery. She pressed herself closer anskec) hugging him
In an ecstasy of possession... her man, so wonlyerflioriously
right for her in every way.

Cameron swept her off her feet and cradled heisiatms, and Dani
automatically wound her arms around his neck tod hah. He
laughed down at her, a ripple of wild exhilaratjog and deep male
triumph.

"l didn't know there was a caveman inside me, DBot there is.
There most definitely is," he declared as he setba/n on the bed
and stretched out beside her. His lips moved softer her lips as he
murmured, "But more than anything | want this tel fieght for both
of us."

And he kissed her with exquisite tenderness whaai® mind was
blissfully echoing his words. She couldn't helpde#ft Her hands



moved instinctively to stroke his shoulders anddrthe interplay of
the strong muscles on his back. Cameron did ndegtroHe trailed
warm kisses down her throat and circled her breasitsfeather-light
fingertips. Then he kissed them with such beaugjéritle loving that
Dani wanted it to go on and on forever. She baraticed him
gradually increasing the pressure of his mouthshatwas excitingly
aware of changes starting inside her, a sweetmgdliat spread right
down her thighs and aroused a quivery sense dfipation.

Dani floated off into a limbless, boneless worlgehsations. She felt
as though she were turning into warm liquid. Camisroaresses and
kisses bathed her whole body in streams of pleaddes legs
instinctively wrapped around him, hugging this werfdl man to
her, her man. Her body lifted and fell, ululat-ing with tleestatic
rhythm of the waves flowing through her.

Her legs slid down the hard muscular power of lhights as Cameron
prepared to enter her. His blue eyes blazed witlie\gerish
possessiveness. Dani felt the same way. She reawlie@nd her
touch was enough to send his stomach musclesipgiing spasms.
He cried out her name, then lowered himself tollffijain his body
to hers.

The revelation of that moment was like a sunburstugh Dani's
mind and body. The unbelievable fulfilment of feglihim move
inside her, of feeling herself closing around hahpossessing him,
deeper and deeper... Oh, yes, Dani cried somewhbex head. Yes,
yes, yes. The words seemed to reverberate throeigiviiole body,
an exultation, a knowledge as deep and primitivaergsknowledge.

She knew the way to respond to this coming togatistinctively,
moving her body to the strong beat of his, as duh@s a dance,
swinging this way and that, a subtle rolling, ahagisliding, never
quite apart, the power and the glory of it sweepiregn on and on.



There was the sensation of rushing towards sommgtpeak, then
Dani felt herself go over the top, out of contrdler thighs were
shaking uncontrollably, and there was a moment ebd¢ase, of
gratification, of scintillating satisfaction. Hennma seemed to split in
two, to separate her from the real world, and loelylfloated away
on a wave of euphoria.

Cameron enfolded her in his arms and carried h#r im as he
rolled onto his side. Dani felt his heart poundmgdly and his breath
rasp through her hair. His flesh was slicked witleat, but he felt so
good to Dani that she hugged him with all the Iske felt for him.

She lay still, unable to do otherwise, soaking apqe, contentment
and fulfilment. She sensed it spreading through, Hoo, tension

draining away, heartbeat slowing. Eventually he ewbwa hand,

trailing it through her long turbulent hair, ciraj it around her back.
She heard him take a deep breath, but even swepius was not at
full strength when he spoke.

"Dani..." Somehow he injected her name with all thagic of the
world.

She smiled and grazed her lips across the badgs tifrbat, knowing
that it had been as good for him as it had beehdor

"Did I hurt you?" he asked tenderly.

"No. You were wonderful," she whispered, her héawtfull to find
much voice.

"So were you. Unbelievably wonderful." His arm tighed around
her and he swept warm kisses over her hair. "Yewae very special
woman, Dani. Remind me to send Mrs. B a huge Ghasthamper
for sending you to me. That was my lucky day."



Mine, too, Dani thought. Maybe her luck was chagdor the better.
Of course, the best possible stroke of luck woeld kCameron loved
her enough to want her with him always. To wantrrage and
children and grandchildren and all the things thatild make their
life together really meaningful.

"What do you want, Dani?"

She didn't stop to think he might be asking hertveih@ wanted for
Christmas. She answered straight from her heart.

"Marriage. | want you to marry me."

She felt his shock. He went unnaturally still, eeén breathing. Dani
had an awful feeling that what they had just sharasthe beginning
of the end, and while she could not regret the egpee of loving,

her heart suddenly went heavy.

Then Cameron slowly exhaled a long breath. "I admyour
directness, Dani," he said. "l really do. But..."

With a swift lithe movement, he rolled her onto back and leaned
over her, his eyes blazing straight into hers.

"l will not allow you to take my male prerogativasay from me," he
stated emphatically. "I'll decide if | want to magou. And I'll do the
asking. Is that clear?"

"Does that mean no?"

"l didn't say that."

“I'm sorry. | shouldn't have said what | did. Itfeb happy..."

"l want you to be happy."



"Forgive me?"
"A? long as you never say it again."

"' promise." Cameron was not saying an outrightDani smiled at
him, her eyes shining with happy hope. "I'm so@gmeron. | didn't
mean to make your decision for you. Or influenca.yo

He gave her a stern look. "I'm the man. You'retbenan. That's the
way it stays. | don't care how screwed up theaktte world is, I'm
running my life as | see fit. And no woman, abselytno woman,
tells me when | get married."

"Yes, Cameron," she said meekly. "I understandyibdectly. | like
to run my life as | see fit, too. And | most defely don't want a man
who doesn't know his own mind."

He looked suspiciously at her. "Why do | have dirfigethere's a
catch in that?"

"Well, it's like you wanting me to come to bed wytbu, Cameron,"
she explained as sweetly as she could. "There carte® when you
have to decide. It won't stay open-ended forevieat's not fair. You
do have to make up your mind."

His mouth quirked. "You want to walk away from nbgni?"

"No. | was wondering if you were going to walk awlagm me. Or
fly, as the case may be. You said you were flyinghte U.S. on
Boxing Day."

"I've postponed the trip."
"Oh!"

"Indefinitely."



"Oh!"

"I may never go."

"Oh?"

"l find myself otherwise occupied.”
"With what?"

"You."

"Well," said Dani, thinking it was a good idea tedp him very
occupied. Cameron may not have made up his mindtabarrying
her, but at present he wasdefinitely obsessed. ydichurt yourself,
uh, very much when you were chasing me?"

“Terribly," he said sternly. "For which | will neeal great deal of
tender loving care."

“I'm not as good as Grandma, yet," she said, stgokier fingers
lightly down his abdomen. "She has healing handsl Ban practise
on you, Cameron, and maybe you'll feel better."

Her feather touch found some erotic spots undehipisones, and
Cameron responded very strongly. "Keep that upyandl have your
grandmother beaten, hands down," he rasped.

"Maybe if I..."
"Dani..." It was a half-strangled sound.

Cameron didn't need any more healing. He procetasbdow Dani
how occupied he could be with her. It took him maofthe night.
When he woke her the next day after a long langioleep, he
aroused her to intensely pleasurable consciousmessontinued on



from where he had left off, demonstrating a dedtcato being
obsessively occupied for a long time.



CHAPTER TWELVE
CHRISTMAS DAY!

Dani wore a grin a mile wide as she and Cameroroffdbr her
parents' home. This was what she had wanted frarfireemeeting
with Cameron, but she had only envisaged a supedrficarade at the
time. Now it was the real thing. Cameron McFarlamsher man, to
all intents and purposes.

Although he hadn't yet come to marriage, Dani bt might be
coming close. He certainly showed no signs of wanto be apart
from her. In fact, it seemed that he really coultd@ve her alone. Or
didn't want to. He even drove with one hand so kieatould hold
hers, his fingers occasionally stroking a possessaress.

There were other good signs for the future thai en&@ni feel

hopeful. As well as buying Mrs. B a huge hamperm€&an had
bought all her family Christmas presents. ThaD#&mi, was a clear
indication that he wanted to be part of her famihich, she was
sure, would be good for him since he didn't hafenaly of his own.

She did caution herself that Cameron was generpoatore, but that
didn't stop her from hoping.

Besides, her luck was changing. It had to be.l##¢ of her disasters
had turned into triumphs. She had the best jolbheworld cooking
for Cameron. Mrs. B was in seventh heaven with Henry. And
today was going to be the best Christmas Day éweas already the
best with Cameron beside her, looking devastatihglgdsome in
white jeans and a navy blue sports shirt.

Dani's parents lived at Wamberal on the CentralsGaabout an
hour's journey north of Sydney. Their house wassgd on a hill and
overlooked the beaches that stretched around th&t es far as the
eye could see. It was a good solid comfortable honwghing



luxurious like Cameron's, but the view was lovelgd the veranda
overlooking it was wide and spacious. This was wlne&r parents did
all their summer relaxing and entertaining. Theyeaveseated out
there with Grandma when Dani and Cameron pullediruphe
driveway.

Although Dani had informed her mother she was limggameron

home with her, she had thought it wiser not tolspat their actual

relationship. No point in stirring up worries whigrere might not be
any worries at all, she argued to herself. Of aaulscole could be
the fly in the ointment if she had a mind, to bet Dani had decided
to give her elder sister the benefit of the dof@rhaps they could
live, and let live this Christmas. Besides, suidigole would think

twice about saying anything nasty in front of Caomer

When she and Cameron alighted from the car, Danih&at mother's
eyes open wide and her father's eyebrows liftartled surprise. Her
grandmother simply smiled. Greetings were callel iatroductions

made, and her father came down to shake Cameramtsdnd help
carry up the Christmas parcels.

The next half-hour was sheer bliss for Dani. Herepts were
completely bowled over by Cameron, who sat holdiaghand and
throwing her smiles that could only be read as tbedadevotion.
Which made Dani stand extremely tall in her pareeygs. They
didn't ask one question about her career. Grandatehed, nodding
her head occasionally.

The old familiar tension hit Dani when Nicole agd/with her man.
She couldn't help worrying whether her sister wdagddcontent to let
sleeping dogs lie. Yet, much to Dani's pleasanprsse and relief,
Nicole seemed happy to accept Cameron's presendcdi@mt even
make a sly dig to Dani about it. In fact, as thay drinking long
glasses of Christmas punch, Nicole actually smaleter, to which



Dani swiftly responded, thinking that her sisted samehow become
imbued with real Christmas spirit.

She was even more startled when Nicole engineerqutivate
conversation with her and started it with what seémo be a sincere
apology. "I'm sorry for saying what | did about Gagn, Dani. If you
really have something going together..."

“Nicole..." Dani hesitated, but it was a questitwe $elt she had to
ask. "Was it because you wanted Cameron for yd@t'sel

Slowly she shook her head. "Not really. | fancied.hWhat woman
wouldn't? But Barry..."The look Nicole gave her nsamt a flood of
relief through Dani.

"We're thinking of getting married."

If only Cameron would think of getting married, Ddahought, but
she swiftly stifled the little stab of envy. It wéisne for her to be
generous, too. "How wonderful for you, Nicole."

"Yes, it is." Nicole gave an ironic smile. "Barrpebkn't mind about
the rules I've broken. It was a kind of rebelliorsleeping with

anyone | fancied. But that's not what | want. Isvgéupid. | ended up
not liking myself very much."

"I'm sorry you felt like that," Dani said softly.

Nicole looked at her curiously. "You feel good abgourself, don't
you, Dani? You always projected that."

Dani grimaced. "Not always. Two weeks ago |-fdtelia complete
failure, wondering how | was going to face up te #amily on
Christmas Day. | didn't have a job. My prospectsangetty grim..."

"But now you have Cameron?"



"Yes. Now | have Cameron." More or less, she thaugh

"l hope, truly hope you'll be happy with him. Nohat I'm happy |
want everyone in the world to be happy."

There could be no doubting her sister's sincefitgark weight lifted
from Dani's heart. She gave her sister a brilligmile. "Thanks,
Nicole. | wish you every-happiness, t0o."

Nicole turned back to Barry, and Dani turned hellesto Cameron,
who had made this new harmony with her sister ptessHis eyes
sparkled knowingly at her, and Dani felt truly gfad that he was so
good at psychology. She made up her mind to rédmisabooks now
that he could have no objection.

He was talking to Grandma, and Dani was delightesee that they
had established a rapport in no time flat. Theatidbetween them was
obviously genuine. Dani could tell by the warmtitdameron's eyes
and the twinkling smiles Grandma kept giving himf €urse,
Cameron could charm birds out of trees when heahawhd to, but
Grandma was not one to be taken in by superfitiatra. She really
liked him. No doubt about that.

Eventually Dani's parents declared it was time tfer gifts to be
opened and they were all ushered into the loundgeerev the
Christmas tree took pride of place. Dani manoeua@divate little
chat with Grandma on the way.

"Well, now you've met him, Grandma."
"Yes, dear."
"What do you think?"

"I think he has a lot of Irish in him."



"Grandma, you couldn't get a more Scottish name hameron
McFarlane."

"Gaelic blood. It's all the same."
"Do you think he's like Grandpa?" Dani asked.

Grandma nodded wisely. "He's certainly a man whowahis own
mind and fights for what he wants."

Which was fairly spot on, Dani thought apprecidiive
"l think lamb roast would be best," Grandma mused.
Dani looked her bewilderment. "What about lamb t®as

"Men like him are plain eaters. Plain eaters liamlb roast. He is a
plain eater, isn't he?"

"Well, more or less." Dani had been doing her liesteach him
better.

"Don't cook fancy," Grandma advised. "He'll saylikes it to please
you, but inwardly he'll get indigestion. Give hiamb roast. | always
found your grandfather very amenable to any suggestfter | fed

him lamb roast."

"Right!" said Dani. "I've got it. Lamb roast. Thap&u, Grandma."

The brown eyes twinkled at her and Dani gave hguiek hug. She
felt very happy.

Dani's father put an end to any further conversati®ani, since
you're wearing red and white, you can be Santag(lais year and
give out the presents from under the tree," he ameed, beaming
more approval at her than he had ever done before.



Cameron grinned at her as he settled on the twateissofa with
Grandma. "Show some Christmas spirit, Dani," hedda

She laughed and fossicked through the preseniadoofe for her
mother first. "Happy Christmas, Mum," she said las lsanded it to
her.

"It is indeed, Dani," she said with a happy smile.

Everyone was happy. Nicole even managed to loogttteld with the
Lancome soap. Dani had felt a bit mean about tigtsp she had
wrapped the soap in a pair of French lace knickensch brought a
real sparkle to Nicole's eyes, particularly wheae Eloked at Barry.

Cameron laughed delightedly over the collectiothaigs Dani had
bought him—a ruler for drawing a straight line, agifee mug with

Good Morning printed on it, a bath towel marked,disnan's kitchen
apron depicting a burning barbecue, and a gladesstttableau of a
tropical fountain which, when shaken, looked asugtospray was
going everywhere. Inside it was a little man whalled around in
the splashing droplets.

Christmas wrapping paper was strewn all over tberfby the time
Dani came to the last present. She had delibernatliZameron's gift
to her to the end although she was dying to opemsee what he'd
selected for her. It was a rectangular shape,ifleeo$ a ladies' purse.

She was conscious of him watching her as she tbtheowrapping,
so she threw him a special smile to let him knoat thhatever it was
she would love it. Inside was a velvet box, thelkimat would hold an
expensive necklace.

Dani took a deep breath, only too aware that Caméhought
nothing of spending a fortune on her. She hopeddan't gone
terribly wild this time. She unlatched the lid difickd it up, expecting
almost anything except what was there.



In the centre of a groove running across the blaelket was a

magnificent solitaire diamond ring. Lying behindwis a card on
which Cameron had written, "Will you marry me?"Hgze flew up

to his—beautiful blue eyes beaming love and comenitirstraight

into her heart. Dani felt too choked with emotiorspeak. She got to
her feet and carried the box over to him, all theelshe felt for him in

her eyes. She gave him the box, then held outefidndnd for him to

put the ring on her finger.

"Say yes," he prompted, his eyes glittering intearsd relentless
purpose.

"Yes," she whispered.

He pulled her onto his lap and nestled her in tieelc of one arm,
holding her possessively while he opened the box.shd the
fabulous diamond ring onto the third finger of kedt hand with slow
deliberate ceremony.

"Marriage," he said decisively. "So now you're walhd truly
caught.”

"Yes," she agreed, finally managing to find herceoi"You caught
me, Cameron."

"And there's no getting away."
"Absolutely none."

"Divorce is out."
"Unthinkable."

"Children."

"Yes, children."



“And grandchildren."
"Only if you're capable, dear Cameron."

"I'm verycapable," he asserted strongly. Then he lookeghdrthe
assembled family, who were all stunned into silefitkat's it. Dani
and | are getting married."

It was definitely the best Christmas Day ever—apaossible dream
come true!

When they went to bed together that night, CaméwstthDani again
and again how much he loved her. Dani had no comtmm
whatsoever in impressing on Cameron how much shezllbim, too.

A VERY LONG, LONG TIME later, after many things had happened—ar
this is absolutely true—Dani and Cameron retired twobby farm.
Dani had her chickens and her fruit trees and bds Bnd vegetable
garden. Cameron took a lively interest in breediaghmere goats for
their wool and Australian silky terriers for thenfof it. It was a good
life, full of interesting things happening and steewd with the
contentment of sharing everything together.

Occasionally their children tried to tell them thegre getting too old
for this kind of life, but Dani and Cameron werdeatmined to live
how they wanted to live. After all, that was whagy had been doing
together all their lives, and they had every rigghbe stubborn and
ornery about it.

Grandchildren came to them for their school holgjand that was
always a lot of fun. Sometimes they whispered togretibout the
mysterious way Grandma knew so much about what diceyThey
didn't really believe that the birds told her evbityg. They finally



figured out she had some kind of sixth sense #idtdr know things
that even Grandpa didn't know.

Grandma was also wonderful at baking cakes andiesokhey all
reckoned she was so good that she could have bpesfessional
cook if she'd wanted to be. Her roast lamb dinnen® the best! And
her homemade pea and ham soup, which was Grarfdpalsrite,

was out of this world. The kitchen was always fofl delicious

smells.

Though whenever anyone got hurt or sick, Grandnsgead at that,
too. She had soft soothing hands that seemed ttocoall the way
inside you. You definitely went to Grandma if yoot gvounded.

She also had a special part in her brain for Wdesayings. How she
knew so many of them was another mystery. She st been
storing them up in her memory ever since she was.[deress a
button and out one would come.

It was funny, though, how they seemed to fit whatevas going on.
Her fairy stories were like that, too. All the gdmhildren agreed it
was positively uncanny the way Grandma hit righthegt heart of
things. She really knew everything.

When anyone wanted some serious advice, the faswn@doubtedly
the best place to go. When Danielle McFarlane wfiseh she
needed serious advice. Very serious advice. Sinedrat the farm
on an impromptu visit.

All .the grandchildren thought Grandma loved theestp but this
one, who had been named after her, was closestaiod®a'’s heart.
Young Dani smiled and chatted, but underneath tinlase she was
troubled. A very difficult problem weighed on heimai.

Grandpa and Grandma exchanged a knowing look, gfathe
intimacy that had grown between them over the y&dmsds weren't



necessary between them at times like these. Graedpased
himself, saying he had to go and see his dogs.dararwaited for
young Dani to tell her the problem that had brouggdrtout of her way
today.

"l want to ask you something, Grandma."

"Yes, dear?" Dani threaded her needle, picked upelest tapestry,
then looked at her grand-daughter, who was frowheayily.

"It's about a boy. Well, not really a boy. He'stsen. All the girls
drool over him because he's so good- looking. kiion not the
prettiest girl in the school but he seems to lile.th

Dani glanced out the kitchen window. Cameron walssst upright
and tall, walking towards the far fence, one ofrtdegs prancing at
his heels. He was almost eighty years old, but&®aine figure of a
man. White-haired, but his eyes were as blue asdter were, and
they hadn't lost their sparkling kindness, norrthectkedness. What a
wonderful life they'd had! All these years... ahd tove they shared
was a continual celebration of their life together.

But she mustn't think of that now. She had to lyelpng Dani. She

gave her grand-daughter an encouraging smile and b&ek to her

stitching. Bit by bit the problem emerged, and Dagns transported
back almost fifty years. When it was time for hespeak, she knew
exactly what to say.

" Beauty," she said, " is in the eye of the beéol

She knew Dani would be disappointed in that answsil,
Grandma, | suppose I'd better be on my way..."

"Before you go, Dani, | think | have to tell youstory. It's a fairy
story. But for all it's a fairy story, it's true@mgh. It happened a long,
long time ago. See what you make of it."



She paused, remembering all her own feelings, éigenhing of her
love for Cameron, his for her. But her grand-daaghtas waiting to
hear the story, to learn, if she could.

"Once upon a time, there was a young girl..."

As CAMERON DROVE his grand-daughter to the railway station, h
grew conscious of young Dani shooting curious géanat him, as
though she was appraising him in a new light.

"Something wrong, Dani?" he asked.

"No, Grandpa. Nothing wrong," she denied, and dawe a funny
little smile. It held both satisfaction and bemusain Then she said,
"But | would like to know..."

"Know what?"

"Did Grandma really find black lace knickers in ydaed when she
first met you?"

When Cameron returned to the farm, he found hig withinding
dreamily in front of the kitchen window. "Did yowave a good day
today?" he asked, giving her a hug, their closemamsstheir love
reflected in his twinkling blue eyes.

Since the day they married, Cameron insisted thatyavoman who
was loved should be given three hugs a day. Heisaids to show
her that no matter what happened, they would alvieysogether.
Dani never raised any question about this, butssispected it had a
bit to do with reassuring a man that his woman wal and truly
caught.



"Oh, yes, dear," she said. "l had another wondeldyl Everything
turned out as it should."

Her mind supplied another thought—all's well that® well—but
she didn't need to voice that to Cameron. His sgaiié it for her. And
when she smiled back he saw no signs of age dafalkaw only the
girl who had once come into his bedroom and woke np to what
life could be like... if he could catch her and fxdeer with him. He
still had her!



