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            SPRING 1983

          

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1

          

        

      

    

    
      Feeling a hot, moist tongue caressing his neck, Ryder grinned and puckered his lips in response, only to find Elvis, their Cocker Spaniel, lying next to him in the king-size bed, his long tongue hanging from his drooling mouth.

      “Bollocks. You’re not Reine.” Wiping his saliva-sodden neck and face with the sheet, he struggled into an upright position and noticed it was 1:15 a.m. on the bedside clock.

      “I should hope not. I wasn’t that furry last time I looked.”

      Reine was seated in one of the large leather armchair before the bow windows, peering downward from the manor’s second-floor bedroom. Grabbing a throw blanket from the footboard, he ambled across the vast room in the darkness, pulled her up, sat, and drew her back onto his lap.

      She wrapped the fleecy blanket around them. “It’s so damp.”

      “Small wonder. It’s been raining non-stop for five days.” His arms curled around her long flannel high-necked nightgown and pressed his face into her sleep-disheveled hair. Vanilla. Yummy. Like her.

      The garment helped with the nip when the fire in the large fireside had dwindled to nothing, something they preferred not to have blazing when they went to bed. He, too, had opted for flannel jim-jams. Both were seldom worn, but when they were, role games like the Matriarch and the Postie and the Librarian and the Milkie abounded. Tonight, it had been the Hausfrau and the Odd-Jobber. Their sex life was as abundant and unrestrictive as ever, maybe more so.

      She nodded to the guest cottage across the path below which would, in a couple of months, be extended to include that recording studio the band had repeatedly discussed. “Gauging from the lights in the front windows, Doris is up.”

      “Tending to Baby Blue, no doubt.”

      Baby Blue was Rags’ six-week-old son. Doris and Baby Blue—and Rags, when he was so inclined—lived in the cottage. Given the manor hadn’t yet been divided into private units, it afforded the Lawsens the solitude a family might want and need … or a mother and her much-loved infant, as the case might be.

      Upon return from Holland last July, Doris had tentatively and tearfully called Rags to inform him she was pregnant. His response was a baleful, “Are you sure it’s mine?”

      That had distressed poor Doris and angered Ryder and Pepper. Reg hadn’t seemed surprised and always the logical, “fatherly” one, had reacted in a composed manner. “You’d best do the right proper thing. We don’t need a lawsuit or bad publicity. And her baby deserves a father.”

      Not that he and Ryder and Pepper believed Doris would create problems, but they all liked her and didn’t want to see her get the short end of the stick. She’d already been shafted. Literally.

      Reine lay a cheek on his shoulder. “Do you think she believes Rags is in London, visiting his sick aunt?”

      Ryder blew a raspberry. “She’s sweet, not stupid.”

      “Sometimes …”

      “You could throttle him.” Ryder finished wryly.

      She nodded. “That guy has an overactive libido.”

      “And we don’t?”

      “We screw each other’s brains out all the time, not someone else’s and not someone we just met whose name we don’t know.”

      “Everyone’s different.”

      Straightening, she regarded him sternly.

      “Well, it’s true, honey,” he said defensively. “Rags sees nothing wrong with shagging every willing bird.”

      “He has no morals.”

      “He’d call himself a free spirit.”

      “He’s an irresponsible ass.”

      Ryder kissed the tip of her nose. “I do so admire that righteous approach to life.”

      “You think Doris and the baby will be all right in the cottage alone?” she asked worriedly, peering outside again.

      “We do have Mrs. Printz moving in as housekeeper next month.”

      “As housekeeper, not as nanny.”

      “She seemed quite taken with Baby Blue.” He poked her lightly. “Like you were when you first laid eyes on him.”

      He recalled the sundry of emotions on Reine’s face when she held the three-week-old sleeping infant: awe, joy, longing, regret. As he’d watched the transitions, he’d experienced each one with her.

      “Mother and son will do just fine,” he assured her and stifled a yawn. “Sleep?”

      Reine nodded and they returned to the bed to find Elvis stretched across it with Presley, their Scottish Fold cat. Both were sleeping contentedly—Elvis snoring and Presley passing gas. She had a delicate constitution, Ryder often joked, such a not a well-mannered one.

      Ryder and Reine looked at each other and burst into laughter.
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      The following morning, Reine stood before the coffee maker, filling a mug as Ryder entered the kitchen.

      “Coffee?” she asked.

      Ryder nodded automatically as he leaned into the windowsill, staring out the window.

      “Anything of interest out there?”

      “Just envisioning how this place will look when all’s said and done.” He slipped into the corner eating nook. “Maybe the manor house should become more than the occasional weekend or place-to-catch-a-breath retreat. What do you think?”

      “Maybe. For now, though, I think I’d prefer to spend the majority of time in London. Our flat’s more convenient than traveling two-plus hours one way between here and the city, where we often have things to tend to.” She smiled. “So, what did Sarah want so early? Something important?”

      “She called to provide a quick family update. Nigel stubbed his toe. Dad’s grumbling about going bald. Mum’s the same.”

      “That’s good, isn’t it?” She placed the mugs with a milk-filled creamer on the table and seated herself beside him.

      He concurred, glad there’d been opportunities before and after the September “Rydin’ Higher than Ever” U.S. tour to visit Plymouth, and that they were able to hold Rags and Doris’ wedding there in early autumn.

      The festivity had imbued his mother with new energy. In addition to the band members, Rags’ Plymouth family had attended, as had Doris’ parents from Redding. Ryder’s father had presided. Marrying the couple and helping set them on the right path had brought purpose and joy to his constantly somber expression and exuberance to the ceremony; it and the party proved a joyous affair. Even Rags had seemed less tense and annoyed. But perhaps the free-flowing wine and champagne had assisted in infusing him with temporary—liquid—cheer.

      His mother had lost more weight and looked perpetually fatigued but was as gracious as always. Her stamina wasn’t quite the same but with assistance from Reine and Sarah, she oversaw the preparation of meals and chatted merrily about anything and everything.

      They’d barely been there an hour when Sarah had readdressed the topic of children. Ryder had faced her squarely and said in a voice that advised there was no room for discussion, “When and if we have the time to be parents, we’ll give it the serious thought it deserves. For now, the band comes first and foremost. Full stop.”

      Stunned, Sarah appeared ready to retort but seemed to think better of it and simply nodded.

      “Why don’t we visit again after the album’s recorded?” Reine suggested, pulling Ryder back into the present.

      They were scheduled to start recording the third album on Tuesday. He couldn’t wait. The new songs were more ambitious than previous and had depth. And with a few first-rate session players adding their magic, the future of Rydin’ High couldn’t appear more appealing and attractive. And maybe next year, or the year after, they’d actually win Best British Band instead of being nominated. Not that any of them minded. They’d attended the awards in February, made more friends, considered collaborations, had a marvelous time, and were beyond excited and dogged to make things happen!

      “We could. Before the UK tour begins April 22nd.” He beamed brightly at the thought of seeing his family again. He squeezed her hand and she squeezed back.

      “What’s the matter?” he asked when she continued to stare.

      “Just admiring you.” She ran a finger along the side of his face. “Like your countless groupies and fans.”

      He’d started wearing eye make-up with less severity, but its application was part of the morning routine, such as brushing teeth and hair. His thick and wavy hair was still as black as the raven eyes and now hung beneath his shoulders, free of “gunk”. The earrings were simple: gold musical notes.

      “We’ve certainly grown the base, haven’t we?” Ryder commented, sipping.

      “No more playing bars.”

      They now easily filled medium- and larger-sized venues, had a bona-fide fan club, and sold numerous T-shirts and promotional items when touring. Rydin’ High enthusiasts applauded and chanted, and groupies called out and congregated.

      Raising his hands over his head, Ryder would start clapping to a song and entice the audience to clap and sing along. Hundreds would join in and they’d fuse into one fervent musical entity. In the last six months, Rydin’ High had graced several music magazine covers across the globe, but Ryder had also adorned a handful of fashion and men’s magazines. Reine had proudly framed and hung the photos in the partially completed music room that featured a state-of-the-art stereo and a Steinway grand piano. The manor still required a lot of furniture and work, as well as the renovation into private units, but no one was in much of a rush.

      “I love how you feed on the energy, the way you smile and dance and prance.” Reine kissed his cheek and stood. “Breakfast?”

      “You cooking?” he asked her.

      “Well, I’m not,” Pepper declared cheerfully as he and Stephane sauntered into the kitchen in matching dressing gowns and leather slippers. “Ryder’s not keen on my eggs and toast.”

      “I wonder why,” she winked, having tasted his cooking the first weekend they’d all decided to sleep at the manor house. She gestured the nook. “Have a seat, gents. I’ll whip up scrambled eggs, bacon, and toast.”

      “I like bangers,” Pepper pouted playfully.

      “And bangers.”

      “A partner with great looks who can cook. What more could you ask for?” Stephane joked. He propped an elbow on the table and then his face in his hand, looking sleepy yet chirpy.

      Pepper said, “A partner with great looks who can …” He leaned over and whispered into his lover’s ear, prompting a giggle.

      Ryder regarded the two over his mug. Though the couple seemed in fine form this morning—Stephane even looking like a lovesick schoolboy—he’d gotten the recent impression Pepper was no longer as keen on Stephane as he was on Pepper. Maybe he’d been mistaken?

      Whisking eggs, Reine turned to peer out the window over the sink and said sourly, “I see Rags is back home early.”

      “Is he?” Pepper asked darkly.

      “Yep. Slinking toward the cottage he probably considers more a prison than his home,” she said flatly.

      “I’d like to ‘slink’ him,” he grumbled. “He has a beautiful baby, and a wonderful wife who clearly adores her husband. What’s more he want?” A hand rose like a level crossing barrier. “Never mind. He wants it all—recognition, prosperity, and poontang. If there’s a family somewhere in there, so be it; something to add to the list but not as a priority.”

      Stephane hooked an arm around Pepper’s shoulders, his expression rueful.

      “Rags may come to his senses, but considering his track record to date, it won’t happen soon, so none of us should hold our breath.” Reine sighed wistfully. “But we can always hope.”

      “We got him to marry her, so he’s not a lost cause,” Ryder stated in support of his mate. “In his case, it’s merely a question of time. Eventually, he’ll figure out what he really wants and needs.”

      “That bloke’s having too much fun fucking anything female.” Pepper snorted contemptuously. “But as you said, there’s always hope that he’ll figure things out.”

      Stephane’s smile was as sarcastic as his tone. “Or you help him figure things out.”
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      Tuesday proved as rainy as the preceding days.

      “The place looks the same,” Rags grinned, slipping onto an armchair in the recording studio lounge. He peered at the palm alongside and the grin widened. “Same condom on the same leaf.”

      Reine grabbed two water bottles from the table and passed one to Ryder. Pepper dropped onto the two-seater beside Reg.

      Mug in hand, Dawg entered, sporting a Deep Purple T-shirt and loose, timeworn jeans. His mud-colored hair had grown thinner over the last few months and resembled limp grain stems. Behind him, of course, was Carver, dressed in the same T-shirt, but his jeans looked new and clean, as did his hair, which had been shorn into a crew cut.

      “I hear this album’s going to blow everyone away,” Dawg exclaimed.

      “We’d like to think so,” Pepper responded.

      “You didn’t do too shabbily with the last one.” Carver looked at his watch. “If anyone needs caffeine, now’s the time. We’ll start in ten.”

      “My favorite band!” Charley waltzed into the lounge with a smile and an ash-gray suit and silk shirt that screamed a thousand-pound price tag. “Long time, no see.”

      Ryder swallowed “thank God” and simply offered a curt nod, then took a second look—as they all did. The once white bleached hair was now soft brown with silvery highlights. Though still quite slim, he’d bulked up a bit. It appeared he’d been doing weights because his arms and shoulders were now defined; previously, they’d been little more than peduncles. Glasses no longer existed. Contacts?

      “New look. Sharp suit,” Rags commented approvingly.

      “Not as sharp as the Saville Row ones Ryder will be wearing,” Reine stated with a hint of smugness.

      Ryder observed her meet Charley’s piercing gaze with equal intensity.

      “Saville Row?” Pepper turned to Ryder. “Ooh, swanky.”

      “Ryder’s doing a couple of men’s magazine covers,” Reine told him.

      Annoyance flashed across Pepper’s face. “Keeping secrets, are we?”

      “Not really,” Ryder replied with an easy smile. “The shoots had been postponed a couple of times due to schedule conflicts, so we thought we’d wait until they happened before mentioning anything.”

      “It’s unfortunate you won’t be part of that, Reine,” Charley said good-naturedly. “But then you do have Vogue. You look stunning, and the article’s fascinating, if you don’t mind me saying so. An acquaintance slipped me a mock-up.”

      Ryder turned to Reine, surprised.

      She looked from Charley to Reg and shook her head.

      “Oh dear. I let the cat out of the bag,” their producer said apologetically, his tone and expression suggesting he was anything but sorry. “Well, don’t fret, boys. She’ll do you proud. As she always does.” With a regal bow, he left the lounge.

      “Vogue? Really?” Rags asked, impressed.

      “Really,” she smiled self-consciously. “Reg talked me into doing the shoot in December. We thought we’d keep it a secret until it came out.” She met Ryder’s intent gaze. “It was the only way I’d agree to it—I didn’t want to rain on your or the band’s parade. It was a lark, something to say I’d done, and consign to memory.” She enlaced her fingers through his. “You, on the other hand, are made to pose before a camera every bit as much as you’re made to front a band.”

      “You both have the look,” Rags murmured.

      Ryder glanced at him, then looked back at Reine, unsure how he felt about his wife being on the cover of a prestigious magazine. Would that result in more offers? If so, would she take them? She was gorgeous. He might have “countless groupies”, but male fans weren’t blind to her beauty and talent. The thought of men eyeing her, wanting her—hold on. She was his. His. Why be jealous? Let them look. He could touch and caress and make love to her any time he wanted; they could only dream.

      “I can’t wait to see it,” he finally stated with utmost sincerity, envisioning her wearing something luxurious and seductive.

      She smiled prettily in return. “I’ll autograph your copy.”

      “That’s the very least you’ll do,” he said huskily.

      “Before it gets too hot in here, how ‘bout we go rock-n-roll?” Pepper jumped to his feet.

      “You’re recording ‘Hard Up’ first, right?” Reg asked his brother.

      “Yeah, as opposed to ‘hard on’, like our Ryder here.”
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      Three days later, Reg and the rest of the band went to the pub around the corner for a long late lunch while Reine stayed back to redo bass work for Carver and Dawg.

      When done, she smiled with satisfaction. It sounded perfect.

      “You sure you don’t want to come to Chester’s chippy? We’ll be back in twenty minutes, tops,” Sue, the young freckle-faced receptionist, announced gaily.

      “Thanks. I’m good. But you can bring back some chips—with lots of malt vinegar. And a lemon tea, please.”

      Sue waved and slipped between Dawg and Carver.

      Moving to the lounge, Reine took a seat on an armchair and absently began strumming and singing “Kiss Me Like You Mean It”.

      Charley clapped when she finished. “Lovely. The voice of a rock-and-roll angel.”

      She bristled upon seeing him leaning into the doorframe and lay the bass on the carpet. “I thought you had meetings the rest of this week.”

      “This afternoon’s was canceled. Thought I’d come and hear my band record.”

      She looked him up and down. Another expensive suit. And he called her husband a preener? He should look in the mirror more often—oh, wait. He surely did. Repeatedly.

      “Ready for the ‘accelerated’ UK tour?”

      “Mm-hmm.”

      “And the European one?”

      “That’s still being negotiated,” she replied.

      “But pretty much a done deal for June and July, according to Mercer and Reg.”

      “Mm-hmm.”

      “How’re you doing, otherwise?” he inquired.

      “Great. You?” She could care less but saw no reason to be rude.

      “Same.” He held up his baby finger, which held a slight bend. “All healed. But it doesn’t quite straighten anymore.” He smiled amiably. “Cranberry satin looks amazing on you.”

      She looked at him blankly.

      “The ballgown you’re wearing on the magazine cover. It’s beautiful, as are you.” His piercing gaze held hers. “Still happy?”

      “Blissfully.”

      “Good for you. Bad for me.”

      “We’re not going there again, are we?” she asked tartly.

      “Just checking. People do change their minds,” he said simply. Blowing a kiss, he stepped into the hallway.
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      Into the second week of recording, everyone grew increasingly edgy. Too many hours and takes. Needing a smoke during a break, Ryder stepped to the rear of the studio and leaned into the glass door. He watched Rags chatting with a couple of groupies, or posse as Carver merrily called them—a diehard gang of admirers determined to see, and hopefully meet, a superstar. Several hung around regularly, to catch a glimpse of and perhaps meet Rydin’ High. Ryder would wave the odd time when someone noticed him, sign an autograph, or make small talk for a couple of minutes, as time permitted.

      Rags drained his can of Lilt, kissed a young fat redhead, and ambled toward the door. He started upon sighting Ryder, peered over his new dark-lensed aviator sunglasses, and smiled. “It’s nice to be loved.”

      Ryder lit his Sobranie and watched the drummer amble down the hallway. Was it his imagination? Or had his eyes appeared glassy? Hearing a knock, he looked over. Her again. Tara. She’d been here a few days ago … and backstage when they’d played L.A.

      “I’m your biggest fan,” she’d told him in a warm and sexy Diana Dors voice that hot and blustery California night. “I'm going to try to see at least a couple of your UK concerts—when they post the dates and venues.”

      Unlike the U.S. tour, they’d be playing more intimate settings—above 2,000 but less than 5,000. While they enjoyed playing to huge crowds, they wanted to be closer, more cozy, with their UK fans. And Reg was more than fine with that, their tour manager, Mercer, not so much.

      Ryder opened the door and greeted her. Once again, he was overwhelmed how much she resembled Reine with her long black hair and soulful eyes that were made up to bear an Asian cast. A couple of inches shorter than Reine and carrying ten more pounds, she had the same toned legs and arms, particularly noticeable today with the short black skirt and tight long-sleeved buckle-heavy top. That off-the-wall thought he’d had back in L.A. after meeting her streaked through his mind: what would it be like to make love to two Reines?

      “Nice to see you again,” she purred.

      “Likewise,” he said to be polite, glancing over her shoulder to see the two-dozen or so hangers-on smoking or whispering as they watched with open interest. “You don’t work?”

      “Between jobs.” Her dazzling white smile displayed crooked teeth and rendered a pixie-like look that was somewhat endearing.

      He drew on his cigarette and eyed her up and down, much to her obvious pleasure.

      “I managed to get tickets for your London and Leeds shows. Maybe you and I could hang around after?”

      Releasing a huge puff of white smoke upward, he scanned the lights on the hallway ceiling, liking the attention, the admiration, but demonstrating indifference. “I’m happily married.”

      “No one’s that happily married,” she cooed, brushing fingers lightly along his arm.

      “I am.”

      “We’ll see.” With a seductive grin and wink, she sashayed outside.

      Nice arse. His gaze remained on her backside until she passed the others and was no longer in view. “We’ll see. Su-ure.” He had to chuckle. He’d never cheat on Reine, ever. He loved her too much. Still, the thought of two Reines in bed was rather intriguing.

      Finishing his fag, he tossed it outside. Back to the job at hand: getting the new album completed without everyone getting into a roughhouse.
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      The days bled into each other. It took three solid weeks of recording and getting the music and sound “just right”. Tempers flared and personalities clashed. The hours were extensive. Pepper got crotchety with Stephane whenever he stopped in. Ryder and Reine were annoyed with Rags racing off with a groupie or two at the end of almost every long day. And the four of them were irritated that they couldn’t have a bit of time-out at the manor. Dawg fought a cold and Carver developed allergies. Reg and the new tour manager, Mercer, were at odds. And Derrick had an ugly row with a journalist.

      On the final day of recording, everyone who’d worked on the album agreed to gather at Ryder and Reine’s flat at seven the following evening. Over drinks and food from Harrods’ upmarket emporium, they’d smooth whatever feathers were still ruffled.

      Rags was the first to arrive—with Diane, a zaftig blonde with bouncy boobs unrestricted by a bra.

      “Sit wherever you like. The cushions on the floor are super comfy.” With a friendly smile, Reine returned to the door upon hearing a knock.

      When Reine opened the door, Pepper stated blandly, “Pimm’s with lemo—no, make it a shot of JD.”

      Reine peered around him.

      “Stephane’s not coming. We’ve parted company, to put it in nice simple terms.”

      Watching him hasten to Ryder in the kitchen who was uncorking wine, she sighed, then spun upon feeling a hand on her shoulder.

      Dawg and Carver swung around and simultaneously kissed her on the cheeks.

      “Welcome. Ryder’s playing bartender.”

      Immediately behind, Carl the trumpeter and Leena the saxophonist embraced Reine before following the two audio fellows.

      “Hey! No drugs,” Reine warned Rags, seated on a cushion alongside Diane, lighting up a joint.

      “It’s just one. To unwind.”

      “I’ll watch he doesn’t get out of line or burn a hole in anything,” Diane giggled, her voice reminiscent of Tweety Bird—with an English accent.

      Reine rolled her eyes. “One. And make yourself useful, Rags. Put on some music and not so loud that the neighbors lodge a complaint.”

      With a broad smile, Rags saluted.

      She returned to the door and tried not to gape upon sighting Sue with Charley.

      “He was coming in as I was leaving. I didn’t think you’d mind me bringing him along,” Sue said gaily.

      “You don’t mind, do you, love?” Charley’s tone was as sincere as the smile.

      “Welcome,” Reine said cordially, beckoning them to enter. “Food’s on the counter. Drinks in the kitchen.”

      “I was telling him how much I love his new look,” Sue said, watching Charley stroll into the kitchen and extend a hand to Ryder.

      A breath caught in Reine’s throat as she watched the interaction. Fortunately, Ryder shook the proffered hand, albeit with evident dislike.

      “Charley looks amazing, doesn’t he?”

      “Hmm? Oh. Sure.” Reine scanned Charley in his jeans and snakeskin belt and casual black shirt. Yes, she supposed he did. The new look was certainly preferable to the previous washed-out spindly one.

      “This is a nice way to end a few tense weeks,” Sue whispered, hanging a long slender arm around Reine’s waist.

      “It didn’t seem right, ending on a sour note, pardon the pun.”

      They giggled and went to the kitchen for wine. Charley was telling Dawg and Carver and Ryder about a plan to open an office in New York the following year.

      “Great news. Charley’s moving to America,” Ryder said smoothly.

      “Great news indeed.” Reine smiled and poured Sue a glass of Chardonnay.

      Charley sniffed. “Do I smell grass?”

      Frowning, Ryder peered across the counter.

      “Rags needs to unwind,” Reine explained flatly.

      “I’ll unwind him⁠—”

      Reine placed a restraining hand on Ryder’s arm. “He’s almost done. And he’s only allowed the one.”

      “He’s a stellar drummer,” Charley stated. “But major trouble. Maybe he needs to actually get in some; it might set his head straight.” He clinked his glass against Reine’s and Sue’s, took a sip, and bid them adieu.

      Trouble? Reine hurried after him. “Charley?”

      He turned and leaned into the wall.

      “You wouldn’t cause trouble?”

      “By calling the police or something? If I did that for every musician who smoked grass, drank, or did serious drugs, they’d label me daft.”

      She regarded him for a few seconds, sensing something different in addition to the new look. She wasn’t quite sure what it was, but it didn’t seem remotely hostile. Something had changed internally, just as it had externally. “Thanks for dropping by,” she said with a quick bow of the head.

      “Sue’s very persuasive; she wouldn’t have it any other way,” he chuckled.

      “I think she likes you.”

      “Really?” He raised an eyebrow. “She’s a bit young for me.”

      “And I’m not?”

      “Touché,” he said with a regretful smile.

      “Maybe you’d like to come back in, make her happy,” Reine suggested.

      “While Sue might like that, your husband’s not keen on me, you’re not comfortable in my company, and I do have somewhere to be in a couple of hours. May as well get there early … for a change.” He smiled fleetingly and hastened down the stairs.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      At midnight, everyone had gone home, save for Rags. The drummer had had his share of alcohol. While Pepper was “drowning” his sorrows about the break-up with Stephane, Rags was simply “drowning” his apparent thirst for booze. Fortunately, Dawg and Carver had offered to escort a wobbly Pepper home.

      Slumped against the wall, Diane looked dolefully from Rags to Ryder and Reine, standing before her.

      “He should sleep here. We can’t let him go home like this.” Ryder surveyed the inert body before them.

      “He couldn’t go home, if he tried,” Reine told Ryder drily. She went to the bedroom and returned two minutes later with some money, which she tucked into Diane’s hand. “I called a cab. It should be downstairs in the next ten minutes.”

      Sad eyes peered at Rags. Finally, she nodded and stood, gathered her things, and thanked them quietly.

      They watched her walk to the door.

      Reine nodded toward Rags. “We have a problem, don’t we?”

      “I suspect so, but I hope not,” Ryder replied with a worry-wrinkled brow. “I’ve never seen him like this.”

      “When was the last time you two partied together?”

      “Point taken. Grab a blanket. We’ll get him comfortable here on the rug.” He removed Rags’ boots as Reine adjusted cushions and a blanket. “He won’t waken before noon, I suspect.”

      In the bedroom, they slipped off clothes. As he pulled back the covers, Reine jumped on his back and encircled his waist with her legs. He clasped her knees and they whirled until they were laughing and dizzy. It was something they’d taken to doing now and again, and he enjoyed the silliness and fun.

      Falling onto the bed, Ryder began kissing her as if they’d been separated for weeks. Which wasn’t far from the truth. They’d been so exhausted after the recording sessions, they’d barely managed to say good night before going out like lights.

      She cupped his cheek, gazing at him fondly. “How can one woman be so lucky?”

      “It’s me who’s lucky,” he said throatily, run his lips along her neck and breasts. “Do you ever …”

      “What?”

      “Think of being a little dirty, a little naughty?” he grinned, slipping his hand between her legs.

      “Aren’t we always?” she grinned in return, welcoming the touch with audible pleasure.

      Ryder pulled her upright and led her to the living room.

      “What are you thinking?” she asked quietly. “Rags is a few feet away.”

      “Yeah. Naughty, isn’t it, making love before someone else? Maybe even exciting?”

      “Well, maybe more so if he weren’t dead asleep,” she replied with a wry smile.

      Not allowing her time to think about it or step away, he rained kisses across her face, then licked a downward trail, enjoying the soft sounds that escaped her beautiful, sexy mouth, loving how she responded to him, and how he’d respond to her.

      They came simultaneously and unusually quickly, as if they’d been apart so long, they needed to bond with urgent passion.

      “Too fast,” she said with a pretend pout.

      “We have the rest of the night to take it slower,” he purred, nipping her chin playfully.

      “If you’re going for round two, do it quietly. This bloke’s tryin’ to sleep,” Rags uttered. “Or wait until tomorrow. I’m all in for watching a porn show.” He rolled onto his side.

      Reine pressed her flaming-red face into Ryder’s shoulder.

      “No reason to be embarrassed. There’s nothing more natural than lovemaking,” he whispered soothingly, splaying his hand through her hair. “Or showing someone, and others, how much you love them.”

      “Yeah, I’m not embarrassed,” Rags told them hoarsely.

      “The bloke’s got bionic ears,” he said with chuckle and shake of his head.

      “And a ‘fond’ memory of us,” she sighed.

      “Burned forever into my brain,” Rags murmured, dragging a cushion over his head.
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      Deciding it more sound and time-saving to stay at the flat in London over the next while, Sunday found Ryder and Reine window-shopping, sharing fish and chips in a parkette beside the Thames, and enjoying the early April weather while strolling through Hyde Park. Monday was a repeat, except this time they bought clothes to wear on stage. Upon return at six, Mushroom visited, and the three of them watched The Hanged Man for a while on the telly, the two in dressing gowns and little more.

      “At least we had a couple of days to relax,” Reine said with a contented sigh.

      “Wouldn’t mind a few more,” he said ruefully. “But at least we don’t have to be at rehearsal before two on Wednesday.”

      “Thank Pepper’s dentist appointment for that,” she smiled.

      Come Wednesday afternoon, they’d be rehearsing for the upcoming ten-concerts-in-fourteen-days UK tour. Another two videos were to be filmed, one live during the tour and one in-studio after.

      Mushroom meowed loudly, stretched, and sprang to the floor.

      Ryder hopped to his feet and walked him to the door, wishing Mushroom a pleasant evening as he let the friendly feline return to his own residence.

      Reine laughed. “You think he’s human, don’t you?”

      “He has a distinct personality.”

      “An it’s-all-about-me one,” she grinned.

      “He’s one pampered pussycat. Everyone loves him.”

      “Not unlike you,” she winked, extending her legs onto the sofa’s armrest.

      He entered the kitchen and put on the kettle and as he waited for water to boil, he watched Reine. An image of Tara burst before him like the flash from a Polaroid Instant camera. She’d left a card at the recording studio late Friday, which Sue had given to him when she’d dropped by Saturday.

      The card was a simple handmade one with hearts and lips. Somewhat childlike, if not childish, he supposed it was well-meant, given she’d taken the time to make it. Tara reminded him she’d be at three of the concerts and looked forward to seeing him. She was a persistent bird, a cocky one, and a pretty one. Not as pretty as the real Reine, of course. Again, he found himself wondering what it would be like to make love to two Reines, and what it might be like for Reine to be with a mirror image of herself. What a curious—and pleasurable—image.

      “Tea?”

      “Mm-hmm.”

      Once ready, he handed her a mug and slipped beside her.

      She smiled and danced her fingertips across his face. “You have that look again.”

      “Look?” he asked.

      “That ‘mischievous boy’ look.”

      He had to laugh. “I didn’t know I had one.”

      “You do. And it usually entails horseplay or high jinks with your mates.”

      He feigned regret. “You read me too well.”

      Putting the mug aside so she could straddle his lap, Reine hooked her arms around his neck and smiled. “What’s up?”

      His arms curled around her waist. “Do you ever think of … having sex with another person?”

      Her eyes grew moon-round. “Why would I want to think that? I have you.”

      “I mean, do you ever … think of … a threesome?”

      “I repeat: why would I want to think that? I have you.” Her voice was flat, her gaze suspicious. “Is there someone you have in mind?”

      “Well, no … I mean, yes …”

      “I’m listening.” Her voice grew strained like her expression, and she released his neck.

      “It’s the craziest thing,” he said slowly, trying to find a right way to propose it. “I met another Reine … she looks very much like you. Her name is Tara.”

      “Have you slept with her?”

      “Of course not,” he smiled. “I was thinking it would be … fun … to make love with two Reines. To watch you two …”

      She hopped to her feet, her expression one of disbelief. And hurt. “One of me isn’t enough?”

      He stood and clasped her gently by the forearms. “That’s not what I’m saying, love.” He smiled easily, fighting a feeling this wasn’t going to end the way he’d hoped.

      She thumped his chest, then peered downward.

      Thinking she was eyeing his fingers and recalling how good—and swift—she was at snapping them, he quickly tucked them into the pockets of his dressing gown.

      “If you’re considering another woman, a groupie, whatever she is, then there’s obviously a problem⁠—”

      “There’s no problem, Reine. None!”

      “You’re my everything, Ryder. I thought I was yours. That’s what you told me.”

      Her voice was so soft, he could barely hear her. “It’s just sex, a game, a threesome, trying something new,” he explained quickly, stupidly, realizing he’d made a grave blunder.

      Her eyes welled and her face crumbled, and he felt as if someone had kicked him in the belly with metal-toed boots. “Reine⁠—”

      A hand flew up like a catcher aiming to receive a pitcher’s pitch. “I hope your Tara proves everything you want. And that she’ll indulge your need for a threesome. Because I won’t!” She walked away slowly. Didn’t slam the bedroom door. Just closed it softly.

      That hurt a hundred times more than having had it slammed shut or smashed into his face. Pressing his palms against his eyes, he breathed slowly and deeply. Never in his wildest dreams had he imagined the playful suggestion would have been received that way. That was all it was meant to be: playful. All right, maybe risqué. But he’d not thought it would … damn.

      Obviously, I hadn’t thought at all.
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      An hour later, he entered the bedroom. Why he’d tarried, he couldn’t say. Perhaps he was frightened of what she’d say or do. He couldn’t take back what he’d proposed, but perhaps he could right the wrong. Somehow.

      Lying on the bed, Reine was facing the wall and crying, gauging from the soft sniffles. He perched on the edge of the bed, then slid in and hooked an arm around her waist, pulling her close. She didn’t fight him, but he felt an icy sensation enfold his heart and soul, as if all warmth and love had seeped from her body and only frost remained. The energy they normally exchanged when they lay together wasn’t there; it was as if she’d shut off a switch.

      “I’m sorry. The last thing I’d ever want to do is hurt you,” he whispered. “It seemed like an enjoyable thing to do.”

      She stiffened and he felt he were holding a nightclub pillar.

      “We said last year we’d never turn away or run away⁠—”

      “This isn’t a fight, Ryder. It’s about breaking promises and vows. I said I’d be with you forever, until we breathed our last. And I will be. It may just not be the way I’d dreamed or planned.” Anguish filled her words. “Who knew this silly human emotion called ‘love’ could be so … so agonizing? I thought I hurt last year, but that was nothing compared to right now.”

      “I haven’t slept with her⁠—”

      “But you want to. And you want me to. Damn, Ryder. I’d rather sleep with you and Pepper than share you with another woman!” She grabbed a pillow and wept into it.

      Not knowing what to say, he simply continued to hold her, wishing he could turn back the hands of the clock to that wonderful stroll along Piccadilly earlier. They’d been so happy. So in love. And so looking forward … to everything.
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      Nebulous images plagued Ryder as he slept restlessly, flipping and shifting. When he awakened around four in the morning, his head and heart aching, she wasn’t in bed, and he panicked and raced into the living room. She was on the couch. Asleep, but clearly twitchy; she squirmed this way and that.

      “Somehow, Reine, I’ll find a way to make it up to you.” He didn’t know how, but he sure as hell knew it would take everything he had to make it happen.

      Grabbing a throw blanket, he tucked it around her, deliberated climbing alongside her, then thought better of it. Slowly, sadly, he ambled back to the bedroom. Again, he fell into a restless sleep.
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      Ryder opened his eyes to find Reine pulling on jeans. Her hair was wet and fastened into a long, thick braid. He struggled upright and noticed it was a little after eight in the morning. “You are running away, aren’t you?”

      She shook her head. “I decided to go to the manor house to get some things before the renovations start. And I want to make sure all’s good with Doris and Baby Blue moving into the house for the time being.”

      “I’m glad you’re talking to me.” He managed a small smile.

      “You asked, I answered,” she said simply, no emotion in her tone or gaze. “We’re not children.” She rooted through a drawer.

      “Is Manny driving you?”

      “Mm-hmm.”

      “I’ll come along. Billy and his men will be there this afternoon and I’d not mind talking to him about the renovations.”

      “Manny’ll be here in twenty. I’ll be waiting for him downstairs.” Grabbing socks, she strolled from the room.

      Well, that was better than telling him to bugger off. Wasn’t it?
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      The two-hour drive to Southampton in the new four-door Range Rover was quiet. Reine chatted with Manny for a while, their driver of three months, about his wife and two teenaged children. Ryder offered comments now and again as he watched the passing scenery. Occasionally, he’d glance at Reine, but her face was turned to the window. Cherry-colored fingernails picked the various rips in her jeans and fiddled with the silver skull belt—the only indications that she was more than merely watching scenery.

      “What time would you like me to return? Or were you planning to stay?” the burly forty-year-old driver asked, peering from Reine to Ryder through the rearview mirror.

      “I won’t be staying more than an hour and a half. But Ryder’s planning to meet with the renovation team later.”

      “Then I’ll wait for you.”

      Reine voiced acknowledgement and told him she’d have Mrs. Printz provide him with lunch.

      “You don’t want to meet with Billy and the team?” Ryder asked.

      “It’s your recording studio, so you and your friends figure it out.”

      Ryder’s chest tightened and he tried not to wince at the casual coldness of her remark. “But you’re part of the band.”

      “I’m fine with whatever you decide.”

      “Reine? Would you at least look at me when you’re talking?” he asked, frustrated.

      She turned and lowered her rose-colored sunglasses slightly. Her grass-green eyes, accentuated by mascara and smoky eyeshadow, looked intense … and beautiful … and annoyed. “I’m fine with whatever you decide.”

      “What about the private units? You’ll want some say in that.”

      “Just ensure the terrace has shrubs and plants and maintains an amazing view of the river. I’d like that … the odd time I’m here.”

      “What are you saying?”

      “My visits to the manor will be few and far between in future.”

      “It’s your home. Our home!”

      As she scanned his face, he could sense an array of emotions and thoughts tossing about like monstrous waves smashing against a rocky shore.

      Finally, Reine drew a long breath. When she spoke, her voice was as flat as her expression. “It’s a place to unwind now and again, to be free of the city’s hustle and bustle, nothing more. My home’s back in London, which is pretty much where I now intend to remain.” Adjusting the sunglasses on the bridge of her nose, she turned back to the terrain.

      “Don’t tune me out, Reine.”

      She didn’t respond. He reached for her hand and she didn’t pull away. He wasn’t going to release her, so he sat there, gripping a hand that felt lifeless and cold. So very cold.
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      While Reine spent time with Doris and the baby, helping her settle into the manor house’s guestroom near Mrs. Printz’s living quarters, Ryder took a tour of the manor, recalling what he and Pepper and Rags had discussed about layout. They’d

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  



OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Author’s Note
      


      		
        I. Spring 1983
        
          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


          		
            Chapter 3
          


          		
            Chapter 4
          


          		
            Chapter 5
          


          		
            Chapter 6
          


          		
            Chapter 7
          


          		
            Chapter 8
          


          		
            Chapter 9
          


          		
            Chapter 10
          


          		
            Chapter 11
          


        


      


      		
        II. Fall 1983 - 1985
        
          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


          		
            Chapter 3
          


          		
            Chapter 4
          


          		
            Chapter 5
          


          		
            Chapter 6
          


          		
            Chapter 7
          


          		
            Chapter 8
          


          		
            Chapter 9
          


          		
            Chapter 10
          


          		
            Chapter 11
          


        


      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Next in the Series
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Publisher Contact Information
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/still-rydin-high.jpg
\

TYI.ER I.‘.[ILINS

RﬂﬂK N RI]LLERBI]ASTER BI]I]K 2

|
"

RYFIN








