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He accused her unjustly!

Kassia Finn had been shocked when Lyon Mulhollaalled her up to his
executive office in the London firm where she walkand fired her! And she
was knocked more off balance when he went on tokliher attempts to find a
new job.

But when he realized his mistake and started cuyher, Kassia was at wits' end
to understand the man--and her own confused feseforghim.

If he was merely trying to make up for the way he&hted her, then Kassia's
heart was in for a real jolt.



CHAPTER ONE

THAT Monday started in much the same way as any otloerdisly.
For Kassia Finn, it ended very differently.

She was an early riser, and had time to check pmeaaance before
she left her small ground-floor flat for her job Ktulholland
Incorporated. Her eyes travelled from the tobacwwh two-piece,
which fitted her slender figure neatly, up to herd. She was used tc
the delicate complexion that went along with hertiair, but she was
not used to the unenthusiastic light in her grears evhich spoke of
her not being particularly interested in whethex phesented herself
at Mulholland Incorporated or not.

Kassia supposed she must thank that something rin imeher
upbringing, that made her lock up her flat and mekeher car in
order to carry out her obligations. For, since Is&e accepted the job
as secretary to Mr Harrison, the head of the cotgm@department, two
months ago, she had to accept that she was olibgstictk with the
job until she gave in her notice.

But how could she give in her notice? She coulgh®, realised. Not
while Mr Harrison was still away sick. Mr Harrisdmad kept a
fatherly eye on her, and she had taken to him fieenfirst. Even

though she had known him for only a short whileg $bit that it

would be like stabbing him in the back to resiga thoment he was
no longer able to cope because of his nervous dosak

Her thoughts were still on Mr Harrison when shekpdrher car and
walked towards the Mulholland building. She hadhgal the firm at
the tail-end of months of preparation work in cactioe with a giant
engineering contract they were after. She rathesged that Mr
Harrison's breakdown had been coming on for some, talthough it
wasn't until the tender they had submitted wadsaiehe post that
he allowed himself to succumb to his iliness.



They had worked late every night of that precedimgek, she

recalled, as she entered the most modern of bgsdamd took the
stairs up to her office. She had thought Mr Harriead looked tired,
but she had considered that perfectly understaad&e had been
feeling a shade drained herself, and couldn't veaibe rid of the

wretched tender which had seemed to dominate is¢isfk weeks at
Mulholland's.

It had been a very satisfactory feeling, thoughemviearly on that
Friday afternoon she had taken her work throughMioHarrison to
give the final once-over.

'‘As neat a piece of work as ever I've seen,' heshat] shelving some
other correspondence he'd been dealing with taHhpugh the work

she had handed him. Kassia remembered thinkingea®sked at his
tired eyes that he must be extremely relieved torbthe last lap of
the long and exhausting task in hand. Yet even Heehad shown
what a considerate man he was, for he had lookeal rgzall, "You're

spending this weekend with your parents, aren't i{@assia?'

‘That's right,' she agreed. 'I'm making for Heraéhire straight after |
leave here tonight.’

A feeling of guilt smote her when, back at her desdter that
weekend, she had heard about his nervous breakdaniythen did
she realise that, instead of snatching the oppiytuwvhen he had
said, 'You've worked like a Trojan all this week—ywhot get off
now?' she should have insisted on staying arouhdlgohim with the
final check on the Comberton tender.

But she hadn't done anything of the sort. 'Are yore?' she'd asked,
half-heartedly, her mind already on the pleasegr@ae on her

parents' faces when she arrived a couple of hooosies than

expected.



‘Certainly I'm sure,' he had smiled, and in cagev&ls going to make
some other protest—which she didn't think she was-hdd teased,
'I'm quite capable of seeing that everything catdbaight's post.’

That had been over two weeks ago, Kassia reflexseshe entered
her office and stowed away her shoulder bag. Shrexeshe had done
her best to hold the fort and try to keep Mr Hamis desk clear so
that he did not have too much of a backlog to cafclon when he
returned, but she had to admit that she was disicaydittle
stimulation in the work that she did.

She was wondering if the guilt she had felt fomgpooff and leaving
Mr Harrison to cope on his own had anything to dishwher
reluctance to look for another job before he reddrmvhen Tony
Rawlings looked in on his way to his own office.

‘Light of my life," he breathed semi-lecherously.

'‘No!" Kassia told him, answering his invitation bef he voiced it.
Tony was in charge of one of the other departmdnis had been
instructed to oversee Mr Harrison's departmentnduhis absence.
Kassia had made the mistake of accepting a dateTwity when she
had first started work at Mulholland's. That ondedhad been
sufficient to tell her that she did not want anotbee.

'How can you be so heartless?' he protested dreatigtibut he had
to grin when she replied smartly,

‘With you, it takes no effort.'

'In that case, | shall be but a phone call awaykhanything come in
today which you can't handle," he told her, anthef as the phone on
her desk rang, and she went to answer it.

That phone call was the start of her day goingdirection which she
had never contemplated.



‘Mulholland," a deep-timbred voice introduced hilhas soon as she
had told him who she was. ‘Come to my office.'

The instrument went dead, and for a startled seocontd/o, Kassia
just stared at the phone in her hand. Then suddiaylyght started to
trickle in. In the short time in which she had wedkor Mulholland's
she had never so much as clapped her eyes onaitsneim, Lyon
Mulholland. True, word had it that he had been dpensome time at
the offices of Insull Engineering—a newly acqui@afit—though
why he wanted another company when he was on tlaed bof
countless firms already was beyond her. But—andgsiessed that
she had Tony Rawlings to thank for it—Mr Mulhollantust have
heard how she was coping in keeping the departafkat during Mr
Harrison's absence. It had to be that, she decided.

Still fairly astounded that a man as busy as Lyarihdlland should
take time out of his early morning to give one isfminions a pat on
the back, Kassia none the less could not help drltgleased with
herself as she stepped out of the lift at the lmgr f Asking directions
as she went, for she had never before visited lth@rman's office,
she eventually found herself in his secretary'seff

Kassia had never met Heather Stanley before eltbethat lady was
as efficient as she looked. For without waitingagk her who she
was, she had flicked a switch on the intercom. sMiassia Finn is
here, Mr Mulholland,' she said.

'Send her in," replied the deep voice she remerdbere

Kassia smiled at Miss Stanley as she made heravegrtls the other
door in the room. Miss Stanley did not smile bdukt, Kassia didn't
notice. She was still recovering from realisingtttiee great Lyon
Mulholland was about to congratulate her in person!



She noticed thahe was not smiling, though. In fact, she notice
several things at once as she crossed into hiseoffiirst of all she
took in a large light and airy room with plush catipg, a couple of
large and deep settees, a smattering of matchisg dairs, and
behind them an enormous desk. She noted too, asesbgnised a
man who had been pointed out to her as one ofiteetdrs, a Mr
Cedric Lennard, that Lyon Mulholland was not alddeth men were
standing, but it was something of a surprise tdisedhat she was
going to receive the firm's thanks in duplicate!

Lyon Mulholland was something of a surprise, todiéN she had
heard on the grapevine that he was a dyed-in-the-lachelor, she
had imagined he must be quite ancient and crustyitvBut the tall,

dark-haired man who broke off his conversation Widdric Lennard
as she went in was not ancient, but somewheresinate thirties!

Though, as he frowned darkly at her, Kassia hadtsider that fifty
per cent of her pre-estimate of him seemed to berame—for he
certainly gave every appearance of being crusty.

Aware that appearances could be very deceptivehahled up her
slipped smile and murmured, just as if she didntivk what was
coming, 'I'm Kassia Finn. You wanted to see me?"

For a moment, when her smile was not returnedtbgeman and she
was not invited to take a seat, Kassia wondereshé had got it

wrong. But, of course, she realised, both thesest@zutives were

much too busy, despite the luxurious furnishingharoom, to have
time to sit taking their ease. Her smile disappg@® she wondered
why on earth then they were wasting their prectous in praising a

mere underling anyway.

‘Mr Lennard tells me that you had quite a lot to wih the
Comberton tender in its latter stages,' Lyon Mudad commented
when, after giving her a full scrutiny, he pinnedrhwith an
all-seeing, grey-eyed look.



'l've only been with the firm for two months,' sheught she should
mention. '‘And Mr Harrison did all the donkey work othe tender.
But--' she strove to sound modest when, divertddsgpeculiar way
of praising her for keeping the office ticking ovehe added, 'l did
spend six weeks working on the project.'

'You worked closely with Mr Harrison on the tendegk¢ up to the
very end?' Lyon Mulholland questioned.

'‘Right up until the very last,’ Kassia agreed, pkyasure at this
interview slightly dimmed as she remembered adsan last day of
working with Mr Harrison. Fair enough, she had mxpexience of
anyone suffering from a nervous breakdown, butssioelld perhaps
have noticed that it was not just tiredness thatdwe been suffering
from.

But Lyon Mulholland was going on. 'So you would eember typing
out the tender before mailing it?'

Who could forget it? Kassia felt she had typedfimgrers to the bone
in drawing up the tender. But she refrained frormtioming the

hours of overtime she had worked, adjusting anddpeséing the

tender until Mr Harrison was confident that it wasctly right, and
she confined her reply to, 'Yes. It all came togetbn the Friday
before Mr Harrison went sick the next day.'

‘You can remember that Friday clearly, Miss Firuy®n Mulholland
asked crisply.

To Kassia's mind, he was taking a trip around thesks before he
got down to congratulating her. But a feeling ofltgagain attacked

her—perhaps she could have been more of a helprtbldvtison?

Aware that she was becoming a little more sidekedcshe made the
effort to sound very confident as she asserted, \{@s, | can

remember that Friday in detail.'



‘Then you'll also remember that on that same daytyjeed a reply to
an enquiry from Camberham Engineering?'

Kassia's brow wrinkled. She well remembered thiedathich Lyon

Mulholland referred to, just as she remembered, thaspite his
illness, Mr Harrison had not lost his sense of hum@amberham's
were their arch rivals, but that hadn't stoppedntifrdm courteously
writing in for details of some work which Mulholldis themselves
were putting out to tender. Clearly could she refmemnthe way in

which Mr Harrison pushed his weariness aside féeva moments

when, looking oddly innocent, he had requested thslhe had time,
could she get together enough inconsequentiahtues on the matter
to keep Camberham's contract department busy Wdrile. He had

then proceeded to dictate the most courteous bésdp be sent with
the enclosures. But what, she couldn't help wondehad that letter
to do with any of why she had been called up touihyger realms of
the building?

'You do remember that letter, Miss Finn?' Lyon Mulhollgréssed
impatiently, when it seemed he believed he hadedding enough
for a reply.

'‘Well—yes,' she answered, his short, impatient gxmg the lie to
any idea that he felt she deserved a pat on thefbaanything! 'But
it was a courteous letter," she said quickly asome confusion, she
harnessed the flicker of temper his tone had caulseh she felt a
fresh gnawing of guilt, when she realised that shust have been
summoned to the top floor not to be congratulabedifo be taken to
task for not seeing how ill Mr Harrison was.

'We know that the letter was courteous,' Mr Lennaifgo had been
silent all this time, chipped in.

Kassia moved her glance to the near-retiring-agectoire'You're
saying that you've been to my office and checkedita copy?' she



guestioned, starting to feel more flickerings afiayance. If they had
wanted to see a copy of that letter, why could@ythave just asked
her for it?

'‘We had no need to do anything of the kind.' Lyoult\lland took
charge of the interview and, turning to the dedhire him, he took
up the top piece of paper that lay on one particpile. 'Have you
seen this before?' he enquired, handing it to her.

Kassia had no need to do more than cast a quick\asrehe sheet of
notepaper that bore the Mulholland letterhead.sThithe letter |
typed to Camberham's,' she said as she passesttdreblack to him.

'‘And these,' Lyon Mulholland said, referring to th#e of paper
which had lain beneath the letter he dropped baxckop, 'are the
enclosures that went with it.'

'How . . . Why . . ." Surprised, Kassia took a gop herself.

'‘But—how did they get here?' she asked, and aseslised that only
Camberham's could have returned them, so her s#nkamour

began to surface. 'Did Camberham's see through kridén's

courteous letter and take exception to being boddzhmith our

literature?' she asked, a curve starting to appedne corners of her
beautifully shaped mouth.

‘This is no laughing matter,’" Mr Lennard interrgps®urly, sending
her smile fleeing before it could take a hold.

Kassia had no wish to be rude to the frosty-looldivgctor, but it
took something of an effort. She was twenty-two nshe reminded
herself sternly, and she had far more control remin her growing
years when her fiery temper had seen her explodbeeasmallest
provocation.

'‘My apologies,' she muttered, and saw that shebeimsg frowned on
by both men.



Lyon Mulholland, as if he was growing impatient hithe two of
them, told her bluntly, 'Camberham's did not takeeetion to either
the letter or the enclosures, for the simple regsliss Finn, that they
received neither!'

Kassia blinked, and then stared at the letter arudbosures which
must have been returned from somewhere. 'l dodenstand,' she
had to confess when she could make no sense ofvehbad just
said. 'l typed that covering letter on the sametday!l. . .’

‘Typed a covering letter to send with the tendeictvivas supposed
to go to Comberton's,' Lyon Mulholland chopped borwhen that

was not what she had been going to add at ailwWBat she had been
going to add suddenly deserted her completely. Beall at once,
the brain-power which she had wanted a momenteearas there.

Oh, no! she thought. But even as she was feariagwtbrst, the

chairman of Mulholland's confirmed it by sayinghérl contracts

manager at Comberton's was at something of addgsaw why we

should be sending him correspondence meant forctmracts

department of Camberham's until he realised whastnave

happened.’

From a brain that had a minute before stood inragu€assia's brain
was suddenly in overdrive. And as all the impliocas sunk in, her
throat went dry, and she was incapable of speechatViLyon
Mulholland made of her stricken silence, thougle slas shordy to
find out when, his expression as cold as the tenwds using on her,
he left her in no doubt as to what had happeneadlitamamifications.

'It became as clear to him, as it has become tteare,' he-grated,
'that the tender—the figures which Mr Harrison webhbhve gone to
endless pains to guard from our competitors—wast den
Camberham's, while Comberton's received the carrelgnce meant
for Carpberham's.'



Kassia opened her mouth and tried to speak, buwvakeso shaken to
realise that the two lots of correspondence haad kseat out in the
wrong envelopes that she had to swallow first. #ah all she could
do was to say a faint, '‘Comberton's have obvioletlyou have the
wrongly addressed mail back, but—but—er—have Cah#ais
done the same?'

'It's irrelevant!" Lyon Mulholland looked down omeifrom his lofty
height. 'Since all tenders had until nine this mmagrio be in, they've
had ample time in which to adjust their own bid.uYknew, of
course,' he fired, 'that for every contract we kidmberham's do the
same?'

She hadn't in actual fact worked it out that fant Bonesty was an
innate part of her. So when she did work it outyais obvious that,

since she was aware that Camberham's were thals,rivtherefore

naturally followed that she must subconsciouslyehasen aware that
Camberham's would tender for the same contracts.

'Of course,' she replied, her voice, she had to evehade cooler than
it had been.

‘Then | can only suppose,' he said icily, his ghtting aggressively
at her admission, 'that either you were grosslyigeqt in your duties

'‘Negligent!' Kassia shot in to exclaim, not reanlyake that from him
or anyone after the hours she had slaved for thgaay.

'‘Negligent was the word | used.' Lyon Mulhollan@sfed no sign of
backing down. 'Either you were grossly negligenewlyou put the
material in the wrong envelopes, or you were baiefberately
criminally incompetent.’



'l beg your . . .' Kassia began, but as the futionh of what he had just
said sank in, she erupted, her hold on her tempee,gHowdare
you!'

'l dare because, either accidentally or by destgis company,
through you, may have lost a very worthwhile cocttta our biggest
rivals,' he grated, his aggression out in forcamét her fury. Though
Kassia did not stay merely furious, but went whiiéh rage when,
not content with his efforts to mangle her pridasttiar, he further
guestioned her honesty by daring to challenge,"Aale you being
paid by Camberham's as well as by me?'

It was justtoo much! Leaving aside the fact that she had naive
presented herself in front of this odious man #pdittng something
in the line of compliments for her devotion to dutyis was just too
much!

‘Neither!" she hissed between gritted teeth. 'EBmdp paid by neither
of you! I'm. ..

*You catch on fast!" Lyon Mulholland sliced in befshe could have
the pleasure of telling him that she had just msiy And he did
nothing for her seething fury when, ignoring thgm@nsparks that
were flashing in her green eyes, he pipped hehatpbst to add
bluntly, "You're dismissed!

She had never been dismissed from a job in héNibe had she ever
felt so incensed in her life! Indeed, so incensexs whe at that
moment that it became a very near thing that sba'tdgive way
entirely and attempt to give Lyon Mulholland a gtimg slap. Even as
she observed the dangerous gleam that came tydss fer all the
world as though her almost undeniable inclinatioad hbeen
telegraphed to him, Kassia was sorely tempteda#t mot fear of any
reprisal she might evoke which stopped her fromeveilg her



feelings this way, but more that she suddenly aeduisome
semblance of hard fought-for control.

Grirply she hung on to that small control and, wtshe stifl had it,
she stormed to the door. At the door, however fehied that it was
just beyond her to leave meekly without anotherdv@he had the
door open, with Heather Stanley and anyone elsgndron earshot
when she turned. 'Stuff your job!" she yelled adthulholland, and,
taking what satisfaction she could from that, simm¢d again and
slammed out.

It was Tuesday morning before Kassia had simmeosehdo begin
to regret her three parting words. They were haidipified. And by
Wednesday morning, with the whole scene still verych on her
mind, she had thought of at least a dozen morengudind far more
ladylike parting shots than 'Stuff your job!"

By Thursday, although her pride was still bruiskealt tanyone could
dismiss her from her job, she was on the way tim¢gherself that she
didn't care anyway. But oh, how she wished shedwdn first. To
think she had been contemplating leaving in tret ptace! So much
for her loyalty to Mr Harrison. So much for any adthat she had to
stay and hold the fort for Mr Harrison in his abserSo much for any
laughable notion that she might be anything approgc
indispensable while Mr Harrison was off sick. ldnd taken Lyon
Mullholland a minute to dispense with her services!

Kassia spent most of Friday cringing every time gioeight of her
stupidity in imagining that a man as busy as LyonliMlland was
reputed to be should take time out to congrataatere secretary for
coping in her boss's absence.

She spent the weekend licking her wounds and nmeglisat the only
reason Lyon Mulholland had sent for her was solieatould gauge
for himself the extent of her involvement with Caarittam's. He had



wanted to interview personally the person whomuspscted might
be some sort of industrial spy.

To Kassia's mind the idea of her being an indusspy was so
ludicrous that she had to laugh. Though she sobtersd as she
remembered the straight-from-the- shoulder way inctvhie had
demanded, 'Well—are you being paid by Camberhasn/gedl as by
me?'

Detestable creature, she fumed, and blamed himentor the fact
that she'd been too heated to tell him that it hdden she who'd put
the post 'to bed' on that particular day. Quiteialsly he would
never dream of slipping anything inside an envelmpee he'd signed
it, but handed everything back to his down-troddesretary to fold
and seal for him.

Kassia thrust aside a mental picture of an anythimgt
down-trodden-looking Heather Stanley, and agaid t@rself that
she didn't care anyway. Naturally she couldn't belgeel regret that
the contract for the tender which she and Mr Harrisad worked so
hard on must have gone to some other companysBigt she hadn't
been planning to make a career with Mulhollandig, couldn't see
any good reason to state at this stage that shenatashe one
responsible for the Mulholland tender going astrayd apart from
anything else, she felt guilty enough about notcnag how close Mr
Harrison was to cracking up, without putting a Ibaakk in for him
for when he was well enough to return to work.

When Monday arrived she felt she had got hersefficeantly
together to start looking for another job. Her dficdtions were
excellent, and she had no trouble whatsoever iabkshing an
interview for the first job she applied for.

The interview went well, she thought, and she wilg prepared for
the question, when it came, 'And for what reasonydu leave your



last employer?' Though she had no intention of ngaythat the
chairman of the company, no less, had dismissed her

'l left my employer previous to Mulholland Incorpded in the hope
of finding work that would make use of all my offiskills,’ she
smiled. 'But within a month at Mulholland's | knéWwadn't made the
right move. | gave it another month, just to beeswshe added, and
saw from Mr Arley's corresponding smile that thigtnwith his
approval.

From there the interview ball went backwards anavéwds, with
Kassia revealing that she had left her Herefordshome shortly
after her twenty-first birthday to work in Londomdalearning more
of her expected duties should her present job vi@er prove
successful. The smile on Mr Arley's face as he aeatl that he was
obliged to see two other people who had been céblethterview
before he could write any job-offer letter told Kesthat the job was
hers.

The interview was almost over when he suddenly ,sa
'‘Oh—references! You've no objection if | get in ¢buwith your
previous employers . . . ?'

In total Kassia had had three jobs since she hawplated her
secretarial training, and she knew full well thabtof those three
employers would give her a reference that waselighort of
outstanding. 'lI've no objection at all,' she smpeaimptly. ‘Although,
since | was at Mulholland's for such a very brighse of time, they
probably won't even remember me.'

'l very much doubt that,” Mr Arley said gallantNput perhaps it
would be better if | contacted the employers wh&rewn you for
longer.'



Kassia came away from the interview certain of tnngs. One, that
Mr Arley would not be contacting Mulholland Incomated. The
other, that she had found herself a new job.

A week later she realised that her confidence gshatwould shortly
start work again was a shade premature. For skevegta letter from
Mr Arley stating that she had not been successfér interview. By
that afternoon she had recovered from being sligbklaken, to
perceive that the job must have gone to someoner foptalified than
herself.

That evening she checked the paper, and wrote affiether job.
Subsequently, she was called for interview. Ag&ia &lt she had
waltzed through the interview, but when, after arotweek of
waiting, a letter from the firm in question arrivdtiassia was again
shaken to read that she had failed that intervomw t

Up until then she had not viewed getting hersetitaer job with any
great urgency, but it was going on for a month rsawce she had
been employed, and the rent had to be found framesdnere. Not
that she was desperate yet, for she had some sawaigs and, if the
worst came to the worst, her super parents woweya bail her out,
though she was extremely reluctant to ask thermfarey.

Her thoughts stayed on her parents for some mindtesy were
devoted to each other, and were parents any affgprould be proud
of. She had told them she no longer worked at Mlahd's, but had
given them a somewhat different version of thentrut

When Kassia came away from her third job intervieshe was
cautiously optimistic. This time, though, she dat just sit back and
wait to hear, but, on seeing an advert for angjhiewhich looked
interesting, wrote applying for the job. A few dalgter she was
telephoned and asked to attend for interview aitétpr Controls the
following Tuesday.



It was on the Monday preceding that Tuesday, thptigat she
received a letter in answer to the job interviewichbshe had been
cautiously optimistic about.

'l don't believe it!" she gasped, out loud. Focrédibly, when that job
too had seemed to be hers for the accepting, stieagpain been
advised that she had not been successful!

Aware, without conceit, that her secretarial skillsre first-class,
Kassia just couldn't understand her wretched luickvas just as
though there was some conspiracy, she thoughthhdggh someone
was conspiring to make it impossible for her toraverk in London
again. As though . . . Oh, my hat! Abruptly herugbts changed tack
and were suddenly steaming along. A minute laterhsld paused to
check the much smaller print on the headed papedétter she had
just received.

The answer to why she had not been offered thigcpar job was
suddenly blatantly plain! Because there, amongriagsiof other
directors, one name in particular loomed largdatiny print. Lyon
Mulholland!

It took her but another minute to collect the tvibes letters she had
received telling her that she had not got the fptmok her less than
seconds to discover that one Lyon Mulholland washenboard of

both firms.

The swine, she fumed, as she realised then thagetbele who had
interviewed her must—because of this connection h wi
Mulholland's—have contacted that company for arezfee for her
after all! Either that or Lyon Mulholland must hasent a directive
round to each and every company with which he waany way
associated, and advised them that on no accourittheystake one
Miss Kassia Finn on to their payroll.



Kassia spent the rest of that day being fairlyadatous that of all the
companies in London she should have applied taonetbut three
firms which had some connection with Mulholland's!

Mutinying against her ill-fortune, she was just d@ag to have an
early night so as to be fresh for her fourth joteimiew tomorrow
when a sudden dreadful thought struck. What if Ljxalholland

was associated with Heritage Controls too!

Don't be ridiculous, she told herself. It was stin@tg the arm of

coincidence a bit much as it was to discover teatvas on the board
of those other three companies; no way, surelyldcba be on a
fourth. She shrugged the idea away, and went ahcegdy for bed.

But she found, though, that the idea, once borrs praving too

stubborn to be entirely shrugged away.

It was eleven o'clock when Kassia knew she wagjamtg to get a

wink of sleep that night. What she needed, she flisseshe started to
get cross not only with herself, but with Lyon Malland also, was to

see a list of the directors at Heritage Controls.

Ten minutes later and still wide awake, she wasglyn bed and
wondering how on earth, at that time of night, sl#s going to find
out the information she required. Suddenly, howesikee knew just
exactly how.

On two occasions when she and Mr Harrison had beeking late,
he had given her Lyon Mulholland's home numberlaadiasked her
to ring him at his home. On each of those occasstveshad spoken
with his housekeeper, and had put the call thraoghlr Harrison
while the housekeeper had gone to find her master.

Lyon Mulholland's phone number, although ex- dirggtovas,
Kassia recalled as she got out of bed, an easyoaeenember. After



the way Lyon Mulholland had treated her, and walstistating her,
she could not see so much as half a good reasdn osee it.

Guessing that his housekeeper would be off dutyhdoy, Kassia

hoped as she dialled that Lyon Mulholland had gorteed, and that
the phone was a mile away from him. To her disgustng out for

only a very short while before being answered, hadounded as
alert and as wide awake as ever when he answhkheltholland.'

'‘Kassia Finn,' she said tartly. "You may remember m

'‘What do you want?' he asked bluntly, and Kasseakihat, since the
contract he had lost was so vast, it would be g kime before he
forgot the woman he thought responsible for losirigr him.

'l've a job interview at Heritage Controls in themming,' she began.
But before she could get around to asking him ifMas anything to
do with the firm, Lyon Mulholland had confirmed tHa was every
bit as quick on the uptake as she had thoughtagaith he had pipped
her at the post.

'l shouldn't bother going,' he told her coldly, dmohg up, leaving her
talking to the air.



CHAPTER TWO

WHEN Kassia awoke the next morning she discovered aldeah

untapped depth of obstinacy in her which she hadmgefore known
about. From Lyon Mulholland's comment last nightg sad realised
that Heritage Controls must be yet another pie imciv he had a
finger. And yet she found that there was somethimger which

insisted that she should still keep her appoimésrview.

Much good did it do her, though. For when, dressedrtly in her
Sunday best, she presented herself at the receggginof Heritage
Controls, she was politely informed that this tistee wasn't even
going to make it as far as the interview.

'‘Mr Neville asked me to pass on his apologies, réoeptionist told
her, 'but the vacancy has been filled internally.’

'l hope Mr Neville soon gets better," Kassia wagrarenough to
return.

'I'm sorry?' the receptionist queried as Kassiaddraway.

Regretting that she had vented some of her ang#reoreceptionist,
who was, after all, only doing her job, Kassia hathed back. 'My
remark was intended to convey that, since hissBneas left him so
weak that he didn't have the energy to pick ugti@e to ring me, |
hope he soon regains his strength. But it's notr ylault that

somebody got to him before | did this morning, 'sodorry | . . .’

Kassia had made to move away from the desk whehthen, two
men rounded the staircase. Immediately she recegrose of the
men, and saw red. Forgetting all about the receistiowho stared
after her, she went swiftly and planted hersetHigtit in the path of
Lyon Mulholland.



She was a couple of inches above average heigtelhdyut even so,
the man she considered the most hateful man shevedhad the
misfortune to meet still managed to look loftilywdo at her. And that
infuriated her even more, particularly when, desfibeing perfectly
plain that he—or more likely his secretary—had tgldNeville not
even to interview her that morning, Lyon Mulholldodked not a bit
put out that she was blocking his way. Unhurriduly eyes took in
her trim shape and sparking green eyes. From hes Big glance
went to her mouth, beautiful still, even though mytcould be read
there.

'You swine!" Kassia hissed. 'You did this! You ! .

She did not get any further. She was aware thdualkesignalled to
someone over her shoulder, and the next thing sée kvas that, on
his instruction to 'Remove this woman' a muscuusty guard
appeared from nowhere, took hold of her arms, anwved her from
Lyon Mulholland's path.

Positively enraged by such action, Kassia thenogis@d that when
he and his companion went striding towards the, ¢xg security
guard had no intention of letting her chase afier. kVhich, since she
was too blisteringly angry to stay bottled up, leér with only one
option.

'You cretinous oaflshe shrieked at his departing back. "You me
think you're God Almighty, but you want to get ydacts straight
before you . . ." Her words ran out as Lyon Mulaont and the man
with him went through the door and outside intogtreet. Suddenly,
with no one to hear her but a goggle-eyed receigtioand a
muscle-bound security guard, Kassia came to andedathat she
had been yelling like a fishwife!

Oh, lord, she inwardly groaned as through the ghiss she saw the
man she loathed drive off in a sumptuous limousivteere was her



self-control? It was all Lyon Mulholland's fault, afourse; he
somehow seemed to have this knack of strippingyeviéeof dignity
from her.

‘You can let go of me now,' she told the secuntgrd quietly,” and
maybe it was his astonishment at the change irfrber a yelling

shrew to a dignified and controlled young womarg sbuldn't have
said, but suddenly she was set free. Looking netihéeft nor to
right, Kassia went from the building of Heritage Mhols, and
returned to her flat to lick more wounds inflictady Lyon

Mulholland.

She spent the rest of the day with her emotionsled/between the
humiliation she still felt, and anger with the maho had been the
prime cause of her humiliation. No doubt his vigt Heritage

Controls had been arranged ages in advance, bullhiyhave to be
on the very day that she was there? Perhaps hé ledtihto Heather

Stanley to ring Mr Neville to tell him that on n@@unt must he
engage her. All he would need to do, Kassia fumedild be to step
into Mr Neville's office while he was in the buildj. He probably
passed Mr Neville's door, so he wouldn't even hHawgo out of his

way all that much.

By evening she was for the most part over the erabament of
being physically restrained. But when she thougfairaof how that
lordly swine had put the block on her interviewHatritage Controls,
she had to do some restraining herself. For, quitieout warning,

she experienced an almost uncontrollable urge legphene Lyon

Mulholland again—this time to give him a piece ef mind. Good

heavens! she thought, and she felt quite starBad. was behaving
like some nutcase!

At that point Kassia took herself off to bed andagvirom where her
hand might, of its own volition, creep towards tieéephone. She
didn't know what it was about him, but it seemedti¢o that, when it



came to anything to do with Lyon Mulholland, sheeded all the
control she could muster.

By morning she was on a much more even keel. Hed t@ have a
job was gathering more urgency as time went byshteno longer
thought of applying for jobs singly, but was reaiay apply for

anything remotely secretarial by the dozen.

She was aware that Insull Engineering was the fiumich
Mulholland's had recently acquired, but, perhapsaagesture of
defiance, when she saw that they were advertisingf audio-typist,
she wrote applying for the job. She posted thaliegpn along with
two other job applications.

To her surprise, Insull Engineering were the finsh to reply, and,
for another surprise, they asked her to attendiriterview the
following morning.

Intrigued, though certain she would not be offetleel job, Kassia
discovered that she was contrary enough to atmndterview when
she had no intention of accepting the job anyway.

At least she thought she had no intention of aaugpt, but when
Mrs Tibberton, the lady interviewing her, smileddasaid, '"You're
over- qualified for the job, as you must know, byou'd like to work
with us, then we'd like to engage you,' Kassia twasshaken to tell
her that she did not want the job.

‘Are you sure?' she enquired.

'l couldn't be more sure," Mrs Tibberton repliemhKing puzzled and
as though she thought the question was an oddwhg.do you ask?'

Kassia thought she might as well confess now. Qaléarly word
had not yet reached Insull Engineering that oneskkaginn was



black-listed by Mulholland's, but it was only a teatof time before
Mrs Tibberton withdrew her job offer.

'l did tell you that | worked for Mulholland Incooptated for a couple
of months. I'm sure | mentioned it in my letteragdplication,' she
went on, only to have Mrs Tibberton interrupt wathother smile as
she agreed,

‘Yes, you did. Which is why | rang the personnetedior at

Mulholland's before | invited you for interview.|gasantly, she
added, 'My goodness— you must have made your maitkei short

time you were there! The personnel director hdicbih the topmost
authority that should his department be contactedeiation to a

reference for a Miss Kassia Finn, only the higlnefgrence should be
given.'

'Highest reference . . . Topmost authority . .a5&ia gasped. 'You're
sure—that you heard correctly?’

'‘My hearing, as it happens, is particularly goddts Tibberton told
her. 'Now, can you start tomorrow? | believe yoid seu weren't
working at the moment.’

Bemused, Kassia came away from Insull Engineeraguely aware
that she had accepted the audio-typist's job, hadshe would be
starting work the following morning.

She was still fairly incredulous when she arrivettibat her flat.
Without digging too deeply into her memory, sheldaecall quite
clearly the way in which she had reviled Lyon Mdlaod. She had
told him he was a swine and halriekedafter him that he was a
cretinous oaf, and whatever else he hadn't hearthust have heard
that! Yet, for some reason, he had countermandext winst have
been his previous instructions—that she must onacoount be
employed by any firm with which he was connectadltlrer, he must



have stated that slteuldbe employed under the Mulholland canop
and that, should anyone else be thinking of oftetwer a job, his
personnel department must furnish none but theesigteference!

Kassia was eating her evening meal when the antwéire ‘why'
which had buzzed around in her head off and oresshe had come
away from her interview became obvious. SomehowpnLy
Mulholland must have discovered that she was definnot in the
pay of their rivals, Camberham's. It had to be,tsae felt sure.
Because there was no way otherwise that he. wowde h
countermanded his previous instructions aboutdference.

Had the fact that she was now looking for anotbbrgonfirmed for

him that she was not working for Camberham's? shredered as she
cleared away her dinner things. Did he somehow laaspy-line at

Camberham's himself, and had he discovered that hibd never

heard of her? Jusiowhad he found out?

It was going on for nine that evening when, notlhothered whether
she started work at Insull Engineering in the magnor not, Kassia
thought of a very good way of finding the answethi® question that
fantalised her. She had his phone number, hadsft sh

Having dialled Lyon Mulholland's number while thampulse was
about her, she half expected that this time it wdd his housekeeper
who answered. But she was getting to know the dedmed voice
quite well. And she would have known who he washeut the
‘Mulholland' with which he answered the phone. Wimpugh, she
should suddenly start to feel all flutt'ery insidas beyond her.

'‘Good evening, Mr Mulholland,’ she said firmly, dgpas she called
herself ridiculous and made efforts to control fettery feelings.
'It's Kassia Finn here.' She did not doubt thakiew full well who
she was, but the moment or two of silence beforartssvered was



guite unnerving. And when he did answer, she wasall thrilled
by what he said.

''ve missed hearing from you,' he drawled.

‘There's no need to be sarcastic,' she fired, rdraeng that the last
time he had heard from her she had been yelling hkawas a
cretinous oaf. Silence from the other end neithenied nor
confirmed that he was being sarcastic, but it fdricer on—'l went
for an interview at Insull Engineering today," sbkel him, and when
that brought forth no response, she demanded @uesill there?'

'Riveted,' he replied with another helping of sansawhich made
Kassia wish she had not phoned him. Though sindelr't yet put
down the phone on her, it gave further fuel todwviction that he
knew she was not some Mata Hari from Camberham-'s.

"You owe me a hearing,' she pressed on, followerdihe of thought.
'I'm listening,' he replied, stumping her.

'‘Well—actually—I more—wanted to find out than . Suddenly she
realised she had to take a grip of the conversatWghat made you
change your mind about me?' she stopped stamméeoingsk

forthrightly. She was left gaping at his reply.

"You suggested | should get my facts straight.'t&un't thought he'd
heard that bit! But he was going on. 'With youtadl plainly without
an employer— and that included the people I'd thbygu could
well have been working for—I, in the interests air fplay, checked
back to source.'

'You contacted Camberham's?' she asked faintly.

'l contacted Gordon Harrison,' he replied. 'l wienéee him.'



'You contacted . . . You went . . . You didn't upken?' Kassia
gasped in a rush, having telephoned Mrs Harrisoly @ in Mr
Harrison's iliness and discovered from her thatwas not well
enough to see visitors.

'Have faith, Miss Finn,' Lyon Mulholland drawlechdawent on to
relieve her mind somewhat by telling her, 'As farlan aware he
doesn't even know that that tender never reachedntended
destination. Although he seemed to be coping wéraisposition, |
judged that he has enough stress to cope with wiithg adding to it.'

'‘But if you didn't so much as mention the tendenydid you . . .
Suddenly she halted, as loath as ever to say agythat would put
the blame squarely on Mr Harrison's tired shoulders

'How did | find out that he, and not you, mightthe one responsible
for the mail going out that Friday?' Lyon Mulholthmook up, and

when she failed to answer, he told her crispl§idh't, and there's still
a whisper of doubt in my mind.’

‘Why, then...’

'‘But Gordon Harrison revealed one or two thingsirdumy visit,
which gave credence to my havingt got my facts straight,' he cut
through what she was saying.

'Oh . . .?"' Kassia murmured warily.

'Oh, indeed, Miss Finn," he muttered. 'During tloeirse of my
relating one or two minor office matters, | alsontiened that you
were no longer with us.'

‘You told him that you'd dismissed me?' Kassia gbgoin with some
degree of frost.



'No," he denied. 'l didn't think it politic to tedlm anything that might
in any small way be detrimental to the recoverg h&king. | learned
enough, however, to put a doubt in my mind whersgake of his
regret that you had left the company.'

'‘He—er—gave me a good reference?’

'Little short of glowing," said Lyon Mulholland sply. 'According to
him, you had uncomplainingly put in hours of ovasiin that week
leading up to him going off sick.'

'So did he.'

'You had worked so tirelessly, he told me,' he iomad as if she had
not spoken, 'that, knowing you were going awatherweekend, he
waited only until you had handed over the compléygdd project
you were on to give you the rest of that Friday' off

‘Ah . . .' Kassia breathed. 'So you—er—came toctirelusion that
there must be a seventy-five-per- cent chance thd#ddrison, and
not I, was the one to put the post inside its vwexienvelopes that
night?'

Did he?'
'Didn't he say?' Kassia countered.

'‘By that time he was showing signs of strain. #reed better that |
should leave and not stay to ask questions which-stifred some
memory cog— might give him nightmares later."'

Kassia opened her mouth in surprise that a maarasheaded as she
knew Lyon Mulholland to be should have shown sumhs@leration
towards his contracts manager. Quickly, though, ®lercame her
surpise, realising that if she did not want himgm back to the



guestion of who had got the post ready that Fridag,had better get
him off the subject.

‘Well, anyway,' she said hurriedly, 'since | didvésitate to ring you
before—about that job at Heritage Controls—I thdughvas only
fair that | should ring you now that, thanks to ybwe got this job at
Insull Engineering if . . .’

His drawled 'Don't mention it' cut off the 'if | wait' which she was
just about to add. Oddly, though, when she knewhbaad said all
he was going to say, and that he had just termdndhbeir

conversation, Kassia experienced the most reludesgiing to put
down the phone. Indeed, she still had the receagainst her ear
when, just as though he was reluctant to end thheoocashe heard his
voice again. 'Er—don't forget to give me a ring whgu get

promotion,’ he murmured, and then, quietly, hisens®r was put
down.

Kassia came away from the phone a little unsurtedqww she was
feeling. Dazed, perhaps, didn't quite explain ftoigh maybe, since
she was more used to Lyon Mulholland stirring leelabhger than
lulling her into feeling at peace with her worldl,was hardly any
wonder that she should feel something akin to bdamgd.

Whatever that feeling was, it lasted for a good ynhours, and
followed her through into the next day. For sheaoh®red that she
had started work at Insull Engineering without lgeaware that she
had made any conscious decision to begin a caseer audio-typist.

She adapted to her new surroundings quite easityshe found that
the work in no way stretched her capabilities. \ihizas perhaps
why, during her first few days of working at Insihgineering, she
found she was doing her job on ‘automatic pilot-kich gave her
plenty of free time for her thoughts to wander.,Burice she already
knew a lot of people, and was meeting many moteemnew job, it



was strange, to say the least, that her thougbtdaistray so often to
one person in particular—Lyon Mulholland.

His parting shot, 'Don't forget to give me a rindgpem you get
promotion’, had been liberally laced with sarcasicourse. But
guite obviously he wasn't as hard-headed as shinbaght him. Not
that he had given a tinker's cuss about her fezlimigen he had
bluntly told her 'You're dismissed', but he hadvaha high degree of
sensitivity towards Mr Harrison's mental welfareemhhe had set
about getting his 'facts straight'.

Kassia returned to her flat that night aware thetrLMulholland still
held some doubts about her. She herself doubtede st was
unlikely that their paths would cross again, thetould ever know
the truth.

During that week she received replies to the ofbhbs she had
applied for, but she burned her bridges by telepigpto say that she
was now suited. By the end of her first week, thouahe had faced
the fact that she would soon be driven up the iivalie had to be an
audio-typist for much longer. It was a dull sorjah, she decided.

In fact, life itself was pretty dull just now. Helosest friend, Emma,
had recently started going steady, and while Kassiddn't have
been more pleased that things were going so swigiyniar Emma,

these days she hardly ever saw her. It hadn't tdleawolves at Insull
Engineering very long to check out the new facéhentyping pool,

but although she was between boyfriends at the mgrdassia had
turned down all invitations. Somehow any man uribdety seemed,
all at once, to be most immature.

When another dull week followed, Kassia decided ithaas time to
pay a visit to her old home in Herefordshire. Hargmts were the
dearest couple, and even though they appearedttoesd a third



Kassia knew herself loved by them, and was alwaye ®f a
welcome.

'‘We've been looking out for you!" Paula Finn beamgdhe and her
husband Robert came out on to the drive of theillsdetached
house to greet their only child on Friday evening.

'I've come straight from the office,' said Kasssashe hugged her
parents in turn. '‘And no,' she grinned to her fathenaven't been
speeding.’

‘Much!" he grunted, and the three of them wentm4$o catch up on
each other's news.

Though since they spoke with each other on the @laonaverage of
once a week, there was very little Kassia had tbtadvhat she had
already told them. Her mother, however, was noohdyreferring

back to a telephone conversation of some weeksaaghit was over
the supper table that she began, "We haven't seerigce you lost
your job at Mulholland Incorporated; what on edréippened there?'

'l told you, Mum. I'm sure | did," Kassia hedgedwas one thing to
not want to worry her parents and to cover her &ng her hurt pride
with a very dressed-down-version of the truth dihertelephone, but
it was quite another, she found, to hide the pwaending truth by
lying to her parents in the flesh.

'"You said there was no work for you when Mr Hamiseas taken ill

with a nervous breakdown.'" Her mother, for Kasss's, had a
faultless memory. 'But in your father's opinion, IN&rrison going off

on sick-leave seemed more like a very good ide&deping you on.

| mean,' she went on, 'surely someone has to midg¢partment, and
you're so efficient in your work . . .'

Kassia jumped in to take advantage of her mothemsrk and try to
turn the conversation. 'You've worn rose-colourkldges about my



brilliance as a secretary ever since you bumpea Mt Evans in
Hereford,' Kassia mentioned the first employerdghkeer had, '‘and he
sang my praises. | told you at the time that tHg mrason he thought
| was so good was because my successor turned batgo dim.’

‘Such modesty!" Robert Finn teased.

'‘Oh—you!" Kassia grinned at him. Her grin soon &llay, though,
when she discovered that her mother was not toltisetl off.

‘Are you now saying that Mulholland Incorporated et-lyou
go—because you were inefficient?' Paula Finn aslked, even
though she looked as if she would not believe angtbf the kind,
she looked sufficiently agitated for Kassia to krtbat she was going
to have to come near to telling her the whole truth

'‘No, I'm not saying that,’ she denied, and addedfuady, 'l didn't
want to worry you at the time, but the chairmanMilholland's,
Lyon Mulholland, and I—well, we had a bit of a spatd . . .’

'You had a—spat? With the chairman of the compaRg®la Finn
asked in shocked tones.

'‘Kassia never did do things by halves, as | remefrRebert Finn put
in, and was, for once, ignored by his wife as sied her daughter,

‘You didn't lose your temper?' And as Kassia raloity nodded,
‘You did lose your temper?' she amended.

'Only a little bit," Kassia replied, with first-hdrknowledge of the
patience her mother had exercised in getting heledaon some
self-control.

'‘How much is a little bit?' Paula Finn asked, adehizarfully.

'l told him to—stuff his job," Kassia owned.



'Kassia!l'exclaimed her mother.

‘That's what you call losing your temper only #dibit?' her father
gueried, looking every bit as though, but for higelg shocked tones,
he might burst out laughing at any moment.

'‘Well,' Kassia said defensively, 'he had just tol that | was
dismissed, so |l ...

'‘He dismissed/ou!’

Kassia started to give a brief outline as to whgi.yulholland had
dismissed her, but her mother paid scant heed.a#t @ne thing,
Kassia discovered, for her to be saucy to the nfamuwitimately paid
her salary, but quite another for him to dare smil$s- the daughter
of Paula Finn. Straight away her mother was orstuer, showing that
she had something of a temper herself as she detidand&now who
Lyon Mulholland thought he was. Which was fine bgskia, who
thought she could happily listen to her motherimm@nts on what a
dreadful man Lyon Mulholland must be. But suddermgd most
strangely, she found she could not! Indeed, aflateoshe was
overcome by an almighty urge to defend him!

'Oh, he's not such a monster, Mum,' she found gsimterrupting
her flow to state.

'He's not ..."'

'‘Not really," Kassia replied, and discovered tha svas going on
defending him, and even pointing out his good ®ias she told her
parents, 'He carries such a lot of responsibiliiyt,he must have the
welfare of his long-serving members of staff atrhebecause he
personally went to see Mr Harrison when he coultl ¢ easily have
sent him a basket of fruit or something. Anywalye svent rapidly on

in case either one of her parents thought to ask $ite knew that
Lyon Mulholland had been to see Mr Harrison, ‘wheapplied for



the job at Insull Engineering Mr Mulholland himselfisured that |
was given the highest of references.’

'‘He did?' both her parents asked at once.

Kassia felt a little pink about the cheeks withquite knowing why,
as she explained, 'Mulholland Incorporated recdralyght out Insull
Engineering.’

In bed that night she felt much calmer than she lbeh, and she
could only wonder why she had suddenly felt sotéited when she
had been defending Lyon Mulholland!

It was good to wake up in her old home, and evehefknew she did
not want to return there for more than a weekenzkdnaps a week or
two, Kassia gave herself up to enjoying Saturdal/aagood deal of
Sunday with her parents.

Whether her mother and father had discussed hejpbgor Lyon
Mulholland she had no way of knowing, but none oll&y night's
topic came up for discussion for the remainderesfdtay. What did
dominate the conversation was the approaching aafdraula and
Robert Finn's silver wedding anniversary in a feanths' time.

'How many guests have you got coming?'

'‘Don't ask!" her father exclaimed with a fond l@ikhe guiding light
in his life, his wife.

'It keeps going up all the time,' Paula said, anthded so clearly just
a shade worried that her husband immediately detlar

'l could save you all this anxiety, love.'

'‘How?' they both wanted to know.



'‘Cancel the shindig,' he said promptly, ‘and =lgbrate by blowing
what we would have spent in feeding the masses @ecand
honeymoon somewhere in foreign climes.'

'‘Robert Finn," declared Paula, 'is it any wondat kloguite—like you?'

'‘Come here and say that,' he growled. Kassia giiand left them to
it while she drove over to the next village to $&& grandparents,
who'd had a big wedding anniversary themselvesyjaat—their

fiftieth.

She remembered her parents, and the weekend #geedhthem had
just shared, with much pleasure as she drove t& worMonday
morning. By Friday, though, she was back to thigkihat life was
particularly dull at the moment.

She toyed with giving in her notice when the nexarniday rolled

around and, within an hour of being at Insull Emginng, she had
renewed her opinion that an audio-typist's lot wasa happy one.
But the week dragged on until, on leaden feet, dyrichad

arrived—and Kassia had still not resigned.

She awoke the following Monday and viewed the appihang boring
week without pleasure. She was fully decided byithe she reached
her desk that she would give in her notice thatmmgy. Another
month while she worked out her notice was the maxrinshe could
take.

Before she could go and seek out Mrs Tibbertorc¢maint her with
her decision, however, she was called to see MhBen Kassia had
been at Insull Engineering for long enough to kribat Mr Denham
was in charge of office administration, but as &fe her desk to
answer his summons, she had no idea why he had askee her.

Within a very short time, though, she knew thers wa need for her
to give in her notice.



'‘As you may know," Mr Denham began as soon as siseseated
opposite him, 'Mulholland Incorporated are now oparent
company.'

'Yes,' Kassia nodded, 'l knew that."

'‘We were taken over by them some months ago," hi@nced, 'but it
has taken until now for the modernisation of offie&d equipment to
get under way.'

'Oh, yes?' Kassia murmured, showing interest,
but not sure yet where the conversation was going.

‘Yes, indeed,’ Mr Denham smiled. '‘Much to my deligie are now
ready to put the plans for bringing Insull's upltde into operation.'
His pleasure at the prospect caused him to digréite, but Kassia
kept up with him and, if she had got it right, éesned that soon the
typing pool would be a thing of the past. Word @s8nrs, computers
and the like were here to stay! 'You won't mindvieg the
audio-typist section, Miss Finn?' he asked.

At that stage Kassia was uncertain if this wasjustthis polite way

of telling her that she was being made redundamt.sice she had
been going td give her notice in anyway, she remained as poiite
he, replying, 'No, | won't mind at all.'

'l didn't think you would,' he smiled. '‘Mr Mulhotid himself speaks
very favourably of your secretarial skills, whiagdats me to think
you're wasted doing the work you've been doingesymu joined us.'
For a moment Kassia thought that Lyon Mulholland parsonally
spoken favourably of her to Mr Denham, and the thlstarted to
course through her veins. She quickly realisedughe that Mr
Denham must be referring to the fact that Lyon Milind had stated
that only the highest reference should be givenhfar "Which is



why," Mr Denham was going on, 'with your agreemeaturally, |
wish to transfer you from your present department.'

‘You want me to transfer?' Kassia queried slowiyh\aue regard for
the 'from the frying pan and into the fire' syndeoniTo which
department?' she asked.

'‘My secretary will be moving up to supervise adbthe changing
over,' he replied. 'Which means that | shall behaut a secretary
myself. Of course, she'll be on hand to help yauwah your new
job. But. ..

"You want me to be your new secretary?' Kassiachskéher startled.

‘Yes,' he said with a smile, but his smile stateethde when she did
not immediately jump at the chance. 'What's theenaMiss Finn,'
he enquired, 'don't you want promotion?'

Quite suddenly, Kassia wasn't thinking of Mr Denhé&tar thoughts
had winged back to that telephone call she had ntadeyon

Mulholland about a month ago. His sarcasm had héerbut he had
definitely drawled, 'Don't forget to give me a rimghen you get
promotion.' Kassia blinked, and discovered thatwhs still in Mr

Denham's office and that, clearly, he was waitmrger reply. All at
once, she was smiling.

'‘Oh, yes, Mr Denham," she beamed, 'l should vergchmike
promotion.’



CHAPTER THREE

KAssiA, with Mr Denham's ex-secretary's assistance, beganew
duties immediately, although her first immediatguise—to ring
Lyon Mulholland to tell him of her promotion—seenleds and less
of a good idea the longer she thought about it.

Over the next few days she found that the work didefor Mr
Denham was varied, interesting and, if not totstignulating, was far
from being boring. Thoughts of Lyon Mulholland, asfdelephoning
him, refused to disappear, though.

It was crazy, she told herself. It was stupid,audibus. She knew it
was all three, and yet, as idiotic as she knew kg, she found she
was having the utmost difficulty in putting the &ef ringing him
completely away from her.

Wednesday evening in particular saw her alternatbbcking the
clock and stifling the insane urge to dial his nemite'd think she'd
gone barmy, she counselled herself, but she walsvghen bedtime
arrived so that she could hide under the coverskand that it was
too late to make that call.

With the arrival of Thursday, Kassia was ready teak out into a
cold sweat at the thought of how near she had donelephoning
him last night. By evening, however, she againtestaro be
possessed by the feeling that to ring Lyon Mulhmadlsvouldn't be so
very terrible after all. She could match him forcesm any day, she
considered, as she visualised herself telling hiity #hat, rather than
have him die of suspense, she thought she shagdaitell him that
promotion -had come her way.

Had she not had to pass the telephone en routedtoshe reckoned
she might well have completed Thursday without lidigl that
number which now seemed to be burned into her bBaih she did



have to walk by the telephone, and suddenly, almagtout a
conscious thought, she found she had picked updbeiver and
dialled those well- remembered digits.

At any second she might have given in to the imgtdsslam down
the receiver. But suddenly the ringing tone hagstad, the receiver
at the other end was picked up, and a voice sh&hvkoow anywhere
answered, 'Mulholland.’

Suddenly, Kassia went numb. She forgot completblyua some
vague intention to replace her own receiver, justshe forgot
completely about the sarcasm she had intendeceto us

'Hello," she said faintly. And when she thoughtdoelld not have
heard, for he made no reply, she went on, 'lt's iKassia,' and,
feeling herself growing hot at the fool which shaswmaking of
herself, she found some vocal strength from somesvhe say
sharply, 'It's Kassia Finn!'

‘Whatever it is I've done, I'm sure I'm sorry,’ hesponded
good-humouredly in response to the aggression irvdiee, and at
that good humour, Kassia felt light-hearted abmate.

'l got promoted,' she said swiftly.

'I'm—pleased for you,' Lyon Mulholland replied, linytthen she was
on the lookout for sarcasm which might or might imae been there.

'You asked me not to forget to tell you. I didn&nwyou to think | had
a bad memory,' she added quickly, and hung up.

She went to bed that night feeling at odds withviloeld and wishing
she had not telephoned him. She awoke the nextingoand got
ready for work feeling the biggest idiot of all #nand knowing that
she had been unwise in the extreme. She arrivee: ltloat evening
and didn't know how she felt when she read the atietthed to the



superb bouquet of flowers which had been delivacetier door.
‘Congratulations,’ the card read. It was signed}".L

Kassia knew only one L.M., and she took the bealliduquet inside
her flat, her mind busy as she found a couple eésand arranged
the flowers to advantage. Was this another instamicd_yon
Mulholland being sarcastic? She rather thoughtas.wAnd yet, as
she munched her way through her evening meakihed to her only
polite that she should, in some way or anothemkham for the
floral tribute.

I'll write to him, she thought, and she took outp@aand pen
intending to scribble off a cool but polite thankayaote. An hour and
many screwed up pieces of paper later, she wastsiving to find
just the right cool and polite-sounding thank-yaeli

In the end, she gave up. I'll ring him, she thoulght then had to stop
to give serious consideration to this penchantsgleened to have for
wanting to ring him at the smallest excuse. Harilllg smallest
excuse, prompted the voice of pride. There had keand reasons
for her making each of her previous calls. In thhent Kassia took
herself off to bed without either writing to stabteer thanks or
telephoning to offer them verbally. She well remenddl what an
idiot she had felt in the cold light of day thismmg. She would, she
decided, leave it until the cold light Gdmorrowmorning to decide
what to do.

The first things she noticed when she came in \Wih Saturday
morning shopping the next day were the two vasd®wers which
she had arranged the previous evening.

‘Bother it!" she exclaimed out loud, more in anmm&awith herself at
the dithery person she suddenly seemed to be thdhiag else, and
she put down her shopping and went over to the ghon



She was angry enough with herself not to have amytrehearsed
when, having dialled, she waited for that rememibdvkilholland' to
hit her ears. She then discovered she did not teesdout anything
rehearsed, for it was not Lyon Mulholland who an®ddhe phone.

'Hello,' said a mature-sounding female voice shatftler the ringing
tone had stopped.

'‘Oh—er—hello," Kassia collected herself to reg§y hame's Kassia
Finn—er—is Mr Mulholland there, by any chance?'

'I'm afraid not. Is there any message | can . . .

'No, no. It's all right," Kassia said quickly, aaslthe familiar feeling
of having made a fool of herself yet again overcéree she said a
rapid, 'Goodbye," and replaced the receiver, tghiarself she would
never, ever ring that wretched number again.

By mid-afternoon she had no earthly idea why she &lémived
herself to become so het up over that telephomeByaéarly evening
she was scorning every one of her actions. It Meis for anyone to
see, she ruminated, that, beautiful though Lyonhdildnd's bouquet
had been, there was no need for her to thank hint! fo

With her equilibrium satisfactorily restored, shedhjust turned her
attention to what she was going to cook for hendinvhen a knock
came to her flat door. She went to answer it, aodnptly her hard-
found equilibrium was shattered.

'l was passing,’ drawled Lyon Mulholland casuallis grey eyes
holding her startled gaze. 'l thought | might adl wall in person to
collect the message which you declined to leavie iits Wilson.'

'l—er—come in,' Kassia discovered she had biddesmasnade giant
efforts to get herself back together again. 'Mrés@i?' she queried,



in the hope of having a few more seconds in wiodhet herself more
of a piece.

Lyon Mulholland was inside her small sitting- roatime door closed
behind him, when, flicking a glance around the aeak tidy room, he
replied, '‘Mrs Wilson's my housekeeper. I've bednwn working for
most of the day, but she told me of your call wheazing her a short
while ago.'

'Oh . . ." Kassia murmured, and felt more of antithan ever when
she said weakly, 'It wasn't anything important—nhompe call, |

mean.' She motioned in the general direction oftihe vases of
flowers and, having down-graded them as not impartaanted the
floor to open up and swallow her when she was fbtoeadd, 'l just
wanted to say "Thank you" for the bouquet you sent.

'‘My pleasure,' he murmured, but his eyes were ndti® gift, but on
her. Abruptly he turned, and his hand had gone ddwrthe

door-handle when Kassia came alive to the factghatdid not want
him to go.

'‘Can | get you a cup of coffee—or something?' dbedal. Oh, lord,

she thought when, slowly, he turned to face herwde so tall, so
sophisticated, so—so—everything, while she was ngetiand

feeling—like some gauche sixteen-year-old. 'l mestre'floundered
on when he didn't answer, 'you did say you rang ymusekeeper
only a short while ago, so—if you've only just lefte office, |

thought . . '

She was heartily grateful to him that he stoppadioen rattling on
any further when, with a charm she had not knowpdssessed, he
said pleasantly, 'A cup of coffee is the best satige I've heard all
day.' He smiled then, and so did Kassia.

‘Take a seat," she told him, 'l won't be a minute.'



In her kitchen she made more strides in gettingdikitogether.
Although since it wasn't every day that she entegthanyone such
as Lyon Mulholland to a cup of coffee in her fliatwvas no wonder
that she should feel all shaky inside.

She was outwardly calm, however, when she joined im the
sitting-room with two cups of coffee, milk jug asdgar bowl on a
tray. 'Have you been working all day?' she enquagdhe handed
him his coffee and placed the milk and sugar wittigwreach.

'l frequently do," he answered.

'‘But it's Saturday!" she exclaimed, and added dyitlefore he could
beat her to it, 'l don't suppose you could havatedkan empire like
Mulholland Incorporated by working a five-day week.

It appeared that he hadn't been about to tell imghang of the kind,
apart from acknowledging, 'Provided one doesngdbhow to play,
hard work never hurt anyone,' for he went on, 'Hgee had your
evening meal yet?'

'‘Er—no,' she admitted, but suddenly she was wary.
‘Then how about having dinner with me?' he asked.

'l . . ." she said, while her thoughts went offaatangent. Lyon

Mulholland lived in Surrey, she was sure he did.ishlhmade his 'l

was passing' a nonsense, because he wouldn'tthaasg anywhere
near her flat to get from his office to his honrovided one doesn't
forget how to play . . .' he had only just saiddHbeeing reminded of
her by his housekeeper given him an idea for atwayhile away a

few 'play' hours? Had he been encouraged by her oficoffee? Had

she been too forward? Had . . .

‘You appear to be having some difficulty in comtoga decision.'
Lyon Mulholland cut in lightly to her heavy thought



But Kassia had worked herself up into quite a state felt most let
down that he could well be thinking that, for threep of a dinner, she
might be anybody's. And whether he thought her lgauor whether
he didn't—and although he had not so much as haldhénd—the
words would not stay down, and she just had to'sapn't want an
affair.’

Watching him, she saw him blink as though her lstéédement was
the last thing he had expected to hear. But, haviragle the
statement, Kassia would not retract it. To heefgthough, his reply,
when it came, held humour and not anger, and slsemveadinately
pleased to discover that she'd had no need tdefeébwn, when he
said easily, 'Forgive me, Kassia, but | have noltection of asking
you for one.’

'Oh,' she said.

‘All that was in my mind when | suggested you hathdr with me
was that, if you're at the same loose end as mghiisince we both
have to eat, we might just as well eat together.'

'Oh," she said again, and as she read nothinggeae¢ehumour in his
suddenly twinkling grey eyes, her mouth partectieeal her splendid
teeth, and with a beautiful smile she told him higpfhat's all right,
then.' She stood up. 'lf you'll excuse me,' shexmwed as she tried to
control the singing in her heart, 'it won't take mere than five
minutes to throw on something more presentable tiese jeans.’

Without apparent haste she sauntered to her bedmotronce her
bedroom door was closed, she acted like a mad.tmsmgle the next
ten minutes she had stripped to her skin and, wgrkiom fresh

underwear out, her jeans were exchanged for aopdilack velvet

trousers, her T-shirt discarded for a black silkusk, and her feet
were now adorned by a pair of black patent legbhenps.



The high colour she observed in her cheeks whendghéave a
moment to look in the mirror had nothing to do watkcitement, she
determined, but came solely from her mad rush ramas not to
keep Lyon Mulholland waiting over-long for his dam

Kassia fastened a necklace around her throat,eapplowder and
lipstick, and pulled a comb through her red hane Sould have done
with another half-hour in which to get her hair anrything else
looking 'just right', but Lyon Mulholland did noeem to think she
needed so much as another minute. He rose frorohaig as she
walked into the sitting-room and, ignoring that stes five or six
minutes over the time she had said she would beobked
appreciatively down at her. 'Perfect,’ he said, amie, slightly
mesmerised, Kassia looked up at him, he added mwdttactly, '‘But
then you have a head start on most women to beigm don't you,
Kassia.'

'‘Er—if you say so, Mr Mulholland,' she answeredhea witlessly,
she had to own.

'‘Make it Lyon,' he commented, and taking a holdheif elbow, he
added, 'Let's feed,' and escorted her out of her fl

The restaurant to which he took her was one whiehheid heard of
as being famed for the quality of its cuisine. Shtmessed, though,
that her escort was plainly a favoured visitor lte establishment
when, although there appeared not to be a free &afalilable, he had
no problem in being found a table for two.

‘This is an unexpected surprise,’ Kassia told henseated in a
discreet alcove with him, she experienced an uregdanoment of
shyness and felt the need to say something.

‘A pleasant one, | hope,' he remarked as a watteed to hand them
both a menu.



Unhurriedly Kassia opened hers and, taking a glatd@e bill of
fare, said, laughing, 'lt beats the caulifloweredee| was going to
have.' But on raising her eyes to Lyon Mulhollahd $ound that he
appeared busier studying her than he was studyiegrtenu. He
smiled at her, though, revealing white, even teatit, as his glance
went from her, Kassia knew, without comprehendiry w should
be so, that she had never been happier in her life.

'S0," Lyon said, as their first course arrived Kadsia waded into the
monies mariniereshich she had ordered, 'tell me about Kassia Fin

‘There's not a lot to tell,' she replied, and addéd a mischievous
grin, 'Save that she's not an industrial spy.<be'said quickly when
she observed that the eyes that were fixed on ikehmf in hers
were unsmiling, ‘do you still have your doubts alboe?’

'l could be dining with you to find out what kinfl @spionage you've
been up to at Insull Engineering,' he said, 'atriot.’

'In other words,' Kassia cottoned on, 'what yorgedly saying is that
if you still held the least little doubt about nvee wouldn't be here
dining together, the way we are now.'

‘That's about it,' he agreed, and suddenly shetlsiagys a lot more
clearly.

‘Those flowers, the flowers you sent—were they art-gbapology
for all you thought, all you said . . ." She braikkand, not giving him
time to answer, she was asking as the thought cam&ou haven't
been to see Mr Harrison again! You haven't askexdftie . . ." Again
she broke off, but this time because she was afia& might be
putting her foot in it where Mr Harrison, was comasd.

'‘What a loyal creature you are,' Lyon Mulhollandsetved evenly,
and when he could see that she was not going o aitiother word
about her ex-boss, he went on to tell her, 'As @anaf fact | have



been to see Gordon Harrison again, but not to mslahything about
his last day in the office. | went to see him,cohatinued, still in that
same even tone, 'because his wife had been in taiticthe office to
say that he was having anxiety problems aboutdbsno longer
being there for him to come back to when he's agdlin.'

'You went to reassure him?' she questioned, likyan Mulholland
the more she knew him, because even though hebmssire by now
that it was Mr Harrison who had mixed the post upsting his firm
hundreds of thousands of pounds—he had still goised him.

'Since it appeared that he'd heard from some saurother that his
department had been disbanded, | thought it oght that he should
hear it direct from me that his department is amty'hold' until he
returns.’

'His section's work is being done elsewhere?' laagpsessed.

‘It wasn't on that Tony Rawlings should overseed@onrHarrison's
section as well as his own for too long a time tdgied.

'How was Mr Harrison when you saw him?' she askesha realised
that other staff under Mr Harrison's supervisiod lpaobably been
sent to work with whoever was responsible for thelldlland
Incorporated work or had been redeployed elsewhere.

‘These things take time,' Lyon replied, and theth lbell silent as their
waiter came and cleared away their first course.

But Kassia still had a further question to ask, altidough she felt it
must still be a sore point with the chairman of klland
Incorporated, she felt she must ask it.

Their second course had been served, though, b&fereouW voice
the question. 'Mr Harrison—you—er—you didn't telimh that
Mulholland's—er, you—didn't get the Comberton caat?'



'l did not,' Lyon replied.

'I'm—qglad," Kassia said slowly, liking her host m@nd more as the
meal progressed. 'It wouldn't do any good for torkearn just yet that
all the hard work which he put in on that tended baen for nothing.’

'‘Leaving aside that it was he who fluffed it at thery last, what
makes you think his hard work was all for nothindj2 man across
from her queried urbanely.

Kassia wasn't quite with him. Perhaps, thoughpsheed, the figures
that were now on file might be useful at some feitigite should some
similar tender be invited. 'Perhaps some of thekwoight come in
useful,' she answered reflectively, and added sehgel never said
how sorry | was that you didn't get the Combertontact, but . . '

'‘Who told you we didn't get it?' he interrupted &eroothly.

Her head jerked back, and as she stared at hingahd not miss
seeing a warm look of amusement in his expresgibergerplexity.
'‘But—you couldn't have got it!" she protested.

'‘Why?' he wanted to know.

'‘Why? Because . . .' her voice trailed away asssim¢ her thoughts
flying back. 'That Monday . . she said. 'That Mondahen
Comberton's sent you back the mail that had beemfmthe wrong
envelope—that was the Monday when all tenders did tin. Even
supposing that by then Camberham's hadn't undasgyid had gone
past the nine o'clock deadline by the time you knelat had
happened . . ." her voice faded completely as Isyaried to move his
head from side to side.

'Not so,' he told her.

'‘Not so?' she queried. 'But . . .



'‘As you know,' Lyon cut her off pleasantly, 'Contbets instructed

all bidders to mark their envelopes clearly dergpthmat a tender was
inside. But, fortunately for us, they had the idéhaving the tenders
unpackaged and waiting in alphabetically orderkss fieady for nine

o'clock that Monday. To that end, trusted staffer@sked to go in on
the Saturday before that Monday to ...’

‘To unseal all the envelopes?' Kassia took up gasa.

Lyon nodded, and went on, 'The mistake we made spatted at
once and reported to a supervisor, who in turnnegdat upwards
until it got to the ears of someone who, realisihgt a genuine
mistake had been made, tipped me off.' Kassia ibgasping when
he added, 'We earned our corn that weekend, He@taerley and |.'

'You called your secretary in?' Kassia asked opeodthed, and
made what turned out to be an accurate guess wWigeguestioned,
‘You raided the files in my office and Heather $grspent the rest
of her weekend typing out a fresh tender?"

'‘With adjustments,' Lyon confirmed.

'‘Adjustments?' Kassia queried. 'But there was ngthwrong with
those figures! Mr Harrison and | checked and dowablecked and . .

'As the figures stood there was nothing wrong whém," he agreed.
'‘But in view of Camberham's having had a look at fogures, |
thought I'd better take a look and pare whatewsuld down to the
bone.'

'‘Which you did—over that weekend.’

'‘And which Heather Stanley substituted for the feguwhich you had
typed,' he went on. 'From there things were eagy.ni®&ssenger was
on Comberton's doorstep with that tender well efone o'clock on



Monday morning," he informed her, and added, 'Hatianded in our
re-vamped tender, he was handed the envelope wetitdhtents
which were meant for Camberham's.’

It was on the tip of her tongue to say 'And as sa®ryou had that
envelope in your hands, you sent for me', but tteral follow-on
from that was for her to remember how he had bhs#tked her, and
how she, equally bluntly, had told him to stuff jub.

'I'm staggered,' she confessed instead, somehowvanding to be
reminded of the unpleasantness that had gone areéethem. Then
she was asking quickly, 'So the tender you—we stibdhwas in on
time and stood the same chance as every othemtirorput in a bid.’

'Oh, yes,' he said lightly.

‘And—Mulholland Incorporated—actually got it?' skequired, her
green eyes wide on his.

'Oh, yes,' he said in the same light tone, fothalworld as though,
having left the competition standing, he had bedlg €onfident that
they deserved to win it. At which Kassia burst taughing, and
Lyon, as if enjoying hearing her laugh, smiled.

Kassia did her best to come down from what wasldasbming a
permanent state of elation, when the waiter canagnag attend at
their table. 'I'll have the raspberry pavlova, inky' she told him
sunnily, and had to acknowledge that since shednawk only one
glass of wine, the way she was feeling inside rhase quite a lot to
do with the man she was dining with.

‘To get back to my original request,” Lyon said wibe most
delicious-looking raspberry pavlova had been stirbéher, 'tell me
about Kassia Finn.'



'‘As has been said before,' she told him, as sh@ledna piece of
meringue, 'there's not a lot to tell.'

‘You live alone?' he queried.

'‘My flat would be a bit cramped for two," Kassi&thim, and thought
she had adequately answered his question. Wheaoked at her,
however, and seemed as though he was waiting torheee, she
found she was going on to tell him, 'I'm twenty-twa'she broke off
when he nodded, and she realised from his nochthatready knew
her age. Which must mean, she concluded, that theéakan a very
thorough look at the application form she had catgad when
applying for the job as Mr Harrison's secretargaine to London a
little over a year ago,' she continued after a muroe two spent in
racking her brains for something to tell him whisfasn't on that
application form.

'‘Where did you live before?' Lyon enquired.

‘A small village near Hereford," she replied, amgdes he was showing
this much interest, '1 lived with my parents upithen, and . . .

‘Your parents—they didn't mind you leaving home?'

Kassia shook her head, and would have told him hileatparents
shared so much 'togetherness' that her leavingthaoset them as
much perhaps as it might had she been a daughtahom they
doted to the exclusion of all else. But, becausefehred he might
think her parents had no regard for her at all, wstee was happily
aware that she was much loved by them, she confiaedeply to, 'l
think all parents must expect their offspring tave home at some
time.'

'l expect so,” he conceded, and before Kassia cdoldsome
guestioning of her own and ask him how old he reshlwhen he had



left home, he was saying, 'You've lived in London déver a year
now—is it all you hoped it would be?’

'l was a bit lonely at first," she said cheerfulbyt life soon bucked up
when | began making friends.'

‘You have one—friend—in particular?' he queried.

Kassia supposed Emma was a particular friend. Up the time
Emma had started going steady the two of them ok @most
everywhere together. 'My one particular friend juas defected,' she
grinned, 'soI'm . . .’

‘You've got guts, I'll say that for you,' Lyon mwrad warmly, and
while her eyes shot to his as she did a doubledakes comment, he
showed how much at cross-purposes they were andheowad

mistaken her grin for pluck by remarking, 'If thedeof your love

affair hurts, you're not going to let anyone knoyare y . . .’

'l haven't been having a love affair!' Kassia exoétd, as she
wondered what on earth she had said which had divenhat idea.

'You haven't?'

'‘No, I've not,' she told him indignantly; but fdk laer indignation she
was not at all sure that he believed her when ok sa

'‘As J recall from that last Friday we saw Gordonridan at the
office, he sent you off early because you were g@way for the
weekend with . . .

'l went on my own!" Kassia interrupted him. 'As attar of fact, |
went to Herefordshire that weekend.'

‘To your parents,' Lyon documented, and he wasahbst charming
when he apologised, 'l seem to be forever begging forgiveness,



Kassia. | thought | knew what made women tick, r@h some, but
you,' he went on to charm her some more, 'seers teety different
from any other woman I've known.

'‘Don't let it throw you," Kassia dared, and, sudgegalising how

they had started to get their wires crossed, side 't@uppose some
of the blame is mine. The particular friend | spafevho has just
defected is my girl-friend, Emma, who's just defddt®the ranks of
the "going steady". Naturally she wants to spenchiash time as she
can with the man she has fallen in love with.’

‘Naturally, too," Lyon took up, ‘when you made anpof telling me
you didn't want an affair, | assumed that you nfuaste just come to
the painful finish of one.'

'‘Why should you "naturally assume" anything of #wed?' asked
Kassia, looking for some insight into the way hisdmworked.

‘Well," he shrugged with a grin, ‘it just couldp&, after the terrific

way I've acted towards you, that you simply diaricy me. So it had
to be that you didn't want another involvement Isse after the last
one.' She had started to grin too at his saucensuedenly he went
very still. "That . . ." he said slowly, as thowggimething had only just
come to him, 'That," he repeated, his grin gongodamnly he fixed

his gaze on her green eyes, 'or you, Kassia, @rgia!’

Slightly shaken at his perception, she droppedelyes to her now
empty pudding plate. Desperately she searchedofoething trite,

for something witty, for any sort of smart commenit as she again
raised her eyes to his, nothing at all had comieeto And then the
sudden gentleness which she observed in Lyon Malhdk eyes so
startled her that she had less chance than evgatbiering her
scattered wits.

‘You are,' he said softly, his eyes never leaviexg haren't you?'



'Er .. ."'she demurred, as she tried to get ogeidden hammering in
her heart, before, folding completely, she admikteskily, 'Guilty as
charged.’

Shortly after that Lyon took her home. Leaving ¢as, he went with
her through the outer door of the house which heehlconverted
into flats. Taking her door-key from her hand, heerrted it into the
lock, turned it and stood back, and unexpectedbsdfa, who had
romped through her teens without ever knowing a ertfs shyness,
suddenly, and for the second time that evening,smasnped by it.

'W-would you like to come in for a coffee?' sheexkk

'‘Better not,' he replied, and while she was readynagine that he
might be touched with the same emotional vulneitgfihhat she was
experiencing, he showed he was more concernedyeiting back to
his home when he added, 'It's quite a run to Kiragsly/

Kingswood, she rather thought, must be the naméi®fhome.
'‘Goodnight, then,' she said sedately as he pustredilor open.

'‘Goodnight, sweet Kassia," he said gently and, ingntb her, he
placed the briefest of kisses on her upturned chdlk&n he was
gone.

Kassia spent the following day reliving again amghia every

moment of the time she had spent with Lyon MulhmadlaShe took
herself off for a walk with him very much in hermdi. She returned
from her walk—and he was still there in her hedde #ent to bed
that night knowing that there was something jusing bit special

about the man who had invited her to use his tiashe.

She went to the office on Monday and tried to satibwn to her
work, but if she was able to cope with the routiéner day, then
when she went home that night, she had to owrstiatelt anything
but settled inside.



By Wednesday evening of that week Kassia acknowli@édgat her
nerves were starting to play her up. Time and agam had told
herself that Lyon Mulholland's taking her out tomakier was a 'one-
off, and that he would not come calling again. ¥ett did not stop
her from listening with a quickening heartbeat gv#ne she heard
the outer door open. Her heartbeats would everwben, proving

that it was not Lyon arriving unannounced, the ergudootsteps

would cross to the stairs and go up to one ofldis &bove.

When her phone rang on Thursday, she jumped koalaed cat, and
although Lyon had never phoned her at her flat, I to take
several deep and steadying breaths before, afeaitight ring off

before she got to it, she made a lunge for the @hon

'Hello,' she said breathlessly into the mouthpiece.

'‘What in the name of rice pudding's the matter wah?' her mother
asked.

'‘Not a thing,” Kassia answered, and tried her Hestsound
enthusiastic when over the next five minutes hetherotold her that
the party to celebrate her twenty-fiftth wedding aersary was off,
and that she and Kassia's father were going onclkage tour of
China instead.

When Friday evening came around Kassia definitagvkwhat she
had been telling herself since Monday that she kr#dvat she would

not be seeing Lyon Mulholland again. It was a saat 6f life, she

sighed as she sat staring into space, but a tree thiat Lyon

Mulhollandmusthave been just passing by her flat last Saturdéea
had said. It had been impulse, and nothing moreshwirad made him
call—impulse which had made him ask if she hadrepét.



Why then did she still nurse this feeling that\isst, his calling like
that, must be something more than impulse? Apant fihat lightest
of kisses to her cheek, he had acted quite unenailyo

Fed up with herself, she had to wonder—was shesed to the men
she had so far dated not leaving her alone undillh&ld agreed to a
second date that she couldn't take it when shemmatn who showed
no further interest? Not that you could call hetimg with Lyon a
proper date, she thought. It wasn't as though & pra-arranged, or
anything like that, was it?

Kassia took herself off to bed when the terribld ande-wounding
thought struck her that Lyon Mulholland had onlgulght to take her
out from some-feeling that perhaps he owed her sonadl treat after
the despicable way he had previously preventedrber getting the
jobs she had applied for.

Loajh to spend any more time in her flat waiting flmotsteps which
weren't going to be his, or answering the phoreeytoice which was
not his,

Kassia spent Saturday morning window-shopping ankingathe
occasional purchase.

She returned to her flat about midday, and havintgher purchases
away, she was in the middle of boiling herself gg @hen her phone
started to ring.

In defiance to a suddenly fast-beating heart whidn't know when
it was licked, she ambled to the phone as if ty ddb stop ringing.
'Hello," she said, on picking up the instrumente Stimost had
heart-failure as she recognised the voice that amesland which
referred to the time it had taken her to pick upriceiver.

'Did | catch you at an inconvenient moment?' Lyskedl.



'l was boiling an egg,' she replied, and could hgreaned at her
idiocy.

‘The timing of which can be most crucial,’ repllegn, leaving her
to guess whether or not he was being sarcastist'Mmiss of me,’
he went on, 'but | somehow find that I'm again laose end tonight.'

Kassia was ready to wholeheartedly forgive him esslfuantities of
sarcasm. He had to be asking her for a date. Hehpad to be! It
therefore seemed only most natural to want to imieethalfway.

‘You want to take me out to dinner?' she suggested.

'l want to give you dinner,' he replied, and askédu do have a car,
Kassia?'

‘You want me to meet you somewhere?' she questiaraet very
nearly fainted when he answered,

''d like to give you dinner at Kingswood. Pop youghtshirt into a
bag and come and spend the night here.’

‘Th-the night?' she stammered.

'l promise I've no designs on your virtue,' Lyoraxed, and Kassia
knew, as his charm covered her, that he was smilirt



CHAPTER FOUR

LYON had needed to say little to persuade Kassia thiadve dinner
with him in his home was something which she waulby above all
else. Nor did he stay on the phone very long. Ajteing her concise
details of how she should get to Kingswood, he huyng

A moment after he had rung off, Kassia went to gge®Normally she
was quite controlled and in charge of herself. Bat, she realised as
she began to wonder agitatedly what she was goingéar, had been
before she had met Lyon Mulholland. Since she hat him, her
whole world seemed to have gone slightly crazy.

In her bedroom, she went to her wardrobe and sdntedigh every
item of clothing hanging there. Nothing she possgéseemed even
remotely suitable, she thought with a churning stom and she
wondered desperately if she had time to go outkarydsomething
new. Only for that to lead her on to another diderd thought—time!

What time was she supposed to arrive? Lyon hadialt ¥et she did
not want to arrive too early, nor did she want torfault her manners
if she 'arrived late.

When she found that she was dwelling on the risinging his home
in the hope of his housekeeper answering the plsorthat she could
ask her what time dinner was, Kassia sank dowmerméd and took
herself in hand. She had been invited for dinnehe~gould arrive at
seven. Because of the drive back from Surrey, gmh [clearly not
wanting her to have that sort of a drive after thagl eaten, she had
been asked to stay the night. She would no doubthga again,
briefly, tomorrow morning, possibly at breakfasthem she would
thank him nicely for his hospitality and then drivack to her flat.

Having sorted all that out in her head, Kassia tbahe had ample
time in which to fret about what she was going &aw Last Saturday



the choice had been relatively easy. Lyon had ledtmng to take her
to dinner and she had not wanted to keep him tog. [6his Saturday,
he wasn't waiting—well, not in the other room hesw/&—nor was he
expecting her for hours.

But in any case the two Saturdays did not comp&fele there had
been only seven days in between, last Saturdayatierot known
that she was in love with Lyon; this Saturday.. . .

Kassia's mouth fell open in shock as that last gholbegan to
penetrate. A minute or so later she was wonderimgtive realisation
that she loved him should be such a shaker, beaausel been
staring her in the face all this week!

Uncertain if she wanted to laugh or cry that thestagy of being in
love had been revealed to her, she sat .for a tong with one
thought chasing after another.

Half-past six that evening saw Kassia driving neanel nearer to the
man who held her heart. Where her love for Lyon ldéead her she
had no idea, but having been engulfed by her desgpwhe had
surfaced to realise that she was on her own irotines

It was a few minutes before seven when, followirgydirections to
the letter, she turned into the drive which led tapthe elegant
three-storeyed stone building that was KingswoodyorL
Mulholland's home. It was a minute before sevennétee stopped
her car, got out, bent back in again as she retiéer overnight bag,
and then went up to the stout wood door.

A porcelain bell with a metal surround was builtoirthe stone
doorframe. Kassia swallowed hard, and extendedh@gefito the
porcelain, pressed, and waited.



The door was opened by a short woman who lookedratooked at
the overnight bag in her hand, then smiled. "YdwéllMiss Finn, |
expect,’' she said cheerfully.

‘And you're Mrs Wilson,' Kassia guessed. 'l thirskkwe spoken on the
phone.'

‘That we have,' Mrs Wilson replied, and taking Kalsdag from her.
'If you'd like to follow me, Miss Finn, I'll showoy to your room.’

Kassia crossed the threshold of Kingswood, and péesing only to
secure the stout door after her, she followed Miis& along a wide
black and white chequered hall, and up a widecsise.

Burning to know where Lyon was, Kassia only judtamed from
putting the question to the housekeeper. And stidoaan shown to a
tastefully furnished bedroom before that lady gagea clue to what
she wanted to know.

'‘Mr Mulholland has gone for a walk, but he'll beckavell before

dinner, | dare say," Mrs Wilson informed her as glaged Kassia's
overnight bag down. Kassia was trying not to feet that, knowing

she was expected, Lyon had taken himself off faralk, when the

housekeeper cast an experienced eye around the pmomied out

the adjoining bathroom, and added, 'Now | think whould have
everything you'll need, but if there's something Forgotten, please
tell me.’

'I'm sure | shan't have to trouble you," Kassial tbér, and the
housekeeper was on her way from the room whenhshught to ask,
'‘Oh, what time is dinner, by the way?'

'It's eight o'clock,” Mrs Wilson told her, 'but you'd like some
refreshment . . .



'‘Oh—no, thank you, Mrs Wilson," Kassia cut in, agrtthat the
housekeeper had enough to do with only an houo toedore dinner.

But no sooner had the housekeeper departed thanekKeas attacked
by nerves about how she would act when she saw agam. If she
ever saw him again, she thought as she passedgthrauglum
moment. Howcould he go for a walk? Why shouldn't he go for
walk? came a counter-argument. He didn't know thatgas in love
with him and how she ached for a sight of him. Nwst he know.

Undoing her bag, Kassia shook out the dress shédvatwortly put
on, and hung it on a hanger. She had taken a leftinebleaving her
flat, but, deciding that the small amount of makeshp wore needed
renewing, she went into the bathroom and proceédedash and
change.

At a quarter to eight she was dressed in a reg-&il dress which,
although full-skirted, fell in soft folds about hieips and long legs.
Checking her appearance, Kassia couldn't failédlse anxiety in the
large green eyes that looked back at her from tmeomHer pale
complexion which went with her red hair seemed ® rhore
translucent than ever, she thought. But when, sehiéng, she
started looking for plus points, she conceded shathad made the
right choice with her dress. Somehow there was Hung very
feminine about it.

As ready as she would ever be, she turned frommthrer, suddenly
all mixed up inside. Her longing to see Lyon agaias almost
painful, and yet, at one and the same time, shdadelnervous to
leave her room.

By dint of giving herself a lecture which ran sohmeg along the
lines that if she felt like that she should nevavdnleft the security of
her flat, Kassia paused only to push a handkerchiefthe hidden
pocket of her dress, and went swiftly to the door.



Assuming a confidence she was far from feeling,rehde a serene
shape of her features and went lightly along theitzg. She was on
her way down the wide staircase when one of thpaoiitings on the

high wall caught her attention. She halted her atepwas absorbed
in taking in the aristocratic bearing of the grgye@ man who stared
back at her when she suddenly felt as though soeneass likewise

absorbed in looking at her.

Her head jerked round to her right, her eyes gtorjgst beyond the
head of the stairs where, on the curve of the tapdiooking as

though he had forgotten that he had invited haethed thus seeing
her in his home had arrested him, stood Lyon.

Kassia's heart set up a painful beating. Once hde pvould have
made her think that if he had forgotten he hadt@uvher that she
could easily jolly well leave. But she was so hynfgr some time
with him that pride did not stand a chance.

Not in that direction at any rate, but it was pradene that made her
the first to speak, as airily she enquired of Hinjoy your walk?'

'Sorry | wasn't here to greet you,' he apologidedgantly, leaving
the spot where he had been standing and starting dloe stairs
towards her.

‘That's all right," she replied, in the manner, Bbped, of one who

hadn't even noticed that he was not there. 'MrsaNilhas looked

after me jvery well.' Her heart started to thureehe came and stood
but one stair-tread from her, and swiftly she lablegain to the

portrait. 'This gentleman just has to be one ofryancestors,’ she
commented, surprising herself at how remarkablyéer voice had

sounded in the circumstances.



'‘Why do you say that?' Lyon enquired, his good-hurad glance
resting on her and not on the portrait, she sawnvshe flicked him a
look.

‘Apart from his eyes being almost identical to yushe replied,
cursing herself for revealing that she had takee b Lyon's eyes,
'he's got that same look of superior arroganceythatvear.'

Hoping to have retrieved some of the situation wiliat last
comment, she took her eyes off him and, lest heramntongue again
betrayed her, she continued her way down the sth&s heart
hammering as Lyon fell into step with her.

'Who was he, by the way?' she asked when at therbalf the stairs
she halted, not knowing in which direction the dgiroom lay.

‘My great-grandfather,' he told her, and causedchkart to hammer
even more when he placed a hand beneath her éibowld you like
something to drink before we eat?' he enquiretheasscorted her
along the hall.

'l don't think so, thanks,' she replied, fully aezdrom the way her
knees wanted to buckle just from his touch thatrerexled to keep a
tight rein on all her senses.

You found Kingswood without any difficulty?’ hekasl as he led her
into a large dining-room.

‘Your directions were spot-on,' she answered, andhfe first time
ever she knew the sickness which jealousy couldgbas she
wondered whether his directions were so exact Isecha was used
to inviting females to join him at Kingswood fomaier.

There was room enough in the dining-room to se&oaesor more
guests, but as she got on top of her jealousy,i&asss glad that the
dining-table had been left unextended. With just tiko of them at



dinner, she would have hated it had they had ta sitle away from
each other. This way, their dinner seemed much mareate.

All such thinking ceased temporarily when Mrs Wiistame in with
a soup tureen, and bustled out again. Then Lyonpudsg out a
chair for Kassia, and no sooner was he seatedhbamas ladling
soup into a dish and passing it over to her.

'So,' she took the bull by the horns when nervasagarted to get to
her, 'how come you were at a loose end again #tigday night?'

'l was just going to ask you that,' he drawled, adsia wondered if
she should have hemmed and hawed some before drectepted
his invitation.

'l got in first,' she managed to grin. But she tregreatest difficulty
in keeping a semblance of that grin in place whemdplied to her
original question,

'l start a tour of our holdings in Australasia oomday, and didn't
expect to have any free time if | was to clear Upoatstanding
business before | leave.’

'‘But you've managed it," Kassia said, and coulcelgaoaned at her
inane remark. Of course he'd managed it, or shddntbe sitting
here dining with him now!

'So how comeyou're free tonight?' he asked smoothly. 'With you
looks | shouldn't have thought you had a momewatbyour own.'

Kassia shrugged, and tried to appear unaffectddsgompliment to
her looks. 'True,’ she said mock-demurely. 'But ¢tmes to be
selective." And because what she had said sour@ecush like a
compliment to him—that she had selechaoh to spend her evening
with—she just could not help bursting out laughitdhen, his sense
of humour on the same wavelength as hers, Lyoregbim her



laughter, she looked at him and wondered why it takeén her so
long to realise that she was in love with him.

She fell deeper and deeper in love with him astkal progressed.
She loved everything about him. The way his eyaklgd at the

corners when he laughed. His courtesy to Mrs Wilsach time she
came in. She loved the way he drew her out to @tk listened

intently as if he was really interested in what shel.

By tlap time they had eaten their way through aesimeal, if Lyon
had learned more about her, Kassia in turn hadéeasufficient
about him to know that they had a lot of likes drglikes in common.

‘Shalfwe take our coffee in the drawing-room?' hescodted her when
she declared she could not eat

another crumb.

She nodded, and, folding her napkin neatly on toskde-plate, she
was ready to leave the table as he came round téThat's the best
meal I've eaten since . . .’

‘Last Saturday?' Lyon suggested as he took holdeothands and
standing looking down at her, pulled her to het.fee

'Er .. ." Kassia hesitated, not wanting him takishe hadn't been out
for a meal with anyone since she had dined with lash Saturday.
But her knees were ready to buckle again and shenfgly all over
from the touch of his hands holding hers, and theddenly she
thought she saw some of the warmth leave his egipresso she
prevaricated no longer. 'You could just be rigstig told him.

The drawing-room was as large and as graciouseaditing-room.
Kassia, at Lyon's bidding, took a seat on a coulsievwrs Wilson
came in with a tray of coffee, and enquired, '#reis nothing else ...?'



‘That was a splendid meal, Mrs Wilson,' Lyon thahker as he took
the tray. He then told her that if they did wanytamg else they
would get it themselves, and bade his housekeemeingght. Kassia
added her 'goodnight' too, and Lyon set the traydeholding down
on a table near to where she was sitting. 'Aregang to pour?' he
enquired with some charm, having left her with vigtie option.

‘Naturally," she murmured, but only when he had edoaway was
she able to pour out two cups of coffee withouppiog it into the
saucers.

Had he come and sat close, or even next to heh@mduch, she
might have thought that perhaps he had a spotdofcsen in mind.

She would have been disappointed had he beenhkiaius, but she
didn't know what she felt when, seduction not srhind apparently,
he chose to pull up an easy chair and place itgaostss from the
coffee table.

'‘Have you always lived in this house?' she askexHsi she placed his
coffee near him.

'‘Kingswood has been in the family for years,' haied, and left it
there.

But Kassia did not want to leave it there. She'd &dovely dinner,

with the only dinner companion she wanted, andoalgh it seemed
to her that they had talked all through the mda, Isad not learned
nearly enough about him.

‘Do you have any brothers or sisters?' she askkohgta sip of her
coffee.

''ve two sisters,” he told her abruptly, and a hlipped tone,
suddenly every instinct was at work in Kassia teedier the dreadful
impression that he would not thank her for anothigusive question
into anything so personal as his family. .



Which, when she would have willingly answered evpgrsonal
guestion he asked about her family—had he beeneditm want to
know— caught Kassia on a raw spot. But becausevabesasily able
to recall how they had laughed and chatted freebr @inner, she
wondered if she was being a shade sensitive. Skeleumagining
it! Besides, she loved him, and she needed to knove, much more
about him.

She paused to take a few more sips from her cotfpethen she felt
she just had to tell him, 'I'm sorry you no longave your parents. It
must . . .'

‘As it happens,' Lyon chopped her off shortly, Fboty mother and
my father are in extremely good health.’

'Oh . . ." she gasped, almost crushed to a pulpsbghort tone while
doing all she could not to show it. 'l just thought With you saying
that this house had been in the family for yearsl aince your
parents aren't around, | assumed . . .’

'You assumed too much, it seems,' Lyon said igijon't wish . . .'

What he wished or did not wish, Kassia was notistato find out.
Nobody spoke to her like that, and thtludedhim! Hurt to her very
soul that he could intimate she had assumed todrfrom a mere
dinner date, she was rapidly on her feet, and onvhg to the door.

'No!" Lyon's voice rang out as he came after her. Hghteher just as
she had the door open. He pushed it to and hdithtign to her upper
arms so that she could neither open the door agamgo anything
else.

'‘Let go of me!" she exploded, aware that she wasfoontrol and
needing to be alone to get herself back togeth&inag



'Stay! Be still!' Lyon urged, his cold tone gonesas struggled to get
free and he fought to hold her.

'‘Go to hell" she snapped, aiming a wild kick a$ khin, which
missed.

‘Very probably, | shall,' he replied, 'but | didmiean to hurtyou. | . . .

"You—hurt me!" she scoffed, and even as tears of hurt sgmhrklher
eyes, she was yelling, 'Don't think anything yowcdold bother me in
die slight . . .

'‘Shut up, Kass, do,' Lyon cut through her hurt anged when her
jaw dropped briefly before she looked ready to do¢h again, his
glance left her shining green eyes, and he effelgtishut her up in
the only way left open to him.

Kassia continued to struggle for about five secaaitks his mouth
had claimed hers—then her resistance gave outdiffesent sort of
emotion he was charging in her was something oewshe had no
control and which, as he continued to kiss her, ek no wish to
control. The bunched hands with which she had lagcking him
suddenly flattened out, and with a moan she usethd@ls to hang
on to him.

When Lyon broke his kiss and looked into her eyeswgas as silent
as he had earlier wanted her to be. What he redwrireyes, she
neither knew nor cared. All that she knew was #fe had never
known such rapture as she experienced being hditsiarms, and
that she wanted him to go on kissing her, and nievstop.

She saw his eyes go to her trembling, parted &pd, suddenly the
pressure of his arms about her increased and,aa®ikiss was not
enough for him either, he pulled her yet closetaipim so that their
bodies seemed to merge as one and—nhe kissed her.



Time stood still for Kassia as she wound her arpand around his
neck. Her fingers splayed over his shoulders apsssed herself to
him and gave her ardent lips into his keeping.

'‘Dear Kassia,' he breathed as he pulled back to doan into her
enraptured face, and Kassia was again lost to garegybut him.

How they came to be on the couch from which in la@olifetime she
had rushed in pain, she did not know. Nor did sire.cShe was on
that couch with Lyon apd that was all that mattekéid caresses were
making her whole body sing, and she wanted him thighwhole of
her being.

His mouth was over hers when, on fire for him, &lethe gentle
touch of his hand caress down the side of her thaod inside the
neck of her dress. More rapture was hers when loyowed her bra
strap aside, and caressed the bare silk of hetdgrou

'‘Oh, Lyon," she moaned his name, when he let gddmsinance of
her mouth. She adjusted her position on the coodyet nearer to
him, and had an impulse to tell him she loved Bt the moment
went when, with one hand still caressing her shayltlis mouth
again claimed hers.

She made a convulsive movement when that carekaimg)invaded
the cup of her bra, and Kassia was in a mindlestdvad longing
when his warm, masculine hand covered the swollebhegof her
breast.

She was not sure that she did not cry out his regaén when, her
bodice somehow undone, her bra somehow undone, tnamed
kisses on both her uncovered breasts, sendingnteecstasies of
wanting when his gentle mouth saluted the pink crofveach breast
in turn.



A moment of shyness caused her to clutch tightliziat when he
took his mouth away from her breasts and drewdssltback. "You're
beautiful,’ he murmured as his eyes rested on tise-coloured
hardened peaks his arousal of her had created.

Kassia coped with her shyness by leaning forwarkigs him. And
having hidden her face from him, she promptly forgd about
shyness as Lyon, accepting from the initiativeafliss that she was
in agreement with whatever happened from thenamk over.

Deepening the kiss which she had begun, he tootoheew heights.
Soon they were lying with each other, their legsritwined, as they
kissed some more.

When Lyon moved to half lie over her, Kassia waa mo man's land
of wanting. She felt his hand caress beneath tinecflher dress, and
grabbed hard on to him when she felt his warm taucher thigh.

'‘Lyon!" she gasped his name when his hand cameetobhefs.
Before, when she had cried out his name, it had beeause of the
wanting, the needing, the emotion he had evokéeinBut this time
she was suddenly not sure if it was from nervegass, the passion
of the moment, or what it was that had causeddemytout his name.

But Lyon knew. Perhaps there had been somethingaetidn
different in the way she had called out his namet Be looked
up—and in looking at her flushed-face he just sektoeknow that
the high colour on her translucent skin came rmfthe ardour of
their lovemaking alone. And while Kassia was intates of utter
bewilderment to know what was happening, Lyon haddsnly
sprung up from the couch and standing with his backer, was
grating harshly, 'Put youxself straight, and gdie¢d, Kassia.'

'‘Bed . . . !"she echoed blankly.

'‘Get to your room!" he cut in toughly.



‘But | . . ." she stayed to argue with his rigid¢ka
'For God's sake!" he snarled. 'Do | have to spellt for you?"

Kassia had an abundance of pride. She was never gihat that the
floodgates of pride found that moment to open willghout being
able to comprehend why Lyon had gone so abrugdiyfivanting her
as desperately as she wanted him to now be scdneingith a large
helping of his superior arrogance, she bolted ftoencouch. Dearly
did she wish for some sizzling cutting-down-to-scamment with
which to leave the room. But she was in such a sihshock that
nothing that might sound in any way as arrogateasould came to
her. Clutching the fastenings of her clothes todseshe went, Kassia
fled.

Her initial reaction on reaching her room was tonivé toss her
belongings into her bag and to get out of thereo Things stopped
her. She had never run away from anything in her, nd her
feelings against Lyon were starting to become rati@ent. She
knew she could not trust herself not to send hymd backwards
down the stairs should she chance to meet himewd#y up as she
was going down. Once before he had left her witly \itle dignity.
Pride demanded that she heaped no more indignitiieoself by
having a physical, pugilistic set-to with him on #tairs.

Kassia did not sleep well that night, but as tharemf darkness
ticked away she realised exactly why Lyon had atftedvay he had.
No doubt he had cut his teeth on women who knew they should
respond to each move he made. Her responses, dgstdy, must
have been on the naive side. Even though—nothimggvwith her
memory—~Kassia thought her responses had erred ersitle of
eagerness rather than the reverse, she realisédhénagauche
response must have put him off.



She dozed off to sleep again wondering if she leshtoo eager, and
awoke to find Mrs Wilson in her room with a cupted. 'l . . . ' Kassia
gasped.

'‘Good morning, Miss Finn,' the housekeeper greleéeatheerfully.

'You shouldn't have," protested Kassia as she patand the
housekeeper placed the tea on the bedside table.

‘Mr Mulholland's having a working breakfast in hstudy,” Mrs
Wilson volunteered, and asked, 'ls there anythpegisl you would
like for your breakfast, Miss Finn?'

'Oh, | don't eat breakfast," she lied, and evenghdvirs Wilson did
not look as though she approved of this modernreakfast idea,
Kassia had no intention of eating another morsel Lgbn
Mulholland's table.

She drank the tea the housekeeper had broughthtiveled to get
bathed and dressed. Quite plainly Lyon must bdysoggretting this
morning that time which could have been better spems study had
last night been spent in furthering her love-maladgcation.

No doubt he'd got a diploma in it himself, with looins, she sniffed.
But if he was so busy that he had to have a worknegkfast, then
she was darn sure she was not going to interrapblyiknocking on
his study door to wish him goodbye.

Her pride was in an uproar when it came to her ltlyah could not
want to see her again anyway. Somehow, if he wamntedee her,
he'd have found time to. have a breakfast cup tieeavith her at
least!

Never was she more glad that she had told the keaper she did
not take breakfast when, taking up her overniglg, lbk@assia sailed
from her room and sailed down the staircase. Hatisteps rang out



as she sailed over the black and white chequerkédda, but she
carried on, and sailed straight out to her car.

As sometimes happened, it took her a moment otawarate her car
keys in the bottom of her shoulder bag, but havingthem to earth
she opened up the boot, tossed in her overnighabdgvent to the
driver's door. She had her back to the house asrdbeked the door
and, now that she was on the point of leaving lstitted to keep her
emotions under control.

She had just turned the key in the door-lock, tipwghen a voice
from behind her made every one of her emotionsaywvie.

‘You're leaving without saying goodbye?' Lyon qedyi his
deep-timbred voice making her legs go like jelly.

‘Goodbye,' she said stonily without turning rouadd would have
opened her car door and got inside, but Lyon, spgaker name,
stopped her.

'‘Kass,' he said, the shortened version of her naraking her

backbone wilt. 'Kassia," he said after a secortdioof seeming to be
stuck to know how to go on, '‘once before, | wronged. When |

believed you were either criminally or incompetgmésponsible for
that tender going astray, | wronged you.'

'S0?' she queried coldly, determined—despite Lyeeking her
out—that she was never again going to show hinwleaker side.

'So,' he said, and from the nearness of his vdieekeew he had
taken a step closer to her, 'l don't want you avdemy home without
knowing that | didn't want to—hurt—you last nighben | . . .'

'‘Hurt!" she scoffed proudly, just as though shenhiddst one wink of
sleep last night.



'Hush,' he said softly, and he was close enouggk®shold of her by
her upper arms. 'Perhaps,' he said, as he turmedurel to face him,
'there was a better way of going about it, but higd you so badly
last night, Kass, that | had to take some shaipract—be lost.'

Slowly, she raised her head. Pink came to her chaskshe made
herself look into the eyes of the man who hadnagtt caressed her
naked breasts. 'I'm not sure—that | understandg’ ®id him
hesitatingly.

'‘What happened between us was not supposed tchbapened,' he
said, looking into her bewildered eyes.

'‘Because—you didn't think you fancied me—that way.'

"You know better than that,' he said with a tralca smile, but as her
heart warmed and she began to love him more, itheg fell away.
'Let's say,' he continued, 'that it wasn't in mpdnivhen | invited you
to dine with me here that | should afterwards sedyau. I'd given
you my word that I'd no designs on your virtue, tfetre | was,
caught unawares. Suddenly you were in my arms) andfess that
when you reacted the way you did | forgot everyghireven your
innocence.'

'Oh . . ." said Kassia, which must have spokenmekj because he
replied,

'‘Exactly. It was almost too late when | did rememibeYour voice
sounded strained when you called my name and,igaliyou, | just
knew you weren't ready for the commitment you vedreut to make.'

Dearly did Kassia want to tell him that she hadnbesady for that
commitment, if a little shy about it. But, in theld light of day, the
words would not come.



So, dumbly, she looked at him, and Lyon went oii,I'8ould think

of then was how | had wronged you once, and thdirlmging you

into my home and seducing you | was going to wrgog again. |
had to make you go to your room, to your own bey,d®ar,' he
ended, 'because had you not gone when you didredd would take
you to mine.'

For long moments after Lyon had finished spealfi@asgsia just stood
and stared at him. All of a sudden she no longemkthen whether
she had or had not been ready for the commitmenhat been about
to make last night. What she did know, though, thas$ for him to
have bothered to have explained what he just hat maan that he
liked her a little—mustn't it?

Promptly, her day was sunshine-filled, and that Bumeswas in her

voice when, referring to the way he had only jeshler know his fear
that he might have taken her to his bédpw he tells me!" she
exclaimed, and as Lyon witnessed the happy smde whas all at

once upon her face, just as if he could not stogsalf, he hauled her
into his arms.

His embrace lasted about a minute, and Kassia ¢@aud stayed in
his arms for ever. But all too soon he was putiagaway from him.

‘Get out of here,' he growled with mock severity.

Kassia grinned again and got into her car. Shéestéine engine and
wound the window down. "Bye—thanks for the dinnehé said
cheekily to cover the pain of parting.

Before she could move off, though, Lyon had stoogedn to the
open window and, laying a kiss on her cheek, hespdred, "Bye,
love.'

Over the next week Kassia dwelt many times onLyomé&m
sounding "Bye, love.' That word 'love' had soundechatural, and



yet she was sure he wasn't the kind of man who asddarments
easily.

Since each day started with thoughts of Lyon, & wat surprising to
her that she had thought over every word, look ramghce that had
passed between them endless times. She had resdidgan in that
first week of Lyon being away that he was a muchex@@mplex man
than she had at first understood. But she thoulght she was
beginning to understand him. He was a man withrg kigh regard

for what was right and what was wrong, as was ewdd by the way
he had heeded her hint that he might have gotalets fwrong over
that tender, and had taken the trouble to inveitiigmther. That same
high regard for right and wrong had again beenvidemce when,

suddenly aware that he was seducing a guest indnge—a virgin

guest in his home—he had found the strength oftwidlall a halt to

their passionate lovemaking.

Lyon was still very much to the forefront of Kassianind when, in
the middle of his second week away, she receivadtare postcard
from him.

Excited and happy to be remembered by him, shedmser the card.
With more excitement and a thrill of wonder, shesvgaon able to
deduce that Lyon had not waited until he had redtie destination
before writing to her. For, before he had got fhat but while in an
airport transit lounge, he had penned, 'Have dimidgr me when |
get back,' and he had signed it, 'Lyon'.

For all that he was many thousands of miles awaygdenly Kassia's
world was brighter. He had been thinking of herhis journey to
Australasia. As she held his postcard up againstheart, her
expression grew dreamy. Lyon wanted them to digetter when he
got back!



Her hopes high, the only cloud on Kassia's horjgehthen was the
fact that she had no idea how long he intendedet@way. She
wished with all her heart that it would not to® long.



CHAPTER FIVE

COUNTLESS were the times in the days that followed when kKas:
wished she had asked Lyon how long he would be a@ayntless,
too, were the times she was to tell herself thatrahst not read too
much into the endearment which Lyon had used wlehdd said
goodbye. Nor, she told herself time and time agaust she make
too much of the fact that he hadn't waited to getis destination
before sending her a card asking for a date whegohback.

The fact that she had not received another comratiorcfrom him
since that one and only card seemed to bear ousligashould not
read reams into his verbal "Bye, love' and histemit 'Have dinner
with me when | get back'. Yet, somehow, all heisssrseemed to call
out loudly that she was not imagining it when slethat Lyon had
some—regard—for her.

Kassia felt she coped quite well with waiting foydn to return

during the week. Her job at Insull Engineering \ststing to become
more interesting, and from Monday to Friday she al@e to become
absorbed in it to some minor degree.

The weekends were terrible, though. Never had stmvk such
loneliness. Even so, she turned down several timits out, and
when she could quite well have motored down to féedshire each
and every weekend—and have been warmly welcomed-didheot
go. For it was not loneliness for other peopletagany that ailed her.
Quite simply, Kassia, in love with Lyon, was suilifigy from a
loneliness of spirit.

Which was probably why, when Lyon had been awaydor weeks,
she got into her car one Saturday and took heddtlfior a drive

around Surrey. When she found herself in the afddgschome, she
tried to ease some of her loneliness of spiritibyimy nearer until, at
the gates of Kingswood, she halted her car. Looumghe drive, her



eyes found the spot where her car had stood when hgd stooped
down and had laid his lips to her cheek, and haspened "Bye,
love'.

Kassia sat there for only a few minutes, thenwaotting Mrs Wilson
or any of Lyon's staff to catch sight of her anchder what she was
doing, she set her car in motion, and motored batlondon.

It was a Saturday again, and six weeks since Lyamhdone away
when she once more felt a compulsion to take a&dimound Surrey.
With difficulty, she resisted it, but when she awo&n Sunday
morning, the compulsion was there with strongercdoprand just
refused to go away.

Although determined that she would go nowhere te&ingswood,
Kassia finally had to give in to that compulsiomdaa little after
half-past nine, she left her flat.

Her determination not to go anywhere near to Lybaree, however,
was weakened when traffic on a section of roadisdeetravelling on
was diverted because of road-works up ahead. Tleesiiwn took her
within a couple of miles of Kingswood.

She could suddenly see no harm in driving pashbme—but she
wouldn't even stay a minute this time, she promibts foot seemed
to come off the accelerator without her knowledigewever, the
moment she came with a hundred yards of his driye#vad when,
dawdling to a near crawl, she glanced up the diwv&ingswood,
suddenly her foot went on the brake. Because tregretted and
recognised, was a car in which she had once ba&amndr

A familiar churning made itself felt in her insideghen she saw
Lyon's car and she agitated to know if he hadhetar to someone
or if his car was on his drive because—he was home!



Oh, crumbs, she thought, and for a nerve-torn @apminutes she
didn't know what to do. It came to her then thaatdhe could not do,
and in fact seemed incapable of doing, was to domneto—just

wait—for Lyon to telephone to say that he was bac#t how about
that dinner.

Her hands were shaking as, automatically, she tioekeys out of
the ignition, and stepped from her car. Her cloteeemed to be
sticking to her back as she walked up the drivdatt, she was in
such a state that she never afterwards knew whyateopted to
walk up the drive when the more obvious thing toveluld have
been to have driven up to the front door.

Once she had reached the front door Kassia wadassao know

what to do next. But, since she couldn't standetldghering all day,
she pressed the well-remembered porcelain buttdnkaping that
the housekeeper remembered her equally well, stygaped to ask
Mrs Wilson if she had found an ear-ring* she thdwsite had mislaid
while staying there. From there, she decided, shiddvmake some
casual enquiry about Lyon, and she would eithenldzat he had just
got back, or might be put out of her agony if Mrslséh told her

when he was expected to return.

Kassia's plan to say anything to the housekeepekfibed when a
firm masculine tread coming to the other side efdbor warned that
it was not Mrs Wilson who was going to answer tbherdAnd in fact,
when the door was pulled back, and she stood tatace with the
man she had so ached to see, Kassia could notdhankhing to say.

The fact that Lyon appeared to be similarly dumlztito see her so
unexpectedly passed her by for the moment. Bubjsagxpression
started to change, at the same time Kassia remechsemething he
had said which might amuse him to have bounced.back



'l was just passing, and . . ."' she began lightly,her voice quickly
faded when she saw that his face, far from beingsaah had become
a chiselled mask of hostility! "Y-you've just—gat,'i she faltered,
forced to go on when from his expression alonelstesv she had
made a most dreadful mistake in pressing that alortyou're

j-jet-lagg . . .'

'I've had over a week in which to recover from mavels,' Lyon cut
in harshly, brutally severing her desperate searfdreexcuses for his
cold behaviour.

‘You've b-been back in England for a week?' she iesdjunowhere
near ready to believe what he was saying.

‘Nine days, to be exact,’ he replied shortly, djoof

Forced to believe, to accept, that he had been tomakver a week

and had not been remotely interested in contadterg Kassia was
left with a tremendous fight on her hands. He waking no move to

invite her to cross his threshold, and indeed, hs showing such a
lack of interest in her that what she needed nioa& ainything just

then was a face- saving way out of the situatiorctkvehe herself had
created.

But although nothing in the way of a face-savespnted itself, she
had the way out she wanted when Mrs Wilson busithd the
hallway and, smiling a surprised greeting, hurgedbld her
employer, "There's a phone call from New Zealana's-holding on

'l won't keep you,"' Kassia said abruptly. 'Goodbyke added, and
she meant it.

It took a lot of will-power, when she turned fromgdn, for her not to
race down the drive to her car. But even thougtkake he had gone
to take his long-distance phone call and would motvatching her,



Kassia was too proud to scurry away from anyone.weld might
have just collapsed about her but, as she keptsimpbing pace as
though she was taking full pleasure from the tteaslined the drive,
she was determined that she was the only one whittaow about
it.

She was in something of a daze as she drove b&ek ftat, although
the self-recriminations had already begun. Whencébeed her flat
door to the outside world, she was drowning in a s
embarrassment caused by her actions.

How could she have called at Lyon's home? How ceh&lhave so
misread the situation? How could she h8ve let ifarsagine, for so
much as a moment, that Lyon had even the most cueiamount of
feeling for her? How could she have spent all {msek mooning
about him and wondering when he was coming backwwadl the

time—he was back in England? How could she havengpe and
reality so dreadfully mixed up?

Did everyone who fell in love react in the way $tael and get hope
and reality so terribly muddled? For it was forestirat her hope that
he cared for her in some small way was poles &mamtthe reality of
it all. She needed no more proof than his coldsthattitude today to
know that, in reality, he didn't care a damn for. he

Kassia was glad to see Monday morning arrive. Sidedarely slept,
and she got up at first light glad to have sometleionstructive to do,
if it was only to get ready to go to work. She hladught long and
hard about whether she was going to stay on all Bsgineering. At

first she had been all for resigning. But on thimgkiabout it more
deeply she'd realised that her chances of bumpmg Lyon

Mulholland at his subsidiary firm were about nillsd, she was
getting on well at Insull's and, using all the ahpaty at her

command, she could not see any reason why shedspivel it up.



She owned as she left her flat to go to work thahtiay that she felt
a shade belligerent. But, she reflected as shdosat at her desk, she
felt better able to cope feeling as she did nowm tyesterday when
she had felt as if everything she held dear hashng and kicked her
in the teeth.

'‘Good morning, Kassia.' Shaun Ottway, a junior akee who never
took no for an answer, stopped by her desk to dreetHow did the
weekend go without me?’

Were all young men of his age so sure of themselsbe wondered.
‘Morning, Shaun,' she replied, and, telling him theth, though
drumming up a grin so that he would never knowadded, 'The
weekend was tough, but | survived.'

She survived for the whole of that week, too, apd-hday, if she
was still nursing a few mental bruises, then atosoet of anger had
come along to help her out a little. All right, g@rhaps she had taker
too much on herself to imagine that Lyon Mulhollanad some
feeling for her but, dammit, prior to his going awae had been
friendly! Jealousy threatened at that point, b pbshed it away.
She had quite enough to handle without going ih® realms of
wondering if he had met some woman while Ke wasyamlao had
made any other female friend pale into insignifman

Another weekend dragged past, with Kassia beingl giden
Monday arrived. "You should have come to that parityh me on
Saturday,' Shaun Ottway told her when he madeaud&i her desk
while on some errand or other.

'l bet it made my Saturday night look dull,’ shaipped, while
hoping to convey that she had flown to Paris ingrerate jet.

‘There's always next Saturday?' he said.



1l check my diary,” she told him—such banter gesl her get
through the day.

‘That's what you said last Monday,' he complaiaed, when Friday
arrived and he again asked-her out, he receivedahe answer he
had received the previous Friday.

Kassia let herself into her flat that night not \dering why she could
not bring herself to accept any o£ Shaun's inwitesti A few minutes
spent each day in idle chat was one thing, but@evivening of his
brash chat would drive her insane.

Besides, there was only one man with whom she wiaotepend an
evening, and he just didn't want to know. For thgpteenth time she
got out the postcard which Lyon had sent her. 'Hhmaer with me

when | get back,' he had written.

'Huh!" she scorned; she'd get thin if she waitedhiim to take her out
to dinner! But, for all her sarcastic thoughts, whé€assia went to
throw away his card, she found, as she had fowstdlght, and the
night before, that she could not do it. She retdirtiee card to the
drawer of her bedside table.

When she went to work the following Monday she tildushe had

just about started to get herself together. Awidueaygh, that the ache
in her heart was going to take longer to heal, ddedt with Shaun

Ottway's Monday morning overtures, but half an hefterwards she

found out that she was nowhere near as back tagathehe had

thought she was.

Mr Denham, his expression serious, had called rter his office.
But, when she had her pencil poised, to her inditydshe learned
that he had not called her in so that she coulel dakvn his dictation.

'I've just had a call from head office,' he operad] while she kept
her expression impassive at the knowledge thataldegust finished



speaking with someone at Mulholland Incorporatezwent on to
positively astound her, by saying, 'I'm sorry, Kasbut reluctantly, |
shall have to let you go.'

Shaken to the core and quite unable to believelthanh could be
capable of such vindictiveness—for the order tantBs her must
have come from him—Kassia, without a word, was enflet.

‘You don't have to go straight away!" Mr Denhamaiukd, looking
a trifle startled himself. 'Mr Harrison won't beete himself until
tomorrow, so . . .'

‘Mr Harrison . . . ?' The only Mr Harrison she knetas her old boss
back at . . .

'‘Perhaps I've said it all wrongly," Mr Denham shiléTake a seat,
Kassia,' he urged, 'while | explain.’

A few minutes later Kassia was doing her best tskithe growing
agitation she felt at all he had told her. Appdsenhe staff
recruitment officer at Mulholland Incorporated hachg to say that
Mr Harrison was going to try to return to work opat-time basis."
But, as he was not yet fully fit, someone at Muliwodl's had had the
bright idea that it would be less of a strain om ffi he worked back
with his old secretary.

Kassia was instantly a mass of nerves. She mightyen again! Her

agitation persisted even while she was silentlynt@darguing that

until he had sent for her and had dismissed herhal never bumped
into him before. Which augured that there was ecbance that she
would not see him—especially when it went withoayiag that he

would never send for her again.

'‘But—what if I don't want to go?' she protested],asmembering he
had said that he was reluctant to let her go, e an quickly, 'Can't
you tell them-at Mulhollands that it isn't convemtifor me to . . .'



'l wish | could,"” Mr Denham said, looking pleasedhar obvious
disinclination to leave his service, 'but it sedrhgve no say in the
matter." And while Kassia was getting ready to gsbtagain, he
added, 'Apparently Mr Harrison's need is far gnettan mine.'

He could have said nothing that was more guarareeettle the
matter where Kassia was concerned. She had negetten the guilt
she had nursed that she had missed seeing how\tdsarrison had
been to cracking up. It now seemed she was beuang chance to
make up for her past omissions. It was pretty oednin that neither
she nor Lyon Mulholland were going to clap eyegach other while
she was working there anyway, so what was she @baibout?

She had to give her attention to Mr Denham theoabse he was
going on to tell her that to begin with, Mr Harmswas only going to
come into the office on Tuesdays and Thursdays.hidiand
Incorporated had requested that she report at lerdesk on
Tuesday, which meant she had a little less thaulla&y at Insull
Engineering in which to leave everything readydomeone to take
over from her.

She went home that night not a little exhausted dedpite all the
inner arguments she had used, still very much inflicd about
returning to Mulholland's in the morning.

Unable to sleep when she got to bed, Kassia lakatvanking how

at one time she would have given o@dminsther going back, or
being allowed to go back, to Mulholland's. When afain started to
relive the way in which Lyon had dismissed her, bear, she just
had to wonder—did he know that she was going b&ti€recalled
how he had once put a bar on her working for amppamy with

which he was associated. She recalled too how theh@amdsomely,
removed that bar once he had checked his factst dbaufateful

Friday afternoon.



And she realised that, since her personal file athdlland's now
bore the endorsement 'highest reference’, no on&lank to query
her transfer to Mulholland Incorporated with theaichhan of that
company. Which all boiled down to the fact that sloald safely
assume that he did not know she was going back.

Kassia dressed with great care the next mornindwatiin minutes
of walking through the portals of Mulholland Incorpted, it felt as
though she had never been away.

'‘How could you leave without a word?' reproachedylBawlings,
coming up to her just as she was about to entenlesffice.

‘As it was only temporary, | didn't think you'd rdihshe replied.

"'l forgive you everything if you'll come out witme tomorrow
evening.'

‘You're washing your hair tonight?' she quipped.
"'l cancel it if you can make it tonight,’ he pesided straight away.

‘Wash your hair, Tony," she laughed, and duckedienker old,
familiar office.

'‘Kassia, my dear,’ Gordon Harrison, already in éssngreeted her
warmly when, dropping her bag on the desk she waoslke, she

continued on through to his office to welcome hiatk 'So good of

you to agree to return. They tell me you were ggton very well at

Insull's, too.'

'‘How are you?' she enquired, thrusting out a harsthéke the one he
offered.

'Ill let you know at the end of the day,' he said.



Remembering her previous omissions, Kassia keptegieron Mr
Harrison whenever she could without being obserttll,' she
asked him when it was time to go home, ‘how dgbR?'

'l think," he said slowly, 'that I'm going to bé réht.'

Kassia beamed her pleasure at him, and said gdudtogirive home
and to wish that she too was going to be all riglhtthe back of her
mind when she had got up that morning had been sati¢hought
hope that to return to Mulholland Incorporated nbighng about a
start of. a more settled feeling within her. Buhaid not done so.

If anything, she was more all over the place thaer.eFor, she had
discovered, it was all very well to decide logigatand numerically,
too—that all the odds were against her and Lyon@ogiinto each
other, but that did not stop her from being onadlest for a sight of
him. Nor did it stop her heart from skipping a be&aen she caught a
glimpse of anyone looking even remotely like him.

Kassia again fought to get herself somewhere roggather, and to
that end she gave herself something of a lectueen!$ she pointed
out to the person who had given her heart wheneag not wanted
that she might as well stop getting churned uphat thought of
expecting to see him around every bend becauseall e knew, he
could well have gone abroad again. On that spuifise thought, she
went to bed.

She got out of her bed on Wednesday in a very sefméame of mind.
She drove to Mulholland Incorporated without entasim and
contemplated going down to Herefordshire at thekeed. The only
trouble with that, though, was that, while she dodkceive her
parents that she was as happy as a lark overldphtame, she wasn't
all that sure she could keep up a bright facadeoa#lr the
weekend.On the basis that her discerning pareotddlknow only
happiness in this time of their approaching silweedding



anniversary, she made the decision to stay in Lemddhe weekend.
Her mother, in particular, was getting most excitgdout the
forthcoming tour of China, and Kassia didn't watrty over her to
mar this happy time for her parents.

The one thing wrong with being a secretary to a-fwae boss,
Kassia discovered early on that day, was that) sh& got into the
swing of things again, she was not fully .occupied.

With too much time on her hands in which to thiske took herself
off to lunch and resolved that, since Tony Rawlinged been
nominated the one to keep an eye on Mr .Harristepartment when
he'd gone off sick, she would go and see if Tony &aything she
could do.

In actual fact, she did not have to go looking vl For as she
approached the Mulholland building on her way blackn lunch, she
saw Tony reach the entrance to the building from tpposite
direction. He had seen her and, not one to misssanty of any
opportunity, he had halted and was waiting for her.

‘You're the very person | wanted to see,' shemgéitst as she drew
level.

'‘My luck must be improving,' he said, and held ptegte-glass door
open for her to go through.

Kassia took one step inside the building—and stdgjead. Because
on stepping over the threshold of Mulholland In@ogted, she saw
none other than the chairman of the company!

How,she managed to retain some control she newew kior living

proof that Lyon was not away overseas as she gyt he might
be was suddenly there. As though to defy any in8tm her brain
had issued that she must not so constantly beelotikout for him



wherever there was a vague possibility of seeing hier eyes had
immediately focused in on him.

He was standing to the right of the door and, partincealed by a
tall, decorative pot plant, he was in conversatigith another man.
But Lyon had seen her, and she knew he had. The# met for the
briefest moment of time. But it was then that Kassiew on all her
reserves of pride. With a tilt of her chin, alogfghe looked through
him.

Drained by the experience the moment she was passhe had only
just realised that Tony was too busy looking attbdrave seen Lyon
when, striking while the iron was hot, Tony did matuble to lower
his voice. "You've changed your mind, you will coo#& with me
tonight?' he questioned warmly.

A date with Tony was the last thing on her mind jhen, but since
one certain person must never be allowed to tiakhe might be the
only pebble on the beach, 'In truth, Tony,' shepared to lie, 'l just
can't hold out against your charm any longer.'

They were in the lift, and out of earshot of anybngtheir two selves
when Kassia, remembering her one and only other wah Tony,

wondered what in the name of stupid pride she aalbdrself in for
Now.

Encouraged, Tony walked with her to her office dafter they had
left the lift. 'I'll call for you at eight, Kassidje told her, and soundec
in the best of spirits.

She went into her office to realise that she hagdtben all about her
real reason for wanting to see Tony—to request likeafurnish her
with some work. Though the fact that she had fdegotvas not so
astonishing to her.



Instead of going to see him, she spent the negtrimnutes in the
familiar exercise of trying to get herself backdtwer again. But the
expression which Lyon had worn when he had seenvhsrstill in
her mind. He hadn't appeared surprised to sedbes,tshe recalled,
and she had to wonder if he had known she haddadled in to help
ease Mr Harrison back into business life.

She ceased wondering when she faced the realigaabhyon had
looked more immune to seeing her there than segbriBut, hurt at
having to accept that he was entirely unaffecteddrsypone way or the
other, she started to grow angry.

The phone on her desk began to ring for attentishgs she became
glad that Lyon must have read pretty much the sawessage—that
she was immune to him—in her own aloof look. Headething
pride filled her as she picked up the phone, fumimdo the devil
did he think he was anyway?

But no sooner had she got the phone to her ear thar
well-remembered voice roared, '‘Get up here!" amah thang, his
phone went down.

Kassia looked at the phone in her hand in amazerSéeat had just
wondered who the devil Lyon Mulholland thought haswanyway.
From the furious sound of him, ir seemed she weaolzh be finding
out!



CHAPTER SIX

MAKING her way up to the top floor of the Mulholland g,
Kassia did not make the same mistake she had dirsheccasion
she had gone that way. She was still stunned, iithad a clear
memory of Lyon's furious 'Get up here!' so shetadoubts that for
whatever reason he wanted to see her, it was nttadche could
congratulate her on a job well done.

She tried to keep weakening thoughts about aga&ingéim at bay
as she stepped out of the lift on the top floot, $he had to take
several deep and steadying breaths before she apafdthe door to
Heather Stanley's office.

His secretary was as efficient-looking as she heehlthe last time
she had seen her, Kassia observed as she wehtriMulholland
wishes to see me,' she told the unsmiling womamwshe looked up
from what she was doing.

With a small inclination of her head in her directi Heather Stanley
flicked a switch on her intercom. 'Miss Finn isénéshe said.

‘Thank you,' came Lyon's firm tones—and that was al

With the butterflies in her insides doing cartwised{assia did not
wait for Heather Stanley to deign to tell her totgoough. She had
taken no more than two steps towards the door a@nlsyoffice,
though, when with some urgency the secretary fdward/oice.

'You can't go in yet!" she exclaimed, and addedenstowly, 'Mr
Mulholland didn't say for you to go in. Will youka a seat, please?’

Kassia almost -apologised for reading Lyon's "Thyamk,' as 'Send
her in', but Heather Stanley's attitude was stitinniggle her. But,
because there were certain politenesses that mgmaned in her, she



did as she was bidden and took the chair indicatetdsat down to
walit.

Five minutes ticked by, and seemed like an houth wot a sign of
the intercom again breaking into life. | mustn't g®ss, | mustn't get
cross, Kassia adjured herself when another fivairagwwent by and
still Lyon had not asked for her to go in.

He's a very busy man, she repeated, silently asguéntly. And

really, since she hadn't got all that much to d® sould as easily
waste her time sitting up here, as she could gitinher own desk.
But when another five minutes had passed and shatillavhere she
had been sitting for the past fifteen minutes, muset in.

She hadn't asked to come back to work at Mulhollandrporated in
the first place, she rebelled, and from her pointiew, she decided
she had two options. Either she went back to hem office to

wait—when she could well experience the humiliatioh being

called back up to the top floor, only to have tatveegyain—or she
could . ..

'‘Does Mr Mulholland have anyone with him?' she dskieather
Stanley abruptly.

Kassia guessed her abrupt tone as much as anythmgesponsible
for Lyon's secretary giving her a forthright ansvi&dne was definitely
startled, at any rate, when she snapped coldly,HEdasn't,

as a matter of fact. But . . .

Kassia didn't wait to hear any more. Fleet of f@bte was off her
chair and was making for Lyon's door. She had tdog dpen and was
through it before Heather Stanley knew she had hove

Lyon Mulholland was seated behind his desk as lkassiketed in.
But as her glance shot to him and she saw thaidied tired and as



If he was overworking, some of her mutiny fadedr gize fell to his

desk, where she observed that he must have wogkddlhecause his
desk was clear. Which meant, she realised a sdatgrdas her ire

began to rise again, that she had been left coblendneels out there
for no good purpose!

'You wanted to see me?' she challenged sharphg gst to his feet.

For answer he walked round his desk and, going twewhere
Heather Stanley stood in the doorway, he usheedduretary to the
other side of it, and closed the door. Kassia geee®en that, since he
wanted no third party overhearing what he had g Ba must be
intending to haul her over the coals regardingrageal matter. The
natural sequence of thought from there was fotdhegmember how,
not so long ago down in the reception area, shereated him to a
helping of his own aloof arrogance when she hakdddhrough him.
All too apparently, she realised, no one treateahLMulholland like
that and got away with it.

‘Yes, | wanted to see you,' he grunted sourly, ogniack from the
door to stand surveying her coldly. The fact tretasn't asking her
to sit down told Kassia she was in for somethingytstsharp, and to
the point. Which was why, after a moment while eersed to pause
to select his words, she wasthoroughly amazednbataking her to
task for her lofty manner at all, he should sudgesaly jerkily, "You
do know Rawlings' reputation?’

Blankly, Kassia stared at him.Tony Rawlings?' she questioned
faintly, and was further struck dumb, though nat kmng, when,
revealing that he had been tuned into her conversatith Tony as
they'd passed him in the lobby, Lyon grated,

'‘He's taking you out tonight, | believe.’



'‘Good grief!" Kassia erupted as what Lyon had saik in. 'I've just
waited fifteen minutes to he#ris?'

‘Somebody has to put you wise," he snarled, plaiotyiking her tone
any more than she was liking his.

‘Two dinners with you doesn't entitle you to take the role of
Solomon," Kassia hurled back, and saw from the esugdt of his
chin that he wasn't taking kindly to her answefimg back.

'From what I've heard, Rawlings will want more thdinner!" he
barked.

'‘As you did!" Kassia accused, uncaring that shebgasg unfair. "You
think he's got the same big seduction scene plathag/ou put into
action once dinner was over?'

'You bitch!" Lyon called her grimly. "You know pedtly well that

seduction wasn't in my plans for that evening! &Asstanyone less
naive than you would know, without having to bevdna picture,' he
went on furiously, 'that seduction damn wallin Rawlings' plans
when he takes you out this evening!

‘Aren't | the lucky lady?' Kassia threw at him,rtkieag him neither
for the 'bitch’ label, nor for the fact that he mwsly thought she had
just come down in the last shower.

‘You won't be if you keep your date tonight,' héored sharply.
‘Already he's been divorced twice —what he's nokilog for is a
third wife.'

That Tony Rawlings, still in his early thirties,chaeen married and
divorced twice was news to Kassia, but she hadnbeniion of
revealing that fact. Hurriedly, she made full use¢he information
that Tony was not looking for a third wife.



'‘Super!" she snapped tartly. 'Since I'm not on ldukout for a
husband either, we can both have a good time withotrying about
any matrimonial complica--'

'I'm just not getting through, am 1?' Lyon cut lhuhderously, and,
wasting no more time, he laid it on the line wherblazed;His idea
of a good time will be to try and get you into Bednoring the
furious sparks flashing in her green eyes thatdutdctalk to her so,
even if it was unbeknown to him that she loved Bovmuch that she
was just not interested in any other man, Lyon wweatring on,
‘Given half the chance, he'll rob you of your vmigy, and . . .'

But Kassia had had enough. 'Given half the chanegght let him
take me to his bed!" she exploded, and went stgrtowards the
door to fling furiously over her shoulder, 'A loarc happen in two
months, Lyon Mulholland—who says I've still got myginity?"

She had been so beside herself in her fury thatvelsebarely aware
of what she was saying. But she had only justlgatibor open when
she received the shock of her life. Because, sotlfias she didn't
immediately comprehend what was happening, Lyondoadke after
her. And suddenly, the door she was about to stimgaigh was
slammed hard to and, as suddenly; Lyon had hemséhup against
it.

Shaken to her foundations, she shot him a staddtgd and she had
to suck in a panicky breath. For Lyon's face wautkof all colour,
and the expression he wore could only be descabatémoniacal!

'‘What,'he said tautly, his voice ominously quiet, 'didi\say?'

His hands were gripping her shoulders like a vaoel Kassia had
never felt so threatened. But she had more spiaih to go down
without a fight. And, when she knew exactly howddhwas since
that evening when he had called at her flat andtalaein her out to



dinner, she found her voice to tell him defiantlifhe memory is
somewhat sketchy, but it must be all of two monsinsce you
discovered that I'd never had a lover. A lot cappea in two
months,' she defied him further, just as she ddified to hurt her
when the pressure of his hands on her shouldemsased and made
her want to cry out. 'Tonight--' her tongue refutefe still '—won't
be the first time I've been out with Tony Rawlings.

Had there been any suspicion lurking in her heat] imce Lyon had
got fed up with her determination not to be browbeahe would
open the door and push her through it, she soondfaaut her
mistake. For, with a roar that all but rattled ghetures on the walls,
instead of pushing her out from his office, Lyonceremoniously
hauled her up against him! At the same time hisllsaane down and,
in a lightning move, before she could evade hins, miouth had
fastened on hers in a punishing kiss.

Suddenly too, she was pressed up against the gobistbody, all
chance for her to get free eliminated. But thatrthd stop her from
trying. She did not want to be kissed by him, siwadd furiously,
when with her feet and hands she struggled, kigketjpummelled.

But Lyon would not let her go. Impervious to heitraged blows,
brutally his mouth continued to assault hers, hps forcing hers
apart.

‘Take your hands off me!' she hissed, when his miedit hers to seek
the warm hollows of her throat.

Feeling him move from her a fraction, Kassia did selay to give a
violent push to let some more daylight betweerrttvéd bodies. But
her action seemed only to spur Lyon to more arfgerin the next

instant his body came violently up against hersagain she felt the
wood panelling of the door against her back, asdrdouth was once
more over hers.



'You swine!' she reviled him when she had the chaBat his mouth
was back over hers and she knew she was weakening.

Where before she had thought, | don't want to Issekl by him,
suddenly two more words were added, and now thaigit had
changed to, | don't want to be kissed by hka this.

'‘Don't—Lyon," she pleaded when he broke his kissstared down
into her wide, wounded green eyes.

'‘Oh, God!" escaped him on a groan, and he wasose she felt the
shudder that rocked his body. Whether that shuddene from
self-revulsion, or revulsion for her, she knew rmif though the
assault of his kisses did not let up, the next tivaehis lips claimed
hers his mouth was gentle and not in any way brgishnd, despite
him being every bit the swine which she had juliedaim, his were
the only arms she wanted to be in, and suddenly kittha resistance
she had left disappeared completely.

Slowly her arms crept up and around his shoulddne.felt a spasm
take him as he felt her compliance, and all at @scke gently eased
his body from her, Kassia was on the receivingadride most tender
and the most beautiful kiss she had ever known.

She was quite captivated when that kiss ended. c8fgssly she
looked up into the grey eyes of the man who butrautae before had
bruised her lips with his fiercely furious kissésit who had just
knocked her sideways by showing that he had sad greeaderness in
him.

She was in a state of breathtaken wonder when Lyismouth still
close to hers, whispered, 'You haven't been withnaan, have you,
Kass?'



'No,' she told him huskily, and she was so trartegdoy him, by his
wonderful tenderness, that she fully acceptedftirad man such as
Lyon she might lie down and let him walk all overh

But that was before he gave her a fresh shockh&ti&een confused
for some time about how any of this had begun. Ekerguestion he
had just asked had -not truly impinged on her consness. But
when his reply to her huskily answered 'No', wasaut of triumph,
she began to come out of her entranced state.

When, to reveal that he had not for so much aslia sgcond
forgotten what it was all about, Lyon, his voicelanger a whisper,
exclaimed victoriously, 'l knew it!'" Kassia was dedly no longer
spellbound. And as for letting him walk all over leen—she'd die
sooner!

Shaken to the core that she had allowed hersetisfpond when the
whole object of the exercise had been his intedligocover whether
or not she had been telling the truth, she found teenper
immediately at flash-point.

At once she was a mass of totally enraged womanhtbat Lyon
was expecting, she neither knew nor cared. Butedshot rage
encompassed her at being picked up and brutaloleh again, she
launched her right hand.

The sound as it landed was the most satisfyingdche had ever
heard. Whether Lyon staggered back a step fromitience of the
blow, or whether he stepped back shaken that shid pack such a
punch, Kassia was not waiting around to find out.

Possessed with the strength of ten in her fury,mhied the door
back so fiercely that it juddered on its hingesciBia her own office,
Kassia's first instinct was to grab up her bag asghe could vaguely
remember doing once before, storm out of Mulhollar@brporated



with the intention of never coming back. But as hand reached
down for her bag and she dipped inside for hekegs, she saw the
physical evidence of her inner uproar. Her hanidsgawith the rest
of her, were shaking so much that she'd be a mematiee roads.

A ragged, nerve-torn breath left her, and she eandat her desk to
try to get herself together enough to decide wbatda. Before she
could decide, though—and she faced the fact thatwas not just
then in any condition to make firm decisions —Heughts winged
back to the top floor.

Swiftly she brought her memory away from Lyon Mdland and
her rapid departure from his office, to remembew lshe was so
enraged that she couldbt remember so much as walking bacl
through Heather Stanley's Office. Nor, for that texatcould she
remember whether she had taken the lift down teother floor, or if
she had used the stairs.

Which all endorsed her realisation that, since Liytuiholland had
rendered her incapable of knowing where she washat she was
doing, in the interests of road safety she haagbsthy where she was
for a while.

Half an hour later, with the help of a cup of teada with the
assistance of Mr Harrison's personal kettle, Kassd ceased
outwardly shaking. She had cooled down a greattdeabnd was in
the middle of contemplating going home to henitaen the sound of
someone coming in through her office door madejdrérher head

up.

Oh, lord, she thought, as her defensive aggresstorated when she
saw that her visitor was not Lyon Mulholland. Sreslmot in fact
thought Lyon would stop by her office anyway, muldok up and see
Tony Rawlings, the man at the root of that terriktene, reminded
her that she was supposed to be going out withtlmatnight.



'Oh, I'm glad you popped in,' she began, on hertav@etting herself
out of that date by inventing a desperate attackigfaine which was
going to send her home at any moment now.

‘Sad news, Kassia,' Tony said, donning an unhappi'm afraid |
can't make our date tonight.’

It was the brightest piece of news she'd had gl] bat even so, she
was feeling so much at rock- bottom that she fouridard to feel
cheered.

'‘Wouldn't you know it?' she got in quickly, as sleased an invitation
for some other time on its way. '‘My only free evenfor weeks, and
you remember that you've promised to take your A& out.’

'For you, I'd let Aunty Flo—if I'd got one—stay ladme," Tony told
her with some feeling. 'And | don't have anothdaedd that's what
you're thinking," he went on—as if she cared! 'lb@me to you
straight from our chairman's office,’” he said, magkiKassia,
figuratively speaking, sit up.

'Oh . . . ?" she queried, trying to show only tightr amount of
interest.

‘There's a bit of a flap on, apparently," Tony todat and, hardly able
to stop preening himself, added 'Mr Mulhollandperson, has asked
me to work late tonight."'

Kassia left the offices of Mulholland Incorporatedving declined
Tony's suggestion that, providing that it wasn'timght, he would
call in and see her on his way home after he'éHed work that
night.

By the time Kassia reached her flat enough time diagsed, since
her initial determination that once she left the [h&liand



Incorporated building she was never going back,hfarto rethink
that decision.

There were hours to go before morning, though, wétes had to
make that final decision. And, since she had stayéer office long
enough for Lyon Mulholland to have had a messatgyed to her
that her services were no longer required, sheaagapthat if she
wanted to go to work tomorrow her job was still oger her.

After a long-drawn-out evening of one thought chgsfter another,
she went to bed with no sure answer to what shegaiaig to do.

She lay awake for hours and wondered at the farimesyon that
had seen him not sacking her when she'd lashedt dutn with her
hand, and yet the nerve of him in thinking—no dauabtiew of his
past unfairness to her when had dismissed her— that he shoulc
warn her of Tony Rawlings' reputation.

Suddenly, though, she could not quite understang lwion should
go out of his way to warn her about Tony. For tieahave been the
reason he had sent for her would have to meanhyloat at least liked
her a little. Her heart gave an involuntary flut¢that thought, but it
steadied to a dull throb when she thought of hosvisld called at his
home that time. If that was the way Lyon greetadesane he liked a
little, then she wouldn't want to be around whemteeted someone
whom he really liked!

All of which left her back with her original thougth.yon Mulholland
had taken the greatest exception to the way sheabagood as
snubbed him in the reception area of his own ofbigiding. He had
not at all liked being served with a helping of bwen lofty arrogance,
and had been out to show her who was who—as wdsresed by the
way he'd made her wait in Heather Stanley's otfficeee him.



Kassia reckoned that if she hadn't gone chargirtg see him then,
she might have been kept waiting until five o'clo&iently she
called him a few unpleasant names, but it did nekerher feel any
better.

The rat, he'd needed a way to get back at her! fdaft that way in
lecturing her about Tony Rawlings, and when shielced up, he'd
taken more revenge by kissing her so insultinghem, realising he
could not subdue her that way, he'd used otheicsadtie'd kissed
her, oh, so tenderly . . .

Kassia brought herself up short as she realisedltieed drifted off to
be thrilled again by just the memory of Lyon's temmss. Startled to
find that she had been on the way to believingltlgah's tenderness,
his tender kiss, had been genuine, she soon madevabrk of any
such idea.

She fell asleep knowing that Lyon did not give #&dmuwhether she
was still a virgin or however many men she had hed@d with. The

only reason he had set about getting the truth fiemwas because
something in her rubbed him up the wrong way. Arcatever that

something was, it had needled him sufficientlyHon to make quite

sure that her date wouldn't be free that night.

Kassia was up early the following morning, but gsriooked very
little different from the way they had looked theeyious evening.
After long moments spent in thought, she went awld er
bath—and got dressed in her business clothes.

‘Good morning, Mr Harrison,' she replied cheerfutlyhis greeting
when she went through into his office. He wouldereknow that, but
for her last-minute guilt at the thought of lettihgn down in this
time of him being eased back into harness, he miglitbe without
her as his secretary.



She was in her own office when, a few minutes Jdker door opened
and, setting her heart pounding, Lyon Mulhollandked through.

He neither looked at her nor spoke to her, thobghwent striding

on to see Mr Harrison,

Since this was the first time she had known hincdth at Gordon
Harrison's office, Kassia felt certain she knewrdseson for his visit.
She discounted the possibility that he was theemtire how things
were going with her part-time boss. Instead, sheswuas that, since
there appeared to be a certain protocol in theseraaand since Mr
Harrison had not been in business yesterday, Lyas there to
Instruct him to dismiss her.

But, she realised, there must have been an eleofietdubt in her
mind. For had she been so certain, she would hege bn her way
well before Lyon came out from seeing him, but sz still there
when the door opened and he came out.

Her heart started beating nineteen to the dozenhdaring in mind
the way in which Lyon had passed her desk withaub@l or a look,
she didn't see how he could be offended if shdilkavise. She was
still pretending to be thoroughly absorbed in thesibess
communication in her hand when, Lyon having passst by her
desk, she heard the door into the corridor closs afm.

'‘Come in, Kassia, please,’ Mr Harrison called. Kasgent, and felt
she hated Lyon that he should give Mr Harrisonstiness of having
to dismiss her. But he did not dismiss her. 'Do sgruember where |
put that Abernathy file on Tuesday?' he asked.

Kassia had a lonely time of it over the weekend: e for Lyon

Mulholland had not lasted above a minute, and slenlever spent so
wretched a Saturday and Sunday. The only thingnitaate her go to
the office on Monday was the thought that she waulteast have
something to keep her occupied if she went to wdrkereas if she



gave up her job before she had found another, sim& &now just
how she was going to fill her day.

Thoughts of the lonely evening she had beforeviagi, her thoughts
going the same wearisome round, almost saw herigive Tony
Rawlings' renewed efforts to get her to go out with.

'Is your engagement book really so full?" he prsséen,

remembering the one and only time she had goneittuhim before,

Kassia had realised that a lonely evening on her was preferable
to having to fight him off when he took her home.

'‘Some weeks are like that,' she murmured, andttavgay from him,
she found a suddenly urgent errand she shouldibg.do

Monday evening was every bit as gloomy as she mdidigated.

Kassia gave herself a pep-talk over breakfastdhesing morning,

and she took herself off to work determined, sitidaeking about
Lyon so constantly only made her feel worse, thatwas not going
to think about him any more.

Which proved difficult when barely had she got eda#it her desk
than Lyon marched in through the outer door andtw#rding past
her to Mr Harrison's office, and closed the comroating door. At
that point Kassia left her desk-and took hersdlt@the cloakroom
until she was sure his visit to Mr Harrison was €ofrom the
trembling that had over-taken her at the non-speakiog- glancing
contact with Lyon, she realised that she was ngegrg to get over
him if he chose to call and see how Mr Harrison feasg every
Tuesday and Thursday.

Kassia finished her day at Mulholland Incorporataj went home
to spend another depressing evening where she rgaxe serious
thought to giving in her notice. She awoke on Wediag still unsure
what to do. She went to work wondering at this Iskie had for Lyon



Mulholland because, prior to falling in love witimfy she had been
much more decisive.

She was at her 'desk and had just made up her thatéd-hang
love—she was going to be more positive, when henplrang.

‘Shaun Ottway,' her caller introduced himself. 'Rether me?' And
while Kassia put a face to the name and recolleletedfrom Insull
Engineering, he added, 'lI've missed seeing youwndrthe place.' He
paused as if expecting her to comment, 'Likewa&], when she did
not, he asked 'How about coming out with me?"'

In view of her non-comment a moment since, Kassia a@out to
refuse with some gentle prevarication. She theremsbered how,
only seconds ago, she had decided to be morey@siwhy not?' she
heard herself say, when she had been certain shbd®n about to
give him a blunt 'No'.

‘Great!" he exclaimed and, not giving her the ckandack out of it,
asked enthusiastically, 'How about tonight?'

Grief, Kassia, thought, but since she had commiiggdelf, and since
she had nothing planned for that evening other thampossibility of
another evening of desolation on her own, shehwig 'I'd like that.'

Of course you'll like it, she repeated positivayherself throughout
the rest of that day, but there was a part of lreclknew, positively,
that she wouldn't.

Shaun had suggested that he take her somewhedenfar, and as
Kassia started to get ready that evening, shecjugtl not help but
remember the last time she'd had a dinner dateinglayven scant
thought to what she would wear tonight, she wakimgcthe hem of
her white silk blouse into the waist of the fullared, almost
ankle-length black skirt when she recalled the pahe had been in
about what to wear to dine at Kings wood with Lyon.



She had drifted off into a moist-eyed reverie oftthiane at
Kingswood when Shaun Ottway arrived. 'You're aselpvas |
remembered,' he said gallantly as she opened lbetadim.

‘Thank you,' she accepted his compliment, and wihthim to the
low-slung sports car parked at the kerbside.

'‘Out of deference to you, and for fear you migttwant to come out
with me again if your hair gets blown about, I'vé the hard top on,'
Shaun told her.

‘Thank you," said Kassia again, and promptly tomietout to give
herself a short talking-to. It wasn't Shaun's féudtt he wasn't Lyon
Mulholland, and, since she had accepted Shaun&tion out, if

nothing else she owed him the courtesy of more ewation than a
murmured repetitious 'Thank you' for the rest & @vening. 'Have
you had this car very long?' she asked, and disedviat since his
MGB roadster was his pride and joy she could nethatarted the
conversational ball rolling with a better subject.

That was not her only discovery of the evening,dloe found that
Shaun Ottway improved on acquaintance. He keptrupmusing
flow of chatter over dinner, and given that occaalty she had to
drag her attention back to him, she realised thatds nowhere near
as brash as she had once thought him. She haedstartearn, too,
that Shaun had a responsible side to him.

'l enjoyed that,' she told him when, having leé testaurant, she was
seated beside him as he drove out of the parkey ar

'‘Does that mean you'll come out with me ag . . .'

Shaun did not get the chance to finish his quesBexcause just then
someone else making for the same car park exit, anspeed,
suddenly appeared out of nowhere and cut him up.



'Idiot!" Shaun yelled, as he swerved and stood on his frdke

MGB came to an abrupt standstill, but the 'ididtovhad very nearly
caused an accident had gone careering blithelyiowdny. 'Strewth,
Kassia, that was a close call!" Shaun remarkech asrelieved breath
he turned to her.

But Kassia did not answer. The hard top had saeedrom maybe
being flung out of the car, but it was the harddopvhich she had hit
her head. She was out cold!



CHAPTER SEVEN

'LYON!" Crying out the name of the man she love@dsgia awoke
from a deep sleep. But Lyon was not there. Withrery few seconds
someone was there, though.

Alerted by her cry, a nurse was soon making her thayugh the
curtains which screened the bed from the resteofvdird. 'How's the
head?' she enquired, flicking her professional gass Kassia and
automatically fastening her fingertips on to théspuhat beat in her
patient's wrist.

'Fine,' Kassia answered, feeling strangely unssegrto find that she
was in hospital, and putting that down to some eagwareness of
someone shining a light into her eyes at some tiotang the night.

'How did | get here?' she asked what seemed anatwyal question
as the nurse let go of her wrist.

‘Your boyfriend—in something of a panic—drove yauGasualty
after the accident,' the nurse replied.

'‘Boyfriend?' Kassia queried, her heart beginnintarailiar rapid
staccato beat when her first thought was that lhashbrought her to
the hospital. Her brow wrinkled, however, when tinghtning
thought followed that she could not see Lyon Mubad ever being
in something of a panic—especially about her.

"You—don't remember your boyfriend?' the nurse dske

Feeling a trifle bewildered, she heard the caswadunding
guestion—which didn't quite tie up with the shagarching look in
the nurse's eyes—but, as Kassia began to wonderwasawrong
with her, she felt too confused to answer.



'You remember Mr Ottway?" the nurse reframed hearstan, her
casual tone gone as she looked intently at the-fpatsl young
woman in the bed.

'‘Ah!' exclaimed Kassia, feeling tremendously redévto have
something slot into place. 'l was out with Shautw@y, wasn't 1?

'‘Giving me a fright like that!" the nurse teased Ww&h a smile. 'l
thought you'd lost more than just your immediatemoly of the
matters leading up to the event!" She then wertbarlear some of
Kassia's confusion by telling her as much as sklaf the accident.

'So—I banged my head, and when | wouldn't wakeSingaun drove
me here?' Kassia documented when she had finieagohg recalled
that she had gone out to dinner with Shaun Ottway,having no
memory of leaving the restaurant.

‘That's about the size of it,' the nurse agreadKily your boyfriend
still had his car in low gear and wasn't drivingalitfast, or things
might have been very different.’

‘Shaun's all right?' Kassia asked, realising skeblegn a bit remiss in
not asking after his welfare when he had been ah supanic about
her.

‘Not a scratch on him,' the nurse replied.

Kassia dozed off to sleep again as soon as the mwest about her
other duties. But an hour later she was fully aneake her head was
much clearer, and questions were queueing up omohgue to be
asked.

‘Your boyfriend's just rung to see how you areg' tlurse told her
cheerfully when she came around the screens toatadder look at
her.



'L ..."Kassia broke off, and had to wonder hé@acshe thought her
head was that Lyon should be synonymous in her waéadhe word
'boyfriend'. "You mean Shaun?' she asked.

‘Just how many do you have?' the nurse ribbedoueishe let up to
tell her, 'Yes, it was Shaun. He wanted to know lyow were, and
asked me to give you his love.'

‘Thank you,"' Kassia murmured, and asked, 'How ahmi@an, | feel
all right, can | go home?"'

'‘Not until the doctor's seen you,' the nurse repliand he'll most
likely want you here for twenty-four hours' obsdiva.'

'Oh!" Kassia said, crestfallen. 'Does that meaanftago home until
this evening?'

'‘We'll wait until the doctor comes,' the nurse sthbododged the
guestion, and while keeping her eye on her shevatloher to go to
the bathroom to take a bath, and saw her backdcagain.

It was still early when Kassia ate some breakfast then settled
down to try and doze once more while she waitedHerdoctor to
arrive. But her brain was too active and, remenmgethat it was
Thursday, she also remembered that Mr Harrison avdad in
business today.

She had her eyes closed, and had just begun tg Wehe should try
to get a message to him that—the doctor permittisge-would be
late in that morning, when she heard the soundadé fiootsteps. The
footsteps neared her bed, then halted. Kassiahezmyes closed for
a few seconds more asshe built up all she hadotw 8te doctor how
bright and alert she was so that he would let bemnéh

Then she opened her eyes, and, as her eyes greav, Witk had
to"make great efforts not to let her jaw drop. ther grim-faced, tall,



dark-haired man who stood looking down at her washmdoctor,
but was none other than the man whose name hadunsaly
broken from her when she had awakened that morning.

‘You look awful!" he rapped without preamble asrsae he saw that
she was awake.

'‘Good morning to you, too!" she flared, and asdalen fractured sob
took her, purely reaction, she was sure, she dikthotv whether to
laugh or cry.

As if he had gleaned that she could be near tstdawugh, some of
the aggression had suddenly gone from Lyon's teine asked, 'How
are you feeling?’

In truth Kassia was starting to feel as awful ab&e said she looked.
But that was because she had just become overwiginaware of
her hospital- issue nightshirt, her tousled haid #re fact that her
normally pale face was without a scrap of makeuya ®und it an
uphill slog to be able to tell him airily, '‘Neveetter.'

'Huh!" he grunted, clearly not believing it for @cend. 'Anything in
particular you need?' he then enquired.

'l shan't be in here that long,' she told him withre hope than actual
knowledge.

'Who says?' he asked, with a trace of his old aggye.

'I'm going home as soon as the doctor's been tmséeKassia told
him, belligerent in the face of his returning agsen.

'Home! To your parents' home in Herefordshire, ynean?' he
gueried sharply.



A feeling of weakness washed over her that he eagmbered that
her parents lived in Herefordshire. But the faettthe should have
that much power over her made her angry with hiersetl her voice
matched his for sharpness when she retorted, 'Hetoamy flat!'

'‘We'll see about that!" he said curtly, and jugntithe ward sister
came to remind him that he'd overstayed the miatiteon-visiting'
time she had allowed him. He stayed only to lookdhend long at
Kassia, then, without a word, he left.

His energy while he had been with her had seemeevitalise her.
But when he had gone, he seemed to have takerethialising force
with him. Feeling drained suddenly, Kassia faced thct that
perhaps she was not yet quite ready to meet Ly@ome head-on
clash.

As if to regain some strength, she closed her eyesthat only
proved effective in bringing his face to mind. Daimm, she thought,
and she was all at once on the trail of somethihghvonly then
struck her. What in blazes had Lyon been doingahbspital? How
had he known she was thernd@d he indeed known she was there
Had he perhaps been visiting someone in the sanm@?v&nce she
remembered the ward sister coming to remind hint ghe had
allowed him only a minute of non- visiting timeptigh, Kassia had
to draw the conclusion that he had known she ware{tand that he
must have asked specially to see her. Which brobhghton to
wondering why he would do that, and brought helr duitle—how
had he known that she was there?

Her head stayed plagued with the same questionisti@tdoctor
arrived. But she had been able to come up witlonetanswer when,
sitting up in bed, she gave heHull concentratiotheoquestions the
doctor was asking her.



Her answers, or so it appeared to her, were setigfa so she felt
guite confident when, thanking him for his constidta, she added,
"'l get the nurse to bring my clothes, then yaun give this bed to
someone who needsitm. ..

‘You're thinking of maybe going somewhere, yourdyta he asked,
in a lovely burr of a Scottish accent.

'I'm—not?' she queried, taken slightly aback.

'You should be all right to leave tomorrow. Il'llesgou in the
morning,' he replied and, clearly a busy man, ha digappeared
through the curtain screens before she could maiee veord of
protest.

With her prospect of going into work that day jgehe up in smoke,
although she supposed glumly that Lyon had inralbability let Mr
Harrison know where she was, Kassia sighed atater But she had
to wait until the consultant's round was over amel turse she had
seen early that morning came to her before shelecoake any sort of
protest.

'l thought I'd be going home as soon as the dd@tdrbeen,' she said
gloomily, only then realising that she had read Imio® much in the

nurse's noncommittal, ‘We'll wait until the doctmmes,' when she
had been questioning her about the length of lagr st

‘Now why," joked the nurse, 'is everyone in suttuay to leave us?'

'I'm sorry," Kassia apologised, 'but | feel so wigllJust seems crazy
that | should occupy a hospital bed when . . .

'It's not crazy at all,’ the nurse told her gerityau had a nasty crack
on the head, and as sometimes happens in casdhisk&hen the
consultant knows there's no one at home to keegeanon the patient,



he just won't let the patient home until he's fiatisthat all is as it
should be.’

Kassia reckoned her head was not quite so shaitpsheuld have
been, because it wasn't until after the nurse redtk@d away that she
began to wonder—who was it who had told the coastikhe lived
alone? But for her visit from Lyon Mulholland thatorning, she
would have naturally assumed that Shaun Ottway diaen that
information to the nursing staff. But, on remembgrlLyon's curt,
'‘We'll see about that!" Kassia could only wonder.

Why Lyon should go out of his way to contact thasidtant to make
sure she spent another night under observationospital she
couldn't think. But, knowing him, the arrogant sejrshe wouldn't
put it past him!

Loving Lyon with all her being, Kassia neverthelsssit what hate
vibes she could find in his direction. Interferidgvil, why couldn't
he mind his own business?

But, such indignant thoughts only serving to giver A headache,
Kassia purposely set her mind in other channalghé#re a phone |
can use?' she asked a nurse passing by the epd loédh

An hour later Kassia was sitting out of bed, andirga made her
phone call she was once more starting to feelddteeone in charge
of her own life. Since her stay in hospital wagljkto be of a brief
duration, she saw no point in ringing herparentgetahem know
where she was. It would only worry them, and—if hydulholland
didn't put his interfering oar in again—she shdoddout of hospital
again shortly after the doctor's rounds tomorrow.

Emma, when she had spoken to her, had been euetlgebsuper
friend she had been until their ways had partedwvdie had started
to go steady with Adam Pearce.



'‘What are you doing there?' she had asked, alanviesh Kassia had
told her where she was.

'It's nothing serious,' Kassia had assured hekbyiand had given a
brief outline of how her dinner date the night wefbad ended. 'The
thing is,’ she went on, 'I'm in here without at@gy back except the
things | went out to dinner in. They should be ihgft me out
tomorrow, but . . '

‘Say no more.' Emma got the picture straight avitgve a list ready
and I'll pop in for it and your door-key in my [undour. I'll bring
your gear in the first chance | have.'

True to her word, Emma called at the hospital astiart of that lunch
hour, and she had such an inner glow about heKémesgia just had to
comment, "You look—super,' was the only word tipaaeg to mind,
and had nothing to do with the clothes Emma woszabse she
always looked smart.

‘Adam loves me," Emma whispered, and went off {tece—above
all—the nightdress which Kassia couldn't wait fer o bring her,
leaving Kassia with a lot more thinking to do.

Would she wear that inner glow if Lyon loved heig@sPwould fly
before he did, she thought on a sigh, and realsedhe had some
time ago, that they did not come much more comgier the man
she had fallen in love with. What on earth had nfadecome to the
hospital to see her that morning?

Her thoughts were still with Lyon when, in the migdof the
afternoon, a beautiful cellophane- wrapped bouqgtidbwers was
brought to her bed. 'Somebody cares,' the trainegenvho handed
them to her grinned, and just the thought that Lyoght care was
enough to have the colour flush to Kassia's fackfanher heart to
start hurrying fit to beat the band.



She hit the ground with a bump, and she was ovémihgly aware

of what an idiot she was being when she read tieetbat had come
with the flowers. They were not from Lyon, and slented him to be
in love with her, and he wasn't, and—she wanteaiyto

A moment later she had got herself under contral ahe was
dry-eyed when she read the card again. 'Don'trnateit read, and
was signed, 'Love, Shaun.' Kassia thought it wae tshe made
another phone call. She knew the number of Insaljilkeering
without having to look it up.

From what she had been able to make out, it seéméthe accident
which had landed her in hospital had been nondnatis fault. But,

as she stabbed out the telephone number, sheharyrealised that
Shaun, with that sense of responsibility she hageoted in him,

could be suffering all sorts of guilty feelings.

‘Shaun!" she said brightly when she was ultimagely through to
him, 'it's Kassia. I'm ringing to thank you for tleeely flowers!'

'‘Kassia!' he exclaimed, and for a second or twosdemed quite
incapable of accepting that she was actually ropdpim. "Where are
you phoning from?' he wanted to know.

'‘From the hospital.’

'How are you? Are you all right? What do the dogteay?' he Shot
the cannon-ball questions at her, proving to Kadsd he and his
conscience had been having a terrible time of it.

'I'm fine. Perfectly all right,' she assured himgdan the face of the
anxiety he had been through, and just in case bw lalittle about
medicine and had heard that one only normally skay@ospital for
twenty-four hours after a concussion. ‘They'rergtine out tonight,’
she lied cheerfully, so he should not worry anyenor



'l was coming to see you tonight," he replied, swahg her lie hook,
line and sinker, but causing her to have to be nmventive when he
re-thought his intended hospital visit, and suggks&hall | come to
your flat to see you?'

'Er—no,' she put him off, and knew her head wa% limoperation
when the lie came tripping off her tongue. 'l wdmt there—I'm
going to stay with friends for a few days."

She came away from the phone having eased Shanssience a
great deal, at the expense of her own. Thoughatietiat she had
lied to him did not worry her all that deeply. Fbgving refused his
suggestion that he visited her at home, she'dpafbltow on with
another lie if he was to believe the first one.

Having been so busy making up fibs, though, Kasadentirely lost
sight of the question she had been going to ask-tiad it been he
who had told the hospital authorities she livedhaf®

Emma arrived with her long-awaited change of niglanwhen she
had finished her stint at her office that day. 'Yiowe!" Kassia
thanked her gratefully, and could barely wait fonrga to draw the
curtains around her bed before she was disposinghef
hospital-issue garment and shrugging into her catton nightdress.

'I'll put these in here," Emma told her, as she bear to the bedside
cabinet to stow away toiletries, underwear, slippshoes and top
clothes inside. She straightened to place Kashiassing-gown over
the end of her bed, remarking, 'l guessed you npggfer to face the
outside daylight in trousers and a sweater rathan the togs you
went out to dinner in.’

'You are thoughtful,’ Kassia told her, not havingreg any
consideration to what she would be going home in.



‘All part of the service,' Emma grinned. 'Now, go@l sure you've got
all you need?’

'‘Positive,’ Kassia answered, and could not théwek Enough.

Kassia thought her visitors for the day were ovdrew Emma
departed to go and get ready for her date thatiegemith Adam.
But, having borrowed a paperback in which to buey hose while
the rest of the ward were having visitors, shejhatigot hooked into
the plot when someone came and halted by the $ider ded.

In that initial second of her head jerking from heook she
instinctively knew—maybe because her first thougimslately were
always of Lyon—that it was him. This time, as hazg travelled up
the long length of her male visitor, Kassia's mss were proved
right. It was Lyon!

Her book fell to the coverlet and, stuck for wovd®en his grey eyes
scrutinised her face, she looked from him, her dagding on the
chair which Emma had previously used.

‘Take a seat,' she invited casually. 'I'm straimmgneck.’

'Hurt anywhere else?' he enquired, and soundedssakas she,
although, as he took the seat she had indicateski&#hought that
there was still an alert look in the grey eyes tlaed her and that
missed nothing.

'‘Not an ache or a pain anywhere,' she told himettheart was aching
because of him, if her heart was beating like gress train because
of him, then he would never know it.

But, as his casual tone had implied, Lyon was nrextiqularly
interested in how she was feeling. Showing thathsee been right
when she had once thought that his eyes had nmegbohg, he was



suddenly saying, in an accusatory manner, she bipMyho's been
to see you?'

Cheeky devil! But, sidetracked as she. was by hi§ @ took a
moment or two before the fire and energy which &g &lways been
able to bring easily to the surface was. thereragai

'Who says anyone's been to see me?' she snappedtheshe was
suddenly confused again. Because, as if he wad atice aware of
their surroundings, and in that awareness had adedimimself that
she was a hospital patient, Lyon lost his aggressttitude.
Stretching out a hand, he touched the short caiteave of her
nightdress. And if the fleeting touch of his fingas they brushed her
skin was not enough to weaken her defences, thesi&&ad the
hardest work to keep herself all of a piece whetth & trace of
amusement, he enquired, 'Where did the little Dwamber of this
morning get to?"'

His tag for her hospital-issue nightshirt found Bense of humour,
which rose up to again meet his. 'l rang my fri&mma,' she told
him, and could not hold down the smile that bublitethe surface.
'‘Emma called for my door-key and popped to myttlaget me a few
things.'

Lyon had a smile on his face too as, glancingeatfltdral arrangement
which now stood on her bedside locker, he askad,Hnma bring
the flowers too?'

‘Actually, no,' Kassia told him, but she did not geound to telling
him who her flowers were from, because just thesgwdted the card
that had come with them lying on top of the lock#thout a by your
leave, he picked it up.

Stupid though she knew herself to be, Kassia wathisdnoment of
smiling good humour with him to continue. But, wharery vestige



of good humour left him as he read his other eng®s/ card, so
Kassia knew, without knowing why, that Lyon hademlexception to
Shaun sending her flowers. Her heart lifted briefijren the
ridiculous notion touched down that Lyon might balpus. But he
soon put an end to all such idiotic notions wherakked bluntly,
'‘Was Ottway sober when you were knocked unconsdasisight?’

'Yes, he was,' she answered equally bluntly, ashghé&er bruised
feelings that it wasn't jealousy Lyon was showibgt pure and
simple displeasure that one of his staff shoulditmk behind the
wheel of a car.

"You remember that much, do you?' he questiongtdygrclearly not
in the best of humours.

Kassia had not recovered any memory of leavingebtaurant they
had dined in, and could not even recall being ia dar park
afterwards. But even so, she might have said moré&haun's
defence, only at that precise moment, her attemnti@etail woke up.

'‘How do you know | was out with Shaun Ottway laght, anyway?'
she asked as the thought struck her. 'Did the tadgpil you?' she
asked when he did not answer straight away. Andnwityen still
delayed all at once a question of early that morning wgarain her
head. 'And how," she asked in a rush, 'did you kheas here?'

‘There's no particular mystery," Lyon shrugged lgoolGordon
Harrison was in the middle of taking a call fromtzty when |
dropped by this morning.'

‘Shaun was ringing to tell him that | wouldn't Imetoday?' Kassia
gueried.

‘Something like that,' he replied without much ret. He went on to
kill any last lingering hopes in her heart stoneetjdmwever, when
he cleared up the reason for his visits to herdblyng her, "When



Gordon started to show anxiety that you were habped and miles
away from your family, | told him that since | hbdsiness this way.,
I'd look in on you.'

'‘Er—thank you,' Kassia said primly, and becaused love had
made her vulnerable and wide open to"all sortsusf-khurt which
Lyon must not see—she dragged up a smile from sdwmey and
added, 'But he mustn't worry. Though I'll be aloleédll him that for
myself when | see him on Tuesday.'

Lyon was not smiling and his charm was very mucseabwhen he
grunted, 'Why break your neck to get back to thice? And,
throwing her into a panic, 'What's the big attac®' he challenged
disagreeably.

Her panic that he might thinke was the pull almost made her sna
something to the effect that it wasn't him, so @edhthink not that it
was. By the skin of her teeth she realised in tima¢ such a response
might be a giveaway. Which left, her with only otieng to do.
Instead of making such a retort, she opted to latté disgruntled
manner. 'With an employer of such charm," she saighade ,
waspishly, she had to own, 'who could bear to avegy?'

Lyon's charming and unexpected, and perhaps stiggtiamed grin
at her tart reply had Kassia ready to melt. Fotelgahough, before
she could go to pieces altogether, he took a glahbés watch and,
killing her with her thoughts that he must haveategdhe remarked,
'‘Quite obviously you're improving,' and departed.

Having slept quite a bit that day, Kassia was awakend off all
through that night. With Lyon in possession of heart, she began to
accept that he would be there in her head the mbshendrifted up
from sleep. Jealousy that he had been on his wagdsome female
vied with a warm feeling inside her, though. Beeaasen if it was
only for Mr Harrison's peace of mind, and even & #id have



business in the area, Lyon need not have bothereadlt and see
her—but he had.

In one of her waking bouts Kassia recalled herg#mat, if she was
not careful, Lyon might learn that the big attrantiat Mulholland
Incorporated was Mr Lyon Mulholland himself. Beinglove had
made more than a fibber of her, she suddenly ezhliSor, whenever
she had considered resigning from her job, and Hzat been
frequently of late, she had always used Mr Harraem@an excuse for
not doing so. But, she realised, they didn't comeddeverer than her
when it came to self-deception! Because, although was very
much aware that Mr Harrison should be spared asgtuge could be
spared at this stage in his recovery, most of é&san for staying on
at Mulholland Incorporated was Lyon. Even thougéréhwas every
chance that an age might go by without her evehaag a glimpse of
him, Kassia realised as she lay in her hospitaltbatishe had been
giving in to a need to be near to where Lyon was.

To her great relief, the consultant had no objecto her being
discharged when he saw her on Friday morning. 'ddache, no
nausea?' he queried, after having given her the-ower.

'‘None at all,' she answered smartly.

'‘Good, good," he murmured, and turned to the atignglard sister to
tell her that Miss Finn could leave. Kassia wasafuied and taking
her clothes out of her bedside locker the momehigidegone through
the screens. She was shrugging out of her niglstdmed getting into
underwear and trousers and sweater before he tidlddevard.

'l've heard of keen!" muttered the nurse who fdfiadsia dressed and
sitting in a chair by her bed when she pulled treens back. Then
she gave her a few instructions on what to doisf hlappened or that
happened, and Kassia was free to go.



'Isn't anyone calling to take you home?' the wastesasked when
Kassia, having thanked the nursing staff for thane, went to thank
the ward sister also on her way out.

'Oh, | can easily get a taxi,' Kassia told her mwritly, and, because
there were a few bits of shopping that she wargedbton her way

back to her flat, she declined the sister's ofieirtg for a taxi for her,

and thanked her for her care.

With the nightwear and toiletries Emma had brouigét and the
things she had worn to dine with Shaun Ottway edtly folded in

the plastic bag she carried, Kassia walked alorignaitiar corridors.

She did not wish to seem ungrateful, but as sheheshthe main exit
and entrance to the hospital, she could not helpewglad that her
short stay was over.

Her hand went down to the door-handle, and shegbiack the door
and was ready to go down the concrete steps wheipthb she
halted. For there, approaching the steps, was—Lyon!

She was not sure that her jaw did not fall opesh&ssaw him there,
but her legs suddenly felt sufficiently weak to adner to grip hard
on to the iron step rail. 'Another minute,' she aged lightly, 'and
you'd have been visiting an empty bed.’

'l haven't come visiting," Lyon replied, his lorggé making short
work of the steps as he joined her at the togg dme to give you a
lift." With that, he placed a hand beneath herwlbod escorted her
down the steps.

Winded as much by the fact that it looked as if mywad come
especially to take her home as she was to sedhkeim,tkassia was at
the bottom of the steps without knowing it. Lyonl $tad his hand
beneath her elbow and was urging her towards wsrex@assumed he
must have parked his car when suddenly she stogipek-still.



‘That's very kind of you, Lyon,' she thanked hiretply, 'but I've a

few bits of shopping to do before | go back to nay.fl can . . .' She
had been about to tell him, as she had told thel wister, that she
could easily get a taxi, but she did not get thencle.

'I'm sure your parents will provide you with evémytg you need,' he
cut her off.

'‘M-my—p-parents!" she stammered, staring at hinin\kiilge green
eyes.

‘That's where I'm taking you,' he said evenly.

'‘But—my parents live in Herefordshire!" she remuhdeam, utterly
flabbergasted.

'l know," he replied, to show that he wasn't suffigfrom a sudden
attack of amnesia.

'‘But—but . . .' Lyon's taking the plastic bag ofither hand as he
endeavoured to propel her in the direction he whriter to go

brought Kassia some way out of her amazement thavds fully

prepared to drive her to Herefordshire! 'I'm noihga . ." was as far
as her protest got, before bluntly, and regardiétise people having
to walk round them as they blocked the direct rdatthe steps, he
stated,

'‘Knowing the kind of loyalty you have, Kassia Fihgannot see you
coming from parents who would be anything othenthppalled at
the thought of you leaving hospital to go straigbine to an empty
flat.'

He could not have said anything truer, but that besde the point.
‘Well, since they know nothing about my hospitdi®a they . . .’

'You didn't let them know?'



'It seemed pointless to worry them unnecess . . .'
'So I'm right! Theywill worry about you if . . '

'‘Naturally!" Kassia told him sharply, wanting tocki herself for
slipping up and letting him know that her paren&ewormal, caring
parents. '‘But,’ she went on stormily, 'since thay'tknow . . .'

‘They will when | tell them,' Lyon said toughly.

'You don't . . ." she broke off, realising the esshess of telling him
that he didn't know her parents' full address anghnumber. A man
like him would have no difficulty in finding outlt's not convenient
for me to go there . . .' she protested, feeling glas being
blackmailed into doing what he wanted, and nomnlikit the least
little bit.

'Why?'

'‘Because . . . Because my parents are getting readp to—to
China,' she told him truthfully.

But she knew he thought she had just made that hugnwwith
amusement lurking around his mouth, he mutteredll,\We mustn't
do anything to put a stop to that.' His face wasltleserious, though,
when, fixing his grey eyes on her fiery green omessaid, 'l could
always take you to Kingswood, | suppose.' And wliilese words
were creating the most tremendous clamour insideneeadded the
totally deflating, 'Mrs Wilson would look after you .’

Vulnerable to him, Kassia was hurt that he thoughtould take her
to Kingswood and dump her for his housekeeperdk &fter. 'If you
must take me anywhere,’ she cut in snappily, 'thHkngo to
Herefordshire!'



She was seated beside him in his car and theyondteeir way to her
parents' home before she faced how instantly updaen Lyon
could make her world. Addled-brained wasn't inFdr when there
was a question there which had just shrieked tadked, she had
been too stupid to think of it—why should he thivkhad to take her
anywhere?



CHAPTER EIGHT

KASSIA was still wondering why Lyon should think he haddke her
anywhere when they drove into the county of Hedsbire. Yet
there had been plenty of time to ask him. It wasven as though the
whole of the journey had been taken up with otloewversation, she
mused, because once she had complied with his, ilgos had little
more to say to her.

She had at one stage enquired if it was he whadlddhe powers
that be that she lived alone. His tough-soundingsWsupposed to
be a secret?' had left her knowing it had been &nd,also that he did
not care to have his actions questioned.

‘Turn off this road, and take a right fork thesté broke away from
her thoughts to tell him. She had no space forpneate thoughts
after that, because they were nearing her old haordeshe was fully
occupied with giving him directions.

‘What are you doing here?' her mother gasped prisarwhen she
saw her daughter, whom she had supposed to bea atebeetarial
work miles away in Londop.

'Hello, Mum," Kassia greeted her trim and shapedytrar, giving her
a kiss and a hug. 'Sorry | didn't let you know |sweoming,
but—Il—sort of made my mind up on the spur of theamaat." She
avoided Lyon's eyes, and looking at her motherpthuced him as
Lyon Mulholland, her employer.

'‘Lyon, my mother,' she completed the introductibig, first name
tripping off her tongue now.

'‘Come along in," her mother invited as the two &Huands.

Kassia went first into the house as Paula Finn thedaioor open. But
a glance at her mother's suddenly deadpan expndséicher that her



parent was remembering that this was the man wl@mhee had the
audacity to dismiss her daughter, and who was the whom that
said daughter had once told to stuff his job.

'‘My—you did make your mind up on the spur of thenmeat!' Paula
Finn exclaimed when, in the pleasant and cosyngHtbom she
noticed that Kassia's usual weekend case had lepdaced by a
plastic carrier.

Kassia had hoped that if she did decide to tellgagents about her
brief stay in hospital, that she could pick her momand perhaps
inject a little humour into the telling. But, althgh the moment was
not right, and when her father—with his super sefiseimour which
could find something comic at the worst of times—swat at home
but was at work, she discovered that Lyon was tpkie right of
decision from her.

‘Kassia didn't go back to her flat,' he was telleg mother before she
could stop him. 'We came on here straight fromhtbspital.’

'Hospital" Inwardly Kassia groaned. Her mother'sadpan
expression was a thing of the past. 'What...'

‘There's nothing to worry about,"' Kassia told hackjy. 'l had a spot
of concussion and . . .’

'‘Concussion!’

'It was nothing really . . ." Ten minutes later,sKia had told her
mother all that there was to tell, and she endgd,you see, I'm
perfectly fine, and . . .' she threw a hostile giaat the chairman of
the company for which she worked '. . . and Lyoousth never have
told you I'd beenin . . .

'Of course he should!" her mother replied shahd, just as though
she had started to suspect that her daughter eyt returned to



London without ever having revealed anything altbet accident,
she ignored her, and addressed Lyon, to tell hican't tell you how
grateful I am, Mr Mulholland, that you did what ydid.'

Mulishly Kassia wanted to remind her mother that lshdn't said that
when she had told her that he'd dismissed herupedlith the way

the conversation was going, she opted out whilenkyaith some

charm—asked her mother to use his first name, ardniother

heaped more thanks on him for collecting her daargfrom the

hospital and for bringing her to them for themdoMl after.

Kassia was of the opinion that she was more thpalida of looking
after herself, but she had to admit to suddenliifgeconsiderably
mixed up. Because, while she was quite dislikingri.yvlulholland,
she experienced a definite pang of disappointmenény after
refusing her mother's offer of refreshment, he g@atlhe had to be on
his way.

'‘Don't be in any hurry to get back to the officeasiia,' he addressec
her directly as he prepared to depart.

'l won't," she said woodenly, if politely in froot her mother.

'‘We won't let her come back to work until she'syféit,’ Paula Finn
assured him, and as she shook hands with him skeowmngly

flushed Kassia's sense of humour out of hiding wklea drolly
added, 'Which, since her father and | are off tm&lthe week after
next, had better be before then.’

Lyon had not believed her when she had told hinh tiea parents
were getting ready to go to China, Kassia immetjiatxalled, and
she knew, as his eyes left her mother and fixelesg, that he also
had recalled it. Had recalled it and, from the way eyes were
twinkling, had had his sense of humour stirred too.



Oh, Lyon, she thought, and when her mother steppek and left it
to her to see her employer out, Kassia went tértdmt door with him,
her heart filled with her love for him.

There was humour still about his eyes and his maiththe

amusement they shared when, at the door, they esogapd faced
each other. Suddenly, though, that amusement wag fom Lyon,

and suddenly too, as if involuntarily, his head waming nearer.

His gentle kiss whispered down on the side of heeflt was a brief
kiss, a kiss of gossamer lightness, and Kassialauhost imagine
that it had never happened. But it had happenebhanface was as
serious as his when, straightening, he lookedhetceyes.

"Bye, you,' he said gruffly.

"Bye, yourself," Kassia answered chokily, and whernad gone, she
had to stay in the hall for a minute or two to casgp herself.

'‘Now,' said her mother as soon as she returndtetsitting room, 'l
didn't want to make a fuss while Mr Mulholland waere, but you
must now go up to bed and . . ."Mother!" Kassialamed. 'I'm
twenty-two years old!"

Half an hour later Mrs Finn had settled for Kasseupying the
sitting-room sofa, but she insisted on having haywn that her
daughter must have a blanket over her legs.

'‘What's the matter with you?' her father asked wieicame home
from work.

‘Nothing at all,' Kassia replied, and to proveshg smartly left the
sofa and went to give him a hug.

In bed that night she relived the moment of Lyaviisspered kiss on
the side of her face, and again she wondered wihat not asked



him why he should think he had to take her anywhidesl it been
because she was afraid that his answer might b@ystmat he had
been persuaded by Mr Harrison that someone shdtdddato her
welfare?

Was she being stupidly crazy to not want to belswthat she had at
one time been convinced was the truth—that Lyonmditicare for

her? Her mother hadn't thought it out of the waglbthat a man as
busy as he should take the time and trouble teedver from London

to a place where she would be cared for. 'Whatagaint man!' she
had exclaimed shortly after she had her settlethersofa. She had
then ignored the fact that he had once dismissedawghter, and had
recalled instead how Kassia had told her that kdetawelfare of his
staff so much at heart that he had personally ¢msee Mr Harrison
when he had been ill and away from work.

Kassia turned over in her bed and rejected thetitd_yon had only
brought her to her parents' home out of some carfoeithe welfare
of a member of his staff. She couldn't remembeidvior word what
she'd told her mother in relation to Lyon visitidg Harrison, but she
could remember that he'd had a special reasorofng¢o see him: to
try to establish the true facts about that tenkat had gone astray.

Her thoughts started to grow confused as tireddessended. Surely
his threatening to take her to Kingswood for Mrd3s to look after

if she wouldn't allow him to drive her to her paehad to mean
something? Kassia fell asleep on the desperate thgpesince she
couldn't see him threatening to take every ailirggnier of staff into

his home to be cared for by his housekeeper, thexysthat had to

mean he cared for her a little.

On Saturday her parents drove her the short wélyetmext village,
where Kassia received more cosseting, this timemfrber
grandparents. Which made her guilt-ridden that,méneryone was



being so absolutely marvellous to her, her heamgéa to be at
Kingswood.

On Sunday her parents mooted that they take her'foce’ drive.

‘Actually, 1 was thinking about going to London &4 Kassia
ventured.

'l rather think, actually," teased her father,t'thaur mother might
have something to say about that." Which she did.

'I'm fine, Mum, honestly,' Kassia assured her, wienmother drove
her to Hereford railway station on Monday.

‘You're sure, now?' Paula Finn asked, having dallptfiven in to
her daughter's assurances that she felt as 'fa &ddle’, and her
opinion that she really should show up at the effom Tuesday to
give Mr Harrison a hand.

'Quite sure!" Kassia told her, and she changedubgct by adding,
"'l be home at the weekend anyway to say chéenmu before you
and Dad go on your silver wedding trip.'

Kassia was up early on Tuesday morning, and sheager to get to
work. 'Are you fit enough to be here?' Mr Harrispanted to know
when she went in first to see him.

'It was only a slight concussion,' she told hing &ad nothing more
exciting happen to her that day than having to ferfid Tony
Rawlings' overtures and take some time out wheweamsg Shaun
Ottway's early telephone call. She ended the eaiing assured him
that she was as good as new, and no, she didd'tthelaccident
against him, and yes, she would go out with himrmgdaut not just
yet, because she had several things on.



During her lunch hour on Wednesday she shoppedafailver
wedding present for her parents. She did the saridarsday lunch
time, and eventually decided on an antique silagrep-knife which
they could both use.

The purchase had pleased her, but still Kassialawatl help but feel
downcast as she returned to her office. She haal hegeful when
she went into work on Tuesday that maybe, if Lyaswtill calling

in to see how Mr Harrison was faring, he might dtgfher desk for a
word or two. Yet not so much as a glimpse had sluglat of him.

She had dressed with the same attention this ngtao) she thought
unhappily, as she sat at her desk and took out s@rie But again,
not so much as a glimpse of him had she seen.

So much for her crazy notion that he must carétle to have done
what he had done, to have kissed her in that—levamy he had
done, when he had said goodbye to her at her gatsmne. If he
cared even the tiniest iota, she thought glumlg, ldast he would
have done would be to pop his head around theatwbask how she
was. Mr Harrison had, Tony Rawlings had, and Sheaadhbeen on
the phone before she'd had the cover off her tyjpeuvr

Kassia was busily checking the last of some figurdsch Mr
Harrison had wanted double-checking, unaware thattention had
drifted and that she was staring into space. Glgoshie had just
come to the realisation that any caring she hadghithat Lyon
might have for her must be solely in her imagimatiwhen suddenly
Mr Harrison broke into her thoughts and, in consemqe, suddenly
brightened her whole day.

'l don't want to hurry you, Kassia,' he said tegigin'but | should
rather like to have those figures ready shouldahairman request
them when he returns to business tomorrow.’



Kassia took a second or two in which to cover lhetian that, by the
sound of it, Lyon had not been able to seek hetlmitweek because
he had not been in the building. 'Hmm . . . Fridagms a funny day
for Mr Mulholland to return from holiday,' she fisth.

'He's not been on holiday.' Mr Harrison pleasirigyk the bait. 'He's
been tied up with one of our other companies.’

Kassia dressed with a good deal of care againgkemorning. She
went to her office with an expectant air about fvert, not knowing

guite what she was expecting. She knew that sleel facery prospect
of going home without ever once having clappeddy&s on Lyon,

but she could do nothing to stamp out the hopeemheart as she
entered the Mulholland Incorporated building.

Over the next hour her heart jumped into her maabh time the
outer door opened or the telephone rang. At teeeiift Kassia,

realising that she was going to be a nervous wattke end of the
day if she carried on like this, tried to get h#érsader control. But

she jumped again when a little while later the @hon her desk rang
once more.

'‘Mr Harrison's secretary,' she said as coolly & sbuld down the
phone, and suddenly she was clutching at the m&tnt1 as though it
was a lifeline.

'l take it you're well again or you wouldn't be é®r said a
well-remembered voice, his tones, though, no warimen hers had
been.

'I'm—fine," she told Lyon evenly, and disappoinjfedhe guessed,
when he had nothing else to say, that he was waitinher to put
him through to Mr Harrison. 'I'm afraid Mr Harrisdoesn't work on
Fridays yet,' she coolly reminded him as she redltkat Lyon must



have forgotten that his contracts manager was doilyg part-time
duties for the time being.

‘It isn't Gordon Harrison I'm—interested—in.' Lylat her know that
he had forgotten nothing as he set her straightraade her heart
further accelerate at his deliberate choice ofwioed 'interested’,
even if his cool tone denied that he had any isteneher whatsoever.
''d like to see you in my office,’ he commandediefly, the phone
went dead.

Kassia was a person who rarely, if ever, flappedt r the first

twenty seconds after Lyon's phone call she didthett She left her
chair, and sat down again. She got up and welhttother door and
then returned to her desk for her handbag. Withblagrin her hand
she went to the door again. But, when she realisatishe didn't
know if she was going to go straight up to the fiopr or to the

cloakroom first to check her appearance, she teogdif back to her
desk again-and sat down.

Taking a deep breath, she extracted the small mimmm her
handbag and checked her hair. Then, fearing thaesone might
come in and delay her, she stowed away her bagleadng her
office, she made for the lift.

She tried not to think at all as the lift took hegrto the top floor, but
she kept remembering Lyon's whisper of a kissub&s of the word
'Interested’, and she just could not think that@ps he had only
summoned her to his office in order to hand backdothe figures
which she had typed out yesterday.

Leaving the lift, she stepped along the carpet-eoes corridor,
telling herself that if Lyon kept her waiting as lna&d that other time
then she could forget entirely the notion that &sed for her at all.



‘Mr Mulholland wanted to see me,' she told Hea®Bi@nley as she
went in, and she actually got a smile from the smd@oking
secretary when she replied,

‘You can go straight in.'

Conversely, Kassia wanted a moment or two in whalcollect
herself, but with Heather Stanley's eyes on hethsldeno chance to
do anything but thank her, and proceed towards syoffice door.

The room was as she remembered it, the same lettges, the same
easy chairs and the same over-large desk. It waslfehind the desk
that Lyon rose when she went in. Kassia's legsitsidedly wobbly
as she crossed over the carpet, and she triedrdespgeo find an
even tone from a suddenly dry throat.

‘You—asked me to come up,' she reminded him whenwftat
seepied an age he just stood and looked at her.

Then suddenly he was coming round to the other gidbe desk.
Suddenly he was standing tall, stiff- backed, anddsaly, with a
no-nonsense sort of look about him—which she foomabt off-
putting—he was bluntly getting straight to the poin

‘You once told me,' he in turn reminded her curtlyat you didn't
want an affair." Somewhat shaken, Kassia felt iies eviden. 'Well,'
he rapped, when she had nothing to say, 'doestihatand?'

'I'm—er—mnot quite with you,' she answered as canfuat his sharp
tone mingled with bewilderment to know what he \ga#iing at.

‘Dammit, woman!" he exploded, clearly impatienthaliter. "You're
smarter than that!" And while, with a sensationsbhbck, Kassia
thought she was gaining an inkling of what he vedlarig about, he
went on bluntly, "That knock on the head can't haumbed your
brain so much that you haven't realised | haveea her you!'



'‘N-no,' she answered faintly. But suddenly she eéit be miles and
miles away. There had she been cosily thinking ltrah had some
feeling for her whefi, honest as ever, he wasngllher in plain
language not that he cared for her, but that leduefter her! She did
not want it to be so. And, more because she waatked sure she had
understood him correctly than anything, she just tta question,
'You asked me up here to ... So that . . .in a@erproposition me?"

Far from looking like the lover which she had jasked him if he
wanted to be, Lyon appeared more hostile than amgytehe thought.
‘Put it that way, if you must," he said shortly.

‘What other way is there?' she asked, the let-dastnob her wanting
to flee, the part of her that foolishly still lived hope insisting that
she stay. 'You want a—a mistress,' she went oprmeted that she
should not have misunderstood him, 'and I, if | dr@i seriously
incapacitated my brain, appear to have been elécted

Lyon did not like her choice of words, she coulé $seat from the
way his jaw suddenly jutted forward. But he did dehy what she
had said. After long moments of them facing eadteioacross the
office, more like adversaries than would-be lovées,confirmed in
the one word that it was just as she had statesl |V

'You expect me to answer a—a thing like that, gltaaway?' she
gueried, seeing no sense in trying to pretendibatidn't affect her
chemistry in a physical way. Especially when shes ware he had
perfect recall of the way she had clung to him thgltt she had dined
at Kingswood.

‘You can't tell me now?' he gritted impatiently.

Any thrill which Kassia might have experienced & &éagerness to
learn if he was going to have the pleasure of hehis bed was
negated by just that very thought. Love she did exgiect, but it



wasn't even caring for her which motivated him!dhuand simply,

Lyon lusted after her body. Though even while heachwas telling
her to give him a downright 'No', she couldn'tddit while she was
aware that Lyon would not ask her a second time-INcan't tell you

now,' she replied woodenly.

'When?' he bit.

'I'l—ring you,' she said, and lest she should diwe a firm yes or no
without having first thought it over, she quicksft his office.

She spent a sleepless night realising that bagittadire should be
nothing to think over. Lyon wanted her as his mais$r and she had
never had it in mind to be any man's mistress. pee—she had

never been in love before, and she was findingithes the hardest
thing in the world not to snatch at whatever crurmsn offered.

Kassia was over her initial disappointment when ditoe down to
Herefordshire on Saturday morning, just as she wes her
confusion at the cold-blooded conversation shetvaigh Lyon in
his office. But she was no further forward in knogiwhat she
should do. She had gone to his office expectinghamy but what had
taken place. Not that she had expected him to aatewal love or
anything like that, but it had been like having hepes plunged into
cold water to learn, with no trace of seduction,aay sign of an
attempt to coax her to agree, but bluntly, coldiyidarn that Lyon
wanted a non-caring affair with her.

Kassia was well into Herefordshire when she aslezddif just what
shehad expected? The answer to that, though, was sirf§ble.just
did not know. It was mpre hope that had ridden tp ter in that lift,
and suddenly she was thoroughly confused againtcanchixed up
to even know what it was that she hoped for.



There was no clearing of her jumbled up thoughts emotions for
the rest of that day. Nor did she have very muchnck for any
private thinking of any depth. For once she reached parents’
home, it was all go.

‘You're looking better than you did on Monday," hether declared
when, after she'd given her a hug, she stood bacsearch her
daughter's face. 'Though it strikes me that onémor early nights
wouldn't do you any harm.'

'You know what it's like," Kassia replied with a im hoping to
convey that her tired eyes came from the constantyipg that went
on in London, and not from the insomnia that load Qiven her.

'‘Well, if you're fit enough to paint the town rgau're fit enough to
go over to your grandmother's and wash and sethher Your
father's decided to take us all out to dinner tbhignd when Nanna
knew you'd be home she said she wouldn't bothemggto the
hairdresser's, and that you set it much better.yArestill going out
with that Shaun boy?' she asked all in the samaghore

Because Paula and Robert Finn would be in the &strdn the actual
date of their silver wedding day, the meal thahhigrned out to be a
mini silver wedding dinner party. There were abauiozen or so
close relatives seated around the table, and dbvieethat was there
to be seen between her parents, between her grantgpaand

between a couple of aunts and uncles, Kassiauda# qisty- eyed.

At the end of the dinner her father drove them hame Kassia said
goodnight to her parents and went to bed havingecimnmo decision
about Lyon. Had he shown her a scrap of affectafnjking, of
warmth even, when he had proposed that she bestiess, then she
thought she could more easily have decided what 1o



As it was, she slept badly, and as a result shewaik the following
morning. In fact, she was still asleep when somangan her room
brought her awake to find her mother, looking yowamgl girlish,
standing by her bed, impatient for her to wake up.

'‘Come on, lazy-bones,' she said when Kassia operesey@ to find it
was daylight. "Your tea's going cold.'

‘You've got a look on your face like the cat thateffed the cream,’
Kassia replied as she struggled to sit up.

‘Are you awake?'

‘Yes,' Kassia answered, mystified as to what wasmog.
'‘Properly awake?'

'Honest Injun,’ Kassia told her.

‘Then look!" Excitedly Paula Finn brought a hanairirbehind her
back to show her the most gorgeous gold bangle.

'‘Where did you get this?' Kassia squealed, takinfgppm her and
examining the exquisite workmanship.

‘Your father! He gave it to me last night after gbgone to bed,' her
mother revealed. 'He was going to give it to me whe were in
China, but he heard from someone that one has c¢@rdeone's
jewellery as one goes into China so, rather thaml $ipe surprise
then, he felt that everything was just right tgpsise me last night.’

'‘Oh, Mum, it's beautiful!" Kassia said softly. Aridvas. Particularly
beautiful was the simple inscription which her &thhad had
engraved inside and which read, 'With my love, Rob&nd that said
it all.



The whole relationship her parents had with eabbrotas beautiful,
and, as her mother went happily content from henrdassia knew
what perhaps she had known all along, that shenatagoing to have
an affair with Lyon Mulholland.

Unable to stay in bed, she went and got batheddsesised, her
doubts and indecision at an end. She had wanteelitve that Lyon
cared for her, but he didn't. Never would he giee ainything that
said 'With my love'. Saddened, she knew that ithkascrying for the

moon to want a relationship with him that came amgne near to the
loving relationship which her parents shared. Whativated Lyon

was purelyphysical.

Suddenly Kassia had accepted—and it had nothindptavith her
mother or her father and their special relationshi@nyone else but
her—that Lyon did not care. Had he cared for her .

Hurrying downstairs, she knew she had made the dgtision. She
entered the sitting-room in a rush, and promptly ghea teasing
smile on her face when she saw that her fathethaas. 'WWhat's this
| see you've been spending your pennies on?' &ee asm.

'‘Amazing what you find in Christmas crackers,' b&epd as he
lowered the Sunday paper he was reading.

'It's beautiful, Dad,’ Kassia told him sincerelygr hteasing tone
suddenly gone.

"Your mother likes it," he answered quietly, andg$&ia knew that that
was all that mattered to him.

She gave them her gift of the antique silver pakeife over lunch,
and she was pleased and warmed that both her paesrhed to love
it instantly. It was a happy meal time, but, unsiarehow long she
was going to be able to keep up the pretence db-bal over with



happiness herself, Kassia made noises about leaviagly after
lunch.

'Have the superest time,' she called cheerfullghasput her car into
first gear. 'Goodbye!" She grinned from ear toasashe drove away.

Kassia kept a smile on her face until she turnemdahe corner Of
the short road where her parents lived, but ont®fsight of them
her smile faded. Soon too, thoughts of them faBedn, Lyon filled
her head again.

Back in her flat, she dropped her car keys dowmupe table and
went to set the kettle to boil to make a pot of teal returned to her
sitting-room.

The kettle boiled and switched itself off, but siié not make the tea.
Her thoughts were elsewhere. Had Lyon spoken withcaring . . .
Abruptly she turned her mind away from such thosgihough the
very fact that héhad spoken without any caring showed her quit
plainly that he would not be waiting with bated diteto hear her
decision.

Most likely he thought tomorrow morning, at workowd be about
the time when he would get to know if he could ester in his bed,
she thought sourly, and suddenly she wanted ioxar and done
with.

Lyon's home phone number came readily to mind,ghauot until
she heard the ringing tone did Kassia start to waShke felt that
Lyon had a pride that matched hers, which enddmdtker her belief
that he would not ask her a second time.

Her own pride won the day when just at that monttemphone at the
other end was picked up, and Lyon's voice said|HiMland.'



She took a steadying breath. 'Hello, Lyon, it'sdf@$ she said, and
when nothing but silence came back from the othdr she wished
with all she had that he would say something. Baisaid nothing. As
if he knew that her only reason for ringing him wwagive him his
answer to his proposition, he left it to her. Fveome to a decision
about . . her voice tailed off, but to her religfon, his voice even, if
still not very loverlike, was there to prompt, "Whiis?'

Kassia had to take another steadying breath befmecould end all
chance of a personal relationship with him. Prigleich she had to
live with, gave her a nudge. 'I'm—sorry," she spigktly, and she still
had the phone to her ear when the click as Lyorllessly put down
his receiver told her that it was all over.

There was an inner dullness of spirit about hesteesdrove to work
the following morning. Lyon was much on her minagshe parked her
car and walked to her office. In candour, she baatiimit she did not
know if she hoped that he might continue to lookomMr Harrison

on Tuesdays and Thursday, or whether she woulcrdttat she
stood as little chance of seeing him as she haatd&fr Harrison's
iliness.

She reached her desk and found some work whilevalted for the

mail to arrive from the post room. Trying hard teep Lyon out of

her thoughts, Kassia soon discovered the uselessh#dsat exercise.
She was in the middle of re-living her telephonlétoshim yesterday
and, she owned, experiencing the tenderest ohfigefor him as she
suddenly realised that his lack of answer yestehdalybeen his way
of letting her have the last word, when one of jtheors from the

post room sped in.

‘Thank you, Maureen,' she smiled, but as Maureeedl@aut again,
she saw she had dropped off half of the correspwaléor Tony
Rawlings' department.



'I've got two tickets for . . ." Tony Rawlings @l when through his
open door he caught sight of her as she handedrtregly delivered
correspondence to his secretary.

'l haven't a free minute this week, Tony," she toid.
'He never gives up,' his secretary laughed as Easade her escape.

Tony Rawlings was far from Kassia's mind as shetweank to her
own office. Lyon was back occupying her thoughtsias pulled a
chair up to her desk. Ready to deal with the day'sespondence, she
reached a hand forward, but, as she did so, sugddsre froze. For
during her absence someone, a messenger most likkalybeen into
her office, and there on the top of the pile sh@egsan envelope
which had not been there before.

But what arrested Kassia more than anything elsethat not only
was the hand-delivered envelope addressed pergtmaler, but that
it was addressed in a handwriting she would knoywéwere! She had
devoured the postcard which Lyon had once sentoloemany times
not to instantly recognise his handwriting the motshe saw it!

Her hand had begun to shake when Kassia movedcké& up the
envelope, and her mind was in a turmoil when, thelpe in her
grasp, she tried to think why Lyon would write &rh

But, unable to glean so much as a glimmer of what letter

contained, she realised that there was only oneslwaywvas going to
find out. Like a sleepwalker she slowly inserted ledter-opener
inside the envelope and slit the edge. Then, watihleart drumming,
she extracted the single sheet of paper and opeoed

The only sound in the room in the following seconsas the
strangled, disbelieving gasp that left her throat.



Stunned, unable to believe it, her eyes fell to rehlee had not
hesitated to sign his name. She read through wédtaa written
again, down to the bold black signature of Lyon Muliland, and she
could not credit it. She could just not credit tktta@ man who had
asked her to go to bed with him, the man who, aeotrmhinutes ago,
she had tenderly thought had let her have thenlasd, should have
written what he had.

For, just to show who had the last word, the haritew letter from
the chairman of Mulholland Incorporated was a saod to-the-point
missive— which terminated her employment forthwith!



CHAPTER NINE

WITH incredulous eyes Kassia read a third timeléteer to which
Lyon Mulholland had signed his name. And still sfoeild not get
over the fact that, with no excuse or reason gikierhad told her that
from this instant she was no longer in his employ!

Numbed by his totally unexpected, unfeeling actishe became
some kind of automaton as she collected up herditk pieces,

stowed them in her handbag and left her officea itazed state, the
words 'How could he?' revolving around and aroumidar brain, she

made her way to the lift, and pressed the calbputt

Like someone devoid of life, she stepped into iftevhen it came,
and, staggered still, she stretched out a hand thé@hintention of
pressing the ground- floor button. Only just themething violently
awoke in her.

Suddenly the 'How could he?' which had been wigréiround in her
head became a wildly infuriated, 'Hosould he!" And, as her fury
erupted, she hammered the button that would takdéfthnot to the
ground floor, but to the top floor of the building!

How dare he! she fumed as the lift carried her upwards. TI
treacherous, lecherous rat, she raged wildly a$iftreoors opened.
Storming out of the lift, she charged along todffece which she had
been to three times before.

All the time she had been having loving, tendeugids about him,
he had been putting his pen to that insult: no bedpb! My God,
who thehell did he think he was?

More incensed by what Lyon had done with every stie@ took,
Kassia reached the door to Heather Stanley's officd went
storming in.



'‘W-wait!' Heather Stanley saw her intention to@laYou can't. . .!

But Kassia could; she was already thrusting ther dooLyon
Mulholland's office open and, still without a breiakher stride, she
had marched in.

Two men were in the room when Kassia barged in,seated either
side of the over-large desk. But although she meiseg Cedric
Lennard as the director who had been with Lyorfiteetime she had
come to the chairman's office, her business wasvitbthim.

It took her barely seconds to steam across thénptagpeting, but
Lyon had risen from his chair by the time she pet¢.

'You—swine!' she hissed at him in fury. 'You despicable rdié s
reviled him and, unfastening her bag, she tooktloeitietter he had
penned.

Her green eyes were sparking with fury as she begear his notice
of instant dismissal to shreds. And she cared rwit ta
shaken-looking Cedric Lennard had started to nem fhis seat. By
good fortune, Lyon had started to move too, anddmede round his
desk and was standing in perfect position to rectie torn-up pieces
of his missive.

‘Do you know what you can do with your job?' shigl sher voice
starting to rise as at the same time as she hilméeplieces in his face,
and let go any small hold she had on her tempeu danstuffit!'

'‘Er—this, | think, is where | came in," Cedric Lana interjected,
marginally taking the edge off her anger when shs reminded that
he had been there that other time she had told thairhe could stuff
his job.

‘This," Lyon replied mildly, 'is where you go out.’



Kassia's fury went further off the boil when, ta Barprise, he caught
hold of the director's arm, not hers, and escdnted not her, to the
door! Put off her stroke a little, she began td &meall darts of panic
when, as he saw Cedric Lennard out, Lyon issuedtdisrs to the
hovering Heather Stanley.

'l don't want to be disturbed by anyone, or fortaimg,' he told her
coolly, and purposefully he closed the door.

Kassia had not moved, but when he turned and shéhsda his eyes
held something of a very determined light, she oeekl that she had
said more or less what she had come up to hissaficay anyway.

She was on her way to the door and almost levdi hin when,
tilting her chin a little higher, she remarked patyuin passing, '‘And
you can keep your reference too! I'll get by A.small shriek of
alarm left her as his hand shot out and he hakedrind-step.

Caught off balance, she fell against him, and asther arm came
round her to save her from falling,...her heart beganpound
erratically. Her breath caught in her throat, bueéakened by such
close physical contact, she had to deny the festirigeof her heart.
Hastily she pushed him away and broke his hold.

'In case | didn't make myself clear on the phonsterday,’ she
snapped accusingly, 'I'm not interested in an affégh you.'

'You made yourself perfectly clear,' Lyon repliedopl in the face of
her heated anger. 'And,' he went on, 'l couldn'mioee pleased by
your decision.'

‘You're—pleased?' she echoed, and conversely Bhmdeentarily
guite peeved that what he was saying amountedactigxhat—that
he did not want an affair with her. But the consenit his letter were
still fresh in her mind and she was not going tgéd in a hurry what
had prompted it. 'Like hell you're pleased! shapted waspishly,



glad to feel a revival of her fury. 'You were segded that—when
there's absolutely nothing wrong with my work—yol
turned—er—nasty, and couldn't wait to get to wdris tmorning to

‘Thanks!" Lyon cut in harshly. "Your good opiniohroe does you
credit!’

'‘My stars!" Kassia batted back at him sharply, vesimd) at his nerve
that he should be offended that she saw his action inid&ng her
for what it was. 'You think | should Hatteredto be thrown out of
my job? Not that I'd work for you again,' she exj@d angrily, 'if you
paid me ten times the salary I'm getting walsgetting,' she corrected
herself, and as her anger again started to waedpsted herself to
charge on, '"You expected my opinion of you to garufeaps and
bounds after this?' His reply had her ducking fores.

'It depends,’ Lyon answered, fixing her with a djegrey-eyed look,
'‘where your opinion of me was beforehand.’

Kassia was quick to kill any idea he might be mgghat she had any
opinion of him at all. 'Wherever it was,' she saidtim tartly, 'it didn't
have far to fall to reach rock-bottom.'

She heard the sharp intake of his breath, judttzr icomments had
caught him on the raw. But in his next breath heab®e angry too,
and accused, "You—lie!'

‘Thanks!" she somehow found the wit to return lasshly offended
exclamation, but she was inwardly panicking madlyha thought
that his accusing her of lying must mean he had #e&t she had
some degree of feeling for him. 'l didn't come @pehfor a slanging
match,' she borrowed some of his arrogance taitalloftily.

She went quickly to the door, wishing she'd keptrheuth closed,
because that was exactly why she had come up tdflus. Though,



if she had thought about it, she realised, it haenbmeant to be a
one-sided slanging match with Lyon playing no patat he had

answered back wasn't fair! Nor was it fair thatreached the door
before her and stood against it and—unless sheedidotry heaving

him physically to one side—blocked her way out.

'So,' she said, nervously backing off, 'that's whwy dismissed me, is
it—because you think I'm a liar?'

‘What | think, Kass,' Lyon replied evenly, 'is tiyau are feeling very
unsure of the ground you're standing on rightiatrtinute.’

Trying to hate him for seeing her nervousness, idapsvately
admitted that he was right. The fact that he-ha@&dushat
intimate-sounding shortened version of her nameneagonducive
to making the ground she stood on any firmer either

'Huh!" she scoffed, deciding that there was nothangt but to try and
bluff it out. 'Apart from the uncertainty of whefen going to work
next, why should | be unsure of anything?'

Lyon did not move away from the door, but for loteyel moments

he just continued to stare at her. Then suddentyt@a her immense
surprise, he answered quietly, 'Perhaps, my deaause that's pretty
much the way I'm feeling myself just at this moment

‘You're . . .I' she attempted, but that beautifdunding ‘'my dear'
which he had just uttered was getting in the wayhef thinking.
‘You're . . .' she tried again, and she madesttthie, as she added, "
.. but you're always so supremely confident!'

'‘Maybe so, in business,' he agreed, his voice Kikl'and that was

always so in my personal life too," he added, leypdused and for an
age he just stood and looked into her eyes agnigtto read what lay

there, and then, very quietly, he said, ‘and theret you.'



'Oh!" escaped from her faintly, and she strugglad o get herself
together, and to query, 'You mean—that . . . Yosgaging that,

because you want—wanted—an affair with me and ksechsaid no,
you . . ." Abruptly, Kassia broke off. Suddenlyad{s were again
flashing from her eyes. Because, although shefslilbs if she was
wading through a quagmire, she thought she saw $ighte—some

disappointing light. "Tough on you!' she went ihiattle again and,
getting madder by the second, she was able to eghgon's

astonished look at the aggressive change in héon't suppose it's
every day that the all-powerful Lyon Mulholland g¢tirned down,
but you can stay as unsure as you like, the arsstgirno!" With that

she has to pause to take a breath. 'Now,' she eesfumously,'let me

leave!'

‘You'll leave when | say so!" he snarled as his ¢tewnper started to
fray. 'My God, what a fiery bundle of dynamite yaxe!" he bit, and,
showing that even though his temper burnt on adoffigse, he had
more than enough aggression to match hers, he taeglby her
upper arm and propelled her away from the doorhipgsher none
too gently on to one of the deep, wide setteekarrdom.

‘You can proposition away from now until the retwinthe dodo,'
Kassia had begun to yell, 'and I . . ." when Lyamtly cut in.

'In casd didn't makanyselfclear,' he chopped her off, 'I'll repeat, | n¢
longer have any appetite for an affair with you.'

'‘Good!" she snapped, piqued in spite of herself,nog minded to
have her nose rubbed in the dirt by him or anydse. &Now that
we're both happy, I'll ...

Lyon's hand firmly prevented her from moving mdrart an inch or
two in her attempt to get up and leave. 'If my stisps are correct,
you're no happier than | am,' he gritted, and dlsaf comment was



not enough to alarm her, he further prevented hhem fgoing
anywhere by joining her on the settee and effelgtivermming her in.

Physically stuck where she was for the moment, idasss left to
find what sarcasm she could to answer his cha@fecourse I'm
happy,’ she said sweetly. 'It always makes me cagtatic to be
thrown out of my job ata mom . . .

'‘Dear God, will you shut up? This has nothing towdth your job!
Lyon roared, and while Kassia grew quite panickgiaghe went on,
'If your job, your career, means so much to ydusd'e you have a
career. But this, you being here with me, has ngtho do with
work!'

'It—hasn't?" Kassia queried warily, her insides kadbtted up. 'l
thought,' she waded her way carefully through thekgand, 'that I'd
kind of come up to see you because | was annoyedt abat letter
you had delivered to me.'

'‘Which is exactly what I'd hoped you'd do,' Lyoplied, to her ears
sounding every bit as cagey as she.

'l see,' she said, when in truth she didn't seéhanmyat all. 'So,' she
said, and had to play it by ear because sudderlysl in a total fog,
'you had that letter dismissing me delivered and-emihhas nothing
to do with the fact that you recently propositiormad—you hoped
that, in response to that letter, | might comeatp-¢r—see you about
it.

'You're—doing well," Lyon murmured. When he remdireagey,
though, and did not let her in on the rest of tlystery, Kassia could
not stop herself from showing her exasperation.

‘Wouldn't it have been much simpler,' she erupttdraently, ‘for
you to have picked up the phone and ordered meeunp—has |
remember, you're quite good at doing that.'



'It would have been simpler, much simpler,' he edgréOnly, to tell
you the God's own truth . . ." He broke off anddlgdhe seemed to
need to take a grip on himself. When he resumealeter, it was she
who had to take the most severe grip on herselfwhat he resumed
to say was, ". . . you've got me in such a stayedear, that | hardly
know what the hell I'm doing any more.’

Starting to doubt her hearing, Kassia stared at heaneyes growing
large in her face. The darts of panic she felt weaking her want to
get up and run. Yet even when a myriad thoughtsezhéhrough her
brain—among them, that Lyon might have seen thatcslred for
him and could be leading her up the garden pathifoown lustful
purposes—she made herself stay where she was|yRaghtrongly,
she just needed to hear more.

''ve—g-got you in a st-state?' she stammered.

He nodded, his eyes steady on hers as he confébgedyeen a
stranger to myself, to the person | thought | as, lately.’

"You—have?'
Again he nodded. 'And it's down to you, Kassiatdie her.
Kassia swallowed a dry lump in her throat. 'lIt 8% queried huskily.

'Itis," he answered. 'You, little hell-cat thauyare, have affected me
from our first meeting.’

'Oh . . ." she said carefully. "You mean that firsie you ordered me
up here and ..."

‘And you told me then what | could do with my job.'



'You had dismissed me!" She thought she should set therdec
straight, although she was not inclined to menti@at she was only
there now because he had dismissed her for a s¢éicosad

'‘On balance, | rather think you beat me to it,'rbplied, which
reminded her that before he had told her she wamissed; she had
said she was being paid neither by him nor by Cahame's. 'You
slammed out of my office that day in a fury," he&lsand went on to
make her weak at the knees by adding, 'and fonéx¢ few days,
while | was certain | had taken the only actionguolg, | kept being
haunted by the memory of your truly beautiful moatid smile.’

'‘Really?' she said faintly, having meant her voicecome out
sounding only just this side of interested, budliing that it had come
out sounding more like a croak . . .

'‘Really,' he agreed, and smiled as he said, @yt wonder that |
could bring your face instantly to mind when yoangane at home
and said you had an interview arranged with Heeit@gntrols for the
following day?'

'l—er—suppose not," Kassia replied, and she fethasgh she was
treading on eggs when, as she remembered, shepish say, 'B-but
b-beautiful smile or not, that didn't stop you pugtthe boot in for me
at Heritage Controls. | didn't even get as farragterview!

'‘Be honest, Kass,' Lyon said gently. 'You'd letthmek it was you and
not Gordon Harrison who'd put that tender in thengr envelope.
You could have done it deliberately, criminallyy fal |1 knew, so
what option did | have? What else should | do?'

Put like that, she had to quietly agree. 'Nothotger than what you
did do, | expect." And, although it had never b&en intention to
apologise for anything when she had stormed insodffice, she



found herself saying, 'I'm—er—a bit sorry that |—egalled you a
cretinous oaf.'

'‘Only a bit sorry?' he queried softly, and madeheart pound when
he tacked on, 'When I'd made a point of being thethe same time
as you?' Kassia could find no answer, and he levthi¢he hook and
instead referred to what else she had shoutedneatthat meeting. 'l
can only be glad you—hmm—suggested that | shouldrgefacts

straight.'

‘It was good of you to bother,’ she heard her owites say, and
suddenly she realised she had better get hergethier or she'd be in
danger of agreeing to any and everything Lyon asiéubr.

'You were forceful in your suggestion,’ he remindea, the most
fascinating upward curve appearing on his mouth.

Hastily Kassia dragged her eyes away. Lyon wasghsither nice to
her, and he had said several things which had rhaddeart beat
much more energetically than was normal. But algfmolie had said
that her being there in his office with him hadmog) to do with her
job—or her lack of a job—he had also said he ngdorhad any
appetite for an affair. Which, if she acceptedniade her totally
baffled to know not only why he had dismissed bet,also what in
thunder was going on! She thought that perhapsabebetter find
out before his charm made her more confused thaalshady was.

‘Yes, well . . ." she said a shade stiltedly. 'altgh you saw to it that |
didn't get the job at Heritage Controls, you saut tbat 1 did get the
job at Insull Engineering. But . . .'

'Which made you again telephone me at home," henfhafore she
could get up a full head of steam to ask him amghi



'You objected to my ringing you at home?' she aqakrsidetracked
and wondering if she had just been taken to tasttdong to ring him
at Kingswood.

‘Not at all,' he denied swiftly, making her agaall immediately
under the spell of his charm. 'l told you at thedithat I'd missed
hearing from you.'

'You were being sarcastic!' Kassia accused, hey glyeoting wide.

'‘Was 1?' he countered, and she just didn't knowrevbbe was any
more. 'l might,’ he conceded, 'have attempted tmmcosarcastic
because, God help me, | just didn't know what vegegpkning to me.’

'You—er—didn't?' Kassia faltered. Instead of gettiear of the fog,
she was finding that she was becoming more atsathas ever!

Lyon shook his head. 'Perhaps I'd become jaded theeryears.
Bored, even, that life held no surprises any mbéhen suddenly you
erupted into my world, and life was taking on a nesire. From that
first telephone call, all at once it had a lot meparkle.' Kassia was
giving him rapt attention when he added, 'Is it amynder that |
shouldn't want our subsequent telephone convensttiend?’

'Honestly?' she queried, her eyes still wide on his

'‘Honestly," he replied seriously, and made herthesat erratically
again when he went on, 'When one week went by bad two
without my hearing from you, | became irritatedtla¢ ridiculous
notion that | should be lonely for the sound of yaaice.'

'‘But you were—lonely for . . ." her voice tailed ahd she could not
finish the sentence.

'‘Most definitely, | was lonely for the sound of yoroice,' Lyon did
not hesitate to finish the sentence for her. 'Buas irritated by the



notion, as | said, so | let most of another weekygbefore | took any
action.’

'‘Wh-what action was that?' she asked, having meahave asked
several pertinent questions by now but somehowirfgqndhat her
intentions were becoming continually diverted.

'I'd asked you to ring me when you got promotidre' replied
promptly, and added without so much as a blinkhdught it was
about time you started to use your secretarialsskil

‘You . . ." Words failed her for a moment. 'Younéssaid again, and
managed to add a more coherent, if astonished, ivsiigated my
promotion! Youknewl'd been promoted when | rang to tell you!

'Forgive me, Kassia, but | did need to hear from,yoe murmured,
sending her heart on another merry dance when ide '‘sahen
discovered, though, that to hear you was not endwdibcovered that
| needed to see you. Which is why,' he confesagohed with your
address, | came looking for you.'

Never wanting to wake up if she was dreaming, Kasst her
thoughts fly back to that Saturday when Lyon hdtedaat her flat.
She had rung his home that day, she rememberedhaahsboken to
his housekeeper. Lyon had not been in, but, totalgxpectedly, he
had called at her flat that night for the messadmuchv she had
declined to leave with Mrs Wilson.

'You said you were passing,' she reminded him thighbeginning of
a smile of her face. 'You . . ." Abruptly she brakg and her smile
never made it. For winging painfully in just theanee the bitter
memory of an occasion when she had attempted towothat

self-same phrase. Lyon had been away in Austratasiashe, too,
had known what it felt like to want to hear somedewant to see
them. But she had received a very different reoeptvhen, having



driven near his home, she had been bold enoughgadis doorbell.
As clear as if it was yesterday Kassia could rettedl way she had
stood there dumbstruck when Lyon himself had ansgvéne door.
But the use she had found for the borrowed 'l wasgassing . . ." had
not been appreciated. 'Urgh!" she said suddenlsimoangry sound,
and could not sit still another minute.

With more force than elegance, she pushed her way drom
Lyon's close nearness and the settee arm, ancash@mdved a good
few yards across the carpet before Lyon, moving ligghtning after
her, caught her.

'What the . .

‘Take your hands off me!" she shrieked, as shd taalislodge the
iron bands which were suddenly there on her armgrévent her
from going another step.

'‘What did | do? What did | say?' Lyon asked, logkperplexed. ‘My
God!" he bit, starting to look aggressive, 'didaly syou were a
hell-cat? That doesn't cover half . . .

'What you said,' Kassia put in to cut him off, 'veadficient to make
me realise that you must think I'm stupid! There yeere shooting
me a line about how you needed to hear me, to seeveill. . .' She
had to break off to take a fast pull of breath. 8w was furious still,
and growing more furious when she thought of howtshd sat there
like a dummy while he had played ducks and drakék Wwer
heart-strings with every word he spoke. 'Well, latan say,' she
continued hotly, 'is that you might have needekegar and to see me
once, but absence soon cured that need, becaudefyote in no
doubt when you saw me on your return from, Aussiala-when
you'd already been back in England for nine dasis¢ inserted
vigorously, ‘that if you never saw me again it wbbe a bonus!'



'Oh, Kass,' Lyon breathed softly, his aggressiamegas quickly as it
had come. 'l didn't want to hurt you. | half thotgtat | hadn't when
you strolled away down the drive at Kingswood asoithing | could
say or do could touch you. But—I did hurt you, did@'

He was still hurting her, and the hurt he inflictsduld last a long
time yet, she knew that. But he was never goirightaw it, not from
her. Though since his hands still had a tight lewicher, and since it
did not look as though he was ready to let go ofilhe hurry, she
adopted a disdainful air, to tell him arrogantlyd 'very much
appreciate it if you'd take your mauling handsro#, and allow . . .’

''ve explained myself badly," he cut in, not a bruised by the
terminology she had used for the way his handsgdgher.

'You," she told him cuttingly, her nose high in #ie ‘have explained
nothing! Not," she added quickly, and thereby mgnher high and
mighty manner, 'that I'm interested in any explagni. .' She was still
trying to tell him how uninterested she was, whas he had done
before, Lyon moved her to the settee.

'If | haven't explained anything to you, my dedr¢ said, his
endearment and his gentle tone knocking a grea¢ ol her
determination not to listen to another word, 'theman only be
that—as | might have mentioned—you've got me irsustate that |
hardly know what I'm doing. But I'd like, more thanything I've
ever wanted, for you to stay to hear me out.’'

Her head said no, that she had given him plentynoé. Then she
remembered how once or twice she had meant toiask pertinent
guestion or two, but how her questions had somedpawost, and
how she had ngt said what she had wanted to sdyaP®e suggested
her heart, she should yield—if only a tiny bit.



‘Very well," she said primly, and she said not haptword until,
Lyon, having seen to it that she was seated agaemed at a loss to
know where to begin. ‘Why not," she said frostdg, her soft heart
sought to help him out, 'begin by explaining how-ken I'd received
a postcard from you suggesting that we dine togetien you got
back—I should suddenly turn into a leper when youget back.'

For long moments more, Lyon said nothing, but saf turned,
looking into her eyes. Then, on a long- drawn-ouatirehe suddenly
opened up. 'We'd said goodbye—that day before K tdbfor my
Australasia tour. But my head was still full of ydao much so,' he
confessed, 'that but for you thinking me a compidiet, | would
have telephoned just for the pleasure of talkingpto.' It hadn't taken
Kassia's heart long to ignore the common-sense @ddier head, and
she was sitting quietly, tuned in to every wordspeke, as he added
quietly, 'l needed to write that card. | neededhdwe a link when |
came back, a reason to get in touch with you again.

'‘But—you didn't get in touch with me again!. Yolwden back nine
dayswhenl|. ..

'l know,' Lyon said gently. 'Believe me, | was awaf every one of
those days of being back in England and near toagain—ijust as |
was aware that | must not contact you either.’

'‘Why, dare | ask?" she questioned, and receivech saic
earth-shattering answer that for an age all shielauwas to sit and
stare at him.

'l knew | must not contact you again for the pland simple reason,’
he said, and paused to take a deep breath, 'kinaw | was in love
with you.'

Kassia's mouth fell open. She closed it. But heattr was so taken
away that she had to open it to take in some dou-—you're



iIn—I-love with me?' she eventually managed to craak the
guestion.

‘You've dominated my waking thoughts for weeks nawon did not
hang back from telling her. 'But only when | wasrcatnl did |
acknowledge that this all-compelling emotion | fé@ you is love.
I've never known an emotion like it," he went on-+Kassia halted
him.

‘You realised—acknowledged—that you were in I-lovgéh me
while you were abroad?' she queried.

'l did," he stated firmly, and suddenly her cordasivas total.

‘Then why were you so—c-cold, so hostile to me whealled at
Kingswood that Sunday?' she questioned, trying waftlshe had to
stay on her guard because of the simple fact tiase desperately
wanted to believe him.

'l had to be like that," he told her, making nept to look away, 'or
| believed had to be like that, because you are so verytdaae that
| was afraid of hurting you.'

If his explanation had been meant to clear herusoh, then Kassia
felt deeper in the quagmire than ever. But shegiadias she realised
that only if he knewsheloved him could he realise that he had th
power to hurt her, and so she made every effatoov just how little
she loved him.

'‘What a peculiar way you have of going about thingjse drawled
loftily, knowing full well that her condescending avould draw his
arrogant fire straight away. But to her astonishimégion did not
treat her with his usual superior arrogance, betssl to be agreeing
with her!



'‘Peculiar, perhaps,' he concurred. 'Though, in efgrite, | must say
| didn't see that | could behave in any other watha time.'

'Is—er—that a fact?' she murmured, praying fortlighr help, from
somewhere.

'I'm afraid so,' he said gently, and went on, 'swousands of miles
away from you when | realised why

| ached so to be back in England. At first | wagfancredulous at
what had happened to me, but then, in the long svedkbeing
overseas that followed, | had all the time in therld/ to realise also
that—if you were starting to care a little for merddorgive me, my
dear, but | thought that perhaps you were—thenddbnly to hurt
you.'

Instantly all Kassia's instincts of self-preservatunited. Dearly did
she want to believe Lyon when he said that he wasvie with her,
but as fear beset her that the whole of her b&iagetwith him might
yet prove to be all part and parcel of some digbbkharade, she was
more determined than ever to keep her guard up.

'‘Really?' she queried, only this time the wordrtbtlleave her faintly.
This time, so as to disabuse him of any idea that Isad ever
remotely started to care for him, the word left agthough she was
only marginally interested in any of what he said.

But again Lyon surprised her in that he did noetaekception to her
attitude. 'Try to understand how it was with mes&ia,' he said
instead. 'There was |, a man with ample confidéac¢ackle anything
that comes in the line of business when, for thet fime in my life,
I'm in love. Without warning,' he continued, 'mypseime confidence
has deserted me and, although shouldering respldgdias become
second nature to me, suddenly | just couldn't bede responsible
for extinguishing that inner light that shines wouy



Kassia had to cough to clear her throat of a suddestriction. She
had never felt more vulnerable, and yet somehowbmdecause
Lyon had put in a plea for her understanding, shelat she wanted
to encourage him, that she wanted him to tell heremrand to make
her understand.

'How could . . ."' she asked chokily. 'l mean Shé had to give it up.
'I'm trying hard to understand,” she told him hedgly, 'but |
just—don't.’

'I'm not explaining this very well," he agreed, dr@seemed then to
make something of a mammoth effort. It appearednwhext he
spoke that he had decided to go back to the $barte began, 'I've
known for years that | would never marry. In fad,ingrained in me
was it that to marry is something that has neveered my head over
latter years."'

Feeling faintly stunned at his introduction of gwbject of marriage,

Kassia would very much have liked to have askeldffact that he

was discussing the subject at all meant that hechadged his mind

about never marrying. But while feeling breathlasd suddenly shy
she was also feeling ten times more nervous thahati felt, and she
was afraid to trust even her own intelligence. I& tvhat in actual

fact she did say, was a husky, 'l don't supposet—tha
marriage—is—er—right for everyone.’

'It certainly has never been right for the memioéray family,' Lyon
replied, as he feasted his eyes on her face. 'We $amething of a
track record for ending up in the divorce courts.'

'Your—parents, they're divorced, aren't they?' asleed, and added
quickly, 'l don't mean to pry, but that time—wheraime to dinner at
Kingswood—and you . . .’



'‘And™! acted like a bear with a sore head,' Lyarktover from her,
and was side-tracked himself for a moment as he '$aidould have
realised that night, after a week of fighting agaitine pull of you,
what was happening to me, but . . '

'You fought against what was—er—happening to y#@asia just
could not resist asking.

‘A lot of energy wasted,' he smiled. '"We'd dinggktber the previous
Saturday and I'd stubbornly let a week pass whaecleng my
Australasian itinerary, all at once | knew | waspkerate to see you
again before | went away.'

'You rang me,' Kassia recalled, and was on thekboh going
dreamy-eyed at his stated eagerness to see her,skikesuddenly
recalled something else. 'You didn't appear so atesp to see me
from what | remember,' she told him, her tone caphvith every
word. 'In fact, when | arrived you'd taken yours#fffor a walk just
as if you'd forgotten you had ever invited me.'

‘Never!" Lyon replied forcefully, and he did sener ldreamy-eyed
when he said, 'You were taking so long to get tog€wood that |
grew agitated and angry at the number of timesKkeéd at my watch.
The only reason | took myself off for a walk," hepkined, 'was
because | had to take some physical action orr@naus wreck by
the time you did get there.'

‘Truly?' she sighed.

‘Truly, my love," he replied, and set her heartmubag when he
following up with the question, 'You are my loveel't you, dear
Kass?'

'l .. ." she choked, and just did not know quiteathe was asking, or
guite what she should answer.



'‘Or am | being unfair?' he asked, and he seemedtthéhink that

perhaps he was. For he did not insist that sheldlamswer him, but
went firmly back to that Saturday when, at his fatron, she had
driven down to his home. 'l came across you half-d@wn the stairs
absorbed by a portrait of my great-grandfather, lahdught you so
beautiful,' he confessed. 'But if | could ignore thld pounding | felt

in my heart, then | could not ignore the fact tigaeew more and more
enchanted by you over that meal.’

Kassia had the hardest job not to swallow at wieahdd just said.
But, while she didn't know where any of this waadiag, she did
know that, since Lyon was at pains to leave noestoriurned in what
he was telling her, she by the same token, haded that part of her
that would not be dishonest with him—not now.

'‘But,’ she just had to chip in to remind him, 'yeeren't so enchanted
when, in your drawing-room, you told me | had assdrtoo much
when | thought your parents were dead.’

'Oh, Kass,' Lyon said softly. 'l didn't want to thur you, |
just—wanted to get you off the subject of my familywanted to
learn more about you, and there you were remindnegof my
divorced parents, which brought to mind my sistensl—I just didn't
want any of their unhappiness to touch us.’

'Oh, Lyon," she said tremulously, and withstoodwasm look as she
held herself together and remembered how he hael toiat her that
he had two sisters. "Your parents &adhyour sisters are divorced?'

‘My parents split up when | was a youngster,' lterait hold back
from telling her. 'l was sent to Kingswood to liweith my
grandfather—and subsequently inherited the placé—tbnever
forgot the bitterness and fighting nor the recriations that went on
between my parents. When | had to stand by andwaydwo sisters
go through the same emotional battlefield befor@rtimarriages



ended in divorce, A just knew that marriage wasfoome. And, my
dear Kass,' he ended, 'l never had any reasomsdew altering that
decision—until I met you.'

Oh, Lyon, Kassia silently mourned. While she apjated that her
own parents must have had the occasional spahaheever heard
them exchange a cross word, yet Lyon must havelvady troubled

childhood. But, added to her feeling of sadnessiior, she began to
be enveloped in wonder that, for all the traumanmast have

witnessed, he had still gone to the extent of awmrsig asking her to
marry him! He must have considered doing so, comrmeense

asserted, as her heartbeats again quickened, agladnwas he telling
her all this? Her heartbeats evened out, thoughenwkhe

remembered the outcome of his considerationsniedtieen for him

to ask her to marry him.

'‘But, after giving the matter full consideratiomudecided to ask me
to have an affair with you,' she stated—only shmébit had not been
that simple for him* when he revealed,

‘Not at first. | was in Australia when | decidedathinstead of
pursuing you as every impulse urged, | should haait you out of
my life.’

'‘Hence you giving me the cold-shoulder treatmengnwvhturned up
unannounced at Kingswood," Kassia inserted quietly.

'l was in torment as you walked from me that daygn owned. 'I'd
sent you away, but only to spend the following tweeks in more
anguish as | denied my need to see you.'

Kassia did not have to think too deeply to rementiggrown pain at
that unhappy time. That had been before she had $smnded to
work back at Mulholland's . . ." She broke off niught, and,
remembering how unsurprised Lyon had been to seddek at



Mulholland's, she just had to ask, 'Did you havwgtling to do with
my being asked to come back here to work?'

'‘Guilty,” he admitted unashamedly. 'When | heardt torden
Harrison was being allowed to come back on a paw-basis to ease
himself in, it took no effort at all to convince ssff that you, and you
alone, with your sensitivity and proven loyaltyttion, were the only
person possible to be there to help him. Natutdtlg, went on, 'l
hadn't calculated that my first sight of you baekéhwould make me
so incensed.'

'It was downstairs in the foyer," Kassia put int slue found she had
no need to remind him of anything.

'If the way you looked through me—just as if | washere—wasn't
enough to get my hackles up,' he told her, 'thametir you actually
daring to date some other man sent me into negiapd’

'You were jealous—of Tony Rawlings!" she exclaimed.

'‘Not to mention Ottway. Though | could happily haseopped
Rawlings down a lift shaft that day,’ Lyon told h#ut, since that
might have been a bit messy, | did the only thieguld.'

'You made him work late. First, though, you ordenma@ .up
here—and made me wait to see you,' Kassia supplied.

'‘You just don't know what you've done to me, do¥dwon said
guietly, and went on to show a little of his siddhe story, when he
told her, "There was |, as furious as hell with yasijealous as hell of
him, and also certain all of a sudden that | wasgibout to make one
gigantic fool of myself. And yet, even though | kngou were
waiting out there in my secretary's office, eveouth | was certain |
was going to make a fool of myself, | just couldmlihg myself to tell
Heather Stanley that I'd changed my mind about wanbd see you.'



'You were determined to warn me about Tony Rawlingsutation,’
Kassia said huskily.

‘Much good did it do me!" Lyon exclaimed. 'My Ggellousy didn't
begin to cover the madness that possessed me vauemtymated
you'd been to bed with him.'

'I'm sorry,' she immediately apologised.

'So, too, am |,' breathed. 'Especially for the wap cruelly kissed
you. | was hating myself at the time, but | justilcim't seem to stop.’

‘You did stop, though,' she reminded him. "You éagssne so gently
after that, that I . . ." Her voice faded, and srdgl Lyon's arms were
reaching out for her.

Without another word, Kassia moved towards him, ahd felt
heart's ease when his strong arms enfolded heraange had once
done before, he laid his mouth over hers in thetrheautiful and
tender of kisses.

When eventually he broke that kiss to gently paltbofrom her and
to look deeply into her eyes, Kassia felt everyasistaggered by the
great tenderness in him as she had been before.

'Oh, Kass, my darling, darling Kass,"' Lyon breathddringly, 'you
must care for me, mustn't you?'

The deep love in his eyes for her, the agony gfesnse she saw there
as he waited for her answer, left her with no ckarfdying to him,
even if she were so minded.

'I'm afraid so,' she said huskily, and heard heatir catch before, a
moment later, he had pulled her close up to histlaemin.'Don't be
afraid, my love,” he instructed tenderly. 'We'll mppy at
Kingswood, you and |. We'll . . ." Suddenly, sonmeghin her



expression caused him to break off. She had néwarght to see
Lyon panic, but she heard a desperate sound wolie now when he
demanded rapidly, 'What's the matter? I'm rushmg?yAm | going
too fast? You will . . .

'Oh, Lyon," she cut quickly across his torment dading him, and
knowing now that he loved her, she could no lorgdd out against
what he wanted her to do . . . For it was not flnat motivated him.
'‘Nothing's wrong,' she told him. 'And I'm sure gtking will be fine,

But. ..

'You do love me?'

'Oh, yes, | love you,' she sighed, and saw sortieecdtrain leave him
to hear her say it.

'‘What, then?' he asked, and he seemed to havgam meed to know
the smallest thing that troubled her.

... need a moment or two to adjust, | thiskg said, and she was
happy to have his arm firmly about her as, talkinout as she went
along, she told him, 'l came up here so angrylthais almost beside
myself with fury. But now, all in the space of led®an an hour,
you've told me you love me and suggested | movEingswood
and—and . . ." Suddenly she had another thought'@hg crumbs!
she said.

'What

'It's nothing,' she said quickly. 'It's just that—emy parents take off
on their China tour this week. They're celebratiihgir silver
wedding," she thought to mention. 'And—well, tohomest, | think |
should like some time to—er—break it to them gettigt you and



'You think they'll object to me?' Lyon queried, whi€assia thought
that her parents were likely to object to any math whom she told
them she was going to live. 'You think,' he addiat they'll object
to me as a son-in-law?’

'Son-in-law!'Kassia exclaimed, and saw shock hit Lyon, the nmime
before he said astoundedly,

'‘Good God! You thought | was asking . . . Didn'uyeear me say |
couldn't be more pleased that you didn't want dairafvith me? |
wasn't asking you to live with me at Kingswood with first . . .'
Suddenly he broke off. Then, very precisely, hecaldted, 'lI've
mentioned that you've got me in such a state thanlt know what
I'm doing any more. But | thought when | said wb& happy at
Kingswood, that you'd understood that | want tomgiou.’

'‘Marry me!' Kassia cried. 'But—you don't want torbarried! You
said that marriage wasn't for you. You said . . .'

'l said,' Lyon cut in, 'that I'd never had any mrato consider altering
my decision never to marry. But | qualified thatemh added—until
| met you.'

'Oh . . .I' she gasped, and looked so taken albetkityon, as if at
pains to ensure that she should not know anothenenbof stress,
was quickly there to reassure her.

'‘Believe me, my love,' he said urgently. 'l loveryand | want, more
than anything in life, to be married to you.'

You no longer—want an affair with me?' she choked.

'l don't think | ever did,' he admitted. 'Oh, Idaohyself it was the only
answer. There you were making life hell for me, and

'‘How?' she could not resist asking. 'How did | misieehell for you?'



‘Apart from making me a raving insomniac on thehtsgl couldn't
sleep for thinking about you, do you mean?' heigder

You too!" she exclaimed wonderingly.

'You . . .!'" he exclaimed in return, and gentlyskid her mouth as
though to send any mutual suffering they had knowits way. Then
he went on, 'And apart from the lies and deceptian. . .'

'Lies and deception?' Kassia queried warily.

'l tried to deceive myself that to stop by to see/lisordon Harrison
was progressing every Tuesday and Thursday wasarme than |
should do," Lyon answered without hesitation. 'Rigeeit,’ he stated.
'l was heart-torn for the sight of you.'

'Oh . . ." Kassia murmured.

'‘When you weren't in your office one particular T$day and |
learned of your accident, | just couldn't rest lurdicome straight to
the hospital to see for myself how you were. | lieé told her, 'when
| told you not only that | had business which taok that way, but
also that | was there out of concern for Gordorridan. | was trying
to cover up the truth, which was that my concers f@a you.'

'Oh, Lyon," Kassia said softly. 'And," she askaas'it out of pure
concern that you came and met me out of hospital?'

Lyon nodded as he told her, 'Dearly did | wantaket you back to
Kingswood—as | threatened to do if you wouldn'dailme to drive
you to your parents' home—>but | was afraid.’

"You—afraid?'

‘You were getting more and more under my skintbleeher. 'l spent
the whole of the weekend after I'd taken you todftadshire trying



to forget the compatible way we had parted, anddgrio get you out
of my head. But you refused to budge, which leff azel saw it then,
with only one alternative.'

‘That alternative being an affair with me?' Kagsiain, and she did
not need his confirmation as she added, 'You—errosdund very
lover-like in your request.’

'‘Wait until you're thirty-seven and suddenly find @adhat it's like to
feel as nervous as a schoolkid,' he smiled.

'Oh," she sighed, and it was a loving sound. 'Ybalte guessed that |
needed to know that you cared . . ." Warmed whemptassure of the
arm he had about her increased, she just had Ithite] 'l can't
honestly say now how | feel that | rang you yesdgrb say no.'

'‘Be glad,' Lyon said positively. 'l am.’
‘You are?'

‘Very much so,' he said, 'although | wasn't at.fltscame to me over
Saturday that since you were definitely not thestygp jump in and
out of bed with just anybody, and since you hawickt me right there
and then on Friday what | could do with my proposit that surely
argued that you must have some feeling for me hBytime you rang
on Sunday,' he confessed, 'l was all over the platbethe excitement
of being certain that you did care. It was likerigehit by a boulder

when you said those two words, "I'm sorry".
'I'm sorry,' she said again.

'‘Don't be,' Lyon smiled, adding, 'While | don't miadmitting that |
don't know where the hell I've been at since yooone call, it
brought home to me one very straight fact. It'samoaffair with you |
want. It's marriage or nothing.'



'Oh, Lyon,' Kassia sighed dreamily, and as if hele¢dmot resist it
Lyon pulled her closer against him, and rainedddgssown on her
face and eyes.

'‘My beautiful Kass,' he breathed, and long mompassed with them
content to just delight their eyes on each othdreril'they were
clinging to each other as though starved. Gentgntthey settled
against each other, with Kassia basking in Lyaws |

Then a wisp of a memory entered her head, andstetally without
heat that she enquired dreamily, 'Lyon—just why ybdi send me
that letter terminating my employment?"

'‘God help me, Kass,' he breathed, 'l had to do gong? During
some of my waking hours last night | realised thetfirst thing | had
to establish was whether or not you did care angtior me. The
way to do that, | thought, would be to sack youlmspot; if you did
care in any way at all, you would zoom up to myaaffwith all speed.
I'll admit," he went on, 'that that idea didn'treeso brilliant with the
arrival of daylight, but it was the only idea I'dd’

‘It wasn't such a bad idea after all, was it?'teheed. 'l was in the lift
about to go home when suddenly | got so madshe'broke off to
grin at him, 'that did "zoom" up to this floor without having to think
about it." She paused. 'But would you have |dfké that had | read
your letter and then gone meekly home?'

'l can't see you doing anything meekly, sweethdamn grinned. He
was serious, though, when he told her, 'Just as't see me, feeling
about you the way | do, allowing you to walk outnoy life without
coming after you.'

'‘Dear Lyon,' Kassia sighed, and all was silenthia toom fey long
minutes as they kissed and held each other.



'‘And you're going to marry me?' He pulled backawokl searchingly
into her enchanted expression.

'You're sure?' she asked.

'For God's sake, say yes,' he said urgently. 'Mg for you is strong
enough to put paid to any fear that | shall enthuiping you. In fact,’
he said, and he was speaking from his heart, 'wiyhfamily's
example of failed marriages hanging over me, I'seen been more
certain of anything than that | shall protect yod aur marriage with
everything that's in me.'

'Oh, my love," she said huskily, and she couldabto be impressed
by his sincerity. 'If it's of any help,' she wemt im the same husky
tone, 'you might like to know that | come from adiof happily

married people. In fact,' she told him, 'the cosptemy family have

a history of staying permanently happily married.’

‘Then what are we waiting for?' he asked, and pks®on't you
think we ought to join the ranks of the happily med with all
speed?’

'Oh, yes,' she sighed.

It was the 'yes' which he had been holding histhria. 'Darling!" he

cried exultantly, and he was bringing her closeagpinst his heart
once more when Kassia, her own heart thunderiradjsesl that she
had just agreed to marry him.

She smiled, enraptured.



