PATRICIA
WILSON




A SECRET
UNDERSTANDING

Patricia Wilson



Their relationship was explosive

Ever since Jordan Reece had come as the new efittee Bradbury
Herald, the morning conferences were a battlegrauvmere he and
Cassandra Preston crossed swords.

Jordan knew that Cassy resented him, and whenegntet sparks
seemed to fly.

So it seemed rather odd that Jordan should offea ey out of her
personal predicament. It was possible, Cassy thoutfat in
accepting she just might be leaping from the frypag into the fire....



CHAPTER ONE
'ITs time for the morning conference, Cassy.'

Guy Meredith looked across at Cassy and smileduilyeHe knew
as well as she did that it was unavoidable, budlse knew that she
hated stepping into the editor's office now.

"'l go instead if you can come up with an excuke,ventured, but
she shook her head and began to gather her notepietures
methodically. She might have to go, but she didae to rush.

'‘No, Guy. It's my job as features editor, the ntasxpects it, I'll go.
Chase up that picture of the common, the one tatitcR did in the
spring. We'll start putting that feature togethéew | get back.'

The other heads of department were already acrtodee aeditor's
office, but Cassy refused to hurry. She had thedddcimpression
that Jordan Reece clocked her in each morningtafate him at all
was an irritation of the first order. It was stithbelievable that one
man had managed to make such a change. At flratiseemed that
every journalist on th&radbury Heraldhad been ranged opposite
him ready to fight any new innovation, but now tlememed very
well pleased; only Cassandra Preston was out onla &nd she had
done nothing at all!

She had been part of the world of the Press fava gvhile now,

starting with the Reece Group of newspapers asyagveen reporter
straight from university. Harold Reece was a wofulenan. He had
helped her enormously, encouraging her in evergthgiving her

confidence. At twenty-five she had become feateditor and she
was good at her job, popular in the town, with plesf contacts she
had built up over her stay, and she was full oagdéNhen Harold
Reece retired, Cassy's nerve had almost desenetstsihe saw his
replacement.



Jordan Reece was not like his father in any wagt,eueryone knew
as soon as they saw him that he would not be siogsiyent to follow

on, to continue a dynasty. He was already famoosdii and he
wouldn't be here long, everyone knew that. Life hinesvery dull for

him in Bradbury after working as an overseas cpwedent for

television. Before long the Reece Group would pu&inew editor
and Jordan Reece would be back overseas reportisgnoe troubled
area of the world. For now, though, he was stileh&nd had to be
faced daily.

She walked across to his office, but she was justielate and he
caught her again.

'Miss Preston!'

How did he manage to make her legs shake justyoggaer name?
He wasn't even angry! He was never angry. It wasesaing in his

tone, some deep, dark quality that contained censwen when he
merely wanted her to do something. He was stanidirtige door of

his own private office, looking too big for the lling and too big for
the job he was temporarily doing.

'‘When you're ready, please,' he ordered, with ntesahall.

He had always looked so handsome and powerfulleviseon, quite

the heart-throb when Cassy was at college. Soreafirls had even
rushed out and bought his latest book, more foptiwdograph of him
on the back than for the exciting and often paiaftdounts inside.

Cassy had read his books, though, and she had vamhdeéhe was
unhappy himself. Maybe it wasn't just that he tqukasure in
remonstrating with her on every possible occasidm others in the
office escaped that more often than not. He calfein by their
names, their first names. She was 'Miss Prest®hé.could hear the



hard voice in her sleep, see the silver eyes Wapools of ice. He
had spoiled everything for her.

He waited at the door, standing there no doubtuellcany high
spirits before she got into the conference. Shevkhat he disliked
her for some reason, and it was probably her lodks.brown eyes
were sparky and determined, edged with thick bledshes. Her
mouth curved into laughter easily, and her pergrihghaped face
most certainly did have a rebellious look aboutMaybe that was
what Jordan Reece disliked? Maybe he expectedondimation? He
didn't approve of her clothes, either. His eyemshked over her short
skirt and the long length of her legs with a barelyncealed
reprimand, and she looked back defiantly beforstépped aside and
motioned her into his office.

It had been his father's office, and she alway&ddoaround with
resentment when she was in here now. It was nqildsesant, rather
scruffy place it had been, either; Jordan Reecealtaded all that. It
was now like stepping into a hospital ward, or thentist's.
Everything gleamed! The books on the shelves wdrietlg
functional: trade journals, gazettes. The planteevggeen and alive,
not the old dusty things that his father alwaygédto water.

The fishing pictures had gone, too. She resentat rtiost of all.
Harold Reece was a keen fisherman, fanatical. ldeoftan sat back
in his chair and drifted into the world of glitteg water and lurking
trout, quite forgetting the matter at hand, butrgtreng had managed
to get itself done all the same and everyone haa Ibappy. They
were happy now in an uneasy sort of way, but slentte&She tossed
back her hair, unruly curls the colour of mahogalpng and
gleaming. If the worst came to the worst, thereen@her papers to
work on.

'‘Perhaps we can begin now?'



Jordan Reece looked at his watch and then glanoedeply at
Cassy, but she stared straight back. One of theseghe was simply
going to walk out on him in mid-sentence!

She raised her eyebrows questioningly, but he fealvat her and
walked round to his chair, sitting and tilting idk at an alarming
angle. He continued to stare at her for a few disetting moments,
making everyone else uncomfortable, and she treedhink of
something to take her mind off him, something t&kenher keep this
bouncing spirit. He made every day a battle.

'‘Would you like to begin, Miss Preston?' he askeldllg. 'What's
happening about that hospital business?'

'It continues,' Cassy said crisply. 'That hosatiness' was a very
big campaign, a battle for rights. "The local HeaMuthority wrote
yesterday complaining about last week's featureit lmontinues this
week. They admit the chaos in the gynaecologicphdeent, but
they suggest that it's none of our business!'

'Let me see the letter.'

Cassy handed it across to him; she had been emgebét. If he said
it was to be dropped, she would resign. His eyearskd it and she
held her breath.

‘You can answer that yourself,' he murmured. "Y®gjot a waspish
pen. See how they like that!

Cassy felt a mixture of relief and rage. A wasgsh? He made her
sound like an old spinster writing poison- penelet

‘What's new?' he asked briefly, his eyes on heinous$ face. She
wished that chair would slip. He must be almosttio@ point of
balance. Just one more inch!



'l heard a whisper of news a few days ago andj'steconfirmed it
this morning at the Council offices. You probablgokv that our
small neighbour, Risewell, comes under the Bradmayncil for
most things?'

He nodded, looking seriously at her, but sayindnimgt.

'‘Well, they pay their rates here although theylgs$ service, and
now it seems Bradbury is stealing from its smaigyhbour!'

'I'm intrigued.' The chair came back to its fougdend Jordan Reece
leaned forward, his arms folded on his desk. Hetiisdleeves rolled
up, his tie pulled away at the neck, the top buttdnhis shirt
unfastened, and for a second she stared at higettorg what she
was going to say.

'‘Go on,' he urged softly.

'‘Well," Cassy said quickly, pulling herself togathéthought in the

spring that the common was a little extra resplahdaore crocuses
than usual,' she added, referring to the greatpweeell-kept green

belt that almost surrounded the town. 'Apparenthyr Parks

Department snaffled them from Risewell.'

Claud Ackland, the news editor, gave one of higting titters and
chimed in. 'I've no complaints! | live facing themamon. It was a
picture in the spring.'

'‘We've got the picture!" Cassy bit out. 'And on¢hefprevious spring.
The second shows an unprecedented growth in crecyseof
positive!'

‘You're sure of this?' The editor's stern mouthrkespal, suspiciously
close to laughter, and Cassy felt furious. It muestvery small and
petty to someone who normally reported battles, dincked bullets



as he faced the cameras, but it was important ¢opeople of
Risewell, who had been outraged.

'I'm quite sure. My source is from the Council Clhamitself.'

He nodded, his eyes intently on her face. 'So aleyou going to do
with this item?'

‘It will make the basis for a good feature. Oucuglation is good in
Risewell too, and in any case, just because we&dig neighbour,
we have no right to take what few amenities theyehdt's not the
first time that something like this has happenéade got plenty of
information—verified!" she added smartly when heskdeyebrows
rose.

He nodded, his silvery eyes narrowed at her aggeegsok. 'Go to
it!" he said evenly. She was going to, anyway!

The rest of the conference got under way and siseglea to be able
to sit back and only add her bit when necessarg. f8nd herself
doing what she did every morning when she was re:heatching

him. It was becoming something of a secret pastime.

His hands were powerful, capable, with a sort adhanasculine
grace. He wasn't as tanned now as he had beestabiit he was still
a deep golden colour and it showed up those strayge vividly.

He looked up and caught her gaze, and she haatityeged her things
as the rest of the heads of department stood.

'‘Wait behind for a moment, Miss Preston,' Jordaad@esaid quietly,
and she sat down again worriedly. He was goingattleowith her!
She geared herself up, and she was quite right.

As soon as the others had left he held up last'sigbpy of the paper,
opened at her theatre review.



‘This is vicious, caustic, biased!" he said coldlwould have thought
that with your background you would have had symmp&br theatre
people in general, and actors in particular!'

It was the last thing she wanted to hear. 'Act@asva word that
brought back too many memories, too much pain fé&ter went quite
pale and she blazed at him furiously, quite forggttto be
intimidated.

'I'm never biased! she flared. 'The theatre here is good becal
they're constantly held to account.'

'You expect West End standards in Bradbury?' hastet
relentlessly.

'l expect value for money anywhere,' Cassy snapjéuen they do
well, they get a good write-up. If they produceiasco, then they
should expect to be reported equally truthfullyelnever known
them fail to send me tickets! It's not the firshdi that I've slated
them! Your father never complained!" she endeeihytt 'He left me
to get on with things without constant comment emerference.'

He merely waved his hand towards the door, dismgsker. 'That's
because you're not a trout. Things without gills mvisible to my
father. In any case, | know you were his whiz-kit would never
have questioned you.'

'If you're suggesting that your father let me gistanything and..

'Why do you keep the theatre reviews for yoursél&interrupted
with a quick look at her from beneath dark browis, dilver eyes
intent. "You've plenty to do. Any feature writerubd do it!'

'| prefer to do it myself!' Cassy said tightly.



He just looked at her for a long moment and thedtded, dismissing
the conversation.

‘Shall you use the new colour supplement for yeature about the
Parks Department?' he asked ironically, as if it wagarden feature
instead of a piece of serious investigative repgtti

'‘No! Before I've finished with it, the features aejment will have
taken over the whole front page!'

'Really?' he said slowly, as if he was humourinthéd. 'l suppose
you've even got the headline?'

'Pillaging a village!" she snapped off the top ef head, walking out
whether he'd finished with her or not, only justigiing herself from
slamming the door.

'‘What did he want?' Claud Ackland looked at herfaeg with a great
deal of interest as she passed him.

''d rather not say.'

'‘Oooh! Naughty man!" His low whistle infuriated Harther, but she

ignored him, walking quickly to the end of the o#fiand her own

little niche, sitting at her terminal for a minuteget her temper back
before she tackled Guy about the new feature.

When she next went to the theatre, though, it veasecond visit in
one week. They always sent her two complimentakets so that
she could bring a friend, but she never bothetegla$ work as far as
Cassy was concerned, and this time she was doingc#. She had
read last week's review andwaiscaustic! This week she wanted tc
be quite sure that her past was not raising itsl laea making her
unfair. Her review was already written, in her laaghis moment, and
she could see nothing wrong with it as the firstf lef the



performance drew to a close. It was as bad as athé¢hiought it the
first time round!

In the bar she ordered a drink, accustomed to kdornge and feeling
no embarrassment. The deep voice that added torder and the
powerful, brown hand that slid the money acrosscthanter to pay
for both made her jump, her nerves flaring frigimety.

'l was in the dress circle,' Jordan Reece saidingignas he led her to
a table. 'l was watching you all the time, andaaisat | could see you
never made one single note. You have total relekdls Preston?'

'l don't need it tonight!' she snapped, her sparkwn eyes furious at
this spying. 'This is the second time around. | Wwase two nights
ago. My review is written and in my bag at this neorm’

‘Then you don't count yourself infallible? May kes¢?’

She hadn't much choice, his hand was out readgl titedience
expected, and she dived into her bag and slappedhwethand
notebook into his imperious hand, quite sure tlyahdw, he would
have forgotten any shorthand he had ever knowrhiflife was so
far removed from such mundane matters.

He hadn't. He read it swiftly, his eyes flying ovke neat marks on
each page, his brief comments showing that he stutat perfectly
well everything he read.

'l can see that you're no more impressed withikek's performance
than you were with the one last week,' he obseagelde handed the
notebook back.

'‘Were you?' Cassy asked tartly.

'‘Candidly, | thought it was dreadful,’ he admittédtil hadn't been
watching you, | would probably have fallen asleep!



That did not please her much. The idea of bein¢pvied and
checked like a raw junior made her blood boil. De# for the end of
the interlude sounded and she gathered her bag.

‘Shall we give it a miss?' he asked hopefully, flmn@éne moment she
considered saying 'Certainly not!" making him gakoto face utter
boredom now he realised that spying on her wasséewdd time. She
didn't fancy sitting through any more, though, $e shrugged
indifferently and led the way to the street.

He paced along beside her and she couldn't thimktbaget rid of
him politely. It had been raining while they hadehen the theatre,
and the streets were wet and shining, the lightsralering on the wet
pavements. The embarrassment of walking besidenameased a
little as passers-by recognised her and calledoobér, but even so
she had to curb the inclination to take to herfideivas bad enough
to have to face him at work. This was an extraneatisity she could
well have managed without!

How long have you been here?' he asked when theaeson called
out cheerfully to her. "You seem to know everyone.'

'| came here straight from university,' she saidfly: 'l like it here.’

'It's a long way from home, isn't it?' he priedaiiy. 'I'm rather
surprised that you decided to be a journalist wyaur family are
theatre through and through.’

'l didn't want to tread the same path!' she saadpdi, the mention of
her family making her feel icily cold. It was a toghe never raised,
not even to herself.

'l see that your mother is appearing in the Wesl,'Ere went on, not
knowing that he was twisting a knife deeper angdeato her. She
had to remind herself that he didn't know, thatathbknew. He was
not getting at her again; it was just unfortundtes not heard of your



father for a long time. Was he in New York with youother when
she was there?

‘They never travel together,” Cassy said tighiiyriey never have
done. Acting always separated them. They're usetl My father

iIs—resting!" she ended, with a scathing sound to voéce that

brought his silvery eyes sharply to her face.

‘You did a lot of drama at university,’ he said eflyi, no doubt
thinking that he was changing the conversatiohatsharp sound of
her voice. He was merely grinding things in deeper.

‘You're very well informed, Mr Reece,’ Cassy obedivand it
seemed to bring him to the realisation that hedatalk all night and
get nothing but stiff replies.

‘You have a file, Miss Preston,' he said quite lgpldnd apart from
that, you were my father's "blue-eyed girl". Whewidit him, I'm
expected to report on your progress!’

"That's why you harass me?' Cassy asked scornfaéyhurt she was
feeling inside too much to contain, although it nathing to do with
Jordan Reece.

'‘No, | just like to see that you toe the line!'dad irritably. 'You get
no more attention than anyone else. | have a jalwj®o0.’

'‘Even though you resent it!" she finished for humable to stop
herself.

'‘Even though | resent it," he agreed. 'l won't gs@mu any further,' he
added irascibly. '‘By the number of people you knbwery much
doubt if you're going to be attacked. We're alnadstour flat, and in
any case you have a very sharp weapon in your songll they
would get from you would be a headline!



He turned on his heel and walked back the way Ha&lycome. He
had obviously parked his car by the theatre ankeawhthis far to

escort her. Cassy felt waves of guilt sweeping teer She turned to
say that she was sorry, but he was already welhdibw road, tall,

dark and back to being unapproachable. She wdrtlat severely

chastened, her own misery forgotten in a flurngoibarrassment at
her bad temper and even worse manners.

The morning's post brought a letter, and at firsis€y paid no
particular attention to it. She had strict ruleswimail, she read it as
she ate breakfast, so the letter lay on the tabkha got ready and
prepared her toast and coffee. She had not thietessigpremonition
as she picked it up, her cup in her other handeiies scanning the
envelope almost casually. It was her home postniarkthe address
was typed; it couldn't be from her father and rtaialy would not be
from her mother! She pushed the thought of her erdihmly away.
She had troubles enough as it was. It had to bk &be opened it
with no enthusiasm whatever and glanced at it, ste@pped, her face
going pale.

After reading it through twice, she still felt guibumb with shock,
and only the thought of being late and the oppatunwould give
Jordan Reece to reprimand her made her get teeaeand reach for
her coat and bag. Inside her head she was fraéttie.had no idea
what she was going to do. So much for premonition!

The letter was from her mother, or at least from her mother
secretary, for Lavinia Preston did not bother tdevpersonal letters
any more. She would be at home this weekend, d Sio@-over
before going on to New York for the opening of imew play on
Broadway. She expected that Cassy would be alglettdown to see
them, and Cassy knew that 'them' did not mean bérenand father,
it meant her mother and Luigi.



She walked to work in deep thought, even walkingt gae building
and having to re-trace her steps.

'‘Forgotten where you work, Miss Preston?’

Jordan Reece's sardonic voice made her jump, arahée her eyes
were not smiling, either impudently or otherwiséhey were not
angry, either. They were dazed and scared. Hewsagé¢tting out of
his car, a Porsche Carrera, bright red and alatynsigek. He was
certainly too big for his job, too big for this tovand too expensive.
For a moment her mind switched from her persongthtmare and
she found herself really looking at him.

She remembered the first time he had come intmthee. Harold
Reece had brought him round, politely introducinmg ko the staff,
and he had not bent one inch. Her first sight of had shocked her.
She had never seen a man so handsome and so hard.

He had been very tanned then, obviously straigbk fieom some
overseas assignment. His dark hair was thick aashhdis cheeks
creased as though he laughed a lot, although stheder seen it
happen, but those cold, silver eyes had alarmedHeidooked at
everyone steadily as if taking some uninterestirvgmtory, his nod
brief and polite, his handshake firm. His hand abwxost swallowed
her own smaller hand and she had been very pleaked he'd
moved on. She had known straight away that shedawaier get on
with him. In everything, he was the exact oppositder. She had
been so perfectly right!

'If you could reach some kind of decision aboutngointo the
building...?' He was standing holding the door lier and she felt
perfectly foolish. She had been standing staringiet, her mind
elsewhere, and it wasn't like her at all. It wassIdtter, her panic!



'Sorry. | was thinking about—about something els&he darted
inside with a quick little nod of thanks and hedsaothing at all. She
could feel his eyes on her as she went up thesstairont of him, and
she was glad when she reached the top and the daoain Guy
Meredith opened his mouth to say something, bsieclat again as he
saw the editor come in at the same time, openiagitior for her. He
shook himself out of the surprise, though.

'‘Got your theatre review, Cassy?' he asked, and whe nodded he
gestured to her desk. 'Two tickets have come for, pext week's.
Who do you take, the boyfriend?'

‘Naturally!" Cassy sank down at her desk, fumblimgher bag as
Jordan Reece walked past to his office. Boyfriefitie words
'theatre' and 'boyfriend’ could still bring backthehame, although it
should have been quite gone by now. It was a long, tafter all. It
was the last thing she wanted to think of. Sthike slidn't have to go
home. She could simply not answer, or plead pressinvork. Even
as she thought it, she knew perfectly well thatshdd not. She had
never ducked out of anything in her life, and sbela just see the
amused contempt on her mother's face.

It was at university that Cassy had met Luigi RosHe had only just
come from lItaly then. He was thirty, much olderrthie other
students, and he had fascinated them, especialgitts. His dark
good looks and his very Latin manners had made thiemmost
eligible man on the campus, and he wasise\ He never tired of
listening to everyone's problems. It was a soufcanausement to
him that Cassy never had any problems at all, shatwas merely
good company.

He had been part of the theatre workshop group evBaissy spent
most of her spare time, and he was an excelleat.astith a mother
and father who were both in the theatre, Cassygresed his talent
and encouraged him all the time.



It drew them together, finally very closely togathend Luigi's days
as an eligible bachelor were counted as over byttier students. As
for Cassy, she was completely happy and completelpve. It
seemed that nothing could burst her bubble of mEgsi when she
took Luigi home for the long summer vacation. Itswhe end of her
dreams. Her mother had been there, a flying vedivben rehearsals,
but after taking one look at Luigi Lavinia Prestuwad stayed on.

There was not much feeling between her parentsydasd known

that since her very young days. Her father hadhaat Lavinia's

success. He was a character actor, and althouglotked regularly

he knew himself that he did not and would neverehidae stunning

brilliance of his wife. Cassy was not close to eitbf them. She had
always been just a little in the way, her life diley a succession of
nannies until she was old enough for boarding-sici8¥e felt closer

to Luigi than she had ever felt to her parents.

It had taken a while to realise what was happenmgnderstand that
her beautiful, talented mother was deliberatelyistabehind in the

country, ignoring the glitter of her own life-styie stay on here—for
Luigi! It had seemed ridiculous. He was youngetglve years, but

her mother had never hidden the fact that shedwatd and she was
beautiful, her hair fiery where Cassy's was deefili, her eyes

brilliantly green against Cassy's sparky brown—simel had years of
experience, great acting ability.

When they returned to university, Luigi left almastonce, dropping
a course that had never particularly interested, land when the
newspapers came out a week later, Lavinia Pres&snon the front
page- British stage star boarding her flight to N¥ark, Luigi
smiling and handsome beside her. It was not evdrwigo could say
that her mother had stolen her sweetheart—stolendaliberately
and skilfully. It had almost broken Cassy's hearnd now Lavinia
was back, Luigi with her, expecting a nice homenren!



It had been four years ago, but it seemed likeeyday. He had not
made the impact on New York that he had so claarggined, but
then, he didn't need to. Lavinia was clever in nvaaigs than one. She
was rich, nothing squandered, her investments swidisafe. Luigi
could live like a prince and do nothing at all gxcbe a handsome,
attentive escort. Her mother would dangle the ¢arftarge parts in
plays in front of him forever, as she had done wstemhad first met
him, and he would believe every word.

The love that Cassy had felt was now deeply edgéd esentempt,

but she did not have the courage to face themevet after so long.
She would never have the courage to face her mstkeowingly

amused eyes, her father's utter indifference andi'kuinsincere
protests of fate.

'Miss Preston!'

Oh, lord, she had been working and dreaming agdiee time! Cassy
shot up in her seat, her. eyes anxiously on hemai, astonished to
see that she had finished the feature and thaiditgone off screen.
What had she done? No doubt she was about to fincsbe walked
to Jordan Reece's office on trembling legs.

'‘What's the matter with you?' he exclaimed angtiinay take you to
task for caustic comment, for bias and even foistiepness of your
tongue, but you never make mistakes!'

‘What—what have | done?' Cassy just stood lookingpim in a
panic-stricken way, and he grunted irritably, wavirer to a chair.

'Sit down before you fall down," he rasped. 'lI"eei looking at your
feature, as it so intrigued me. It was full of adlious errors, so much
so that | expected to see you slumped in your c®am-conscious!

'Oh, it's gone through to typeset! I'll miss my dleze!



Cassy shot to her feet, but he motioned her bapktiently, pointing
to his own terminal.

'l corrected it and then sent it through,' he sedpfhe whole thing
was excellent, but peppered with weird mistakest Brown would
have been the laughing stock of the Council if ae been printed as
Miss Brown! What's the matter with you? I've madkstof your
errors, take a look.'

He held up a sheet of paper, a long list of mistakeit that almost
reached the bottom of the sheet, and Cassy'slGme] with colour,
her ego utterly flattened. She didn't have anyaxaion that she was
prepared to give, and after a long, disgruntled laoher he allowed
her to make her escape.

She lingered at her desk when the paper was spfdlyo bed'. The
others had gone and the only light was over herasgk. In the quiet
building she still failed to find any solution tehproblem; there was
no solution. If she refused to go, then her mo#tauld know she had
won, how much it had hurt. Luigi would be tendeatyd insincerely
sorry, her father wouldn't give a damn! If she weamtuld she face
them? Could she convince them of her own success,utter
nonchalance about the past? There was no nonckdlare, and she
was not at all happy about her own acting ability.

‘There's something wrong, isn't there?' The deapeymo longer
harsh, made her jump, and she realised belatedtyJdrdan Reece
was invariably the last person to leave the Helpaitting.

'l—er—no!" She was filled with embarrassment anafasion, but he
didn't take much notice. He reached forward andched off her
light, picking up her bag and handing it to her.

‘Get your coat, Cassandra,' he ordered firmly, 'Siod | are going to
that tea shop on the corner for a nice, hot cupaf



'‘But I—I don't..." She was stunned to have acquar€&hristian name
and, protests ignored, he took her arm, almost mragcher to the
street.

'l do!" he said firmly. 'Besides, | have somethiogell you, and now
Is as good a time as any.'

He was going to ask for her resignation, she josikit. He thought
that she would need a soothing beverage to takeldle She would
need more than a cup of tea after this dreadful day

'l see they've got the Christmas lights up on tlgeeof the common
already,' he said in a pleasant voice, lookingtowards the end of
town. 'Let's hope they didn't snaffle any of thé®en Risewell, or

they'll be taking them down rapidly and giving thbactk when your
feature hits the news-stands. It even filled mehwiighteous

indignation, and I've never even driven as far igg\Rell!’

He was talking to calm her, to keep her capturked,could tell that.
Not that he needed to. His hand was tightly onaner and, although
she was tall herself, he made her feel pretty maant as he walked
her along, towering over her. Whatever he was gtorgpy, he had
no intention of her escaping. She was going to iteahether she
wanted to or not!



CHAPTER TWO

Cassy wished the tea shop had been crowded, making
confidential conversation impossible, but it was filiere were only
three people in the whole place, counting the wssyand Jordan led
her to the farthest corner, well away from evers¢hprying eyes.
When the tea was ordered he sat back and lookest aeverely, and
she knew straight away that she had a battle omdmsis, that this
man was even more of a determined character ttawab herself.

'Since | came to thElerald,' he said quietly, 'you have resented m
presumably because I'm not my father. You havedeskion the very
edge of defying every last order I've given. Youimade a very
conscious decision not to co-operate unless it absolutely
necessary. Every morning conference is a battlegréa you as you
wait to cross swords with me.'

There was not a lot that Cassy could say to thiaiy Inot being one of
her accomplishments, and after a disgruntled lobkher he
continued.

'‘During today it has become increasingly clear soamething is very
wrong, apart from your general dislike of me. Ndw not going to
attempt to be either fatherly or friendly, but eweith your ability to
go stubbornly on your own way, you must see thanity duty to be
concerned, especially when | find myself correciyogr mistakes.'

'It won't happen again,’ Cassy said quickly, meetirs cool-eyed
stare and then as quickly ducking her head. 'l $@de news that
upset me, that's all. | obviously won't go on baipget. It's Thursday
today. | only have to get through tomorrow and thi#rhave the

whole weekend to solve my problem.’



'So, we have established that you have a probletyou refuse help
and that by Monday morning you're going to be ridpaick to
normal—irritating!" he rasped.

‘Yes. If you think that's normal!" Cassy shot badgth an annoyed
look at him.

'Oh, | don't think it'shormal Miss Preston,' he assured her. 'It's tf
situation we find ourselves in.'

She was back to being Miss Preston, she notedslendmiled wanly
at the waitress and proceeded to pour the teagcsileeeming to be a
good idea.

'‘Well, as we seem to have reached the end of thgage of

discovery," he remarked after a few moments ofsdeduring which
he stared at her impatiently, 'I'll tell you whyéanted a quiet word
with you.'

Here it comes, Cassy thought, bracing herself ftack, but his
words and changed tone surprised her into lookipgvith wide,
shocked eyes.

'‘My father has to go into hospital next weekend. ieds an
operation that's long overdue,' Jordan told heetgui

'Oh, I'm sorry! | had no idea!' Cassy was filledhwsympathy and
anxiety at once. Harold Reece had meant a lot tolihenany ways
he had become the father she would have liked, soenwho helped,
who listened kindly and amusedly to her problemd anggested
solutions. It was Harold Reece who had steadied kmawing she
had a secret grief, never asking about it but siaping on hand with
his ready smile when she felt low.

'‘Believe me, he would never have handed over times i€ he had
been well,' Jordan said with an amused smile.



'He sits at home with the fish portraits in hisdstand dreams of the
Herald, | assure you.'

That bit of information made Cassy feel incrediblyilty. Of course
he had taken his beloved pictures with him. She Hedided
bad-temperedly that Jordan Reece had thrown theémShewas
biased!

'Is—is it very serious?' she asked softly, willilmgn to laugh and say
no, but he didn't. He hesitated and then shrudgedyes cautious.

'‘We really don't know. A stomach operation is négagant for
anyone, and he's no longer young.'

'Is there anything | can do?' Cassy said impulgjvahd those
silver-grey eyes were on her again, sharply focasetlattentive.

‘There is, if you really mean that. He wants toysme This weekend
Is his last at home for a while, and he has theswhelming desire to
see his protegee. You know he was, still is, vemydf of you. |

brought you here to ask you to go down there wi¢htinis weekend,
just to set his mind at rest before he goes ingphal. Will you come
to convince him that you're still in one piece?"

The moment that she hesitated, his eyes cooleohésrapt edged his
firm mouth, and he gave her no time to speak.

'So you won't!" he grated. 'l might have known.t@®tine hard-bitten
journalist, aren't you?'

‘You don't understand!" Cassy blurted desperdteiant to go. Your
father was so important to me...'

'‘But not important enough to make an effort for ridwe interrupted
sarcastically.



'‘Any weekend but this!" Cassy said urgently, igngris contempt.

'‘Next weekend I'll go gladly. I'll go to the hosgitl'll stay down there
and visit every day.'That will be a little late form to talk to you

before he goes,' Jordan said coldly. This is tdvseinind at rest. He
has this urge to put his affairs in order and yooin the agenda. I'm
sorry that it's not convenient!

He put his cup down with the obvious intentionez\ling, and Cassy
looked at him with an acknowledgment of defeat.

"'l come,' she said quietly, but it merely anndyem more.

'‘Unwillingly? No, thank you!" he rasped. 'He canliwd® without
people around him who couldn't care less!'

‘You're quite cruel, aren't you?' Cassy asked shdier brown eyes
fixed reproachfully on his hard face. 'l could neuaderstand why |
disliked you so much, but it's obvious really. Yeiwcruel! You're not
a bit like your father. You have no idea what heant¢o me, and you
have no idea why | hesitated to say yes straightyolu just attack!

To her horror she felt tears flood into her eyed stme hastily looked
away, sitting there in embarrassed silence, waitmdhim to storm
off.

‘My father is a hard act to follow," he said sqftgnd he had a lot of
advantages over me, one being that you confid&dmn There's not
much point in my offering help to you, I've triedand been told
smartly to back off. Oh, not in so many words,' dtgled with a
grimace as she looked up at him with tears spayltfirher eyes. 'I'm
quick to take a hint, though, especially whenhtisled "at me like a
discus!

'I—I'll go this weekend,' Cassy muttered, lookingag. 'l want to go!
| told you he means a lot to me and | meant it.'



‘All fight." He signalled to the waitress and pregghto leave. 'We'll
have to go in the middle of the afternoon, earfiare can manage it.
I'll get on the phone tonight and try to arrange you to take
tomorrow off. I'll collect you at about eleven iEhn manage to get a
replacement in for you.'

'‘But what will people..." Cassy began anxiouslyshing furiously at
his quietly muttered opinion of people and theie@pations. She
was glad to be outside in the gathering dusk.

'I'll drive you to your flat, then | can be quiterse | have the right one
tomorrow,' he said firmly as they walked acrosstfasl. 'l only know
pretty vaguely where you live.'

'I'm pretty vague myself at the moment,' Cassy g@dghtlessly as
he helped her into the opulent Porsche in frothefHerald Building
and then got in himself, turning to her with an mgsion of near
anger on his face.

'For heaven's sake Cassandra,' he bit out, 'l kimewyou care for my
father. | know how you go in feet first with evdmytg. Hesitating
about something like that is just not you. Tell wigat's wrong or I'll
give some deep consideration to shaking you!'

He looked as if he meant it, and she was stilifigetery guilty about
that hesitation. It was important to her that heudth realise how
much she cared about his father.

'l had to go home this weekend,' she murmuredeies firmly on

her hands, which were equally firmly in her lap--Ildon't often go

but—but my mother wrote— at least, her secretaty 8he's going to
be there this weekend and—and I'd decided that tdvéace her to let
her know that..

'l see,' he said quietly, and laughter bubbledngoatrollably inside
Cassy.



'Oh, no, you don't see,’ she informed him a littiklly. "You really
don't! | mean, it's so unusual. It's not every reothiho...'

She stopped, suddenly horrified at the fact thatheld been about to
blurt out her private affairs, and after one havdkl at her Jordan
started the engine and turned the car towardsl&tedtftook all the
way to calm down, and even as he stopped outsidensts still
trembling.

'In view of the fact that you have some sort afisrin your own life,’

he said, obviously choosing his words with carapdlogise for my

earlier remarks, and I'll tell my father that nex¢ekend or the one
after that I'll drive you down td see him.'

'‘No!" If the choice was Harold Reece and his pedagind, or her
mother's amused contempt, then she would chooseldHReece
every time. 'I'm going this weekend and they camktivhat they like
about me at home!'

‘You're sure?' he asked quietly, his eyes pierginglher, noting her
agitation.

'I'm quite sure,' Cassy said firmly, taking a deepath and meeting
his gaze.

‘Then will you have dinner with me tonight? | thinle should be a
little better acquainted before my father beginsogmng, don't you?'

The same old hesitation clouded her eyes and hedboot at all
surprised.

'It was just an idea,' he said resignedly, startiegcar.

If ever there was a man for making her feel guiiie had misjudged
him, been bordering on rude, blamed him for thing$ad not done
at all and now she was treating him like this.



'l have a couple of steaks in the fridge,' she gaidkly. 'l could make
a salad without much effort and there's fruit.dtuiid like to eat here
with me, 1..."

'I'm stunned," he said, his smile growing by thaute. 'I'll be back in
one hour with wine, will that do?'

‘Yes, |—I'll get it started...’

'If you should come to your senses and change yood,' he said
softly, his smile mocking her, 'just leave a natetloe door.'

He had driven off before she could reply, and Casgsgt inside, a
little dazed at her sudden burst of hospitalityvds the first time ever
that she had invited a man to her flat, and eveman wildest
imagination she had never thought of it being Joilkeece. This was
going to be some evening! She looked round woryiedld quickly
got out the vacuum cleaner. What would just aboutd her during
the week would not do for him. She didn't want gomg round with
a duster.

By the time he returned she had cleaned and pdlistael a shower
and changed into an embroidered caftan she had daa@&mg for a

special occasion and the steaks were well on the As she was

finishing the dressing for the salad, he came ¢odibor and she was
relieved to see that he had changed too, his datkgene and a
casual outfit in its place. His eyes looked moilgesy than ever

against the black shirt, and they stood for a mdmetaring at each
other.

‘Mutual surprise!" he commented, coming straigltbugh to the
small kitchen with the wine. 'Can | set the table?"

'If you like." Cassy pointed to the drawer thatdhtélle cutlery, and
spread a blue checked cloth on the table beforgniefy to the



dressing. "'The—the glasses areup there in thaoeugbThere aren't
many, | don't have guests for dinner as a ruleland

'‘One each will be quite enough,' he said quiepn't be nervous,
Cassandra. Honestly, | don't bite!'

"'l be nervous if you keep on calling me CassaridCassy said,
bending over the salad to hide her blushes. It &vaot have been so
bad if he had been smaller. She already knew heawalsig for the
office. He filled the kitchen. This place was naant to hold two tall
people. He was making it seem like a doll's house.

'‘Cassandra,' he mused, opening the wine. 'A prepbeiVhat do you
forecast for the steak?'

'‘Burned, if we don't eat at once!" Cassy said ptomgishing it up
and putting the salad on the table.

'It looks good enough to eat,' Jordan said witlreran amount of
surprise, holding her chair for her.

‘Anybody can cook a steak,' Cassy said firmly, wheiteed not to let
anything get friendly.

'If you believe that, you'll believe anything,' $&d wryly, and Cassy
decided to get through the meal and then talk sslijoabout his

father. This was a one-off occasion and she di#r'tbeing so close
to this powerful man. He wasn't her type. She ligedple who were
softer, more gentle. She was normally suspiciousrof sign of

straightforward masculinity, and he couldn't hdlatt it was how he
was. She was bending over backwards to be faimalow, but the

underlying thoughts were very edgy.

She watched him surreptitiously as she ate, lookihdpim from
beneath thick lashes. She knew that she did thettyeday at the
morning conferences, and she knew why. His agg@essasculinity



repulsed her. She was always on her guard. JordageRwas too
virile, almost tangibly so, and every defence carmpevhenever he
was near. She heartily wished she had not invitedtdnight, but as
usual he had managed to put her at a disadvantage.

'‘Have you had this flat since you first came to tinen?' he asked
with interest when they had finished and were dnglcoffee in her
small, neat sitting-room.

'‘No, | couldn't afford a flat then. It may havepgled your mind, but
juniors don't earn much,' Cassy said, glancingimt H shared a
house with three other girls. We got on well enqumft I'd rather be
alone, although I'm still quite friendly with alf them."'

'‘What do you do at the weekends?' he asked ingellgsthis eyes
keenly on her downcast face. He was sitting ba¢kdmchair, his legs
stretched out comfortably as if he belonged hard,aabrief flare of
resentment clouded her eyes. Life had been gooel Ibefore he
came, and he certainly had brought bad luck. After years she
would have to face Luigi again. If Harold Reece k&l been here
she would have told him everything, and he wouleh@me up with
some obvious solution.

‘This and that. | do my shopping and walk, and gomnes | go out
with the girls | knew, the ones who shared the bhough me," she
said shortly.

'‘No steady boyfriend?'
'‘No!" There was battle in Cassy's eyes at oncénarsiniled ruefully.

‘Just general conversation, Cassy,’ he said quiétlg prying

intended. We'd better get on with the discussiaouathe weekend
before | outstay my welcome. | arranged for a regr@ent. One of
the subs will go in. | know it's not his job, buatte's little enough to



do; the work as far as you're concerned was fidisbéay, and in any
case, Guy will be there.'

'I'm sorry," Cassy murmured. 'l suppose I'm a hitedge. | never
meant to make you feel unwelcome. I— would you fikare coffee?'

'‘No, thanks,' he said briskly, his voice a litight. 'Let's get down to
this weekend.'

It was all a bit too much suddenly, the thoughhef mother, Luigi,

her father's bland indifference. Harold Reece wasgyinto hospital

and she really cared, but the weekend at hometilladba thought at

the top of her head and she was being really atofdbrdan Reece.
She had been sitting here thinking bad thoughtsitaion and, after
all, he had worse problems. If he hadn't cared abhmufather he

would never have taken on the job as editor, slevkthat deep
down.

'‘Cassy?' It wasn't until Jordan spoke softly thet ealised she was
sitting with her head bent, tears rolling down feare. She couldn't
look up at all. It was so utterly embarrassing, ahe stiffened

sharply when he came and sat beside her.

'‘Look,' he said quietly, 'if you want to cancelkstkthing and go home,
then do it. Clearly this is something very impottanyou wouldn't
be in this state.’

'‘No, I'm going to see your father! | don't care wiey think. I'll just
never go home again, that's all. It won't make munspression,
whatever | do.’

He was silent for a moment and then said quiddgw about two
birds with one stone? From your file it seems tyat lived in

Hampshire. We could visit your place on the way do¥ou could

stay there Friday night and Saturday morning, aacdeuld go on to
Surrey on Saturday afternoon.'



'Oh, no!" Cassy looked up, hastily wiping away the tearsolild
never have anyone else there when...I mean, itietsang | have to
do alone. | would be very embarrassed if you..

He looked so weary at her vehemence, so resiga¢dite had flung
the small kindness back in his face, that shedetpnide go by and
told him.

'‘My mother will be bringing someone with her,'" skad looking

away from his tight face. 'When | was at universlt-we—were

going to be engaged. | took him home for the hgkdand my mother
was there.' She shrugged. 'That was it! They'raggtm be there this
weekend, together. It's all very respectable on ghdace, you
realise?' she added with a bitter laugh. 'It'segndrmal, after all, for
an actress to have someone in tow, especially a@sacas beautiful
and talented as my mother, and even if Luigi is Imyaunger than
her, you'd never know it. She's quite lovely,' Bhished quietly.

'l know, I've seen her," Jordan said tautly. 'Sy thie reunion, Cassy?
Is this to rub things in? To see how much you e&ke? She's got you
in a fix, hasn't she? If you don't go, you're sdadill pining for
Luigi. If you do go, every small sound, every loghku give will be
misconstrued. Are you still in love with him?'

'l don't know," Cassy said quietly. It was truee shdn't. She felt
contempt, disgust even, but if she saw him agaioke to him, what
then?

'‘Facing him is the only way you're going to findt,bdordan said
rather fiercely.

'I know that but..."

‘But what if you love him still? What if it show3here is a solution,’
he said quietly. 'Take your own fiancé with yowegihem one hell of
a surprise!'



'I'd love to do that!" Cassy said bitterly. 'Unforaitely, you may not
have noticed, but | just don't have one to hand.’

"'l do the job most efficiently if you'll trust enwith it,' he said in a
matter-of-fact voice, 'and if you'll do somethiray fme?’

'‘What?' She shot upright and stared and he smitgly.w

'Is that a gasp or a question?' he asked sardnitfl's a gasp, then
don't jump to hasty conclusions! If it's a questittren make some
more coffee and I'll tell you about my bargain amglplan.’

Actually, she couldn't wait to get into the kitcheemd out of sight. He
had insisted upon washing up earlier, before cpo8edhere was no
real excuse to linger. She made it last a long,ttineugh, and when
she summoned up enough nerve to go back in he asgoabout
the room like a caged beast.

‘You're not going to like this," he said with amgrcertainty. 'l know
your ability to fly off the handle, but all | as& that you hear me out
first, all right?’

Cassy nodded and dealt with the coffee, and hétdidan sit down
with his. He put it on the mantelpiece and sto@iehooking down at
her, seeming to be very careful about choosingvbisls.

'You know what | did before | came here to takeghper over?' he
asked suddenly.

‘Yes, you were a foreign correspondent for televisiWe used to see
you when | was at university.'

‘That rather puts me in my place,' he said dilgu’ were a little girl
when | was out there at first. I'm thirty- six.’



'I'm twenty-five, but | can't see what that's gotdb with it,"” Cassy
commented. 'As to being a little girl, | was netheat. | was taller than
most people at college, including the men. Anywaigoked very

exciting and very dangerous at times.'

'Oh, it was,' he said quietly, a rather far-awapklon his eyes. 'When
you've lived on a high, fast plane, it takes a pe#fart to come down
to earth. TheBradbury Heraldhas few high spots and no danger :
all, except for the odd spat with you. You weretguight, | resented
it, | still do at times."

He suddenly sat down, his eyes intently on her.face

‘My father built up this chain of papers. He waeporter and worked
his way up to managing editor of tBeadbury Herald When it went

up for sale, he bought it. He used everything h& kaerything he
could borrow, and it paid off. He built on from tke Nothing came
easy for him, Cassy, and there were times when &e wuite poor.
University for me was rather a struggle, then |dme a green
reporter, badly paid, as you reminded me, then chav® radio and

thence to television. He wanted me to come herdalover, but |

liked what | was doing. | came very unwillingly wihie retired, and
only then because | knew he was ill. He doesn'twanto go back.
He imagines that one day I'm not going to duckéasiugh. He wants
me to settle down, get married, stay here. It'sr@rdhing on his list
of items for straightening his affairs before hegmto hospital.’

‘Are you telling me that he thinks he'll never comg?' Cassy asked
anxiously, her own problems now way to the backexfmind.

'He's in his late sixties. He's been putting thidar long enough. A
stomach obstruction is not a pleasant thing, abelieve he thinks
that they're not telling him the whole truth.'

'‘Are they?' Cassy asked worriedly.



'Yes, but he's uneasy in his mind. I'm a very devicharacter,
Cassy,' Jordan confessed with a wry look at heéondk you to tea
tonight to ask you to go down and see him, but lat&s going to ask
you to pretend to be engaged to me, just to semimsl at rest, to
allow him to go into hospital with the idea thamn Isettling down at
last.'

It seemed a great deal more important than heondag wanting an
escort, but it was a shock all the same.

'‘Why me?' she asked in surprise. 'We don't eveonrgetell together.
Surely you've got a girlfriend or two who would rethe
requirements more easily?'

'‘Nobody that he dotes on,' Jordan pointed out sazdly. 'l think he
splits his affection between you and me. You propalave more
than your share of it, too!

'l don't know about this.'

Cassy jumped up and did a little pacing of her dwar,arms folded
tightly across her. To deceive her mother and Lwag one thing, to
deceive Harold Reece was something yet again.

'It can't be done!" she said decidedly. 'When meesoout of hospital
he's going to be hurt beyond recall. He'll nevestteither of us again.
| can't do that to your father.'

'You can do it to your mother and this—Luigi," heminded her
softly.

'That's different! As far as I'm concerned, it'¢f-sdefence with
them—and in any case, | haven't agreed to it.'

‘Yet,' he added for her quietly. 'In my father'sesahe would go in
happily knowing that | was staying to safeguardrgeng he's



worked for. When he comes out it could be brokenitogently in a
few months' time. We could say that we fight tooctmuwhich is
quite true," he added wryly.

‘A few months?' Cassy stopped pacing and sat lilyrig never—I
envisaged one day!

'‘Oh, come on!" he said scathingly. 'Lavinia Pressono fool, and

she's a great actress. If she's to be convinced,itls going to take
more than you with an escort and a few small siffisdle can't spot a
poor performance, who can?'

It was true. Cassy had never looked at it like, timatact she was still
reeling from the idea. Even so, months! The thowdhis father still
troubled her too much also.

'l can't fool your father!" she said determinetlyt he had her looking
uncertain at once.

'‘Not even to give him a little happiness and pexagrind to face an
ordeal? Is it too much to ask of your conscienteéms to me from
what you've said that he means more to you than g@u parents.
Certainly, to him, you're the daughter he never. hgzhoned your
feature to him as it finished today, and he's Imgstith pride. It's

just the sort of thing he fought for himself whem \was here. Your
conscience or your affection, Cassy? It boils déevthat.'

'l don't know if | can manage it,’ Cassy said wexly after a few
moments of silence. 'l can spot bad acting, butdbasn't make me
into an actress myself. My mother will know, prolyapour father

will too.'

'l guarantee that your mother will not know," helggimly. 'All you
have to do is blush and swoon; you can leave yathen and Luigi
to me! | take it yowcanblush and swoon?' he added mockingly.



'‘Blush, yes, the swooning bit | can't be sure ©f5sy said with a
sudden smile.

All at once a burden seemed to be lifting, herdeaceding. Jordan
Reece was no mere boy to stand beside her andrsas@he told a
few lies. It was a comfort to know he would be theaind she was
glad she had told him her worries.

Your father, though.. .' she began, her smile dying

‘Leave that to time,' he said quietly. 'You havereason to want a
quick end to this engagement, have you?'

'‘Well—no, | don't suppose it matters, not realghe said with a
rueful look. She had steadfastly pushed away #drésted males.
After Luigi, she just did not trust any man excejatrold Reece. She
was placing plenty of trust in Jordan, though, after all it was a
mutual thing.

‘Then tomorrow we'll go and face the music,' hd,sstanding ready
to leave. 'Meanwhile, practise that rare and chagnsimile. You'll
need it when you face your mother and—friend. Ngb&dows
about this, just you and I. She's not going to bd, believe me!'

Cassy nodded, still a little worried, but he smitkxvn at her at the
door and already it seemed that they had an umahelisig, a secret
one. She was glad not to be going in to the offaxaorrow. She
wasn't really cut out for subterfuge.



CHAPTER THREE

CAssY was nervous the next day as she saw the Porsghendtont
of the flat. She stood by the window and watchedalo Reece get
out. He looked a little grim, and she knew withdatbt that he was
liking this no more than she was. She had wondérée would
arrive in casual clothes, her nervousness makingiheertain as to
what to wear. He was not in any way casual, howevsrdark grey
suit was beautifully tailored, his shirt crisply iy and she had to
admit that he was a very handsome, striking mahhbuwvas very
remote- looking, nothing friendly about him, ance stiondered how
this was going to work out.

She was glad she had decided eventually to dressfly. It was bad

enough to be facing this nightmare, without argvim any way

dishevelled. Obviously Jordan had come to the seomelusion,

because as she opened the door his tight lookhethend he looked
at her approvingly, his eyes running over the $im@s of her suit, the
short, boxy jacket, the straight skirt.

‘Splendid!" he pronounced. 'That rich blue lookedyon you.' He
glanced keenly at her. It was clear that she hapt gladly and he
frowned slightly, his lips tightening again. 'Evétyng is going to be
all right, Cassy," he said briskly, picking up kartcase and standing
back for her to precede him. 'In a few hours yde&llwondering what
all this worry was about.'

She didn't think so, but it was nice to have sometnshare the
worry. She was also more than a little uptight dlois trip with him.
He appeared to be unconcerned that he was opéehhgdar her,
that they were both away from tiéerald on the same day. They
were both well known in the town, and she hadféeding that many
eyes watched their departure. Jordan Reece dekmh $0 have any
feelings about it at all.



She could have relaxed as they left the town higcbiren any sort of
normal visit, but as it was her moodiness grewhay travelled, and
after a while he turned to her with a look that \wase exasperation.

‘While realising that this is a very personal nigate to you,' he said
tersely, 'l do feel that you should remember thiaérnvwe get down
there you will be expected to pass certain tdsésyery least of which
will be the ability to talk to me. Nobody, least alf someone like

Lavinia Preston, is going to believe in this engagegt if we look at

each other blankly and refuse to speak!’

'I'm sorry.' Cassy looked at him a trifle mutingusl know it's true,

but | can't think of a thing to say. After allsitiot as if we're friends,
or even like each other a little. This is just going to work," she
ended, with a sigh that annoyed him even more.

'It's not going to work if we don't work on it!' hasped. 'For the
weekend at least we'll have to put aside our muttitgtion and get
to know each other.’

'‘And what about the rest of the time?' Cassy ask®apyance in her
voice at his attitude. 'What about these—months wrell have to
keep it up for your father?’

'‘We won't have to keep it up under his nose!" lseir@sl her testily.
‘We both work, and luckily we both work a long waayay. We can
have another quick rehearsal if any other visksracessary.'

'‘Well, of course they'll be necessary!' Cassy tetbsharply. 'I'll want
to see him when he gets out, visit him in hosp#ag that he's all right
and..

'Pity that you're not able to pretend you're enddgeny father when
you meet your ex-lover!" Jordan grated. 'You've wahomore
enthusiasm speaking about him than about the vdidhes mission.’



'Luigi isn't my ex anything!" Cassy snapped angiilsitated at his
tone. 'And naturally I'm comfortable speaking abygotr father; |
know him. | don't know you at all. Until last nighgou've done
nothing but growl at me. | was never scared torgo your father's
office.'

'You're scared to come in now that it's mine?'died with a tone to
his voice that might have been surprise, but maegjually well have
been satisfaction.

'Yes! If you must know, then yes!" Cassy exclaintedying to him
furiously, her mahogany-coloured curls swingingdiil

He glanced across at her quickly, his silver elaaiy over her rosy
cheeks, her angry brown eyes. Then he looked liaakifastly to the
road, and when she glanced at him, a little woralgolut her outburst,
his lips were twitching in amusement.

‘Sparky, aren't you?' he remarked softly. She tdamswer, and he
reached across to take her clenched fingers iwduis, strong hand.
‘Count to ten and we'll re-start," he suggestedthyuiLet's begin with
the premise that you and | are engaged. Let'sqgptaanted. | don't
want any awkward questions that we can't answiehdgin. I'm
thirty-six, | was born in London, I'm named aftely maternal
grandfather. | went to an ordinary grammar schobkems | was
expected to work like hell, and | then went to Canige. The rest, |
told you—roughly. | never talk about my— adventutésu don't
need to, I've read your books," Cassy murmuredharndoked across
In surprise.

'Have you honestly? I'm flattered, unless you timudpey were
dreadful?’

'‘No, they were good. A trifle sad...' she addedigiimdfully.



'Life's like that," he assured her grimly. 'Nows iour turn,’ he added
on a determinedly bright note.

‘This is a bit silly," Cassy said, blushing andkiog down at her
hands. 'l feel as if we're playing games whilettirabrels roll.'

'It's not that bad!" he laughed. 'Just remembeaugh, that your
mother will be suspicious. My father won't, hed telighted!

‘You're cold-blooded, aren't you?' Cassy said ligglind he laughed
again, a hard, harsh sound.

'You already know that, don't you? It doesn't edtenmy father and
mother, though, just everyone else.’

'‘Oh! I don't know much about your mother!" Cassyg sath a gasp of
dismay. 'Only her name!'

'‘Dorothy," Jordan said in a satisfied voice. 'Dotmy father. What
did I tell you? Get on with your life history. | c@perform well if I'm
going to have to turn to you every other sentemzk say "l didn't
know that, darling". Your mother is going to wonadrat we do with
our time!'

Cassy went a startling shade of pink, glad thadida't-seem to
notice, but she took his point now and began ta taé was a good
listener, and after a while the embarrassmentalellshe had no idea
that the loneliness of her girlhood came througiay.

She "as surprised when he turned off to actuallgrdrondon, and
couldn't help pointing out that this would wasteteof time.

'‘Probably so," he murmured, his eyes on the fa#fidr 'but don't
forget, we're engaged, and as yet you're not wgaring.'



'It's not at all necessary,’ Cassy got out hastlydeep anxiety
growing out of nowhere that had nothing at all dordth meeting her
mother and Luigi. 'Lots of people nowadays...'

'I'm not lots of people!" he said briskly. 'My methand father are
old-fashioned, they'll expect it. You're mother rish, she'll be
looking to see approximately how much the ring chsft to you, |
can see that this trip would be a fiasco. Your rapthould tell us to
learn our lines and try again next audition!'

'‘Well, you've passed a lot of jewellers,” Cassyd sanpatiently,
unspeakably anxious now about having Jordan'samger finger,
even though it was all make- believe.

'l have a special place,’ he said determinedly.

'l see. You usually get your engagement rings fitoerone jeweller's,
then?'

‘Tut!" he said ironically. "You'll have to be lesdrasive if this
engagement is to be believed. As a matter of fambught a watch
here for myself, the first time ever that | feltyimng approaching
solvent. | had my first month's salary from telemis and | went
overboard and bought an expensive watch.'

‘That one?' Cassy asked, looking at the thin gattivthat adorned
his strong wrist, wondering if she should try td oo television if
they paid so well.

'‘No," he laughed, 'this came with fame. The otlsersaved for
posterity. It was a thrill at the time, though,'ddded softly.

'‘But now you're all grown up,” Cassy murmured, lagkwith
misgivings at the glitter in the window of the jdiees where he
stopped his car.



‘Yes,' he said briefly, 'grown up and cynical.’

Nerves silenced her once they were inside and lsegneeted with
smiles and obvious recognition, his name rollingtloé tongue of the
assistant with ease. The manager appeared likenairggy genie
within minutes.

'Fame, not notoriety," Jordan murmured at her sagtbok, and then
her looks were only anxious as trays of glittemimgs were displayed
for her to see. Of course, she could not chooseastridiculous and
rather underhand to be choosing a ring merely toeige his

father—about her mother she had no such misgivingsie-in the

end Jordan chose. It was a diamond cluster, theatelimmond large
and beautiful, the whole thing heavy and frightgnam her finger.

It gave her an odd feeling, as if she was dreanaind,she had to pull
herself sharply back to the present as she redlsedhe manager
was watching her with the rather tender look of et had seen it
all before and that Jordan was asking her opinion.

‘Do you like it, darling?' he said quietly, and shettered that it was
very nice, the manager's sigh of contentment erabsing her into
wild blushes.

'She'll keep it on,’ Jordan announced firmly, tgkihe box and
handing it to Cassy as he got out his chequebodie price
frightened her into further silence, and she mattduriously to him
as they left the shop.

'I'm not at all sure that you're sane. A piece adteme jewellery
would have done. Nobody knows the real thing anyemo

'‘Oh, you innocent child!" he taunted. ‘Someoneyiker mother could
distinguish between a fake and the real thingfat jiards. In any
case, frightening | may be, irritating | most cethaam, cheap | am
not! And just to prove it, guess where we're gdorgunch?'



'l never said you were frightening," Cassy insistegt eyes on the
glitter of the ring, the weight of it on her finggomehow irritatingly
reassuring. 'l said | was frightened to come irdonpoffice!

‘In future, I'll summon you and then shout from thext room,' he
assured her. He glanced down at the ring and thieer awe-stricken
face. 'Sparky, like you!" he said firmly.

They went to one of the most expensive hotelsuoch, and Cassy
was thrown into another small panic at that.

'‘Why are you doing things like this?' she askednragitated voice,
stopping in the doorway. 'l—this suit is...'

‘You look very nice,' he said quietly, standingtgustill, not coming
for her but waiting for her to go to him. 'The aatos quite startling
with that hair." She went forward and he took Irem & a firm grip.
‘The skirt is a successful length, too!'

'It's perfectly normal,’ Cassy muttered. 'Skirts sinorter now.'

'Really?’ he murmured. 'l was beginning to thinattperhaps legs
were longer!

It did nothing to make her feel easy in her mintj éhey knew him
too—again!

‘The price of fame,' he said dismissively. 'Suygy've been out with
your mother?'

'‘Not that | remember,' Cassy said shortly, uncotafdy sure that she
had offended him in some way when she looked upsamda deep
frown on his face. They were talking, though, thialeast was a step
forward; and then there was the ring, glitteringhan finger like a

charm to ward off evil. Surely with this she wouldve no need to
act? Surely her mother would be completely tak@nShe hoped so,



because she knew now that,without Jordan thereywsid never
have managed to get through this weekend.

It was months since she had been down here, sheekaas the
Porsche climbed the hill to the village. Her fathad been so remote,
so utterly indifferent that she had left soonentshe had intended,
and her heartbeats quickened when Jordan turnediie the left at
her instruction and the house came into view.

It was not a beautiful house, it was big, white gnde imposing, the
gardens reaching to the road, and Jordan stoppbe atide, white
gate, pulling up behind a huge Daimler, her mosh@ormal form of
transport.

They're here already,' Cassy said in a frighteradey every bit of
confidence draining away as she saw again thdleanvhite house,
the past.

'Play this my way,' Jordan said quietly. 'l wanuyio go up there
alone, just ahead of me, and | want you to remeithizdryou're not a
young girl any more, that a good deal of time hasspd. You don't
live here any more, either. If it gets too muchsiaply go—call this
a flying visit.'

Cassy looked at him anxiously, but he nodded firtolythe path,
guite determined, dominant.

'‘Go on," he ordered. 'Just open the door and walklibe not too far
behind. P m the surprise, the ace up your sleeveplady the ace
carefully!

She went, although her legs were trembling. Sonstimow she
could not remember Luigi's face, sometimes shdydtagot, smiled
and enjoyed herself, but she knew why she shuneegl@, had



become wary of men, anji deep down she knew treatshld be hurt
again very easily.

She could hear them as she went into the hakaat | she could hear
her mother's beautiful voice and that seductivegling laughter.
Perhaps Luigi was not there? Perhaps this was omwie scruel,
pointed reminder? She opened the door and hisheaf#r$t face she
saw.

He was sitting by the fireplace, glass in handghang at something
her mother had said and Cassy's breath almostextopfe was just
the same. His hair was black, slightly wavy, thacld gleaming. His
eyes were dark and liquid, and as he saw her the did on his face
for one telling second before he stood and drewattention of the
other two to the fact that their daughter had coome.

'‘Cassandra, you managed it! And so early, too. iiaat have made
an enormous effort to get here so soon. It's lotelynow that you
wanted to see us so very much!

Her mother came forward, her green eyes sparklutgd watchful,

so carefully ignoring Luigi Rosato and the factttha stood stock
still, his eyes intently on Cassy's face. And ttienace played itself.
Jordan walked into the room, bringing the wholaghto a halt as his
arm came firmly around Cassy.

‘You left your bag behind again, darling,' he samusedly, his lips
brushing her hair. 'lt's getting to be a habit.’

She jumped, but he covered for her quickly, puttieg bag into her
hands, drawing her firmly to his side, his heiglatkmg her feel tiny.

It was quite frightening to have his arm around Bée had never felt
at ease with him, and there was an awful trappelthfgas the strong
arm circled her waist. It was a long time since amn had put his



arms around her or even touched her at all, andwst®e almost
holding her breath, willing him to let her go.

‘Jordan! Jordan Reece!" Her mother stopped andetbak him in
astonishment. 'You came with Cassandra?' ClearytBbught it
impossible, and equally clearly she knew him. Cassffened
further, but his arm tightened warningly around. her

‘Well, | would want a few explanations if she cam#h anyone else,’
Jordan said easily. 'l tend to get a bit annoyedny man comes
within half a mile of her, except my father of ceeiywho adores her.'
He swung Cassy towards him with what seemed thédeadse of long
practice. 'My sweet idiot, are you going to tell nhat they don't
know? Haven't you even written to tell your paretiiat we're
engaged?' His voice was warmly amused, but his esge cool,
turned from the others and harshly warning.

'I—I've been so busy..." Cassy murmured, her fege§ with soft

colour. She had never known her mother to be sitergo long, and
when she turned back it was to see a very straxgession on her
mother's face, an expression she could not in ayyread.

‘You're engaged—to Jordan...?" She seemed stunmdCassy's
nerve came back with a rush as Jordan's arm tigtiteainfully.

'‘Obviously!" she said with a laugh, holding out Iand, the ring
glittering expensively. For once in her life, iflgrior a moment, she
had the upper hand here and she felt an unexpesede of
companionship with her domineering, cool boss.

‘So-that's why you're so early? You came to tell us

‘Not particularly,” Jordan murmured amusedly, hand ruffling
Cassy's hair playfully. 'Some of us thought youkiele smiled into
Cassy's eyes, apparently pleased with her perfaeaand then



turned back to her mother. 'As a matter of fact,simeply took the
day off. We don't often get a long weekend.'

It was all too much for Lavinia, she was being agst. She took
over, her bewildered look vanishing as she urgethtimto the room.

'‘Well, don't just stand there, come in!" She turteediles Preston,
who was looking at Cassy with equally startled el{@arling, they're
engaged-you must have champagne somewhere. Get it out!'

Without Jordan she could not have managed; Cassyéoself that
over and over again. He was subtle, playing his @asily, not too
possessive, not too close, just the faint suggestib complete
oneness with her that was very convincing. Hereiabrightened up,
the most cheerful she had seen him in ages, addrdoalked easily
to all of them, obviously relaxed and assured.

'Of course, Cassy probably mentioned Luigi to ydua®inia said in
an offhand voice as they sat. 'She knew him whemsts at college.'

'‘Why, yes. Let me see, you're an actor?' Jordawvath a brief smile
in Luigi's direction.

'Oh, he's going to be really good one day! Lavisgad hastily,
patting Luigi's hand. 'After all, he's learningrfrane. One of these
days his name will be in lights. | haven't seen yoages, Jordan,' she
went on, covering the sudden uncomfortable sile'ttoeas when we
had dinner at the Carlton, wasn't it?'

‘Yes,' Jordan agreed wryly, 'and the whole place waan uproar,
everybody on their feet, clapping!

'‘But they recognised you, too!" she gurgled happ¥pu're quite a
celebrity yourself.'



'‘Not any more,' he said evenly. 'l've gone intatreé seclusion. I'm
running the group of papers my father set up."twredibly dull for

you!" Lavinia said in a shocked voice. 'So dreafteraall that

excitement, you must be bored.'

'‘Not while Cassy's around,’ Jordan said promptily,amm coming
casually around her shoulders. 'And speaking afigbaround, I'm
afraid | can't let you have her for the whole weekéNe're going to

my home, too. Tonight and half tomorrow is all yget. That's why
we came early.'

Cassy realised that Luigi was sitting quite stilgtching her. So far
she had avoided his eyes, too afraid to look at but Jordan had
now thrown her in at the deep end, and if she wasay here tonight
he would have to be faced.

She looked up and met his steady gaze, her smieragne as she
could make it. The dark eyes held her with the falahiliar ease,

making her heart sink. What would she do if he baacher? Would

she give the whole game away?

"You have grown even more beautiful, Cassy,' he gaietly. "You
are not quite as | remember you, though. You |loogrf different.’

'‘Why, Luigi, I'm astonished and flattered that yemember me at
all,’ Cassy managed. 'l was thinking on the waye Hat | could
hardly remember your face.'

'‘But you were thinking about me?' he said withfalsoigh. 'At least
that is something.'

She felt Jordan stiffen, his hand tightening on $tevulder, and it
gave her the courage to reply with a light-headase. 'Of course |
was thinking about you. Mother is here and so alslpyou would

be here, too. | tend to bracket you together innmmyd, like salt and
pepper, bread and butter.’



‘Darling, I'll get your suitcase,' Jordan saidingsabruptly, just as
Giles Preston reached again for the champagmé&avVe to go, then.
I'll be back later.'

'‘What about another glass?' her father asked, la smihis face that
surprised Cassy.

‘Just one,' Jordan said pleasantly, 'and thenlly st be off.' He
raised his glass as soon as they were all sefedny future wife!"
he said clearly, and Cassy felt a shiver run oeeras their eyes met.
There was a tone to his voice that worried her atras much as all
this elaborate farce, but he hadn't finished yetldbked at Lavinia
and added quietly, 'And to my future mother- indfaw

She took it very well; after all, she was an acclishpd actress, one
of the best, but there was a slight flush on theub&ul cheeks and her
smile was just a trifle glassy. Being a motheranlwas just a little
ageing. Somehow, Cassy knew that she wasn't goitads¢ this lying
down.

She hurried after Jordan as he went to the caakspanxiously and
a little crossly when the others were well out afshot.

‘Where are you going, for heaven's sake? You'serigane!

‘There's no need to panic,' he assured her quikthygoing to book
myself in at that big hotel just at the end of Wilkage. | can't face a
long time with Luigi, he's really not my type at &h the meantime,
you can talk to him and to your mother, rub youhéa up the right
way and unpack the things you need. Tonight Ketgou all out to
dinner, tomorrow afternoon we whistle and ride!'

‘You know her, don't you?' Cassy accused quietiytl@surprised at
the disappointment she felt about the fact he h@dspoken of it.
'You never told me that. You had dinner with her.'



'‘And about ten other people,' Jordan said calnftind her case out.
'We were on a chat show together, everyone wethteer later. That
Is the extent of my knowledge of your mother, afram seeing her
perform twice and what | read in the papers. Yauhblanguage is
guite explicit at the moment/ he added softly. "Yave aggressive,
uptight, clearly quarrelling with me.'

He put the suitcase down and cupped her face isttuag hands.

'We have an audience,’ he informed her as sherstiif "Your mother
Is smiling suspiciously at the door and your eatithe window.'

'He's not my anything!' she began angrily, anddo&éd steadily at
her, his fingers lacing into her hair.

'He appears to be unsure of that. Let's convinee, e said

determinedly. He pulled her forward into his arsyseaking against
her hair. 'I'm afraid that a stage kiss will not @assy,' he murmured.
‘The great actress would spot it easily. It's gobe the real thing,
sorry!

His head came down slowly, his silver-grey eyeslingl her startled
gaze, and his lips lightly brushed hers.

‘Just relax,’ he murmured against her lips, 'hdnass not going to
hurt one tiny bit.’

Nobody had kissed her since Luigi. The thought#asinto her mind
as his lips waited over hers and panic shot thrdweghan unnatural
and frightening desire to break free and run,gbtfwildly, to escape
from revulsion. And somehow he knew it. His armghtened,
making any move impossible, his hand cupped hed lzea the
hovering lips swooped down to claim hers.

At first she didn't know what was happening to Recurious feeling
hit her inside, a feeling oddly like excitementdashe knew it must



be anger, bottled-in rage. She went stiff, but leeely deepened the
kiss until she felt breathless, and she relaxedrdsred when a
peculiar peace seemed to enter her whole body.

Instantly he lifted his head, his eyes sardonic @oul.

'‘My, you're difficult!" he said tauntingly. 'I'm gnsupposed to be half
of this act, remember? So far I've been the leatiag, the clown,
the stage manager and just about every other datiimegd If Lavinia
believed that, she must be getting old!'

'It wasn't necessary!" Cassy snapped, her fackdtuand angry, her
feelings back to normal with a rush as his glitigreyes surveyed her
flushed face with something close to contempt.

'‘Any more trouble from you and [I'll take off withioyou tomorrow,'
he threatened, his dark brows raised.

"You wouldn't!" she gasped, panic returning as afaped.

'l just might,’ he warned with clear satisfaction heer return to
supplication. He put her case just inside the giitenot heavy. You
can play the role of porter. If | come up thereéHdve to kiss you
again, and you'll probably break out in a rash! $ae in about an
hour," he said briskly. 'Tell them that your bdtest is taking them
out to dine.’

He drove off, leaving her staring after him, qustee now that the
turmoil inside really was fury.

Luigi was there almost at once, lifting the suitcasd taking it to the
house as she walked unwillingly beside him.

'You have quarrelled with him?' he asked quietly.this why he
leaves you to bring the suitcase inside?"Of cou¢ Cassy said
with a light laugh. 'Jordan and | never quarrehe Selt that she



should have her fingers crossed at this lie, bugiltook it at face
value. There was a shaken feeling inside her naw tbrdan had
gone, and she wished him back here with a fervéimatysurprised
her.

'He is a powerful man, not the sort of person | dwave thought to
see you with at all. | remember your preferenceg®entle people.
There is nothing gentle about that man.'

'‘Don't be ridiculous!" Cassy snapped, irritatedhiis/ reminiscences
and by a strange loyalty that she suddenly feldéodan Reece. She
had enough problems without taking on guilt; a&éy this was a
mutual arrangement, even though the role Jordantdgudlay was
harder than hers.

'You knew me a very long time ago,' she reminded $harply. 'My
tastes in things and in people have changed a desdt I'm a very
different person now.'

'l do not think so,’ he said quietly. 'To me youwe astill the
same—~beaultiful, tall and slender, the same ridwiglg hair.' He put
the case at her door, apparently remembering tbhen rthat had
always been hers. 'l feel the same exactya,' he said deeply.

For a moment their eyes met and Cassy was swepthiatdarkness
of them, the smile of them. Memory came with a rasd she was
back in Luigi's arms, hearing their shared laughtsnembering the
sheer joy of beihg with him.

Her mother called from the stairs and the smilel diem his eyes, a
faint glint of anger glittering somewhere at thelbaf the dark glow.

He did not move, but Cassy did. Before he coulerirégne she picked
up the case and went into her room, closing the dod leaning

against it as her breath left her in a shudderigig. s



Luigi still had the power to call to her without was, the ability to
hurt her badly. She was suddenly fiercely glad doatlan was here,
that his strength would stand between her andsttuation. Tonight
she would show them, all of them, that she realfs wngaged to
someone as hard and dynamic as Jordan Reece. Hgutasight,
she hadn't been trying at all.

When she went downstairs her father was alone,handhrugged
when she asked where the other two were.

'‘Walking round the garden, | believe,' he told dfénandedly. 'l think
your arrival and the unexpected sight of that hugg has created
some sort of crisis.’

Cassy looked up quickly, and caught a wry look mféce that she
hadn't seen for years.

'‘Don't you care, Daddy?' she asked quietly, comoug with
something she had never said before. 'She's yder wi

'‘And you're my daughter,' he said evenly, lookieg in the eye, his
indifference for once not uppermost. 'Theatre peapk supposed to
be very emotional, you know, but personally | thiték all show. We
use our emotions too much in front of the footlggtat have many left.
There are a few, though, and I've never beenlsd fi¥ith satisfaction
as when you came here today with Jordan Reecentde&sthe man
for you than that doe-eyed Italian. You're notlblilke your mother,
Cassandra. You need someone to look after you, @oent® take
your hand and take responsibility for you. You'a the right man,
my dear. Don't start yearning for something thatilddave been the
biggest mistake of your life.’

He picked up his newspaper, apparently quite sadisthat the
discussion had ended.



'‘Daddy,' Cassy said impatiently, sitting at histfaed pulling the
paper away. 'l was talking about Mother, about yamih of you!

'l know Vinnie!" he said, laughing suddenly as bdded, 'She doesn't
like to be called that. | used to call her that whwee were first
married, but she's too important now. Cassandehals done what
she liked all her life. She's a star! Do you knbatteven this house is
hers? I've never even tried to compete, not eveamwie were young.
When this Italian palls, she'll drop him from aarkeight. I've seen it
all before.'

'l don't understand you,' Cassy said softly.

'‘Don't try, my dear,' he advised quietly, ‘concatgron Jordan, not
that | imagine he'll allow you to concentrate ogamre else,' he added
with a grin, ruffling her hair; it reminded her halerdan had done
that. She was beginning to think he would be beftethe stage, too;
his acting ability was tremendous.

Her mother walked in at that moment and stoppenhdtigally in the
doorway, Luigi looking a trifle awkward just behiher.

'‘Well, well!" she said with obvious amusement. Hdve to get here
more often if you two are getting so cosy. Whattplare you
hatching, darlings?'

'‘Not plots, character discussions—other peoplearadters,’ her
father said cynically, and Lavinia Preston's grexges were suddenly
cold and thoughtful. At that moment Cassy felt ddgn wave of pity

for Luigi. He was just not in her mother's classhyAshe had

collected him was a mystery, except for the veryials reason. It

disgusted Cassy all over again, and words aftércdrae easily. She
spent the whole time wilfully talking about Jordarded and abetted
by her father who, to her great relief and everaggresurprise, had
also read Jordan's books.



CHAPTER FOUR

WHEN Cassy saw the inside of the hotel where Jordanbba#led,
she was grateful yet again for his foresight. Qfrse, her mother had
been astonished that Jordan wanted to stay abtieéihstead of the
house, but he had waved her prying aside easily.

‘This is Cassy's day, her home," he said, smilowgdat Cassy as she
nestled unwillingly against his arm, having beenllgul there
relentlessly as soon as he came back to the hbus®lerstand that
you don't see much of each other. It will give yime to have a good
talk without me around. She can tell you my goou{so

It was a very clever dig at her mother as far ass€aould see, but
Lavinia gave one of her rueful smiles and passetf géasily, as only

she could. Luigi had been very attentive, his dar&s angry as he
watched Jordan's possessive arm around Cassy, leattinot been at
all difficult to blush and look flustered with scamy watchful eyes on
them.

This was different, though. The hotel was big. &swalso popular,
especially on Fridays when there was a dinner-darwktJordan had
booked a table at the side of the room, manoeu@assy to the seat
by the wall, securely trapped at his side and sledlitered from her
mother and Luigi. It had all been done so skilfuter father placed
opposite, and if she had not been so suddenly aexplicably
attuned to his actions Cassy would never have euabtillobody else
seemed to realise that they had been carefullyegdlake pieces on a
board-game.

He took over most of the conversation, too, andvarebeginning to
imagine that she would get away scot-free when iLsigldenly
asked her to dance.



'Oh, I..." Panic immediately flared inside Cassy drer mother
pounced as if she had been waiting for this.

'‘Oh, go on, Cassandra!' she urged teasingly. "éagot to come out
of that corner some time. You danced so well witigL when you
came home for the summer vacation. Do you remenibgjast like
old times.’

Yes. That was when he had told her he intended taitlh her mother

to New York. That was when he had asked her to, vealiét him have

his chance. There had only been the one dance tladticher mother

had been the only one his eyes saw. Cassy slidsoltrdan held her
chair, and she felt that she was living the pdsivadr again.

She had to steel herself to go into Luigi's armsl she was almost
sure that he knew it. He tightened his arms ardwerdand for one
moment she was back where she had been so londgaguy, sure,
the lazy, dark eyes making love to her. She had hees before too,
in this place, on this dance-floor, in these aimes,mother watching.

She stiffened and pulled sharply back, glancingaogrily to see
amusement in the dark, glowing eyes.

'When you came home today, when you came intoabmeny | knew
that you remembered,' he said softly. 'When he a¢arbehind you, |
could not believe it. We were always meant for eattler,cara, you
know that. Why are you doing this to us?'

'l wonder if you're drunk?' Cassy said coldly. '‘émgaged to Jordan,
and as to "us", | haven't the slightest idea winat pmean. It was a
long time ago. | was very young and very foolisbu¥vere older and
able to lead me in any direction you chose. | gupwface it!'

'He is as old as I, Luigi said with a smile, apgaly not believing
anything she said. He was astonishingly sure obws importance.
Cassy had never noticed that before. 'He is wrongdu,cara.He is



S0 wrong that | am suspicious. Are you really emglag such a cold
man, a man with eyes like icy seas?’

They weren't! When Jordan laughed his eyes werenywglittering
and compelling. Cassy suddenly realised that, aatised too that
any hold on her that Luigi had in the past was rmaken. Her
worries and doubts were all so much sentimentaleywas merely
annoying her and making her feel very treachersueedalked about
Jordan. She discovered with a shock that she kmedad Reece
much better than she knew Luigi. She had never knamything
about Luigi at all, and now he was a complete ggamho was very
good at irritating her.

She pulled completely away, turning towards théetadnd he had to
follow whether he liked it or not. Jordan's eyegavglacial as he
watched, and she wondered if she should have gtaok What was
he thinking?

'‘What a short dance, darling,’ Lavinia said, hacedoubbling with
guite malicious laughter. 'Are you tired?"

'Only when someone steps on my toe twice!'" Cas&y lmaefly,
moving to her place as Jordan stood.

'‘Come along,' he said coolly. 'I'll try to makefopit.'

Cassy didn't have much choice, she was out onldbe lbefore she
could think of any excuse.

'What was that all about?' Jordan asked curtlyu'Were in his arms,
out of them and back in again like a yo-yo!

'I'd no idea we had such an attentive audiencedsZanapped. 'As a
matter of fact, | had to get away from him fast.'



'‘Before you melted completely?' he asked witheyingihd she glared
up at him, astonished as ever to notice that evmhigh heels she
only came to his chin.

'It's none of your business!" Cassy snapped, aagbeing taunted
when she had been thinking so loyally of him before

‘Then shall we let them into the secret?' he askddly. 'Shall we
walk over, toss the ring on the table and shoutrilApol"? Why
bother to carry on with this if we're no longertbe same side?'

'It's just that you annoy me,' Cassy told him dujegetting her
temper back with a rush at this threat. 'You seermake me say
things | never intended to say. | was angry withgLiecause he
suspects and said so.'

'‘What exactly does he suspect?' Jordan asked ¢andyonce again
she felt sheer exasperation at this cool, powenan who took every
last thing in his stride.

'He suspects that we're not really engaged!' shppad. ‘| suppose
this is all a complete bore to you, not at allkyi@fter your exciting

life, but I'm finding it very difficult to side-sfe the remarks I'm
getting. Only Daddy seems to be taken in. Thosedwrot believe it

at all. They're probably watching us quarrel rightv and muttering

in agreement that this is a very clear farce.'

'Finished raging?' he asked quietly, his deep, waliece stunning her,
making her look up at him quite startled. 'If yaavh, then we'll do a
little convincing, but | warn you, Cassandra, l&d fup of being both
the horse and the cart. Co-operate or we'll paiskirthi

He pulled her close in his arms, much closer thagilhad done, and
if the others at the table thought they had beemrgliing, they could
now see clearly that the quarrel was at an endhéinsl came to her
hair, stroking through it before gently pulling hbead to his



shoulder, and Cassy played along, well aware oétles that would
be watching, assessing. She only had to let Jdedah

He opened his jacket, placing her hand againsstéealy beat of his
heart, his lips brushing her cheek as she lookeat bpm hastily.

'Stay there, Cassy, my darling,’ he murmured soflgd she
immediately obeyed, worried that her legs were hierg and that
something altogether odd was happening to her.

‘Why did you say that?' she gasped, turning hedesulgl hot face
against his chest.

'l read somewhere that your mother can lip-read,'murmured
against her hair, laughter at the back of his vdits not unusual for
actors to be able to do that. I'm taking no chahces

'I'm sorry about all this," Cassy confessed witltle sigh that was
shaken in spite of her attempt to stay as calnoaRd. 'l realise that
you've done more than your fair share. I'm just acomplete panic all
the time. I've got to face it all over again at ybouse, too.'

'It's going to be different there, Cassy," he muadu'My parents will

be falling over themselves to believe it. | cantgsiee why you were
SO upset before. Apart from a certain glee at #ek lof your father's
eyes, you're facing a good deal of hostility here.'

‘That's nothing new,' she sighed. 'l've always toagatch my step,
and | always knew that mother didn't want me aroumtth. A
daughter is particularly ageing to an actress; [gdoggin to compare,
to add up years. I'm quite surprised that she ewaied me at all.'

'‘Poor little devil," Jordan said softly, but shettethe laughter at the
back of his voice and her head shot up from ite sadting place, her
brown eyes instantly angry.



'I'm not anxious to have pity!" she snapped, stiffg in the strong
arms. 'Just for a moment there | simply forgot wha were.'

‘They'll be wondering who | am if you keep rearing up ghfj' he
assured her, his voice filled with derision. 'Yaujust undone the
good work I've achieved since we began to danc& Nbhave to
start all over again.’

She felt his lips on her cheek, moving closer torheuth, and she
knew she would have to co-operate this time. He masgoing to
keep on threatening. She turned for his kiss asidhouth closed over
hers as he pulled her back to him. She had beedy feait this time,
willing to co-operate, but she had never expectedatoperate so
well.

His mouth suddenly hardened to possessiveneskisthéeepening,
and shock-waves of feeling hit her deep inside,intaker lips part
involuntarily. It was the sudden heat that shootigh her, a feeling
somewhere on the edge of beautiful, but frighteyirsgrong, and
Jordan took instant advantage of her weaknesg¢ohggie invading
the tender warmth of her mouth as he stopped etgino dance at
all and concentrated on the kiss.

Cassy became aware that he had lifted his headtaelly, that the
music had stopped and that they were the centraaniy pairs of
amused eyes. Colour flooded into her face and ddrdaed her back
to the table, his arm tightly around her waist.

'‘Well, if that doesn't convince them,' he murmuredthing will!'

He released her and took her trembling hand, hgldiwarmly, his
thumb brushing encouragingly across her wrist.

'‘Keep looking just like that," he whispered as thewred the table.
‘You're doing just fine. | forgive you your preveaslips.'



How he could be so cool, Cassy had no idea. Ifigh®t sit soon, she
would fall in a heap at his feet!

‘Jordan, really!" Lavinia looked unusually shockedy laughter a
very thin veil covering disapproval. 'I'm not stinat you're safe to be
left alone with my daughter.'

'‘Ah!" Jordan looked casually across at her, hislesmadged with
mockery. 'Cassy is now about to step completely artother life.
Your hold on her is very weakened.' He put Cassarsl on the table,
keeping it in his own powerful fingers, but turnifmtgso that the
glittering stone caught the light. 'My ring! Cassy now mine,
Lavinia. I'm not used to stepping aside from amghiand I'll never
step aside from Cassy.'

A great wave of alarm raced through Cassy at tloé determined
words. Did he have to commit them so deeply? Whatiathe time
when the engagement would end? Lavinia would nestep
laughing!

She glanced up at him in a sudden panic, but thags, compelling
eyes held hers and the firm lips smiled with bafedden mockery
before they brushed hers possessively. She waglaghafter all that
Jordan was staying here at the hotel; a few manaries like that and
they would both be trapped so tightly that this aayement would
have to go on for years instead of months!

Cassy felt utterly worn out the next afternoonhesytdrove towards
Surrey and Jordan's home. She was quite lifeledssha knew it.
Jordan had collected her, and after one sharp dbdier pale and
weary face he had said nothing at all. She wagfylaBhe needed no
words, too many of them had already been spoken.



The night before she had been unusually lucky.alotthd seemed
unwilling to let them go. He had talked easily &r fiather, danced
with her mother and taken most of the strain froms<y. This

morning, though, things had caught up with her.

Luigi had followed her around with a sort of desien, his

conversation returning again and again to the esgagt, and when
he had finally managed to corner her alone he kdddher roughly
into his arms.

'l cannot let you step out of my life, Cassy!" laésurgently. When
you came yesterday | was waiting to ask you to ynare, to come
back to New York with us when we went.'

'‘Are you mad?' Cassy gasped, a brilliant flare afef flooding
through her as she realised that she felt notligietast pulling at her
heart-strings at this assertion. Tor four years'wobeen with my
mother! What sort of a fool do you take me for?llanger care a
damn what you do, Luigi. Just get the idea firnmkedl into your head
that I'm happily engaged, and stop talking like tight now."'

'l cannot stop,' he said heatedly. 'You have becbard with this
man, but it does not matter at all. Stay here ahdim go. Give back
that ridiculously expensive ring!

She had thought herself that it was ridiculouslgensive, but when
Luigi said it she suddenly saw red. It was nottimdo with him! He

was a stranger and Jordan was... was... She faenselhstopping,
her mind racing with unusual feelings. The annoyingating man

who had made her life a misery had become duriegctiurse of
three days a tower of strength, someone who shaeedsecrets,
someone to run to. It stunned her, and Luigi mistber suddenly
still expression for something entirely different.



(Cara.' He pulled her back into his arms, but for a seconly. As
Cassy reacted with a feeling akin to violence, mether appeared
and Luigi strode off angrily.

'‘People who step out of their depth usually sirilgvinia said
warningly, her green eyes sharply on Cassy's bevattiface. "You
are the limit, Cassandra! You can't handle Luignows the most
painfully obvious wretch. How do you imagine yoe\ller manage a
real man like Jordan Reece?’

'‘What Jordan and | do is nothing to do with yowaljt Cassy said
sharply, no fears or worries left in her, her matchost totally given
up to her own private puzzling about her new atétto Jordan.

Lavinia put a cigarette in the long, expensive bglther movements
sharp and annoyed.

‘Jordan Reece is too old for you,' she said imptayi€¢ Good heavens,
there are even flecks of grey in that thick, daak.hHe's probably
older than Luigi, and he's fifty times more difficto handle.'

'| prefer older men,' Cassy said with an unusuedtaf spite. 'Daddy
knows me far better than you do; of course, tlatlg natural, I've
always seen more of him. | could never settle tonesone twelve
years younger, I'd feel like his aunt!

'‘What you don't know would fill an encyclopaedladvinia snapped,
colour flaring unpleasantly over her cheeks. "Moot get the sort of
marriage you expect with Jordan Reece. He's toghtdor you. I'm
more the type to handle him.’

‘Let's not talk about the type you are,’ Cassy peddack as she
walked out of the room.

She remembered her pain, her disbelieving misesnvthis had all
happened before. Her mother hadhandled Luigi stye&®oking



him and reeling him in with a smile of triumph. dan was not led
anywhere. Jordan was strong and determined, caldbf. She was
utterly confident that if her mother tried any @frhricks with Jordan
they would be met with smiling disdain, or evendhmareproof. She
couldn't wait for him to get here.

As they left, her father shook hands with Jordaorously, his own

personal triumph gleaming in his eyes that slidvaitnused appraisal
to Luigi's tight face. Her mother kissed Cassy&athcoldly and then
turned to Jordan with a smile that was all sedeativarm.

'In all the surprise, I've never really greeted gswne of the family,
Jordan,' she exclaimed, coming forward with thercliatention of
kissing him, and Cassy tensed visibly, embarrassraad anger
flooding over her.

Jordan coped, of course, turning the tables eabil.took her
mother's hand, not even kissing it, bowing ovewith a courtly
dignity.

'‘We'll have to come to some arrangement when Cassyl are
married," he murmured mockingly. '"Will | still cajbu Lavinia, or
will you expect to be called Mother?'

It was a reproof delivered with smooth ease, amhg the final line.
For a second even Lavinia Preston's superb acbiigydaltered.
She laughed delightedly, but Cassy saw the shagt banger at the
back of the lovely eyes and she was glad to pubaed in Jordan's as
they left the house together.

'Hungry? | know | came a little early and dragged yaway before
lunch, but there's still a way to go. Do you wamtstop for lunch
now?' Jordan's deep, quiet voice pulled her batkdgresent, and
Cassy smiled a little wanly.



'Yes, please." She sighed deeply and sat up rekygnieer eyes
avoiding his face. 'Thank you for coming early arahd for
everything.'

'l was anxious to get you away,' he said briskijnere's a lot of
unseemly emotion running around there.’

She felt as if that was a reproof for her, too, had embarrassment
held her silent. There was a lot of unseemly emofidnere was her
own, or at least, there had been. Someone likeadondbuld have

simply sent them a 'drop dead' message, or golaegh at them, or

even ignored the whole thing.

There was her mother, too. It was not just thismmay that she had
launched herself at Jordan. In the hotel last rsglethad played the
seductress fairly openly. If this engagement haenbesal, Cassy
would have been frightened that history would répeself. To
Jordan, it must all be a little sordid.

'‘Don't forget, you'll now get the chance to conéiryour act,’ he said
softly when she simply sat in uncomfortable silen@dis time,
though, | can promise that there'll be no snipingoa. You're going
to see someone who really cares about you, sothignmoment you
can relax!'

'l hope my conscience doesn't smite me too haekS¥murmured.
'I'm really fond of your father, too.'

'‘Oddly enough, so am I!' he said testily. 'l alswdnra conscience. |
have to weigh up one thing against another. | imegjthat we'd both
done that and come up with the best solutiorhisbenefit.’

'l know. I—-I'm sorry,"' Cassy said a little miselglband he glanced
across at her sharply, a slashing, silvery apgdraisa



‘Shake off those idiots at your house, Cassandndl| pull over and
shake you!" he said sharply. 'My father expectBni you normal,
sparky and insubordinate. If you're submissivegét the blame.’

He turned into the forecourt of a hotel and stopped

'‘Perfect timing,' he murmured, glancing at his Wwaté/e'll eat here.'
He got out and strode round to her door, reachrng ihelp her out
determinedly, so determinedly that she swayed, stiroff balance,
and his arm came around her to steady her at once.

'You'll have to walk in by yourself, I'm afraidgtiold her amusedly.
‘You have to be a bride to get carried over angsthold!

She blushed to the roots of her hair and glaréuahat

'‘Good. Back to normal!' he jeered softly. 'It'glfaeasy to wind you
up.'

Cassy looked at him reproachfully, suddenly notlirfige so
comfortable with him any more, and he took her dn®,expression
softened as he turned her towards the hotel arhlun

'‘Come on,' he said gently. 'lt's all over. The vafitbe a pleasure.’

He laughed softly at her deep and tragic sigh, tedfeeling of
comfort came back with a rush, the tension leatiegshoulders as
he urged her into the hotel, his hand warm agaiasback.

‘Well, there's one thing,’ Cassy said thankfullyd aa trifle
thoughtlessly as they ate lunch in the warm, casyng-room of the
hotel, 'with your father and mother we'll not ndedact out our
engagement so vigorously!



'I'm not sure that's an advantage,’ he confideth witlow laugh.
‘There's a certain spice about kissing someonerg@genmts you. It's an
incredibly easy way of putting the female in hexgd.'

‘That's a very typical chauvinistic attitude!" Gassapped angrily.
‘That's the unacceptable male attitude in a ndtsPek as a weapon.

His wide grin showed her just how very easily haldavind her up,
make her dance to his tune, and she glared at jpemly.

‘To hear you use the word "sex" is astonishinggdeded softly. ‘It
sends an odd shiver down my spine, you being a-&sh
newshound, self-sufficient and man-hating.'

'I'm none of those things!" Cassy exclaimed in gngwannoyance,
adding with malicious enjoyment, 'My mother seemghink that
you're much too old to be engaged to me.'

'‘Now that's just not true,’ he assured her, evemenamused.
'‘Whoever marries you finally will have to be pregdito teach you a
lot; your faults are endless. You have a bad temgpeaestionable
manners, a stubborn nature and an absurd abilisudolenly melt
into very feminine tears. A younger man just caubd cope!’

'‘Have you quite finished?' Cassy asked, enraged.

'You want more?' Jordan enquired, his eyes aligthh wocking
amusement.

'‘Oh, shut up!" Cassy snapped. How she could hawegtit him
comfortable, she did not know. It was ridiculouse &new perfectly
well what he was like—hadn't she worked with himléog enough?

She was still simmering as they left and he wadlsastiused. She sat
stiffly in the car as he got in and fastened ha-felt.



'‘Well, that's quite restored you to normal," h&lsaia smug voice.
'‘Watch out when we get back to the office. I'vdlydaarned how to
handle you now.'

'Is that why you said all those things?' she demdrahgrily. 'To
return me to normal after being at home?'

'Why else?' he asked softly. His hand reached miitiied her face.
‘Do you think I want to hurt you, Cassandra? Yoenséo me to have
been hurt enough already. You're still hurting.'

She stared at him for a second, her eyes puzzhedhea let her go,
starting the car and driving off. She wasn't hgytiShe realised that
with a great surge of joy. This weekend had cuoedething that had
been lingering like a disease. The liquid, darkdtaeyes were no
longer a weight at the edge of her heart. The slyesaw were grey,
silver-grey, determined and all male, very irritgti a little too
masterful, but always oddly comforting. They saw flear, her pain,
her need as well as her temper and stubborn ndtbhesonly thing
wrong was that Jordan Reece was far too dangesaaiget be called
a friend.

She laughed aloud as she saw the house where HRelk lived. It
was long and low, surrounded by a garden that shksed would
look lovely in the spring and summer. But the thingt brought forth
laughter was the fact that a river ran close tahgse at the back.

'I might have known!" she exclaimed delightedlyJasdan turned
guestioning eyes on her. 'Harold Reece withouslairg-rod in his
hand is quite unimaginable, really.'

'He looks more normal in his fishing togs than ay ather time,’
Jordan agreed with a smile. 'My childhood memoaiesweekends



spent beside rivers, my mother reading or knitaegny father tried
to teach me the finer points of catching the witut.'

It silenced Cassy. Her memories were of nannieslaft@as soon as
she was used to them because her mother foundssrfdigts with
them. Her memories were of a silent house as hénenand father
left for weeks away at different theatres. Thereantanes when she
too was drawn into the theatre world, sitting emtesd in the
atmosphere of glitter and greasepaint, but thosestibbecame rare as
she got older and her mother found it difficultrézoncile her own
youthful appearance with Cassy's growing beauty land-legged
elegance.

Surely Jordan was normal and steady? How couldehetlerwise
with a normal home and a father like Harold Reece?

'Regretting it, Cassy?' Jordan said a little tighs they got out of the
car.

'‘No." Cassy shook her head and looked at him k& tnifstfully. 'l
suppose I'm just envying you this—this normalitg avarmth.’

‘Just step into it, then,' he said quietly. 'l essure you that you'll be
welcome.' His arm came round her waist as the dpened, their

arrival noted. 'Someone in there cares about yassy;' Jordan

added softly. 'Just enjoy being spoiled for oncg;mother excels in

that field, I'll have to fend her off but there's need for you to do
that." He looked down at her with a smile. 'Enjoysself and let the

other visit fade out of your mind.'

She looked up into those compelling eyes, seeiagstgance and
strength, and she suddenly found herself smilireyldeéked pleased
at that, and to her astonishment his lips brusleesl duickly.



'Here we go again,' he mocked softly as he tureeddithe door and
the woman who stood beaming at them, her eyes hiegino gleam
with very obvious hope.



CHAPTER FIVE

DoROTHY REECE was quite small. The fact startled Cassy, but tl
smile in her eyes made up for any smallness afirgtaShe watched
their approach as they came along the garden aathher face was
filled with such gladness that Cassy felt quite blevand incredibly

guilty.

‘Jordan!" His mother stood on tiptoe for his kisd ughed up at him
mischievously. 'We knew you were bringing Miss Ryas and |
suppose from your father's descriptions that thitheé one and only
Cassy?' She smiled at Cassy, and then looked baek son. 'Can we
assume...? Unless you make a habit of kissingeidueifes editor as a
matter of course...'

Jordan laughed down at her and took Cassy's hasplaying the
ring.

'‘We're engaged,' he assured her, keeping Cassyksimais own,
‘and don't go letting her know your opinion of mpkease!’

'Oh, Jordan, | can't tell you how... Your fathell e so thrilled! Oh,
do come in, both of you!

She darted inside like a bright little bird, anddsm looked at Cassy
with amused, warm eyes.

'Isn't she astonishing?' he said proudly. 'Shakyrdoing very well.
Normally she never finishes a sentence. | thinksSheing articulate
for your benefit. She never stops talking and néwehes what she
was going to say.'

‘She's not at all like you,' Cassy whispered, ga#ifig growing in her
that she should not be deceitful here with thesplee



'l must have some of their good points, aftersallely?' Jordan said
wryly. 'Keep a close watch and let me know latele' urged her
inside and she stiffened with fright.

'Oh, Jordan, I'm not sure that...'

'‘Let me down now," he said tightly, his voice lomdamenacing, all
laughter gone, 'and I'll really punish you!'

She didn't have time to reply because Harold Reee suddenly
there, his face so hopeful, so unbelievably glatismpale that Cassy
knew she would go through with this and keep iagpong as Jordan
thought it necessary.

'‘Cassandra!’ he said in a shaken voice. 'Dot $agsybu're engaged
to this rogue. My dear, if it's true, then I'm theppiest man alive!

'It's true," Cassy said with a sudden tearful saoniger voice at the
signs of his iliness, her arms going out impulsived hug him,
although she had never done such a thing in leebéfore.

‘And I'm the happiest man alive,' Jordan insisted as thsifgathered
Cassy into his arms and grinned happily at Jordan.

'You hard-bitten devil' Harold Reece said affectitely, as they
clasped each other in masculine embrace. 'Howalichyanage it?'

'l wore her down, didn't I, darling?' he asked vathrry look at Cassy,
his temper restored at her greeting of his father.

'You could say that,' Cassy said tremulously, woindevhy she was
crying openly and they were just beaming at hee.'Skffers from a
lot of feminine failings," Jordan said softly, laisn coming round her.
'Did you know for example that she can cry at tregf a hat?'



‘Your father never made me cry,’” Cassy manageduliyarand
Harold Reece let out a whoop of delight.

‘Hah! That puts me ahead for some time to comeleltared loudly.
'Did you hear that, Dot?"

'l expect to!' .

Jordan's mother bustled in with a laden tray arebZwas drawn into
the warmth of this family, led to the long settgelbordan and seated
by a glowing fire, Jordan's arm coming around hemae.

‘Unhand her, boy! Let her get a cup of tea,’ Haféskce ordered,
sitting himself opposite and settling in to enjbistvisit, and Jordan
released her with enough show of reluctance to nigdkemother's

eyes grow dim with sentiment. 'Did you bring theelk/s papers?’
Harold added sternly, and when Jordan told himttiegt were in the

back of the car he dismissed newspapers at oreybs on Jordan's
face.

'So, you're settling down at last,’ he said witlgreat deal of
satisfaction. 'Getting married and giving up thiglless wandering
into danger!

'So it seems,’ Jordan said slowly, his reluctantission not lost on
Cassy. He was suddenly stiff beside her and shareahexplicable
sense of loss. He would never, give up his lifetiieved on danger,
challenge. His reluctance to state his aims wasfgoough. Even he
would not take easily to this kind of deceptions lgarents, though,
seemed to notice nothing of this. They were toateacabout the
engagement, too thrilled by the present to questieriuture. She felt
angry with Jordan for the way his father would fipnée hurt.

‘Are you going to book me into a hotel for the nijlshe asked
secretly when later they were left alone for a rtenu



'‘Good lord, no!" Jordan exclaimed, looking at heifahe were mad.
'‘My father would take a club to me! You're expedtede and you'll
stay here.'

'l wish you'd told them about the—the engagementhmone,’ Cassy
said impatiently. 'All at once like this, it's & lmuch for your father to
cope with. He looks ill.'

'Of course he's illl" Jordan said irascibly. "Ta#te reason for all this,
isn't it? Are you now blaming me for that? | leftas a surprise
because | wasn't at all sure you would see thigtbut, if you must
know,"' he added coldly. "You've been wavering anwry edge of
fleeing all the time.'

'I—I'm sorry," Cassy said, bending her head, riegjiperfectly well
what a burden he had found her to be. 'l knowh&en difficult.’

'l expected you to be difficult," he rasped. 'badxpected you to have
courage. See that what courage you have lastswatiurn north
tomorrow afternoon!

She had asked for every hard word she got. She Kmawbut even
so his tone annoyed her and only the return ofdtiser quelled the
rebellion in her brown eyes.

It wasn't difficult to talk to his mother and fatheroviding the
subject of the engagement and forthcoming marneag left alone.
This was a very different situation from the one &lad faced at her
own home. There, the battle had been to convineee,Has Jordan
had foreseen, no convincing was necessary. Theyedda discuss
the future with a gleeful happiness that made Cagsh herself
miles away.

It was impossible to fail to be drawn into theirrmgh, though, and
when Jordan suggested a stroll out of doors befarkness fell she



was eager to go, wanting to give herself a break fine sheer guilt
of her feelings.

‘There's no need...' she began sharply as he twokand and they
stepped out for the nearby woods, both of them widpped against
the cold.

‘There's every need!" he answered angrily, maimgihis tight grip

on her hand. 'My father's study overlooks this laNet for one

minute will he be spying as your mother did, buintegy well find it

impossible not to peep a little and enjoy the holént of his dreams!
Destroy those dreams and...'

‘There's no need to threaten me,' Cassy assuredhamly as they
rounded the corner of the lane and were out oft ©gkthe house. 'l
care about him. I'm shocked at how ill he looks:dél think | would

do anything to...'

‘Then why are you so uptight, so reluctant to |aaigth be normal?' he
grated.

'I'm trying not to be too happy,’ Cassy confesseidrly, turning
away. 'I'm trying not to be drawn into the warnttere, the love. I'm
trying not to compare it with...'

'‘Oh, heavens, we constantly misunderstand eachr.'oth@dan
stepped forward and reached for her, pulling héirg although she
came reluctantly; 'lt's because we don't know esbler at all,’ he
assured her, holding her close and stroking hisl llaough her hair.
'I'm completely to blame. | should have realised.'

'‘No, it's my fault. I'm behaving like an adolesgei@@assy said
unevenly. It was beginning to be altogether too footable when
Jordan reached for her, but she made no attenpbte. She didn't
want him to be angry again.



'‘Well, | did say that whoever married you would @glenty to teach
you,' he quipped softly, 'but not this, Cassy. Yewery welcome
here, you know that. Even if there had been no neeatever to
pretend this engagement, you would still have bseltome. My
father is very fond of you, and it's clear that mgther likes you, just
for yourself.'

'I'm not altogether likeable," Cassy murmured, ladilted her face,
smiling down at her.

‘Sometimes you're quite likeable, oddly enoughsdid quietly. She
went on looking into his eyes, finding somethingréhthat she had
discovered a need for this past few days, andtheelego abruptly,
turning her towards home after a few more minutes.

'It's too damned cold,' he said briskly. 'Let'sbgak.'

An odd disappointment washed over her, but sheetuneadily
enough. It was cold, quite bitterly cold, and skeswhivering.

‘Your father was delighted that you'll not be goiogerseas into
danger again,' she ventured quietly after a while.

'Yes. That's something that will have to be broteehim when he's
guite well again,' Jordan said tersely, and Cagdyeb lip anxiously,

wondering why this bit of information dismayed sex. After all, it

was what she had expected.

Next morning she was awake early, curled up in wmem,
comfortable bed in the old-fashioned bedroom whbka keard
stealthy steps pass her door. When she peeredt ouas to see
Jordan's mother in her dressing- gown, walking tutewards the
stairs.



'Oh, Cassy, | woke you up,' she whispered reglgtflilwas awake
and | couldn't wait any longer for a cup of tea.’

‘Great! Wait for me.' Cassy darted back into henrppulling on her
dressing-gown and following Dorothy Reece downstair

It was warm and homely in the kitchen, the big Atave radiating a
glow of comfort, and she remembered Jordan's stiggethat she
should enjoy the love in this place, the warmth hoaheliness.

'‘Ooh, lovely! Cassy went near the stove and snaitzdss at Jordan's
mother.

'‘Now, don't burn yourself, dear.' She bustled whtnkettle and cups,
and Cassy watched her, smiling.

Jordan walked in at that moment, looking big ansgeala white
high-necked sweater and dark trousers making hiok lmore
powerful than ever.

'So this is what you get up to,’ he said in amusgma little
hen-party. Dad's demanding tea,' he added to hteanohis grey
eyes smiling at Cassy.

He looked a little overwhelming. The dark trouseugged his lean
hips, the white sweater stretched across his cHesivas amused to
find her in her night attire, her long, curly heardisarray from sleep,
and she suddenly had to look away, her eyes goitigetwindow and
then widening with pleasure as she ran acrosstima.r

‘Jordan, it's snowing!

'So it is." He came up behind her as she stoodxated as a child,
and watched the falling snow; and this time Shendidstiffen as his
arms came around her waist. He pulled her backrtstdam and she



came softly, aware that his mother was watching litile scene
happily.

'‘Why do women get so excited about snow?' he aslesthgly. 'As a
mere man, | think immediately that we'll have tave early before
the roads get too bad.’

'Oh, must we?' Cassy turned to look at him, anddieappointment
made him laugh softly, his arms tightening arouret hAs she
continued to look up into smiling silver-grey eyes.

'I'm afraid so,' he said quietly, his lips brushihgr cheek and
lingering against the corner of her mouth.

‘Harold will be furious,’ his mother assured theétere's your tea,
however. I'll take his up to him.’

Jordan let Cassy go and walked across to the taldellect his tea,
his eyes slanting a quick look at her.

‘Well done,' he said drily. 'That was a really gdwidof acting, soft
and cuddly and all wide-eyed!

Cassy took her cup and went upstairs to showedesss, her heart
beating much too quickly as she realised that sldenlot been acting
at all.

They left after lunch, Harold Reece's disappointmeersuading
Jordan to stay after all, and although the snow swsfalling the
roads were clear. Cassy was silent, and there wasead to talk
because Jordan seemed to be deep inside a globis oivnh—and
she knew what it was. He had made what amountadptomise to
his father the day before, and he was trappedantiie moment, the
problem of getting out of it uppermost in his mind.



He took her to dinner when they eventually arribadk at Bradbury,
but the meal too was silent and she was glad tb@ek to her own
flat and solitude. She had a lot of questions to leerself, many
things to take out and examine closely, but thélpra of her sudden
and unexpected reaction to Jordan she left wetllealo

Next day she was not too happy about the snovadtdeen falling all
night, and up here it was much deeper than thehsgutarea. The
weather forecast threatened more to come, andetinesfif she was
starting a cold. When she went in to work her marads not on things
a bit, and she avoided looking at Jordan as heearand walked to
his office. That was all over, finished. From now there would be
the odd visit to see his father, and then it wdadeended completely.

'‘Hey!" Claud Ackland's whoop of sound as he padsed desk
actually made her jump, but the annoyance in hes dégded and
turned to terrible embarrassment as he grabbetddret and held it
aloft.

'‘She's done it! Our Cass has actually done it. Lk, everybody!

There was no way she could get out of this, evengh she thought
frantically, her cheeks flushed and her eyes Wikl held the hand up
for all to see, and her engagement ring flashedstiliindingly. She
had forgotten to take it off!

She was surrounded at once and her voice failedshire questions
flew at her from all directions.

'‘Who is it, Cassy?'
'‘Who's the lucky devil?'

'‘What a beautiful ring, it must have cost a fortuitbe women were
more interested in the cost of the ring, but Claakland was holding



on to her hand and demanding explanations witleanglin his eyes
that was all news editor.

'Spill the beans, Cass,' he insisted firmly.

'l will." The cool voice from just behind her ma@assy stiffen with
fright. What would he say now? She had b&n stumgdmd words.
She had been so pleased finally to have the rimgsesure in its
comfort that she had simply forgotten that it waeré.

‘To take your questions one at a time,' Jordan saahly. 'She's
engaged to me, I'm the lucky devil and yes, thg cwst a fortune but
it was well worth it to get Cassy.'

There was a stunned silence and Cassy's cheeksldaake as much
as they liked, everyone was looking at Jordan.

'‘Now,"' he said comfortably, 'if we could get baoktlhe business of
producing a paper?' There was a flurry of actiaitg Jordan detained
Claud Ackland. 'l think we should have the newstfi€laud,' he said
pleasantly. 'Get a picture of Cassy printed antd@oe out of me. I'll
give you the news in detail later.’

‘Scoop!" Claud said gleefully. 'We'll have the T&bple eating out of
our hands for a day or two.'

‘Keep them off my back,' Jordan warned. 'And keags§ well out of
it." His hand came to Cassy's arm. 'Cassy, | wantiet word with
you, please,' he said with deceptive gentleneskslaa followed him
to his office with more fear than she had ever felt

‘Jordan, I'm sorry. I'm terribly, terribly sorrghe burst out as soon a:
the door was shut. 'l simply forgot to take it @h, how are we going
to get out of this?'



'‘Calm down.' He pulled out a chair and pushed featlg into it,
walking round to sit in his own chair and tilt iadk with his usual
disregard for gravity. 'l had every intention oé#g you today to tell
you that our engagement would have to be annoumtethe
Bradbury Herald:

'What?' Cassy sat bolt upright, and he grimacedamered his chair
back to safety.

'‘Every weekend,' he said softly, 'l send my fatherweek's papers.
He demands it. Don't imagine for one moment he'shie reins go
entirely. What would he think if his own paper didannounce the
engagement of his son, the editor, and Cassaneds#oRr the features
editor? It's not even possible that in normal emstances it would be
kept quiet, everyone would know! Then there's yoather. She was
not at all convinced, as you said yourself. Shesdbdive on Mars,
and she knows damned well where you work. Do yaagime she'll
simply shrug and forget all about it? She'll snbéje watched her
pale face and then said softly, 'It was inevitaGlassy.'

'I'd never even thought about it,;" Cassy said $yhaknd he nodded,
knowing apparently that she was given to burstsugidity.

'l realised that. | had thought about it, and saidl | was going to tell
you, but as it happens it's all out of our hands ardamned good
thing, too. It looks much more natural.'

'You—you're glad?' she asked in astonishment, antbdded wryly.

'‘My dear Cassy, we've had one hell of a weekendydaothink | like
the idea of going through that regularly? It's g@hething that has to
be done if the whole thing isn't to come thundeangund our necks.
Just let it be for a couple of days and everyorlestap being excited.
Keep on smiling and blushing, refer all queriesna'



She nodded a little numbly and stood to leave,@rsxnow to get out
In case she had to face any ribald comments, bstopged her as she
reached the door.

‘Are you all right, Cassy?' he asked quietly. "dom't look too well.’
‘Are you surprised?' she questioned weakly.

He frowned at her before grating, 'You looked prettvful when |
came in this morning. You don't look any better nbasked if you
were all right.'

'I—I'm fine,' she muttered, making her escape. &gd engagement
was not going to get her off the hook with him atky that much was
obvious.

There was an unusual silence in the office as skt Wwack, but
nobody said anything, not even Claud. He, apparenths hugging
his scoop to himself and didn't want to rock thatbo any way.

When lunchtime came, Cassy darted off rapidly aaglesl out her
full hour, although by the time she got back she veally cold and
shivering. The snow was fairly deep now and sontb@fpavements
were not as yet cleared.

'Let's hope they stir themselves,' Guy said asssdmaped her boots
free of snow, 'or we'll have another go at the cduthis time about
the roads and pavements. Are you all right, Cassy?"

'l think I've got a bit of a cold,’ Cassy mutter&dr voice rising to a
surprised yelp as Jordan came in and grabbed mmer @most
frog-marching her to his office and slamming therdwith complete
disregard for the interested onlookers.



'‘Why the hell did you go off for lunch without md¥ demanded
furiously. 'What sort of an engagement do you imaghey'll think
this is?'

'l—did you expect me to...?"

'Engaged couples wish to be together!" he snagpedoice filled
with hostility and sarcasm. 'Théiike each other! When one races of
and leaves the other behind, then people begipaoutate. As we've
only just got engaged, this will be observed witbaj interest.'

Cassy's head was aching and she was shiveringmgdp. She did
not need this upbraiding, and she did not needdogarcasm.

‘This is not a normal engagement, and we ddiketach other!" she
raged in a quiet voice. 'l go for my lunch andk ta people, | pick up
news. You would be a drag.' She suddenly sneelzedshtock of it
making her throat tighten painfully and her eyas ru

"You said you were all right," he accused angslglae buried herself
in her handkerchief, and even then his voice ws, clmmineering,
superior.

'‘Go to hell!" Cassy said viciously and walked dtalf an hour later
she really knew that she was ill and she spokelgueGuy.

'l feel really awful, Guy. I'm going home," sheddiim. ‘Cover for
me, will you?'

'Sure.' He looked at her closely. 'l bet it's fhe'said darkly.

'‘Don't sound so pleased about it." Cassy laughakilghgetting her
coat and walking to the door. She was just at ttwin of the steps
when Jordan caught her and marched her round tahis



‘Now I'm told by the deputy features editor that fiaycee is ill,' he
snapped, pushing her inside the car and drivirajgstr off. '‘One of
these days, Cassy...'

'‘Oh, do leave me alone,' she said miserably, angrimgted like an
angry bear.

'‘With pleasure, once this is all over, Miss Prestdntil then, we're
stuck with each other and I'd be very much obligegbu would
remember that!'

When they reached her flat he came inside befareasuld stop him,
and she began to fuss at once.

‘What will people say?' she asked furiously, hexdyeow so bad that
she only wanted to crawl to her bed.

‘They will say, "I always thought she was that b girl," but later,
they'll know that your betrothed was a truly thotighman who
brought you home because you were ill. Get yourghioff and get
into bed at once!" he rasped. 'I'll make you adnioik and then I'll be
on my way!'

For once she obeyed instantly, and when he knoakddcame into
her bedroom a few minutes later she was lying daith her eyes
closed, the sheets almost to her ears.

‘Are you still cold?' he asked quietly, and all sloeild do was nod;
even that was painful.

He went out and she tried to sleep, the hot dookihg tempting but
too much effort to reach. She was still awake dndesing when he
came back into the flat, and a few minutes latewvag in her room, a
hot- water bottle in his hand.



'‘How did you get into the flat?' she muttered, heitsimply ignored
her and turned back the bedclothes, sliding the mawvater bottle
down to her feet and then tucking the bedding alder.

'Off to sleep,' he ordered. 'I'll get back to tiffiece and look in on you
later.’

‘There's absolutely no need...' she began wealtyofice again he
ignored her, and she heard the flat door closelgwe she snuggled
down to the warmth, finally pulling the hot botdéose in her arms
and falling asleep with it clutched to her.

She woke up later to find two people in her roong ane of them
was Jordan. He spoke softly as soon as her eyeseodphis voice
warning.

'‘Dr Jones, darling,’ he said in what she imaginedhought was a
soothing voice. It sounded perfectly menacing to dred she kept
silent gladly, for more reasons than one. Her thweses hurting and
her head threatened to leave her neck every timensived.

She had her temperature taken and her pulse faltttee doctor
seemed to be fairly easy-going about it all.

‘Just as | told you, Mr Reece,' he said mildlyu/Hhere's a pretty
virulent strain going round at the moment, andlisbe'quite ill for a
couple of days. Better keep her in bed for aboutettulays and then
let her up in the flat, but not outside by any nsedteep her warm
and give her plenty to drink—soups, Bovril, thinge that.'

Jordan was nodding seriously, and she wonderdteyf were both
out of their minds. Jordan was not going to seantghing!



As soon as they left the room she got up, albet wifficulty, and
slipped into her dressing-gown. Here was whereajodiscovered
that his role in her life was theatrical only. Sttaggered through to
her small sitting- room and leaned in the doorwagure if she could
get any further; then Jordan came from the fromtrdspotting her
and looking at her furiously.

'‘What the hell...?" he began, but she stoppedstraght away.

‘Exactly what | was going to say,’ she informed Inina trembling
voice. 'What do you mean by coming here and talkimgr my
affairs? | can cope very well alone and | don't imaou here giving
me soup, Bovril and "things like that"!' she addedrily.

'For once in your irritating life, you'll do preely as you're told," he
snapped, sweeping her up into his arms and mardyacg to the
bedroom. 'Fiancees like you are rare. Next timedose one, I'll be
extra specially careful. In the meantime, if angthhappens to you, |
will get the blame. Your colleagues will say thauywere perfectly
all right before you met me, which will be an uttiet" but it will be
believed and my father will refuse to speak to mer @gain."'

He threw back the bedding and slid her into bed.

*You will remain here and follow the doctor's ingttions, and just to
make sure of that, | will remain, too!"

'‘But you can't.I' Cassy wailed, her hand to heirachead. 'People
will...."

‘The doctor will hear such rumours and tell theat ffou are quite ill
and that only a lunatic would sleep with you. Yaeputation is
secure, Miss Preston, and when you're better yei'tuite pale and
interesting—then we'll see!



'‘What do you mean?' Cassy said anxiously, and dieesilly laughed,
his hand soothing on her hot head.

'I'm making jokes to cheer myself up,’ he confesgild a grin. 'Stay
in bed, Cassy—yplease?'

She nodded, her eyes on his suddenly smiling famehe went to the
door.

‘What—what are you going to do?' she asked anxipwsid he
turned to look at her teasingly.

'I'm going to snoop around to see what you've gothe way of
supplies, and then I'm going to the shops and agprback here to
make a meal, something light for you and substhfdrame. After
that, I'm going to bed on your settee.’

'‘But you can't!" Cassy managed worriedly, knowitrgady that he
could and he would.

'‘Being engaged is more of a responsibility thamagined,' he said
quietly. 'After this, | doubt if I'll try it again.

He went out and, later, as she was drifting topslebe heard his car
start and she knew that in spite of her protestw&® going to do
precisely as he liked. She felt too ill to care.



CHAPTER SIX

DURING the next three days Cassy was very ill, withdikhowledge
of what went on around her. She knew that Jordamtiaere, and that
each day the doctor called, but the rest was redigd dream. There
was little sign of any cold, her head was too ag@ahito lift from the
pillow except in times of sheer necessity. She waly vaguely
aware that Jordan carried her to the bathroom,ingatiutside to
carry her back later, gently washing her face artle and changing
the crumpled sheets where she tossed fretfully eayttt.

It was Jordan who held her in his arms and casefatl liquids into
her, and it was Jordan who came in the night whemsurmured in
delirium, his cool, strong fingers holding her fess hands, his deep
voice soothing.

On the morning of the fourth day she felt much dretand looked
around at her familiar bedroom with eyes that weréonger aching.
She felt very weak, but all the pain was gone,sracarefully made
her own way to the bathroom, holding on to furretas her legs
threatened to give way beneath her.

He had promised that she would be pale and integesand she
certainly was pale, her own appearance quite shgcker as she
looked at her image in the bathroom mirror. Sheagad to get a
reasonably good wash and she was just searchiraydi@an nightie
when Jordan came into the bedroom, his face dramriiged.

For a second he stood and looked at her, his @gslsng her face,
and then he smiled wearily.

'How do you feel?' he asked quietly. 'l won't dethan explanation
of this disobedience.'

'| feel shaken but mobile,' Cassy said weaklyedrs to have run out
of nightwear,' she added in a puzzled voice.



'‘Ah, yes.' He ran his hand tiredly over his fadeah will be here
soon, she's been doing the laundry and a few shiadjs for you.'

'‘Jean? From work?'

‘The same,' he assured her. 'She offered heralpe been very ill,
Cassy. | thought that you might want a female ntossome things.
| imagined that you might be a little embarrassikeraards if you
discovered that | had changed your nightie, althalge did mention
with some amusement that you called her Jordan anteice.'

He smiled suddenly at the look on her face, and&dhtleterminedly
towards her.

'‘Come on, back in to bed," he ordered. "You'rktetlill to blush, and
that's a very real sign that you should be safetie¢d up for a while
yet.'

'l seem to have caused a great deal of troublesSyCenurmured
shakily as he helped her into bed, but he wasyousapping her up
and never met her eyes.

'‘As it was most certainly not deliberate,' he sgudktly, 'l forgive
you. TheBradbury Herald however, is in an uproar. The feature
editor off, the editor and one reporter merely jiane as Jean and |
take turns with our invalid. Guy is keeping evergat arm's length
In case he gets the flu, and the whole departrsagrinding to a halt.'

'‘Have you—did you...?"

'Sleep here?' he finished for her, clearly sensiag worry. 'Of
course. Someone had to be with you. It was expestedon't worry.
Each morning as I've walkedstiff-necked into woftema night on
your none-too- comfortable settee, the only conbasibeen "How's
Cassy?" No sneaky looks, no muttered comments. Muutation is



quite safe.' He sounded a little annoyed, and Chedsjoo weak to
argue.

'‘As a matter of fact,' she said a little tearfullwyvas thinking of your
comfort and not my reputation. You're altogether tall, for that
settee.’

'So | discovered,' he said with a rueful look atd@vncast face. 'I'm
sorry, Cassy. | seem to be a little short-tempénedmorning.’

"'l be quite all right to be left now," Cassy @éajuietly. 'The flat's
warm. | can go about carefully.'

‘Tomorrow, perhaps,' Jordan said firmly. 'For nélivget you some
breakfast and then I'll get over to my place fshawer and a change
of clothes. Jean will be here about ten. Tonighllvagscuss the
future treatment.’

Cassy found herself watching him with no idea wihg did it, and he
glanced up, his eyes meeting hers for a secondeém® suddenly
walked out of the room.

Jean came in and brought the laundry, stayed &malp the flat and
gossip to Cassy, who felt as if she had been aoray ¥ery long time.

‘There's chaos at the office,’ Jean informed derdan has hardly
been there at all. | offered to stay here all theef to sleep here too,
but he wouldn't let me. He's spent the last thess dimply ignoring
the paper altogether. Claud Ackland has had topsilveight at last;
he's even stopped that annoying tendency to tkbedan hasn't taken
very well to any sign of frivolity, he's been likebear with a sore
head.'

It filled Cassy with guilt. Jordan's belief thatdfengagement had to
look real had certainly landed him with more thanhad expected,
and she had not forgotten his moody looks this mgtn



She slept for a while after Jean had gone, and tatele her way
determinedly to the bathroom for a hasty showeoigelordan came
back and refused to allow it. She was changedaictean nightie and
dressing- gown, just making herself a cup of teawine came later.
He had a huge bouquet of flowers in his hand, #ebot wine under
his arm and various supplies clutched to his chgs$ie wrestled with
the door, and Cassy just stood looking at him wéther startled
eyes.

He was so familiar now, so much the person sheategeo look up
and see, and she realised that she didn't wantddess of him.
Somewhere along the line her feelings for him hé@nged;
somewhere along the line she had become comfortatlesecure
with this hard and powerful man, and the knowlesigened her.

He turned from the door and stopped abruptly atsiigat of her
standing there, his annoyed expression changirge @aaw the look
she was too late to hide.

‘You don't follow orders too well, do you?' he asleoftly, coming

into the kitchen and putting his small burdens loa table. Cassy
shook her head, too filled with troubled emotiohsh& moment to
speak, and he looked at her quizzically beforeisgidlown at her
and handing her the flowers.

'‘Now that you're recovered sufficiently to noti¢®e brought you
these,' he said quietly.

She murmured her thanks, her eyes gladly turningedlowers and
away from him, and he took her arm firmly, headimgy in the
direction of the bedroom.

'If you keep out from underfoot,' he promised, dymwvell let you get
up for dinner. Any sign of rebellion, however, ahdt privilege will
be withdrawn.'



'l have to put the flowers in water/ she told hnmai vague way, her
mind not able to come to terms with her new feeling

‘Later." He took them from her and opened her blmdrdoor. 'Be

good, and good things will happen!" She lookedruguirprise and he
grinned unexpectedly. 'An old saying of my mothén's confided. It
kept me in suspense and held any unruliness inkctoeadays on

end.’

'Did good things happen?' Cassy asked in a dazedotwoice,
looking up at him, feeling really small for thedfitime in her life, her
height lessened by the fact that she was barefoot.

‘Invariably," he said firmly. 'My mother never ck&a

She went disconsolately back to bed, his wordsngqgn her ears.
Her mother cheated! Lavinia Preston fought for anyghiand
everything she wanted, whether the loser was hegtdar or not.
Suddenly she found that the hurt had reorganisetf.iShe no longer
cared what Luigi did, he had simply astonished disdusted her.
Beside Jordan he had seemed to be so much less thream. The
gentleness she thought had been there had nowledveself to be
merely weakness. There was gentleness in Jordarhubit was not
weak. He was gentle with his mother and father,ldesh gentle with
her when she'd needed it, but it had been theegeds of the strong.
How would Luigi have coped if she had been ill? \'dobe have
looked after her and not given a damn what pedaght?

No, that hurt had gone, the real hurt had surfatteat, her mother
cared for her not at all, had never cared. The warnm Dorothy
Reece had never been in her own mother, and skelhlead merely
been a nuisance and a growing threat.

She was still sitting there staring at the wall; ttr@ughts dark and
self-pitying when Jordan came into the room.



‘The good things are now about to happen,’ he beljan actually
made a fire in that small, evil fireplace and.e'$iopped as he looked
at her, and she realised with a shock that shecvyasy. '‘Cassy?' he
said softly. "You should perhaps stay in bed, after

'‘No." She rubbed her eyes determinedly and swundelgs to the
edge of the bed, reaching for her dressing- golwas absolutely
wallowing in self-pity.'

'l see.' His face lost its concern. 'Luigi, | tatk®

'You take it wrongly.' Cassy informed him as shaggled to get into
her robe. 'Luigi is an Italian wimp! | was cryingrfmyself, not for
him. | do recognise self- pity when | find it!

'In that case you are allowed to eat in front & tine," Jordan said,
with a return to humour. 'If you can make your wlagre, I'll bring a
tray for you.'

‘That was wonderful!" Cassy said later as she dwgein a chair and
drank coffee. 'l feel as if | haven't eaten forslay

'‘Which is more or less true,' Jordan remarked.ttAshe meal, |
cheated. Most of it just needed heating. I'm eglgagood at reading
labels.'

She found herself laughing, and he watched her eyds that were
filled with some deep consideration, his looks lfynenaking her face
flush softly.

'How is your father?' she asked quickly, preferrampversation to
silence right now.



‘All ready to go tomorrow,' Jordan said quietlydahe looked very
startled. 'Tomorrow is Friday," he reminded hehey{f want him in

over the weekend forpreparations. The operatiomnisMonday.

You've lost quite a few days, Cassy,' he addedysoft

‘When will we go to see him?'

'‘Next weekend, if you're up to it,' he suggestedyit now you've a
long way to go before you're well. The snow cleataat more is
forecast, so next week you stay in the flat ang kearm.'

"'l be fine," Cassy insisted. 'What about thegr@&pOther people are
bound to go down with this.’

‘The paper is coming out as usual, on time,' he s@&irnly. 'So far,
Guy is still managing. Your feature has caused aespf letters,

nearly all in support. Guy is gleeful. You also sad the buzz that
our engagement announcement started. Anyway, ttwaght all the

papers and you can catch up on the news tomorrow.'

'I'll read them tonight when you've gone,' Cassg sathusiastically,
and the dark brows lifted wryly.

'I'm going, am 1?' he asked mockingly.

'I—well—I'm all right now,"' she stammered, his clesilvery eyes
suddenly much too intent. "Tomorrow I'll be backntormal almost,
and then | can do everything myself. I'm reallytgial but...'

'‘But your reputation is suddenly strangling youia@ahe enquired
sardonically. 'l shall be only too happy to sleepai bed again,
however. | can't say that any more nights on yettes thrill me. At
one time | seriously considered taking you up tohnoyse, but the
thought of youY reaction when health returned stopfhat rather
daring thought.’



Her rosy face seemed to amuse him greatly, butleated after a
second or two and turned to other things.

'‘One day next week, when you're feeling reasorfdbligze told her, 'l
want you to help me plan a Christmas party.'

‘You're not going home for Christmas?' she askeastonishment.
‘What about your father and mother and what about..

'Of course I'm going home for Christmas,' he sardly. 'In fact, we
are going home for Christmas!'

'—I don't think that I...

‘You go to your own home for Christmas?' he askadtly, and she
shook her head, looking determinedly into the fire.

'‘No, | never do. Mostly my mother isn't there angdfather goes up to
friends in London. It—they always have. | mean,allyumy mother
has been away from England and—well...'

'You had Christmas with Nanny, | take it?' he askieadily.

'‘Mostly," she confessed, looking away from his sundyl thunderous
face.

‘You'll come with me!" he said in a voice that alkxd for no dodging.
‘Naturally you'll be expected. Dad will be recowgriby then and
there will be a steady stream of callers, from vedy relatives to
very nice neighbours. That, however, is the realsthas. This year
| plan to set a precedent. I'm giving a party faffsand their wives
and husbands a few days before Christmas. We'it gtnned!

'I'd love to! Really | would," Cassy said breatklgsher eyes shining,
and he looked across at her intently, his smilevgrg.



'l promised good things,' he reminded her softlwasn't quite sure
how it would go down, though. It's going to be htaraeconcile this
with your working image,' he added quietly. 'Rigbtv, you look like
a little girl. I'm surprised.'

'So am |, she laughed. 'Normally | feel as talhd®rse. Sleeping on
the settee has damaged your eyesight!'

‘You can hardly be compared to a horse,’ he saftly.soA
long-legged filly perhaps...'

He stood as her face suddenly flooded with colbisr eyes leaving
her in peace as he looked around for his coat.

'If you're sure you can manage,' he said, 'l'ltgded at my own
house tonight.'

'l can manage,' Cassy assured him quickly, suddeahting her flat
to herself so that she could search rapidly fordierself-assurance
and a safe footing in a suddenly worrying situation

‘Then you can see me out and lock up firmly," heé aa he shrugged
into a thick sheepskin coat. 'Tomorrow I'll staynairk all day. Jean
will call and then I'll come for dinner. I'll cookt's quite easy when
you buy it all in containers.'

'l can manage,' Cassy said again a little desperaigt she was still
feeling too shaken to stand up to someone who exdvever her. He
shook his head firmly as he reached the door wdks§{ one step
behind him, anxious to lock him out.

'One last time!" he ordered. 'l shall arrive witmtainers, wine and
suitable goodies. Make the most of being ill! Ityngever happen
again.'



‘All right," she said a little shortly, and his Hasrows shot up in
mockery.

‘You're so gracious, Miss Preston,' he informedsledonically, and
she looked hastily away, knowing perfectly well ttrehe had
deserved that. She had no idea how to behave withdfter all.

'I'm sorry, | didn't mean... I'm so grateful that..

'‘Don't overdo it,’ he warned amusedly. '‘One song a couple of
tears are much more effective. Stop wandering arauith nothing
on your feet!" he suddenly added sharply. ‘No wogdea're ill.'

Cassy looked up to tell him to mind his own buss&sit he was only
laughing, and she had to admit that he could wedup better than
anyone she knew.

'‘Goodnight, Cassy,' he said quietly, a smile plgyanound his lips,
and suddenly she had to smile too, until she mdlibat she didn't
want him to go.

It must have been the expression on her face thdernim pause as
his hand came to the door, and he turned back irepdut and
pulling her into the warmth of his open jacket, hisnds on her
shoulders as his head bent to hers. She foundabherlifting quite
naturally for a goodbye kiss, and he was genttapat tentative, his
lips brushing hers before he lifted his head tdlabher steadily.

Cassy never moved, and it was entirely her faait ie brought her
back to him, his lips claiming hers again, searghamd lingering,
warm and thrilling. Her hands lay against his chkst whole body
submissive, and his hands freed the belt of hex toklide inside and
clasp the soft warmth of her in the cotton nightoepull her gently
closer as the kiss deepened.



He was perfectly controlled, she knew that. Casay the one who
saw stars, great fiery stars that raced aroundahdrtouched her
lightly to send waves of pleasure through her fitoen toes to her
fingertips. Her arms wound around his neck and taelled her
against him, kissing her face and neck, her eydshan parted lips
until she was helpless and trembling.

His face was serious when he drew back and lookach it her, his
strong hands fastening her robe.

‘That's the very last good thing for tonight," lagdssoftly. ‘Lock the
door, Cassy.' And he was gone before she had eegambio breathe
properly again.

She locked the door quickly and almost fell on fisttee as she
returned to the sitting-room. What had got into?hétad the flu

damaged her brain? If he had gone on kissing hemsiuld have

stayed there forever! She put her head againstdtiee arm, too
shaken to move, but all she could think was thatlalo had slept
here, and she shot up with such force that herduokmdcame back
swiftly. She would have to do something about tHsfle was

beginning to feel differently about him—and onenthiwas quite

sure: she would never, ever fall in love again!

Apparently she was over the attack of flu, becaues@ day Cassy felt
much better. Jean came and lingered, not reallyimgto go back to
the office and knowing quite well that Jordan wotibdgive any

tardiness as she had helped out so much.

'Have you seen the papers for this week?' she askéwky sat with
coffee after Jean had tidied and washed up. Thaseaviovely picture
of you. Nobody knows when Patrick took it and | dainink Jordan



had seen it before. He stared at it for a long tamé then just
marched off. | bet he was jealous,' she added hbtpef

‘Jealous?' Cassy asked in surprise.
'Yes! You know—I bet he wondered how Patrick cam&ake it.'

She seemed to think it was sheer romance, and CGaskjenly

realised just how much subterfuge was going todoessary at work.
Almost from the moment that this engagement haadmecknown,

she had been out of things. Jordan had been thi ¢alee the weight
of it, but even that must have been easier witth@utthere. There
were so many small things that could arouse suspici

When Jean had gone, she went through the papédotidan had left
for her, reading the features with satisfaction #rah searching for
the picture that had annoyed Jordan. It seemed quilinary to her,
but she realised all at once just what it was ltizat made him walk
off angrily, why Jean had mistaken it for jealouttywas not her
photograph at all, it was the two of them togethad the caption that
headed the announcement went, 'Jordan Reece l®saEthanently
in Bradbury!" One thing was sure, Jordan had negrgthat headline
to anyone. He had no intention of settling anywhanel if they knew
him as well as she knew him they would never hanrgem it.

It gave her pause for thought. She did know hirow8} but surely
she had drawn close to him, and her attitude wfi@Wwhile ago now
seemed ridiculous. How could she ever have dislikadlan? She
suddenly felt much more easy in her mind. There neageason why
she should not enjoy this brief spell of engagemintias to their
mutual advantage, neither able to allow it to ead/\swiftly. There
was no reason why they should not be friends.



She rang up the nearby grocers and did a littleveagant ordering of
food, getting a promise of delivery within the néxtur, and then, a
little warily, she rang Jordan.

It was strange to be ringing her own office, and tbceptionist
recognised her voice at once, wanting to know hbe was. It
brightened Cassy up even more, and she heard the sanantic
pleasure in the girl's voice that she had heade@am's when she askec
for Jordan.

‘Mr Reece? | have your fiancee on the line, sine &nnouncement
almost shocked Cassy into putting the phone downhJbrdan was
obviously amused.

'Hello, Cassy,' he said, and she could hear thghtauin his voice. 'l
imagine that my fiancee is ringing me to say thatdinner is off?'

Normally, she would have been ringing for just theison, and his
knowledge of her character had Cassy's cheeksrgurni

'‘Wrong, Mr Reece!" she said as lightly as she caondhage. 'I'm
ringing to tell you that you can forget the con&s I'm much better
and I've nothing to do. | intend to reward you moking dinner
tonight.'

She was quite pleased with that. It sounded vdfy gaessessed and
light-hearted.

'If you've been out..." he began, but she inteedijptt once.
'l have not. The things will be delivered, so spaerea lecture.'
‘All right, Cassy,' he laughed, TH be there at seveirty.'

She looked at the clock when he had rung off, &wdight what a
long time it was until then, her lips catching beeémn her teeth as she



also realised that she was impatient to see hirme#othose silvery
eyes warm to match the sound of his voice. Perihayess not a good

idea, after all? The thought of enjoying this bepéll of engagement
now seemed a little dangerous, but she was stutkitwvhether she

behaved warmly or coldly to Jordan, and he had Beerery good to

her.

She madélanquette de veaand fruit simmered in syrup and brandy
then enveloped in small pancakes, and it took siragkes. She had
only just finished and changed into her caftan wheran arrived,
and he took cme look at her pale face and thengygtstern.

'l should never have let you do this,' he said iedly. 'You're the
most irritating female I've ever known!'

‘It was no trouble at all,' she lied quickly. 'Angyy | wanted to give
you a thank-you meal.'

‘A sort of last supper?' he asked wryly.
‘And you said | was ungracious,' Cassy mocked.
His face lost its stern look and his lips quirkedhe old way.

'l apologise,' he said amusedly. 'l give you pesiois to feed me. It
smells good.'

He was all praise later, and Cassy's pale cheaeaeeflushed with
pleasure.

'‘Where did you learn to cook like that?' he askeslrprise. 'l know it
couldn't have been Lavinia.'

'‘No,' Cassy said quietly, a little of the pleasdyeng away. '‘As a
matter of fact, it was a Swiss finishing school.'



Jordan just stared at her and she looked rapidayaWou're full of
hidden talents, aren't you?'

And inhibitions, Cassy thought bitterly. Aloud stedd, 'I'll make the
coffee. My last act of gratitude!

She was glad to get into the kitchen and away ftlhose probing
eyes. She was glad too to be able to take a sbeadth. In there, with
the fire blazing away, the cold outside and themtharof the room,
she had come dangerously close to wanting Jordemsaround her.
This madness seemed to have come from nowherae8bkeed for
the coffee-cups, looking down with little surprigenotice that her
hands were trembling.

Something shot across the floor and Cassy readtédastonishing
speed, boosting herself on to the kitchen tablé)ayeng her long
skirts tightly around her and shouting 'Jordan!aistrangled little
voice all at one and the same time.

He was there like a rocket, stunned to see the¢iposihe had taken
up, clearly expecting to see her scalded with bfee and not sitting
with her knees under her chin in the middle oftdise.

'‘Mouse!' she said anxiously, her finger pointipuse!'He began to
laugh and it infuriated her. One of these daysv&® going to find a
few men who were scared of mice and related veramnd, she was
going to do a big double-page feature on them!

It seemed to Cassy that Jordan was merely saugtama the mouse
was not going to sit quietly in that corner forever

'It's there, look!" she pointed out furiously, netting it out of her
sight.

'l see it," Jordan assured her. 'What | want naatits, preferably with
alid.



'l have no desire to store it!" Cassy bit out. 'Butase you have a
workable plan, there's an empty tin on the topfskeelmplete with
lid.'

'l aim to catch it," Jordan said mildly, opening tin and turning his
attention to the unwelcome visitor.

'It's got shiny little eyes,' Cassy observed imals voice. 'It looks
scared.'

'Of course it's scared,' Jordan said scathinglynsi@lering the scare
you gave me for my size and weight, it's a mirgatigdn't keel over!

She ignored the sarcasm.
'l don't want you to kill it!" she said urgently.

'Women have an annoying ability to be squeamishseneral
directions at once,' Jordan said disgustedly, aedeapped at him in
irritation, her eyes still firmly fixed on the moais

'‘Mice are quick! They run up walls.'
‘Doubtful,’ he remarked, moving quietly towards tioener.

‘They run up curtains!" Cassy snapped, certainithvabuld escape.
‘They could equally run up clothes and—and thirigs..

'‘An alarming thought, | take your point,' Jordaimdsa a vague voice
as his attention deepened on his quarry.

He suddenly moved like lightning and then slamntesllid on the
tin.

'Want a close look?' he asked innocently, but Cdssw her skirts
even more tightly around her and shook her heanroigsly.



When he came back from outside, she was still thieee eyes
searching the kitchen steadily, inspecting evemeo

'l released it in your small front garden. No doubill find its way
to some hole or other." He stood at the sink withldack to her,
washing his hands, turning his head to look atfter a second. 'It's
gone. You can advance slowly now.'

There may be others,' Cassy assured him, stilckeay around.

‘A platoon of mice? Come now, is it likely?' He phe towel back
and looked at her with amusement. 'You're a mixtditeard-headed
clarity and fluffy nonsense!" he mused. 'Surely's@going to get that
coffee and fulfil your obligations?'

Cassy slid carefully to the ground, and as sheddolp he was
standing close, grinning down at her.

'‘Go back to the sitting-room,' he said quietlyl fake the coffee.
You deserve to be looked after for a while aftat superb meal, not
to speak of the cabaret!

For a minute Cassy frowned at him, but then hesdyegan to
sparkle and they were both laughing quietly.

'‘Go on!' His hands came to her shoulders and thlessiowly died

as they looked at each other for a long minute. sSteyed forward
and Jordan enfolded her in his arms, gently pusherghead to his
chest, his hand soothing on her hair.

'‘Cassy," he said deeply and slowly, 'you're a veryulnerable
person, starved of affection for years, hurt badhen affection was
apparently given. You could so easily be at risk.'

Her cheeks flamed with shame and she pulled awaying her back.



The only weakness | have is that I've had flu amalwe been kind to
me. I'm grateful,' she said tightly. The gratitusiended. Thank you
for the timely reminder.’

She walked out of the room, tears of embarrasssvenmming in her

eyes. She knew full well what had happened. Shetdie¢ed Jordan
to point out that last night and again now she pradtically thrown

herself at him!

He was right behind her as she walked to the seitekhe spun her
round to face him.

Tor pete's sake, Cassy,' he grated, 'I'm only huivian're beautiful,
soft and warm. Do you think | don't want to holduoDo you
imagine | don't want to kiss you? Damn ienjoyplaying at being
engaged to you!

Cassy couldn't face him, and he tilted her chinatigmtly.

'‘Look at me. Are you going to avoid my eyes forrdwecause | tried
to protect you?'

When she looked up, her eyes were swimming withsteand he
muttered angrily, pulling her into his arms, gazdavn at her with
eyes as silvery as stars.

'Suppose, just suppose that | can't stop?' he dslsdaly. "What then,
Miss Preston? Do you really approve of office affaiDo you want
to come to your senses a few weeks from now ariceethat the
dislike you had of me was all too real and that glose feeling is a
mixture of gratitude, relief and our own conspiracy

There was nothing soft and warm about Cassy now.V&s right
back where she had started, cold, stiff and waey féce tight, with
every feeling pushed well down.



Her mind wondering just how she had ever thougdit she couldn't
wait for Jordan to get here.

He watched her intently, his eyes narrowed, sesngetreat into her
shell, and he shook his head as he looked at her.

'Oh, no, you don't, Cassy!" he said tautly. "Yono¢ going back in
there. | found out just what you are and who yaj and even if you
hate me ten minutes from now, I'll not see you bigzk into that
old-maid future that your attitude will lead to!

She had no need to sway towards him, he pulledlbse swiftly, his

mouth capturing hers when she tried to turn awag, s kissed her
cold lips into life, ready when they opened bendat) his hand
gentle on her face as he explored her mouth slantiydeeply.

He pulled her to the settee, taking her back irmmss, trailing kisses
over her cheeks, her eyes and neck, and she beddft into a warm
cloud, his voice only hazy.

'Relax, Cassy,' he murmured against her lips. Pédavely, warm,
real...’

‘Jordan!" She wanted to tell him that he could stbpt she had
forgiven him for the sharp pain and shame his r&émbhad caused,
but he refused to let her speak.

'Shh!" he whispered softly, his hands beginnincgte@ss her, to move
over her slowly. He moved the caftan from her sterd, his lips
running over her skin and the smooth rise of heasts, and he was
so gentle, so careful for such a strong, powerfahnthat Cassy's
bones seemed to turn to water and her head fdll&mbe kissed the
line of her throat.

‘Stay alive, beautiful Cassy,' he commanded. 'Sidipg in there!



She wound her arms around his neck and he crusaeddhtly
against him, kissing her deeply before letting gepHe stood and
looked down at her.

'‘No, don't move!' he said sharply when she begait tgp. 'You look

sultry and tempting lying there, the robe half gffur shoulders.

Lavinia is glossy, bright and beautiful, but yowgsSy, you're warm
and lovely and you're real, all the way throughafliwas just a taste
of loving, an appetiser. Don't step back now at all

He reached for his coat and Cassy managed to gétehnabling lips
to speak.

'I—I'll make that coffee,' she offered, wanting Hionstay. 'l—I'm all
right now.'

‘Do you really think | am?' he asked quizzicallye tcorner of his
mouth quirking. 'Don't you know why I'm getting thell out of
here?'

He stopped at the door and looked at her.

'‘We never did plan my Christmas party,’ he saidutlye 'Lock the
door, Cassy, but this time—wait until I've gone!'



CHAPTER SEVEN

OVER the weekend Jordan didn't come, and Cassy accépetie

had a great deal more common sense than she tiaid.dhgagement
was to go on as it must, then the less they beaavob/ed with each

other the better. The problem, of course, wasttiet both worked

on the same paper and were under the eyes of pebplevere well

used to being suspicious.

He rang her on Monday and there was that old, guhtone to her
voice at once.

‘Cassy? How are you?"

He didn't say who he was, of course, he expectetblkmow at once.
She did know, but it annoyed her that he imagineavbuld be the
only man to ring her. Hwasthe only man to ring her, she had lon:
since frozen any others away, and her reactionquds illogical as
she knew perfectly well.

'‘Don't worry, I'll be back to work tomorrow," shai@ shortly, and
there was an exasperated silence from the other end

'What | asked,' he said after a second, his vaack o coldness, 'was
how you were, not where you were or where you imheeinto be
tomorrow.'

'I'm quite better!" she snapped back. 'Obvioustiidught that, as
editor, you had a right to know when you're likelyget a member of
your staff back.'

'So you're quite fit to go out, are you?' he raspea longer
soft-voiced with her.

'‘Perfectly all right." She could even hear the ihysin her voice, and
she was dismayed that she had brought all thistaBbe wanted to



go back to the beginning and start all over adaun it was too late.
Once more she had been cold, ungracious and maottintg
ungrateful. While she was thinking, he put the ghdown and Cassy
knew that she had put them right back where thay s$tarted,
strangers with a secret that had to be kept. Novotild be all that
much more difficult.

She was greeted like a lost soul returned whenveiné back the next
day. Guy just collapsed in his chair and lookedeatwith relief.

'‘Now | can get some sleep at nights!'" he assured 'Yileu want
bringing up to date, boss?'

‘Later!" Cassy laughed. 'What | would like is fayuyto attend the
morning conference until | know what's happeningth® moment
I've got nothing to confer about.’

'You could confer with Jordan about what it wa® hen you were
both cosily flu-bound in your flat!" Claud Acklamdurmured in his
snide way as he passed.

‘Jordan gives all the news out about our engagen@adsy snapped
at once. 'You're going in there, get it from hitt.rhention it to him
later, though, if you'd rather, he might give olRrass release.'

Claud's face lost its speculating look smartly &wy grinned all
over his face.

'‘Cass is back to normal, man! Whatever did you etq>éne asked
brightly. "You know the rules. Fire a shot at Casd then duck. It
always ricochets!

Cassy glanced up as Guy suddenly stifled his gleedan was
watching, cold-eyed. He could not have heard thelevthing, but he



clearly had seen Claud's face and heard Guy's ksm&he looked
down and avoided his eyes. What did it matter?aloedready knew
what she was like.

As they came back, Guy bent to speak quietly to her

'Your beloved wants you in his office,’” he mutterédou're not
satisfying that man, Cass, he's back to glacialst&ive us a break?"

She felt she could do with a break herself. Thetia®e she had been
close to Jordan he had been kissing her, tellingle was warm and
beautiful. The next time he saw her she had beducheg Claud to
pulp. Her legs were a little weak as she walkedlduito his office
and closed the door behind her.

'l won't ask how you are," he said coldly. 'l cae gou've everything
completely under control and that Claud will hawgét back behind
the wire mesh! | imagine he was being insulting?’

'‘No more than usual,’ she assured him coolly. 'Menthat are easy
to handle.’

‘Aren't we all?" he murmured sardonically, his egkenming her
slenderness. She had lost a great deal of weigimgder illness and
it showed. She fully expected that he would tell teustically she
was all skin and bone, and her face flushed incgaiion. He
surprised her, as usual.

'l thought you'd like to know how Dad is,' he sadietly. 'The
operation was yesterday, if you remember? It waseedhan they
had anticipated, and he's comfortable. My motherlsan and she's
happy enough.’

Cassy sat down abruptly, turning her face awaystegaher eyes at
once.



'Oh, hell" she groaned. 'l didn't remember!'

She searched frantically for a handkerchief andaloteft her to it.
She was so busy feeling sorry for herself, so bleying Jordan that
he had not come back, although he had spent evierytenwith her
when she was ill as if it was a real engagemeat,dihe had forgotten
the main reason for doing it in the first place.

'Stop that!" Jordan came round and pulled her tde®e. 'l didn't say
that to make you feel guilty or to make you cryackien off, Cassy. |
was simply telling you something that | knew youukbwant to
know.'

'l know,' she muttered. 'It's hardly your faulttthen—I'm...’

'If you don't go out there soon," he said shargligud Ackland will
be here with his nose under the door. He'll propdhve a
stop-watch on us from now on. Dry those tearsuldiot care less if
he thinks I'm making love to you, but I'm damned'lif let him
believe that I've been beating you!'

He was quite right, she had to get back out inéodtffice; after all,
she worked here and she could have expected ndtlingharpness
at the way she had behaved.

‘Where's your ring?' he suddenly snapped out, laato®ked quickly
at her left hand before sighing with relief.

'Oh, for a minute | thought I'd lost it! It's in nfpag. | took it off this
morning to...'

'‘Put it on and keep it on," he said tightly. el enough leaving here
with tears in your eyes. Forget the ring and it going to be too
long before we get very awkward questions. We brsdarrangement
when it's suitable for us, not when somebody emalsags us into it.'



He too was right back to coldness and Cassy julitedaout, there
was little else she could do. They had not begisa friends. They
did not even like each other, and there was noorefw Jordan to
change. He had been kind when she was ill, but themit was only
to keep up appearances. Why should he be anythingtat he was
when nobody was looking, especially now that slitléd the way so
well?

When it came to lunchtime she tightened her lips \&@alked to his
office, going straight in as any real fiancee wolde done and, of
course, Claud was there. She might have known!

'‘Coming for lunch, Jordan?' she asked sweetly. Bi& mot going to
get the chance to rage about that again, but fedyoglanced up.

'Sorry, I've got to hang on here. Can you manadkowt me?' he
asked with only a vague amount of attention.

'Of course. | just didn't want you to be disappedhtshe said wryly,

and that got his attention. Those silver eyes #ddparks at her, but
she smiled charmingly and went out alone. It wdwde been an

uneasy lunch break if he had come, anyway. Sheetbak at the sky

and realised that it was snowing again. History beitler not repeat
itself. This time he would let her die of pneumofuasure.

With nothing to stop her she lost herself in wayking right back to
her old ways, and it was a great relief not to hev&orry about
Jordan. By the time the day was over she was lvaokhe swing of
things, picking up all the threads and doing wlnet was paid to do,
being the features editor. Once or twice Jordanecdmough, but
when he spoke to her it was work only, one protessito another,
and she replied in a like manner. He was puttingherpressure too,
to such an extent that Claud apologised.



'Sorry about the earlier comments, Cass,' he sdid @ know now
what you were doing at your flat when he was theeewas putting
cold cloths on your head and making you type ugytop

It caused a great laugh just as Jordan was le&erag appointment,
and he walked slowly over, his eyes on Cassy'shiagdgace.

'l won't be back again this afternoon,’ he saididl@nough for
everyone to hear. 'I'll meet you up at the flat avelll get that
planning done.'

'l—er... what time?' Cassy gasped, wondering wtinesevas leading.
'‘Probably before you,' he said evenly. 'I've gotkay.'

He bent and kissed her right in front of Claudartk#d nose, and
Cassy got the point at once. There were more wags bne of
getting revenge. Unfortunately, she had to go oiirggm

Because Cassy and Jean were both back, the ofis@almost at full

strength and the work done in good time so thafiveysharp, Cassy
was back at her flat, greatly relieved to find thatdan had not yet
arrived. He probably had no intention of arrivifidpe remarks at the
office were to keep her on her toes and to keepttiers off the track.

He came almost at once, and made no comment dfsofatdt that she
was here at least half an hour before she showie been.

'If you could get a coat on,' he said briskly, lijast get the shops
before they close!

'It's three weeks to Christmas. They all stay opetil seven from
now until Christmas Eve,’ Cassy informed him, arel relaxed
visibly, taking his own coat off and making for tkiechen.



'‘Good. You've got a little longer, then. After thleops, I'll take you
for a meal.’

Cassy was a little irritated at the way he begamase tea as if he
lived here, but she used the time to go and chamge soft woollen
dress and get out her coat. She touched up her-umkad fastened
her coat against the cold, finishing the prepanatiwy putting on a fur
hat. She was not going to get any sort of chill relaer Jordan wanted
to go.

Normally she would have refused to go anywhere, dh@ knew
perfectly well how she had behaved since yesteatay she was still
consumed with guilt that she had never asked dtieudtither. They
needed to be seen together, too; that was afteshglhe had invited
her, and that was also why he had wanted her tp Wwé&h his
Christmas party.

He was standing in the kitchen, drinking tea, arddoked at her
steadily.

‘Want a cup?' he asked briefly, and she simply lshoer head,
standing there dutifully. He put his cup down ahdugged into his
coat. 'Right, then. Let's go, comrade!

Obviously he was amused at her Cossack hat, bgy@asored him,
She wasn't going to ask what shopping he had in neither!

He was buying decorations for a tree, and afteeva rihinutes of

standing by stiffly, Cassy couldn't help but jom gradually taking

over as he seemed to hesitate. It was excitingngher went to the
effort of getting a tree now, and it was simply agice she had
handled the delicate baubles and bells that theghito She cut in
with orders of her own and Jordan left her to aang back with

several boxes of Christmas crackers and payinthélot.



They had an early dinner and then headed out afi,tanwd that was
when Cassy's nerve began to desert her and his glic For a little

while she had been enjoying herself, quite forggtthat this was all
part of the package of make-believe that Jordanoneating. There
would be the party when she would have to stanuifoyand pretend
it was all real. There would be Christmas with pesents—and then
what? How long would they have to be close andrgpretending?

It would be better if they worked in different tosynon different
newspapers. Obviously she would have to be themge, and she
cast around in her mind as to where. It was not.éds chance of a
job on another evening paper would not come at ,dmaeit would
save embarrassment when this engagement endeidhlt also give
the impression that they were not getting alongwed.

He had a house a few miles from town, and she rdraead that his
father used to live somewhere here. She had neesr, bhough, and
she recalled that Harold Reece spent only as mmghhere as was
necessary. He had bought the house by the rivargatime ago, and
spent every spare minute there even before hedeflihere was no
river here.

Inside it was warm and beautifully furnished; whindan silently
motioned her into the large comfortable sittingsroshe was a little
surprised to see that he had already bought atreas huge, already
planted firmly in a tub, and only a room of thizesiwould have
accommodated it.

'l see you believe in going for things in a big w&assy remarked,
not meaning to be sarcastic, but his stiff attitditenot soften and he
clearly thought she was again in a fighting mood.

'‘With anything that interests me," he grated. Wmaend" to decorate
it. You can help if you like, or you can sit dowmdgput your mind to
the party.'



'I'd like to talk to you first,' Cassy said witlstlwart gathering of her
courage. 'l think there's something we should discas soon as
possible.’

‘Very well.' He looked annoyed at the idea, butwhe determined to
get it out. 'Carry on.' He sat down, motioning teea chair, and she
plunged straight in before her nerve ran out.

'It's very tricky, both of us in the same officegving to keep up
appearances, having to pretend that we like beigether. I've been
thinking that it would be better if we were workirmy different

newspapers. That way we would be out of the sputkgd able to
just pretend we were close. We could see your fathany weekend
and we wouldn't need to bother being together gstather time.

Obviously I'll have to be the one to leave, angoluight | would start
looking for a new job almost at once.’

He just sat staring at her, and she had to steskli¢o meet those
cold, angry eyes.

'Is that the lot?' he asked in a hostile voiceatTih the sum total of
your machinations?'

'You can see the sense of it, surely?' Cassy $witply, angered
herself at his attitude.

'l can see the reaction of almost everyone ifdvadd it to happen,' he
bit out. 'l recall that you wanted the engagemeriast for a day! |
also recall that | explained to you the utter inglosity of anything
of the sort, and | do not intend to re-state tlasoas. Just for once, try
thinking of this from another angle, from somebagge's angle.
What do you imagine my father would assume? Or yoather? The
office would be buzzing with rumour and speculatibyyou're being
seriously inconvenienced by being engaged to ma ¢temporary
basis, then say so and we'll put an end to theentinorhg. But | warn



you, Cassy, you really would need another job tiWhen | was at
home this weekend, my mother never stopped talkingut you.

She's taken to you as if you were her daughter|'dmebt have her

hurt. Do anything to upset her when she's got wsmabout Dad, and
I'll make your life a misery!'

Only one thing highlighted itself in her mind: "Whéwas at home
this weekend.'

'‘Did—did you go home?' she asked in a stunned ytiewildered
that she had not thought of that at all.

‘Naturally. | went to see Dad before his operatiod to give Mother
a bit of moral support. Where the hell did you kirwas? | couldn't
take you, you were only just beginning to recover!

She looked away, biting her lip, going over all kized things she had
thought. He had spent the better part of the wésdpsig on her
settee, looking after her, and then he had drivewndto see his
parents. And what had she done? She had been cedswith
annoyance because he wasn't there. She had drabattigiines as
of old, and all because she wanted him with hess¢aat silent, her
own thoughts ringing in her head. She did wantwith her! She just
fought back every time she was hurt, and it hurtviigen he wasn't
there.

One day this arrangement would end, their conspinanuld be over
and Jordan would go back to doing what he wantatbtat the first
opportunity. It was not much use wanting him to beside her,
because this was just a make-believe time, as luanegyoignant as
Christmas itself.

'Have you any other points to make?' Jordan askeshtiently,
getting up from his chair and picking up the bottessy had brought



in when she shook her head. 'Another crisis is quthsthen?' he
growled. 'Maybe now we cart get on?"

Dazedly she stood and joined him. She found it kmobme to terms
with her feelings for him. She had never intenaeklave any feelings
for him at all, and already they wd-e too well ésthed to be pushed
away. She began to put tinsel on the tree andappstl, glancing at
her curiously.

'‘Don't you want to get on with the planning?’

'We haven't all night,” she said quickly. 'I'll tee planning with no
difficulty if you can just give me some idea of wigau have in mind.
| can do it at home or during a break at the offide problem."

'‘Ah, yes!" he mused. 'The Swiss finishing scho&brgiot about that.
You'll be able to give everything a sophisticatpdr&le and I'll be
able to take the credit! Keep doing the lower ateaprdered. 'I'll get
the step- ladder and start on top.'

She was glad when he left the room. It gave heinateto collect her
thoughts, but after much less than that time shki&ldd to leave them
where they were. She couldn't face them.

‘This is a lovely room,' she remarked when he daaok and propped
the steps close to the tree.

'l thought you'd never say that,' he said withighslsmile. 'Every
other woman who comes here raves about it!"

She was shocked into immobility for just two secartehe had never
even thought of Jordan with other women, and tkérfg that raced
across her skin at the idea was almost a pain. Wéhythough? He
was handsome, charming and intelligent. That he witds her and
not with someone else was, as he had told herubedais father
liked her best of all. It somehow underlined theuty of their



relationship, and she was silent. He wouldn't waam¢ permanent
relationship with anyone in any case. She coukbet Jordan going
off into dangerous situations and completely farggtabout the

'little wife'. His life had been disrupted by hatlier's retirement and
il health, but it wasn't forever. He would be it} himself that.

‘Splendid!" Jordan came down the steps and stoddtbdook at the
tree. 'I'll make us a coffee and then we'll hazer@monial switching
on of the lights!

There's this," Cassy pointed out. 'l—we boughoitthe top of the
tree.’

She held up the five-pointed star and he nodded.
'OK. I'll pop that on before | switch on the ligh@Goffee first!'

She walked around the tree as he left, looking fabm all angles. It
was such a beauty. It looked lovely here in thismveoom, with the
thick beige carpet below it and the heavy curtdiravn against the
cold evening. She didn't want to go. She would hikee this time to
have been the one to sleep on the settee, Josgdies. She sighed,
knowing perfectly well what was wrong with her baibsolutely
refusing to look at it closely. Anyway, she could the star up; she
could easily reach from the steps.

She climbed up and began to fix it, but it was aakdy the wires
wrapping themselves around the branch before stath@operly
positioned, and as she was leaning further toifid@dan came back
in.

'‘Cassy!" He put the coffee down and hurried forywaret until she
spun round at the sharp sound of his voice shdébad perfectly all
right. Now she wobbled dangerously, trying frarticéo reach the
bottom of the steps before they went over and noteeding at all.
As she fell, Jordan caught her and the impetuseldnidem both on



the floor, his arm shielding her head as the stépihe thick carpet
with a thud.

‘Goodness!" Cassy looked up from her position ernflbor and saw
the tree from another beautiful angle. 'If thewtein that way, they
would have ruined the tree!’

‘They wouldn't have done us a lot of good if thdgiten a few feet
closer!" Jordan pointed out irritably. 'l might leaknown you'd be
seeing to things. There isn't a thing that anyaredo that you don't
feel able to do better, is there?’

She thought he was unnecessarily annoyed and lagkathim as he
sat up and glared down at her.

'l was doing just fine until you came in, yellinglie snapped, all the
bewildering beauty fading. 'Next time you decid&&ve a party, get
yourself a new fiancee!'

‘Do you realise how foolish you look lying there gour back,
blazing away at me?' He started to laugh softly @adsy felt more
annoyed than ever. She began to sit up but he gustreback, his
hand on her shoulder.

'Stay there," he suggested in amusement. 'At Igastre at a
disadvantage in that position.'

She blushed wildly and his dark eyebrows rose.

'‘No innuendo intended, | do assure you!" he saidoseécally. His
eyes began to run over her, making her wish shestradgled and
fought to get to her feet. 'The dress suits yowsdual colour for you,
wine-red, a few shades lighter than your hair. Rlutausly, it works.
You've got a flair for colour. Finishing school?’



'It must be my artistic talent struggling out,” €assaid shortly,
worried by the way he was looking at her and bywlag she was
beginning to feel. 'l must have inherited somethnogn a theatrical
family! It sounded a little bitter and his eyesnoaved on her face.

‘Luigi raising his head again?' he asked softly.

'‘Nothing is raising its head!" Cassy muttered. IAMant to do is raise
mine. Could | be allowed to get up now, please®'a&lded crossly.

'I don't think so.' He was above her, his handsither side of her
head. 'l believe | like to see you down there.'

It was the last thing she expected to hear, aralcdlared in her face
again as his eyes held hers.

‘You're really scared, aren't you, Cassy?' he askethat why you
fight so much?'

'I—I'm not fighting,' Cassy said in a trembling gei

'‘Don't, then," he murmured, his head bending ts.h&nd then his

lips were on hers with the same gentle curiosigasing and

searching, slowly driving all her survival instiactinto the

background. She made an attempt to pull away, towbs only a

token gesture. She wanted this, needed it, andd@eemed to know
exactly what she needed. His fingers gently trdesdface and the
long line of her neck, and Cassy relaxed against, kvarm and

thrilled.

‘That's it, Cassy,' he murmured. 'Come back toYifau've frozen up
again without me.'

She suddenly realised what this was. No spontanemisof
lovemaking this, but a calm and planned sessi@ofténing up, for



her benefit, not his. He needed this not at alvdt like a medical
experiment.

She turned her head away, her eyes tightly cldsadhroat tight too
as she asked, 'Can | get up now please? Is thepthever?'

There was a moment of stunned silence and theiharstatangible
burst of anger and power that seemed to sweep thgbtigh him,
almost lashing against her.

‘You little bitch!" It was only a whisper of sounuljt it was the most
frightening sound that Cassy had ever heard. Hepedectly still,
his hands no longer gentle on her face.

'‘Can | get up?' she asked with a little less dateation.

‘Damn you, look at me!" He gripped her chin, higyérs tight as he
jerked her head up. She opened her eyes, lookimgiaand she was
afraid, afraid of the tension in him, afraid of gjlétering silver of his

eyes. She was wide-eyed with fear but he neveregémmotice that.
This time she had driven Jordan Reece to a calajtpre anger, and
she was well aware of the quiet of the isolatedskouhe steady
crackling of the fire the only sound to break thenacing silence.

‘You think it was therapy?' he asked with soft Hibgt'If it was, it
did not and never has worked. Perhaps you needk sfemtment?’

'l don't need anything from you!" There was alwdgfiance in her,
she knew that, and there was a terrible need kd Figr way out of
this.

'‘Don't you?' The deceptively soft voice did notgdise his inner
rage. 'What about the times you simply fell into amyns? What did
you need then?'



'‘Not you! It was gratitude, and | was still not Wweldislike you and
you know it! | may have needed you at the time vemtito see my
mother, but then again you certainly needed mestidk this out for
your father's sake, but | don't need any therapéigses!'

He grabbed her shoulders, lifting her to him ashé were a mere
child, his eyes blazing with fury.

'‘My last decision was shock treatment, rememberBitout.

His mouth clamped on hers in a fierce, ruthless, k@rcing her head
back and her lips open. She struggled and foughthé was even
stronger than she had imagined and her hands gusigiainst his
chest were engaged in a futile battle that didwanty him at all. He
never even felt it. He was too intent on punishment

'‘No! Please!" Her voice was wild with panic, bubrily seemed to
drive him further. He pushed her to the floor,wesght subduing her,
one powerful hand holding her wrists easily."Younkhyou know
me?' he ground out. 'You think I've set myselfapée your personal
psychiatrist? You don't know me at all. This is hlaam. This is how
| am when my patience runs out!

He bent to kiss her again, his fingers biting ihey wrists, and she
writhed beneath him, fighting with all her strengBut his mouth

suddenly changed, clinging to hers as his perdgnaemed to
change, too. One minute it was a fight, both ofrthitter and angry,
Jordan raging out of control. The next minute etleng had

changed, his whole body flared with passion, anddheased her
wrists to tangle his fingers in her hair and liérthead to kiss her
more intensely.

His mouth seemed to burn her and she felt a wapéeature she had
never felt before, her body melting and mouldindhitm of its own
free will, her heart racing against his. She redlithat for the first



time she was kissing him back in a sort of frenzomd but no other
thought was in her head except a desire to bercioskbcloser.

Jordan raised his head and they stared at each tth& breathing

unsteady. He muttered thickly, his eyes searchargféce with the

same sort of frenzy she felt inside. 'Dear lord!bineathed, his voice
low and deep in his throat, and then his head keagturing her

mouth, parting her lips as his hands began to exfier body with an

unmistakable necessity.

He unfastened the front of her dress, slippindharsd inside to close
over her breast and find it full and swollen. Hgslburned a tralil
across her face and down to her breast, his tosigoking over the
sharp nipple until she felt a wild clamour growidesthat brought a
cry of protest and need to her lips. Her fingecgthinto his hair and
his teeth bit her gently, his low groan making stawer.

His lips came back to hers, his hand clenchingesrbhreast, and she
realised that she was moving beneath him with @wemt need that
was stimulating his own primitive reaction to heler whole body
was shaking and leaping, heat flaring over her.\&® going up in
flames and she tried to control her mind, stiffgnegainst him,
fighting for breath, only realising that she wadlsog his name
aloud when she felt his fingers fastening her dresshands firmly
moving hers which still clung to him.

She was on her feet, his strength steadying héatdoshe had really
come back to her senses and found his eyes oddegply assessing.

'‘Why were you so deeply attached to that Italiae’dsked in a sort of
low growl. 'You're utterly un- awakened. Nobody ea®r touched

you. Maybe he gave you a few chaste kisses, butgouake it from

me he never intended to go further, and you dréa'tt to him at all.

If you had, he would have gone the whole way, wilkse's a

cardboard cut-out!



She just stared at him, unable to speak, her willgterly subdued to
his.

‘Grow up, Cassy!" he rasped. 'Start living! It'ga@ that I'll not help
you into this world again, not unless you're pregdao move in here
and live with me until this engagement is over. Tiegt time you're
on fire in my arms, I'll keep right on going.'

He didn't say a word on the way to her flat, andsgavas incapable
of speech. In any case, she didn't dare to opembeth. Jordan was
like a simmering explosive force beside her, andmine dropped her
off she almost fell into her flat, locking the doand staying right
there, leaning against the cold, hard wood.

She wanted him! She wanted Jordan so fiercelyghatbit her lips
together, feeling no pain at all. The pain wasiadide, wrapped
around with the knowledge that she was more aloae ¢ver.

What would she do? There was time to live outatotfice, journeys
to his home to see his father. Some inner certanatge her sure that
he would never let her leave. His father would waknow why, and
so would the people at the office.

Who was to blame? She did not really need to aak #ine already
knew. She had forced all this right from the begignsoftening to
him when he did not expect it, almost begging t&iseed right here
at her own flat simply because he had been kindfamaghtful. She
couldn't cope with kindness, she was incapableadting properly,
normally. She had thought herself cool and busiikesdut Jordan
had shown her exactly what she was and he haaefthing need in
her that she knew would not go.



CHAPTER EIGHT

As IT TURNED out, there was no need to face Jordan next dapror
the rest of the week. He rang just as she wasrigdsr the office, his
voice tightly controlled, coldly civilised.

'You'll need to know where I'll be for the next felays,' he informed
her. '‘Both the editor and deputy editor of Gazetteare off with flu.
I'm going over there at once and you'd better bectlup before
anyone else, under the circumstances.’

‘All right. Thank you.' Cassy was at a loss asdw o continue this
conversation. Did she mention last night? Would 8e& knew that
normally their own deputy editor would have beespdiched to
stand in at th&azettelt was a paper within the Reece Group and tr
sort of interchange was not unusual. It was unuiuahe editor to
go himself, though, especially when the editor wees son of the
chairman and major stock holder of the chain. He g@ng so that
he would not have to face her in front of peopleatly, after last
night, they could not go on normally.

'Is there anything that you want me to do?' shecsiemulously, her
mind running over the Christmas party and the ptagn

‘Not a thing," he said coldly. 'I'll see you whemdt back to the
office—three or four days, probably.'

He put the phone down and Cassy stood there joking at it. The

whole thing was impossible now. From the firstaidhbeen Jordan
who had stage-managed this engagement. He hadhzeene to put
all the effort into it, and originally she had higrdo-operated at all.
Now he would no longer be able to even act the qiahis parents'
home. In the office it would be one long misery lhoth of them.

At least she was able to play her part when shéogebrk.



"Jordan's away for a few days,' she said at orferéanyone could
ask where he was and be told by Barry Stock, tpetgesditor. They
all went into the morning conference knowing as mas Cassy
knew herself, and it all seemed to be normal; @difushe would
know as soon as Barry, or even before. As Jordamneathere to
praise this bit of foresight, she didn't get adbsatisfaction from it
and she knew that the days would drag without him.

He called her on Friday evening, and he was lasg than he had
been before.

Tomorrow I'm going down to see Dad,' he said byiskb inflection
In his voice that would give her a clue to his tiots. 'Do you intend
to come with me?'

'Of course!" Recognising her tendency to battle, sffled the anger
that welled up inside. 'Isn't that what it's albal¥ In any case, you
know | want to see your father.'

‘Very well,' he agreed quietly. 'I'll collect yot @bout one o'clock.
There's no reason to be off earlier. Saturdayfjdreffairly sparse on
the motorway at this time of the year, and my mothetaying at a
hotel for the time being.'

'‘Why?' Cassy felt left out that he had not told thes before, and she
had to remind herself that this was Jordan's hdhese were his
parents and nothing to do with her at all.

'It's a long way to travel to the hospital and shmgne too keen on
driving. The house is a little isolated too, naaod place for her to
stay alone. | moved her last weekend.'

'I—I see.' She was beginning to be hurt by the swide, and she
couldn't think of a thing to say anyway.



'‘Anything else?' Jordan asked tightly. He was bablere he had
always been, and she remembered her thoughts didfone all this
had happened. She had not been mistaken, afteeallas cold, hard
and impatient.

‘Not a thing!" she snapped. 'I'll be ready for tomaorrow.’

This timesheput the phone down, knowing that if this conveosat
continued she would give him a piece of her mindwrshe could
have been wildly inflamed in his arms she did nobw. He was
flying his old colours now with a vengeance, higetcolours! She put
her coat on and went out to the shops. Just bechudan Reece
infuriated her, there was no reason to be anytbthgr than normal
with his parents. She liked them and she took pleam searching
for a little gift for each of them; she stayed taté doing it. When he
grimly collected her next day she had the giftspped and in her
suitcase.

His eyes flared coldly over her as she came out—véng look he
used to give her—and she flushed with anger.

'‘Am | suitably dressed?' she snapped, unable o deet after such a
long, cool inspection. 'If | offend, I'm quite paed to go back and
change!

‘You do not offend," he assured her calmly. "Yoalveays beautifully
dressed.’

Then why the long look of disapproval?' she demdradgyrily.
'l wasn't disapproving,' he said in an even voiceas considering

whether you're going to be warm enough in thattsslort, or | was
admiring your legs. Take your pick!



It was more than enough to silence her and heestaff without
more ado, turning out of the town and heading fog hearest
motorway entrance along cold, almost deserted roads

The weather had stabilised over the week, and there were just
lingering patches of snow, the hillsides edged wittite, the fields
dappled with the icy remains. They stopped for Elgand silent
afternoon tea and then they were moving againghiag quickly
south, Jordan silent and impassive, his long, petiands on the
wheel, his eyes on the road ahead, and Cassy®agkihto her seat,
trying not to give in to her usual urge to lookhan.

She began to pick up vibes however as they progulessd finally
turned on to normal roads to head across counkrg.shiow had not
gone here. In some places it was icily banked ledbiel road, and she
saw Jordan's eyes assessing the situation. If sma fell, this area
was going to be quite bad. They would have to lhbatthe forecast
was right and that the snow had finished until rafte Christmas
holiday.

'‘Where are we going to stay?' Cassy wanted to lazathvey arrived at
last in town.

'l thought it would be a good idea to stay in tame hotel as Mother,'
he said stiffly. 'It would be the most natural thito do, unless you
have any great objection?’

‘None at all,"” Cassy said frostily, adding with extain amount of
spite, 'I'll pay for myself!’

'Don't be tiresome, Cassy," Jordan murmured quigflyings will
obviously be very difficult, without any display ohildish spite. I'm
relying on your affection for my father to see otigh this, but try
to remember that | would make a very bad and detexchrenemy!’



It was not so much the words he used as the gquietthat made him
sound menacing, and it also made her feel ashaedrdurst of
spite—childish spite. Cassy sat in silence and dmored her
completely.

He booked them in and took her along to her roama, then he

disappeared to find his mother and Cassy realisadthis was the
flavour of things to come. If she wanted to be ohéhe family then

she would have to push her way forward. Unfortugathe wasn't

capable of that sort of thing. She was good ajdierquite well able

to be pushy there, but in family matters she hacygd taken a back
seat, been on the very edge of things, and she camtlenthuse and
gush over people, she feared rejection too mucthédr

She had unpacked all the small necessities andsittasy rather
disconsolately on the edge of the bed when Jord@smecback,
tapping on the door and coming in at her rather tgmpiced
invitation.

‘We're in the downstairs coffee lounge,’ he sard@tty. 'If you could
summon up a smile of sorts, | think you should jasi

She didn't say anything. She simply picked up lagrdnd walked to
the door, but he stopped her as she made to watk pa

'‘Cassy,' he said quietly, 'I'm sorry about the othght.’

It was so unexpected that she just stood quiteastd stared up at
him, not knowing how to reply to him at all.'l ggiu into a situation
that you couldn't get out of without a fight,' anatted. 'I'm a bit too
strong to fight, so naturally you used your vergrgitongue. | should
have expected nothing less, knowing you as | de.sktfugged and
smiled tightly. 'Unfortunately, it was a little t@harp. It hurt!

' hurtyou?'Cassy asked in utter bewilderment, her brown &rege
and shocked.



'‘My ego, Cassy,' he confessed with a wry look.riiNm likes to think
that when he's kissing a woman she's busy calagléte reason for
it. She's supposed to be swept off her feet!'

'It was because | was—-was off my feet that...'s@awuttered,
turning away, not knowing what to say at all. Heswaking the
blame for her, ignoring how she had persistentipwim herself at
him. She was too filled with confusion to even Ioetgi sort herself
out.

‘That was my fault, too," he said with a terse kaagher remark. 'l
just went for you and accused you of wanting tbé&st all the time. If
I'd kept quiet, you wouldn't have fallen.'

'It doesn't matter,’ Cassy said quietly. 'We caxptect to behave like
normal people, can we? We just basically dislikenezther, we have
from the first. It's unfortunate that it had torbe, that's all.’

‘True," he murmured sardonically. 'But as it habeg/ou, then we'll
have to make the best of it. Let's go and join noghrer.’

She darted back as they went out and opened heaselj getting out
the beautifully wrapped gift.

'I—I brought a little gift for your mother and ahet for your father,'
she said as he looked at her in surprise. 'l hopedgn't mind,' she
added as he stared at her with narrowed eyes.

'If you want to, then of course | don't mind,' leadsslowly. 'If you
feel you have to..

'‘Why should I?" Cassy said quickly, looking awagnfr his intent
stare. 'l like them, oddly enough!'

'‘Oddly enough, they like you too,' he said sotiking her shoulders
as she tried to pass. 'Oddly enough, so do l.bBlesdd down at her as



she stood utterly stiff and unyielding. 'lt's justfortunate that you
rub me up the wrong way, but | expect that's dugdor instant
antagonism to me. All things considered, you'veedarell so far.
Let's bury the hatchet and begin again.’

Not when she was feeling like this! Not when hisd& on her
shoulders were burning her skin even through hekefa One
mistake, one soft glance from him and she woulddie back to the
other night, mindless and moaning.

‘We don't need to,' she got out rapidly, pullingagviast. 'We've
nearly reached the end of this.'

‘The end?' he said in astonishment. 'What abouistdiras? What
about the time after until Dad is well enough tketéhe blow? We've
only just begun!’

'I—I can't..she said desperately as he pulled &ek o look at him. 'l
can't go through all that again. We don't haverédgmd so hard now,
they believe it all. | just can't go on—Dbeing...'

'‘Being close to me!" he finished for her angrW/e're in this too deep
for any backsliding now," he rasped. 'Whatever ypersonal
revulsions are, you'll have to fight them. Stanviio

Before she could move he caught her close, hishgsd on hers,

anger making him almost cruel, and he was tootbaystrong to fight

against. She tried to stiffen as heat grew fromtbhes and spread
fiercely through her but he felt her inner fightiramd merely

tightened her to him, forcing her lips apart andkimg her accept his
kiss totally.

When his lips softened she was already lost, hed$bfeless against
him as anger and fear drained away and a sweerdgttiook its

place. He raised his head and looked down at tentig, and her
face flushed as she met his clear silver gaze.



"You—you said that you would never..." she begamtiously.

'In the anger of the moment | forget that with ytsi essential!’ he
muttered. 'Left to yourself, you'd probably int&wi my parents with
a shorthand notebook in your hand.' He strode ft@mwoom and she
had no choice but to follow, but he wasn't leaviieg in any case; he
locked her door and handed her the key, and asvsiéd have
walked off huffily he took her arm and slowed hace to his.

‘You're on stage, Cassy,' he warned quietly as ¢heye to the door
of the coffee lounge, 'from this moment until wedreour way back!'

She knew it, and when he took her hand she madsfad to get
free, even though it seemed to send shocks alwélyeup her arm.

Cassy was greeted so warmly that she felt tearfodwildered.

Dorothy Reece had made her mind up that her futavghter-in-law
was exactly what she wanted, and when they visitegdan's father
his joy and pride were almost tangible. He haddnsly around him,
a family that was going to grow. He looked so mbetkter already,
and Cassy knew that she would find it hard to dgkrthis kindly

man that his dreams were not to be realised.-'

Jordan too was warm and gentle, his acting alsiligh that Cassy felt
that Lavinia would have been very impressed. Wiareld they get

the necessary acting ability to convince a loviagpate that it was all

a mistake and not a great lie? As she sat besrdadon the return
journey late next afternoon she felt that she cooldgo on with this

for much longer. She was almost in tears with gunld misery, and it
kept her grimly silent.

Snow began to fall long before they reached theomaty, and
almost immediately visibility became difficult. THkes were fat
and heavy, swirling blindingly towards them drivigna rising wind,
and as they turned on to the motorway they fouadhdzard warning



lights were already on, advising lower and loweeesfs as they
progressed.

'‘We can't carry on in this!" Jordan muttered, biegla long silence.
'‘Pretty soon we're going to be merely crawling gldndon't fancy
being in a great tailback of traffic here, thesdigays some fool who
knows better. We'll get off at the next exit.’

'‘Won't it be worse across country?' Cassy askedl@ anxiously.
She had put on thick woollen tights and high boatsl she was glad
of it. If they were stranded, then at least sheld/be warm; she even
had her fur hat.

‘Maybe," Jordan said grimly. 'At least we'll be endur own steam,
masters of our own fate.' He began to signal aexhe&igns came up,
and soon they were on normal roads, although thdittons were no
better. 'If it's too bad, at least we can stop abtel for the night
somewhere,' he said evenly. 'We're not too far fiteemearest town.'

Cassy had no idea where they were, the driving se®fned to have
closed them into an unreal world, and although thege warm and
comfortable in the car she was as aware as Jondastiould they be
forced to stop it would not be long before theyevezally cold. The
snow was thick already here, too. They had not saesrpart of the
country coming down, but it was obvious now thathis low-lying
part the snow had remained. Now more was pilingpprof it.

'l think we should stop,' Jordan said after a falesn There's no point
in risking being stranded in the middle of nowh@iiee next place we
see, OK?' Cassy could only agree; in fact, shenbadea how he was
able to see now.

It was Cassy, though, who spotted the lights oillage just off the
main road, and Jordan drove towards it through eleapd deeper
snow. He was grimly silent and Cassy knew that liler, he was



wondering if there was such a thing as an inn dhefy would be
forced to continue. A few miles more and they wduware no choice
but to stop anyway, so it was worth the risk ohing off here.

They crawled through the village, Cassy strainieg éyes to find
some place to stay and greatly relieved when aanmpounced that
there was after all an inn, the Spotted Callf.

Thank heavens for that!" Jordan muttered, blinkiisgeyes after the
strain of driving. 'Let's get straight in and se®atvthey can come up
with.'

They were not the only ones there. Jordan could jost get .the car
off the road, and Cassy hoped that the other cadslbcals and not
people who had followed their own decision and miadea refuge
for the night.

It was warm and noisy inside, and Cassy stuckltidiyt Jordan as he
pushed his way to the bar.

'l hope you have overnight accommodation," hettudd-osy-cheeked
woman who smiled pleasantly at them.

'‘Only just, sir!" She laughed. "We've been overwisel by visitors for
the last hour. | expect you've done the same aseste got off the
motorway for the night?'

‘That's right,’ Jordan said. '‘Can you let us have..

‘Just a minute, sir, I'll get my husband. He's ksk@ing the rooms for
these people. I'd hate to tell you we'd got somesviteft and then
have him say we hadn't!"

They had, and Cassy sighed with relief as they Vest@ipstairs.



‘You can get your things later,' the landlord sanchfortably. 'I'll just

show you and give you the key, and then you canagmnoy

yourselves—we're a bit busy right now. You can hswe supper
later, if you like.'

‘Thanks, we will," Jordan assured him. 'Cassyadued with a quick
look at her, and she nodded, even managing a swmife. It was a
minor miracle to have found somewhere first go.

'‘Here we are!" The landlord opened a heavy, oaken anhd ushered
them in. 'The last room in the place! You're theklast couple.
Another half-hour and this would have been gonestoe, we're the
last place for miles!'

‘You've only the one room?' Jordan asked with atgesstraint in his
voice that Cassy knew covered considerable impegielvVe wanted
two, actually.’

'I'm sorry, sir. This is it. We haven't another kawo cranny, and as |
said, we're the last place for miles. | expect lybe' able to manage
here,’ he added, glancing at Cassy, his eyes mdeirger ring,
'leastways, nobody's going to ask any questiores might like this!

He left them to it, his chuckle apparently annoyihgydan and
certainly embarrassing Cassy. Her eyes seemeddiuée to the big
double bed, and she stood stiffly in the doorwathwio intention of
moving.

'‘What are we going to do?' she asked tightly whendah simply
began to explore the room calmly.

'‘Make the best of it. Manage, as the man said. @& Hittle or no
alternative. You were here and heard everythings Ththe only
accommodation for miles. We're damned lucky toitgjet



'l don't feel so damned lucky at the moment!" Caasyured him
heatedly, her face flushed with embarrassment. Digct that
almost fills this room is a double bed.’

‘Thank your stars it's not a single bed," Jordaroli. 'For heaven's
sake, Cassy, you know the circumstances as weltlaseven your

inbuilt dislike and distrust of me can't lead yau ldelieve that |

planned this!"

‘Well, we'll—we'll have to come up with some arrangent,’ Cassy
muttered.

'l sleep on the bar and you occupy the bed?' Jomkked
sardonically. 'No, thank you, Miss Preston! Thajeobis quite big
enough for two. We'll make a barrier of pillows higdown the
middle if you feel it necessary, or we can sit Um@ht and stare at
the bed, first to fall asleep loses. In case youeha noticed,' he
added irascibly, 'there's no central heating inehefou've just
recovered from flu and I'm not suicidal! We'll gaodaget some
supper, and then we'll arrange two separate arragp€ and get
some sleep. With a bit of luck, we'll be on our viagnorrow. Even
here at the back of beyond | imagine they have grioughs!

She couldn't fault his logic and there seemed tadihing more to
say. Even now, with her coat on, the cold was begmto bite a little
and she knew perfectly well that they had beenculmusly lucky to
find this place. She went down to supper anxiouscbavinced that
Jordan was right, as usual.

It was a different matter when it was time to alijueontemplate the
night's arrangements, though. If they had beemdsgif they had
been used to laughing together, it wouldn't havétered so much.
Cassy wished herself back to the warm and compabhlertime of
her flu when she had been just recovering and Iseereliant on



Jordan. If things had still been like that she wottl have minded.
She had been able to laugh with him then, he had Bknost gentle.

Things were not by any means the same now, thamnghshe had not
liked the wry smile that the landlady had given;hes doubt the

woman thought that this little stop-over would sgthen their

attachment to each other. She had seen the woathniang eyes on
her engagement ring. If only she knew!

'You can go along to the bathroom first," Jordad saolly as they
came back upstairs after supper and he had brdlgintcases from
the car. 'You can then get ready for bed here wigte I'll change in
the bathroom.'

Cassy more or less fled, feeling quite stupid #inet was making so
much of this, and when she got back she changed quockly then

she had ever done in her life. When Jordan camk& bhe was

standing in her nightie and dressing-gown and kes enoved with

shocked appraisal over him as he came into the noom black

towelling robe.

'Sorry to alarm you, but | don't carry pyjamas awdwith me,' he said
irritably. 'l expect central heating. Don't parlibave every intention
of sleeping in my robe!"What—which.. .' Cassy bebelplessly, and
he glanced at her wryly.

'Oh, lady's choice, naturally," he said quietihd@se your side of the
bed. It makes little difference, after all; botdes join in the middle.’

It embarrassed her into rushing round to the fattbile, taking off
her dressing-gown and flinging herself into bed ander the sheets.
It was only when she was in there that she remezdiey had not
made a barrier of pillows, and as there were feaugh pillows,
anyway, she gave up the idea. She didn't fancygdbke landlady's
face if they demanded more!



The bed sank a little as Jordan switched off thietland came to bed
immediately.

‘You'd be well advised to keep your dressing-gown lee remarked
quietly.

'I'm perfectly well covered up!" Cassy shapped autithought.

'l wasn't thinking of your modesty," Jordan raspéde just about
done everything for you but change your nightie mpeu were ill! |
was thinking about the cold.'

'I'm quite warm," Cassy lied. 'We're not on Eveétest

‘Tell me that in the middle of the night when yetshivering,' Jordan
taunted. 'In any case, if we were on a cold mouantee'd probably be
both in one sleeping- bag. The need to survive makeange
bedfellows.'

Cassy didn't answer. She was too busy trying toagetn. ~There
was no way she was going to get out of bed agalradmit that she
should have kept her dressing-gown on. She lajysaif her edge of
the bed and tucked her feet up into her nightideid her hands under
her arms and tried to sleep.

It was light in the room when she awoke, and icsitrely she knew
that it was partly the brightness of snow.

She was blissfully warm and comfortable, and thas$ Wwecause she
was snuggled tightly up to Jordan, his arm aroued Her heart

almost stopped when she realised that in the rsigathad moved,

searching like a small animal for warmth.

She began to move stealthily away, but even thglitsmhovement
disturbed him and he sighed, turning towards héey,dther arm
encircling her waist, trapping her securely. Apgaoim wrenching



herself away and awakening him, seeing the disolainis face then,
there was nothing she could do. She would haveetstill until he
woke up, and then pretend she was asleep untildveadn

She tried to relax and his breathing seemed toafedput his arm
stayed firmly in place, his hand across the flat@fstomach and she
lay quietly, watching him. Asleep, he was utterlyhwut harshness.
His dark lashes brushed his cheeks, his hair wifleduacross his
forehead, those firm lips warmly relaxed, almosiss®us.

A feeling of tenderness flooded through Cassy, edirfg she had
never felt before, and a smile edged her lips ascahefully put out
her hand and touched his face. She wanted to lonetd hold him

tightly, to kiss that cool, handsome face withoum kknowing. Her

fingers stroked his cheek, lingering like the $oftch of silk, and she
knew all at once why she had wanted him so wildligy she had
moved to him when he had been at her flat. Agaafisbdds, she
loved him. She loved him deeply and completely.

It was not the rather childish feeling she had akish for love with

Luigi; that had been because, erroneously, shddfiathat someone
cared about her. This time, she was the one catorgan had been
kind for a little while and she had let him intor lineart, even though
he had no wish to be there. It was astonishingiak a feeling that
seemed to fill every part of her. She trailed hneyédrs delicately over
his lips, utterly lost in her own discovery, heresywide and

wondering as she gazed at him.

'‘Don't you know that it's very dangerous to do that man first thing
in the morning?’

Jordan's voice, deep and quiet, startled her imédcking her hand
away, and she tried to dive to her own side oflibed. He merely
tightened his arms around her, his hand claspingvhest.



'l—in the night |—I must have moved..." she begamvausly,
fighting to control panic.

'l know," he murmured mockingly. 'l awoke to findyself in the
midst of a territorial battle, and as | was losihgook restraining
measures.' He tightened his arm around her. 'Afetsy you
subsided. | told you that you wouldn't like it onetest.’

‘Shouldn't—shouldn't we get up now?' Cassy stanunansiously,
but he merely continued to gaze at her with halsetl eyes, a smile
playing around the edge of his mouth.

'It's only seven. | doubt if anyone is about yetiaiv' | get up, | like
breakfast at once. Besides, it's cold.’

His eyes began to move over her, amused as heeglatche frilly
neck of her nightie.

'l remember thinking when you were ill what a styarperson you
were,' he murmured. '"You walk around in short skilbvely long
legs clear for all to see, and then at night, wthere's nobody there to
see at all, you wear a long-sleeved, demure nigha¢ wouldn't
disgrace Grandma. | thought at one time that it asause you
wanted to be looked at during the day, but | knew & little too well
by then and changed my mind instantly.'

His fingers trailed down the small, neat buttond #mren moved to
cup her breast softly and gently, and she gaspeHing at him with
bewildered eyes.

'l want to look at you now, Cassy,' he said quiet/she stared,
hypnotised into the silvery eyes.

‘Jordan!" Her voice was shaking and he heardsthand moving to
capture hers.



'Let's go right back to the beginning," he urgeitlysdl woke up and
you were touching me. Touch me again, Cassy!

He put her hand to his face and she didn't moawaty; her eyes were
entranced as they followed the movement of herefisgcross the
silken rasp of his skin. As she touched his lips,ttok her hand
gently, kissing each fingertip; she'd not known howch rapture

could come from so small an act. As her eyes clolsedifted her

towards him, his hand cradling her head, his otheulding her

breast gently until she sought blindly for his lipad his mouth

opened over hers.

Sweet tenderness flooded through her as he kissedteoked her,
every part of her coming to warm life and eagernesafraid as she
felt his fingers slipping the buttons of her nighta gasp of pleasure
murmured against his mouth as his hand closed tbeewarmth of
her breast.

'‘Warm, beautiful Cassy,' he whispered againstipsy &nd it brought
her partly back to sanity, to memory of the warifittyoom, the soft
lights and the Christmas tree. Was he kissing leealise she had
moved close, because he thought she needed iCa$sy,' he said
quietly, his eyes no longer sleepy but vibrant enface as he moved
his hand to caress her hot cheeks. 'Nothing thatapéhis is sheer
necessity!"

His eyes slid over the demure nightie which wasdyseprigged with
flowers, and he smiled.

'‘Even this didn't keep you warm, did it? | kept wearm.' He raised
his eyes to hers, holding her gaze. 'Let me ta&#,ithe said softly.

She knew that she was spellbound, locked in someldss place
with Jordan. At the back of her mind every instjrastery tiny bit of
knowledge that life had painfully drilled into hearned her that this



was not real, that he would leave her readily ehougen this time
was over. But she was enchanted by his gentlenttsdy lost in her
newly discovered love, and when his hand slid dvarslender hip,
moving upwards and bringing the nightie with iteghrned into his
arms, her hands languorous against his chest, goalmost
dreamily to slide beneath his thick robe and canesshoulders.

'‘Cassy!" With one swift movement he pulled the gartover her
head and tossed it aside before shrugging outsafolie to urge her
hands back to their bewildered caressing of his.ski

His hand, powerful and strong, moved with restksssrgy from her
shoulder to her hip, turning her closer towards,hamd then he
cupped her face impatiently, his eyes, burningesiles he looked
down at her.

‘That's the first time in my whole life that I'veex wanted to actually
tear the clothes off a woman,' he muttered thickpur first lover
should be gentle, Cas®ut| want you too damned much!'

His mouth drove down on hers and all the languovearsnth left her,
to be replaced by fiery strength. Her arms wouwdiad his neck and
she kissed him back wildly until they were bothggag for breath.

For a second, he pushed her away to trace her Wwabyrestless
fingers, his eyes hotly on her breast that even thse towards him,
sharp and pinkly tipped, aching as his fingersettlaa circle of fire
around it. His kisses were burning, branding heaheat as they
moved over her face and neck, his teeth nippirigeaskin until her
whole body trembled.

But she was again the being he had known once éefald and
burning in his arms, her reaction forcing the sayasp from his
throat.



‘You're incredible!" he muttered fiercely. "You numto fire the
moment | touch you.'

He kissed her hungrily until she was moving agaimsh with
mindless pleasure, small pleading sounds forced frer throat, and
Jordan seemed to have lost all control of his astible moved over
her, his powerful body subduing her, stilling heamtic movements.
For one second, his eyes blazed into hers, pradmagquestioning,
and she arched against him as his hands slid tiiggs.

Her vision blurred, became a swirl of shimmerirgysthat were the
wild echoes of her heartbeat and the glitteringesibf Jordan's eyes.

‘Jordan..." Her voice was far away, faint, on theryvedge of
consciousness, the pleading shaken and soft arigp$islosed over
hers with a shock of tenderness as he possessed her

She leapt in his arms, her eyes opening wide, atidnd stroked
over her face, his eyes holding hers before hesdld®r lips with
hunger and took her out of the world into timelesdyet night.

Later he held her against him as she lay with &ee buried into his
shoulder, and dimly she realised that she was Bglitis name, her
fingers still digging into his skin. She was anatperson, afraid to
move out of his arms and come back to life in ilEnsroom. For a
long time she had left it, left the world, and eéheerience had shaken
her more than she could imagine.

She clutched at him as he moved and he took harhamt, his hand
stroking back her hair as he watched her face.

'‘Nobody has ever done that before with me,' he said strange
voice. 'For one or two seconds, you weren't theedl.aHow do you
feel?'



Totally reborn, another person, her whole beingnged. The
thoughts whirled through her head as she lookeH iv&o his eyes.
Now, though, she remembered some of the words.r'fi@t lover
should be gentle.' It was passion to Jordan, ngtimare. It was only
to be expected that a man like Jordan would haep,deassionate
feelings hidden inside, and once again she hacedotice pace, she
had moved to him, touched him.

'I'm all right,' she managed breathlessly. 'Adigtunned, perhaps...'

It was as bright a voice as she could manage. @lnghs quickly in
her mind to come up with what a blithe modern pemsould say at a
time like this.

'‘Cassy!" His voice was suddenly edged with anges, Hand
tightening on her face.

'I'm fine, really,’ she said with a brittle smil®on't you think we
should get up and view the weather?'

For a moment he simply looked at her, his gazeomsed and
probing, but all he got was an embarrassed glandeaa impatient
movement, and he moved too, shrugging into his sslaebelting it
around him.

‘You're a lost cause, Cassy,' he bit out, his vogi® and strained.
‘You've given me the most astonishing and beaugiiperience of
my life, and you're instantly back to normal, thendane matters of
the weather and the necessity to get moving batheatop of your
mind.'

She was stunned at the sound of his voice, therbéss, the words.
The most beautiful experience of his life. Did heam that? Even if
he did, what was the future? A temporary engagensmhutual
secret and, finally, Jordan back to the life hdlyaganted.



'‘Jordan--' she murmured, bewildered at the lookisrace.

'Forget it!" he said harshly. 'I'll get dressed #meh go down to see
what's happening while you get dressed. Stay loethé¢ time being.’

He walked out, collecting his clothes and slamnimgdoor, utterly
uncaring if he raised the whole of the inn withsagiand Cassy's eyes
filled with tears. She had been better, safer, autHove. Of all the
hurts of her life, nothing had hurt like this.



CHAPTER NINE

THE sNow ploughs had been out during the night and earlyning,
and after a silent breakfast they continued ttwirney northwards.
Jordan was tight-lipped and cool as she had near Bim before,
and Cassy felt utterly lost. Dimly she realisedt tbader normal
circumstances she would have felt cheap. He hack nae to her
fiercely and now he even refused to speak to half.dt was true that
she had made the first move but, even so, Jordher@ouraged her,
had never drawn back, and she asked herself restilg knew him at
all. It had always been Jordan who drew back. Howld/he be now
if she had stayed dreamily in his arms? Had shé/réaven him to
anger and disgust, or was this his excuse to dsclany
responsibility for what had happened?

There had never been the slightest intention dreepart to prolong

this arrangement, and now things had changed. Theld not be

allowed to change, but she could not shake offféleéng that her

world was now a different place. She had not omgete She had
been transformed, but she could not expect Jomléeet like that. It

wasn't just that it was the first time for herheit. Something deep
and lasting had happened that had left her fealirapge and weak
but warmer inside than she had felt in the wholkesflife.

She glanced secretly at Jordan's tense face, bBerveyndering, her
lips parted. | belong to him! The words were baitit in her mind, and
she knew that they would be there for always. fome else ever
tried to claim her, she would be shocked beyonahet would be
outrageous! She belonged to Jordan.

He glanced across as if he felt her startled apakaand for one
telling second their eyes met, Cassy unable to &veky. He turned
his attention back to the road, but his lips wegbkter than ever and
she could feel anger radiating from him. She hadobe a

responsibility that he did not want, his wholetatte told her that. It



didn't matter. She had no intention whatever ofob@ng a
responsibility. She could live for the rest of hié on the love that
had happened so swiftly and fiercely.

As he stopped at her flat she got straight outinmegg as she meant
to go on, but Jordan was out at the same timdagmd on her suitcase
with no intention of letting it go. She shrugged apened the door of
her flat, turning to take the case from him, butame in, closing the
door and facing her squarely.

'l intend to go straight into the office,' he sarchly. "You do not.'

'How do you know what | intend to do?' Cassy astedply, her cool
response hiding shaken emotions as she lookedhimashe walked
into her sitting-room, but he followed determinedly

'‘Before we face each other at work, with so mangrested eyes on
us, | want to talk to you. We'll talk tonight," mesisted.

'‘As we're both several hours late already,’ Cassytgd out, 'l can't
see the need to rush into work. If we have anyttortglk about, then
let's get it over with at once. To begin with, yoan now surely see
the need for one of us to move? Things are goifgptaore difficult
than ever now. I'll point out what | said before.

| must be the one to move, and | must start thateras soon as
possible.’

'l cannot and will not agree,' Jordan said angflllge reasons are still
the same, but now, after this morning, there's lmgedifference. |
want this engagement to be real. | want to marryamd take care of
you!'

Cassy stood perfectly still and looked at him iteubewilderment.
Everything inside her turned over with joy for omenderful second
only. Surely she had expected this, after all, ogas it did from



Jordan. He had given up what he wanted to do bedasgather was
il and had asked him, now he intended to give dws life up
permanently because of one moment of passion, aopathat had
now clearly died. She sought frantically for hed alttitude to cloak
her.

'Do I look like the sort of person who needs taleage of?' she asked
coldly, a quizzical smile on her face. 'l think yeiforgotten who |
am, Jordan. | have a career of my own and | interpb right on with
it. I'm not the little wife type!"

'Have | asked you to give up anything?' he questangrily.

'Only my freedom,' Cassy retorted sharply, andflang time he just
stood and looked at her before turning abruptly l@agting the flat.
She walked to the window and watched him drive aviay even
then no tears fell. There were no tears anywheag. Aidhe warm,
magical feeling> refused to go. She belonged taytire-faced man
who drove off at such an alarming speed, but heldvoewver know,
must never know quite how she felt. It was just stimmg that had
happened. There was no need fop Jordan to suftaube of it, no
need for him to tie himself down for life. Afterlalt had not

happened to him, it had happened to her. She didntio work,

though. She had enough sense to know that sheavgeared up to
tackle anyone like Claud Ackland. She had to staef first.

When she did go, she walked into an entirely neamesof affairs.
Jordan ignored her and it was noticed.

'‘What's up, Cass?' Guy asked quietly after a coofptlays when it
was so obvious that even Claud made no comment.

'We had a spat,' Cassy said lightly. It was nowis&tever pretending
otherwise, and to confess to a small thing seemsgel W might keep
the wolves at bay for a while.



'Is it all off, then?' Guy asked gloomily. The eggment had made
them all feel just a little more secure with Jordgrower. Cassy was
one of their own and they never doubted that shddvitgght for them
if the need arose.

'Of course not!' Cassy said quickly. Teople quaget know. How
could it be off?' How, indeed, with Jordan's motheging her about
Christmas, his father getting stronger by the day expecting them
both to be there on the festive days?

She went into Jordan's office when she had a miraunée shut the
door firmly.

"You once told me that you were being the horselamdart,’ she said
at once, wading in in her old manner. 'Now I'md¢benplete team by
myself. People are noticing. Do you want to do aimg about it?"

‘What, for example?' Jordan asked tersely, batalyoghg at her, his
eyes straight back to the work he was doing.

'‘Well, what about this Christmas party, for a Sta@tassy asked.

‘The hell with a Christmas party!" he snapped eymss flashing like
frosty light. 'I'm taking the tree down tonight."'

‘That's bad luck!" Cassy exclaimed in outrage.

'‘No,' he said quietly. 'The bad luck was puttinggtin the first place.’
He went right back to what he was doing and Caasyedo his desk,
her temper flaring.

'So far,' she snapped, 'you've been the one tih lastanted this to be
all over. Now I'm asking you. Your mother phonedtlaight to
discuss Christmas. You said she wasn't to be Mmuit lave no
intention of hurting either of them. Have you?'



'You know damned well | haven't," he rasped, stapdnd towering
over her.

‘Then shall we get on with things?' Cassy askerpghaHaving been
given no real idea of what you wanted to do wittfClaristmas
gathering, I've come up with a few arrangementydorto look at. If
you can manage to make your mind up today, thiegeeklon with it!'

‘Get on with what?' he asked angrily. 'All | eveked you to do was
help me to plan it.'

'I've done my share of that,’ Cassy told him firmi§ee what you
want and I'll get on with the organisation.’

'‘Why?' he asked quietly, coming round the desketo What's got
into you?'

'I'm just trying to move things along,' Cassy shrdékly,-anxious
about him being close but determined to hold heungd. 'You're
sitting snugly in here, I'm the one with questiomanswer. A party at
your house would shut everyone up, if we can martadee civil

towards each other!’

‘All right," he agreed slowly. 'I'll look at anygsis and let you know as
soon as possible.’

'Like before we leave tonight," Cassy said triunmlya handing him
a notebook. 'They're all in here.’

He glanced at the book she had almost slammechiatband, and
some of the tightness left his face as a smil&dlied around the edge
of his mouth.

'‘And what about Christmas at home?' he asked guikts eyes
intently on her face.



'‘We have no alternative but to go,' Cassy inforimedas she turned
to the door, her trembling hands in her pocketse 'Ihow gives us an
excuse to stay away until then, but obviously yoother is going to

ring me again and I'm not telling her that we cgo:t

'‘Unless the weather stops us,' he remarked cashatlthe tone of his
voice brought a quick flush to her face. It woul/a been better not
to mention the snow, not to remind him. She went quickly,
knowing what she had known for a couple of days flow was
beginning to fade and a deep ache was takingatsepl

By the end of January Cassy had good reason to nmbere
Christmas. The party at Jordan's house had bemgirgyrsuccess. He
had announced it out of the blue, only Cassy kngvliaforehand,
and he had used the announcement to good measutieg them all
quite informally and beginning with the words, '&aand | would be
very pleased if you would all come for a small paltefore
Christmas.' He had come to stand with his arm afdwer, and it
seemed to Cassy that the whole place breathedh @frglief.

Not much acting had been needed after that, bugy&asvening had
been clouded with one big worry. Now, over a mdatér, the worry
had become a certainty: she was pregnant. Deep ,dslen had
known for far longer. Perhaps her feeling of beiragpnsformed had
been some miraculous warning of this, and Christwitts Jordan's
parents had been a wonderful thing for her.

There had been everything that she had ever imag@bheistmas to
be: the log fires, the holly and mistletoe, thensig, glittering tree
with presents around it, the smell of good thingsking and people
dropping in at all times to greet them all.



Harold Reece was home, looking well though a tstiaken, but it
had not stopped him from enjoying Christmas witegirelish. Cassy
had eagerly helped with the cooking, delightindworothy Reece's
wry humour and odd little ways. She almost fordpatt this was not
real.

On Christmas Day, just before dinner, she had lzene in the
kitchen finishing a sauce when Jordan strolledhis face still warm
and smiling from an encounter with his father, dnd smile still
remained as he took her arm and led her to thelenafdhe room.

'‘What are you doing?' Cassy asked fretfully. Thaceawill be
ruined!" He just pointed to the ceiling and the &urof mistletoe
hanging there.

"I'm working my way into the Christmas spirit," s&id drily, taking
her flushed face in his hands and kissing her eefbe could even
move.

A second later and she couldn't move. He neverthdodrce her to
this, never had to plead. She moved into his asriseareached for
her, and he deepened the kiss until she was shakimgauce and its
fate forgotten.

‘You can't keep away from me," he murmured agamslips' 'so why
pretend otherwise? Marry me, Cassy!

‘There's more to marriage than kissing,' Cassy gethhreathlessly,
trying to pull away and failing completely. 'lI'veo intention of
marrying. I've seen a marriage, thank you!'

‘My parents' marriage isn't like that," Jordan sapatiently, his eyes
burning into hers. '"Why should ours be?’



'Oh, please, Jordan!' she said scathingly. "Youherand father love
each other. My mother and father at least thouggyt did. Weknow
that we don't.’

‘Damn you, Cassy!" he grated, his voice thick amd Il want you and
you want me.'

'l don't,’ Cassy lied quickly. 'Once was more teaough, and even if
| did..." She didn't get the chance to say any pfosdips ground into
hers, his strength being used deliberately to sellashal silence her,
frustration and anger in every taut muscle of rogyb There was
nothing but violence in him and Cassy went limpy$ecoming to her
eyes for the first time since he had made loveeto h

He lifted his head to look at her and she tore awayning from the
kitchen and up to her room. He didn't follow ane ghulled herself
out of the sudden misery. How could he be like thlaén she was
doing all this for him? She knew perfectly well witavas. His father
would have been asking about the wedding date ghiglinis mother
too. Cassy knew they had been expecting a dateetseb this
Christmas, and Jordan had been angry, guilty. EBvemshe had been
sure deep down that she was pregnant, and shewitbout doubt
that she must find another job, far away from Jorokafore he found
out.

By the end of January it was all too real, anddlveais not one job on
the horizon. The morning conferences were beconasingreater
nightmare each day. Her eyes refused to look away fJordan,
darting anxiously aside as he looked up at her,thadstrain was
intolerable.

'Phew! That was sticky,' Guy confided, after thayne out. 'lt seems
to me that he's actually taking our department tagaliberately.
Can't you speak to him, Cass?’



"Il try," Cassy promised. She felt guilty thatlay she had dragged
Guy in there with her. It was true, Jordan wasipgtthe pressure on
hatefully, and this morning she hadn't been abkade him without
reinforcements.

She walked in front of Guy back to her desk, gleat he couldn't see
the utter misery on her face, and without warnhngyroom began to
spin, sound faded. She made a desperate gralchairabut she was
too late, her hands refused to function and sheafébuy's feet in a
faint.

She came round quickly, but not before Guy hadared down to
cradle her head and not before someone had rushiedet Jordan.

'What is it?' Jordan's face was tight as he kredide her, taking over
impatiently from Guy, who only gave in reluctantly.

'It's stress,' Guy muttered in annoyance. 'Shelsbaut just as much
as she can take! Cass isn't like this. PeopleQikes just don't faint!'

'Clearly they do!" Jordan bit out. Cassy begartriaggle to her feet,
but he stood and scooped her up as if she was mhta all, and
somehow it made things worse. His personality wasvepful
enough, this unthinking, effortless display of phgb strength
seemed to infuriate Guy.

'‘Perhaps if you didn't drive her so hard, it woltlde necessary to
pick her up!" Guy snapped, and Jordan turned cdeipleound to
look at him, his eyes icy.

'Shut up, Guy,' he said in a deceptively soft voiben't make the
fatal mistake of stepping between Cassy and maoivkperfectly
well what's wrong with her.’

Cassy shut her eyes tightly to close out the sgl@éuy's face; she
didn't want to see the dawning understanding ostioek. Of all the



things Jordan could have said, he had to sayMuith soul knew that
she was pregnant, and they would never know. lbkadid not
materialise before the end of next month, she wsunighly leave and
move away, maybe get help from her father to sesdifeup
somewhere else far away.

'Please put me down, | can walk perfectly wellg¢ shid quietly as
they moved away from intently listening ears.

‘Very well.' He set her on her feet but kept attmyiip on her arm. 'I'm
taking you home.' He didn't sound as if he wouldcasme any
argument, and Cassy didn't try.

‘All right,’ she said quietly, and she collected lkkeat as Jordan
moved to get his. Right now she just wanted to ayeay, all by
herself.

He came into her flat and just stood looking at falowing her as
she made for the kitchen to get a cup of tea.

"'l do that,' he said quietly, calmly taking tgmfrom her hands.

'I'm not helpless!" Cassy said sharply, her ortigntion to get him out
of here, even to anger him if that would do it, bpparently he was
not to be provoked. He simply continued with thié-appointed task,
silent and cool, not speaking at all until he hadded her a cup.

'‘Getting married is now a matter of instant prigrite informed her
as he stood and looked down at her.

'l don't know what you're talking about,’ Cassylspiickly, her heart
beginning to thump. 'We've been through all thi®iee'

‘Under very different circumstances,” he agreedetfyui 'You're
pregnant!’



'For goodness' sake!' Cassy muttered heatediintied. Stop being
dramatic.'

'Cut it out, Cassy,' he growled. 'I'm not a boye Watched you get
more and more on edge since Christmas, and thectule be just
about right. Come right out and say it's not tfiy®u can, but lying to
me is utterly useless! This is something that daantied about at all.
Time will make things very obvious.'

She got up and walked into the sitting-room, andfdiewed,
standing in the doorway as she looked out of thedawv, avoiding
his eyes.

'I'm looking for another job,' she said quietlyvél been doing that
since Christmas. Nobody here is going to know.'

'‘Don't be so damned insulting!" he rasped. 'Andtdmnso ridiculous.
Given the scenario that you were able to get angtibeand move,
how long do you think you could hold it down? WHatyou intend to
do?' he suddenly added with frightening quiet. 'Y\dra you going to
do about this baby?'

'I'm going to keep it!" she said fiercely, spinnnogind and looking at
him. 'In this modern day and age...'

‘That's my child!" he grated furiously. 'Don't stalking to me about
this modern day and age! If you imagine that I'mmgdo allow you
to go off and set up as an unmarried mother, tbercan think again.’

'‘How do you propose to stop me?'

She suddenly had a feeling of how things would Haeen if Jordan
had loved her, the joy they would be feeling nomd & took some of
the edge off her voice.



"'l take it from you," he said coldly. 'I'm wellhkown, reasonably
wealthy, with a stable home and the ability to gavggood many
material things to a child. I'll fight you for ipake no mistake about
that, Cassy!'

‘Do you imagine you'd win?' she asked tremuloustiynned by his
vehemence. 'Half your days are spent away in danggslaces.’

'‘Not any more, they're not!' he assured her byinglhose days are
over. Even if they weren't, they are now.’

Cassy said nothing. The knowledge of how securelglah was
trapped hit her very hard. It didn't matter nowitelling his father
that they were just not suited, about breaking ftitn that Jordan was
intent upon going back to his old life. The wholetpre had changed,
shewas now his burden. It was incredible when sheghbback to
the time, so very close really, when she had fekictantly invited
him here to this flat. He had tried to help her,@nd now he was
stuck with her.

‘Apart from anything else,’ he carried on relesigs'we have
relatives who are to some extent involved. Yourheat.'

'l don't give a damn about what my mother thin€sissy said hotly.
'‘She can laugh herself into a fit for all | care.’

'‘My mother and father are not about to do that,'shil quietly.
‘They're getting on in years; they would welcomerandchild.
Maybe you don't care what yourmother and fatherkthand maybe
they're quite hardened to this sort of thing. Mytimeo and father are
not. They expect a loving couple to be married.'

'‘We're not a loving couple,’ Cassy said bitterlypwing that she was
truly boxed into this and seeing no way out of it.



Then we'll have to pretend that we are,' Jordaped 'Whatever
we pretend, though, you're marrying me, Cassyyantte marrying
me immediately. If you refuse, you can get readyHe sky to fall on
you!' He strode to the door, turning to glare at Hen going, but I'l

be back at five. By then, have your answer ready!'

She didn't know what to do. If she hadn't loved Boormuch it would

be different, she would have fought every stehefway. She was no
fool. The first priority of any court would be tedve a child with its

mother. But the publicity, the battling... Jordan@me would be

dragged through the mud, his mother and fatheravbelso hurt that
they would never recover.

If she gave in and married him, then he would bd for life to an

existence he hated. If she fought, he would be lewdgryone would
be hurt. She was still sitting there, a half-drenk of cold tea beside
her, even her coat still on, when he came back late

Evidently it was his lunchtime, and he came striaiighusing the key
that he had kept, his sudden arrival taking hesunprise. When he
had said five, she had believed it. He had caughoti guard without
a single thing to say.

'‘Well?' he rasped, his eyes taking in the fact thla¢ had sat
unmoving since he had left her. 'I'm ready to lee@ry argument you
can come up with.'

She didn't answer and he moved closer, his eyé&opale face.
'‘Cassy,' he said a little less harshly, ‘are ybrigiit?'

For a second she looked up at him, her dark eyes and troubled,
and then she looked away defeatedly; there wasvedrghim at all.
He had a responsibility and he was going to shoutdié it killed
him.



''ve thought and thought, but everywhere | turnome up with
answers that are going to hurt somebody," shefaaity. 'l don't
know what to do.'

'l do!" he said forcefully, taking her arms anditi§y her to her feet.
‘The first person who is not going to be hurt isi.yo

His softened attitude stunned her and she stoogiisgva little, her
bewilderment obviously mistaken for another faigtispell as he
quickly grasped her again.

‘You said you were all right," he reminded her sougly.
'I—I'm absolutely glowing with health," she managédkily.

‘Then get that astonishing fur hat on,' he saidywtym taking you
out to lunch.'

‘The office!" Cassy protested, and by his mutteaedoyance she
could tell that the thought of the office had coetply slipped his
mind. He went to her phone and rang in, thoughingskor his

deputy.

'I'll be out for the rest of the day, Barry," heaanced. 'Any problems
can wait until morning.' He listened for a minutelahen said, 'Fine,
you can cope with that. Put me through to Guy Mignéd

Cassy wondered what he was going to say, what exeigvas going
to give for her, but Jordan's mind never ran tausgs.

'‘Cassy's not coming back," he said as soon aschaegparently got
Guy at the other end of the phone. 'You're on ymwn again.' His
face tightened for a moment as he listened, aml hleerasped, 'Of
course she's all right. Don't be so damned motherly



Do you have to speak to Guy like that?' Cassy abkededly as he
turned back to her.

‘Yes, |1 do,' he grated. His face lost some ofntsogance for a minute
as his eyes flared over her. 'Get your Russiarntisatold outside,' he
growled more softly, 'and if you want Guy for a attler it's all right

by me. Until then, it's my job to look after you—fcan get on with

the paper!

He didn't need any of Cassy's planning. It waseqeigar that, while
she had been sitting worriedly in her flat, he badn doing all the
planning necessary and he gave no time for thought.

‘Do you think your father will want to give you ay? he asked
thoughtfully as they ate lunch. It was no use gyim pretend that this
was not going to happen, she realised as she glaqaekly and
worriedly at his face. She had to go right alonthwt

'I—I thought that we'd be having a quiet civil aa@ny,' she said
anxiously.

'‘With my mother in on it?' he scoffed with a low¢dn. '‘Can you
really imagine it? Your mother will be in the Stgatand | suggest that
we leave her there— unless you want her?' She dimrdkead and he
continued firmly, "'Then we'll get married from mgrhe. We'll get it
all arranged, drive down there the day before andgan leave for
the church from there. I'll stay in a hotel for thight.’

'‘W-when?' Cassy managed, paler than ever. Shededduite used
to being a burden for most of her life, but sinbe $ad started to
work her life had been her own and now she wastbta give it up,

to have to face each day knowing that she wasdebuo Jordan.



'‘As soon as possible," he said determinedly, diggdbr the bill. 'We
have a house, what's to hold us up?'

She didn't answer, but she knew where they wemsggas he turned
the car out of town and headed for the surroundoumtryside. They
would have a house. Until now she hadn't had toneonsider that.
Her mind had vaguely planned a flat in some unknawririendly
town. Jordan already had a home of his own and# going to be
hers.

She was reluctant to get out of the car as he dipwbe country lane
that led to his house and parked on the graveédmwthe white front
door.

'‘Come on, Cassy," he said gently, getting out androg round to her,
‘There's really nothing to worry about, | promise.’

There was no shred of her previous abrasive clarabbut her now,
she acknowledged as she got out of the car and teesmrds the
house. She had been another person, a new perssedks, and she
could not even remember what she used to be like. f8lt very
vulnerable, tearful and scared.

'I'm going to make a fire," he said quietly, hetpimer off with her
coat. 'l want you to just wander around the housent you to pry
into every last thing and then come back down wdmplaints and
ideas. I'll fix everything you don't like.'

He urged her gently out of the hall and she staxiftthe downstairs
area, avoiding the sitting-room deliberately. Thenmaries it held
were too poignant. She would have to have a bgttpron herself
before she went in there.lt was a big house, cdalfte and
beautifully furnished, the kitchen a dream and aipstit was the
same. She felt forlorn, as if she was here undse faretences, as
indeed she was, and her heart hammered frightgrasgthe stepped



unexpectedly into Jordan's bedroom. The whole reang of him:
the colours, the pictures, the lamps, and she whsumprised to see
that he slept in a double bed, he was too big aadall to sleep on
any small bed. It reminded her of his nights on kettee, his
goodness to her. What was he being now but gobdrtd She longed
for even the quiet companionship they had sharexal, thut it was all
gone now.

He was in the sitting-room when she went back, Hrete was
nothing for it but to brace herself and go in.

'Oh, you took the tree down!" she said a trifleathéessly, and then
blushed as he looked at her with a quizzical exgyioesthat bordered
on mockery.

'Of course,' he assured her. 'l do know all thietriings to do. My
mother brought me up carefully to allow for therifss at the bottom
of the garden. The decorations are lovingly satreglholly has been
burned and | know that the tree must be plantedHaitit must not
grow. Did | miss out anything?'

Cassy smiled faintly as she shook her head andtwesiitby the fire,
looking into the newly leaping flames and not atdo. There was a
strained silence and then he asked, Tell me whatdaage.'

‘Nothing!" She glanced up and as quickly lookedyatvam those
silvery eyes that seemed to have gained a newfgbowthe firelight.
‘The whole place is beautiful. The kitchen is ayvimpting place
and the bathrooms are heaven.’

She was silent again and he waited for further centibut as she
was so clearly not about to make any he said witbuddenly

businesslike air, 'l don't have a housekeeperdivin A woman

comes in daily, but if you want a housekeeper...'



'‘No,' Cassy said quickly. 'I'm not used to one namg I'd rather not. |
enjoy cooking, and when | get back from work | easily..."

‘You're not going back to work, Cassy,' he saithlfiy his eyes
intently on her as she looked up in surprise. 'Wheld Guy that you
weren't going back, | meant just that. | made a &wuiries this
morning when | got back to work after taking yowtr flat. With a
special licence we can be married at the end dfwegk. Until then,
| want you to spend each day here. You can spentintie in turning
this house into a home.'

‘You said | wouldn't have to give up anything," seeninded him
accusingly, but he just sat back and looked atiaenly.

‘That was before we knew you were pregnant,’ heteadi out.
‘There's no need for you to work, and | want yotake it easy. You'll
not be tied indoors. I'll get you a car and you danust what you
like.'

'‘Everything except what | want to do!" Cassy saithva flare of
mutiny.

'If all you want to do is go to thiderald each day, then yes,' he sait
tightly. 'l want this place to be something otheairt a bachelor pad
when we get back here after the wedding. | havtheethe time nor
the ability to alter it.' His voice suddenly soféeh 'Don't you want a
home for the baby, Cassy?' he asked quietly. 'Banitwant it to
have a real home?'

She nodded and looked away, all her anger dying, 3fee did. She
wanted that very fiercely; with her background,hagrs a little too
fiercely.

‘The room that looks out over the hills," she spitkly, 'the one at
the back of the house, has a dressing- room affolld make a good



nursery for the baby and | could sleep therecHn change things in
that room...?'

‘Anything you like," he said coolly, all the sofssedying from his

face as he stood. 'l told you that you could reeyeaanything. In fact,
I'll expect you to do just that. I'll leave it toy. Meanwhile, I'll make

some coffee and then drive you to your flat. di/B you a car by the
day after tomorrow, and then you can drive yourgedr here during

the day. | presume you can drive?'

Cassy just nodded, not surprised that she feltdikeoutsider. She
didn't really know Jordan, after all. Here, in hisuse, listening to
him making plans for her life, the whole thing beeafrightening,

especially as she knew he would be filled with nésent and that he
would never speak of it.

At least she would have her own room. Obviously Hael not

expected her to sleep in his room. Perhaps afdodaby was born he
would agree to a divorce, and they could come taesamicable

arrangement. It was the only way that she couldktloif to set him

free and not to hurt too many people, other thasdie



CHAPTER TEN

JORDAN'S parents were stunned, but they were happy. Theély b
wanted to speak to her on the phone when Jordantham, and it
was so difficult to be natural with Jordan standthgre, his face
trying to hide the grimness he felt. She handed taivaéim when the
tears in her throat threatened to choke her, andstmarvellous how
he managed to sound light-hearted and happy wisdiat¢e remained
utterly stiff.

His parents were thrilled that the wedding wouldrben their house,
though, and true to Jordan's warning Dorothy Réegan at once to
organise everything; greatly relieved, Cassy suspecthat the
famous and beautiful Lavinia Preston would nothere.

Her father rather startled her with his enthusiasssounded almost
as delighted as Harold Reece had done. He wantdr aletails, and
it was only later that Cassy recalled that nongem had questioned
the speed of this, the inappropriate time of thary&hey would
know eventually. It didn't take too much intelligento add up to
nine.

It was cold on the day. They had driven down inghdy part of the
previous day, although they could have gone sodmetr,Cassy
suspected that Jordan didn't want to be there lemgugh for
guestions—neither did he fancy a long time of @ating, and plenty
of that was necessary!

Didn't you want to wait a while, dear, and get reatrin white?"
Dorothy Reece asked as she helped Cassie to dretde fwedding.
'You look absolutely lovely, mind you, but—well,exy girl's dream,
you know, and mid- February is such dreary wedther.

Cassy looked at herself in the mirror. She had gmelose as she
could to every girl's dream. Her woollen suit wasatn, the small



collar embroidered in gold. Her long hair was caugh behind her
head, a thin band of fresh flowers pinned acrossaie, the pink and
cream delicately contrasting with the burnished ogamy. She
hadn't really dreamed of being married in whiter lége for Jordan

was so new that she had never had the time to dvéararriage, and
even if she had she had always known what Jorfl#ni® was. She
had never been in his future. Apart from this smddad blinding

passion he disliked her, had always disliked heard filled her eyes
and Dorothy's arm came round her at once.

'You look very beautiful, Cassy,' she said softfou are beautiful.
We're so fond of you. If | made you cry...'

'‘No," Cassy said with a smile, 'l think it's nerveshe suddenly
wanted a friend, any friend, and she looked in®warm, smiling
eyes of Jordan's mother. 'I'm pregnant,’ she tetdjbietly.

She had no idea what reaction she had expectedti®eafrom her
own mother were usually predictable. Lavinia wolldve said
immediately, "You fool!"

Dorothy Reece stood stunned for a minute, and tieerface lit up
with happiness.

'‘Cassy! My dear! I'm so glad! Harold will be thedl, though of
course if you don't want me to tell him yet...?eSkddenly looked a
little worried. 'Cassy, you do want?"

'Of course!" Cassy said simply, a great burden enigdifting from
her heart. Of course she wanted Jordan's babycdiaur came back.
The pallor that had worried Dorothy Reece all mognivas suddenly
not there, and Jordan's mother smiled into her.eyes

'Let's get you to the church, then!" she said Hgppi



Two months later there was nothing to lift Caségart except the
warm secret that was growing inside. From the,filstdan had been
nothing more than pleasant. He was as aloof asatlebken when
she'd first known him, and it was quite clear tdhe wanted was to
keep out of her way for most of the time.

She had the house in order, everything organisetl ranning
smoothly. Most of her time was spent in trying taka it more and
more of a home. There were apparently no restnstmn money at
all, and she bought pictures, ornaments, new andartable pieces
of furniture, her whole mind given up to bringingsmnth to a house
that daily became more beautiful but slowly grewencold.

Jordan worked. Little more could be said than thl.was gone
before she got up every morning, although shekstpt her habit of
rising in time for work; and in the evenings he g@tulated her on
anything she had altered, declared the meals sbkedoto be
delicious and then retired to his study to typeldate. She never
discovered what he typed. Morning would find theudst
scrupulously tidied, the desk drawers locked.

If he was out at some dinner he would ring andhefl politely, or
leave an equally polite note where she could finld was like living

with a flatmate with immaculate manners, and it enaer feel like an
intruder.

If she had not had a car she would have probabig gead, but she
went to town regularly and often met people shenkrl®an took to
arranging her lunchtime break so that they coulegtanch together,
and Cassy kept abreast with the paper and the ajeyessip of the
office.

She had just left Jean one day when she bumpedunyoMeredith
for the first time since she had left work.



'‘Cass!'" He called to her from across the streethidg over and

hugging her enthusiastically. 'How are you, love®'asked warmly
as he propelled her back into the restaurant sthguisaleft. "You can

talk to me while | eat,' he said determinedly wisbe protested that
another lunch would be out of the question, andiseso pleased to
see him that she agreed readily enough.

'You're not too busy, are you?' he asked anxiousigr almost
forcing her into a chair, and she found herselfisgiruefully.

'‘No, I'm not busy.' There was a limit to how faruyoould go in
turning a house into a palace. '‘Congratulationshbyvay, on getting
myjob!

'You can have it back any time,' he muttered. dord...' He
suddenly stopped, going quite pink, and Cassy simiigly.

'‘Don't mind me, Guy. Hold nothing back. I'm stileof the boys!

'He's working himself to death," Guy told her soetjar'Mind you,
that's his affair and he's big and strong enougiake it, although |
think he's looking a bit thin round the edges lat&rouble is, he's the
only Superman there, and he's working all of uddath too. We'll
probably crack up first.' He shot a look at her #meh went back to
his lunch. 'l wish you hadn't left, Cass. | honestink he hates the
office now that you're not there.'

It wasn't that, although she could hardly tell Gdgrdan hated
everything now because he was trapped for life. I&rely heard
anything else that Guy said. An old thought redseddtself and she
faced it squarely. Jordan must have some hopec@lidn't leave it
any longer.

Guy walked with her to her car after lunch, aditif his gloom lifted,
and he stood looking at her affectionately as shpared to leave.



‘Shall I tell you something, Cass?' he asked, hedaighed across at
him.

'l expect you will!" she assured him.

'It's serious,' he said. 'Before Jordan came, htspwst of my time
thinking about you, Cass. | had this dream thatdaaeyou'd marry
me. | suppose I'd have asked you if | hadn't bebit scared of the
sharp edge of your tongue. | never expected thdahghyou and
Jordan...'

'Oh, Guy!" Cassy walked back round to where hedstiahe other
side of her car and automatically he took her hdrthd no idea! If
I've made you unhappy...'

'‘No, Cass,' he said softly. 'Just don't stop beifrgend, that's all.'

'l never will,' Cassy said gently, and he leaneavéod to kiss her
cheek just as she looked up and saw Jordan's Rocsaising past.
Their eyes met and Jordan's eyes were as Luigpoheslsaid, like icy
seas.

He was parked in front of the house when she gok,band she
hurried inside to find him making coffee for hinfsel

'l didn't know you were coming back for lunch," ssed quickly,
wishing she had known so that she could have madeething
special.

'I'm not,' he answered coolly. 'I've come to chaddrere's a meeting
this afternoon at th&azetteoffices and then another meeting later.
won't be in to dinner.'

'‘We'll have it later...' Cassy began, but he cutdfieabruptly.

'l eat out!'



He turned and strode out of the kitchen, leavirgyduffee, and she
was still staring at him forlornly when he suddeskppped and
looked back.

'If you're meeting Meredith, do you mind not doibhgo openly?' he
rasped.

Cassy's cheeks flushed as she stared at him.dt'meeting Guy!

'l have perfect eyesight!' he grated, the eyesugstijon icily on her.
'Kissing an old acquaintance in the street is nwtw expect of you.'

'l saw Guy today by chance,' she said heatedlytdmeper rising at
this unfair accusation. 'lt's the first time I'\a=8 him since... since...

'Since you fainted in the office and he went for'rhe finished for
her. 'l hope you explained to him that you're alyemarried and that
it's a little too late for him?' he added coldly.

'l didn't have to explain anything to Guy," Casaydsbitterly. 'He
already knows that I'm married, and anyone witlsoeable eyesight
can see that I'm pregnant!’

His eyes swept over her coldly, his lips twistintpithe mockery of a
smile.

'It's early days yet. You don't look nearly as g as you will
look!" he assured her harshly, and tears floodediar eyes almost at
once as she turned away. Clearly toe enjoyed togunimself, and
her.

'‘Cassy!" He took a step towards her but she swawg, her face
controlled.



'‘Don't let me keep you,' she said with a coldnesmatch his own.
'‘Guy says that you're working yourself to deathhe sadded
deliberately. 'l'd hate to stop you!'

Jordan left, his face pale and grim, and she kepobhis way until

she heard the Porsche pull away from the housedtthe first time
that they had actually quarrelled outright sinagrtimarriage, and in
some obscure way it was a relief. She would ratlage him wildly

angry than cool and polite. When he came backwshdd tell him

her decision.

It was eleven when he came home, but Cassy whsgstibhe put on
her dressing-gown to go downstairs to face him. Bhe@ bought
herself a new dressing-gown. Soon the other woeldoo tight.
Nothing showed much as yet, except to herselfsbattried to keep
her condition inconspicuous in front of Jordan. rEn@as no need to
be a constant reminder to him that he was trappedhis. Her robe
was full and flowing, and after one anxious sidesvghance at herself
she went down to face him.

Whether he had eaten or not she could not tellhbutvas pouring
himself a drink in the sitting-room and he lookeuximi surprise as she
came in.

'l want to talk to you, Jordan,' she said deterdiiynbefore her nerve
gave out.

'‘Can't it wait?' he asked irritably after one laiker face. 'Working
yourself to death is tiring, as you can imagine abdded sarcastically.

Cassy's face flushed but she was determined tihigetut now.

‘It won't take long,' she assured him coldly, aedritlined his head
towards a chair, advising her apparently to sit. kérve didn't quite
run to that, so she stood facing him.



‘When the baby is born,' she said quietly, 'l wadtvorce!'

For a moment he just stood quite still and lookidtea, no expression
on his face, but a peculiar look in his eyes thghtened her.

'Had it not been for the baby,' she hurried on,JWweeld never have
been married, and nothing really is changed. Glead still feel
about each other as we did before, and | canwhgewve should be
locked in misery for life.'

'l had already asked you to marry me,' he remimgeavith too much
quiet in his voice. 'You also know that I'll figlur the baby. | told you
that.'

You'll not win," Cassy said with as much calm s sould muster,
‘and there's no need for that. You could seedftas as you wanted.
Maybe if we weren't married we—we would be frieadsl...'

‘You've got a friend!" Jordan bit out. 'Or does &tbth plan to be
more than that when this mythological divorce tgiese? Tell him,
hard luck! He missed the boat.'

‘This has nothing to do with Guy!" Cassy snappesperatedly. She
was trying to help, to let Jordan go, and all hel¢alo was keep on
about Guy. It was the typical attitude of a mant eéen willing to
give up something he didn't want himself.

'‘Well« jt's everything to do with me and the ansvwgeno,' Jordan
stated. 'If you're tired of pretending to be a witben get a
housekeeper! If you think I'm letting you go sotthfierwards this
child can be left while you get back to the lifeaobusy newshound,
then you're mistaken. | expect you've picked oat3wiss finishing
school already!

The cruelty overwhelmed her and she simply turnealyato walk to
the door, tears swimming in her eyes.



'‘Cassy!' He was there long before her and he spumto his arms.
'I'm sorry. That was a rotten thing to say!

It was the first time he had touched her sincenteédding, and every
part of Cassy's body reacted with hunger as hegukr close. Tears
streamed down her face and he stroked her cheghagwhem away

before pulling her head to his shoulder.

'I'm sorry, Cassy,' he said softly, his whole badit, and she knew
why. Close to her, of course, her pregnancy wag @bvious. She
managed wonderfully well to keep it hidden, butbeldn't touch her
and be unaware of it. She pulled away hastily,ihgrand walking

out.

'l can cope with harsh words," she said tautlyst'don't touch me,
please.'

He neither followed nor spoke, and she raced tadwn and locked
the door, wondering how she could keep this ugherhonths that
would follow.

Next morning he was still there as she came inéokilchen. Her
‘daily' had this day off, and she had come dowgldyito get started
on a few things that needed doing. Her face flustiéfdsurprise and
embarrassment when she saw Jordan sitting attttteskitable with a
cup of tea.

He looked straight at her and she didn't know whatay. She was
wearing a skirt she had already abandoned as tisthaad was too

tight; it wasn't even fastened properly. Her blotesewas at its last
stage of usefulness, her blossoming breasts suagiaigst it. It was

the first time ever that he had caught her off duand her hand went
automatically to fasten her skirt, her face flushedhis eyes followed
her nervous movement.



‘Too tight?' he asked amusedly, and she flushed meee as she fled
from the room and ran quickly upstairs to hide lumid gone.

She would never be caught like that again, she doamgrily,
throwing her blouse on to the bed. Sooner or lidteould be very
noticeable, but by then she would have got usddrdan's cold ways
and maybe it wouldn't matter so much. She slippedskirt off and
tossed it beside the blouse, and at that momedad@imply walked
in without knocking.

‘What did | say?' he began angrily, his face chamgis he saw her
standing there in her bra and panties, her whaleide¢ one of flight
and horror. She snatched up her skirt, her faceewtith shock, and
he came slowly into the room, his silver eyes hajdiers.

'You're embarrassed with me?' he asked, softly lievioeg. "You're
shy? Is that what it's all about? Is that why yawu off last night?"

'‘No! No—I..." The colour flooded back into her famed she stood
there at bay as he came slowly towards her. 'Joplaase go out!
Please. I..."

'‘Don't you know how beautiful you are?' he askattlgestanding in
front of her with no intention of leaving. 'Donty realise how much
more beautiful this has made you? Your skin is ghgwyour hair
shines twice as much, you've got a wonderful safk lin your eyes.
For the first time since I've met you, you lookeuly vulnerable and
gentle.' He took the skirt from her lifeless fingand tossed it back to
the bed, his eyes roaming hungrily over her. 'Danyfront of my
astonished eyes, you're blossoming,” he murmurésd,fihgers
trailing down her arms. 'Quietly and secretly yeuturning into
everything that makes a woman mystical.’



His eyes slowly traced her whole body, his gazewems and intent.
Cassy stood unmoving, her heart beating franticadlyhis fingers
gently undipped her bra and let it fall to the floo

'‘Don't you know how exciting you are to me likesthihe breathed,
his voice thick. His hands lifted to shape her bteaarefully, staying
there as he lifted his head and looked at her dmtigged eyes. 'lI've
never wanted you so much,' he whispered.

Cassy was trembling all over, his drowsy voice Ingag to the very
core of her, his warm hands filling her with grogihunger, and her
own hands came to cover his as she looked up awhimwide,
wondering eyes.

‘Jordan, | don't want to..." She was about to lsatyghe didn't want to
trap him, but he mistook her words, although evet tidn't make
him angry, didn't bring him back into the world.

'l want to,' he said huskily, 'and if | don't, 86 quietly mad!

He pulled her gently to the bed, lowering her te tlool sheets,
standing over her as he pulled his shirt impatyeotter his head,
regardless of buttons. It was the first time eva had seen him
undress, and his eyes roamed over her all the tieewas so
powerful that her heart missed a beat, but he waglb her before
she could even begin to feel fear, and those dyascbuld be so
frostily cold were dark with passion as he ran lesids over her
slowly, moving the last garment that hid her fromm feverish gaze.

'‘Cassy!" he said thickly, his breath harsh in hiedt. 'Tell me you
want this. Don't leave me guessing. This time,tdeave me with the
feeling that I've tricked you into it. | need todwm, Cassy!

‘Jordan!" She turned hungrily into his arms, feglimm tremble
against her, astonished at his need, her handsnguorer his skin



that was already burning, and his lips claimed Hergely as he
moulded her tightly to him.

'Help me to be gentle,' he groaned. 'I'm despéoatgou, Cassy!

She didn't want him to be gentle. Within secondswsas on fire, her
ardour forcing a gasp of pleasure and protest findm as his lips
closed over her breast, and they both forgot hadition as the
whole world went up in flames.

He murmured her name against her lips, tryingdawier down, but
she was spinning again on the very edge of thedwodlling to him
in the same far-away voice, her eyes staring médourning silver of
his, and he grasped her tightly, giving her thecBepossession she
begged for, holding her as she swirled into darkreesd back into
light.

He was watching her as she drifted back to theeptesis eyes on
her flushed, wild face. He cupped her head withleared and kept on
looking at her and she couldn't look away. His fiaad caressed her
breasts and the silken swell of her stomach, s lecked with hers.

‘This time," he said slowly, his voice still shakeith passion, 'I'll not
let you move. | won't even let you speak. This tiysu'll not take
heaven away from me. I've been there again, jusivast before, but
this time I'm keeping it.’

Cassy gazed up at him, stunned by the vibrancysofdice, shaken
by the look in his eyes.

‘Jordan,’ she began, but his hand tightened orhbad, his eyes
almost threatening.

'‘Not unless it's good,' he warned softly. 'Not salgou're telling me
something | want to hear.’



They both heard something they didn't want to hédrat moment. A
car came to a stop outside the house, the doonslagnand a finger
was placed firmly on the bell.

'‘Who the hell...?" Jordan began as he moved, asdydaapt up,
ignoring the stars that suddenly swam in frontef &s she grabbed
her robe and slipped into it to cross to the windoal look down at
the car.

'It—it's my mother!" she gasped.

'l don't believe it!" Jordan exclaimed, and thenblegan to search
angrily for his clothes. 'I'm just in the mood foavinia,' he grated,
and Cassy fled, hastily fastening her robe andgadown to get to
the door, to get her word in first.

‘Watch those stairs!" Jordan rapped out furiousty, the angry sound
gave her a small burst of hope.

She opened the door and Lavinia swept in, makimgrungly for the
sitting-room and a good background for her act.

'‘How did you...?' Cassy began in a bewildered vdice she got no
further. Lavinia had come to speak and that wats tha

‘Your father,' she enlightened. '‘Apparently he atathe wedding?'
'You were in New York," Cassy said, suddenly guilty

'‘Oh, don't worry, darling!" Lavinia said, smiling.couldn't possibly
have come. I've got exactly one day and then I'ck bzere. | needed

to see you so | flew over.'

‘To see me?' Cassy asked a little stupidly.



'Of course! Isn't that what | just said?' Lavingked with a slight
exasperation, turning to face her.

Her eyes suddenly focused sharply.
“You're pregnant!' she said furiously as Cassy #dsh

‘And married!" Jordan said with equal fury, walkingat that moment
and coming to stand with his arm around Cassy'sldbcs.

'So | understand,’ Lavinia said calmly, her eyeslordan with no
sign of her seductive act. 'News does reach mekgow.'

'‘Providing it can travel fast enough!" Jordan hit,cand Lavinia
showed signs of temper for once.

'l want to speak to Cassandra alone,' she saithtighan you allow
us a minute?’

'‘No!" Jordan rasped immediately, but Cassy lookedati him
pleadingly and he looked into her eyes for a sedmidre releasing
her. 'All right,’ he said quietly, 'but only unkve made some coffee.'

'‘Possessive,' Lavinia said in amusement as he wvalke She sat
down with an abrupt movement that was not at & lher, and
looked up at Cassy. 'Do you love him?'

‘Yes.' There was no need to be more emphatic. plsimeply was
guite enough. She did love him, tenderly, deeplidlw every way it
was possible to love.

‘Thank heaven for that!" Lavinia sat back and g&assy a
green-eyed look of amusement. '‘Well, he's certainhfetting go of
you. He's the first man | couldn't handle. He ddesact to me at all
until I annoy him,' she finished with a look of @sishment.



It infuriated Cassy. This was why she had beenefbrto leave
Jordan's arms? To come down here to a mother wier neade her
presence felt unless she was after something?

'l should think you have quite enough admirershout wanting my
husband to join the simpering ranks,' she saideligat

The perfect eyebrows raised in surprise.
'‘What are you suggesting?' she asked coolly.

'You took Luigi!" Cassy said violently as Jordarkea back into the
room, stopping at the door as he heard Cassy's.vdiiou also
fluttered your lashes at Jordan. | would have tihdume lover at a
time was enough!'

Lavinia stood slowly, her normal well-planned grdeaving her in
anger.

'‘As you're pregnant,’ she said angrily, 'l won'tknacross and slap
you for that remark. Instead, I'll explain to yoomhstupid you are.
You imagined yourself in love with Luigi. You knemothing about
him but what he had told you. Well, | knew someghaout him, but
one look at your face that holiday assured meithas useless to tell
you. People imagine that we see nothing beyondfaldights;
they're wrong! | used to see Luigi Rosato, nigtérahight. | used to
see him at the restaurants | visited, waiting técltamy eye,
accidentally arriving as | did. | never looked anhbut he began to
annoy me, and | did wonder how he managed to kaqpaging the
bills. I don't dine cheaply.' She sat down agait smdid Cassy, her
legs suddenly weak.

Jordan came forward and sat on the arm of Casksis, dis hand
against her shoulder, and Lavinia looked at theth bar a second
before she went on.



'l became intrigued, so | had a few discreet emegiimade. Luigi
Rosato, small, insignificant parts in Italian theatittle talent, big
ego. Source of income—selling drugs!’

Cassy's face went white and Jordan tightened hil e her
shoulder, but her mother went on relentlessly.

'‘Having obviously decided that | was not aboutdtiae him and take
him under my wing, he disappeared, to my great jmagine my

surprise and annoyance, my horror, when he redfath my own

daughter!" She sprang up and began to pace almbing dramatic

about her, only fury in the beautiful voice. 'Howvatched you that
holiday, my girl! | dreaded that he had persuadaal pto the filthy

habit. He takes nothing himself, but he was doinigeqwell because
he managed to keep up with my life-style and cjeeould afford to

take a course at college. You were all right, thougp | decided to
teach him a lesson and get you out of the pictdezonly took up

with you to get to me, he's a remarkably singledathlittle snake.
He wants his name in lights, preferalolyer my own!" she added in
astonishment.

She looked across at them.

'l had to get you down there to see him. | wantedde how you
reacted to him, to see if there was any way dtaltould get to you
again.' She burst into laughter. 'You came witlddorReece, with a
great big ring on your finger and a possessiveaound your waist.
Jordan reacted to me not at all, he doted on yod,laould have

screamed for joy! | came here today just to makeecgure, and I'm
guite sure. You can serve me some coffee now,'salte with an

Imperious look at Jordan, and to Cassy's astonishhegot up and
did just that.

'‘Does—did you tell Daddy?' Cassy asked as thewlsaist silently
watching her mother.



'Giles? Good heavens, no!' Lavinia exclaimed. 'ldald have waded
in furiously and made matters worse. Your fathes ha finesse

whatever. No, | had to do it myself and | took ayvmalicious delight

in doing it. Now | can drop him on his smooth, dhdad.' She threw
her own beautiful head back and sighed. 'l nevamagish to hear
that word taraThat wretch has spoiled a most lovely word!

'‘Why didn't you just tell me?' Cassy asked inditthore than a
whisper.

‘How could I, darling?' Lavinia said impatientlising and pulling on
her gloves. 'We were never close.' She pausee aloibr and looked
at Cassy for a second before leaning to peck atcheek. 'A
grandchild!" she murmured in disgust. 'I'll havestart taking older
parts.'

She was gone before they realised it. She had alWwagt so much
presence that everyone was left subdued afterdpartiire, but this
time she had turned over the past like a newly gited field, and
Cassy still stood staring at the door.

Jordan stood at the window, his back tight with eandpis whole
attitude suggesting that he would never speak again

'‘She—she actually cares,” Cassy said in a bewdderaice,
wondering why he was so very angry.

‘After her fashion,' he grated, turning away, lhisidders tense, every
line of his body telling her of his rage. 'l coldil anyone who hurts
you,' he ground out. 'l've always felt like thathieh is laughable
considering that | hurt you more than anyone!

'You haven't hurt me," Cassy assured him quiethe #as still
bewildered by events, by his lovemaking and thegéihe had said,
by her mother's revelations. 'When | have the baByop calling it
"the baby"!" he rasped, turning on her with furieyss. 'lt'snybaby!



Cassy looked at him for a second, stunned at theemotion racing
across his normally impassive face. Maybe this Wdke time to
speak to him, after all. He was too enraged, igiut inside.

'It—it doesn't matter,' she said a little anxioudlil talk to you later.’
‘Talk to me now!" he snapped.

She looked at him rather tragically, loving himmsoch but unable to
approach him now. Everything had gone so terribiyng in the past.
She wanted him to be happy, no matter what it meahér. He saw
the look on her face and his expression was ifipessore bleak.

'Lord, how trapped a woman must feel at a time tlks," he said
bitterly. 'Here | am, enraged that your mother @aly care about you
in that cold, quite practical manner, but I'm time evho trapped you.
I'm the one who made you pregnant!'

'I—I want to have your baby,' she said simplylWays have.'

'‘Cassy?' He looked at her as if she was sudderdy amal she rushed
on before he could stop her.

‘When it's born," she said rapidly, 'l don't wardiorce. | want to

stay here. I'll not hold you back, Jordan. I'litjagust be here so that
when you get back from— from any place, you'll hayeome ready
and you'll be able to see your baby and enjoydt.dn

‘Where do you think I'm going?' He stood lookindnat intently, his
eyes more strange than ever, glitteringly siftgprotising her.

'You—you'll be going overseas. When this is altledtthere'll be no
reason to stay behind, and...’

‘You think | want to leave you?' he said tautlyotivthink | could?
Are you anxious to have the house to yourself, ass



'I—I don't want to keep you here,' she said tremsil 'l don't want
to be the one who holds you back from the thingswant.'

‘You've kept me here from the moment | first saw,ybe told her
quietly. 'l made no promises when | came to loauad with Dad. |
saw you and suddenly nothing else seemed excitiygnaore. |
stayed for you, Cassy, not for anything or anydse.&/ou don't hold
me back from the things | want. | couldn't get ahgve near you, and
it was more than clear that you hated me, but ffigimh the first the
only thing | wanted was you.'

‘Jordan?' She stood dazed, unable to believe vehailk saying, the
room beginning to spin.

‘Don't you dare faint!" he said shakily, his armsiong round her as
he leapt forward. 'l haven't finished yet.' He hiedat gently, looking
Into her eyes. 'For better or for worse, you'relstuith me, Cassy. |
love you, darling! He smiled at her ruefully. ‘Ngwu can faint,’ he
added mockingly.

'‘Oh, Jordan, Jordan, | love you so much!" Tearsdéal down her face
and she flung her arms around his neck.

'‘Are you sure?' he asked in a bemused voice, amaval suddenly
laughing through the tears, happiness soaring.

'‘Of course I'm sure! Do you dare to imagine | wohlle let you
make love to me if | hadn't loved you?' she demdnali¢gh a happy
imitation of her old manner.

'‘Cass is back to normal,’ he said, smiling into éges and then
gathering her close to him. 'Oh, Cassy,' he whespagainst her hair,
'l love you like a mad fool, | could never be aviegm you!'

Minutes later, when Cassy was breathless with &jsk@dan at last
drew back.



'You haven't eaten yet!" he said in a shocked voWeu must be
hungry. | have to feed you two.'

'I'll get it," Cassy laughed, but he would hearenohthat and sat her
at the kitchen table where he could see her allithe as he insisted
upon getting her breakfast.

‘You're late for work," Cassy suddenly said, glagat the clock, but
he was not at all put out.

‘Today work can take care of itself. I'm takingecaf you," he said
firmly. 'Besides,' he added, 'your mother intereagbsomething. We
have to go back upstairs and finish it. Then wgbtimg to move all
your things from that lonely room and put them intp lonely room.
From now on you're with me, Cassy Reece!'

Cassy smiled happily. She knew she would be smibnghe rest of
her life, and as she ate her breakfast Jordan maisde, simply
looking at her, his chin on his hand, all the Iste had ever dreamec
of in his eyes.

'If we hadn't needed to get engaged for your fathehe began.

'‘We didn't!" Jordan said promptly. 'He wanted te s®u and |
promised to try and get you to go, but when yod toé about Luigi |
was scared that you'd find out you still loved hirhadn't got you,
but | was terrified of losing you completely. Fastion seemed to be
called for. It gave me the chance to be with yowget close to you. It
was a good excuse for holding you and kissing y@a, he finished
with a grin.

‘You were very good to me,' Cassy said with a segpecially when |
was ill.'



'l wanted to move you in here with me right theélofdan told her
softly. 'l wanted to take care of you and not leyane else come
close to you.'

'l wasn't meeting Guy,' Cassy said anxiously, aischand covered
hers warmly.

'l know," he assured her with a grimace. 'That wasfrustration
coming out. Anyhow, didn't | tell you he could bgadfather?'

'I've hardly seen you since we've been marrieg$accused softly,
and he leaned forward to kiss her hand.

'l know. | wanted you too much to stay close. | Wwaginning to think
that I'd imagined the way you reacted to me. Yoated a room of
your own and I'd caused you enough misery. I'venliessy, too,' he
added, glancing at her keenly. 'I've been askatbtanother book,
and also we're taking on two new papers, extenthegchain. It's
taken a lot of meetings and a lot of travelling, ibs all set up now. In
a couple of months I'll be giving up my job at tHerald and simply
be managing the whole group. It means I'll be &blget on with my
book and I'll be here more with you.'

'‘Oh, Jordan, that's wonderful!" Cassy exclaimeghap

He stood up and came round to help her to her'féetve finished
your breakfast, Mrs Reece,' he said determinddtymore slacking.
I'm not wasting this wonderful day!'

'I'm not even dressed yet," Cassy protested, Isutow laugh sent
shivers down her spine.

‘That can wait,' he said softly.



Jordan drove through the snow that covered theedaiv another
Christmas came.

'‘Bet you Dad's been nursing Timothy all the time'verebeen
shopping,' he said with a smile at Cassy.

'I'm not taking that one up,’ she laughed. 'Sirfmgy tcame up for
Christmas your father's been hanging round the/@at in a really
stealthy manner. It's a miracle that Timothy slespal.'

He helped her out and they trudged to the doorr, #mms filled with
gaily wrapped parcels.

''ve developed a great liking for snow," Jordad saftly, stopping to
kiss her. 'If it hadn't been for the snow, thingaud have taken a lot
longer—and | wasn't sure how much longer | could.wanight just
have been forced to grab you!

They entered the house in a flurry of snow and fdgmpghter, just in
time to see Harold Reece hurrying to put the bawyrd

'‘Guess what?' Dorothy said eagerly. '"You had visitout they
couldn't stay. Your mother and father came! Youthmowanted to
see the baby.'

'l hope she didn't hold him," Jordan muttered, ingliCassy off with
her coat. 'I'm not at all sure she's capable.’

‘Well, your father let her have him for a minuteit lhe hovered
around anxiously all the time!" Jordan's mothed tain with a wry

look at her husband. 'Anyhow," she informed Cassyitedly as

Cassy stood stunned at this news, 'they couldryttstcause they're
off back to America. Your mother's play is beingned into a film

and she's got the leading role. Your father's jnsie finished

triumphantly.



'‘Not the leading man?' Cassy gasped, unable toheeanother
allowing that.

'He's a Southern colonel,’' Harold Reece said firmly face lighting
up with a truly impish grin.

‘A Southern colonel,’ Cassy mused, her head orsiolee 'Yes, | can
see that, he could do it!"

'So your grandma is going to be a film star nosttdan informed his
sleeping son as he walked over to look down at him.

'Oh, don't call her that, Jordan!" Cassy lauglgiie's going to hate it
if Timothy calls her anything other than Lavinia.'

'l suppose so,"' Jordan murmured, coming back attthgunis arms
around her. 'In any case, | don't feel so annoyild mer now. It's
partly thanks to her weird ways that I've got yonly partly, though,'
he added softly.

'l fail to see how.. .if we hadn't had to go...568abegan, lowering her
voice to exclude anyone else.

'l told you,' he murmured against her ear. 'l heerg intention of
grabbing you if all else failed!

'You wouldn't have got very far with that,’” Cassydsspiritedly,
leaning back to look at him defiantly.

'l think | would," he informed her softly. ‘Latéll prove it!"



