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'‘When | heard that my father had left me Gordon Othought

Angelica Gordon would be a pushover. Shows how gi@man can
be! Angelica's different from any other women limet, and | just
can't get enough of her. That doesn't mean I'nove Wwith her...of
course it doesn't. I'm an independent guy and 't deed any woman
as a permanent fixture in my life. So why, whenadtnes to saving
her beloved oil company, do | find myself making sbrt of

proposals just to keep this particular 'Angel' hépp



PROLOGUE

IT was Cade Landon's twenty-eighth birthday, and his fgifin the
Sultan of Dumai had been delivered a few minutes ag

Her name was Leilia, and to say she was beautifid 1o say that
stars were simply lights in the desert sky.

There'd been a discreet knock at the door to Cadiés He'd opened
it and something straight out of the Arabian Nighasl entered: two
robed Bedouins clutching flutes and drums, a sgrisimy staggering
under the weight of a tray laden with what seenwdé every

Arabian delicacy imaginable, including a not- s@hBian bottle of

vintage Krug champagne, and a mysterious figureérsdsfrom head
to toe in silk.

Cade was puzzled, but only for a second. He'd besrted the honor
of a suite on the same floor as the Sultan's @ik@ms. An error had
been made, obviously. This was the Sultan's emerent for the
evening, arrived at his door by mistake.

The Bedouins offered the traditional greeting, tong their hands to
their lips and hearts as they bowed low before him.

"Masa el-kheyrmy lord," said the man holding the flute.

"Good evening," Cade said, politely returning tiheeging. "But I'm
afraid there's been a mix-up."

"My lord?"

Cade glanced at the silk-draped figure. The veihiag slipped an
inch or two, enough so he could see that he wasyheatched by a
pair of enormous, kohl-rimmed eyes. It looked athd Sultan was



going to have a very pleasant evening indeed, (Glaoleght, and
smiled.

"You've come to the wrong place, my friend." He ded toward the
far end of the elegant corridor, its magnificentsaic floor and
carpeted walls lit by enough crystal chandelierpubd the Hall of
Mirrors at Versailles to shame. "The Sultan's aparnt is—"

"Are you not my Lord Landon?"
“I'm Landon, yes, but—"

"Then we have come to the right place." The lgtdourage brushed
past him and made its way into the sitting roome by deposited
the tray and scurried out the door. The musiciaustae silk-draped
figure remained.

Puzzled, Cade thrust his fingers into his sun-Eg@ahestnut hair.
"Look," he said, "l don't mean to be rude, but—"

The sounds of the flute and drum drowned out teeothis words.
Openmouthed, he listened to what sounded likeriks of a cat with
its tail caught in a wringer before he realized viies hearing a
Mid-Eastern version of "Happy Birthday."

"Dear God," he muttered—and all at once, the miobscame soft and
sensuous.

That was when the lady with the kohl-rimmed eyes$ $ldhered into
action, stepping forward and slowly shedding rawmolored layers
of silk until she'd stood before him wearing a gtdess silver vest
that ended just beneath her breasts, a long, gskigythat began
dangerous inches below her jeweled navel, and le sinait promised
she intended to be the best damned birthday prasean ever had.



"l am Leilia," she'd purred, "and | am yours to ¢coamd, my lord."

Now she was circling Cade gracefully, her hips sngyo the music.
Tiny bells on her fingers and ankles tinkled as daeced; her hair
streamed over her golden skin like an ebony wdterfa

The drumbeat quickened and the girl's movementsv grere
provocative. Cade watched for a moment and theaorned, popped
open the Krug and poured some into a crystal fligsus, he thought,
downing the chilled wine in one long mouthful, wiats he going to
do with her when she finished dancing?

Laughter rose in his throat and he bit it back.
He sure as hell knew what he was supposed to diohsit

She was gorgeous and sexy and, he was sure, raglled in the art
of love.

But Cade had never taken a woman whose favorsédemought. It
had never been necessary. Women came easily toahunalways
had.

Maybe it was the element of danger that seemednnate from
him. The broad shoulders and lean, hard body, hbgagkars spent
working on oil rigs, the dark blue eyes that cowlch almost black
with passion or anger, even the nose that had tveden in a brawl
on an offshore rig and left to heal on its own—edlthe things that
made other men look at Cade with respect made wdoo&nat him

with longing.

Cade knew it, but there was nothing immodest irsbiEassessment.
It was simple logic, and he was nothing if not tadiwhen it came to
women. He had no time for the foolishness of enmatiattachments.
His life was far too full for such nonsense.



It suited him that the women he spent time with evewariably
beautiful, eager to share his bed and as uninestest tying
themselves down as he was.

Did a woman sent to a man as a gift fall into tetegory?

Leilia brushed lightly against him as she whirlegtp Cade looked at
her. Her arms were outstretched, straining the gitwer vest to its
limits. Their eyes met, and she gave him a dazamie.

Hell, he thought, and grinned back. No matter htw &vening
ended, this was going to be a birthday to remenfsed. suddenly,
incongruously, his thoughts flew back in time tooter birthday
celebration, seven long years before.

He had been twenty-one, and his father had insistethrowing a
party at their Colorado ranch.

"It'll be the biggest shindig anybody's ever sdxy," he'd said.

It was that, all right, the sort Denver had comexpect of Charles
Landon, just four or five hundred of his closeserids, a full

orchestra, a performing magician, a trained chimparthat smoked
cigars and enough lobster, oysters and caviare desmall country.

At midnight, Charles had directed all the guesth&ofront windows.
A hush had fallen over the crowd as a spotlightumted for the
occasion on one of the mansion's turrets, blazéfétalluminating a
cherry-red Corvette in the curving driveway. It waesd with an
enormous silver bow.

"Yours," Charles said brusquely. "Do you like it?"

"Like it? I—I..." Cade shook his head, speechlétsd dreamed of a
car like this since getting his driver's licensesiateen. That his father



had bought the 'Vette stunned him. Not the sheteaeagance of the
gift. Charles was big on extravagant gestures.ds yust that the
things he gave his youngest son were never quéghimgs Cade
would have chosen for himself.

The party, for instance. Cade hadn't wanted itd Meinted a quiet
evening with the girl he'd fallen in love with thatmmer, an evening
he hoped would end with Stacey -smiling and sayagj oh yes, she
would marry him and build a life with him, one thabuld not be

dependent on Landon power and money.

Instead, he'd ended up with a bunch of strangkistent pn cozying
up to the richest, most powerful entrepreneur west the

Mississippi—and, to make matters worse, Stacey maaghere in

sight. She'd promised to come to the party, eveaugh Cade knew it
would displease his father, who had not hesitatedaly what he
thought of his youngest son becoming involved watlgirl who

worked at Landon Enterprises.

"A common employee," was Charles's phrase, meastieghad no
background, no money and no connections. "She'®ngbu, boy,"
he said a dozen times over, which only made Cadéalmore
convinced that she was.

"Well?" Charles demanded. "Is the Corvette what wanted?"

Cade swung toward the older man, a sudden tighindss throat.
The car was surely a symbol of something. His fathas
recognizing him as a man. Maybe, just maybe, theyewinally
going to begin to understand each other.

"Yes," he said, "yes, itis. Thank you, Father. fitigou very much. |
never expected—"

"Make the most of it, boy."



Cade .smiled. "I will."

"You've only got this next semester to play with' iis father
chuckled as if he were about to tell a joke. "Yaantwwant to take it
to New York with you, after graduation. There'spmint in having a
car like the "Vette in that city."

"New York? But I'm not going to New York. Why woulgou
think—"

"We're opening a new office there. You'll work wistwitzer, learn
how to run it, soon as you graduate."

Cade's eyes narrowed. "l didn't study petroleuntoggcso | could sit
behind a desk. You know that. You agreed—"

"I changed my mind."

"It's too late to change your mind," Cade said glyat'l've already
made plans. I'm going to ask Stacey—"

"Stacey?" his father said, and laughed. "Staceyiber way to San
Francisco."

The tightness in Cade's throat changed, becameoanband that
threatened to clamp off his breath.

"What are you talking about?"

"I promoted your girlfriend. | gave her a spot inrdNest Coast
management program, effective immediately."

"No!" Cade's fists clenched, and he took a stepatdwvhis father.
"Stacey loves me. She wouldn't—"



"Stop being a fool, boy! The girl knows opportunvtfynen she sees
it." Charles thrust the Corvette's keys at Cades time for you to
show the same good sense."

It was all a blur after that. Cade could only rerhem
someone—Zach, maybe, or Grant—grabbing his armshaiuing
him back before he could make a bigger fool of inghan he
already had.

Just before dawn, he'd scrawled hasty notes to, K3nant and Zach.
Then he'd slipped from the house, leaving behirdréd Corvette
and his father's determination to rule his lifebéred trucker had
picked him up on the highway and taken him as $a@lauquerque.
From there, he'd thumbed a ride east to OklahormdesTirst job on
an oil rig—if you could call washing greasy dislessthe crew a job
on an oil rig, he thought with a tight smile anduped himself some
more champagne.

It had been a long, hard road from that night is tme, but he'd
traveled it his way. Oh, he'd gone back home ti gigentually, but
not until he'd made his first big strike in the &eoil fields. Charles
had greeted him with casual indifference, almostlas'd never been
away. As for what had happened the night of Catleenty-first
birthday—neither man had ever mentioned it.

Cade's mouth twisted. In a way, he supposed, thisff&aad done him
a favor. He'd saved him from ever again confusowg Iwith lust,
from tying himself down to one woman when the woslds filled
with so many, all of them eager to share his bed$olong as their
mutual passion lasted.

The music was building to a wild crescendo. Cagaze swept over
the veiled woman dancing before him. The curveeasfbireasts was
lush, the rounded convexity of her belly alluriitis body tightened.



This was what life was all about, he thought, auti@d woman
waiting for you and a job well done.

Yesterday, rich black gold had come shooting otihefarth that had
hoarded it for millennia. The Sultan, in his gradié, had instantly
doubled Cade's already outrageous, agreed-upon fee.

Tonight, if he wished, this woman would be his.

The music came to an abrupt halt. Leilia droppextefully to the
floor at Cade's feet, her forehead pressed tatheate tilework. He
waited a moment, then bent and touched his hahtlitp her hair.

She leaned back and rose to her knees, smilingjdr&reyes filled
with promise. The tip of her pink tongue slid slgwlcross her lips.

"My lord," she whispered, "I am yours."

The door clicked softly shut after the departed ioiass. Cade
offered the woman his hand. She took it and camelglto her feet.

"You're very lovely," he said. "And very desirablldde smiled,
regretfully knowing what his decision must be. "But

"But my lord does not want a woman who has beed fgaivarm his
bed," she said with a little smile.

"It isn't that," he said, although, of course, @sv"I'm tired tonight,
that's all, and—"

She moved closer and splayed her hand acrossatiedi his shirt.
The bells on her fingers tinkled softly.

"No one has paid for me, my lord. | have watched jleese past
weeks, working shirtless with your men in the hat,sand | grew
more and more determined to find a way to meet"yAlscent rose



from her as she moved closer, a heady mix of wakmine and
woman. "The Sultan arranged for the dancer, Fim&otme to you
tonight," Leilia whispered, linking her hands ardudade's neck. "
gave her my favorite necklace so that she woulthjtene to don her
veils and come to you in her place."

Cade felt his body quicken. "Did you?" he murmured.

Leilia laughed softly as she drew his head slowlyérs. "Yes, my
lord. | did."

The knock at the door was like a peal of thundedeCcursed under
his breath as he stepped away from the woman.

"Yes?" he growled. "What is it?"

The door swung open and the Sultan of Dumai steppedhe room.
Leilia gasped, dropped a quick curtsy and rushed fhee Sultan's
bulky body into the hallway, but the man paid neation to her.

"Your Highness," Cade said. He touched his handigolips and
heart, determinedly ignoring the tension still edil within his
muscles. "I am honored by your presence, sir. Maynkis for your
gracious gifts."

"Cade, my friend." The Sultan's moon face was vinein sorrow.
"| fear that | am the bearer of unhappy news."

Cade's eyes narrowed, all thoughts of the womatcktyuiorgotten.
"The well," he said sharply. "Is it-"
"The well is fine. The oil flows from it, as youidat would."

Cade blew out his breath. "Hell," he said withttedilaugh, "for a
minute there | thought—"



"There has been a wire for you, from America." Bdtan put his
hand on Cade's arm. "l am afraid your father hasqzhaway."

Cade blinked. "My father? Dead?"
"l am sorry to bring you such news, my friend."

Charles Landon, dead? The old man had been ilafoouple of
months but it hadn't been anything serious, Gradtdaid...

"Is there something | can do to make things edsier?

Cade looked up, cleared his throat. "I, ah, | cdmfitk of— Well,
actually... Yeah. I, uh, I'd be grateful if you t@arrange for me to
get a flight out, as quickly as possible."

"That is not a problem. My private jet will taketybome. May | be of
assistance in any other way? Do you have calls takef
Arrangements to take care of?"

"No, no, thank you, sir. My brothers will have seéemrverything, I'm
sure. | just—I can't believe that— that-"

The Sultan nodded. "It is fate," he said softly. Sha'allah.We are
only men, after all, and subject to the whims ofiGo

He turned and left the room, shutting the door tiyefter him. Cade
stood still after he'd gone, and then he stuffexd Hands into the
pockets of his trousers, walked slowly to the wiwdcand stared
blindly out into the blackness of the desert night.

In Sha'allah,he thought, with a bitter smil&n Sha'allah.



Thousands of miles away, Angelica Gordon staredheutvindow at
the blackness of the Texas night.

Were these the same stars that hung in the sky lh@cie in New
England? Angelica smiled. She knew that they wé&he stars just
looked brighter here.

Her father would have said it was because evenytimnnrexas was
bigger and better than it was anywhere else.

Even debts, she thought, her smile fading. The ah&sordon Oil

were mounting so fast they made her head spind $ien over the
company flushed with determination, certain shelccqull it back

from the brink of disaster—but she only seemedaweehpushed it
closer.

Sooner or later, somebody at Landon Enterpriseddamatice what
was happening to one of its newest acquisitions tlaen...

Angelica stepped away from the window. She sigsadk into an
old-fashioned rocker and leaned back. Her haisddor the night,
fell over her shoulders in a fiery tumble of saftppery curls.

If only the men who worked for her, who workedth her in this
super macho business, would give her a chancenlyftbey'd stop
treating her as if she were an intruder in theiwgie club—but that
was about as likely as the moon suddenly droppioim the sky.

This was a world where men flexed their muscleseaxs$ of their
brains, where they spoke an unintelligible jargon an

incomprehensible drawl and where dressing for dinmeant
wearing white Stetson hats and black boots. Itawaerld where men
thought women belonged in the kitchen and in thardo@m. But in

the boardroom? Never.



Even her father had thought that way. Oh, Hank Goioad let her
work in his office each summer while she was inleg®, but

whenever she'd suggested he take her on as arieletmployee after
graduation, he'd chuckled and patted her on the ag# she'd made
some marvelous joke. Eventually she'd had to adbeptruth, that
he'd never give her a real job at Gordon Oil notendtow many

business courses she took or what amount of competshe

showed, and she'd gone on to an academic career.

Yet now, thanks to a twist of fate, here she wasning Gordon Oil.
Running it straight into the ground.

Angelica rose from the chair, drew the emerald gmede that was
the same color as her eyes more tightly aroundleeder body and
looked out the window again. The stars still blareithe night sky, as
bright and unreachable as they'd ever been.

No, she told herself, no, she was not destroyingd@o Oil! The

company's problems had started long before shk&htaver. And
she could turn things around. She had everythinghggdor

her—determination, and knowledge, and all the psnesd drawn up
over the years—plans her father had never wantkxbkoat.

All she needed now was for fate—that same fatetthdtput her into
this situation in the first place—to be kind.

Angelica gave a deep sigh.

But who could ever know what fate would bring?



CHAPTER ONE

EARLY morning sunlight streamed through the arched wasdaf the
Landon mansion, lighting the dark corners and isgillgolden
brilliance on the kilim carpets that covered theaiparquet floors.

Cade smothered a yawn as he entered the dining toaras empty,
and he smiled to himself as he made straight fersilver coffee
service set out on the sideboard.

Some things never changed. There was always frefé®econ the
sideboard—and Landon House was still the biggesst impressive
dwelling on the grassy slopes overlooking Emeralld.

""Mornin', Mr. Cade."

He turned as Stella, who'd been in charge of thkehé&n for more
years than he could remember, came edging thringgbetrvice door,

pushing a well-laden trolley. Cade moved to help bet she waved
him off.

"You just relax and enjoy your coffee, Mr. Cade.tM\deft, swift
movements, she laid out platters of fruit, cheeseissants, eggs,
waffles, bacon and ham on the sideboard. "How's?thshe said,
surveying the mountains of food with obvious satsbn.

Cade grinned. "What?" he said. "No steak?"

"Did you want steak?"

"God, no," Cade said quickly. "This is fine, Stellarrific, in fact."
Stella looked doubtful. "You sure?"

"Who'd want anything more than to start the daywaur wonderful
coffee?" Cade said, lifting his cup in salute.



Stella blushed prettily. "Your teasin' ways are mgrget you in
trouble one of these days, Mr. Cade," she saidh@sailed through
the door to the kitchen.

Cade hooked a chair out from the table with onddabtoot and sank
into it, his coffee cup balanced in his strong,n&oh hands. Stella
always produced a gargantuan breakfast as decezed lgefore by
Charles Landon, even though no one ever put mare ahdent into
the mountains of food.

Cade sighed. Landon House was still less a home dha man's
statement of control—control Charles Landon's dwa all fought
against, one way or another.

But others had bowed to his power, right to the end

Three days ago, at the funeral, the house had fillehwith those
come to pay final homage. Bankers, judges, capt#ifinance and
industry as well as half a dozen congressmen arat@s—they'd all
shown up.

"Damn," Zach had mumbled as he'd sidled past Catkeih the
afternoon, "it's like a three-ring circus."

Their father would have loved every minute of ight down to the
mile-long stream of Cadillacs, Lincolns and Mercete that had
followed the hearse to the marble mausoleum whéem EEandon,
who'd died giving birth to Kyra, lay entombed.

But he would never have understood what had hapbgesterday,
after the formal reading of his will.

The mansion and all its vast acreage had beetolKfgra, along with
the bulk of Charles's personal fortune.



Landon Enterprises—the far-flung, multimillion-dail empire on
which Charles had lavished all his attention arnergyr—had gone to
his three sons.

But none of them wanted it.

Cade had been the first to say it, as soon asdhéiarbrothers were
alone.

"You can have my share," he'd said bluntly. "I tam@nt anything to
do with the old man's business."

Grant had risen to pour them all a drink. "Always/é to be first,
don't you, little brother? You took the words righit of my mouth. |
don't want my piece, either."

Zach had accepted the cut-glass tumbler of bouvdaakey Grant
held out to him.

"Well," he'd said, "that means the vote's unaninfous

Within minutes, they'd agreed that Zach, whose iafigcwas
finance, would figure out Landon Enterprises's wetth. Grant,
whose field was the law, would draw up the necegstemyal papers
for its sale.

Cade's mouth had twitched when his brothers loaltéduim.

"Il find us an oil well to invest the profits ihhe'd said, and all three
of them had laughed, which had helped ease awadgsheamaining
tension that came of finally acknowledging the fditruth.

They had all, at different times, respected, feaes@n hated their
father. But none of them had loved him.



After the laughter had faded, Cade had assurdarbikers he'd been
in a dozen different hellholes where they could theeprofits of the
sale to build much- needed schools and medicaécent

And so it was over, Cade thought now as he roseaatked to the
sideboard, all but the details. Victor Bayliss, ithdather's
administrative assistant, had asked for a breakfi@gtting to tie up
loose ends.

Thanks to Cade, Grant had got stuck with the job.

"You're the logical one to meet with Bayliss," hedid with an
innocent smile. "Everybody knows it takes a lawyertalk to a

lawyer."

-"Thrown to the wolves by my own flesh and bloo@yant had said,
but he'd softened the words with a grin.

Cade glanced at the grandfather clock, tickinghim ¢orner. Grant
would be back soon, and then they'd all be offttegag to the four
winds—Grant to New York, Zach to Boston, Cade todon.

There was a kind of comfort in knowing that Kyrauile be here,
where she'd always been, the keeper of the héeaytrbuld all count
on to maintain them as a family.

"Why so misty-eyed, baby brother? | thought youedikStella's
coffee."

Cade looked up. Kyra was smiling as she came toivandShe was
dressed as he was, in faded jeans and a woollsritgather boots as
softly worn and comfortable-looking as his.

"It's chilly this morning," he said, smiling backlzer. "Be sure and
put on something warmer before you go down to thkelss."



His sister sighed. "Words of wisdom from my babwther,” she
said. "As always."

Cade smiled and lifted his cheek for her kiss assade her way past
his chair.

"Watch that baby-brother stuff, Squirt. I've got gears on you, in
case you've forgotten."

She stood back, put her hands on her hips andddake over.
"You look like one of the ranch hands," she said.
Cade laughed. "Look who's talking."

His sister grinned. "Yeah. But thisa ranch, and | live here. What's
your excuse?"

Cade shrugged. "l always dress this way. Hell gtsgs my working
clothes. People get nervous if the guy in chargariofjing in a well
sashays around in a suit and tie."

"You're flying to London, dressed like that?"
"Come on, Sis. What is this?"

"Sorry. It's just that I've been looking at my thareig brothers all
week and thinking it's time you guys settled down."

Cade looked at her blankly, and then he grinnedn"tell me you
want to marry us off!"

"Having a woman to look after you might be just whau need,"
Kyra said mildly.



Cade thought of the birthday gift he hadn't hacetim unwrap, still
awaiting his pleasure in Dumai, and he chuckled.

"Trust me, Squirt," he said. "I've got all the womeneed."

"Yeah," his sister said with a little smile as shened to the
sideboard, "I'll just bet you do." She looked & Heaping platters of
food, gave a delicate shudder and poured hersripaof coffee. "l

guess somebody'd better tell Stella that she ddeswé to turn out
this kind of feed anymore."

"That's your job," Cade said. "You're in chargeLahdon House
from now on, remember?"

A funny look crept over Kyra's face. "l know," séead slowly. "I still
can't believe Dad left the place to me.

"Who else would he have left it to?" Zach saidhascame into the
room. "You're the only one of us who gives a daomtlis pile of

brick." He nodded to Cade, dropped a kiss on thefdyra's head,
then shot back the cuff of his Harris tweed spaitket and frowned
at his Rolex. "I've got an eleven o'clock flightBoston. Isn't Grant
back from that meeting yet?"

Cade put down his empty cup, rose from his chair laaned back
against the sideboard, his feet crossed at thesikhnds tucked into
the back pockets of his Levi's.

"You're out of uniform, aren't you? | heard you kantypes signed a
pledge that said you had to go around in pinstripes

Zach's frown became a grin that softened the ruggeahdsome
lines of his face.



"Laugh all you like, pal. Just remember that iroamle of days you'll
be cozying up to an English version of me, tryinmuly best to
sweet-talk him into investing in your latest seaf@hpie in the sky
iIn—where'd you say you were going this time?"

"The North Sea," Cade said, flashing an answenirtg ¢And it's not
pie in the sky, buddy. It's at least as sure aabdhose investments
you tout."

"Yeah?"

"Yeah. And | suspect that if your fancy clients ey idea | could
still pin you arm wrestling without breaking a swed

"Still? What do you mean, still? You never beat ma, once."
"Prove it."

"With pleasure. Just let me take off this jacket-an
"Dammit, what's going on here? Are we kids or what?

Cade, Zach and Kyra spun around as Grant enteeedirting room.
He glared at each of them, dropped a manila faddethe table and
stalked to the sideboard.

"Grant?" Kyra said. "Are you OK?"
Grant nodded as he poured himself coffee. "Fine."

Not true, thought Cade. Grant's chiseled feat@l@sys stern, today
seemed to have been carved in granite.

He waited until Grant had taken his first sip offee, and then he
cleared his throat.



"So0," he said, "what did Bayliss want to talk atijut
“Trouble."
"What do you mean? What kind of trouble?"

Grant took the folder from the table. "This kinbé'said. He drew out
two stacks of papers and handed one to each dirbikers. Kyra
waited a moment, and then she turned and walkddetavindow.

For a while, the only sound in the room was thaustling paper.
Finally, Cade looked up, his brow furrowed.
"What is this crap?" he said.

"It's just what it looks like. Father bought a shwl company in
Dallas—"

"You mean, he bought a disaster." Cade tappedngsrs against the
papers he held in his hand. "And then he let itrgm bad to worse.
It's almost bankrupt."

Zach shook his head. "What are you talking aboi2 fleport's got
nothing to do with oil. It's about a Hollywood pradion outfit
named Triad, on the verge of going belly up."

"You've each got different reports, drawn up by I&sy but the
bottom line's the same. It seems Father boughtthee companies
just before he took ill, and they got lost in tiheile."

Cade shook his head. "When Gordon Oil goes untkegaing to take
a lot of Landon dough with it."

"The same for Triad," Zach said with a scowl. "LandEnterprises
will be lucky if it takes out a dime on a dollar."



Grant's expression was grim. "It seems that Langemt into the two
firms to bail them out. Instead, we seem to havwediethem get into
worse condition."

"What's this 'we' stuff?" Cade said.

"Maybe you've forgotten that, as of yesterdaye are Landon
Enterprises. And we will be, until we find a buyer.

Cade sighed. "Yeah—and if these babies go unddt,hage a hole
in the balance sheet that'll drop the value ofdbmpany into the
sewer." He looked at Grant. "OK. Tell Bayliss to-"

"Bayliss retired, as of this morning." Grant smilslightly at the
looks on his brothers' faces. "He said he was tddmface another
Colorado winter. Seems he bought himself a housthenVirgin
Islands somewhere, and he's going to spend thefrest days on the
beach, sipping pifia coladas."

"Well, I'll phone Goodwin, then. Bayliss's seconccommand. He
can—"

"Goodwin's got a dozen things on his plate alréady.

Cade tossed the Gordon Oil report onto the tablexrific. Now what
do we do?"

"Oh, for heaven's sake!" The men swung around. M= glaring at
them, her hands planted firmly on her hips as & sbuldn't believe
what she'd been hearing. "What's the matter withguys? Are you
stupid, or what?"

"Squirt," Cade said gently, "I know you mean willt hell, you don't
know anything about business, and-"



"A ten-year-old could figure this out!" She lookatlZach. "You're

the financial whiz in this family. Surely you coulg out to the coast,
take a look at Triad Productions' books and dewidat can be done
to help it."

"Me? Don't be silly. I've got people waiting for nmeBoston. | can't
just—"

"And you," she said to Cade. "You're the genius Whows "all
about oil. And here's this little company, havingme kind of
problem." Kyra's brows lifted toward her hairlin®/ould it be too
much to hope that maybe, just maybe, you mighhbenhe to check
things out in Dallas?"

"It's out of the question! I've business in Londboan't-"

"She's right," Grant said brusquely. "You guys dogt a handle on
things faster than anybody else."

There was a moment's silence. Cade and Zach |catkedich other,
and then Zach threw up his arms in defeat.

"Two days," he snapped, "and not a second more."

Cade blew out his breath. "The same here. Two daysthen... Wait
just a minute." He swung toward Grant. "What abaut? Don't tell
me you're the only one of us who gets to walk afs@y this mess?"

Grant's expression grew even darker. "It seems solchepal of
Father's named him guardian of his kid a couplgezfrs ago."A
smile twitched at the corners of Cade's lips. "Dtaif me," he said.

Grant shrugged. "You pick it, brother mine. Woulduyrather
baby-sit an oil company in Dallas—or a twelve-yelttkid in New
York?"



When they finished laughing, the brothers claspght rhands, the
way they used to when they were children.

"Here's to the Deadeye Defenders," Cade said sbfemn

"To the Deadeyes," his brothers echoed, and tregnghnned and set
off in separate directions.

Cade went to the library. He phoned London and pomostd his
meeting, then settled into a leather armchair aadl rslowly and
carefully through the Gordon Oil report.

When he was done, he breathed a sigh of relief.

Without setting foot in the Gordon Qil office in Des, he already
knew what the problem was.

Management.
The company's director was running things straigfiot the ground.

Hank Gordon, the founder, had died a few months Bger since,
his daughter had been running the show.

Her name was A.H.

A woman, Cade thought with a shudder of disbefiefding up an oll
company. And if that weren't bad enough, one whedusitials
instead of a name.

According to the thumbnail sketch Bayliss had pded, A.H.
Gordon had spent the last fifteen years of heritifélew England.
She was a teacher at some fancy girls' school.

Lord. It was a prescription for disaster. Cade donlagine what she
was like, a fortyish spinster in tweed, wearingssale oxfords and



wire-rimmed glasses, dishing out orders in a snbogrding-school
accent to a bunch of men who were probably syiihg to figure out
if old A.H. was male, female or something uncondbly in
between.

Cade hunched over the report again. The more ik tlea more he
felt like groaning.

It wasn't bad enough she'd lived and taught back. Ezhe'd also
taken her degree there, at a college for womene @hdost laughed.
An Eastern college for women was definitely thecpléo get your
education, if you wanted to find out how to deathna Texas oill
crew.

As for what she'd studied—nhe did laugh, this time.

A.H. Gordon had not one but two degrees, one ininkas
administration and one in psychology.

Either was about as useful in the oil businesgais ton a bull.

The business degree might sound good, but Cade¢akad a few
business courses back in the days when he'd hadnrgy petroleum
geology. He could still remember the serious, bedmgrofs in their
tweed jackets with the leather elbow patches, spguiacts and
figures to prove that the way to get the most dyoor workers was
to make them feel a part of the process.

Maybe it worked in a Toyota factory, or on Madigorenue. But out
in an oil field, the way to get the most out of yooen was to prove
that you were one of them, that you could sweat stnain and
wrestle heavy, dangerous equipment the same wgycthed.

That left A.H. Gordon out.



As for psychology—Cade had taken some of thosesesutoo, not
out of choice, God knew, but because they'd beeah gfathe
university's degree requirements.

If A.H. Gordon believed in her subject, then shikeved, too, that it
was important to worry about everybody's childhé@dimas, egos
and self-worth.

It was a technique that might work with kids. Buyou had to ride
herd on a bunch of tough-talking roughnecks, it wiasmed to
failure.

Cade sighed and settled back in the chair. Hechedtout his legs,
crossed them at the ankles and scanned the reg@ont gust to make
sure he'd gotten the salient facts. Then he slappegvn on the table
beside him and laced his fingers together, stegphem below his
chin, tapping the tips of his index fingers agatmstmouth.

A.H., he mused, A.H. Was A for Anne? Alice? Agn€sle grinned.
Oh, yes, he thought, Agnes. Definitely.

And the H. What was that for? Helen? No, he dithirtk so. Harriet?
Hannah? Henrietta? Yeah, that was it. Hank Gordien’gjhter had
been named for her father.

Agnes Henrietta Gordon. That was the woman's nai@aeould feel
it in his bones.

To think he'd expected to spend two whole daysrepthings out in
Dallas. An hour right here had done the job. Alineeded to do was
remove A.H. Gordon from the top spot at Gordona@d replace her
with someone who could handle the job.

He would do it tactfully, if he could. But if he glin't...



He reached for the telephone, ran his finger ddwerlist of numbers
programmed into it, found the one he wanted andhatbutton.
Minutes later, he was ticketed on the next flighDallas. Then he
trotted up the stairs to his room and tugged raghkr carryon from
the wardrobe closet.

He felt a twinge of regret for A.H. Gordon. The jbleading up
Gordon Oil must have fallen on her shoulders dfezrfather's death.
By now, she was probably close to panic, lost dodeain a man's
world. In fact, she was probably eager to stepeastdhe just didn't
know how to do it gracefully—but he'd show her.

Cade pulled open the bureau drawers and begamgoskirts and
undershorts into the carryon. And if, by some renpissibility, she
wasn't quite ready to relinquish control of the pamy, he'd just have
to be brutally frank.

"A.H.," he'd say, clapping her on her overstuffédeedy back,
"you're not helping Gordon Qil reach its full pati@h"

Cade grinned as he strode into the connecting@atinand gathered
his toiletries. A psych major ought to appreci&tat approach. Then
he'd appoint someone to take her place—one of Wis men,
perhaps, or someone whose ability caught his e(@eaion's— and
climb on the first plane leaving Dallas for London.

Or maybe he'd go to England the long way, witroa®ter in Dumai
first, where that beautiful, gift- wrapped packagtj# waited for him.
He smiled as he conjured up an image of heavilyddsyes, a soft
mouth and a lush body.

What had her name been? Leilia. A sexy name fexgawoman, one
who was as lovely as she was eager to come to savagting life in
a man's arms.



He wondered what such a woman would make of an Gaidon.

It might be simpler to convince a poodle and atixier that they
were related, he thought, and chuckled.

Whistling softly between his teeth, he zipped tlarwn shut,
stepped briskly into the hall and shut the bedrdowr after him.



CHAPTER TWO
ANGELICA Gordon was not a happy woman.

She had creditors breathing down her neck, a millcrew
threatening to strike and so many bills to pay gia'd given up
looking at her morning mail.

Even worse, she had a meeting in two hours withtehtet man for
Landon Enterprises.

No, she thought as she yanked a black linen dressHer wardrobe
closet and eyed it critically, no, she was not lyaguipall.

Angelica frowned, held the dress under her chingaced at herself
in the mirror.

The idea was to look like an executive, not theethiourner at a
funeral. She tossed the dress on the bed, whgnaeatd a small but
growing pile of discards.

Why hadn't they given her more warning? It was msc®mnable,
announcing a visit only hours in advance. Suppdsgdshad a
conflicting appointment that couldn't be canceled?

Angelica blew an errant copper curl off her forehedhat was
probably the whole point of doing it this way, sheught grimly.

The fax Emily had read her over the phone spoké'uofent

business," but anyone who knew anything about lessirstrategy
would realize that the only business that was urges reminding
her that Landon Enterprises could make her jumpuiin hoops any
time it wanted.

Not that she needed reminding. Landon owned hek, lstock and
barrel. They had the right to do virtually anythithggy chose—and



she suspected that what they chose was to remavashieead of
Gordon Qil.

Well, she wasn't going to make it easy for theme'&hried her
hardest to make this work. Surely, they'd undedstan

Angelica groaned softly and sat down on the edgthefbed. The
only thing Landon would understand was Gordon'srdeavd spiral.

Maybe her friends back east had been right allgalon

Jack Brenner, who taught mathematics at Miss Panagd with
whom she'd shared an occasional meal or moviebéad blunt.

"You're not superwoman! Just because your fathér yeu a
run-down business doesn't mean you have to giweuplife to go
save it."

Angelica had tried to explain that Gordon Oil woblela challenge.
"It's a chance to really use my skills," she'd said

"You're using them," Jack had insisted, "as careergser at the
academy. You're good at your job, and you like it."

"l do like it—but this field wasn't my first choicé have a degree in
business, too, remember&vayswanted a career at Gordon Oil. I've
got ideas for its growth, and plans—"

"What about living in Texas? How are you going &mdle that?"
Angelica had smiled. "Texas part of the United States, Jack."

"But you've lived here most of your life."



"Yes, almost fifteen years. | moved here with mytimeo after my
parents divorced—nbut where I've lived isn't thenpidDon't you see?
My father left me his company—"

"Right," Jack had said grimly. "He left it to yotle didn't say
anything about wanting you to run it."

That was true, but it only made the need to prarsdif as director of
Gordon Oil more appealing. Angelica had quit Miagnker's, packed
her things and moved back to the city where sheshibborn.

Within weeks, she suspected she'd made a mistake.

The oil business seemed to be run by Hank Gordoresl Men were
men, women were second-class citizens—and old Hadkbeen an
asshole to have left his company to his daughter.

Except it turned out Hank hadn't really done ttiadll Her father's
will had been as disorganized as his books. Witreeks of arriving
in Dallas, Angelica had learned he'd actually sbé&dcompany to the
enormous Landon conglomerate a couple of montlwdéis death.

But Landon's hadn't so much as contacted her. Adtewhile,
Angelica started to feel as if the company reallgsvhers. She'd
settled in at the tiny office, traveled out to fuattered drilling sites...

And found disaster. Hank Gordon had known howrd il but not
how to run a business. He'd still been using mamagepolicies that
dated to the days when Texas was part of the widt\W

With a weary sigh, Angelica got to her feet, ma@e way to the
bathroom and stepped into the shower. A few wees ahe'd
dutifully mailed a quarterly report to Landon's maifice. It showed
that Gordon's debts had grown larger, its incomallem its work
crews less productive, and all since she'd taken. ov



Angelica shut off the water, stepped onto the Ipadlh and toweled
herself dry. Not that it was her fault. Change wever easy,
especially when you were dealing with a bunch of méo thought
the world had been a better place when wagon tvegns still rolling

across the plains.

She had to make the Landon rep understand whdtdgzened here,
that she'd been defeated not by her lack of allulityby the enormity
of the job that needed doing. After all, this maowd speak her
language. He'd understand flow charts and teametshgh and
employee-generated goals, all the things that weeeled to make a
success of Gordon Oil.

Her spirits lifted. She leaned forward and wiped thggy mirror
with the heel of her hand. Her face peered badkeata pale oval
pierced by wide-spaced green eyes.

"Approach this meeting positively," she said cryspand it will be a
success!”

Quickly, she blew her hair dry, determinedly igmgrithe curling
tendrils that sprang up as quickly as she brushewh tflat. Her hair
was impossible, both in color and texture. She&tlteverything to
tame it over the years, from shearing it off witlpar of scissors
when she was twelve to dyeing it a shade euphemailsticalled
Mahogany Glory her freshman year at college.

Nothing worked. Cutting it short only meant sheldati subdue the
curls with barrettes or clips, and darkening thiesicbad made the
smattering of freckles across the bridge of herlisramaight nose
seem to leap off her face.

Angelica's spirits dipped just a little. This wast the hair of an
efficient executive, she thought, staring at hdlection. Already,



bright copper curls were springing up around hee fand falling in a
wild tumble over her shoulders.

How could a woman with two degrees, a serious patud the
responsibility of running a company have been givain like this?

With a sigh, she scooped the curls from her facksacured them at
the nape of her neck with a coated rubber bandh,Tiead high, she
marched into the bedroom.

What did her hair matter? She had a presentatiomte to the man
from Landon's, one that would convince him to giee more time to
drag Gordon Oil into the modern world, she was siiie

Almost sure, she amended, and sighed.

She stepped into a brown wool skirt, slipped on hatevblouse,
buttoned it to the Peter Pan collar and toppedtit an oatmeal tweed
jacket. She hesitated only over the shoes. Shaalldsr a woman,
five foot eight inher stocking feet. Even in hensible pumps, she
might end up taller than her visitor.

Would he find that intimidating?

She'd wear flats and play it safe. The last thimgwanted to do was
get on the Landon rep's bad side.

At last, she turned and looked at herself in theani
Efficient, she thought, nodding her head. Veryoaént.

Angelica glanced at the clock, rolled her eyes andtched her
briefcase from the top of the bureau. She huriedugh the little
house that had been her father's, out the front tmder small,
late-model sedan parked at the curb.



A gentle breeze played at her hair, helping to das®isps of copper
that were already bouncing lightly against her liead and cheeks.
Unconsciously, she stuck out her bottom lip andvlilee stray curls

back.

"OK, Landon Enterprises," she said as she got deghimwheel, "I'm
ready!"

So armed, Angelica Gordon carefully checked both dige and
rearview mirrors, flicked on her signal light andllpd out into the
street.

At noon, Angelica cleared her desk and gave singtructions to
Emily, her secretary and all-purpose gofer. Theesgntative was
due in an hour. Emily was to greet him, seat hitheone nonrickety
chair in the waiting room, then immediately infoAngelica of his
arrival.

"Then bring us some coffee, please, Emily, if yon'tmind. | know
| normally get my own—you know how | feel about atity in the
workplace, but—"

“It's not a problem, A.H."

"Thank you. And, oh—be sure and hold all my calls."

By two, Angelica was pacing her tiny office, wearifurrows in the
already threadbare carpet.

At two-thirty, she stepped into the anteroom arukéal at Emily.

"Are you sure the fax said he would be here at'bne?



Emily shrugged. "That's what it said, all righttdbk two tries for it
to come through—the phone company cut off servicene middle
but | went out to the booth on the corner, calleg business office
and explained—"

"—that their check was in the mail," Angelica samgpatiently. "But
the fax was specific, is that correct? We did getessage saying he
was coming in today on the flight from Denver?"

"Uh-huh. And before you ask, | already checked wh#hairport. The
flight came in on time."

Angelica's green eyes narrowed just a little. "D
"Maybe his taxi's stuck in traffic."

And maybe she was being taught her place in thensetof things,
Angelica thought, but she forced the idea out ofrhiad.

It was important to greet the man in a positivenesof mind.

"You're right," she said. "Traffic from the airp@an be awful. We'll
just wait."

There was no sense in wasting even more of théhdawyshe already
had. With a sigh, she opened the bottom draweentlask, took out
the letters, bills and odds and ends she'd dumpedtiand spread
them across her blotter.

Maybe if she kept busy working, time would passenquickly. She
could clear the desk again easily enough once Eanihounced her
visitor's arrival.

At three, Angelica shoved back her chair. So mactbéing treated
with dignity—and so much for hoping Landon Entesps would
agree to give her more time to prove herself. She going to be



fired, that was obvious, but first she was goindh&we a ration of
crow shoved down her throat.

She stood up and marched to the door.

"When the gentleman finally arrives," she told Bmih clipped
tones, "tell him I'm busy. Sit him down, hand hioday's paper and
let him wait ten or fifteen minutes before you rimg."

Emily's brows lifted. "You sure you want me to tat?"

"It's a simple reverse power play, Emily. The maestablishing his
dominance, so I'll have to make it clear that I'tleme myself in a
subordinate role." Her smile was tight. "It's ngprablem, | assure
you."

At four, Angelica stabbed the button on her intencdolded her
hands on her desk blotter and waited.

Emily came hurrying into the office. "A.H.," sheida"l was just
going to—"

"l know it's pointless to let myself get angry,” delica said, very,
very calmly, "especially since | know he may benggthis to try and
unnerve me, but—"

"A.H., listen-"

"—put," Angelica said, shoving back her chair aisthg to her feet,
"who in hell does this human hatchet think he is?"

"Oh, A.H., please, don't say such things. You—"

"I know. | know." Angelica took a deep breath awmdKed at the
ceiling. "l should not let this upset me. | shoglohsider what his
motives might be." Her eyes snapped to Emily's WHare he?" she



asked. "Of course, I'm not surprised. Anyone whalaievork for an
outfit like Landon's can't care too much about degeor morality.
Those people are sharks, Emily, they're hyenassatell blood and
come hurrying in for the kill."

Ejnily groaned softly. "A.H.—"

"If and when the weasel gets here, tell him | gettof waiting and
I've left for the day."

"No! A H—"

"I know you think | ought to wait for the man, Emilbut it's
important | not let those people get away with.tHishey think I'm
going to let them intimidate me—"

"l can't imagine that anyone could do that, Missden," a deep
voice said.

Angelica spun around. There was a man in the doorita had a
square jaw, a dimpled chin and a nose that wagnmigh off-center
to give his incredibly handsome face interest. Hes wall, broad-
shouldered, impeccably dressed in a pale gray white shirt and
blue and red striped tie—a picture of custom- taitoelegance,
forever spoiled by the mirror-bright black bootsepmg out from
under his trouser cuffs.

"I beg your pardon,” she said coldly. "This is avate office. If you
have business here—"

"Just what, pray tellis a human hatchet, Miss Gordon?" A smile s
arrogant it bordered on insult tilted the corneh mouth. "It's an
interesting description but I'm afraid | can't gufet the image."



Angelica flushed but her gaze didn't waver. "You'been
eavesdropping as well as trespassing."

The-man shrugged lazily. "Your door was open. Ifi ypeant your
remarks to be private—"

"No matter what you're selling, I'm not interested.
"A.H.," Emily begged, "please-"
"Do | look like a salesman, Miss Gordon?"

Angelica looked at him. No, she thought, he did k& looked—he
looked like a pirate in twentieth-century clothihige a Viking who'd
stepped into the wrong time and place.

"How can you not be interested in what I'm sellingou don't know
what it is?"

"l thought you said you weren't..." Angelica puffedt her breath.
"Look, I'll give you one more chance. Are you gotodeave on your
own, or—"

"Or?" His voice was soft, but somehow there waddwf menace
in the single word.

"A.H.," Emily said, "listen to me!"

"Yes, A.H." The man laughed, his teeth very whgaiast his tanned
skin. "She's right, you know. You really shoulddis to her."

He leaned away from the door frame and started Igloaward
Angelica. His lazy posture had been deceptivetlstaght wildly; he
moved with the easy grace and purpose of a juradleand there was
a sudden hard look in his eyes that made her watatke a hurried
step back.



But she didn't.

"Emily," she said in what she hoped was a firm {dicall security.
Tell them—"

"Who're you kidding, Miss Gordon?" He stopped ie genter of the
room, his eyes narrowing as they met hers. "Youtd@ave security.
You probably don't even have somebody to come thsaveep the
floors."

"The police, then." Angelica forced her eyes ty steked with his.
"Emily, dammit, what are you waiting for? If thishi$ person thinks
he can muscle his way in here—"

"Are you sure your phone is working, Miss Gordohi?s voice was
bemused, almost gentle. "Perhaps you should tgetaa dial tone
before you make any more threats."

"Did you do something to the phone lines?" Angefeaing toward
her secretary. "Emily, why are you standing théd&h't you hear
me? Go call the—"

"For heaven's sake," Emily hissed, her round faamedd of all color,
"I've been trying and trying to tell you, A.H.!I himan isn't a
salesman. He—"

"Emily! What's wrong with you? | don't care who ise | want you
tO—"

"He's-he's Landon!"

Silence seemed to descend on the little room. Aceystared at her
secretary.

"He's what?" she whispered.



Emily threw her hands in the air. "He's the man'y@leen, waiting
for!"

Slowly, Angelica turned and looked at the strangjbe smile was on
his lips again, this time not just arrogant but gmu

"Have you been waiting for me, sugar?" he purrefbw sweet."
Crimson slashes appeared on Angelica's high cheekbo
"You're from Landon?" she said in disbelief.

Emily scurried past the man and out the door, otpdisoftly behind
her.

"No," he said, "I'm not."

He moved forward again, until he was standing leesidgelica. She
had to tilt her head to look at him.

| could have worn heels after all, she thought ifinty, and the
patches of crimson rimming her cheeks deepened.

"But—but Emily said—"

Cade laughed and strolled past her to her deskeldeaith what
were obviously unpaid—nhell, unopened—ibills.

"I'm notfrom Landon," he said, quite pleasantlyathLandon. Cade
Landon, to be precise, of the Landon sharks—oriinagenas?"

Oh, the look on her face was wonderful. Wondeiil@'might as well
have said he was the devil incarnate.



Miss A.H. Gordon knew exactly what would happentpard so did
he. In just a little while, this priggish femaletime funny tweed suit
would be out on her ass.

But he wasn't ready to drop that news on her gaiteCade thought,
trailing a finger over the stack of unanswerecelstthat overflowed
her correspondence tray. There was too much pkeasulrawing

things out. It was the least he owed her, considethe way his
day—thanks to her—had gone so far.

A traffic jam had kept him from reaching the airpor Denver in
time to make his flight, and he'd had to chartprigate plane. He'd
already had the office fax Dallas word of his imgieig visit; now,
he'd tried to phone and tell them of his changaanis but he'd found
the number busy, then out of service.

"That's impossible,” he'd told the operator. 'dtlsusiness number. It
can't be out of service."

"Actually, sir," the disembodied female voice hattls "the number's
been disconnected."

Cade had slammed down the phone, his expressiom willing to
bet everything he owned that the number had besoinected for
nonpayment of bills.

Thunderstorms midway between Denver and Dallasdetal/ed his

arrival time again, but the final straw had comeewhe'd reached the
airport and discovered that no one on this enddreghged for the

transportation he'd requested in his fax.

By the time he'd made his own arrangements foméakear and
driven through a maze of streets to get to thiSgsdken part of the
city, his disposition had been decidedly unpleasatili, he'd been



glad when he saw the Gordon Qil sign, even thouglimg outside
what looked like a shack.

Cade had come through the door into a cramped camter
overflowing with file cabinets.

"Landon," he'd said brusquely. "I'm here to see.A3drdon."

The receptionist had led him to a chair that crdadarmingly and
stabbed a newspaper he didn't want to read intchdungls. Miss
Gordon was too busy to see him just yet, she said,looked as if
she'd rather have bitten her tongue off than haiecthe words. He
was to make himself comfortable and wait.

Cade had done that until his rising blood prestueatened to blow
the top of his head off. Then he'd shot to his &t stalked to the
woman's desk.

"Listen, lady," he'd said, "you go on in and tedluy boss that Cade
Landon wants to see her, and pronto."

The woman's eyes had gone round like saucers. ‘fiv@an, your
nameis Landon?" she'd squeaked.

"That's right. And I'm not going to sit out her@oling my heels,
another minute."

Just then, the intercom had buzzed. The woman beaped past
him, thrown open the door to A.H.

Gordon's office—and it had been all fun and gama® there, Cade
thought with a little smile.

"What are you smiling at?"



Cade's brows rose in surprise. He turned arounel Gdrdon woman
was staring at him, her oval face tilted up to hes,expression one of
absolute defiance.

"There's nothing amusing in any of this, Mr. Landand | don't like
you handling my things."

"Your things?" he said. "No, Miss Gordon, you've tat wrong. |
own this place, not you."

"You don't own correspondence addressed to me,'ekagg said,
although she had no idea if that were true or 8oé folded her arms
over her chest. "And if you're waiting for me tookqgize—well, |
suppose I'm sorry you overheard the things | saktet small,
resolute chin rose even higher. "But if you hadaltesdropped, you
wouldn't have heard any of it."

Well, well, well, Cade thought. This was going t® &musing. The
woman was a tiger, he had to give her that muchtd#e was almost
as frosty as her eyes.

He frowned. Were her eyes really green? Yes, thengwHe wasn't
sure he'd seen a color quite like it before, somgtibetween the
color of emeralds and the deep green of an Aretic s

His gaze flickered over her face. The green wenitwith her cloud
of bright copper hair. She had pulled it back imsosort of ugly
arrangement that made her skin look as if it weretight for the
bones of her face, but curls were escaping iniedctions. Wisps of
copper danced against her temples and foreheadtteefy trail hung
down the long column of her throat and brusheddbi&ar of her
tweed jacket.



It was an odd and incongruous combination, the dwaed the
coppery strands of hair. They looked soft as $Were they? Would
they curl around his finger if he put out his hamdl...

Cade jammed his hands into his trouser pocketdramehed. What

did the woman's hair have to do with anything? Hharp-tongued
bitch had been running Gordon's into the ground—bhbat else

could anyone have expected? Not only was she a wama man's

world, a refugee from an intellectual ivy-coverediér, she was also
a child. It had been instantly obvious that shenktamiddle-aged, as
he'd expected her to be, but now, with her stantlig close, he
could see that she couldn't even be thirty!

In fact, if he hadn't known she was a universitgdyrate, he'd have
pegged her at eighteen, nineteen at the most. &haurh untouched
look about her, an un- awakened look, and Cade arendl all at
once, how it would feel to be the man who turnesl itte in those
green eyes to fire, who made that smug, rosebudinsmiten with
passion...

Jesus! This was what came of not having had brsakfalunch, of
missing planes and enduring thunderstorms and rdeaWth car
rental clerks who never seemed to have the makedel you really
wanted.

Enough, he thought, and he looked straight at &étdon.

"You're fired," he said coldly. "I'll give you threst of the day to pack
your things and vacate this office. My people wilt you a check.
Two months' severance pay, and—"

"No!" Angelica's voice trembled. This wasn't theywhis meeting
was to have gone! What of her presentation? HemtshdNo," she
repeated. She took a step toward him, her facédtlisher hands
balled into fists at "her sides. "You can't fire thes way! You—"



He laughed. "Of course | can. Please, Miss Gordont waste my
time. Pack your things and get out.”

"I demand a meeting with Charles Landon. Or witletdii Bayliss.
He's Charles Landon's right-hand man, isn't he1,\Mefant to talk
with him. He'll understand my situation."

Cade's smile turned grim. "You're out of touch, MSordon. My
father is dead and Bayliss has retired. I'm theyanehave to answer
to now."

"That's ridiculous!" Angelica frowned. "I mean, Isorry about your
father, but—"

"Thank you for your commiseration,” he said coldlym touched.
Deeply. But | still want you out of here today."

Angelica drew herself up. "Listen here, Mr. Landdilis company
was my father's! Do you have any idea-"

"OK, you've got a point there."
"You mean-"

"I can see where you might feel entitled to—Iletly six months'
severance pay. After all, as you point out, you dale a very
personal connection to this place."

"You-you bastard!"
Cade's brows lifted. "Such language, A.H. I'm sadh
"You-you-"

He laughed. "Next time, sweetheart, think twiceobefyou decide to
kick somebody out of your office."”



"I refuse to believe you have the authority to fe!t Angelica
slapped her hands on her hips. "I'm not packingl'amaot vacating
my office and it'll take more than the likes of yilmumake me!"

She gasped as Cade reached out and caught hadd stidulders.

"You want proof that I'm in authority here, ladyflis eyes—blue,
she thought incongruously, so blue they were alnbmétomless
pools—qglinted dangerously as he pulled her intodnss. "Well,
then," he growled, "here it is!"

Angelica cried out and tried to turn her head avimy, he was too
quick and too strong. His mouth came down on Hasslips harsh
and cool, his hands slipping to her face and hgldifast.

"Don't," she gasped, twisting hard against him,Hmionly laughed.
"What's the matter, A.H.? Haven't you ever beesddsefore?"
"Bastard," she hissed, just before his mouth dekxon hers...

... And, suddenly, Angelica felt a flame flickerltle® deep within her.
She made a little sound, not quite a whimper andqjode a moan,
and Cade answered with a sound from deep in hoathHis arms
tightened around her; his mouth opened hungrily tnegs and she
rose on her toes, her arms closed around his nedkshe lifted
herself to him, heart racing...

Cade thrust her from him and stared at her, his bltered. What in
hell had just happened? Anger, he thought, thatitvad®ah. Anger
could be one hell of an aphrodisiac.

"You see?" he said. His voice was cool—a miraclke,tliought,
considering that every muscle in his body felt khatd. "I am
definitely in charge here, Miss Gordon, whether wa@nt to admit it



or not. And, since | am, I'll be generous." He sahitightly and
leaned back against the desk, arms folded ovecHast. "A year's
pay, A.H., and you have until tomorrow to get out."

Angelica looked at him. She was trembling and énsed difficult to
draw enough air into her lungs—»but that was undadsble, given
what she'd been through in the past few minutes.

This smug, insolent, overbearing cowboy whose shkiaze was
probably greater than his IQ had barged into hiecegfinsulted her,
bullied her and treated her with a macho conteroptrgoelievable
that she'd come close to Being immobilized—for utteat was the
only reason he'd been able to get away with kisserg

She smiled, although it took enormous effort.

"That is indeed generous, Mr. Landon," she saic&rij\generous."
Her smile grew dazzling. "But | keep trying to tedlu, you can't fire
me."

He sighed. "A.H.," he said wearily, "aren't youetrof this little
game?"

Angelica cocked her head. "Don't you know aboutatpeement?”
Cade frowned. "What agreement?"

She smiled again, and the lie tripped off her kgsif it were the
greatest truth the world had ever heard.

"Why, the one that grants me the right to remaisdnef Gordon Ol
for so long as | wish," she said. She watched hisdeome face
whiten and it was all she could do to keep fronglang. "Which

pretty much means," she said sweetly, "that I'mgdb stay on
forever."



CHAPTER THREE

THERE were three telephones in Cade's suite, one in @faitie two
bedrooms and one in the sitting room. In the shom since he'd
checked into the elegant hotel, he'd come to Inate @ll.

He knew it was crazy to feel anger for lumps oftevmlastic. It was
just that the damned things sat there, silent andgsalmost as smug
as A.H. Gordon had looked when she'd dropped hetbbbell on
him a couple of hours ago.

Cade muttered a short, sharp oath, yanked offidiard tossed it
after his already discarded jacket.

"Dammit, Grant," he said as he undid the buttomisrshirt, "what's
taking you so long?"

He'd called New York hours ago. Surely Grant haghtable to check
the Gordon contract by now.

Not that there was much point to it. A clause grapHank Gordon's
daughter control of Gordon QOil could exist nowhdrat in the
woman's scheming brain. Charles Landon might haen lout of
touch with things at the end, but he'd sooner naage a chimpanzee
head of the company than her. Cade had told heuabk—after he'd
finished laughing.

A.H. Gordon had just stood there, her green eyesvigg even
colder, not backing down an inch, and Qrde's laergad given way
to anger. If only she were only a man, he'd thoudid fists
clenching.

But she wasn't. She was a woman and, all at oned, manted
nothing so badly as to take her in his arms and ker until she
remembered that.



Without another word, he'd walked out of her offickmbed into his

rental car and driven to this hotel, where the dési had taken one
look at his face and said yes, certainly, there avasiite available
even without a reservation.

And then he'd telephoned Grant—who should damnetl veee
called back by now.

Cade leveled another furious look at the telephone.

"Ring," he said through his teeth, "or so help Hiepull you out of
the wall by your cord and—"

The phone rang. He made a diving grab for it amdmad the
receiver against his ear.

"It's about time," he snarled.

"Hello, Grant,™ Grant said mildly. ""Thanks foralking out on your
dinner date and getting back to me so quickly."

Cade's eyes narrowed. "Dinner?" he said. "Whateih ik dinner?
Does it have anything to do with eating? It's be@tong since | had a
meal that | can't be certain."

His brother sighed. "It's past eight here, Cadé&adl to contact
Colorado, have them fax me a copy of the contnagta'

"And?"
"And, just as you figured, it's a standard buy-agiteement."

Cade sat down on the sofa. "Meaning, there's revgete to Hank
Gordon's daughter running the show."

"Exactly."



A smile eased across Cade's mouth. "Goodbye, Adid@h," he
said softly.

"It's Angelica."
"What?"

"Her name. It's Angelica. | don't know what the diainitial is for,
but—"

"Angelica?" Cade laughed. "Sorry, pal. You'll haweetry again.
Katherine the Shrew, maybe, but—"

"l caught Bayliss as he was cleaning out his offiod | asked him if
he could think of any other info on the deal. Hallda't—but he
remembered her given name."

Cade shook his head. "Man, if ever there was aomsn, that's it.
There are lots of things I'd call this broad, buiglica is definitely
not one of them."

"Tell me again what she said about the agreemextsilppposedly
puts her in charge."

"Grant," Cade said patiently, "I appreciate yountiay to make sure
there are no loose ends, but you've just told meas a standard
buy-out deal. Now, it's late, and | wasn't kiddwgen | said | haven't
eaten in-"

"Did she actually claim it was part of the contfct

"No! And you just said it wasn't, so what's themaf-"

"Did she mention having an addendum stashed some®he

"Dammit, Grant, I'd have told you if—"



"Then the only thing left is a verbal agreement.”

"Hey, wait a minute! How'd we skip past the partenershe’s lying
through her teeth?"

"Courts everywhere have held that a verbal corsras legal as a
written one—but surely you're aware of that."

"Sure. I've gone into a dozen deals on nothing reobstantial than a
'ves' and a handshake, but—" Warning bells stagt@dg off in
Cade's head. "Is that what you think she's goingaion? That there
was an unwritten agreement between the principals?"

"Anything's possible, Cade. She's bound to knowethimg about
contract law—she studied business administratimim'toshe?"

All at once, the long day seemed to catch up. Gadéched the
phone to his other ear and closed his eyes.

"So, what are you telling me?"

Grant sighed. "Only that Angelica Gordon may besabl tie us in
legal knots for months."

"Listen, whatever she claims, nobody will believex.fNobody who
knew Charles Landon, anyway."

"You're talking about opinion, Cade. I'm talkingoab law. Who
knows what a judge would believe? Bayliss saiddldeman wasn't
himself at the end, remember? He said—"

"To hell with Bayliss!" Cade shot to his feet, fase dark with anger.
"And to hell with Angelica Gordon! She's lying."

"Yes. I'm sure she is, but—"



"She's lying, and I'll prove it!"
Grant sighed. "How?"

"I don't know how." Cade stalked across the rotm télephone cord
trailing after him like a snake. "But I'll find aay. Dammit, I'm not
going to let this—this uptight, frigid broad keep dancing around
like fools while she plays her little game."

"Uptight, frigid broad, huh?" Grant chuckled. "Amteéresting
description, if ever | heard one."

"It's accurate, and it's probably why she's gettingh a kick out of
insisting on trying to do a man's job."

"Careful," Grant said gently. "I know you've bedhio the wilds of
Arabia the past few months, but we've got sex oiisonation laws to
contend with in this part of the world."

"How about stupidity laws?" Cade growled. "The waorsatoo
brainless to know the first thing about how to that company."

Grant's laughter sounded hollow. "She's not brasikshe's figured
out a way to sabotage Landon Enterprises."

"She wants Gordon Oil, Grant, and it's obviouslktie'anything she
has to do to get it." Cade thrust his hand intcshis-streaked hair. "I
could toss her over my shoulder, carry her off talkin in the Pecos
and keep her there until she tells me the trutd,Sdid grimly.

"That might be going a little far, don't you thirik?

Suddenly, Cade felt the heat of a blazing heartigefica Gordon
was in his arms. Her fiery copper hair streamedr dwex naked
shoulders; her soft, rosebud mouth was swollen fn@rkisses and
her emerald eyes were blurred with desire...



"Damn."
"Cade? What's the matter?"

Cade gave a little laugh. "Nothing. | just neepad some food in my
belly before my brain cells stop functioning alttgee."

"Look, we'll come up with some kind of game plan."

"We don't need one! She can claim what she likes,vwthout
proof—"

"A court would have to decide what constitutes [btoo

"Yeah," Cade said. There was a dull throbbing jpaitne base of his
skull. He wrapped his hand around the back of @ckrand massaged
the taut muscles. "OK, here's what we do. Getuchovith Bayliss
again. Lean on him a little; make sure he's remeetbeverything he
can. Check the files. Maybe there's a memo we ghisse

"Will do."
"How long until I hear from you?"

He could almost see Grant shrug. "l don't know.ofipte of days,
maybe."

So much for that little stopover in Dumai, Cadeutat, and the
throbbing pain in his head intensified.

"OK," he said. "Meanwhile, I'll see what | can geit of the Gordon
woman."

"Be careful, Cade. Be subtle. We don't want to ¢ieeany ideas."



Cade gave a bark of laughter. "Trust me, pal. Sj@'€nough ideas
for both of us."

His brother chuckled. "She's as bad as that, huh?"

"Imagine a cross between Lizzie Borden and a bgllémd you've
got the picture."

"Well, do the best you can. If you can find out wiex she's playing
us along or she's really got something-"

"She's got nothing. You and | both know it."
"Just don't lose your cool."

"No," Cade said, "no, | won't."

"Whatever's she's up to, we can handle it."

Cade nodded as he hung up the phone. Of courgecaldd handle
it. Angelica Gordon might be fast on her feet, shght be clever, but
if she really thought she could pull a fast ondlenLandons, she was
in for an unpleasant surprise.

He walked to the window and looked out. Night hatleh over
Dallas; the city's skyline was brightly lit but tgkass under his palms
was cool.

The Gordon woman's skin had felt like that, coalemhis touch, but
there'd been a hint of heat lying just underneatbense that hidden
deep within her, an ember waited for the breatiifet.

Cade swore. He swung away from the window, wettiéghone and
dialed.



"Room service?" he said briskly. "I want a stealedram rare, a
green salad and a baked potato with sour creanfe€efa large pot.
And a double slice of apple pie. And make it axkjais you can, will
you?" He gave a self-deprecating laugh. "I'm destpér

He hung up the phone, stripped off his shirt andeartas way into the
tiled bathroom. A shower, a decent meal and a goglt's sleep
would put him back on his feet.

Tomorrow, he'd confront A.H. Gordon.

A tight smile curled across his mouth as he kic&gdis shoes and
stepped out of his trousers.

Correction. Tomorrow he'd confront Angelica Gordon.

Weren't there primitive peoples who believed yonemy gained
strength by knowing your real name?

"Angelica," Cade said softly, "Miss Angelica Gordbn
Still smiling, he stepped into the shower.

Angelica pulled her Ford Escort to the curb, steppat onto the
pavement and started along the narrow, uneventpatied to her
office. Halfway there, she stopped, puffed outltreiath and hurried
back to the car.

She'd forgotten to lock it, something that wasanatise move in this
part of town, but then, she was in one hell ofshrilnis morning.

Emily looked up as she came into the office.

"Good morning," Emily said, and smiled hesitantly i& to test
whether or not this was, in fact, a good morning.



Angelica took a breath and forced a smile to hpes. i
"Good morning, Emily."
"Are you, uh, are you OK?"

"Why wouldn't | be?" Angelica said. She scooped el off her
secretary's desk and headed for her office. "l tdaaint to be
disturbed for an hour or so, please. If anyonesctdke a message."

"Even if it's Mr. Landon?"
"Especially if it's Mr. Landon. If he phones, telm I'm out.”

Angelica slammed her office door, tossed her maiher desk and
went to the bookcase where her old college texthastdod jammed
among the dog-eared volumes on oil that had beefatier's.

Frowning, she squatted and peered at the spines.

Yesterday, angry beyond measure at the insufferaibige,

iImpossibly boorish, disgustingly macho Cade Landite'd tossed
out a lie that had, for the moment, rocked him back his

custom-made boots.

What a pleasure it had been to see him turn paledtle that artful
suntan—achieved, no doubt, at the same health where he'd
gained all those muscles, for it was obvious tleatMas no more a
cowboy than she was.

Not that that improved his stock, Angelica thoughtnly. If there
was anything worse than a born-and- bred cowboyag a phony
who pretended to be one.

Oh, there'd been so many reasons it had givenlbasyre to drop
that lie on the bastard! Born of desperation, it lenly been



something to give him a night's worth of bad drearastil this
morning, when she'd suddenly remembered somethimmg that
long-ago business law course.

Damn! Where was that book hiding?

Angelica got to her feet, brushed the dust fromhzerds and looked
around the room. There were a couple of shelvesiofather's books
on the wall over her desk. Coukh Introduction to Business Law
have ended up there? Maybe. There was a book watythp top that
looked vaguely familiar.

Angelica dragged her chair back and maneuveredtat position
under the shelves. Her skirt—wool, gray and long-aiobe
restrictive, and she quickly hiked it above herdsieShe eyed the
shelves one last time. Cobwebs, she thought witheashudder, and
she peeled off her gray tweed jacket and droppex ihe desk.

The chair swayed delicately when she stepped ddhi. hesitated.
Swivel chairs, especially old, unsteady ones, were made for
climbing, but if she were careful...

Angelica clutched the chair back, then straightestxivly and
peered at the shelves. Yes, that was the bodkght| on the top shelf
at the very end.

Gingerly, she reached toward it. Her sweater scbofe baring her
midriff. Her skirt did the same as it rode up hkighs, but she
concentrated on the book, determinedly ignoringaimenous tilt of
the chair.

Success! Her fingers closed around the thick volukmgelica drew
it to her and opened to the index.



"Contracts," she murmured, her forefinger skimmthg listing,
"contracts, legal; contracts, verbal—"

She flipped to the page indicated, scanned it @gau to smile.

Her early-morning revelation had been right on thark! Two
parties could, indeed, enter into a verbal commitmen
commitment that was as binding as any signed doctime

Dust motes burst into the air like champagne bubaseshe slammed
the book shut.

"Gotcha, Mr. Almighty Landon," she whispered gldigfu Still
smiling, she stretched to cram the book back orskigdf. "Oh, yes,
I've got you by the—"

"What in hell do you think you're doing?"

The voice—angry, male and completely unexpected-emse to
bounce off the walls. Angelica started, gave a hadftry—and her
feet and the chair parted company.

Strong, masculine arms closed about her, catchangak she fell.
Heart thumping, she clasped a pair of hard- museleaulders
encased in a wool suit jacket, inhaled a whiffadg and angry male,
and stared into Cade Landon's icy blue eyes.

"Are you crazy?" he said, in a tone that madesiache didn't need or
expect an answer. "You don't climb on swivel chdady, you sit on
them!"

"I—I needed to get something from that shelf. And-"

"And you did it the first damned fool way that cam#® your head!"



"Look, | would never have fallen if you hadn't corbarging in
and—and—"

"You're damned lucky | did. Otherwise, you'd prdlydiave broken
your fool neck!"

"Don't be ridiculous. You're the reason |—I—"

All at once, Angelica became painfully aware of he@ade was
holding her. He'd caught her in his up- stretchasawhich meant
that she was looking down at him, that her breast® almost on a
level with his face and that her belly was predsglutly against his
muscular chest.

Something deep within her seemed to stretch feativargs. She
swallowed, then cleared her throat.

"Put me down, please," she said.

"It surely doesn't take two college degrees to kttmav human beings
aren't meant to scramble around like monkeys!"

"Did you hear me, Mr. Landon? Please put me down."

Cade shifted Angelica's weight in his arms. She ligaser than he'd
have thought she'd be, and much softer. When heskdk her
yesterday, there'd been too much woolly tweed batvileem. Now,
thanks to her hiked- up skirt and too-short swedkeicould feel cool
inches of smooth, feminine skin.

"No wonder you can't run this place,” he said, toise growing
harsher. "Why, you haven't got the sense of a-"

"Don't lecture me!"



"Somebody should have lectured you, lady, and gteyuld have
done it a long time ago."

"Dammit," Angelica said. She began to struggleréz fherself from
Cade's unwanted embrace. "You are the most—"

The angry words caught in her throat. Her effodsescape had
somehow only made his arms close more tightly atduer. Now
they were pressed together like lovers—and eveny, lreeated inch
of his well-muscled body suggested that he was estqanably a
more than proficient lover.

Color rose swiftly under Angelica's skin and fanred along the
high arch of her cheekbones.

"Put me down!"

Cade's eyes met hers. She could see amusement rat
discomfort—and then something different, somethiveg made her
feel as if she were standing at the top of a Ispgaling staircase and
peering down it into unending darkness.

He gave her a slow, taunting smile. "What's thaenasugar? Does it
upset you to be reminded there are differences dstwnen and
women?"

Angelica's color deepened. "No."

He laughed softly. "No, it doesn't bother you? ©r there are no
differences?"

"Mr. Landon, just because you imagine that womenitdaold their
own in your world—"



"It's not my imagination, sugar, it's a fact," hedspleasantly. His
smile grew until it dimpled his cheek. "But thaitst exactly the kind
of difference | was referring to."

She swallowed dryly. "If you're any sort of genteamMr. Landon,
you'll put me down."

Cade's gaze dropped to Angelica's mouth. It lodatiand faintly
swollen, almost as if he'd just kissed her. Whatildshe do if he
did?

"Cade," he said, his voice slightly thick.

"What?"

His eyes lifted to hers. "My name is Cade," he .said
Angelica swallowed again. "Please put me down, Cade

He said nothing, and her heart gave a wild beattWilne refused to
let go? What if he lowered his head, brought tps to hers, kissed
her until she was, indeed, tumbling down that losgiraling
staircase?

But he didn't. He simply dropped her the last ceuglinches to the
floor as if she was an unwanted package, foldedaniss over his
chest and glared at her.

"You might try saying thank you," he said.

Angelica snatched up her jacket and thrust her amtesit. "Just
think," she said coldly, "I might have broken myckg She tugged
down her skirt, smoothed her hair, then shovedhair to the desk.
"Think of how happy that would have made you!"

"You're wrong, Miss Gordon."



"Really?" Her smile was saccharine sweet. "I'm baakc"

"A broken neck would have landed you in the hogprtaich would
have meant increased insurance costs for Landoeriiges." His
smile was as cloyingly sweet as hers. "Assumingwbieen paying
the premiums, of course."

Angelica flushed. "Certainly, I've been paying ghremiums,” she
said, and made a mental note to check. "Now, wbagbod want?"

Cade laughed. He picked up the scarred chair thatl ©pposite the
desk, spun it around and straddled it.

"That's easy. | want my company."

Angelica sat down, folded her hands on the deskgazéd at him
with bright-eyed interest.

"What company?" she said politely.

My, my, my, Cade thought, the lady was good at. tBise'd been
flustered as hell a few minutes ago, as out ofdegue at the mildest
sort of male-female banter as a spinster at a lb@cparty. But now
that they were on more familiar ground, she was lracharge.

At least, she assumed she was. Easy, Cade tolctlfiust take it
slow and easy.

"You know what I'm talking about," he said. "Gordo."
"l thought we'd settled that yesterday."

"Not quite." He waited, giving it all the time heuwd. "I spoke with
my attorney last evening."



Angelica lifted a hand to her hair. A nervous gestCade wondered,
or was the habit of trying to subdue that coppeanensuch an old
one that she was unaware of it? It was useless anheir little

tussle had brought a halo of ringlets to boundatlygat her temples.

His eyes narrowed. When he'd come through that dondrspotted
her balanced on that chair, his brain had toldihirad to be Angelica
Gordon—who else could it have been? But, in thé sptond he'd
had to get to her before she fell, he'd found hilwgendering.

Could Angelica Gordon have legs that went on fargv@ould she
have such a gently rounded bottom? Could she hesa&sts that
looked as if they might just fill a man's cuppedhpe? The message
he'd gotten once he'd had her in his arms wasiaitéefes.

Amazing, he thought, how different she looked rsiftbehind that
desk in an outfit no woman who thought of herseldavoman would
wear, looking as if she'd never given that littkedihless shudder
when she'd felt the hardness of his quickening lamdynst hers.

"What are you thinking, Mr. Landon?"

Cade cleared his throat. "I don't think you wantktoow, Miss
Gordon."

"You're right, if it's another diatribe about howuwwant me out of
this office. You'll be wasting your breath."

He smiled. "My legal people say otherwise, Angelica
She stiffened. "What did you call me?"
"Angelica. That is your name, isn't it?"

"Yes, but..." But what? Why should the sound of b@n name so
surprise her?



Maybe it was because it was months since anyonaibed it. The
men who worked for her had flatly refused.

"We couldn't do that, ma'am," they'd said.

But she couldn't let them call her Miss Gordon. Thale-female
barrier was artificial and counterproductive. Evégok that dealt
with the psychology of leadership made that clear.

Eventually, one brave soul had addressed her asThélnickname
had stuck. Emily had adopted it and Angelica hazhesome to think
of herself that way. Now, to hear her name on Gagss...

Wasn't there some pagan superstition that saidvwava in jeopardy
if the enemy learned your name?

"Well? Is Angelica your name, or isn't it?"

Angelica looked at Cade. Stop being dumb, sheheldelf sharply,
and she nodded.

"Itis."
"Good. At least we agree on something."

Cade rose and began walking around the crampexoHie frowned
at the stack of mail on Angelica's desk, ran higdr over the
computer printouts that hung like torn wallpap@&nirthe printer in
the corner, finally paused beside a bank of filemats. He peered at
the labeled drawers, then pulled one open.

"Where do you keep your current inventory listing?"
Angelica's chair squealed in protest as she shib\edk.

"What do you think you're doing?"



"Is this it?" he said, taking a folder from the d&a.
She snatched it. "l don't know what game you tymk're playing—"

"Not me, sugar. I've been on the up and up sin@alked in here
yesterday."

He reached past her and took out another foldetr, Amgelica
grabbed it from him, too.

"Cade," she said through her teeth, "I have a mehedule this
morning, and—"

"You don't have any kind of schedule this morning."
"That's nonsense! Did Emily tell you that? Becafisbe did-"
"She didn't have to. | looked at your appointmexiécdar.”

Color flamed in Angelica's face. She turned, slapipe file folders
on her desk, then put her hands on her hips.

"You have two minutes to walk out that door," shelsoldly. "After
that, I'll call the police and tell them you'redpassing.” Her smile
was quick and chill. "And—before you ask—the phdimes are
working today."

Cade wanted to laugh, but the woman looked alfig$iug him if he
did. And then he'd be in real trouble, becausertemkhe'd retaliate
by picking her up, turning her over his knee anding her the
paddling she so roundly deserved.

Besides, Grant had warned him. Be cool, be suhtldiad out what
you can.



He took a deep breath. "Look, | didn't come hewgutarrel. | came for
information. You made a statement yesterday, and—"

"And you want proof."

His eyes narrowed. She sounded so comp&¥agdthere proof? Had
two crazy old men hacked out a memorandum that dvgive
Landon's legal department ulcers for the millenrdum

"Yes," he said, his eyes never leaving her facdp'"
Angelica nodded. She turned, walked around her dedlsat down.
"My father and yours had a verbal agreement."

Cade gave her a tight smile. Landon's legal eagight still end up
with ulcers, but at least he'd been prepared fer th

"Really," he said, his face expressionless. He neatdher for a long
moment but she didn't stir or even blink. "Why?"

"What do you mean, why?"
"Why would my father have agreed to such a foaledtriction?"

Angelica bit her lip. Why, indeed? It was a goodesfion, an
excellent question. Sooner or later, she'd haveotoe up with an
answer. For the time being, all she could do waf.bl

"I've no idea," she said politely. "But then, fimg out your father's
motives isn't my problem."

A muscle knotted in Cade's jaw. "You'll have tothetter than that."

Angelica permitted herself a small, self-satisfgeadile. "I don't have
to do anything," she said, leaning back in herrchdiNo?"



"No. If you decide to contest my right to remaindharge of this
company—"

"If | decide to contest it?"

Cade's voice sounded soft, almost silken; only latauld she realize
that it was neither, that it was, instead, darkhwienace.

"Why, yes," she said, almost pleasantly. "If yowwdd choose to
contest my right—"

Cade came around the desk so fast that all shd doulas gasp. He
bent to her, clasped her by the shoulders and théaeleto her feet.

"This is my company, and don't you forget it. As for your gtthrat
there was some kind of verbal agreement..." Heeshwoldly. "Hell,
sugar, that doesn't mean a damn. It's nothing botdafaced lie!"

Angelica stared at him, fire blazing in her eydsefuse to dignify
that remark with an answer!"

"What's the matter, sugar? Afraid of the truth?"
"Don't call me that!"

"Don't call you what?"

"Sugar," she said with ice in her voice.

His smile was taut and mirthless. "Why not? Doesfiénd your
lamebrain feminist agenda?"

"Listen here, you—you bully—"

"Me? A bully?" Cade laughed, but his eyes werel.chiell, | think
I've been more than civil, all things considered."



"Goodbye, Cade. We have nothing more to say to etdr."

His hands tightened on her, until she could feel press of each
finger.

"You know what | think? | think you'd label any maio stood up to
you a bully."

Angelica laughed. "You've got to be kidding! Youmstrutting into
my office as if you were some—some jackbooted stivooper and
order me out as if | were just a poor little femalad then you get
annoyed when | call you what you are?" She tossetiéad. "What's
the problem, Cade? Don't you know what to do withiceman like
me?"It was a stupid thing to have said, she knatvak soon as she'c
said it, but it was too late. Cade laughed andahmss went around
her.

"Hell," he said, "I knowexactlywhat to do with a woman like you."

She cried out as his mouth dropped to hers. Hedhaame up in
defence and fisted against his chest but he oely ther closer.

"Stop it," she said fiercely, twisting her facerfranis, "stop it, do you
hear me? The only thing you're proving is thatrlght, that you are a
bully—"

His mouth covered hers again as he spun her amchtrapped her
against the desk. His hands went into her haitingubut the rubber
band that held it at her nape, and coppery cuilledfinto his waiting
fingers.

Cade twisted the strands around his hand and kisseldarder.

Angelica began to tremble. She wanted to push hom fher, to hit
him and tell him he was everything she despised...



Oh, but the feel of his mouth on hers! The feehat hard, powerful
body, the thought of the callused hands on her sgfiectant flesh,
the honeyed surrender that would be possible witfaa like him...

Cade took her face in his hands. "Open your mouth,said, in a
voice thick with passion. "Let me taste you."

Liquid heat shot through her blood. With a soft mper of mindless
submission, she gave him her mouth, parting hertbghe thrust of
his tongue, letting him fill her with his taste. Heands opened; she
spread "them over his chest, curling her finger® ihis shirt,
measuring his thundering heartbeat.

Cade drew her jacket from her shoulders, trappergaithin its soft
folds. He bent his head and pressed his lips tahreat while he
whispered her name, and then his hands moved \lighvitr her
sweater and cupped her breasts. Angelica gavetkedtary as she
felt his hands on her. Blindly, she moved closehita, her nipples
tightening and budding against his seeking palres,blody aching
for the hardness of his arousal...

The door slammed open. "A.H.," Emily said, "I rgadlm sorry to
bother you and Mr. Landon, but—"

Time stood still. Angelica caught a glimpse of becretary's frozen
face, and then Cade swung toward the door, blockmgglica from
view.

"Yes?" he said, so calmly she knew, without questioat everything
that had just happened had been a deliberate ptoddled reminder
of exactly who held the power here.

"Uh—uh..." Emily gulped audibly. "It's not importan, uh, | just
wanted to—to tell Miss Gordon that—that | was gotogiake my
lunch hour early today."



"That's fine," Cade said, very coolly. "In the frguplease check with
me first."

Emily nodded, then slipped out the door. As soonitadosed,
Angelica spoke.

"You wasted your time," she said coldly. "Nothinguycan do will
convince me that you're in charge, not that—thatgusting
demonstration of macho power or that remark you juade to
Emily."

Cade looked at her. A moment ago, he'd thoughtigbktrhave found

a real woman inside Angelica Gordon. But she waking but a

cold-blooded, headstrong machine, driven by thel neesucceed at
any cost. As for Gordon Oil—she would rather rdithan admit she
couldn't run it.

London, and Dumai, would have to wait.



CHAPTER FOUR

THERE was no sign of Cade the next day but Angelica Was
deceived. Maybe she'd scored some points in a ivgkbvanish, but
the war was far from over.

By late morning, after she'd taken her dusty copylanagement
Psychologyfrom the shelves and scanned the chapters, hamdoé
even a small victory had faded. Going head to he@#da man like
Cade Landon was just playing his game.

And he had all the aces.

Angelica closed the textbook, leaned her elbowdhendesk and
propped her head in her hands.

"l knew that," she muttered wearily. "I knew thiait | let myself be
drawn into an argument anyway."

Damn! If that was the effect the man had on herheitould get her
so blazing angry that she forgot everything she&t éearned—she
was never going to be able to pull off this stunt.

She knew what had to be done. She had to be ayuhed, keep from
giving him any more chances to confuse her and peshround. The
trick was to stay one step ahead of him, to seeexéocise her own
power before he had the opportunity to prove his.

The intercom buzzed. Angelica picked up the phone.
"A.H.?" Emily's voice was hushed. "It's Mr. Landbn.

Angelica looked at the copy danagement Psychologyd touched
it gently.

"A.H.? Did you hear me?"



"yes, Emily," she said with studied calmness. "Ofirse. Tell Mr.
Landon to come in."

"I didn't mean he was here, A.H. | meant that ba'éne one."
Angelica nodded and steeled herself for the sofiithde's voice.
"Put him through, please."

Emily cleared her throat. "He, uh, he doesn't waralk to you."

"He doesn't?" Angelica straightened in her chaikhat does he
want, then?"

"He, uh, he wants me to fax some stuff to him athatel."
"Stuff?" Angelica said carefully.
"Yes. Purchase orders, contracts, bills—that daiting."

Angelica's mouth thinned. "Well, you can tell Marndon that he can
take his requests and shove them..." She pausatdoswd hard and
glanced at the psychology textbook sitting on le=kd"... and shove
them into his briefcase," she finished lamely.

"Uh-huh."

"And Emily—I'm glad you had the presence of mindckeeck with
me before doing anything."

"Well, I would have, of course—nbut, actually, itsvslr. Landon who
suggested it." Emily gave an embarrassed littlghatiHe said that
although he has complete authority, he wanted pfmurned before |
followed through on his order. As a courtesy, yoow?"



Angelica took a steadying breath. "Fax him whatdwewants," she
said. "Just keep a list of the items you provide,please, so that |
know exactly what—"

"Oh, sure. He already told me to do that, too."

Angelica sprang up from her desk, knockinganagement
Psychologyto the floor in the process.

"Thank you," she snarled, and slammed down the g@hon

A couple of minutes passed. Angelica sighed. Slekepi up the
book, dusted it off and put it back on her deskeBhe stepped out
of her office.

"Sorry, Emily," she said. "I let my temper get thest of me for a
couple of minutes."

Emily shrugged. "You've been under a lot of stre8d{. |
understand.”

"I hope you do. That man, that Cade Landon..."

The telephone rang. Emily picked it up, listendant put her hand
over the mouthpiece.

"It's the bank," she whispered, and handed the phmAngelica.

"Mr. Carruthers," Angelica said warily. "How nice hear from you.
If this is about the installment that's due on tinate—"

But the call had nothing to do with the overduerpagt. The banker
explained that there was a Mr. Cade Landon in fiiseo



"He seems to have the necessary authority to sgescof your bank
statements, Miss Gordon. |, um, | thought you migish to be made
aware..."

Angelica put her fingers to the bridge of her naxsé pinched lightly.
"Yes, | understand,” she said evenly. "Thank yauw#dling."

By late afternoon, the phone was ringing off thekhdmily's throat
rasped and Angelica's head was pounding. The dittiee had never
been besieged with so many calls before.

Apparently, Cade was putting in appearances eversayhmeeting
with Angelica's subcontractors, with her messesgevice, with the
small and large firms that supplied her with p&otsthe pumps and
paper for the office and every damned thing in leetw

Angelica looked aManagement Psychologstill sitting on her desk
but now buried under the seemingly endless lidile$ Emily had
faxed to Cade.

Stay calm, she told herself. Don't lose your cBel.accommodating
and businesslike and wait for the right moment lows him the
graphs and pie charts and computer printouts tilbswely make
him understand why it's going to take time to tilnings around here.

At five, Emily announced that she was either condog/n with the
worst cold of her life or losing her voice complgt&he was going to
go home, brew a pot of tea and climb into bed.

"A good idea," Angelica said wearily. "I think I'lead straight for
bed myself, pull the covers up over my head anejsiid—"

"Just be sure and set the alarm clock first."



Angelica spun toward the door. Cade was standiegetivatching
her, just as he had the first time she'd seen éxeept this time his
expression was grim.

"I'm off," Emily said, her voice a hoarse squeake Shot Angelica a
quick smile and scurried past Cade, out the door.

"Well," Angelica said, forcing a smile to her lipsyhat a surprise,
Cade. If I'd known you were coming, I'd have askedly to prepare
coffee or—"

"I didn't come here for coffee."

Angelica's smile wavered just a little. "No, of cee not. But you've
had such a busy day, | thought—"

"Tell me something, lady. Is there anybody in Daj@u don't owe
money to?"

Angelica swallowed hard. Be calm, she told hergesf, be calm.

"l know it must seem that way," she said carefulbyt that's only
because you're not familiar with the oil businéisgou were aware of
its special problems and needs, you—"

"You're up to those gorgeous eyes of yours in daigar. Areyou
aware ofthat!"

Gorgeous eyes? Cade frowned. Why in hell had hd #det?
Dammit, his brain was probably fried, thanks to toeirs he'd just
spent staring at column after column of red ink.

Not that the woman had noticed his nonsensicaldlifne tongue.
She was too busy trying to control her temper. ¢feamy skin was
turning the same color as her hair, and the bresdstsseemed so
intent on disguising under yet another boxy swkg were rising



and falling so quickly that it looked as if shaldt broken the record
for the mile.

"I'm carrying some debt, yes. But—"

"But," Cade said, "you've got half a dozen chartd printouts to
explain the reasons for it."

Angelica frowned. "Emily didn't tell me you'd askied copies of my
audiovisuals."

"Copies of your..." Cade began to laugh. "Damn, that's good!
Your audiovisuals, hm? Oh, I like that. | like tlzalkot."

Angelica's spine stiffened. The desire to slapaitegant grin from
his handsome face was almost overpowering. Shedwn her heel,
walked to her desk and began stuffing things imoldriefcase.

"I'd appreciate it if you'd get to the point. Wheaou here?"

"Suppose | said I've come to give you one last cbda admit the
truth, that there never was any verbal agreemdnitdas your father
and mine? What would you say to that?"

"I'd say you were wasting my time and yours. Ndwhat's all you
want—"

Cade's hand dropped on her shoulder. Angelica tduggtbreath in
surprise. He was such a big man, yet she'd neven geard his
footsteps as he crossed the room. But she couldhifeebehind her
now, feel the faint brush of his hard body agaless, the pressure of
his fingers as he turned her toward him.

"You do know how to push a man, sugar," he saitlysof



She looked up. His eyes were narrowed, the irisegsneous and
black within narrow bands of deep blue. A smiledsmgerous it
made her pulse quicken tilted across his mouth.

Why was it so hard to draw breath into her lungd®/\Was she so
aware of his hand on her shoulder? Layers of fafemarated his
fingertips and her bare skin, but still heat seernwethundate her
blood and penetrate to her bones.

Angelica jerked away. "And you," she said sharfdye making a big
mistake if you think I'm some—some wide-eyed litheng you can
browbeat into submission. If you came here for igppse, please get
to it. Otherwise, I'd like you to leave. It's beetong day, and-"

"And it's going to be a longer one tomorrow. I'mngpout to see the
Gordon operation near Odessa in the morning."

Angelica gritted her teeth. "Why tell me? Surelyguyhaven't
suddenly decided to ask permission?"

"I've a general idea where the site is," Cade s@doring the
challenge, "but | need directions. A map, if yowdane."

"Certainly. Directions. A map." Her smile was Hatt"Anything
else?"

"Yes. Be sure you remember to set your alarm ctolsmile tilted
across his mouth. "I'll be at your door at six, &addn't like to be kept
waiting."

She stared after him as he turned and walked ofthé\last second,
she called after him.



"What do you mean, you'll be at my door at six?'r Meice rose,
bearing just a touch of shrillness. "I'm not gowmith you to Odessa,
Cade."

He paused, his hand on the doorknob, and lookbdrat'Of course
you are," he said gently.

"Don't be ridiculous!" She folded her arms andelifther chin.
"You've spent the day prying into every corner gflife—"

"Of this company's life, sugar. There's a diffeehc

"The point I'm making," she said coldly, "is thaiuve managed
quite nicely without any help from me. Why you shibchange your
mind now is—"

"Six o'clock. And please dress appropriately.” By®s raked over
her, then came to rest on her face. "Those gunkysaay be the
latest thing at Miss Palmer's but they won't stapdo a day out on
the West Texas flats."

Angelica flushed. "Just give me one good reasohoulsl go to
Odessa with you," she demanded.

The easy laughter fled Cade's face.

"Because | say you will," he snapped, "and becausavord is law
around here. Is that a good enough reason forAmwgelica?"

The door slammed shut after him. Angelica stoolll feti a long

moment. Then she mouthed a word she'd never bet@me thought,
reached for Management Psychologyand hurled it into the
wastebasket.

Odessa was almost four hundred miles away.



How would she and Cade Landon manage the endlps&swithout
killing each other?

At a quarter to six the next morning, Angelica ggb out on the
gently sagging porch of the house that had beerfdtleer's. She
peered up and down the quiet street and then anittie sigh, she sat
down in an old wicker rocker, folded her handsen lap and settled
in to wait.

She'd debated with herself for the past quarter,ligung to decide if
it was best to be ready when Cade arrived onifoitild give her the
advantage to keep him cooling his heels. The dé&sule just that had
been almost overwhelming, but finally common sdregkoverridden
ego.

Making Cade wait would only get him angry, and dlag was going
to be miserable enough without that kind of start.

She rose, walked to the railing and peered up awechdhe street.
Sunrise had brought a flush of pink to the distalté and gilded the
aspens that stood like sentinels along the curb.

Across the way, an elderly gentleman stood on barshp drinking
coffee and gazing at the first autumn leaves tlaated for the touch
of the rake. A few houses down, a woman emergadjiieen jogging
suit yawned, stretched, then set off at an easy tro

There was still no sign of Cade.

Frowning, Angelica glanced at her watch. It wasadtrsix. Maybe
she should have waited inside. Maybe he was thevboevas going
to keep her waiting. Maybe—



"Well, you're prompt. That's one thing in your favioguess."

She looked up. Cade was standing at the foot optineh steps, a
shiny black pickup truck parked behind him at tlheebc Her gaze
flew over him. The custom- made suits, the whitesland silk ties,
were gone. Even the highly polished boots had bejglaced.

He was dressed, instead, in jeans that fit his legg and narrow hips
snugly, and a faded wool shirt with the sleevetedoback to the
elbows. Scuffed, scarred boots showed from berfgatjgans and a
cap bearing the logo of the Colorado Rockies bdkékam was

pulled down low over his forehead.

This, Angelica thought, bristling, was no way toypa visit to a
company installation. Cade didn't look professioma didn't look
managerial, he didn't look like he was the manharge. He looked
like one of the roughnecks who worked the rigs,ldeked—he
looked...

Her mouth went dry. He looked more handsome thgmaam had a
right to look.

She frowned. Who cared how he looked? Cade Landald dook
like a stand-in for Bela Lugosi, for all it mattdreo her.

"Dammit, Angelica, what in hell are you wearing?"

Cade was glaring at her angrily. She leaned awam fthe rail,
looked down at her seersucker suit, then at him.

"What do you mean, what am | wearing?"

"Don't answer a question with a question, womanaido you call
that outfit you've got on?"

"It's a suit," she said coolly. "I'm sure you'valethe word before."



Cade tilted his cap back. His eyes were very biubke early morning
light.

"l told you we were going to Odessa," he said. "Bui're dressed for
the office."

"l am dressed for a day in the field."

He gave her a pitying smile. "According to who? Huy who wrote
Dress for Success?"

"Make fun all you like, Cade, but if you knew anyip about
managing people—"

"l hate to disappoint you, sugar, but | manage [eealbthe time."

"Oh, yes," she said with a disdainful smile. "Anltldet they jump
through hoops. After all, you're the great Cadedosm of Landon
Enterprises."

"Jesus, here it comes." Cade rolled his eyes tch#davens. "The
lecture about how tough it is to claw and fight yauay to the top."

"No lectures," Angelica said coldly, "just a commeense piece of
advice. Don't try to pretend you're one of the bdtygdoesn't work,
and the men won't respect you for it."

"A brilliant analysis, I'm sure. Now, go on intaatrhouse and change
into a pair of jeans."

"Listen, Cade, you may have the right to tell meatvto do at the
office, but when it comes to my personal life, what | wear, for
goodness sake, | make my own decisions! Is that2le

Cade shook his head in disgust. The woman wasdiidee The time
he'd spent poking into her business affairs had/iooed him she



probably shouldn't even be trusted to keep her cwatkbook, she
had the disposition of a desert viper, and nowrtéd out she just
about had the common sense of one, too.

He'd made it clear where they were going to speadlay. They were
going to inspect half a dozen oil wells in the neddf nowhere, and
here she was, dressed for that damned fool guttead—which was
exactly where she belonged. He took a breath, ldteih go. Hell,
there was no sense in dwelling on that until he dadrefire way to
get rid of her.

Until then, he was just going to have to put ughwier—but on his
terms. And, right at this minute, that meant hedddamned if he'd
take a woman with her legs hanging out—well, comsmd) the
length of her skirts, it was her ankles that wemading out, but the
principle was the same.

He absolutely was not going to let a woman drefisedvay she was
stroll around a place where there were snakespisrs and enough
mean equipment to ruin anybody's day.

And that hair, he thought furiously. Why did sheigh on pulling it
back like that? Why didn't she let it hang loos#t and silky down
her back—

"What are you looking at?"

Cade blinked. What in God's name did her hair haveo with
anything?

"At a woman who hasn't got the sense she was biinii'\lwe snarled.
"A seersucker suit and shoes like that for a daytha oil
fields—unbelievable!"



"What's the matter?" Angelica asked, with a tooeatwsmile. "Are
you afraid the crew will take me for the boss aad for just another
dime-store cowboy?"

He was up the steps and next to her before sheal doush the
sentence. He caught hold of her wrist, putting gumstugh pressure on
it so she knew it would be a mistake to try to tviise.

"You've got sharp claws, sugar,” he whispered, '@méven sharper
mouth." He moved closer, his eyes dark and unrdadabthe
shadow cast by the bill of his cap. His hands madeelder face and
clasped it, and all at once his voice thickenedayhbt somebody
ought to soften that mouth just a little."

Slowly, slowly, his head dipped toward hers. Shakta steadying
breath, gearing herself for the harsh stamp of ieuatleority she knew
had to be coming...

But when his mouth touched hers, it was in theesbidf kisses. His
lips moved over hers in a clinging caress.

Angelica made a soft sound that might have beeriegiroor
acceptance. Her head tilted back like a flower atemn, her eyes
closed—and with a swiftness that left her sway@ggle let her go.

"If you own anything as common as a pair of jeahg"said in an
expressionless voice, "go put them on. Trousetsgratise. And
boots, if you have them, or at least a pair ofdstiehoes.”

He saw the defiance flash in her eyes, but thatstsr than the blur
of confusion that had been there seconds ago.

Kissing her had been crazy. Hell, there were bettsss to silence a
woman like this.



And yet, as she went on standing there, meetingg&ze without
backing down, Cade felt the blood begin to thrurhisears.

What if she really did defy him? He wouldn't—he kim'ii—Ilet her
get away with it.

Was he going to have to pick her up bodily andycasar into that
little house, up the stairs to whatever dark bedlrawas hers? Her
mouth, even that vicious tongue, would soften tienyas sure of it.
Every part of her would turn soft under his lipgldns hands, until
finally she would cry out his name and beg himuoythimself inside
her...

The unbidden images sent a sharp wave of desinsioguthrough
his body, tightening every muscle he possessede®amy of what
he was feeling must have shown in his face bec@usgelica
suddenly took a step back.

"You're a despicable human being," she hissed,shedurned and
fled.

Cade stood still for a moment. Then he gave a shakyh, turned
and trotted down the steps. He wasn't despicaldewhls stupid.
When you started having fantasies about women Akegelica
Gordon, you were in trouble. What man knew thatdo¢han he?

Too much Texas sun, he thought, and he climbed titorented
truck, tilted back the seat, pulled down his cag settled in to walit.

He had the definite feeling Angelica was goingatcether own sweet
time about reappearing.

* * %



After five minutes on the road, it was obvious Cadesn't heading
for Interstate 20, the highway that tied Dallas Bod Worth to West
Texas. He steered the pickup down one narrowahd after another,
always, Angelica noticed with displeasure, drivatdeast ten miles
over the speed limit.

"This isn't the way to Odessa," she finally saidlewthey had to stop
at a train crossing. Cade didn't answer, and hieevose a little. "I
said, this is not the way to my wells."

"No," he said with a tight smile. "It's the wayrtone."

Angelica's eyes flashed. "Very witty, but—"

"Did you bring the map | asked for?"

"Yes, but what's the point if—"

The crossing gates lifted. Cade shifted into gear the truck shot
forward.

"Plot us the most direct way to get from Route 303f outside
Notrees, to the wells."

"Notrees? But why would we—"

"Can you figure a route, Angelica? Or would youheat! did it
myself?"

She glared at him, then whipped the map from hesgoand snapped
it open."Notrees to the wells," she said, "yes,Mir. Landon, sir."

Cade laughed. "Now you're getting the idea, sugar."



She shot him another furious look, then buriedfaee in the map.
When she looked up again, they were on a dustielairfpulling
alongside a small aircratft.

"What is this?" she said in surprise.
"A Piper Apache," Cade answered, deadpan.

"You know what | mean, dammit! Did you rent a plan&€he
company can't afford—"

"Gordon can't." He opened his door and got outefttuck. "But |
can. Well? Are you coming, or are you just goingitahere?"

Angelica muttered something, threw open her dodrsa@pped down
to the ground. She walked toward Cade, who waa@yretanding in
the open doorway of the small plane. He held osithiaind, but she
ignored it and hoisted herself inelegantly on board

"It must be nice to own a company that has mondyuta," she said
coldly.

Cade didn't bother answering. The money he wasrtoday was
strictly his own, but that was none of her business

"Where's the pilot?"
"You're looking at him," he said with a lazy smile.

"You mean—" Angelica stared at him as he climbed the pilot's
seat. "You mean, you're driving this thing?"

"I'm flying it, yes." He reached out, tapped a gaog the instrument

panel, then looked at her and grinned. "You'reassparent as glass,
sugar. What's the matter? Do you want to see nepdie before you

trust yourself to my tender, loving care?"



Angelica tossed her head. "I'd sooner trust a smoypshe said, and
flounced into the seat beside him, J'but what @diz | have?"

Cade laughed. "None at all," he said, and Angejidéed her teeth at
how very true that was.

* % %

The flight was smooth, she had to admit, and Cadensd to be a
competent pilot. And it was fascinating to watcle WWest Texas
landscape unroll beneath them, juniper and oakreo\vRills giving
way to the mesquite and scrub oak of the plains.

Still, Angelica was relieved when the Apache begandescent.

There was something disconcerting about sittingeclzeside Cade in
the little plane, the warm sunlight heating theicalit was too

intimate, too much like—like being the last peopfethe planet.

He brought the Apache to a stop in a place thahedealevoid of life
and climbed down from the plane. Angelica ignoreddutstretched
hand, as she had at the start of the flight, angpgd to the ground
herself.

The wind moaned and whipped at her hair. Excepa fiast-moving
horned lizard, a lonely stand of pump jacks andstydpickup truck
that might have been the twin to the one theyddehind in Dallas,
they were alone.

"So much for your navigation skill," Angelica sawdth a frosty
smile. "I hate to tell you this, but we're nowhasar—"

Cade went to the truck, opened the door and gahtehe wheel. An
instant later the engine coughed to life. He rotlesvn the window
and looked at Angelica.



"Well? Are you coming?"

Damn, she thought, and started toward him. The wmadched at her
hair again and the coated rubber band that hades®dudlew off. The
copper-colored strands burst free and slapped bersface.

With grim determination, she climbed into the tracld slammed the
door.

Cade stepped on the gas, and the truck lurchedtlbeeutted road.
Questions danced through Angelica's mind. WhereCee gotten
this truck? Whose was it? How had he made arranggsne have it
here, ready and waiting?"l have a buddy lives itré&s." Angelica
swung toward him. His eyes were on the road ah#azhlled him
last night, asked him if he had something he ctedsle out here for
me to use."

"Fascinating," Angelica said politely.
Cade sighed. "What route do | take?"

The one straight to hell, she wanted to say. Batditin't. Cade was
about to have a very bad day. He'd had a free barfdr, but if he
really imagined his pseudo-work outfit and his pigkiruck were
going to win him any points from a gang of roughtsete was in for
a big surprise. Men who sweated to wrest oil frowva ¢arth hadn't
won their nickname for their charm.

"Well?" Cade said dryly. "Do you want to tell mevinto get to the
Gordon site or shall | guess?"

"Take the first right after we get on the main r@audl I'll direct you
from there."

"Fine."



Better than fine, Angelica thought.

Cade Landon, captain of industry, was about to mbist
Waterloo—and she was going to relish every moment.

A couple of hours later, Angelica was sitting ow@oden bench in
the dubious shade of a scrub oak, trying to hang asmile that felt
as if it had been pasted on her face.

Lunch had just ended, and a good thing, too. It badn an
impromptu feast, with Cade—and with her, the rkept insisting,
though anyone could see it was an out-and-out |e-gtzests of
honor.

Two hours, she thought glumly, two whole hours afd€ and the
crew exchanging hair-raising tales of derring-dehie Middle East,
In Texas, in Oklahoma and in places she'd neverdhefbefore,
accompanied by enough oversize sandwiches and necked
bottles of beer to keep a small army happy.

Now, her men—her men, dammit—had whisked Cade off to sho
him some piece of equipment that had them all ctosecstasy,
leaving her behind.

"You just sit here and stay comfortable,” Tom, fememan, had
crooned.

Angelica's jaw tightened. "Damn you to hell, Cadandon," she
muttered under her breath. "You're nothing butraglysneaking rat!"

She had spent the past couple of days gloating lower he didn't
know a thing about the oil business only to leduait,tas far as her
crew was concerned, Cade Landwasthe oil business!



At first, things had gone as she'd expected. Heamfian had greeted
her with polite resignation when she'd stepped dfvam the pickup
truck.

"Miss Angelica,” he'd said, "I mean, A.H. What aensurprise. We
had no idea you were comin' to visit."

Angelica had smiled as she offered her hand. "udind someone
with me, Tom," she'd said. "He represents Landoterfprises and
he'd like to take a look around."

It had been hard not to laugh at the look that ¢@de over Tom's
weathered face.

"That's just what we need, on top of everything glee'd muttered.
"A guy who don't know oil wells from inkwells, conte tell us how
many drill bits we should use and how many fegiipé—"

"Hey, man, you've got it all wrong." Cade's voicadhbeen as
cheerful as his smile as he'd stepped past Angeh@a hand
outthrust. "You guys are the experts here. Youwang have to
explain things to me."

Angelica ground her teeth in frustration as sheemivered the
look—part shock, part quizzical recognition—thatl ltame over her
foreman's face.

"Don't I know you?" he'd said, and Cade had grinmediestly, all
but scuffed his toes in the dust and said, welljieaconsidering that
he'd spent his life—hisife, damn him!—in the oil business, yeah
maybe Tom just might have seen him around.

"I'm Cade Landon," he'd said, and Tom had goneewnhit



"Cade Landon? That's the Landon Miss Angelica— | mea
A.H.—Dbrought us?"

"Yeah," Cade had said, while Tom pumped his haNite'to meet
you."

"Cade Landon,” Tom had repeated, still stunned.r "¢itssakes,
A.H., why didn't you tell us... Oh. Hey, sorry.idd't mean to cuss,
Miss Angelica, |—shit! | mean—"

Cade had slapped the man lightly on the back. 1d#eunderstands,
Tom. In fact, she wants you to forget about callieg by her initials.
Isn't that right, Angelica?"

By then, Angelica had been incapable of sayinghangt Not that it
had mattered. Tom was too busy. He'd called theratten over and
soon the whole bunch had been clustered around &adée were
either the patron saint of oil exploration or tlaéekt incarnation of
Elvis Presley, and from that point on it had beled@wnhill.

A hard male arm came looping around Angelica's slers. She
stiffened, looked up into Cade's smiling face armspered a word
that made his eyebrows lift toward his hairline.

"Why, sugar," he said softly, "I'm shocked! | nedeeamed they let
you talk that way at Miss Palmer's."

"You—you liar," she said. "You cheat! You no-goodiserable son
of a—"

"Miss Angelica?"

Angelica looked around, glowering. Her foreman wsthding at the
center of a little group of roughnecks, beamingeat

"Yes?" she snapped. "What is it?"



"We just want you to know—the boys and me, thatlsek, maybe
we ain't always done things the way you'd havedlikié wasn't
nothing personal, Miss Angelica, it was—the thisigyou don't know
this business." He shuffled uneasily from one fodhe other, looked
to Cade for a nod of approval and cleared his thttaonly you'd
said it was Cade, here, who'd be okaying your srdér

"She's speechless," Cade said quickly, as Anget@a in her breath.
"Isn't that right?" His eyes flashed a warning asllew Angelica to
her feet. "Just give us some room, boys. | wantaix Miss Angelica
around, explain some of what we discussed."

When they'd put some distance between themselhashancrew,
Angelica jabbed her elbow into Cade's ribs.

"Let go of me," she snarled.
"Only if you promise to behave."
"Why should 1? You're a lying, cheating, no- good-"

Cade laughed softly. "What's that old saying allo@ifpot calling the
kettle black?"

Angelica flushed. "I've no idea what you're talkadgput."

"I'll just bet you don't. Anyway, you wouldn't wattt upset the guys,
would you?"

She swung to face him, bracing her hand on a packpfpr leverage.
"The guys,"she said through her teeth, "can go to hell."

"You don't mean that. They're a damned good buneen know a
couple of them, had them working for me in the Gebi



"Why didn't you tell me you were an oilman?"
He smiled. "You didn't ask."

"Ask? What do you mean, | didn't ask? | didn't heovask, dammit.
You should have said—"

"Why would | have said anything?" Cade was stililgmg, but his

eyes had turned cold. "You'd already made up yaandthat you

knew everything there was to know about me, thaa$ a hatchet
man, a human calculator—"

"Isn't it bad enough you came down here to steatl@ds from me?
You didn't have to make a fool of me, too."

"Are we back to that? If there's a thief here, sugas you. This
company is no more yours than it is the man imtben's."

"And that's another thing! | hate, abhor and despusing called
sugar.”

"It's a hell of an improvement over going throuié being known as
AH."

"There's nothing wrong with being called by ongigals!"
"No, not if you're fat, fifty and you've got fivéabock shadow!"

"Go on, laugh all you like. But for your informatipit was the men
right here who dubbed me A.H."

"Come on, lady! No self-respecting roughneck woeNeér want to
address a woman as anything but miss! If they lfinséttled on
calling you by a pair of initials, they must haweeh desperate!"



Angelica flushed. "It was a most satisfactory coompise," she said
stiffly, "one that overcame the formality so outpéce in today's
workplace without putting the men in a positiontthede them feel
uncomfortable."

Cade shook his head in disbelief. "Is that a dicexite, or did you
make it up for my benefit?"

"Don't speak to me as if | were stupid!"

"Look, maybe what you learned in those books ofrgauight work
In some uptight corporate world. But this businissdifferent. Oil
crews pride themselves on their masculinity—it's/whey're called
roughnecks."

"And don't patronize me, either!"

"I'm only trying to make you see reason. Dammitg@élica, what if it
turned out you were telling me the truth, that éhe@as some kind of
verbal agreement putting you in charge of Gordoi's—

He stopped, but it was too late. Angelica was dlyesamiling.
"What did you say?"

"Don't take that as any kind of acknowledgment,jt@vled. "It was
just a supposition. It didn't mean a thing."

"Of course it meant something. You just admitteat{h
"Jesus." Cade's face went white. "Angelica," hd,sahut up!"

"Shut up?" She laughed. "Listen, Cade, just becdahese men
treated you like some little tin god doesn't mean—"

"Dammit, I'm not joking! Stand absolutely still."



Her laughter faded. There was something aboutablke on Cade's
face...

Something whispered across her fingers. Her heapedd into her
throat. "Cade?" she said, her eyes locked on his.

"Don't move," he said grimly. "Not an inch. I'm ggito—"

A sharp pain stabbed into the tender flesh jusivoéler thumb. Cade
cursed, leaped forward and batted a dark, evili#apkreature to the
ground.

"A scorpion,” Angelica whispered, shuddering as €gdund the
thing under his heel.

"Angelica," Cade said, pulling her into his armBid' it sting you?
Let me see your hand."

She looked at the dead scorpion and then at Cadéde as white as
chalk.

"Remember when | said it would be better to trustarpion than to
trust you?" she whispered. "l was wrong. It turaosymu can't trust a
scorpion, either."

She tried to smile, but it didn't work. Insteadr Bges rolled upward
and she collapsed in Cade's arms.



CHAPTER FIVE

LIGHT. Bright, white light, a blinding circle of ipeaming down from
above, and beneath Angelica there stretched a bald,surface.
There was an acrid, chemical tang in the air.. glatdering toward
her was something evil and ugly, something thatiednts barbed
tail upraised.

Angelica began to struggle. She had to get awagrbdhe creature
reached her.

Hands clasped her shoulders, held her fast agistded run.
"Easy, sugar," a voice whispered.
"No," she said desperately, "no! The scorpion..."

"Open your eyes," the voice demanded. "You cantdGame on,
sugar. Open your eyes and look at me."

She didn't want to; she wanted to fall back inte tarkness. But
denying the soft, firm voice was impossible.

Her lashes fluttered.
"That's it, sugar. Just a little more."

Slowly, Angelica's lashes lifted from her cheeksd ashe found
herself looking into eyes so darkly blue they segifite bottomless
bits of sky.

"Cade?" she whispered.

"Yes," Cade said. His gaze swept across her fatmy'do you feel?"



Angelica moistened her lips as she consideredubstmpn. Her head
pounded, her right arm ached, her hand felt asomepne had
numbed it and then hung a fifty-pound weight froen fingertips.

"Like I've been run over by a truck," she said lfiyna'Everything
hurts."

"Do you remember what happened?"
She nodded. "I—there was a scorpion, and..."

A shudder racked her body. Cade cursed softlyhpuarms around
her and drew her close.

"The damned thing stung you, and it was all mytfdulidn't get it in
time. | was afraid it would get you if | moved t@ast, but—"

"I should have been more careful," Angelica whisgelf'Everybody
knows you have to look out for scorpions in thist jph Texas."

"Yeah, but scorpions aren't supposed to climb pjacips."

Angelica drew back a little and looked at Cade.éfThit was the
scorpion's fault," she said, smiling slightly. "Was in a place he had
no right to be."

Cade laughed softly. "Now, why didn't | think o&t" he said, and
gathered her into his arms again. She closed lea, éstting herself
take comfort in the steady beat of the heart bénkat ear, in the
warmth of the arms that held her, in the cleanensaknt that filled
her nostrils, and then she drew back.

"My —my hand?" she asked, her eyes on Cade's.

He smiled. "The wound was nasty, but there wondrepermanent
damage."



Angelica breathed a sigh of relief. "Thank goodnégs never been
sure what a scorpion can really do to you. | méaa,heard stories,
but—"

"l know. I've seen quite a few stings and theyareged from nothing
worse than a bee sting to big-time trouble." Heched out and
stroked a tangle of damp copper curls from herfeagl. "Thanks to
Tom, we got you to the hospital in record time."

Angelica looked around her, at the white-tiled wallthe
curtain-draped doorway, the glass-fronted cabiledfwith shiny
instruments. Needles, she thought, needles jalit@ng

She shuddered again.
"What is it?" Cade demanded. "Do you feel ill?"

"No, no, it's not that." A quick, embarrassed srfldashed across her
face. "I'm a terrible coward about needles, antidhase over there is
full of them."

He chuckled. "It's probably just as well you werg ocold, sugar.
You've been poked and prodded and jabbed | dootvkrow many
times with everything from adrenaline to tetanugitexin to an
antibiotic to some kind of painkiller—" He smiletiThe important
thing is that you're going to be fine."

Angelica sighed and closed her eyes. "l can't bell®ow exhausted |
feel," she murmured. "As if I'd been awake for dagd days."

"Stress,” Cade said softly, "that's all it is, sugéou need some
sleep."”

"Mm," she said, and sighed again.



Cade held her gently, one hand massaging her lhekother
stroking her hair. He shut his eyes, inhaling ttens of it. Roses, he
thought, she smelled of roses, even after all tis¢ @hd the sweat and
the stink of this place.

His arms tightened around her and he turned hes jtast enough so
his mouth was pressed against her temple. Godieih&o soft. So
feminine.

So fragile.

He had to get her out of here. She was worn outpbtl feel it in the
way she lay in his arms. She needed to lie in ks, not on this
cold table. She needed to lie back against cleatewheets, to lie in
his arms, to—

"Miss Gordon?"

Cade sprang back, although his hands still claspedelica's
shoulders. He turned to the doorway where a womaa white
trouser suit stood framed before the curtains,estpning smile on
her face.

"Yes," Angelica said, "that's—"

"Miss Gordon is resting," Cade said. "May | helu9b

The woman ignored him. "How are you feeling, Missr@n?"
"OK, | guess."

"She's exhausted," Cade said, frowning.

The woman nodded. "I see." She looked at Cade'sishastill
clasping Angelica's shoulders, then at him. "If yaauldn't mind... ?"



He hesitated, then stepped back, and she took waggeuninjured
wrist between her fingers.

"What are you doing?" Cade said.
"I'm taking Miss Gordon's pulse."

"Obviously. But why? She's already been examinétk"smiled
tightly. "By a physician."

The woman laughed. "Oh, | know that. But I'm he&r@&xamine her
again."

Angelica cleared her throat. "Cade, maybe you shealt outside., |
mean—"

"For what reason? Miss Gordon has been throughtlhdgast couple
of hours. | see no need to subject her to any moestions."

The woman sighed. "l take it you're Mr. Landon?"
Cade nodded. "Yes, that's right."

"The gentleman who rode roughshod over our adnaétar
procedures."

Cade's eyes narrowed. "Indeed," he said dryly.

"The admitting clerk was only doing her job, Mr.Adon. She has to
ask questions."

"And I'll be glad to answer them," he said, "but mten I've got a
sick woman in my arms."

"Cade?" Angelica said in a puzzled tone. "Whatés tsltking about?
Was there a problem?"



"No problem at all," he said, folding his arms o chest. "l just
took exception to being stopped at the door byamyant with a
clipboard full of forms to sign when what you negdeas medical
attention."

"Well, thank you for that, but if there are forntsat | need to fill
out—"

"I'm not here to ask you to fill out forms, Miss @don," the woman
said. "l simply want to run some quick tests."

"Why?" Cade's voice was sharp. "Is there reasomn®& something's
been overlooked?"

"No, Mr. Landon, not at all. It's simply standanmdgedure."

"Cade," Angelica said quickly, "really, | appre@atour concern but
| can speak for myself."

"You see, Mr. Landon? Miss Gordon understandsl¥mno wish to
bother her."

"But you are bothering her. Can't you see shgmin?"

Angelica gave a weak laugh. "Listen, you two," stead, "if
somebody would just take the time to ask my ophdn

"Where is the doctor who examined Miss Gordon?"eCsadd coldly.
"If she needs to have her vital signs checked ntwaghysician to do
it."

"Hey." Angelica rose on one elbow. "Did you hearaivh said?
Haven't you forgotten—"

"I am a physician, Mr. Landon. I'm Dr. Broderick, chief
toxicology."



"Oh." Cade's cheeks reddened but his grim look'datiange. "Well,
why didn't you say so in the first place?"

"For God's sake!" Angelica's voice rang out shaiplythe small
room. Cade swung toward her and she shot him afile#d with
indignation. "What is the matter with you? My hamds injured, not
my head. I'm perfectly capable of speaking for rifyse

Cade opened his mouth, then shut it. Of courseelecay Gordon
could speak for herself. She could more than spwakerself. She'd
proved that to him half a dozen times already.

He” looked from Angelica to the doctor. Jesus Hoeight, and gave
an inward groan. He was making an absolute assrsetf!

He smiled. At least, he tried to.

"Of course,” he said, very calmly, as if nothinguswal had
happened. "I'll, ah, I'll just step outside and akeut those forms."

Damn, damn, damn! he thought as he marched outabe what a
performance.

All right. So he hated the red tape of bureaucr&wy.he despised
rules that were imposed for the sake of confornstgrned people
who got their kicks out of enforcing those rulee khew all that
about himself, had known those things for years.

But he was a little old to still be battling thenalens of his childhood.
He drew a deep breath, then let it out throughtdwsh. And, if he

forced himself to be honest, what he felt aboutegessary rules had
little to do with what had just happened, with whad been

happening since he'd come storming through thesdafdhe hospital

with Angelica in his arms.



It wasn't officious clerks he was fighting, it wesror—the terror
he'd felt when Angelica had collapsed out on thdieid. Holding
her still body, he'd been struck by how frightetyrdefenseless she'd
seemed, like a beautiful rose suddenly strippatsdhorns.

He looked down the corridor to where the admitttegk sat. He still
wasn't in the mood to deal with forms and stupidsgns, not with a
toxicologist in that room with Angelica. Was it hHgastandard
procedure, or had they come up with something Hagin't thought
of before?

The desire to rip apart the curtain and demand arsswas close to
overwhelming. Cade cursed under his breath, tuamex and paced
up the corridor.

Scorpion stings were not uncommon in his worldt ps he'd told
Angelica. The fiendish creatures tended to inhsdnibe of the places
oil liked best—hot, dry scrubland—and they hadttreble habit of
striking first and asking questions later, with theults ranging from
vaguely annoying to life-threatening.

The first doctor had said Angelica's wound fell serhere in
between, that it would make her hand and arm samellwould cause
her pain but that it would not— that it would not..

"Damn!" Cade's scowl darkened as he swung towadxhmination
cubicle again.

Not even the ride across the flats had seemedckéotias long. He'd
never felt so useless in his life, the woman irainms moaning softly,
her hand swelling dangerously despite his immedidgmpt to suck
out the scorpion's poison, and all he'd been abt® twas whisper to
her, over and over, that she'd be fine—even thaughs a promise
that he'd known wasn't really his to make.



Cade's jaw tightened. He should never have takerotieto that
damned olil field with him. She didn't belong in tneldle of a place
like that, no matter what she claimed—but what chdiad there
been? The woman insisted on claiming that she washarge of
Gordon Oil. Until he could do something about thsite'd be
mucking around places where accidents could, ashdhadippen with
terrifying frequency.

Hell, it was just a miracle she hadn't gotten Hémgired or worse
long before this—

"Mr. Landon?"

Cade swung around, his face dark. Dr. Broderickdrad/n open the
curtains. Scowling, he started toward her.

"Mr. Landon, I'm delighted to tell you that | agreeth my
colleague's prognosis. Miss Gordon will recover—wamafully, I'm
certain, and—"

"I assume, Doctor, you explained to Miss Gordort thavould be
unfortunate if she got stung again anytime in tbarriuture?"

"Well, no. | didn't."
"Perhaps you should."

Cade looked at Angelica, sitting up on the exangriable. She was
still pale, her skin drained of all its color byetaccident. He wanted
to go to her and shake her until her teeth raftiedher foolishness,
take her in his arms and kiss her until color fldveack into her ivory
skin.

Something knotted in his gut and turned all hisryvand confusion
to barely contained anger.



"I'm not sure Miss Gordon understands the full icgtions of what
she's done to herself," he said in clipped tones.

"What | did to myself?" Angelica stared at him. "#fldo you mean,
what | did to—"

"Have you explained that the scorpion's venom naelsensitized
her, Doctor? That if she's stung again she mighitiveee an allergic
reaction?"

"Excuse me," Angelica said. "But—"

"She needs to have some sense put into her hbadeh't managed
it, Doctor. Maybe you will."

Angelica stared at him in disbelief. Who had pig than in charge of
her life? She'd been stung by a scorpion, not degrof reason.

"Cade, I'm not a child! | don't need a lecture."
His eyes narrowed. "Whether you do or don't is thddla."

"Mr. Landon," the doctor said, "Mr. Landon, if yduplease calm
down—I know you're upset, but—"

"Certainly, I'm upset," he snapped.
Angelica glared at him. "l don't need you to beatfgs my account."

"Who the hell said | was? I'm upset because yauyeemployee.
Any time you lose from work will be to my disadvage."

Silence greeted his outburst. Cade looked at tlsbodowhose face
told him just what she thought of him, and therAagelica, who
simmered with rage.



Dear God, what an incredibly stupid thing to haael'sThe worst of
it was that he hadn't meant it. Whether Angelica tome from work
was the last thing on his mind.

"Dr. Broderick," Angelica said coldly, "will it ball right if | leave
now?"

The doctor offered a grateful smile, one that shiel was more than
eager to see her do just that.

"Of course, Miss Gordon. I'll just get those tabletr you. One every
four hours, remember."

"Yes."

"And take things easy for the next few days."
"l understand."

"Is there someone at home to help you?"

Angelica's chin lifted. "l don't need help, tharduywery much. | am
perfectly capable of taking care of myself."

"Miss Gordon, when that shot my colleague gavewears off, your
hand and arm are going to hurt like— forgive mesdiordon, but
they're going to hurt like hell!

"You said the tablets would help."

"They will, but they'll also make you groggy. Ankeh there's the
problem of dressing yourself, and bathing, and—"

"Thank you for your concern, Doctor, but I'll bedi Now, if you'd be
S0 good as to arrange for my discharge—oh, andnifeene could
phone for a taxi, I'd be-"



"Oh, for God's sake!" Cade marched across the raodnglared at
Angelica. "What is this nonsense? | brought yoelzerd I'll take you
back."

Her mouth was a thin, tight line. "I want no helprh you, Mr.
Landon."

“I'm not giving you a choice, Miss Gordon." He swutoward the
doctor. "Did you say something about getting tafiétThe doctor
nodded. "Then do so, please."

Angelica's eyes narrowed as the physician hurriedRemarkable,”
she said, "how efficiently you intimidate women,.Mandon."

Cade smiled tightly. "Years of practice, Miss Gardo

"I'm sure of that." She sat up straighter. "Bi# itbt going to work
with me. | am leaving here in a taxi, and therethimg you can do to
stop me."

He smiled again, a quick showing of white, predateeth.
"We disagree," he said.

"On many things," Angelica said coolly, "especialyout my right to
speak for myself."

Cade threw up his hands. "Next you'll be quotingspges from the
Bill of Rights!"

"Precisely, Mr. Landon. This may be Texas, whera are men and
women are not much more than chattel, but the tdlnapplies. In

other words," Angelica said, swinging her legshe floor, "l am a
free pers— Oh," she whispered, and reached forettge of the
examining table.



Cade caught her just as her knees buckled.

"You little fool," he growled as he swung her imig arms. "Did you
really think you were going to go marching out efé as if nothing
had happened to you?"

"Put me down," Angelica said, in a voice that segmsteangely not
her own.

"Stop giving orders and start taking them," Cadarlsa. "Put your
arm around my neck."

She did, because there really was no other chbieewas already
leaving the examination cubicle and heading dovendbrridor. A
nurse appeared ahead of them, her eyes roundihg sight.

"I have some medicine here," she said, "for Misgéita Gordon..."

Cade snatched the vial from her hand. "Thank ya(h&n he reached
the admitting desk, he paused and looked at thik. Clebelieve you
had some questions for Miss Gordon."

The clerk swallowed hard. "I—yes. Yes, sir, | didbout her medical
insurance?"

Cade smiled coldly. "Miss Gordon works for the GurdOil
Company, in Dallas. The company's supposed to baverage but
I'm fairly certain you'll find she's permitted ®licy to lapse." He
glanced at Angelica. "Isn't that right?"

"Go to hell," she whispered.

"Miss Gordon confirms my supposition,"” Cade saidy"name is
Cade Landon. Send whatever bills she's run up toareof Gordon
Oil. Do you understand?"



"Yes, sir."

Cade nodded. "Fine," he said, and continued towerdront doors.
"Il pay you back," Angelica said stiffly.

He laughed. "How? Fifty cents a week, for the riextdred years?"

"You addle-brained ape," she said, "you are thet mmwsgant human
being! Put me down this instant, Cade Landon! De lyear? Put me
down!"

"Don't tempt me," he snapped as he shouldereddbesapen and
made his way down the stairs to the street. "litlyou down, you'd
fall on your nose and they'd carry you right bawde and put you to
bed." He gave her a chill smile as he strode towlaedpickup truck
parked at the curb. "Have you ever spent any tima hospital,
Angelica?"

"No. And I'm not in the habit of getting in the way scorpions,
either."

"No," Cade said coldly, "no, you're just a womanowdasses out at
the sight of a sharp needle—which is what hospdaeadsfull of. The
vampires in white coats keep coming around to sighd blood." He
smiled tightly. "Think what fun you'd have."

"You're a bastard, Cade Landon,” Angelica said \yeakAn
absolute, gold-plated bastard!"

Ahead of them, Tom shot from the driver's seatriadraround the
side of the truck and yanked open the passenger doo

"How is she?" he said worriedly, as Cade climbesidea and settled
Angelica in his lap.



"She's still sharp-tongued as a snake, mean-techpesra mule and
headstrong as a goat."

The foreman smiled with relief as he put the trucgear.
"She's gonna be OK, you mean?"

Cade felt the tension flowing out of him as thepitad fell farther
and farther behind.

"Yeah," he said, "she's going to be fine."

Angelica lifted her uninjured hand and pounded gaiast his
rock-hard shoulder.

"Dammit," she cried, "don't talk about me as ifdren't here,"
"I want to get her back to Dallas as quickly assiiads, Tom."
"Sure. | understand.”

"Did you hear me? | am right here, | am perfectipable of—"

"l left my plane at a little airstrip outside No#®" Cade said. "Do
you know it?"

Tom nodded. "No problem, boss."

Boss,Angelica thought bitterlyboss! The foreman who'd done his
best to ignore her all these months was doing éwaiy but clicking
his heels for Cade.

And to think, for a few brief moments when she'a¢orered
consciousness in that examining room, she'd alrfestgrateful
toward this man. She had a half- remembered visidrerself lying
in his arms while he sucked the venom from hehflesmemory of



his voice, demanding that Tom find a way to malesttck go faster.
And she'd thought she could still hear his tendeisper telling her
that she would be fine, that he would not permyttiaimg to happen to
her.

Apparently, scorpion venom could cause hallucimestio

Angelica shut her eyes. "l hate you, Cade Landsh¢'said. She'd
meant to shout the words at him but they came chb&ed whisper.
"I hateyou," she said again.

Cade looked at the woman in his arms. Her hair avaangle of
copper silk, her blouse was dirty, her right arnswaa sling, and a
glimmer of dampness was on her forehead.

She was a miserable-tempered, miserable-lookings-maad he
needed to kiss her as badly as he needed to breathe

In a day of illogical happenings, who was he tosjoa yet another
one?

"Hate me, then," he said, and he bent and toucisdgh to hers.

He heard Tom's incredulous gasp, heard the sarbeligisechoed in
whatever it was Angelica started to say as his mtagk hers.

And then her free arm, the one that had been lymgtiffly around
his neck, curved against his flesh. She gavela &ttudder, not of
fear but of something darker, and it sent an ansgédremor racing
through Cade's blood.

He drew her closer to him, reveling in the feehef body turning soft
and warm in his arms, in the way her mouth tremiled opened to
his.



"Uh, boss?" Tom's dry gulp was audible in therstls. "We're, uh,
we're here. At the Notrees airstrip."

Cade blinked. He drew back, looked into Angelitat®, watched as
the sweep of dark lashes fanning her cheeks slifidy.

She stared at him in silence, her eyes blurred wotifusion. Then
she stiffened in his arms and fixed him with a Itk Medusa would
have envied. It was only luck that kept him fromming to stone.

"l was right about you," she whispered. "You trahg a contemptible
bastard."

Cade wanted to deny it—but, at the moment, he conilg agree.



CHAPTER SIX

As SOON Asthey boarded the Apache, Angelica surprised Cade
opening the vial of pain tablets and gulping twdhem down.

"Does your hand hurt?"

"No," she said in a voice that dripped icicles dbes not hurt. | took
the pills because | had nothing better to do, afuight they might
be fun."

He looked at her in the faint light of the instrurhpanel and gave her
a smile that more than matched the chill in herdsor

"I'll be satisfied if they keep you quiet," he said

And she was quiet. By the time they were airboime, head was
drooping back against the seat. Out of the corh@isoeye, he saw
her blink, then yawn. Within seconds, she was gaslee

Cade sighed and felt his muscles begin to relaxladed flying,
especially at night. He'd always found a star-ilgky the best place
to think about whatever might be on his mind.

Tonight, what was on his mind—what wouldn't go awayas what
had happened when they'd pulled up beside the.plane

Why in hell had he kissed her? It made no sense.
A contemptible bastard, she'd called him.
"Damn," he muttered in the darkness of the cockpit.

"Contemptible" was surely not the way a man warttedhink of
himself. It was definitely not the way he wanted®described by a
woman, even when that woman was Angelica Gordon.



Even worse was the nagging realization that sheright

He looked at Angelica again, lying curled besidea Im sleep. She
looked soft, and vulnerable, and almost painfudlgninine—which
only showed how deceiving looks could be. She waerof those
things—or was she? He had tasted the softnessradipbeseen the
sudden vulnerability in her eyes, felt the ripeneser rounded
breasts and hips—

He thumped the control wheel with his hand.
"Dammit, Landon!" he growled.

What kind of nonsense was this? There was nothwogtaAngelica
Gordon that appealed to him. She was the veryhasig of what he
liked a woman to be; what's more, she broughtloaitvery worst in
him, a strange, primitive desire to subdue and genq

For the first time in his life, he understood whyeaveman might have
hit a woman over the head, then dragged her dffsdair to prove,
once and for all, which of them was the master—aundidenly, it
came to him.

He was not contemptible at all. He was desperatdegperate as any
man would be when pushed to the boundaries of ysdnit a
mean-tempered shrew.

Otherwise, why would he have confused the desirghtottle
Angelica Gordon with the desire to kiss her?

And it was all Grant's fault. Grant was the one \@s@nt him on this
crazy mission, who'd urged him to move cautiousiy discreetly,
but then, his brother was a lawyer, and lawyerswetorious for
making mountains out of molehills.



Cade's eyes narrowed. To hell with caution! It waee to trust his
instincts.

It was time to call Angelica's bluff.

Either she produced proof to back up that verbaitreat she'd
boasted about or he'd smile, say goodbye and tsreritire mess
over to the Landon legal eagles.

Let them sort it out. He was an oil man, not a ceate, and he had
things to do and places to see. He'd made it & peirer to be tied to
one place for too long and certainly not to one wom-and yet here
he was, anchored tiis place andhis woman, and the worst of it
was, he didn't care a damn about either!

London was waiting, and Dumai, where—where...

He frowned. What was that dancer's name, anywayZddén't
remember. He couldn't even remember what she loldted

But she was waiting, that was what mattered.

In the distance, he could see the white runwaytdigii the small
airfield where this endless day had started. Heabdys descent,
satisfied now that he'd decided upon a coursetairac

All that remained was to get the incapacitatede@iegy woman
beside him home and into bed.

And into bed..The thought sent a rush of heat curling through
blood. He could see himself taking her in his araasyrying her up
the stairs into darkness, then slowly strippingater clothes.

Contemptible, he thought.



No, a voice inside him whispered, not contemptibleane. Staying
in this city, dealing with Angelica—the whole thimgs crazy.

Goodbye, Dallas, he thought. Goodbye, Angelica Giord
And then—nhello, sanity.

If he could have patted himself on the back, haiceldone it. Instead,
he settled for grinning foolishly at the fast-apgebing runway.

Angelica yawned, stretched—and caught her breath.
Her hand, and her arm, hurt like the dickens.

Frowning, she struggled to get her bearings. Sheimva vehicle—a
pickup truck—racing swiftly through the night. Araeside her,
driving it, was the Hero of the Odessa oil fiellfs, Cade Landon.

She put her uninjured hand to her hair and shavedangled mass
from her face. If Cade was driving, they must b®allas. Yes. She
could remember getting into the truck outside thepital, remember
the ride to the Notrees airstrip...

... remember Cade taking her in his arms and lgdsem, ignoring her
protests, her pleas, her anger.

But not her breathless surrender.

She shuddered. Disgusting! How could she have relgabto a kiss
from that insufferable man? And he was insufferabbedoubt about
it, and never mind the movie-star good looks orKkisses that she
knew were meant to make such a fool of her.

Cade Landon was the most arrogant, egotistical sie&l met in the
entire state of Texas, and that was saying a lot.



He'd humiliated her in front of her banker andihgsiness associates,
embarrassed her in front of her crew, made her likeka fool in
front of the staff of the hospital—and why? Becasise was female,
and that made her a lesser creature.

Her father had treated her mother the same wayh&d,claimed he
was just being protective and loving, but Angelicauld still
remember how her mother had chafed and fumed. Whtnl have
blamed her? No intelligent woman would let hergelftreated as if
she were a well-trained, obedient dog.

Men understood how to deal with women back East. l&ne—
Angelica's lip curled. Here, in Cade Landon's wptleey were too
busy being macho to figure out what a woman wanted.

Well, she'd had it! She wasn't up to a confrontationight, but
tomorrow she was going to do what she should hawne drom day
one, she was going to stand up to Cade Landore#itdnh that either
he accepted her right to head up Gordon Oil or—or..

Or what? Or she'd see him in court? Landon Entsgpprobably had
a trillion lawyers on retainer. They probably haabther trillion
dollars to spend disputing her claim.

She had nobody on retainer, not even a cleaninicseas Cade had
so generously pointed out. And the last time sbike&tked, she had
exactly fifty-three dollars and eighty-four cents her checking

account—

"Are you awake?"
Angelica looked at Cade. His eyes were on the road.

"Of course I'm awake," she snapped. "Why?"



He shot her a quick, humorless smile. "Just checkWou slept
straight through the flight from Notrees."

"l pretended to sleep," she said, tossing thefr@in her eyes. "It was
preferable to being forced to endure your company."

"You sure had me fooled, sugar. If I'd known thHatouldn't have
carried you to the truck."

Angelica flushed but said nothing. Had he carriedtb the truck? He
must have, because she certainly didn't rememb&mgaNow that
she thought about it, she did remember the brushsdfiand across
her breasts as he unfastened her belt, the fekischrms as they
swept around her and lifted her...

"How do you feel?"

Awful. Her hand hurt, and her arm, and, now tha gtought about
it, so did her head.

"Fine," she said coldly.
"Maybe you ought to take another couple of pills."
"Maybe you ought to mind your business."

"That suits me." He looked at her and smiled tightin fact, it suits
me so well that | won't ask if you need anythingnirthat all-night
market on the corner up ahead."

Angelica bit down on her lip. Of course, she neettedgs. She
hadn't shopped in days, hadn't even thought db itell the truth,
because she'd been so caught up in the disaster IGaion had
brought down on her head.



She opened her mouth to say that she'd changealihdy that she
needed some frozen dinners, so she wouldn't haveotny about

cooking while her hand healed, that she was otgaband coffee and
bread and that, given the way she felt right ndve, édds of her
getting out to shop on her own ranged from slimdaexistent.

On the other hand, it would be better to starva ek Cade for help.

"The only thing | need," she said, "is to be inown house and to see
the last of you."

"My thoughts precisely," Cade said, and pulled imo driveway.
Angelica fumbled at her seat belt with her leftdhan

"Thank you for your help," she said in a way thade the words a
lie.

"You're welcome,"” he said, his tone as sarcastibaas. Then he
doused the headlights, turned off the engine ahdwgjoof the truck.

"What are you doing?" she said as he came arouhértdoor and
opened it.

"I'm seeing you in."
"I don't need anyone to see me in."

Cade tipped back his Colorado Rockies baseball"¢&dq2" he said
pleasantly.

"No," she said, not so pleasantly.

He laughed softly. "The way it looks to me, suggou need
somebody just to see you out of this truck."



It was true, unfortunately. It was one thing to mpe seat belt
one-handed, but now she was having trouble graghbeadoor frame
for leverage, and she was feeling too unsteadyigk simply
dropping the short distance to the ground withoamding on to
something.

"What do you say, sugar? Shall | help you?"
Angelica glared at him. "Yes," she said throughtketh.
"Yes, what?"

"Dammit, Cade, this isn't funny!"

He reached into the cab of the truck, gatheredrtterhis arms and
shouldered the door closed. "You know," he saidheastarted across
the narrow strip of lawn, "I've been thinking—"

"l can see the headlines now," Angelica said swe@@€ade Landon
thinks!"

"I've been thinking," he continued without missiagoeat, "that |
must have the wrong idea about that fancy schooltgach in."

"I don't teach there," she said stiffly. Was it gibfe to loop your arm
around a man's neck, to feel his arms around ydypsetend none of
it was happening? "I'm a careers counselor. Anel g doubt you
have the wrong idea about Miss Palmer's. It's awaty, it's simply a
place where young women can learn in an atmospuer@ucive to

the development of their full potential.”

Cade chuckled as he mounted the porch steps. "Ngano boys
allowed?"

"Miss Palmer's is gender exclusive, yes."



"Tell me something, sugar. How can you spout sumisanse and
still toss off so many dammits?"

Angelica frowned. "It's not nonsense. And | don't-"

"Yeah, you do. For a lady who probably drinks leerwith her pinky
stuck out, you sure curse a lot."

Her cheeks reddened. "Perhaps it's because | vimgwmate enough
to have spent my early years in Texas."

"And that's something else | don't understand."eJadvered her to
the porch floor. "If you despise Texas, why did yamme back?"

"l don't despise Texas," Angelica said. A frownased her forehead.
Standing on her own, her legs felt amazingly wobBllye reached
back and grasped the porch railing for supportjust think that
anyplace where time stands still is unappealingl you know why |
came back. To run Gordon Oil."

“To run it into the ground, you mean."

"l have not run it into the ground. The company mias good shape
before, and—and..." Lord, she felt shaky. She @bkeath and tried
for a nonchalant shrug. "It's late, and you alrehdye all the
answers. So good night, and—"

"And thank you for your help. Yes, | know." He dtuaut his hand.
"Keys, please."

"What?"
"You heard me. | want your house keys."

"Why?"



"Because I'm not leaving until I've seen you safesyde."

Their eyes met, and Angelica stiffened with andevliaat she saw in
his, the steely determination and masculine arrogan

It was obvious that saying no wouldn't get her \fary

Gritting her teeth, she dug her left hand intogmaket, pulled out the
keys and dropped them into his outstretched palm.

"Fine. Go ahead, Cade. Open the door. | can see g&hg to have
to go through this 'Me Tarzan, you Jane' charadlé never get rid of
you!"

"Clever girl."
"Clever woman." Her chin lifted in defiance. "Thisra difference."

To her surprise, he laughed. "OWpman,"he said, "let's get you
tucked away for the night."

She didn't argue as he swung her into his armsagaguing with
him was useless; besides, she had the awful feshegmight fall
down if she tried to get through the door on henpoand heaven only
knew how she'd get rid of him then.

Angelica frowned as he stepped into the darkenéd drall and
kicked the door shut after him. What had he meaacked away for
the night? There was a ring to that phrase thathet much—

"Where's the light switch?"
"On the wall, to the right, but you needn't—"

She blinked in the sudden glare as the overhehtibigzed on.



"You can put me down now," she said, "and thankfpou-"

"Did you know that you have a way of making 'thawoki' sound like
an insult?" Cade shifted her in his arms and loaokiethe narrow,
sharply inclined staircase rising ahead. "Wher@ar ybedroom?
Upstairs?"

"Will you put me down? | am perfectly capable of-"
"Of walking those steps?" He shook his head. "I'tdbimk so."

Well, no. She wasn't and she knew it. With lucle Bbped she might
be able to make it to the love seat in the livingm—not the best
place to spend the night, considering her heigdttae love seat's
length, but—

"Angelica," Cade said, "I'm going to ask you ong@time. Where is
your bedroom? And before you decide | only warkriow so | can
have my evil way with you, let me assure you thiat\eant is to see
you safely to bed so | can get the hell out of fa@e back to my hotel
where maybe, just maybe, | can sit down at theabdrhave a steak
and fries and a bourbon and branch water in peace."

"In peace—with some woman, no doubt!"

What on earth had made her say that? But Cade d&bkrh to notice.
He simply went on glaring at her until finally sipeffed out her
breath.

"Upstairs. First door on the right."
"Thank you very much," he said coldly.

She turned her face from his as he made his walgauptairs. So, he
was as eager to get rid of her as she was togyef him. That was a
comfort.



But it wasn't a comfort to imagine him sitting mnse cozy pub while
some smiling blonde with a large chest and a tiaynbhung on his
every word.

"—the right room?"

Angelica swallowed hard. "I—I'm sorry," she saidjd' you—did
you ask me something?"

"| said, is this the right room?"

"lI—uh..." She looked around her, then nodded. "Ylis, is it. The
light's there, on the table beside the bed."

Cade carried her to the bed, put her down, theretuon the light. He
straightened up and glanced around him.

The room was small, he saw, and the bed narromu#t have been
Angelica's when she was a girl.

"l suppose it's time to thank you again," she said.

He laughed and looked at her. "Even if it'll kiby to do it," he
said—and frowned.

Damn! The woman had kept him so busy arguing tediaun't really
taken a good look at her in hours. Now that he @itht he saw was
disconcerting.

Her eyes were smudged with fatigue and almost suimite her head.
Her face had taken on a white, pinched look; evennmouth, that
soft, rosebud mouth, was drained of color.

He looked at her hands, lying in her lap. The bgedaone was
obviously swollen; the other was trembling.



Cade felt as if someone had just sunk a fist inddoklly. She wasn't
just tired, she was exhausted—or worse.

"Angelica." She looked up, and he could see therethe simple
action cost her. "Angelica," he said, soundingckeand angry, "are
you ill?"

"I'm fine," she said quickly. Too quickly, he thdugand he reached
down and gripped her shoulders.

"No. games," he said, his eyes on hers. "Justielhe truth. Are you
feeling sick?"

She hesitated, and then she sighed. What wastthgeen by lying?

"Not sick," she said. "l just—I feel tired. Moreath tired. And my
head hurts. My hand, too, and my arm..." She lo@tddm and gave
a shaky laugh. "Is that truthful enough for you?"

A muscle knotted in his cheek. "Yes," he said gyirtit is."

"All I need is a night's sleep... Hey!" Her voiaese as Cade begar
undoing the buttons on her blouse. "Hey, what aredoing?"

"You're the one with two university degrees," hiel $ightly. "Figure
it out for yourself." She slapped at his handshmutgnored her. One
by one, the buttons slipped from their holes. "be¢ tell you
something, sugar. This may come as a shock—hejlbend's going
to be a disappointment—but | am not a man who'setiron by
women who look as if they're about to pass out."

"I'm not..." She frowned. "Is that—is that how bk?"

Cade smiled tightly. "To be precise, you look lg@mething the cat
dragged in. Give me your left arm, please." She andi the blouse
slid from her shoulder. "Can you move your righhaat all?" Her



sudden intake of breath provided all the answendeded. "Just sit
still, then, and let me—OK. Now, lift your leg."

"Cade, really, you don't have to undress me!"

"Somebody has to," he growled as he undid her lacds/anked off
her shoes. "And | don't see any ladies- in-waitnoyering in the
background."

"Yes, but-"

"But what?" He lifted angry eyes to her face. "Amai going to tell

me you'll be able to unzip your jeans or get thdffi"dHe smiled

grimly at her silence. "Exactly. Now, lie back, abe, and stop
arguing."

Stop arguing? Angelica would have laughed, butdstie't have the
energy. Arguing was useless. Cade had already tiiezr onto the
bed, already reached for the snap at her waistadsh was deft and
impersonal, but she closed her eyes anyway.

This was not how she'd imagined Cade Landon undges$er, she
thought.

Her eyes snapped open. She hadn't thought of hidressing her at
all—or had she?"Lift up," he said. His face migava been carved of
stone, for all the expression it wore.

Dutifully, she raised her hips while he slid dower feans and tugged
them off, leaving her in a white cotton camisol&jte cotton panties
and heavy wool socks.

A truly alluring outfit, she thought. Not that itattered. If Cade
Landon were the last man on earth, she wouldn't-esbiEn't—

Oh, God, she thought, and a tremor raced through he



"Angelica?" She looked at him. The expression os face had
changed, become puzzled.

"I—I'm OK." Say something, she told herself, saytamg. "I—I
have to go to the bathroom."

Cade smiled a little. "Sorry. | should have thoughthat. OK, put
your arm around my neck and—"

"No! | mean—I can do that much without help!"

"But you'll need help to get there,” he said, afted her into his
arms. "Which way?"

Which way? Which way, indeed? My God, what was leajppg to
her? This man—this contemptible man- was holdirrgalidout naked
body in his arms, she hated him and he hated hdryet—and yet,
the desire to bring his mouth down to hers, toagreer hand over his
chest and feel the beat of his heart, was almos¢ th@an she could
endure.

"Angelica," he said impatiently, "where's the battm?"
The bathroom, she thought, the bathroom.
"It's-it's just down the hall."

He nodded, his expression blank, and carried hertve corridor. It
was all she could do to keep from burying her fadas shoulder for
fear he might read in her eyes what was happeniret, the hot,
sharp waves of desire that were curling throughobees.

She was almost breathless by the time he put h&n dieside the
white-tiled room.



"Il be just outside,” he said, and switched oe tlght. Then he
smiled reassuringly, shut the door after him—armhged softly into
the silence.

Damn! Maybe he really was contemptible. Maybe hes vlae
no-good bastard Angelica Gordon thought he was.

No, he thought, and took a deep, deep breathfing were really
that, he'd have acted on the sudden, intoxicatiegjrel that had
almost driven him to his knees, he'd have strippedy that silly,
virginal camisole, the cotton panties, the sweakse-he'd have
stripped off that whole idiotic outfit and made éoto Angelica until
she lay trembling in his arms.

How could he have felt that way? Undressing herlbeseh a purely
mechanical act, one he hadn't thought about excégtms of how to
best do it efficiently, without hurting her injurégnd.

And then, when he'd finished, he'd looked at heshaslay therfe in
that sexless getup and all of a sudden he'd feftthe breath were
being sucked out of his lungs.

He'd wanted to kiss the weariness from her eyddssoher lips until
they were pink again. He'd wanted to stroke theagmimch of belly
that he glimpsed under the hem of the camisole...

He sighed, lifted his hands to his face and mask&ge temples.
Forget the bourbon. Forget everything but a hotv&ner, better still,
a cold one and then a good, sound night's rest.

Sleep was what he needed, sleep and a ticket dimghplane out of
Dallas—

The bathroom door swung open. Cade turned aroungelfea was
standing in the doorway.



"I'm finished," she said—and all at once, to hisrbg tears rose in
her eyes and rolled down her cheeks.

"Sugar," he said, clasping her shoulders, "wha®is

"I—I just got a look at myself in the mirror," slsebbed, and raised
tearstained lashes to him. "You're right, Cadeopkllike hell."

He stared at her for a long moment and then hdénkaignd swept her
into his arms.

"I lied," he said as he carried her into the bedrodYou're
beautiful."

For some reason, the flippant answer made her angry
"Don't treat me like a fool," she snapped. "I knibw not!"

He grinned as he whipped back the blankets andsiteddher gently
beneath them.

"OK, then you're not."
"Cade, dammit—"

He leaned forward, captured her face in his hamds késsed her
gently on the mouth.

"Do you want to hear the truth?" he said, his &psnch from hers. "
don't think I've ever seen a more beautiful wonfemtyou, sugar.”

Her lips parted, but before she could speak hee#tiber again. His
hand threaded into her hair, held it wrapped likeogper flame
around his wrist. His mouth opened over hers aadiphof his tongue
brushed against her lips.



Angelica made a soft sound of pleasure. Her eyesed| her lips
parted, and her fingers curled into his shirt.

Cade groaned softly. He touched his mouth to hdoles, then left a
trail of warm kisses along her flesh until he restthe hollow of her
throat. His hand slid up her ribs, moved underctiteon camisole. He
felt her tremble and he whispered her name andezuper naked
breast in his palm.

His brain was shrieking out a message, but his baan't listening.
It was hardening, aching with the need to posséss $oft,
sweet-smelling woman, this Angelica who burned like in his
arms.

He sat down on the bed beside her, sliding his lvaed her belly,
over the foolish cotton panties, and he cuppedttreugh the soft
fabric.

Angelica groaned and strained toward him, her maghn and
hungry, her arm winding around his neck.

Sensation after sensation swept over her, eactrigieg. The feel
of Cade's mouth moving against hers, and the taktestroke of his
fingers against her nipple. And oh, the heat of im®id moving
between her thighs, the weight of it pressing agjaner so that she
was suddenly flooded with dampness.

"Sweet," he whispered, "sweet Angelica."

She whispered his name, reached up to him, tooKalrs in her
hands...

And cried out in pain.



Cade sprang back. He stared into her flushed fate her stunned
eyes.

My God, he thought, what am | doing? What kind cdmtook
advantage of a woman groggy from medication?

He hadn't meant to take advantage, hadn't eventriwekiss her.

"I'm sorry," he said, "l didn't mean to..." He dréwe blanket to her
chin. "Are you all right?"

She wasn't, she thought, she wasn't all right. idould she be, to
have let herself be carried away like that? It ttade the medicine,
and exhaustion.

"Angelica?"

"Yes," she lied, "I'm fine." She took a deep brea@ade, it's been a
long day, and the medicine... | think— I think tiisie you left."

"All right." He rose from the bed. "But | don't ttk you should be
alone for a while. Suppose | go downstairs andEatlily? I'm sure
she'll be happy to stay with you for a couple of-da

"No, | don't need—" She hesitated. There was notpoipretending.
What had just happened was proof that it was &thoag up to her,
the stress and the pain, and with a little shrugesfshoulders, she
gave in. "OK. Maybe you're right. Her number iskiedt to the wall
next to the phone in the kitchen."

Outside, in the hallway, he took a deep breathsemihimself for
being seven times a fool and decided that his aecis leave Dallas
had been a very wise one.

Whatever had happened in that bedroom just now prdyed that
when you reached overload, anything was possible.



He found Emily's number and dialed it and, as Hene rang, he
tried to concentrate on the woman waiting in Duimatead of the
one lying in that narrow bed upstairs.

What was her name? What did she look like? It upsatthat he
couldn't remember. He frowned. Exhaustion was Bieatching up
to him.

"Come on," he muttered, as the phone rang and Mt was
taking so long? The tiny rooms and narrow stairaasthis little
house were threatening to crush him.

Finally, a voice croaked brokenly in his ear.
"Hullo?"

"Emily?" he said, puzzled.

"Mr. Landon? Is that you?"

"Yes, it's me. Emily, what's wrong? You sound taai"
"| feel terrible, Mr. Landon. I've got the flu."

Cade closed his eyes. It never rains but it pdweghought wearily.
No, he said calmly, no, he hadn't called aboutthang terribly
important. He'd just—he'd just...

Hastily, he improvised, offering a barely coherea&son for his
phone call. Not that it mattered. Emily was todkdie notice. She
wasn't going to be at work for the next severalsgape said, and
apologized for the inconvenience.

"No problem," Cade said cheerfully.



He hung up the phone and ran his fingers throughdir. Now what?
He'd thought he could simply put Angelica to bed amalk out, but
he'd been kidding himself. She needed someone.

A home nursing service. Yes, maybe that would debiit he
wouldn't be able to reach one at this hour.

Perhaps she had a friend who could come stay withtwoman? A
man? Was there a man in her life?

Cade's jaw clenched. It was none of his businesd site did or who
she did it with. Why should the thought make hinasgry? Because
he was tired and hungry, that's why, he thougmlgriWell, at least
he could solve part of that problem.

He got to his feet, went into the kitchen, yankpdrothe refrigerator
door and peered inside.

There was a lump of something unidentifiable, d b&bread on its
way to becoming penicillin and a carton of yogdithe cupboards
yielded little more except the knowledge that ifvis@nted a cup of
coffee, or tea, or even cocoa, he was in trouble.

Cade was scowling as he headed up the stairs telidag room.
"Angelica," he said severely—and fell silent.

She was fast asleep, lying as he had left her,ngoés forlorn as
anything he'd ever seen. He made a move towartietiehis hand
lifting as if to smooth down the covers, but thentbok a step back.

“This is ridiculous," he muttered to her sleepiogni. "Why didn't
they keep you in that hospital overnight?"

Not that she'd have stayed if they'd suggestdukithought. She'd
have insisted she was perfectly capable of takamg of herself.



With a groan, he sank down in the old-fashionedkirgr chair
opposite the bed and lay his head back.

Now what? he thought.

It was a good question. A very good question. Thalle was, he
had no answers.

Cade closed his eyes. Seconds later, he was asleep.



CHAPTER SEVEN

ANGELICA stirred as the morning sun cast its bright ligtrbas her
face.

She sighed, murmured something unintelligible anded her face
to the side, but the light wouldn't go away. Frawgnpishe threw her
arm over her face to shield her eyes—

And came swiftly awake.

Pain shot through her arm, radiating sharply froen hand to her
shoulder. She gave a hiss of distress, strugglecaganst the
pillows—and gaped in astonishment at what she saw.

Cade was sound asleep, sprawled in the old roakagr near her
bed. His long legs were stretched out in frontiaf Bnd crossed at
the ankles, his head lolled back against the headtean angle that
had to be uncomfortable. The chair, too small fetlulk, might have
made another man look foolish.

It only made Cade look more blatantly masculine.

Angelica swallowed dryly, then ran the tip of hemgue over her lips.
Automatically, the fingers of her left hand closgdund the edge of
the blanket and she drew it to her chin.

What was Cade doing here? Last night's memorieg wknred.
Damn those horrible pain pills! She could rekatily bits and pieces
of the flight from Notrees and the drive to the $®uand things were
hardly clearer after that—Cade carrying her int® tiouse, then up
the steps to her bedroom; Cade undressing her...

Angelica blushed. It had been embarrassing—buthoatiliating.
Cade had been so gentle, so matter-of-fact abdingtaoff her



clothing. He'd been careful of both her injured dvaand her
sensibilities, something she'd never have expdcted a man like
him.

But there was another memory, a disquieting one.

Cade putting her to bed. Cade taking her in hissaand kissing her.
The heat of his mouth, and the heat of his handkseasd moved on
her flesh, the way he'd held her and touched hetasrakened a fire
in her so hot its flames should have consumed her.

Angelica closed her eyes, wishing desperately siiddorget and
knowing that she couldn't. Her wildly uninhibitedsponse to him
was so crazy, so unlike what she...

It must have had something to do with the medioasive'd taken.

A soft moan of despair rose in her throat and siid&ck against the
pillows.

Who was she kidding? It hadn't been the medicinenaore than it
had been the medicine that had awakened her at ilamra dream
so erotic that it had left her breathless—and Ihe'dn right here,
while she'd been dreaming of him, sprawled in aramat five feet
away.

The realization was disturbing, although she wamntie sure why.
All she knew was that Cade Landon had turned obgetan intruder
not just in her life but in her dreams and nowen bedroom, and she
didn't like it.

"Enough," she said grimly, and shoved aside thelb#es.

She got to her feet, wincing at the pain that teted through her
arm. Left-handed, she yanked the blanket from #dteamd whisked it



around herself like a toga. Then she stalked tadbking chair and
glared at Cade's peacefully sleeping form.

"Cade," she said sharply. He didn't move. Angehcaed closer, her
mouth thinned with anger. "Dammit, wake up!"Whenshé# didn't
move, she punctuated the demand by bending dowiabahdhg her
uninjured fist into his mid-section.

Cade shot upright in the chair. Where in hell wa® What was the
apparition standing over him? The light was alnfibistding him; all
he could make out was a tall figure wrapped up akeEgyptian
mummy, its head enshrouded in a nimbus of flame...

He groaned. It was Angelica.

Cade scrubbed his hands over his face. Had he faliin asleep in
this miserable chair? His whole body ached frometkgerience. And
the sight of Angelica standing over him, looking rendike an
avenging angel than a woman recovering from a smorgting, did
not suggest that the day was off to a pleasartt star

"Angelica," he said in a sleep-roughened voice.
"Cade," she said. Her voice bore an Arctic chill.

He looked up at her, ran his fingers through hissieed hair and tried
a good-morning smile.

"What time is it?"
"Time for you to get out of my bedroom."

Cade sighed. So much for starting the day off vatlsmile, he
thought, and got to his feet.



"What are you doing in my bedroom, Cade? The |lastard, Emily
was coming to stay the night."

"Right," he said, still struggling to get his bews. "How does your
hand feel this morning?"

"My hand is my business. Answer the question, gle@at are you
doing in my bedroom?"

He looked at her. Her color was better than it €., last night but
there was a tight look to her mouth that suggestexiwas still in
pain.

"Look," he said, "if it hurts, just say so. | cam gown and get you an
ice pack or—"

"I repeat, how | feel is my business, not yours.evéhs Emily?"

A muscle knotted in Cade's jaw. "l don't do venylwéquestion and
answer games until after I've at least splashediwater on my face,"
he said, trying hard to control his temper. "Do ybunk you could
give me five minutes before the inquisition begins?

Angelica took a step back. "Five minutes," she sagmilingly. "Not
a minute more."

He made his way past her, taking his time abqustitto annoy her as
he walked down the hall and into the bathroom. Gheedoor shut
after him, he leaned his hands on the sink and gledv at his
reflection in the mirror.

"Thank you for staying with me last night, Cadeg"ruttered in an
unkind parody of Angelica's voice, "and thank you $pending the
night on the rack just so | wouldn't be alone."



He made a face at himself. Angelica, offering hivanks? Only a
fool would expect it. Besides, he hadn't reallynpled on spending
the night. The last thing he remembered, he'd saindin that

miserable chair—

And apparently gone out like a light. Well, he tghtias he turned
away from the sink, it didn't matter. The decisloid reached last
night seemed more valid than ever. He was gointalicAngelica's
bluff. And when she had to admit that she had ngtho back it up,
he'd smile politely, tell her his lawyers would ibetouch and wave
goodbye.

Thinking of that would help him stay cool, no matteow she
provoked him.

She wanted to act as if he'd committed a crimepleyding the night
contorted by that chair? Fine. Let her.

She wanted to pretend her hand was fine? OK. Hetemqd, too.
She was right. What happened to her was not hisdss

Cade flushed the toilet, turned to the sink andsgpd water on his
bristly face. A toothbrush, he thought, three aspand I'll feel like a
new man.

He looked at the medicine cabinet. The efficiengdlica might keep
a spare toothbrush in it; at the very least, shae a bottle of aspirin.

In fact, there were a couple of brushes, still $negaled in their
plastic containers. He took one, opened it, drdiveaof toothpaste
across the bristles and began brushing his teeth.

When he'd almost finished, he paused, looked imeonirror and
frowned. Why did she have those extra brushes? itNamatter of



efficiency—or was it in case she had overnight tg®eMale guests,
for instance.

Cade swung the cabinet door open again. She haat éittle stack of
disposable razors on the shelf, too, which mightiant for shaving
her legs—those long, shapely legs he'd gottenswbébse look at last
night— but then again, she might keep them for gt visitors
who...

He swore under his breath, rinsed his mouth andetbshe
toothbrush into the wastebasket. She could havdesopf men
trotting through, he didn't give a damn. He laugtetiimself as he
pictured them, round- shouldered, effete snobs patsty skins and
delicate hands. So what? What did it matter to him?

He peered into the cabinet again, ignoring thelyaatanged razors,
looking instead for the aspirin. Angelica didn'eseto believe in
aspirin. She believed, instead, in vitamins, a deamdt in a
surprisingly feminine vial and at least four ditet kinds of
something called hair gel.

Cade took down one of the containers and studeththel.-
" '‘Guaranteed to tame problem hair,™ he read aloud

What problem hair? Her hair was glorious; even ihaght, when it
had been spread across the pillows in an unconameggiet he'd been
struck by the wild beauty of it....

He cursed again, shoved the container into theneallaind slammed
the door.

Coffee, he thought firmly, that's what he needed,rend he already
knew there was none in the house. Well, that steeg¢'d passed last
night must have some. He'd phone, arrange for iaetgl Coffee,



and orange juice, bacon and eggs and bread. Arathagize bottle of
aspirin.

Then he'd call a nursing service, make arrangenagatsay goodbye
to Dallas and Angelica Gordon.

The thought made his day.

Smiling, he opened the bathroom door and steppethtauthe hall.
The house was very quiet. Had Angelica gone bablked® He hoped
so. The less he saw of her from this point onpetéer.

Cade's nostrils dilated. What was that smell? I$ dafting up the
stairway, sharp and almost acrid. By God, somethiag burning!

His heart started to pound. He raced into Angalibgdroom, saw
that it was empty, turned and charged down thesstai

"Angelica?" he roared. "Angelica!"

He reached the kitchen on a run. The smoke wak #nough to
make him gag; it was belching from a toaster thas w the process
of immolating itself.

Angelica lay sprawled on the floor.

Fear clawed at Cade's throat. He yanked the ploign the wall,
grabbed the toaster between two dish towels, rémetback door and
slung the burning toaster out onto the cement patien he raced to
where Angelica lay.

"Sugar," he whispered, and knelt down beside Hez.\8&as sobbing,
and his heart turned over. Gently, he clasped ti@ulders and drew
her to him, "what is it? Did you get burned? Angaliplease, talk
to..."



His words trailed off. She wasn't sobbing, she pasting—panting
with anger and with frustration as she strugglettée herself from
the blanket that lay tangled around her."This naiskr thing," she
huffed, "this awful, horrible thing!"

Cade took a deep breath. He counted to ten, tisenared drew her up
beside him. The blanket fell to the floor and hetlmown, grabbed it
and wrapped it around her shoulders with handswea¢ none too
gentle.

"OK," he said through his teeth, "let's have it.Ahappened?"

"What do you mean, what happened?" She flung hioola of pure
defiance and clutched the blanket to her breagts var good hand.
"The bread started to burn, so | tried to get ttafithe toaster. But |
couldn't reach it with my left hand, and then, whemed to turn
around, this—this stupid blanket got caught undey feet
and—and..."

"Let me get this straight." Cade folded his arm®sg his chest and
looked at her. "First, you came down that narroghtl of steps with a
blanket trailing under your feet. When you didnfi bver the blanket
and break your neck, you figured what the hell, whigo for broke?
So you came in here, turned on the toaster—"

"Don't be ridiculous!" Angelica tossed her headlsat her mane of
wild curls tumbled down her back. She turned, sw@lkway from
him, then swung to face him again. The hem of theket swirled
around her bare feet. "I came down to have breakfad | tripped.
End of story. You're making much more out of thiart it deserves."

"Really?" He put his hands on his hips. "Suppadsadn't been here?
Suppose there'd been no one to help you? Suppeseotise had
gone up in flames?"



"That wouldn't have happened.”
"No?"
"No. All | did was burn some bread, and—"

"All you did was set the toaster on fire! As foethread—" Cade
swung away and yanked open the refrigerator déghdt bread are
we talking about? You can't mean that laboratopeexnent in mold
growth | saw last night!"

Angelica took a step toward him, her eyes blazibgpn't you dare
yell at me, Cade Landon!"

"If you're going to act like a damned fool, | haaxery right to yell!
What were you doing down here in the first place'¥ supposed
to be upstairs, in your bed."

"Says who?"

Cade's lips twisted. "The man who was with you wtkenscorpion
stung you, who watched you collapse, who knows h@ezy you
were last nightthat'swho!"

"I was flying on those pills last night. Besidespe of that gives you
the right to—to bully me!"

He reached out and caught her by the shouldersteTivas a
dangerous glint in his eyes as he hauled her tohiand

"You know something, sugar? You keep accusing nieewfg a bully
and I'm just liable to show you what a real budly i

"Don't threaten me," she said furiously. "I doikelit."



"Then listen to reason! Trying to pretend you'reefivhen you're not
Isn't very bright, and neither is traipsing arounda blanket when
you're not steady on your feet."

"Oh, for God's sake!" Angelica twisted away frormhi'‘Don't you
think | thought of that? | tried to get my robe oof—"

"But you couldn't." Her silence was all the answer needed.
"Dammit," he growled, "why didn't you ask me forlpf&'

"Because—because..." Because | don't need youry $iedpthought,
because | resent being dependent on you—becawsrelmber all
too vividly how it felt to be undressed and in yaums...

"Well? Why didn't you call me?"

Angelica moistened her lips. "You're just ticked loécause | didn't
tell you | was going to come downstairs."

"Tell me?"

"That's right, tell you that | was going downstamsmake my own
breakfast in my own house!" She blew a stray cfirher forehead.
"That's what this is all about and you know it. Yost can't deal with
a woman who can do for herself."

"What | can't deal with is a woman who's determitteldehave like a
damned fool."

She looked at him for a long moment and then giteesi.
"Look, I'm—qgrateful—for your assistance yesterday."

Cade laughed. "The word sticks in your throat, d&et®"



"Between the shock of the scorpion sting,"” she,sgidoring the
interruption, "and the effect of those pills, | wasmuch good for
anything. But now—"

"But now," he said, "it's time | got out of your wa
"Cade, please. I'm trying to be polite, but—"
"Polite? You? Hell, you don't know the meaningtof tvord!"

Angelica's head came up. "Maybe you're right,"stepped. "But it's
hard to be polite to a man who invites himselfpersd the night in
your bedroom and then won't tell you why."

"Try this on for size, sugar. | called Emily, foundt she was sick
with the flu, went up to tell that to you— and falyou sound asleep.
| sat down, tried to decide what ..to do next—amel next thing |
knew, it was morning and you were doing everythmg using a
cattle prod to show me just how pleased you weseé&me."

"Dammit, Cade..." Her breath caught. "Oh."

"Oh? That's it? Just, 'oh'? No apologies for baiasty or for the fact
that spending the night in that chair left me tedstike a pretzel?
Just..." Cade frowned. "What's wrong?" The oh haidbeen meant
as a comment; one look at her pale face confirrhat tAngelica."
He clasped her shoulders and eased her into a tW4iat is it?"

"I—I hit my hand against the table," she said. Blerle was as shaky
as her voice. "It's nothing. Really, I'm fine."

"Sure you are," he said grimly. "Suppose we stapabfling and
check out that hand of yours."

"It's fine."



"Let me be the judge of that."
"Cade, really-"

It was useless to protest. He was already moviadldnket from her
shoulder, turning it aside and reaching for herdhadis fingers
closed around her bandaged flesh with surprisingtigmeess.
Frowning, he bent his head and began to unwingdloee.

"Easy," he said softly. "I'm not going to hurt ydyust want to see
how the wound looks this morning."

His voice droned on, soft and reassuring and yat &s he knelt
before her. Angelica looked down at the top offf@ad. His hair was
uncombed, the thick, silky locks a dozen differgimades of gold as
the morning sun kissed it.

She felt her throat constrict. Wouldn't it be nitehe could press a
kiss there, too? She could touch her nose to his lner lips to his
neck...

His fingers moved lightly against her skin, grazirey wrist and the
palm of her hand, and she made a little sound, songehalfway
between clearing her throat and catching her breath

Cade looked up.
"Did | hurt you?"
Angelica shook her head. "No. No, not at all."

"I'm trying to be gentle. | just want to be sureiye not going to get
an infection in the area of the sting."

"You are. Being gentle, | mean. And—and..." Shdgauher hand
free of his. "Really, Cade, I'm fine."Oh, yes, @ught, his eyes



narrowing as he looked at her, yes, she was fine vi&as—nhell, she
was gorgeous, sitting there like that with her fdaizing around her
face, with that dumb blanket folded back so it madeame for her
creamy shoulders. One of the camisole straps ksl down her
arm; before he could think, he reached out anchgutingers under
it, lifted it carefully and drew it back onto hdrailder.

"Thank you," she murmured.

He smiled. "A real thank you," he said. "Who'd haedeved it?"
Their eyes met. She hesitated, and then she satiled.

"I—I guess | haven't been very easy to deal with."

"No." His smile broadened. "No, you haven't."

She nodded. "The—the scorpion sting... It, ahcared me silly."

It was an incredible admission, coming from thiswem. Cade knew
it, and forced himself to react as casually as hé'é simply
commented on the weather.

"Well, that's understandable. I've seen men twog wize spot one
of those little monsters inside a boot and keel ava dead faint."

Angelica laughed. God, it was a glorious sightthight, watching
those green eyes light, seeing those soft rosdapadpart to show
perfect white teeth.

"You're just saying that to make me feel better."

Cade put on his most innocent look, crossed hid laed held up his
hand.



"Cross my heart and hope to die, join the ghosts tipe sky, it's the
truth and not a lie—what are you laughing at?"

"Join the ghosts up in the sky?" Angelica giggl&dhat kind of silly
stuff is that?"

He grinned. "It's obvious you never ran across rmeynbers of the
Deadeye Defenders."

"The what?"

"There were three of us. Zach was ten, Grant wa$verand | was
eight.”

"The Deadeyes didn't believe in age discriminatiage."

Cade chuckled. "We couldn't. We're brothers, aatl dlath you just
laughed at was sacred."

"No girls permitted in the Deadeye Defenders, afrse."

"Oh, we let one girl join. Kyra. She was—I guessi'dosay she was
our mascot."

Angelica's brows arched. "Of course. What else draugirl be good
for?"

"Pull back those claws, sugar." Cade grinned. "Kyes our baby
sister. She was toddling around in diapers when Deadeyes
began—she was lucky we tolerated her at all!"

"Ah. Well, in that case-"

"Don't tell me I'm going to get another apologydd€ clamped his
hand to his heart. "The shock might kill me."



She laughed softly. "Relax, Mr. Landon. | was ogbing to say |
hoped that by the time she Was older, you'd decithead sex
discrimination was as pointless as age discrinmondti

Cade's smile faded a little. "By the time she wa&em my brothers
and | were too busy for childish stuff like the [deges. That was
what my old man said, anyway."

"But your mother—didn't she..." Angelica caught Hettom lip
between her teeth. "I'm sorry, Cade. | didn't meagory."

"No, that's OK. Our mother died when we were judskOur old
man—my father—had his own ideas about how to rassé Their
eyes met. He cleared his throat, then reached dothhnd again.
"OK," he said briskly, "let's just see how this ksd'

Angelica swallowed as she looked at his bent h8ad. could bury

the fingers of her left hand in his hair, curl thanound the nape of
his neck and urge his face up until his eyes meg, umtil his mouth

was a breath from her own...

She yanked her hand from his. Cade looked up|edart
“If that hurts-"

"It doesn't hurt," she said sharply. "l just—lodKyate to be fussed
over. If—if my hand is all right, just say so."

"It's going to be fine. We'll leave it unbandag@d.course, you can't
do much with it for the next few days, but-"

Angelica pushed back her chair and stood up.Bélisure to keep
your advice in mind. Now, if that's all-"

"You'll have to do more than keep it in mind." Cadse to his feet,
frowning. "If you abuse that hand, Angelica—"



"I've no intention of abusing it, | assure you."
''No. The nurse won't let you, even if you warited
"Nurse? What nurse?"

"Do you have a phone directory? I'm sure it woaket me long to
make arrangements."

"Dammit, Cade, what are you talking about?"

"Well, it's obvious you can't be on your own just.yAnd | told you
about Emily."

"S07?" Angelica clasped the blanket at her rightuéder and looked at
him.

"So0," he said with a little smile, "I'm going tollcan agency and hire
someone to—"

"You will not!"

His smile tilted. "Angelica, don't be stubborn. We'agreed, you
won't be yourself for a few days."

"We did not agree that | needed a baby-sitter!"

Cade put his hands on his hips. "That's nonsetsedimply trying
to—"

"You just can't help yourself, can you? Any time thpportunity
presents itself, you try to take over!"

"Angelica, dammit, don't be a fool."



Angelica lifted her head in defiance. "Goodbye, €athank you
again for all your help. I'll be in touch."

He stared at her for a long moment and then hetaegaugh!"You'll
be in touch? Haven't you got our roles reverseé,Hady? I'm the
one who'll be in touch- when | need a report, bleaor any one of a
hundred things from that closet you call an office.

She flushed. "Thank you for reminding me that Iimhydhere to serve
you, Mr. Landon. Don't worry. You'll get whateveswywant when
you want it."

Cade strolled across the room and looked out tloe tdothe patio.
The toaster was lying where he'd tossed it, blaeteand dead. He
swung toward Angelica, who was looking at him waththe disdain
she could manage.

"How?" he said pleasantly, and smiled.
"How what?"

He tucked his hands into the back pockets of laiisge"How will you
see to it that | get whatever | need when | ned&rily won't be at
her desk, remember?"

She'd forgotten about Emily being out with the Buit she didn't say
that; she simply lifted her shoulders in a nonahiagrug.

“I'l manage."
"How?" he repeated. "You're going to have to figouga way to get
yourself dressed, and showered, and fed, and t. Wdon't suppose

your car is an automatic, is it?"

She flushed again. "Suppose you get to the point."



The point, he thought, as he looked at her. Whiaelhvasthe point?

He'd made up his mind to put an end to the ganm#etwand proof of
the supposed verbal contract between her fathehianthen get out
of here and let Landon Enterprises’ legal staftslovork, but—but...

He took a deep breath. "Here's the point," he Baidquely, taking
her elbow and herding her toward the stairs. Sad to pull free but
he held on to her so that she had no choice Het toem lead her up
the steps with him. "You're right about it beingheense for me to
hire a nurse."

They reached the landing, and now he was leadingtdéer
bedroom.

"Well," she said crisply, "I'm glad you've comeour senses. Of
course it would be nonsense. | don't need a nurse."

"Exactly. What you need is to be in a situatiornt'theonvenient for
the both of us."

"I agree. And..." She spun toward him as they stdpmto the
bedroom. "What do you mean, convenient for botasst"

Cade pulled open the door to the wardrobe and gessade. "My
God," he said, shaking his head, "it looks as if've cornered the
market in tweed!"

Angelica's cheeks reddened. "Dammit, Cade—"

"Does that dress button?"

"What?"



He yanked a black wool dress from its hanger. "Dbbsatton?" he
said impatiently. "You know, do you get into it Jmst slipping your
arms into it."

"Well, yes, but-"

She gasped as he tugged the blanket from her. "Hersaid crisply,
and held out the dress. "Put this on."

She wanted to say no, to tell him what he couldwdth the

dress—but that would have only left her standinfpteehim in her
underwear. She hissed a word at him that made dughl while he
helped her into the dress, but she slapped his &aag and fumbled
the buttons closed on her own.

Barefoot, her hair streaming down her back, shéraoted him.
"All right," she said. "What's going on here?"

"I've just faced facts, that's all. I've realizéadtt— unfortunately for
us both—I'm dependent on your assistance."

"Well, that must be painful to admit!"

"I've also realized that, left to your own devicgs'll probably bring
your house down around your ears."

"That's ridiculous."

"And then there's the problem of me sitting arouadping my toes
while | wait for you to get yourself to the offiCe.

"Why don't you just tell me the bottom line, Cade?"

"I'd rather start at the top," he said with aditdmile. "The first item
on the agenda is breakfast. Bacon, eggs, a gaflaoffee—and a



handful of aspirin." He plucked a pair of shoesifrine bottom of the
wardrobe and put them at her feet. "Can you getethan without
help?"

"Don't talk to me as if | were four years old," Agtiga snapped as she
slipped her feet into the shoes. "l understand nt're so worried
about me making it to the office that you're gotogake me there
yourself." Her smile was edged with frost. "How gewus."

"I'd hardly expect you to go to work today."
"Then why-"

"Today, you'll just take it easy." He took her ai®me stiffened and
tried to wrench free, but his fingers clamped dowmn her wrist.
"We'll go to my hotel, check you into my suite—"

"Are you crazy?"
"You can nap the afternoon away while | catch ugpaperwork."
"You arecrazy," she sputtered. "I'd never—"

"It's a big suite, Angelica. Did | mention that? dwedrooms, two
bathrooms—"

"It could be the size of Buckingham Palace and ulo't share it
with you!"

Cade's smile vanished. "Perhaps you've forgottahybu work for
Landon Enterprises."

"That doesn't give you the right to order me to mowo your hotel
room!"

"l just explained that you'll have your own roondaiour own bath."



"l don't care! I'm not going to do it!"

"That's your prerogative—in which case, I'll do whkabest for
Gordon Oil."

The way he said it made her heart skip a beat. fivig&"

"Meaning, you'll stay away from the office untilath hand is
completely healed. I'll continue you on salarycotirse."”

"Dammit, Cade, what's the rest? | can hear thainbo& yours
clicking, | knowyou've got something else in mind."

"Well, since you'll be incapacitated and since Gordil can't
operate itself, I'll have to put someone in chdrge.

"What?"

"You heard me." His voice hardened. "I'll need soneeresponsible
at Gordon's, and it wouldn't be logical or evengus to hire the
proper individual on a temporary basis. I'm afildidhave to let you

go."

"No! The verbal contract—"

"Assuming there is one, it would be rendered nadl @oid by your
inability to fulfill your role as director.” Thediwas so logical, and
fell from his lips with such authority, that it niigas well have come
from a lawyer, he thought proudly.

"But," she said, "but..."

But if Cade forced her out of the company, whathcleawould she
have of getting back in?



She stared at the handsome face, the polite simdejark blue eyes
that mocked her.

"Why are you doing this to me?" she whispered.

“I'm not doing anything to you, Angelica, I'm simpprotecting
Landon's investment. I'm suggesting a practicaradf assistance. If
you choose to refuse it..."

He shrugged and smiled politely. Angelica fought fmntrol,
knowing that to slap that arrogant smile from laisef would only be
self-defeating. When she finally spoke, her voicembled with
anger.

"You're not contemptible, Cade," she said, "yod&spicable."

She pulled away from him and made her way to thesstCade let
her go, watching her as she made her way down thsnface like

stone. He didn't realize he'd been holding histhreatil she reached
the front door. Then he exhaled sharply and lop@andthe steps
after her.



CHAPTER EIGHT
His suite, Cade had said, was spacious.

One look told Angelica that "spacious" was far somple a word to
describe his accommodations.

He unlocked the door, and she stepped past himairsitting room
that seemed to stretch interminably to meet a madiawall of glass.

The room was beautiful. The furniture was spare eafefant,
depending on pale woods, paler leathers and lohesgn for impact.
Paintings in vivid primary colors brightened thdtsehite walls; the
white marble floor was bare, except for one exttanarily beautiful,
handwoven rya rug.

Cade shut the door behind him, dropped the keysanterra-cotta
bowl and turned to her.

"My bedroom is the one to the right," he said. "¥ois through that
door on the left." He smiled tightly. "They're tha@me, except for the
views. If you prefer mine, say so. We can swap."

Change rooms? Sleep in the room that was Cadelsi? lmed? For
some inexplicable reason, the thought made hethdesa, but she
only smiled coolly.

"Such gallantry, Cade. Who'd have expected it?"

"Not you," he said with a little laugh, "we bothdu that." He walked
to the windows and drew open the curtains. "Tomestehen you're
feeling better—"

"| feel perfectly fine."



"Tomorrow," he repeated, "we'll see about getting gomething to
wear."

"What does that mean? | have plenty of things tarwié you'd given
me time to pack—"

"Right." He smiled coolly as he turned toward h&fou've got
enough suits to stock a department store, but mpthi’

But nothing soft that would cling to her soft cugyvéhat would be the
right color to bring out the emerald of her eyeslwe fire in her hair.

Damn! Where had that bit of nonsense come from2Gadwled and
put his hands on his hips.

"l thought | made myself clear. I've no intentionstanding around
like a fool, waiting for you to try to get yoursedady for work in the
mornings."

"And I've no intention of wasting money on frivokthings | don't
need!"

"You don't have to. I'll pay for whatever you né'ed.
"That's out of the question. | am not going to peyou to—"

"Dammit," he snapped, "get down off that high hbrgeu were

injured on the job, remember? If proper clothingesessary for your
rehabilitation, your employer is obligated to pal mecessary
expenses—and Landon's is your employer, isn't it?"

God, he thought, he sounded like a fool. What ihvkas the matter
with him?

"Look," he said, "I'll check with my legal peopié,that will make
you feel better." And brother Grant would agreed€thought, he'd



see to that. He sank down into one of a pair of, lshite leather
couches that flanked a teakwood coffee table, tirtke hands behind
his head and sighed wearily. "In the meantime, espae the
speeches. I'm not up to a feminist lecture just.how

"Anything | say that you don't agree with is not a-

"Let's try a neutral subject. What do you think ydur new
accommodations? Do they satisfy you?"

"My own home satisfied me."

"It's a simple question, Angelica." He sat up aladegl at her. "Will
you be comfortable here?"

"Why? Does my comfort—or my opinion—matter?" Sheugjged
her shoulders. "If you're waiting for me to ooh aeild, forget it.
You've gotten your way. I'm here, and now ['ll jastve to make the
best of things."

Cade opened his mouth, started to answer, andthseighed, leaned
his head back again and shut his eyes.

"You know something, sugar? I'm too tired to arfjue.

Angelica's gaze swept over him. Cade Landon, taryv® argue? It
hardly seemed possible—but he did look tired, Bbaght suddenly.
The trip from Dallas to Notrees and back meant lflewn eight
hundred miles. He'd stayed at her side all thrdwagiordeal with the
scorpion, and topped things off by spending théinig a chair that
wouldn't have been comfortable for a man half tzs.s

She felt a twinge of guilt. In his own way, he'igdrto be kind to her.
It wasn't his fault that he thought kindness meking over a
person's life.



"Cade?" Angelica cleared her throat. "I supposedpbsse | should
thank you for all you've done."

"You already did. You choked out a thank-you tHatast sounded
like you meant it a couple of hours ago, remembEi®'bpened one
eye and looked at her. "Do it again and I'm liatadefigure that

scorpion sting's affected your sanity."

Her lips compressed, but after a minute she sawpsigwitch. She
smiled.

"Actually," she said. "I'm feeling much better."

Cade sat up and looked at her. "I'm glad to hehiotv about if | send
down for some lunch?"

Angelica shuddered. "After the breakfast we jusfdilo, no lunch
for me."

"Tea, then? Or coffee?"
"No, really, | don't want anything—except a bath."

"Of course." He rose to his feet and walked slowywhere she
stood. "Tell you what. You go on to your room aakiet a nap."

She smiled at him. "l will—after | bathe."
He smiled back at her. "Maybe later.”

"Maybe later?" Her brows lifted and she gave &litugh. "What do
you mean, maybe later? | don't recall asking pesions"

"Look, you've been feeling pretty woozy." Cade pist arm around
her shoulders and walked her slowly toward her ddaton't want
you to push things."



“I'm not going to push anything.waswoozy, but I'm fine now. A
bath's just what | need."

"Not just yet."

Angelica swung toward him. "What is this, Cade?'r dmile was
stiff at the edges. "Has the city gone on wataonatg without my
knowing?"

He chuckled. "Not to worry, sugar. There's plerftwater, enough to
fill the Jacuzzi in your bathroom and mine a milliimes over."

"Well, that's good news," she said lightly. "Fomenute there, |
thought—"

"l don't want you to bathe until we're sure you Wweel light-headed
again. Passing out in a tub full of water—or in #i®wer, for that
matter—could be dangerous.”

"I appreciate your concern," Angelica said politélnd I'll think
about it, but-"

"There's not anything to think about,” Cade saithvai little smile.
"You know I'm right."

“Listen here, Cade—"
"You can bathe when we decide you're up to it."

"We?" she said)we?" She tossed the hair from her face. "l know ya
like to think you're emperor of the universe, batiye beginning to
take your paranoia a bit far."

"Look, | know you're tired and irritable—"



"I am neither tired nor irritable! | am just notémested in continuing
a stupid discussion about if and when | should takath!"

"Well, we don't have to decide now." He was stitlileng, but it was

the kind of smile people reserved for incompeterid children.

"Take your nap first. We can discuss it again aftar wake up." He
touched the tip of his finger to her lips, themea her around and
propelled her gently through the doorway and irgodioom. "Sleep
well. Remember, if you ne«i me—"

"Don't hold your breath!"
Angelica kicked back her heel and slammed the dbot.

She stood still for a moment, struggling for cohtand then she
clapped her hand to her forehead.

Arrogant? Insolent? The word to describe Cade Lardn't been
invented yet. The more time they spent togetherwbrse he got.

And she was tired of it.
He was going to decide when she might shower?
"Ha!" she said into the silence.

She'd take a dozen baths, and another dozen shaeas was what
she wanted.

She kicked off her shoes, undid the buttons ordhess and stepped
out of it. It was just a miracle Cade hadn't irexisbn undressing her
again. Not that she'd have let him. Last nightlbeeh different; she'd
been sick and groggy and almost out on her feathwlas why he'd
been able to boss her around...



.. .which was why she'd behaved the way she had Ww&'d put her to
bed. Heat flooded her skin as she remembered vdthhappened,
that dizzying kiss, the touch of his hands on heasts...

She shook her head impatiently as she padded aheophish carpet.
Who was Cade Landon, to think he could .give hdem?

The bathroom was a revelation. It was enormoubigaas her living
room at home, and it gleamed with marble, goldipdaaind mirrors.
A small TV hung from a corner bracket. With a éttmile, she
switched it on. Men in Arab dress dashed acrosst¢heen on the
backs of high-stepping horses, and the familiam#henusic from
Lawrence of Arabidilled the room.

Humming happily, Angelica turned her attention tee troom's
fixtures. The shower was grand, a big glass enchosuth spray
heads everywhere.

Ah, but the tub was something else entirely. It wasinken oval of
shiny black that looked as if it could accommodatamily of four

without crowding—and it had a hand-spray attachm&he could
wash her hair, rinse it, then sit in the water luméir toes began to
shrivel.

She smiled as she turned on the taps. A long, iloxsiisoak would go
a long way toward making her feel more human.

Still humming, she plucked tiny packets of sceriiadble bath and
shampoo from a small wicker basket on the vanisy. iHjured hand
hampered her a little, but eventually she manageedr open the
bubble bath and pour it into the rapidly fillingbtu

Angelica shut off the water, stepped carefully domto the tub and
sighed with pleasure. She bathed quickly, washetidie despite the



occasional twinges of pain in her hand, and thelash she lay back
and closed her eyes.

It was heaven, letting the bubble-filled water Iggntly over her
breasts while the music streamed down over herdiketerfall of
sound...

"Angelica!"

Her eyes flew open. Cade was standing in the bathrdoorway.
With a cry of outrage, she sank lower into the bebb

"What do you think you're doing?" she shrieked. U\get the hell out
of this bathroom!"

"What are you doing in that tub?"
"What does it look like I'm doing? Damn you, Cagdet out!"

"The hell 1 will'" He folded his arms over his chghis face stony.
"You were supposed to be napping."

"Do you have difficulty understanding English? Geit of this
room!"

"But wereyou napping?" he continued nastily. "No, you weo&"

"And how did you find that out?" Angelica demandsly sneaking
into my room!"

"l thought to look in and see how you were doing."
"Ha!"

"l knocked, but you didn't answer. So | opened \eaor-"



"And you decided to come barging into my bathroom!"

"l heard noise coming from the bathroom," he saidlg, "and even
though | knocked again—" He reached up and puntifeetutton on
the TV set. A tense silence filled the room. "Damingelica, for all
| knew you'd fallen and broken your fool neck!"

"The only neck that's going to be broken is yourgpu don't turn
around and get out of here!"

"What in hell's wrong with you?" A look of thundet® disapproval
spread across his face. "Weren't you paying attentvhen we
discussed this?"

"Are you deaf, Cade?" She pointed her hand at tloe. dGo away!"

"You said you'd call me if you needed me," he gexlvhs he started
toward her. "You said—"

"l said no such thing." She slid lower in the caaltey bubbles. "No
one says much when you're around. You do all thenta"

"You could have gotten dizzy. You could have fall&inowing your
track record, you could have drowned! Hell, thisrniiog you were
determined to burn down your, house."

"I was not. Besides, | was ill then. I'm fine ncawnd..." She took a
ragged breath, then spat out a word never usedyyna at Miss
Palmer's Academy. "What am | doing, explaining nfyseyou? If
you don't get out of here this instant, I'm goiogtream."

"So scream,” he said coldly, and snatched a batkltfrom the
heated rack. "See if | give a damn. See if anylpdgs a damn! Go
on, scream and let the staff and the guests com@ngL Let them



crowd in here and then maybe you can tell all oivay you're so
pigheaded."

"l don't have to explain anything to anybody, Cadadon! | am my
own person."

"You mean, you're your own worst enemy. Come omauo. Get out
of that tub."

"Get out of this bathroom!"

Cade's eyes narrowed to slits. "You've got fiveosds to get
moving."

"I'm not going anywhere, not until you're on théest side of that
door."

"Five seconds, or I'll come in and get you."

She stared at him, enraged.

"One," he said.

Would he do it? No. Not even Cade Landon was tratyc
"Two."

For one thing, he was fully dressed.

"Three."

For another, he had to know that she would soomevrdthan let him
drag her from the tub.

"Four."



On the other hand, this was the man who'd spennhitig in her
bedroom, who'd all but blackmailed her into movinig this hotel...

"Five. That's it, sugar. Here | come."

"Damn you, Cade!" Angelica touched the tip of lwergue to her lips.
"You cannot really expect me to— to get out of this and into that
towel while you hold it."

"Can't 1?" His lips drew back from his teeth. "Ibad enough I'm
going to have to pick up yesterday's hospital bk, if you expect me
to pay the fees when you step out of that tub,asiigh break your silly
neck, you'd better think again."

"What | think," Angelica said, her voice tremblifgs that it's always
best to placate a madman!" She looked at the tawéis hands.
Stretched to its limits, it was almost the sizeaddlanket. "Lift that
towel higher. And if you so much as touch me,sdtatch out your
eyes."

"There's nothing to worry about,” he snapped. &f@r my women
with at least a modicum of femininity."

He lifted the towel. She took a breath, rose aagstd quickly from
the tub. With one deft movement, she stepped iht tbwel,
snhatched it from him, wrapped it around herself lamokted it above
her breasts.

"I am out of the tub," she said. "Now you get ofittes bathroom.

And out of my bedroom. | am going to dry off, ge¢sked, go home
and lock my door. Tomorrow, | will be at the offiaewhatever hour
you like. And | will stay there until whatever hogou like." Her chin

shot forward. "And if you harass me or threatenamdo any of the
Impossible things you've done in the last twentyrfbours, so help
me, I'll—I'll bring charges against you!"



He didn't move.

"l don't understand you," he said, shaking his h&adt beyond you
to accept help when you need it?"

"Help? Is that what you call your—your interfereficéou don't offer
help, Cade. You control, you command, you try tetaver another
person's life!"

Cade's mouth narrowed. "l do not."

"You do. It's the truth, but you don't give a daamout the truth!" She
glared at him. "You don't give a damn about anygHisay, because
I'm a woman! If | were a man—"

Cade grabbed her by the shoulders. "If you weram, thwouldn't be

in this mess! I'd have driven you home last nigbtjred you a shot of
whiskey and said listen, pal, hire yourself a h&asper and send the
bill to me."

"Well? Why didn't you?" Angelica lifted her chin defiance. "What
does my sex have to do with anything?"

The question jolted him with its directness. WHhat it have to do
with anything? She was a woman, yes, a gorgeousawerbut she
wasn't the type that appealed to him. She was pecequrled spitfire
and nothing would ever matter half as much to rerhar own
ambition.

His hands tightened on her, and suddenly he knewartswer.

Angelica Gordon was nothing he wanted—and evergthi had to
have. Hell, he'd known it all the time, but he'tlsed to admit it.

There would be no peace for him until he took ArggelGordon to
bed and subdued her in the oldest way a man cabldue a woman.



Then she'd be out of his system, and for good.

Something of what he was thinking must have shawéds face. He
could tell by the sudden intake of her breath, Iy way a pulse
leaped to nervous life in the hollow of her throat.

"Cade," she said, "Cade, I'm warning you—"

Hell, it was what they needed from each other, valighe pettiness
and snarling was about. It was about being oil water, yin and
yang, fire and ice, it was nothing but a hot, pbgsneed that had
been eating at them both from the beginning.

And there was only one way to put an end to it.
"Cade," Angelica said again, and he smiled.

"What?" he said. His voice sounded thick; his tanfglt thick, as if
he were drunk. And he was. He was drunk on the mareeed taste of
that rosebud mouth, that creamy skin. "What are waming me
about, sugar?"

"I'm—I'm warning you not to—not to..."

She caught her breath as his hands moved againsgtkime His
fingers were callused and rough; the sensationsdh@wv from her
nerve endings sent a race of flame along her flesh.

"Cade," she said.

"Yes." He backed her against the vanity, his haoasping her
shoulders. His voice was rough, with the texturgvidd honey. "I'm
here, sugar. I'm right here."



She made a little sound as he bent and touchedhbigh to her
throat. Oh, God. What was happening to her? Heedarere turning
to liquid; her skin was flooding with heat.

His teeth nipped at the tender curve of her shoulslee whimpered
softly, and her hands came up and lay againsthastc

"Cade," she said shakily, "Cade..."

Was that all she was capable of saying? Just mepaver and over?
She caught her breath as his hands slid down lalgr, been slipped to
the front of the towel where the knotted edges lapped.

"l need to touch you," he said, and she gaspectgauhhis hands
under the towel and curved them against her thighs.

"Oh," she whispered, "oh..."
Cade kissed her mouth, his lips sucking and bitieic.
"Do you want me to stop?" he said thickly.

Her gaze flew to his. His eyes were dark, so dafelt as if she
might drown and be lost in them.

"Angelica?" His hands rose, cupped her naked bkgtotShall |
stop?"

She gave a little groan as she leaned into himakearsnaked around
his neck; she lifted herself to him and put hemop®uth against his.

She clung to him as he carried her into the bedrdamlips hot
against hers. He put her on the bed, then came bdeside her, still
holding her, still kissing her and devouring theestvnectar of her
mouth.



Hi? hand moved over her, over the towel, followihg curve of her
breast, the sweet indentation of her waist, thadog of her hip.

"Cade," she whispered.

His eyes went to her face. She was watching himehes wide and
expectant. Her face was flushed, her mouth alreaftyand swollen
by his, and he wondered, with one last, brief flaglsanity, if he
would be able to keep from thrusting into her beftwe'd even
explored the wonders of her body.

"Angelica." He swallowed hard, took a deep bredthkl need you,"
he whispered. "I want you so badly..."

With a groan, he fumbled at the knot that keptttiveel together. His
fingers felt numb and clumsy. They trembled witl tirervousness of
a schoolboy. And it was hard to draw breath int® longs as he
slowly spread the edges of the towel apart.

Everything that was happening might have been hapgdor the
first time.

The breath sighed from his lungs as he looked at3lee was so
beautiful. Her breasts were sweetly rounded, hgvles as pink and
delicate as the petals of a rose. He lowered lad,Hassing first one
swollen tip and then the other, and her cries eAglire were almost
his undoing.

His hand slid to her waist, which was slender, tioeimer hips, which
had surely been meant to fit the curve of his hahtgs belly was
silken, her navel small and delicate. He longetth his tongue to
it and taste its sweetness, but first, God, fiesthhd to touch those
copper curls that framed her femininity, he hathtae his hand over
that softness and into what lay beyond.



Angelica cried out as his fingers slid against damp heat. She
arched toward him, her hands clutching at his sterg| her body
trembling with desire.

Could she have dreamed it would be like this? ‘©heh of his hands,
the feel of his mouth, the scent of proud, conaugemale. She was
turning to flame in his arms, desperate for hialfpossession.

Possessidh But how could she want that? It was a word shedha
concept she abhorred."Angel," Cade whispered, ‘inges Angel."

He kissed her again, slowly and deeply, his tongwe&ing in her

mouth as his fingers moved against her swollenhfl&she was
panting now, she could feel her sweat mingling with She was a
swirling, dizzying mix of emotions, need and desrel passion all
mixed in with something more, something that trensied desire.
She wanted to touch him, to be touched, but she¢edamore, she
wanted—she wanted...

He kissed her, and her thoughts broke into a thmliseparate pieces.
"Yes," she said against his mouth, "yes, please."

Cade looked into her face. Her eyes were darkpuipds so huge that
her irises were visible only as a circular hintemherald. She was
writhing beneath him, begging him for release, shé¢ was no more
desperate than he. His muscles were so taut theafierembling, but
he would not hurry this moment. He wanted to pleaser forever,

touch her forever.

But then she moved, shifting her hips, and he khewould wait no
longer.

She watched through half-lowered lashes as he coudié his
clothing. Surely, her heart would break with thesmadine beauty of



him. Her gaze swept over the powerful shoulders amds, the
muscled chest, the narrow waist and hips that éaperto long,
muscular legs. His shaft arrowed from its nest aft gark curls,
strong, unashamedly male, and incredibly exciting.

Angelica hesitated, then reached out and touched hi
Cade groaned and caught her hand in his.

"Don't," he said. "If you do..." He kissed her andved between her
thighs. "Angel," he whispered, and when her eyagwet on his, he
lifted her to him and entered her with slow, swdetiberation,
savoring her tightness and her heat as her bodyoweld his.

She cried out his name, and he began to move ihsiddong, deep
strokes that took her to the brink of release lawten quite let her
tumble over the edge. She could feel the costatftdut control in his
muscles as she clasped his shoulders, in the dhckpness that
glazed his skin.

"Now," she sobbed, "Cade, now, please..."

She arched off the bed as she cried out. Cade thelwhis head and
exploded within her, and Angelica felt herself $kainto thousands
of bright, crystalline shards.



CHAPTER NINE

CADE rolled to his side, still holding Angelica tightly the curve of
his arm.

He could feel the muscles in his body slackeniatiing go the last
vestiges of the almost painfully elemental commudsthat had
hammered him toward those last, frenzied momentglefse. His
racing heart began to slow; he became aware @ioblaess of the air
on-his sweat-slicked skin, the slight abrasivenesshe blanket
tangled beneath him...

... the softness and the sweetness of the womag ilyihis arms.

He rose up on his elbow and gazed at her with woradel
admiration.

"Angel?" he whispered, but she didn't answer. Hegeshto himself.
She had fallen asleep, and in his arms.

It was silly, but the realization made him feelgpé

How beautiful she was. Her hair streamed acrosspitizw like
ribbons of copper; her dark lashes were silkenreg&ier cheeks. Her
mouth was reddened and softly swollen from hisddsker face and
breasts still bore the flush of passion.

And now she was his. Cade's jaw tightened. Yeswisehis, he had
branded her with his desire, and she would newelidmever belong
to any other man...

What the hell was the matter with him?

He slipped his arm from beneath her shoulderssijed and rolled
away from him, but she didn't waken. Carefully, pueshed the
blankets aside, got to his feet and made his walyedathroom. He



stepped into the shower and turned on the watéindat beat down
full force and hot on his shoulders.

He wasn't a man given to sentimentality, not eventhe soft
afterglow of sex, not even when the sex had beefite-and he had
to admit, this had been. Angelica had been so, tafi@d been so wild
yet so innocent in his arms—for a moment, he'd atrtieought she'd
never been with a man before. And he'd almost wlisHee'd
wished...

"Dammit!" Cade shut off the water. He was beingogtuOK. The
sex they'd shared had been great, better thaneaheher known.

But sex was all it was. After a while, it would riis course.

It always did.

Angelica heard the shower running and let out h sigelief.

She hadn't been certain that she could fool Cadehmking she was
asleep, and if he'd tried to take her in his argam if he'd said one
sweet, tender word...

She sighed and closed her eyes.
Who would have dreamed that making love was lik&?th

Until moments ago, she'd been a virgin. She kne was almost
laughable in today's world, but to want to makeelowth a man you
had to let yourself feel something. You had to wémtshare
everything you were, everything you could be—aned Bad never
felt that, never even understood it.

Why would any woman want to feel so exposed anderable?



Now she knew that the reality was even worse. 8henfore than
exposed, more than vulnerable.

She felt terrified. Part of her wanted to stay tigkre, waiting for
Cade to come back to bed, take her in his armsrai@ love to her
again.

And part of her wanted to get up and run for Hex i

How could something so wonderful have left her ifegl so
confused? Minutes ago, she'd lain in Cade's armdsamed at his
touch. She'd shattered into a million pieces, ygtome more than
whole. But once the fires had dwindled and sheftedrsafely back
to the tranquility of his embrace, she'd felt sdnmeg else.

She'd felt secure and protected, as if he had gmmot just his
passion but his strength.

And that was nothing but insanity.
Wasn't it?

How could there be security and protection when mede the
rules?

Men didn't shelter or protect, they smothered.

Just look how Cade had smothered her in the pasttyafour hours,
turning her from an independent woman into—into...

She sat up and tunneled her fingers through herHaw could she
have let herself get so sloppily sentimental? Basause Cade was &
good lover was no reason for her to become rhapsodi

And he had been a good lover, she thought withtla tremor, a
wonderful lover, fierce but tender, as giving asn@s demanding.



Why wouldn't he be? Women probably threw themsehtdss feet.
He'd have had hundreds of chances to refine himigge by now,
thousands of opportunities to learn the speciatgdaa woman
wanted to be touched and kissed...

Pain choked her heart. Everything he'd done to herhad done
before. Worse, he would do all those things agatihé women who
would follow her, all those wondrous, secret thilhgxd taught her,
those fantastic moments they'd shared.

She flung back the blankets, shot to her feet aradcked up her
clothing. Enough was enough! That damned medicinstrhave
wrecked her thought processes, destroyed them repletely that
she didn't know when it was time to cut her loss®s run.

Cut and run. If that wasn't basic psychologicalggaphy, it certainly
ought to be—

She gasped as Cade's hands fell on her shoulders.

"Hey," he said, and turned her toward him. A towels knotted
around his waist; drops of water glistened in hasr land on his
shoulders. A puzzled smile tilted across his moltfhere are you
going, sugar?"

Angelica took a deep breath. There was no senbeating around
the bush.

“I'm leaving."

His smile grew even more puzzled. "l don't undexdidVhat do you
mean, you're leaving?"

"Come on, Cade." She shrugged his hands away acted for her
dress. "It's not a difficult concept." Quickly, skigped the dress on



and began buttoning it closed. "I am going homeel' lyes met his
and she smiled as coolly as she could. "Is thar @daough for you?"

He wasn't smiling now, she saw with satisfactiawas looking like
a little boy who'd been caught with his hand in¢bekie jar.

If only he'd put on some clothes!
"Don't be a fool, Angelica. You know you're not ggianywhere."

"But | am." She tossed the hair from her face adled her fingers
through it. "And before you bother telling me ybtémove me from
my job if | don't perform my duties adequately—"

"To hell with your job!" His hand closed around herist and he
pulled her toward him. "I'm talking about us."

"Us? What do you mean, us?" Angelica's mouth nagtbwWThere is
no us, Cade."

"No?" He jerked his head toward the bed behind'tAge you going
to tell me | imagined what went on in that bed tdfternoon?"

She flushed, but her eyes remained fixed on higatTvas—it was
just something that happened.”

Cade's lips drew back from his teeth. "Really,'shal softly.
"And it's certainly not going to happen again!"
He laughed softly. "Is that a warning, sugar, challenge?"

"It's a statement of fact. Just because you mantagetb seduce me
doesn't mean—"

"Ah. | see. This piece needs a villain, and I'th it.



"Look, Cade, | don't want to quarrel about thigist—"

"You just think you're going to turn around, walkay from me, and
that I'm going to let you?"

"Let me?" Angelica smiled tightly. "You can't stop me."

His smile was slow and sexy, and it sent a flashhexdt sizzling
through her bones.

"Can't I?"
"Dammit, Cade-"

"Dammit, Angelica," he said, his voice soft andsiag, and he
cupped her face in his hands and kissed her.

She let him, sensing that to fight him would onlyeghim the
advantage—and he already had that, she thoughebksglyp as she
felt his mouth settle gently over hers. The coattoof his lips made
her want to stroke the tip of her tongue against to put her hands
against his naked chest and give herself up t&idse

She swayed a little when he drew back, but shehisegaze without
flinching.

"Nice," she said. "Very nice—but it doesn't chaaggthing. I'm still
leaving."

Cade's face turned to stone. "The hell you are!"
"Cade, don't do this! You can't force me to—"

She cried out as his hands went to her shouldetshanspun her
around.



"Look at yourself in the mirror," he growled. "Ta&good, long look,
sugar, and tell me what you see."

"This is preposterous. What do you want? A testi@@nYou're a
good lover, you know it, and I—"

Her breath caught as she stared at her refle@ioa.nad never seen
herself like this before. Her mouth was still saftd swollen from
Cade's kisses, her throat bore the faint impres#itis teeth—>but it
was much more than that which held her enthralled.

Her eyes had never been so deep and dark a greerskim so
luminous. There was a glow about her, a look th&d she was a
woman who had been loved, and loved well.

Her eyes met Cade's. "Are you really going to walkay from the
man who made you look like that?" he said softly.

Angelica choked out a laugh. "My God, listen to rsmif! Are you
really going to take credit for—for..."

"For what happened in that bed?" He shook his hieigdeyes still
locked on the mirrored image of hers. "No, Angél’' whispered,
cupping her shoulders. "If I'm the man who's maaoie lpok the way
you do, then you're the woman who's made me feeldemze feel..."

A muscle knotted in his jaw. What did he feel? Haswit sure any
more. A little while ago, he'd told himself that atthe'd shared with
this woman was nothing but fantastic sex.

Now, looking into the emerald-green reflection ef byes, he wasn't
so sure. All he knew for certain was that somethiag happening
here, and he'd be a fool to let either of them veallay from it until
they knew what it was.



Slowly, he turned Angelica toward him.

"l don't know," he said softly. "I only know thatewvere tremendous
together.” He lifted his hand and ran his fingénough her hair.

"You were the sun, all flame and fire scorching flegh when you

took me inside you, and |—I was a god, fated tctesumed and
reborn by flame."

Angelica shuddered. "Cade," she whispered, "plesset do this. It
Isn't—it isn't fair. | admit, what we did was—"

"We made love, Angel. Is that so hard to accept?"

She swallowed dryly, trying to ignore the feel &f hand as it moved
against her cheek.

"We—we slept together,"” she said shakily. "And— aratimit, it
was—it was—"

"Fantastic," he said, his mouth against her throat.

"Yes." Her head fell back as his lips traced a bodt of kisses down
her skin. "Yes," she sighed. "But— but-"

"Angelica."

His fingers were at the buttons of her dress, apgetliem one by one.
Stop him, she told herself—but she knew, in herthéaat she didn't
want to stop him. Not now, not ever.

The dress fell away from her, and the rest of kethes. Cade's eyes
darkened as he looked at her.

"Angel," he said in a husky whisper, "my perfectgén"



His hands rose and cupped her breasts; she moarste avatched
his thumbs move across the pale pink crests.

"DO you still want to leave me?" he whispered.

Her eyes met his, and her blood, already pulsingutih her veins,
began to pound. Something was happening, she deeldt deep

inside her. She had never needed anyone in hebiiteshe needed
Cade, needed him not just to bury himself insideboe—but...

"“Tell me you won't leave me," he said in a roughspér.

The words burst from her lips. "l won't leave yoé@¥igelica's voice
broke as she went into his arms. "Never," she feaicely, "never!"

And, as Cade bore her down into the soft tanglesteets and
blankets, she finally faced the truth.

She had built her life in rejection of everythingad@ Landon
represented.

But that hadn't kept her from falling desperatélypelessly in love
with him.

They ate dinner by candlelight at a small tabladsethe window,
sipping Kristal champagne and dining on lobsteqirsandooeuf en
croute.

The china was exquisite, the crystal perfect—andCsmle insisted,
was their dress.

He wore the bottom half of a pair of blue cottoapaas.

Angelica wore the top.



"Don't look at me like that," she said, with aléttaugh.
"Look at you how?" he said, and grinned.
"You know how."

Cade reached across the little table and tuggetlygaha long,
coppery curl that lay against her shoulder.

"You look like a little girl," he said softly.
She smiled. "I'm twenty-seven," she said. "Thaigly a little girl."
"I'll bet you were the prettiest little girl in adf Texas."

Angelica made a face. "Not me. | hated the colanghair, hated my
freckles—"

"So you moved East and became the prettiest gjttlehere," Cade
said, and smiled.

Angelica laughed. "You mean, | became the girl whig red hair, the
freckles and the funny accent.”

"Does your mother still live back East?"
"No. She died when | was in my last year of college
Cade looked at her. "What about brothers? Or sigter

"There's just me." She smiled wistfully. "It must hice, having a big
family."

He shrugged. "Well, it has its moments."



Angelica propped her chin in her hand. "OK," shd,s&'s your turn.
Tell me about Cade Landon."

He grinned. "You already know most of it. I'm haooe,
intelligent..."

"And modest." She reached forward and touchedihgeiftip to his
slightly crooked nose. "How'd that happen?"

Cade laughed. "I wish | could tell you somethingnamtic, that |
broke it in some waterfront dive in Singapore amsthing, but the
truth is that | got it busted years ago, in a fightan oil rig."

“A fight?"

"Yeah. Some bozo decided | looked too green toibeagorders,
that the only authority | had came from the Landame."

"And you decided to show him otherwise."

"l never got anything from the Landon name," Caald with a tight
smile. "Except maybe the desire to disassociatelinfrem the man
who'd passed it along to me.

"You and your father didn't get along?" Angelicadssoftly.

Cade laughed. "The understatement of the centungelA He was
good at giving orders—"

"And you were good at ignoring them?"

He shrugged his shoulders. "Let's just say | didikt having
somebody make the rules for the way | was suppiosiace my life."

"No." Angelica looked at him. "Nobody likes that."



"Uh-oh," he said softly. "That's an ominous tone lddy has. Is that
what you think, that I've been trying to make rudtasyou to live by?"

She smiled. "Well..."

"Angel, that's not fair. You've been sick. | just-Hé smiled. "OK.
Maybe | did take over a little, but-"

"But?"

He reached across the table and slowly slippedhdunsl inside the
pajama top.

"But from now on," he said, his eyes turning to &md'l'll only take
over where it counts."

Seconds later, they were locked in each other's.arm

The next morning, Cade sat in a chair oppositebibeé He was
dressed in a dark blue suit, a white shirt andipest tie, and he was
sipping a cup of coffee.

But mostly, he was watching Angelica as she slagtthinking that
the word "beautiful" didn't really do her justice.

Getting up an hour ago and leaving her warm, syesegnted body
had been difficult, but there was an important beiss matter that left
him no choice—and before he left, he'd had somgthmportant to

do.

He thought of the gaily wrapped boxes waiting m $ftting room. He
could hardly wait to see her face when she opemat and saw the
things he'd bought her, the silky camisoles andlie=g] the soft
cashmere dress that was the same green as her eyes.



She was too beautiful to hide behind tweeds ankl waols, and she
didn't have to, not anymore. Cade smiled to himaelhe sipped his
coffee. He had learned a lot about her in the fastty-four hours,

enough to understand why she'd been so deternonaedye herself
at Gordon Oil.

It wasn't ambition that drove her. It was pain.

He could almost see her, the little girl with thexl rhair, at home
neither in Texas nor back East, losing first hanband her father,
and then her mother.

But now she had him. And he would protect her, &ne her,
forever.

He knew that now, knew that he'd been kidding himseying to
pretend she was just another woman.

She wasn't. She was his.
"Cade?"

He looked up, and he felt a smile curve acrossrtugth. Angelica

was blinking the sleep from her eyes, staringmatcross a tangle of
blankets, and it was all he could do to keep franmhing across the
room and taking her in his arms.

"Good morning, sugar. Did you sleep well?"
She sat up against the pillows, clutching the dand her chin.

"What time is it?" she said. Her gaze swept oven laind she
frowned. "Have | overslept? Cade, you should have-"

"Easy, Angel." He rose, walked to the bed, sat doext to her and
took her in his arms. "Aren't you going to kiss good morning?"



He kissed her slowly and deeply, determinedly igrgpithe swift
quickening of his body as her mouth opened to Risally, she
leaned back in his arms and smiled.

"You should have woken me," she whispered, smilmg his eyes.
"Now you'll have to wait while | get ready for woroo."

"No work today," he said lightly.
Angelica's brow furrowed. "But—"

"Well, a little work, maybe." He rose from the bawad stepped into
the sitting room. When he came back, his arms weaded with

packages. "You've got to try on all this stuff aekime if you like my

choices."

She looked at him blankly. "What is all this?"
Cade dumped the boxes on the bed. "Open one ahddir’

He handed her a small box. She smiled hesitanthgidu the
paper—and withdrew a camisole and panties of pgaleglk.

She looked at him, her expression halfway betwesmide and a
frown.

"Cade, | can't accept this. | told you—"
"Wrong size?"

"No. But-"

"Wrong color?"

"The color's perfect, but—"



"See what you think of this."

"This" proved to be a dress of forest-green casbmér was
incredibly beautiful—and, Angelica knew, incredil@ypensive.

"Cade," she said sternly, "I cannot—"

"We agreed, you can't wear the clothing you haveoate until your
hand is better."

"It is better. Much. And we didn't agree. You announbed-"

“I'm not taking over, or making the rules, or whegeit is you
thought I did last night."

Angelica sighed. "You're not?"

"Hell, no. I'm just giving my woman a gift." He kteshown, tilted her
face to his and kissed her. "There's no law agé#nast is there?"

His woman, she thought, his woman...

The words were so simple. But their effect wasnipge at all. Part of
her thrilled to them—and part recoiled.

"Sugar?" Cade stroked the curls from her cheeka€'really have to
argue about this, we'll have to do it later. Rightv, I've got about
half an hour to get clear across town."

"But | thought—aren't we going to work today?"
We, he thought, and he smiled.

"No, sugar, we're not. Well, you're not, anyway.t Bue got a
meeting with Jim Larrabee. | phoned him and treedancel, but—"



"Jim Larrabee?"

"From that company that sold you some drilling eguent a few
weeks ago, remember? | want to talk to him abameva schedule of
payments.”

Payments, Angelica thought, and schedules. Howkbuishe'd
forgotten all about business—and all about Gordn O

"I know who he is, Cade. And | tried to get himagree to a new
schedule, but—"

"He'll agree to this."
She felt herself bristling at the smug self-asscean his tone.
"How nice to be so confident. What kind of scheds|&g?"

"There's no point in my boring you with the detagagar. Tell you
what—you pick a restaurant for lunch. Do you likexIMex food? |
know this little place for ribs that—"

Angelica's mouth firmed. "You can hardly bore méwhe details of
a deal that affects my company," she said stiffly.

"Come on, Angel. Isn't it time we gave that up?"

"Gave what up?" Her voice hardened. "I'm still hage of Gordon's,
Cade, in case you'd forgotten."

"No," he said carefully, "no, | hadn't forgotterut8-"

But what? Every instinct told him this wasn't thend for a
Confrontation. Cade blew out his breath.



"Just what | said, Angel. | didn't want to bore ywith the details."
He smiled. "Not this morning."

She smiled carefully. "Nothing's changed,” she .sdltn still
me—and I'm still interested in hearing about angl geu've cooked

up."

"Angelica, you're making more out of this thanvisrth."

"In that case, take me with you."

There was a moment's silence, and then Cade shrhggshoulders.
"Fine," he said. "Come along, if that's what yountwa

It was, Angelica was certain, the last thing inwweld Cadewanted.
But she didn't hesitate.

"Thank you," she said with great formality. "I'lekready in five
minutes."

She rose from the bed, still clutching the sheaet,laoked at the open
boxes lying amid the blankets. She frowned, thesoged up the

camisole and panties from the gift box—but she toekown black

wool dress from the chair as she walked brisklg the bathroom.

Cade stared after her, his mouth tightening. Tleetuimed away and
poured himself another cup of coffee.

The same Jim Larrabee who'd refused to listen gehca's deferred
payment plan fell all over himself in his eagernesagree to Cade's.

What was even worse was the way both men ignoredureng the
meeting.



"You know Miss Gordon, Jim, " Cade said at its tstharrabee
smiled, shook her hand—and then neither of thenkddoat her
again, not even to ask her opinion before Cadequoced the deal
complete.

That was when Angelica shoved back her chair, gdter feet and
stalked from the room.

She was waiting in the car when Cade emerged fleLarrabee
offices a few minutes later, staring straight ahdde opened the
door, climbed inside, slammed it shut and threwdaeinto gear.
They went half a dozen blocks in silence, and tieturned to her,
glaring.

"Don't you ever embarrass me that way again!"

"l embarrassegou?" Angelica swung toward him, her face flushec
"You have to be kidding!"

"Look, | don't know what pissed you off, but—"

"I'll tell you what pissed me off! How dare you & if I'm invisible?
You sat there, and that man sat there, and | naightell have been
in—in Timbuctoo!"

"Going to that meeting was your idea, lady, noteHtin

"You're damned right. If it had been up to you,n&ver even have
known you were planning to meet with Larrabee!"

“Listen, lady-"

"Woman. That's what you call a grown female, Cdlee's not a
lady, she's a woman."



"So you keep reminding me. And | guess you're rightause God
knows alady would never behave the way you just did."

"You mean, no flower of Western womanhood wouldrdsehave
the way | did!"

A horn blared behind them. Cade shot a furious Intikthe rearview
mirror, then stepped on the gas.

"l don't appreciate being made to look like a fobg said through his
teeth.

Angelica sighed dramatically sweetly. "Poor Cade.asWit
humiliating to have to explain why | walked out?"

"Not really." His smile was all teeth. "Jim madgo&e about PMS
and | said, well, for all I knew, he might just beght. You can never
tell about women's hormones, can you?"

"That's it! Write this off as something you and ttker good ol' boys
can laugh about.” The car pulled to the-curb imfiaf the hotel. The
doorman stepped briskly forward, but Angelica thtee door open
before he could reach it. "Having to admit thehrdabat you couldn't
afford to let me into that discussion because Ihtnjgst have shown
you up, would probably have killed you," she snappes Cade
stepped out of the car and came toward her.

"You? Show me up?" Cade laughed. "Listen, sugdgnt want to
hurt your feelings, but you were in way over yogad just sitting
there! | can take what you know about this businstdf it into a
thimble and have room left for my finger."

The electric lobby doors swished open as Angeliga@ached.



"The only thing that was thimble-size in that offizas your brain,"
she said coldly.

"Dammit," Cade snarled. He caught hold of her warsti swung her
toward him. "Don't you think it's time you admittéae truth,Ms.
Gordon? You don't know the first thing about oil."

"What you mean is, | don't know the first thing abe-about going to
the bathroom standing up!"

Cade laughed. "Miss Palmer should hear you nowarsue said.
"I'll bet she'd swoon."

Angelica glared at him. Then she spun on her meaiched past the
reception desk where the clerks were trying theistlkdio pretend
nothing out of the ordinary was happening in thehptobby, and
stabbed the call button for the elevator.

"Miss Palmer," she said coldly when Cade caughtiouper, "would
tell me that | should have known better than toeexgou to treat me
with respect.”

The elevator doors slid open. They stepped insidé,Cade pressed
the button for the penthouse floor.

"Angelica," he said. He took a deep breath. "Ldeks not let this get
out of hand. | wasn't trying to insult you. It'sfuhat Larrabee and |
speak the same language.”

"Give me a break, Cade." The doors opened and fagstepped
into the corridor that led to the suite.

"l hate being patronized. | hate it almost as mash hate being
treated like a—a second-class citizen."



Cade unlocked the door to the sitting room. Thepsed inside and
he slammed the door after them.

"Will you listen to me, dammit?" He clasped herwglders and turned
her to face him. "In the first place, you don't na thing about the
oil business. That's not an insult, it's fact."

"I'm learning. Besides, | do know about financesl debt structures,
and if you'd only given me a minute or two of yquecious time, |
could have told you about the plan I'd worked out affered Mr. Jim
Aren't-We- All-Good-Old-Boys Larrabee just a litiMhile ago!"

"It couldn't have been much of a plan, if he turrietbwn."
"It was a terrific plan, but the person who madeas a woman!"

"Dammit, all you know is what you've read in textks, and that's
not what's happening in the real world!"

Angelica's fists clenched. "It's men like you aimd darrabee," she
said, her voice trembling, "who won't give me thamce to find out!"

"Angelica..."

Cade blew out his breath. Dammit, why were theptfigg? She'd
made him angry as hell, but that was all draininguyg especially
now that he saw the telltale glint of tears in &ges.

OK. Maybe he'd hurt her feelings. But he hadn'tmhéa; he!d just
gone into the meeting the way he always did, reéaly the
one-on-one kind of thing he was best at, and wgbkitonds he'd been
sure that Larrabee was responding positively to it.

Only a fool would have done something to endanigg. t



Besides, if he'd thought about Angelica sitting ¢t all, it had been
a quick flash, an awareness that he was puttirmnerhell of a show
and that he had to be dazzling her with how quidkdyd turned
Larrabee around.

Instead, he thought, with a twinge of guilt, instelhe'd managed to
put those tears in the eyes of—of...

Cade's heart kicked against his ribs. He'd pusteathe eyes of the
only woman he'd ever loved.

Angelica had turned away from him. Her head was dihwshe
looked fragile and vulnerable, and his throat cocied.

"Angel," he said softly. He reached out and touched shoulder
gently. "Angel, I'm sorry. You're right."

She turned and looked at him. "Do you mean it?"sshe, and wiped
the back of her hand across her eyes.

"Yes, of course." He smiled and drew her toward.Hindon't ever
want us to quarrel again."

She smiled, too, shakily. He could feel the tensdnmer body giving
way.

"Me neither," she whispered. "It's just—the thisg you made me
feel so useless..."

Cade nodded. "I know."
"There | sat, the head of the Gordon Oil Company-'a

"Well, sure." He smiled. "That was part of the gesh. We should
have straightened all that out before we went th&h meeting, but |



figured you weren't quite ready to admit that yoerewn't really the
head of Gordon Oil, so—"

Angelica pulled back and stared at him. "What do ye@an? | never
said—"

"Angel. We both know there never was a verbal agpesd."
She swallowed dryly. "Oh?"

"But | can understand that what happens to the enys important
to you. Hell, it belonged to your father." Cadeetinled his fingers
Into her hair and tilted her face to his. "Tell yadnat. I'll direct

whoever | put in charge to send me special periogports on the
company's progress, and—"

"You mean—you mean, you're taking the company away me?"
"Angel, you know that's what | came here to do."

"But—but you just said—you said you were sorry tthaas right,
that it was men like you who were keeping me fraettigg a feel for
the business—" Cade frowned. "I never said anythkegthat."

"You did, Cade! You said you'd help me learn—"

"Hell, you're twisting everything." His frown deepsd. "l said |
shouldn't have let you go into that meeting thigkyou were still in
charge of Gordon Oil, that | should have told you—"

"You mean—you mean, you'd already reached a decitiis
morning?"

"Angel, you aren't listening. I've just told youkmew all along you
had to be lying about that verbal agreement.” Hiesin"Oh, | was



willing to figure there might be a chance in a maill that it was real,
but—"

"But instead of telling me that," Angelica saidplydecided to play
games." Her voice shook. "You—you held out hope whigere
wasn't any, you—you seduced me...

"Will you stop this?" Cade's eyes darkened withesinge grabbed
her by the arms and shook her. "Forget Gordondaimmit! | love

you, Angelica. Do you hear me? | love you, and gaun't need
Gordon Oil anymore. I'll take care of you for tlestrof your life."

For a fraction of a second, the admission thabtiied her seemed to
shimmer in the air between them. But then it was@vaside, made
meaningless by reality.

"You mean—you mean, you'll do what you did todayad€,
you'll—you'll treat me like—like some poor littleogl who's
incapable of thinking for herself."

"No!" His fingers bit into her flesh. "I'll treatop like the woman you
really are. I'll cherish you and protect you—"

"And think for me, and speak for me..." The breatibbed from
Angelica's throat. She gave an anguished cry asgsted free of his
grasp. "lI'd sooner die than live my life like that!

Cade's mouth thinned. "Let me be sure we understacdid other," he
said. "If | gave you the choice between running ddor Oil and
marrying me—"

"This hasn't anything to do with Gordon Oil! Doytiu see? | need to
be my own person, Cade, | need to have the rightaomake my
own decisions."



"Then make one," he said his eyes fixed to herarfi¥ime and give
up all this crap—or I'll walk out of your life fover and give you your
precious company as a parting gift."

Angelica stared at him, her eyes wide with angui€tade," she
whispered, "I love you. You can't mean—"

"I do mean," he said grimly, even while a littleac®deep within him
whispered that this scene had been played befatht was like a
man caught in a time warp, doomed to repeat histotly only a

change in the cast of characters. "I mean evergwdow, make a
decision, and make it fast."

She spun away from him, hoping that he was onhnigéer, waiting
for some word from him to soften the cruel choie&llgiven her.

But the moments slipped away, leaving only sileneleind.
At last she turned and looked at him. Tears trechbleher lashes.

"Cade," she said, her voice anguished, "Cade, @ledsis face
turned to stone. "I'll have the papers drawn up,'said. "Goodbye,
Angelica."

He walked to the bedroom, shut the door after lang just that
quickly, it was over.



CHAPTER TEN

SOMEWHERE in the skies halfway to London, Cade calmed dov
enough to realize that the moment of high dramad ¢r&ated in that
Dallas hotel suite had really been an exercisevwndomedy.

He couldn't give Angelica Gordon that damned orhpany.
It wasn't his to give.

But he'd sooner have burned in the fires of hahtpull back from
that stupid pledge. It was a matter of pride, amdiepvas about all he
had left right now.

What a fool he'd made of himself. And what an a&sd heen to have
ever imagined himself in love with Angelica.

Him? In love with a woman like that? Cade almoaglzed out loud.
That he'd thought such a thing only proved he'dsio® many of the
past months in the world's backwaters. The womebDuwhai were
gorgeous—nbut evidently he'd missed the homegrowietyamore
than he'd realized.

Angelica had been the first long-legged Americandke he'd seen in
months. And, he had to admit, her initial coldnésgl been a
challenge.

Yes sir, he thought as he sipped his third boudomh water, it had
definitely been a surefire recipe for disaster.

Thank God he was safely out of it!

Cade smiled to himself. London was going to befterHe loved the
place, all that up-to-date energy mixed with thél-siajestic
reminders of a glowing past. And the women—ah wbenen were



special, with their English-rose complexions anelirtjoy in their
femininity.

It would take him all of an hour to forget the Relimess, once he was
on English soil—if he could just figure a way tonklathat damned
directorship to Angelica Gordon. Then he'd neverehta think about
her again.

He took another sip of his drink. He could alwagme clean with his
brothers, tell them what had happened

No. Grant and Zach would cackle with laughter atithiocy. Besides,
why should they take the fall for him? Landon Eptexes was worth
less on the market with Gordon Qil dragging it doWfny should his
brothers lose money because he—

Of course! Cade began to grin. The solution wasfpby simple.

He would buy Gordon's from Landon Enterprises; directorship
would be his to give away then—and his accountaghteven love
him for having come up with a tax loss.

The flight attendant came hurrying as soon as lessgd the call
button.

"Yes, Mr. Landon,” she said, smiling prettily. "Mdyget you
something? Another drink, perhaps?"

Her smile suggested that she might happily do mbine, only asked.

Cade looked at her. She was very pretty, he thougiry pretty
iIndeed—if you liked hazel eyes and straight, blbanl. But he didn't.
He preferred eyes the color of emeralds, hairwest touched with
fire...



Dammit, he thought, and he scowled so darkly thet flight
attendant drew back.

"I want a telephone," he said brusquely, "and'fast.

His first call was to Grant in New York. His olderother heard him
out, then laughed.

"Are you nuts? You can't buy Gordon QOil. We alreagn it."

"You're not listening," Cade said impatientlywént to buy it from
Landon Enterprises. Is that possible?"

"Anything's possible. But why? The company's a tlog.

"I have my reasons," Cade said—and waited for thetigal Grant to
demand, and be denied, a list of those reasons.

But Grant only muttered something about insanitgently running
in the family, and said that if that was what Cadated, he'd start
working on it.

Cade frowned. "That's it? You're not going to give a hard time?"

Grant gave a choked laugh. "I'm not up to givingerdy a hard time
lately,” he said. "Call Zach. Ask him what he ne&alsvork up an
idea of what we should charge you for Gordon Qllget back to
you."

Cade's call to Hollywood took Zach out of a meeting

"I've got something important going on here," hevged. "So make
it fast.”

Cade explained what he wanted.



"Are you crazy?" Zach said. "Why in hell would yduuy that
company?"

"That's my business. You just tell me what you needork up a
purchase price."

Zach gave a harsh laugh. "I bet it's got sometiindo with that
woman who's running it."

Cade frowned. "Don't be ridiculous. Why would yay shat?"
His brother's sigh was deep enough to cross tren#dl on its own.

"No reason," he said hollowly, "no reason at akK,@et in touch
with Denver. Have them phone me and I'll tell thehat | need."

"Can you do this quickly?"
"Sure, assuming Denver holds up its end. But witlBayliss—"

Cade's mouth thinned. "Yeah," he said, and hung H#p. sat
motionless for a moment, then rang for the fligtérdant again.

"Did you need something else, sir?" she said whi@eful smile.

Cade didn't smile at all. "Yes," he said grimlyn8ed to know how
fast | can get from London to Denver."

He was exhausted by the time he reached Denvekjivgoon a fine
edge of airline coffee, lack of sleep and a simngeanger that had
overtaken him on the endless flight home.

He climbed into a taxi, told the driver where tegdim and lay his
head back.



He was supposed to be in London. Instead, he wasibdhe States.

He was supposed to be finalizing plans for a N@#a drilling
expedition. Instead, he was arranging to buy aglgihfirm—and if
his brothers or anybody else ever found out theoeghe'd never live
it down.

Angelica, he thought, Angelica was to blame fooélhis.

How could one woman have messed up his life satlghly in so
short a time?

Cade's jaw tightened. The sooner he closed thesbookhis brief
and not-so-shining episode in his life, the better.

Kyra was surprised to see him, and pleased—but €anlsed a kind
of removal, just as he had with Grant and Zach/"

"Squirt?" he said as he was heading to his bedrbare.you OK?"
"Sure. I'm fine."

"Hatfe you been eating right?" He frowned. "You ayw did skip
meals. Maybe you're not getting enough vitamins 'or—

"Cade," Kyra said gently, "why don't you do us batfavor and stop
thinking for me?"

Cade's mouth twisted. "What is this? The new ferhatde cry?"

Kyra gave him a long look and then she sighed. ¥Gste sleep,"” she
said. "We'll talk when you're back among the living

Cade didn't argue. His brain was barely functionirgmade it up the
steps and into his room, and collapsed on the bed.



He awoke confused after a long, rambling dreamhhdtinvolved a
woman with a mane of copper curls. He'd chasedondrours across
what had looked like the Texas flats, only to cateh turn her in his
arms—and discover that she wasn't anyone he knew.

He sat up, flexed his shoulders and rubbed hisdanwss his face.
He needed a shower and a shave and then—assumaayldefind
the energy—he'd go to the Landon offices, phonehZawl begin
pulling together the materials he needed.

When he came downstairs, Kyra was waiting for lafong with a
platter of bacon and eggs, a stack of toast arad afroffee.

"What?" he said, smiling. "No groaning sideboard@ ®dbscene
breakfast buffet?"

Kyra smiled, too. "I'm going to be making some ajes)" she said.
"Go on, eat. You're looking at that food like argitag man."

Cade laughed. "I must have had a meal sometimenen past
twenty-four hours, but if | did, | sure as hell daemember it."

When he was done, he sat back and sighed withyskedS hat was
terrific, Squirt. One more cup of coffee, and thiemoff."

"To where?"

"To the office."

"For what?"

"l have to pull some papers from the files."

"Why?"



Cade's brows lifted. "Squirt," he said patiently's"business. You
wouldn't understand.”

Kyra's lips tightened. "Try me."
"Sis, look, | know you mean well, but—"
"But what? Is it too complicated for my pretty h&ad

Cade threw down his napkin. "What the hell is gaomghere? | tell
you right now, I've had a bellyful of this crap!"

"Well, so have |." His sister glared at him. "Wonaon't like to be
treated like—like dolls."

"And men don't like to be despised for trying t@wstthey care. If a
man didn't love a woman, he wouldn't..."

Cade clamped his lips together. Then he shoved backhair and
got to his feet. "If Zach or Grant calls, tell théimey can reach me at
the office."

Kyra nodded. "Yes, sir," she said sweetly.

Cade stormed out the door.

It took almost a week for Cade to get all the infation to Zach and
for Zach to comb through it. But, at last, he taleped.

"OK," he said, "we're almost there."

"What do you mean, almost? | sent you everythinipénfiles."



"Yeah. Some interesting stuff, too. That woman wh@en running
Gordon's? She's made some clever suggestions edstuicturing
the company's debts. I'm impressed.”

| do know about finances and debt structures, &gdu'd only given
me a minute or two of your precious time.....

"Never mind being impressed," Cade said sharplyst'give me a
buyout price."

"I will, but I'll need some updated figures first."
"Dammit, Zach, just come up with a number! Any namb

"l don't do business that way, Cade, and neithes @my man in his
right mind. Look, what's the big deal? Call Dallesk to a secretary
or a clerk—"

"l don't have to talk to the Gordon woman?"
"No, of course not. Half a dozen quick questioms] tat's it."
A muscle knotted in Cade's jaw. "That's it?"

"You got it, brother. Twenty-four hours later, yibwbdwn Gordon
Oil."

Twenty-four hours later, Cade thought as he hun¢gheghone, he
could forget about Angelica Gordon forever.

" He dreamed again that night, some hellish nighentilaat had him
racing down a dark corridor, banging open doorsnawer finding
the one thing his hammering heart told him he rfingt..

... the one woman he must find...



"Angelica?" he said, as he shot bolt upright in.bed

After a moment, he shoved back the covers andogustfeet. It had
snowed outside, the first snow of the season, laadand lay white
and still in the moonlight. He stood at the winddagking at the
night sky, wondering if there were any chance Amgemight be
looking at the same moon and feeling what he f&iis awful
emptiness where his heart should have been.

"Damn," he whispered, and pounded his fist intohaisd.

He didn't love her. He had never loved her—andssine as hell had
never loved him. The only thing she loved was s¢raelheaded,
selfish dream.

He pulled on a pair of jeans and an old sweatdatefoot, he made
his way through the sleeping house to the kitchierhadn't wanted a
cup of hot chocolate in years, but tonight...

Moonlight illuminated the figure of his sister. Be®d in a long
flannel nightgown, Kyra sat curled on the cushiosgidof the big
bay window that overlooked the mountains.

"What are you doing up?" Cade said. "It's late. Atsdcold down

here. You should be wearing a robe, and..." He rfieivand cleared
his throat. "Kyra? Do I—ah, do | do that a lot? Amh, do | tend to
be overly protective?"

She smiled gently. "You mean, are you like Father?"

"What? No! Of course not. I'm nothing like the aotthn. Hell, I'd
never—"

"Oh, you're not anywhere near as dominating, andrgcacertainly
not selfish." She put her hand on his. "But youiki®to control."



Cade pulled his hand away. "That's ridiculous."”

"Maybe you think control and protection are the sathat you have
to control somebody in order to take care of thechlave them."

"Great God almighty!" Cade slammed his hands orgdips. "Don't
tell me I've run into another believer in the j@fpsychology!”

"Or maybe, down deep, you think you have to cordmheone to
keep them from abandoning you."

"What?"

"l wonder if it could have something to do with wheappened the
night of your twenty-first birthday?"

"What in hell are you talking about?"

"Oh, Cade." Kyra's voice was soft. "You know you'mever
forgotten. That girl who left you—Casey? Lacey?"

"Stacey,"” Cade snapped, "and what would you knosuh? You
were just a baby."

"l was fifteen," Kyra said with a little smile. "Haly a baby/1 knew
how hurt you were."

Cade flushed. "l wasn't hurt, | was ticked off. Helvas only a kid."

"Come on, admit it. Losing her that way must haafed hole in your
heart. Someday you'll meet a woman..." His sistekéd at him, her
eyes wise beyond her years. "Or have you met leady?" she
asked gently. "Is that what's put the shadows ur yyes?"

Cade glared at her. "Thank you, Dr. Freud," he lsdar*Your
brilliant analysis has been more than helpful.”



He pivoted on his heel and marched from the roograkvatched
him go, and then she sighed.

"You did ask," she whispered, and turned her fadbe window.

Zach had said Cade only needed to phone the Garffioe for the
final information.

But in the morning, Cade boarded the earliest fllggdh could get for
Dallas.

In the long run, it would be quicker, he told hifiske could get the
stuff he needed straight from Emily without any gbasity of a
slipup, and if he called ahead, he could do ittaha when Angelica
would be out of the office.

But somehow, he forgot to make the call beforedfieDenver. He
forgot to make it when he reached the airport itid3aand it even
slipped his mind to call from the cellular phonéhia rental car.

Well, it didn't matter. Seeing Angelica again wautdother him at
all, he told himself as he pushed open the dotlngdGordon office,
and if Angelica didn't like it, that was just toardned—

"Yes? May | help you, sir?"

Cade stared at the woman seated behind the recejesi.
"You're not Emily," he said.

She smiled politely. "Emily's not here anymore."

"She isn't?"



"No, sir. She took a position at another firm. Mdelp you?"

Cade looked at the closed door to Angelica's offi¥es," he said,
"yes, you may. My name is Cade Landon, and—"

"From Landon Enterprises?" The woman rose to het. f&Vhat a
coincidence, sir. | was just about to post thiteleto your Denver
office, and—"

"Is—is Ms. Gordon in?" he said. He took a step talvAngelica's
door and then he stopped. "Not that | wish to see"he said,
frowning, "but—"

"No, sir. She's not."

Cade cleared his throat. "Yes, well, that's alhtidg'm sure you can
help me with—"

"I'm afraid Ms. Gordon doesn't work here anymore."
Cade swung toward the woman. "What?"

"It's all in this letter, Mr. Landon. Ms. Gordorsigned. She told me
to post this first thing this morning, and-"

"That's impossible,” Cade said sharply. "She cdultave resigned.”

"Well, she did. She hired a replacement, of couifsgou wish to
meet him..."

"Let me see that letter," Cade said, and grabbidnt her.

He read it through, but it said nothing; it migist\aell have been a
form resignation copied straight from a businesaumh

"When did she leave?" he snapped, and tossedttaeti® the desk.



"Well, on Friday, sir. | mean, that was when shetlee office. But |
don't think she left Dallas until Saturday, or EgE—"

The woman gasped as Cade caught her by the arrhs. [&X
Dallas?"

"Yes, sir."
"Where did she go? Dammit, woman..."
"My name is Carlisle, sir. Alice Carlisle."

"Ms. Carlisle," Cade said. "Alice." He took a ddmeath, lifted his
hands from her and stepped back. "This is very map6, Alice. |

must find Ms. Gordon. | have to find her, and bet—and tell her..."
He smiled, or hoped he did. God only knew if he evemiling or
grimacing in pain. "Do you know where she's gone?"

"Why, she went home, of course. Some town in Comnec Mr.
Landon. | have it right here—"

Cade snatched the slip of paper from Alice Catidhand. His eyes
skimmed the address, and then he turned and hdiroieckhe office.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

THE LITTLE town of Eastgate, Connecticut, was picture- padtce
beautiful, a traditional bit of New England thatghi have been
created by an artist—or an overly zealous ChambEommerce.

Clapboard saltboxes with dark slate roofs stoodirsglnaround the
village square. In summer, the square was a vegiaen; now, in

late autumn, the maples and oaks that lined itded their leaves,
covering the grass with a carpet of crimson andl.gél church

flanked the square, its spare lines an acknowledgwifets Puritan

ancestry, its white steeple reaching toward the e/ golden spire
catching the last, sharp light of the late aftemson.

A block north of the square, a column of statelsnellined the
cobbled driveway that led to the handsome Gothiucgire that was
Miss Palmer's Academy. The original stone buildimgd been
extended over the years so that now it was a largkimposing
edifice. Beyond its west wing, a breeze delicataffled the waters
of Eastgate Pond, where the young ladies of theéesog swam in the
languid heat of summer and ice skated in the luoisk of the New
England winter.

Angelica sighed as she gazed down on the scenetfr@igentle rise
on which she stood.

It was a perfect picture, she thought, just asdstimught so many
times before—and she waited for the rush of- plesasitat should
have accompanied the knowledge that she was baekewshe
belonged.

But the feeling wouldn't come.

She had arrived yesterday, spent the night ataisegate Inn and met
with the academy's headmistress this afternoors Bames had been



gracious. The school would be delighted to haveeting back, she'd
said; her old position would be waiting for hetlet start of the next
semester.

Her friends on the academy staff had greeted hemlyaNo one had
guestioned her return; everyone simply hugged her said how
wonderful it was to have her back.

"You're home again," Jack Brenner had said, wigrhier around in a
circle.

Then, why was there this awful heaviness in hertiea

This place, this familiar part of the Stategshome. And Jack and
Miss James and the others were not just friendyg,were her kind of
people. They spoke the same language, had theesametations...

And yet every time Angelica smiled, she felt ash& were forcing
her face to assume an alien mask. Every time gteysea, she was
very happy to be back, she felt as if she werelspega lie.

And it was all Cade's fault, damn him! It was alchuse he'd ended
up being the contemptible, insensitive, chauvioidtastard she'd
pegged him for from the beginning.

At least she wasn't still in love with him, she ugat, lifting her

chin—if, indeed, she ever had been. The more shgtit about it,
the more convinced she was that she, of all pedyd,ended up
believing the hoary old wive's tale that said a \wwanmalways fell in

love with the man to whom she gave her virginity.

Yes, she thought, that had to be it. She'd fedelfersmantic
propaganda rather than accept the truth, which thaiswhat had
happened between her and Cade was nothing but mggess sex ...



"Angelica?"Angelica frowned. Jack, she thought,hwat twinge of
guilt. He'd gone walking with her, and somehow gHetgotten all
about him.

She moistened her lips, fixed them in a smile amadetd to him.

"Jack, I'm terribly sorry." She put her hand ondnis. "I must have
been daydreaming."

"There's no need to apologize." Jack took her handis. "I
understand how you must feel, Angelica. It mustvbaderful, being
back home again."

Angelica nodded. "It is," she said quickly. "It'stsiwonderful.”

Jack laced his fingers through hers and they bagdking slowly
along the crest of the hill.

"l like what you've done with your hair," he sasaniling at her.

She laughed and put her hand to the long, loods the breeze was
gently tossing against her shoulders.

"I guess | finally figured out that there's no dairying to disguise
myself, Jack. | am who | am, and that's that."

He grinned. "Sounds good to me." His hand tightesreters. "l just
can't tell you how glad | am to see you again."

"And I'm glad to see you, too." Angelica sighed's"just that—I
don't know, it seems impossible that I'm back hef€astgate.”

"Yes. It seems that way to me, too. I'd really betputhink we'd lost
you forever."



Angelica's smile tilted. "Nothing is forever, Jdckhe said. "That's
one thing I've learned these past months."

"Il bet your exile in Siberia must have seemdak [forever," Jack
said, and grinned.

Angelica grinned back at him. "That's another tHilegrned. Believe
it or not, Texas is part of the United States."

"Maybe—and then again, maybe not." Jack made asnggesture
that took in the town nestled below them. "Butanht compare to
this."

"Well, it's entirely different than this. New Engldis beautiful. But
Texas—Texas is beautiful, too."

"l suppose.” They strolled along in companionaliEnse, and then
Jack glanced at her. "So," he said quietly, "I takibat the Dallas
thing didn't work out?"

Angelica shook her head. "No. No, it didn't."
"I'm sorry. I'm sure it wasn't anything you did—"
"I made a lot of mistakes, Jack. | realize that riow

Jack put his hands lightly on Angelica's shouldand turned her
toward him.

"But it's over with, right? You sold your dad's qoamy?"

"Oh, it wasn't mine to sell. It turned out he'ddswlhimself, before he
died. I just—I ran it for a while, and then—andritibe conglomerate
that had bought it from my father sent somebody rdaoa check

things out, and—and..."



"And what?" Jack frowned. "Don't tell me he fireol?"

"No. Well, he was going to, but... but he endedfipring to let me
stay on."

"For how long?"
Angelica took a deep breath. "For—for as longasamted."

Jack gave an uncertain laugh. "I'm lost here, Angel his corporate
pencil pusher came down to give you the once-aed—"

"He wasn't a pencil pusher,” she said quickly.

"Whatever. He looked things over, liked what youavdoing—so
why'd you quit?"

"He didn't. Like what | was doing, | mean. He—haldalidn't know
anything about the oil business."

Jack grimaced. "Sounds like a typical chauvinish&a"

"No!" Angelica shook her head. "No, he was righdidin't know
anything about the business. That's why | was sogeup.”

Jack gave a puzzled laugh. "So he offered to keepoy as director
for as long as you wanted?" He grinned and chutleedunder the
chin. "I must be missing something here."

Angelica stared at him. Yes, she thought, oh, geswas definitely
missing something. He was missing the part thatered, where
Cade had demanded she make a cold-blooded chonedre his
selfish idea of love and her need to feel whole.

But she would never feel whole again. Never, bezawghout
Cade—uwithout his love...



A choked sound burst from her throat. Jack staréeia
"Angelica?" he said.

He reached toward her but she shook her head lfreacel swung
away from him. Tears rose in her eyes as she shdiradly out over
the village.

She loved Cade. Lord, how she loved him! And stvagd would, no
matter how many long, empty years went by.

How could Cade have been such a fool? How coulthlie imagined
she'd choose the directorship of Gordon Oil ovdeat his side?

Would he ever suspect that leaving Gordon Oil heehlthe easiest
thing she'd ever done in her life?

It was living without Cade that was going to bechdmpossible,
maybe, if the last week was any indication. Sheehsit in such
misery, lying awake at night and aching for thel f&fehis strong,
comforting arms, waking in the morning and not apgrer eyes so
she could pretend that loving him and losing hird Bk been a bad
dream...

"Angelica?" Jack's hands clasped her shouldershantlirned her
toward him. "What's wrong? Please, tell me.

She tried to smile her reassurance, but it didaikwThe tears only
came faster. Jack put his arms around her. Shénhedraw her close
and bring her head against his chest.

Please, she thought, please let me feel safe,emues and happy.

But she felt none of those things. Jack was a goad, a kind man,
and though she'd never admitted it to herself legfite knew that he
was close to falling in love with her.



They were a perfect match. They held the same cbors. He
respected her as an equal; he would never dreataing anything
without seeking her opinion first—and she would chégat from a
man before she could make a life with him, she ktieat:

The trouble was that she'd have to have othershiog. He'd have to
make her blood sing just by touching her, his lgsseuld have to
turn her to flame, and just the sight of him or soe&ind of his voice
would have to fill her with a joy so fierce it wabnost painful.

"Angelica?"

She went rigid in Jack's arms. Was she so unhaapigst without
Cade, that she'd taken to imagining the soundsovtice?

"Angelica."

Time seemed to stop. She pulled a deep, shuddergagh into her
lungs and put her hands against Jack's chest. \Bltngd embrace
loosened and she turned in his arms.

A tremor went through her.
"Cade," she whispered.

He looked much as he had that day at the Odesss, standing tall
and handsome in a leather jacket, jeans and hétgsheart felt as if
it might burst.

"Cade? What—what are you doing here?"
He moved slowly toward her, his eyes never leahiagface.

"l came to see you," he said softly. "And to tely— to tell you..."
He looked away from her then, at Jack.



Angelica looked at Jack, too. He was staring aeGedif he'd seen an
apparition, and just for an instant Angelica smésdhe thought how
each must be sizing up the other and trying to nsekse out of what
he saw.

"Jack," she said, "this is—this is Cade Landon. kie- ." He's the
man | love, the man I'll always love, she almosd,saut she had at
least some pride left. "He—he's the man | wasnglliou about, the
one who—who offered to let me stay on at my fagheif'company.”

"But you didn't," Cade said, his eyes meeting lagisn.
Angelica sighed. "No."

Cade took another step forward. "Why?" he saidysdft was what
you wanted, Angel, what you wanted more than angtleise in the
world."

"Did | ever say that?"

Cade's eyes narrowed. "You didn't have to. You miadeear
enough.”

Her chin trembled. "Cade Landon," she said, "yosl the biggest
damned fool..."

Tears rose in her eyes again and she spun awayhiront

"Angelica?" Jack cleared his throat. "Angelica, #dhaoing on
here?"

She rubbed her hand across her eyes, hating héosdbireaking
down, hating Cade for whatever pound of flesh h&dne to
collect—and feeling nothing but compassion for Jagko looked
like a man who'd found himself trapped inside aenaihout a clue
as to how he'd got there.



"I'm sorry,” she said. "Jack, I'm so sorry, but—t.bu

Jack looked from Angelica to Cade. "l understaind,"said, and he
smiled a little sadly. "At least stop by and saydjoye before you
leave, Angelica. Will you do that?"

Angelica looked at him as if he were crazy. "I'mt rgoing
anywhere."

Jack nodded. "Right," he said. He put his handresg&ier cheek in a
last, gentle caress. Then he nodded at Cade, lorystst him and
strode down the hill. . Cade waited until the otlmam was barely a
pinpoint in the distance. Then he frowned and tdtoeAngelica.

"An old flame?"
"A good friend."

"For somebody who's just a friend, he was holdiag pretty damn
close."

Angelica's chin lifted. "He's a very good frienceddes, it's none of
your business."

"All right, then, let's try something th&g my business. Why did you
give up your job at Gordon QOil?"

She stared at him, and then she turned away, tuekdohnds into the
pockets of her jacket and started walking. Heifebeside her.

"An employee only has to give notice, not a rea®urresigning a
position."

Cade's lips twitched. "What textbook is that from?"



"I don't owe you any explanations, Cade. I'm n&tragfor severance
pay or even a reference."

"And a good thing," he growled, "considering thatiydon't know a
damned thing about running an oil company."

Angelica spun toward him, her eyes flashing. "Ale vack to that?
Anyway, | never said | did!"Cade smiled. "No. Youiduait." He
looked at her. "But you do know something abouardice and debt
structure.”

"You're damned right | do! I..." She frowned. "Wkays so?"

Cade's lips twitched again. "You did, if I'm remearihg right. Well,
and my brother says so, too."

"Your brother!" Angelica tossed her head. "Anothandon genius,
no doubt."

"I wouldn't call Zach a genius—not to his face, &ny." Cade
grinned. "But he's got a pretty fair reputationaaguy who knows
how to take a little bit of money and coax it istdot."

"And he said that I..." Angelica smiled sweetly.réAyou sure he
knows I'm a woman? That might change his attituatesiclerably."”

Cade took a deep breath. "I'm the one who needslhibage of
attitude," he said, "the one who needs to remertitzryou can be
my woman and still be your own person."

Angelica stared at him. "What?"

He smiled. "I think you might find that you and sigter, Kyra, have
a great deal in common."



"I don't—I don't understand. What does your sis@re to do with
me?"

"Nothing." He moved closer to her, and the way dukéd into her
eyes made it almost impossible for her to bredtNething—and
everything. She's a very wise young woman, thaersf mine. It
turns out she knows things .about me that |..."eCtmbk a deep
breath. "Angel," he said softly. He reached owmfed Angelica's
face in his hands. "Angel, | love you. | love yotwall my heart."

Angelica's lips trembled. What was the sense iryidgrthe truth?

"Oh, Cade," she whispered, "l love you, too. | alsvavill—but it
won't work."

"It will," he said, with that wonderful strength @ddetermination she
knew so well. "I've learned a lot in the past wehgel. For instance,
| know now that the only way to keep you is toyeu have your
freedom."

Hope blossomed in Angelica's heart. "Not too mueledom," she
said, her eyes on his. "I've learned some things@ade, that—that
love can make you stronger, not weaker, that lsBxenbeen happier
than when you're holding me in your arms."

Cade smiled and gathered her to him. "I'll make aowffer, Angel."
"What offer?" she whispered.

He brushed his mouth gently over hers. "I'm flytogLondon in a
couple of days. Come with me."

"Come with-"

"Yes. Zach says you've got a head for figures. Wadinkly, I'm
better at what happens in the field than | am wiktat happens on a



balance sheet. I'll teach you about the oil busiresl you can teach
me finance— and after we put the London deal tq bexdl come
home and make a success of Gordon Oil."

Angelica stared at him. "Are you serious?"

"Yes." He frowned. "Although there are two conditsd’
Her smile dimmed. "What conditions?"

Cade put his hand under her chin and tilted hex fadis.
"The first is that you have to tell me you love me.

She smiled and linked her arms around his neck.cbfse | love
you, you arrogant, opinionated, impossible maryofi weren't so
pigheaded, you'd have figured that out long ago."

“Like the first time we made love, you mean." Caldew her close.
"You'd never had a lover before me, had you, svezetia"

A soft blush spread over Angelica's cheeks. "Yoteway first lover,
Cade," she said softly.

"And your last," he said in whisper so fierce ttiltad her. He kissed
her and then looked into her eyes. "So, what dalymk? Would you

like to come with me to London, then come backh® $tates and
help me run Gordon Oil?"

"You said there werewo conditions."

"Absolutely.” Cade framed her face in his handsotYhave to love
me—and you have to marry me, Angel. Otherwisedta's off."



Angelica leaned back in Cade's arms. His expressasnunyielding;
it gave nothing away. But when she looked intodyss, she could
see the sweetly teasing laughter there.

"I don't know," she said. "That's an awful lot &kaf a woman."
He kissed her again, a long, deep kiss that staidteath away.
"l love you, sweetheart," he said. "And | alwayd Wi

Angelica smiled. "You'd better," she whispered, #mh she kissed
him with all the love that had been so long pentagide her heart.



