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Cassandra Garret
watched the big 747 set down on the runway and acknowledged the
sudden tightening of her stomach muscles with a wry grimace.
Mitch’s voice sounded through her ear-piece, as clear as if he were
standing next to her, bringing her focus back to where it
belonged.

The job at hand.

“How’s it
looking?”

“He’s down. I’ll do
one more sweep before the passengers come through the gate.”

“Roger that.”

Cassandra turned to
study her surroundings, her eyes moving across the people who were
waiting for the plane to disembark. There was nothing jarring;
nobody appeared to be out of place. Those waiting around were all
airport employees, to all intents and purposes doing the job they
were paid to do, which was to process the arrivals on flight 673.
After baggage check, most of the passengers would be going through
duty free or customs. All of the people present were supposed to
have security clearance to be there. Of course, that didn’t
necessarily mean anything. Edmund Delaney was a powerful man; there
would be few places he couldn’t infiltrate. It was quite possible
he’d managed to slip one of his hired guns into the airport
personnel. Despite the secrecy surrounding this delivery, it wasn’t
a possibility Cass was prepared to rule out.

Across the room Jason
Burke was going through the same routine checks as she was, his
eyes scanning his surroundings, searching for something out of
place; off key. The Federal Police had assigned eleven agents to
this hand over.

Jake Embery would
probably be delighted at all the attention he was receiving.

Mitch’s voice sounded
again. As operational leader it was his call who was assigned to
what positions on the team. The safety of Jake Embery was riding on
his shoulders. Small wonder Mitch was sounding so tense. “Okay,
Cass, Jason... move into position. We can’t afford any leeway on
this one.”

“Moving into position
now.” She responded quietly.

Jason joined her and
together they went to stand by the arrivals gate. They would be the
two Federal agents that would take Embery into custody, running in
tandem with the FBI officers who were transporting him until the
transfer was complete.

Cassandra hadn’t
wanted this detail. She hadn’t wanted any personal contact
whatsoever with Embery and would have preferred riding shotgun or
taking surveillance but her reluctance to meet Embery was hardly
something she could bring up in the ops room. Not and keep a shred
of credibility as a Federal agent, anyway. Just the same, her heart
was beginning to pound, the prospect of actually being face to face
with Jake for the first time in three years pushing her blood
pressure way up. This was just the sort of situation they warned
you about in training. The need to keep a clear head during an
operation was essential. Stay focused. Stay alert.

Cassandra straightened her shoulders and hoped she could keep
her expression impassive during the approaching encounter.
Perhaps he won’t even acknowledge
you. It had been three years, after all,
she reasoned.

But she knew just how
unlikely that was. The experiences she had once shared with Jake
Embery were not the kind that were easily forgotten. She’d
certainly never managed to bury the memories of their time together
and she’d had more than enough incentive to try. Jason gave her a
quick smile. “Here we go,” he murmured, as the people from flight
673 began to stream through the arrivals gates, heading across to
the baggage areas. “Time to get my first look at a bona fide
turncoat!”

Cassandra gave him a
quick glance, but didn’t respond. Jason was relatively new to the
section. He’d never met Jake Embery although, in the past three
years, he’d probably heard a hell of a lot about him. His curiosity
was perfectly natural. Still, it was surprisingly hard not to
react.

Automatically, she
studied the faces as they passed, her training kicking in. It was
remotely possible that Delaney had managed to get somebody on board
the flight itself in the hope of taking Embery out before he
reached Australia. If they’d had no opportunity on the plane then
an attempt on the ground was surely going to be on the cards. She
and Jason watched, trying to pick something up but everyone seemed
more than happy to keep moving, heading towards the baggage check.
There were two other agents seeded around the customs area who
would continue to monitor the arriving passengers and the crowd of
friends and family that were waiting for them. Cassandra knew her
main task was Embery. They would bring him off when the last
passenger had disappeared. It minimized the crowds, allowing a far
better assessment of the risk factors. If anyone was taking undue
interest in Embery after the area was clear of passengers, at least
they’d have a better chance of spotting it.

This whole operation
was covert. Nobody but the FBI and the Federal Police were supposed
to know that Jake Embery was coming back to Australia. But despite
the precautions, the encrypted exchange of information, the ever
changing arrangements the two organizations had made to keep the
details of the transfer from leaking out, everybody knew that
Delaney had at least one mole – probably more - on the inside of
either the FBI or the AFP... or both. They were expecting
trouble.

The arrest of Jake
Embery in Chicago five days before meant trouble for Edmund
Delaney. Embery was coming back because he knew an awful lot about
Delaney’s drug business, information the AFP were desperate to
obtain.

No matter what, they
had to keep Jake Embery alive...

Cassandra glanced down
at herself, reassured by the plain black suit she’d chosen, the
flat, practical shoes. Business like. No nonsense. Today of all
days she needed to present herself as a competent police officer
whose only interest was getting the job done. She always tamed her
mass of tawny hair into a thick plait but that morning she had made
sure it was more severe than ever and had skipped any hint of
makeup.

Cassandra was
determined to be all business. Nothing was going to deflect her
from doing her job.

As soon as the plane
had disembarked, a flight attendant emerged, walking across to them
rather hesitantly. She appeared a little uncertain, maybe because
she wasn’t used to dangerous criminals being transported on her
shift but more likely because the swarm of sober suited personnel
that were focused on the plane and the tarmac were making her
uneasy. She looked from Jason to Cassandra, uncertain who she was
supposed to be talking to.

“Federal Agent
Garret?” When Cassandra inclined her head, she continued on, “All
the passengers have disembarked apart from the... from the...”

“Detainee.” Cassandra
supplied easily, “Thank you. If you’ll just show us the way?”

The plan was for the
FBI agents to accompany Embery to the safe house - a little extra
protection along the way to ensure all went smoothly. That was also
the reason they’d decided to fly him into Canberra instead of
Sydney. Even though it was in Sydney that both she and Jake had
been working when he’d disappeared, the Federal Police’s main base
of operation was Canberra, the nation’s capitol. As Delaney lived
in Sydney and he ran his business - both legal and illegal from
there - Mitch had decided that the capital might prove the safer
option.

After the two FBI
agents had co-delivered their package, the prisoner would be fully
released into AFP custody. Cassandra swallowed, unable to control
the way her breath quickened as she and Jason followed the
attendant. No matter how much prep work she’d done, working towards
this meeting, the next few minutes were going to be tough.

Jake Embery had been
seated in the middle seat of three at the rear of the plane so it
took some moments to reach him. He was flanked by the two FBI
agents who had accompanied him, both wearing the same expressions
that gave away absolutely nothing. Each of them wore sunglasses
and, despite her preoccupation, Cassandra couldn’t help but marvel
at how well the two men measured up to the stereotypical image of
FBI agents that movies and television so loved. They looked like
they’d come straight out of Hollywood instead of the Chicago office
of the Federal Bureau of Investigation.

Reluctantly, unable to
put off the moment any longer, she allowed her eyes to travel to
the man who had created so much anxiety within herself and the AFP
for the past week.

When she met Jake
Embery’s cool green eyes, a jolt of alarm went through her, wicked
heat chasing hard on the heels of cold shock, jerking her stunned
nervous system into life.

She had honestly
thought she would be impervious to him. After three years she had
thought that she had escaped the shadows of the past well enough to
get on with the future. If that future had meant bringing Jake to
justice, then so be it. Today was to be the day that all of the
hard work she had put in to forget the man finally paid off. The
day when she was face to face with him once again. She was really
hoping it would be the day when the sight of him would do nothing
more than cause her a professional headache instead of the
emotional heartache she had once gone through.

He looked completely
different and yet strangely unchanged. It was an anomaly her brain
was unable to immediately process. The black hair was longer now,
and a little shaggy, a far cry from the clipped crew-cuts he’d once
favoured. The face hadn’t changed, however. It was a little leaner,
a little more battle weary. It was also sporting a couple of livid
bruises - one to the left of the chin, the other on the left
cheek.

Cassandra sucked in a
long breath. She hadn’t known what to expect. Hell, she’d postponed
thinking at all, unwilling to dwell on what would happen if this
moment ever came, although in retrospect that might have been a
mistake. More thought might have given her something to fall back
on, a backup plan to resort to if her feelings threatened to
overwhelm her. Like they were right now. All she could really think
of was that Jake was just as sexy, just as dangerous, just as damn
he-man gorgeous as ever. She wondered, with a surprising stab of
pain, who it was that had put those bruises on his face, but
immediately pushed the question away. It was irrelevant. Besides,
she knew the other guy was probably looking a whole lot worse!

What was relevant was that she was going to have to deal with him.
Right here. Right now.

His eyes were
unreadable but he gave her a slow smile, the same sort of smile
that had once been capable of turning her knees to mush. “Hello
Cass. I wondered if you’d be on this detail. Long time, no
see.”

Cassandra felt Jason’s
start of surprise at her back. Only a couple of the team knew that
she had a previous association with Embery - three years was a long
time and they’d been discreet, their relationship kept quiet for
obvious reasons. Jason’s reaction prompted her remember just what
it was she was there for, however.

“Jake.” she said,
surprised that her voice sounded so steady. She glanced at the two
agents who were looking at her. At least, she assumed they were
looking at her. In those sunglasses it was hard to tell.

The one nearest to her
nodded. “Agents Tyrell and Glietzman ma’am.” He said, voice
laconic.

“Nice to meet you
both. Gentlemen, transport is in place. We’re ready to move.”

They rose to their
feet. Jake was still watching Cassandra. Those wicked green eyes
hadn’t left her for a moment. “You’re looking good.” He observed,
still in that cool, even voice. Dark and slumberous, that voice had
called her name in the height of passion. He had whispered it as
they’d both lain entwined afterwards, whispering promises about the
future that had all turned out to be lies. She stared at him and
for a moment, memory threatening to topple her.

“I’ll check our exit.” Turning hastily, Cassandra moved past
Jason and retreated down the aisle. She would get through this, she assured
herself, grinding her teeth. Jake Embery had finally been caught
and now it was time for him to face the music, to face up to all of
the things that he’d left behind.

His ruined, discarded
career as a Federal police officer.

His friends, who had
been betrayed by the knowledge that the person they had thought
they’d known was little more than a mercenary with a price tag.

And most importantly
of all, he’d have to face the questions surrounding the death of
Steven Butler, the man who had once been his partner and who had
been mysteriously killed three years ago when the two of them had
been trying to penetrate a drug ring on the docks. Steven’s body
had been found in an empty storage warehouse in Port Botany but
there’d been no sign of Embery. Later they’d received intelligence
that Jake Embery was in Thailand. The word was that he’d turned
dirty, bought body and soul by Edmund Delaney.

It had taken a few
months for the awful truth to sink in, for Cassandra to accept what
everyone else seemed certain of. She hadn’t wanted to believe it.
For months she’d struggled with the concept that the man she had
fallen for so heavily was a villain.

But time had proved
just how true that was. Jake was a traitor. He’d sold information
and his experience as a Federal officer to Edmund Delaney.

For a time nothing had
seemed to ease the pain of his betrayal. It had almost overwhelmed
her and for months she had dragged herself around like she was in
some kind of bad dream. She’d even considered resigning from the
AFP but a couple of her close friends on the force had urged her to
stick it out. She was a good cop. All she needed was to focus on
the future and time would deal with the past.

It
had turned out to be true, more or less. Time had dulled the legacy of Jake’s
actions even if it hadn’t actually eradicated the pain. She hoped
that one day it would, that she would be free of the
past.

Her first glimpse of
Embery told her she still had a long way to go. Walking back out
into the arrivals terminal, Cassandra forced herself to
concentrate. A quick glance told her that customs had efficiently
dealt with most the passengers. She noted the positions of several
of her fellow officers and was reassured; they seemed to have the
place covered. “Okay,” she said, knowing she would be heard by
everybody on the team, “It’s looking good. Bring him out.”

The cars - three in
all - would be picking them up directly from the front of the
arrivals building. The car parks at Canberra International were too
remote - nobody had been comfortable with the idea of exposing
their prisoner for that length of time in an open space.

“How’s he looking?”
Mitch demanded and Cassandra remembered that he and Jake had been
friends before it had all gone horribly wrong. This wouldn’t be
easy for him, either, but it said a lot about what the AFP thought
of his abilities, in as much as they had given him control of the
operation.

“Somebody’s been taking a swing at him, by the look of it.
Apart from that he’s pretty much the same as usual.” She returned,
voice even. She knew he wanted to ask about her reactions to the meeting but
wouldn’t do so with everybody listening in. That would come later
during a debrief.

Jason took point,
followed by the two FBI agents flanking Embery. She fell into step
with Jason and together they moved in close formation through the
echoing expanse of Canberra International, heading for the
collection point.

Cassandra scanned her
surroundings relentlessly, intent on picking up anything that would
indicate transport had been compromised. Her job was to make sure
the prisoner stayed alive long enough to supply answers to all of
the questions his disappearance three years ago had left behind.
Right now there was no room for emotions - if she was going to fall
apart she could do it later. While all the information seemed to
indicate that Jake Embery was as dangerous as a cornered
rattlesnake, with pretty much the same survival instincts, he was
vulnerable right now. Intel suggested that in three years he had
risen high in Edmund Delaney’s organization, to the point where
there were few areas he hadn’t accessed. If that was the case then
Delaney would be desperate to either break him free or kill him.
Either option was not in the interests of the AFP.

Mitch had warned her that her job wouldn’t be easy when he’d
given her the assignment that had been additional to the one she was now
on. He’d taken her aside the previous evening just as she was
leaving headquarters.

“Cass, can I have a
word?” His words had come as no surprise; she’d been expecting him
to say something. What she hadn’t been expecting was the
conversation they’d ended up having. He’d taken her into a small
office, closing the door behind him. Cass had taken a chair,
expecting Big Brother Mitch, the guy that had been so sympathetic
during the long, painful months after Jake’s disappearance. “I
wanted to have a word with you away from the rest of the team,”
he’d begun, “You know that it’s quite likely that Jake is going to
try and make a break for it while he’s in custody?”

Cass had shrugged. “He
can try but he won’t get anywhere. I’ve checked everything. He
won’t be going anywhere with the amount of security we’re going to
have in place.”

“Probably. But just in case he does try to make a break for
freedom, and succeeds in getting out, I want you to be the one he
takes with him.”

Cass had stared at
Mitch blankly. “What?”

Mitch had grimaced,
half apologetic. “Look, it’s a long shot but, with everything I’ve
read about Jake, a successful escape bid can’t be ruled out. And if
he goes, I want one of my agents with him. We need to know where
he’s going and who he gets in touch with. It’s my backup plan, in
case the unthinkable happens.”

It had been
unthinkable, so much so that Cass had shaken her head in disbelief.
The idea of Jake being able to get out of an environment that was
controlled by several teams of experienced agents seemed absurd.
“Mitch -”

He’d held up a hand,
cutting her off. “Like I said, it’s my backup plan. And it’s stays
between you and me, okay? We both know that there’s a strong
likelihood somebody in our group is selling information to Delaney.
Let’s not give that someone access to this conversation. Got
it?”

She did, but she
didn’t like any of it. Still, the possibly of Jake escaping custody
was so remote, she figured she didn’t need to work out how she was
supposed to be his preferred hostage. “Sure thing.” When she’d gone
to stand up, Mitch had reached out a hand, stopping her.

“You do know he’s
going to try and get around you, don’t you Cass? If Embery can find
a way to take advantage of your previous relationship then he will.
You have to be prepared for that.”

Cassandra had nodded
acknowledgement, fighting down sudden weariness. Since finding out
that Embery had been arrested five days before and was coming home,
she hadn’t been sleeping very well. “Are you sure my being on his
personal detail is the right thing?”

“Absolutely. Apart
from anything else, it’s the best way of getting your head around
this situation.” Mitch had told her bluntly, “You’re a good agent
Cass, but you haven’t been living up to your full potential for a
long time now. You’re too scared to trust your instincts.”

Cassandra had arched
an eyebrow, resisting the urge to argue. He was right and they both
knew it. She’d trusted Jake and look how well that had gone.
“Seriously Mitch, if you think I’m not up to the job -”

Mitch had shaken his head. “I think you’re up to it. I just
want you to know
that too. Jake Embery has been a ghost at your shoulder for a long
time. Now we’ve got him it’s time for you to face up to the past.
Embery is going down and we’re going to help him fall. You’re a
damn fine operative - I’ve no question you’re going to do just what
I need you to. Just... have a little faith, okay?”

She couldn’t help but
smile at that. Mitch Agnew had been a good friend to her. Married,
with a couple of teenage kids, he tended to watch over his charges
with an almost paternal eye. She didn’t like to dwell on just how
much Jake’s defection had hurt him. “Gotcha boss. Having a little
faith, here...”

Now, walking briskly
towards the waiting, unmarked cars, she thought maybe Mitch had
been right to throw her in at the deep end. True, it had been a
hell of a shock, seeing Jake again. But the worst of it was over
now, surely. That first meeting, with all its inherent emotions,
was always going to be hard.

Just
the same, Cassandra was horribly aware of the man walking behind
her. She knew it wasn’t possible that it was his body heat that was making her
skin prickle with awareness. That was happening in her head, the
sight of him stirring up all the memories she had fought so hard to
repress. The mind could play all kinds of tricks; she just had to
remember that they were
tricks, nothing more. Her love for Jake Embery
had died years ago. He was her past and pretty soon he was going to
go to jail, closing a painful chapter in her life once and for
all.

No matter what her
body was trying to do to her, her head was up to dealing with it.
She was going to get through this and then she was going to move
on...

 


Jake watched the slim,
upright figure in front of him, moving with the same instinctive
grace he remembered, like a ballerina, perfectly poised at all
times.

Three years was a long
time but her presence peeled them away, leaving him exposed.

When she had appeared
beside his seat, the sight of Cassandra Garret had hit him with the
force of a tidal wave, momentarily knocking the breath out of him.
He couldn’t help but wonder if this was the beginning of some game
they were planning on playing with him. Reintroduce the past,
undermine him, get him off balance so that he was emotionally
vulnerable... He’d spent a lot of the long hours as they’d crossed
the Atlantic wondering if he would be seeing Cassandra. Despite his
best intentions he’d found himself wondering about a lot of things
- things it would undoubtedly have been best that he forget.

Such as…

Would she still be
with the Federal police?

Would she have met
somebody else? It seemed likely; there was no way a woman like
Cassandra Garret would be allowed to remain single for long in the
predatory world of men. Tough and competent as Cass was, she was
one of the most womanly, seductive creatures he had ever laid eyes
on and drew male attention like a flame draws in a moth. Maybe she
was married, with kids and a house in the suburbs. The kind of
lifestyle that he had once thought they might have together.

A long time ago now,
in a world he could barely remember. Another, harsher reality had
superseded it. It felt strange to be home again.

Seeing her had shaken
him more than he’d believed possible and for awhile he’d been
unable to drag his eyes away. She hadn’t changed; the same creamy
skin, the same deep brown eyes beneath fine, arching brows.
Beautiful, passionate Cassandra. The sight of her had made him want
to rise to his feet, to move towards her just so he could catch
that faint, elusive scent that had always clung to her and that he
had been unable to forget, especially at night before sleep came to
take him.

Which was pretty
stupid, really. There was no way he was going to be able to get
close enough to Cass to do anything. The look she had given him had
said it all.

Back off Embery!

With a single
exception, he’d had no contact with anyone from his past life for
three years even though he’d made several covert trips back to
Australia in that time. The intervening years had been spent
travelling, moving from country to country to help organize Edmund
Delaney’s business interests. Now he was home.

Home…

He studied Cass’ rigid
back, noting the tense set of her shoulders. This meeting hadn’t
been easy for her, no doubt about it. The shuttered look on her
face when she had met his eyes, so different from the eager, open
expression she’d once worn. He had to admire her composure but
then, that was Cass Garret to a tee. Composed, confident and smart
as a whip.

He glanced around,
noting the officers who were running shotgun on his pickup and
transfer. Some of the face were new, some he recognized. No doubt
about it, they were going all out to keep him safe but he didn’t
delude himself as to the reasons.

They wanted
information, all the stored knowledge he held in is head about
Delaney’s operation. Jake had always known this day would come. The
day of reckoning. Now he was back he was surprised to find that the
thing that troubled him most was Cassandra’s presence on the team.
He would have much preferred that she wasn’t one of the agents
handling him because it brought up all sorts of things he simply
didn’t want to deal with.

Not yet. Not now.

When he had turned his
back on his old life three years ago the hardest thing he had to do
was leave Cass behind.

But there could be no
going back. The past was dead.

And so was his
relationship with Cassandra Garret.


Chapter
Two

 


 


 


 


They’d decided on a
safe house because it was an easier environment to protect than
headquarters where the flow of traffic was harder to monitor. A
safe house was contained and therefore a lot less vulnerable.
Embery was officially under arrest but formal charges were yet to
be laid.

Mitch was convinced
that the powers that be were going to strike a deal. Cassandra
didn’t know what she thought about that; Jake should be made to pay
for the damage he had left behind. It seemed incredible that if he
agreed to sell out Delaney he might get away with his years living
on the wrong side of the law.

But of course, all
that was yet to be decided.

The safe house was in
a quiet, residential area in Aranda, an unremarkable brick veneer
with three bedrooms and a study. There was minimal garden,
certainly nothing that could offer concealment and a yard full of
motion detectors, monitors and sound equipment. On the drive there,
Cassandra sat in the front seat, leaving the two FBI agents to
sandwich Embery between them in the back, which was a cosy
arrangement. There was no conversation. Apart from the occasional
monosyllabic utterance, neither of the American agents had said a
word.

When they reached
their destination the team was already in place, a surveillance van
out the front, their electronic watchdog. There was an agent on the
patio and two in the house itself. The car carrying Embery turned
into the driveway and continued into the garage, the roller door
closing as soon as they were inside.

Cassandra opened the
connecting door into the house and the two FBI men brought Embery
in. Mitch was waiting, sitting at the kitchen bench, a laptop in
front of him. He gave her a quick smile as she walked in.

“Nice job. Couldn’t
have gone smoother.” The smile disappeared off his face the moment
he set eyes on Jake Embery. It hardened into an unyielding mask.
“Well, well,” he murmured, “What have we here?”

For the first time
since their eyes had met on the plane, Cassandra turned and looked
at Jake. The two men who had escorted him stepped forward. “As of
now the FBI are handing custody of this prisoner over to the
Australian Federal Police.” One of them, the one she thought was
named Tyrell said formally. “Do you accept the prisoner?”

“Oh yeah.” Mitch gave
a tight smile, “I sure do. Thanks gentlemen. We’ve been after this
one for a long time.”

“The FBI will still
want to question him at some stage in relation to crimes committed
in the USA. While there is not enough evidence to charge him, we
would still like to question him in relation to those crimes. But
we understand that you have first bite of him.” Tyrell shrugged,
“Good luck in nailing him. We’ve had a hell of a time getting
anything on the bastard.”

Mitch gave a tight
smile. “That’s our Mr. Embery. Slick as an eel. Cass? Take him
through to the living room would you? Guest will be coming out to
talk to him in about half an hour.”

“I’ve got jetlag.”
Embery observed coolly, “I need to sleep.”

Mitch gave him a cold
look. “Nobody cares what you want Embery. Just do what you’re told
and shut-up until somebody tells you otherwise.”

Cassandra moved
forward. This was it; the moment when she did what she was paid to
do, namely, start handling Jake Embery. Taking his arm, ignoring
the jolt that the sudden contact gave her, she walked him out of
the kitchen, guiding him into the living room. Like the rest of the
house, it was decorated pleasantly but without any real character.
The place was just a stopover, somewhere to take people who were in
danger or who were dangerous until something more permanent could
be arranged.

Jake, Cass decided, qualified as both. In danger
and dangerous to those
around him. She guided him to a sofa, reaching behind her for the
keys to his handcuffs. Releasing him from his restraints was fine
at this stage. Jason and another AFP agent, Ian Buscombe, had taken
up positions by the windows and door and both were armed with a
standard issue Glock and capsicum spray. Reaching forward,
Cassandra uncuffed him, trying not to breathe in the scent of him,
although that was well nigh impossible. She was assaulted by his
clean, male smell immediately, familiar and seductive, even after
all this time. Some things never changed and that included the
scene of her former lover.

“You haven’t changed
at all Cass.” he murmured, his lips close to his ear as she reached
past him.

Cassandra gave him a
steady look. “That’s where you’re wrong,” she said shortly, “I
have. More than you could possibly know.”

“Really?” His low
voice sounded tense. She paused for a moment, only inches away from
his face, momentarily caught up by those extraordinary green eyes.
Cassandra had never seen eyes like Jake’s before. They were the
cool, clear colour of a tropical sea. Once Jake had surprised her
with an unexpected five day holiday in Port Douglas at the top end
of Australia. The water had been exquisite and they had spent long,
sun drenched days in the sea or on the sand or – more frequently
than she cared to recall - in their room, making slow, languorous
love together. It was there that she had finally found the exact
shade of Jake’s eyes, reflected in the clear, warm water of the
lagoons they had played in.

“Really!” She echoed,
her own voice far huskier than she liked. Drawing back, she rose to
her feet and stepped backwards, anxious to put some space between
them. Professionalism, all the way. All she needed was her damned
body to get with the program. “You want something to eat or
drink?”

“Are you my hostess
for the evening Cass?” he enquired, eyes searching her face. “I’m a
lucky man.”

Anger rose up in her,
so abrupt that she was taken by surprise. She wanted to reach down
and slap the smile off his face for all the pain he’d put her
through. “I’m here to make sure you don’t pass out from dehydration
or hunger.” She said flatly, “We need you healthy - for the moment,
anyway - to answer all the questions we have for you. So don’t get
smart with me. Do you want a drink or not?”

“Sure.” He massaged
his wrists, suppressing a wince. They were red and chaffed from
where the cuffs had bitten into him. Slowly, he rotated his
shoulders, loosening them. Twenty-two hours on a plane - attached
to a Fed with absolutely no sense of humour - hadn’t been the most
enjoyable experience of his life. “Why not? Coffee would be good. I
get the feeling they’d like me to stay awake for awhile.”

Cassandra glanced at
Jason, who moved forward a little. If Embery made a move Cassandra
knew he would have no hesitation in pulling out his weapon and
using it. He’d probably enjoy it, actually. Three years had been
more than enough time for Jake’s reputation as a rogue agent to
permeate every corner of the AFP. Guys like Jake weren’t popular
because they made everybody else feel dirty. She figured Jason
would get a kick out of being the one who put a bullet in such a
high profile renegade. Not that they would kill Embery; they needed
him too badly for that. But his defection from the force had left a
very bad taste in the mouth of many of the people she worked with
and some of them wanted a little bit of pay back.

When she walked back
into the kitchen Cass saw that the two FBI agents had gone. Mitch
was talking to Christine Makepeace, the agencies Internal Affairs
officer and Bryant Guest. Guest was senior - very senior.

The big guns were
beginning to arrive.

Mitch broke off what
he was saying and arched an eyebrow. “How’s he going?”

She shrugged. “He
seems fine.”

“Did he say how he got
those bruises on his face?”

“I didn’t ask.” She
replied shortly. She hadn’t asked but she’d wondered. Seeing the
dark discoloration on his skin had made Cass want to reach out and
touch Jake, just like she would have done three years before. Being
so close to him was reawakening all of the dormant feelings she had
once taken for granted. Seeing those bruises hurt her. She
continued on deliberately, determined to put a reality check on her
feelings. “He probably resisted arrest. I imagine he had a fairly
good idea of how much trouble he’d be in if he was taken.”

Christine smiled. She
wasn’t the most popular person
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