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Cursed, the bright angel fell, and as it plummeted, its wings grew dark 
and tarnished.

Upon the ground, tired and damaged, it tried to stand and ascend 
again, but there was no sunlight to feed it and the mud and grime lay 

too heavy on its wings.

For the longest time, it struggled valiantly to shake its burden and to 
soar once more, but the mire could not be moved, and in time, with 
too little to sustain it, the angel grew weary and could do no more.

Spirit broken, it wrapped its wings around itself for warmth, and 
alone in its dark place, it grew wretched.
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CHAPTER ONE

New York Fashion Week

I
hall had fallen upon hard times and was no different from the rest 

humiliation of modern day.

to customers eager to part with money, and retailers hungry to cash in 
on every trend.

Bernard Bressinger, the fashion editor of Nouveau Rich 
and occasional fashion correspondent for the large national newspapers, 
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generous, graceful, and genuine. Bernard was certain she would grant 
him an interview. All he had to do was drag her away from his rivals in 
the fashion press.

He knew exactly what they were saying, word for gushy word. The 

outstanding collection heralded her arrival as an immense talent.

he liked, professionally, admiring the way she remained true to her 

one of the fastest growing fashion houses in the U.S.
Despite her status, Canton stood alone on the periphery of the 

she was one of those women a man could enjoy looking at.
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predatory and dangerous.

Perhaps her social leanings explained why she remained aloof from her 

in a physical appearance, leaving her front man, Saul de Charlier, to 
handle things. To say she was reclusive was an understatement. There 
was more information out there on the Yeti.

show place for smaller designers who had cornered a lucrative segment 

talent had run dry.

if only he could persuade one of the two to go on the record. Like 
every other fashion journalist looking for a front page headline, he had 
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comment.” Interrupted from his thoughts, Bernard saw an opportunity 

Bernard Bress—”

This was one interview unlikely to fall easily into his lap. Refusing 

Attempting suave nonchalance, he said, “I see my reputation precedes 
me.”

The deadpan expression remained. Cate was clearly unimpressed. 
He occasionally came across people who arrogantly thought themselves 

“I just wanted to ask you a few—”

face now cast in a more contemplative mood, the cold eyes warmer. 
She hesitated for a moment and then spoke, this time not in a hurried, 

voice.
As if she was suddenly transported miles away, she said, “A 

collection from an inspired designer.” She paused and something wistful 
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There was no cynicism or animosity in her reply, in fact she seemed 
to have a genuine appreciation and respect for the other designer. 

dig deeper, Canton excused herself and walked away, cutting across the 

journalists.

herself and inwardly chanted the mantra, Control. Control. Control. 

“Canton,” she said, coolly acknowledging the unwanted 
presence.

than prepared.
“You look well,” Cate said.
“I am.” Dita would have accepted the comment as genuine from 

Dita
wanted this encounter over, and fast. The last thing she needed was 
stress or strain, and the fatally alluring woman in front of her who had 

loads.

odd mixture of compassion and desperation.
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All
of them.”

Cate nodded slowly and looked down at her feet, anything to avoid 

the stare from one of those museum portraits, unnervingly following 
her no matter where she went in the room.

seemed this evening. It was the way she looked at her, as if Cate wanted 
to lay everything on the line to save something…something that seemed 

Trust 
her at your peril.

“Oh, I got something out of it,” Cate said candidly.

declaring her good health, she looked pale. Perhaps she had returned to 
work too soon. The strain of this show must have placed an enormous 
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except in the slight pursing of satin soft lips. “I only came to see the 

it.”

Cate was silent for several seconds. “There was a time when things 

wanted.”

never
feeling well again and that things look…good for you.”

She sounded so sincere, Dita almost laughed, having learned 

important things to do.”

continuing on.

had made her feelings for Cate crystal clear. But then, what could Cate 

was now trying to push his way through the mill of people to reach his 
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the scenes, where he kept the accounts and marketing focused. He was 

her!

your help.” Sensing his confusion, she said, “I need you to give her this. 

“I know where she is.” Cate smiled at him and affectionately 

fraction of a second, it had dawned on her that the contents would never 

indifference as she tapped his arm gently. “Go give the poor woman a 

into the street. The winter wind that should have left months ago still 
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whispered the promise of more heavy snow. She pulled her coat around 

Lingering, she stared down into the grimy receptacle. Guilt settled on 
her shoulders for the thousandth time. There was so much she wanted 

Dita,” she whispered. “So very sorry.”
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