Contents

2CHAPTER 1: Bad Blood


5CHAPTER 2: Two Enemies Unite


10CHAPTER 3: Defying the Rules


16CHAPTER 4: Travis does some investigating


21CHAPTER 5: The Plot Sickens


27CHAPTER 6: Pure Gold


31CHAPTER 7: Keeping it under your hat


35CHAPTER 8: Wrapping things Up




CHAPTER 1:
Bad Blood
Travis Cassidy was nineteen and was about to start his second year at Detective Training School. He lived in a huge mansion with his family comprised of two younger sisters and younger twin brothers. His father Slade was a successful private investigator, just like his father and grandfather, the legendary Rex Cassidy. Slade was married to Brooke, his high school sweetheart.

'The twins have been at it again.' Brooke entered their huge lounge as Travis, his father and his youngest sister, five year old Mandy, watched a TV show on their holographic set. 'This time stealing fruit of the Miller's tree.'
Slade groaned. 'Geeze, don't the Millers have anything better to grumble about? Big freaking deal, a few apples? Sling them over a hundred bucks each, that should do the trick.'

'I don't think so,' Brooke said. 'You know they're just being jerks.'

'Then tell them to go to hell,' Slade said. 'Or I could go over there and tell Miller myself, but he'd just scamper like he always does, cowardly eejit.'

Brooke grinned. 'Oh, you do so love to rile up the Millers.'
'Well they're assholes. They never change. They deserve it.'

'Why do the Millers hate us?' Mandy asked.

'Oh, darling, it's a long story,' Brooke said. 'But it goes back to years ago, all because your father was responsible for putting Mr Miller's brother in jail. Mr Miller has always blamed your dad for that.'

'But it's not Dad's fault! Mr Miller's brother shouldn't have committed a crime.'

'No, he shouldn't have, but some people, when it comes to family are blind and they don't want to admit that they're in the wrong. They have to blame other people. So because of that the Cassidys and the Millers have been involved in a feud for years. It's stupid and it should end, but Mr Miller is just too proud... and of course your Dad has no tolerance for his stupidity.'

'Is that why I'm not allowed to play with Francis?'

'Yes, but that's not our fault. We'd let you play with Francis, but it's Mr and Mrs Miller who refuse to let him play with you. Thinks all Cassidy's are bad and should be kept well away from.'

'That's not fair!' Mandy said.

'I know it's not, but there's not a lot I can do, I'm afraid.'  Brooke left the room.

Slade snickered. 'A lot of it's jealousy too. Goes way back to when we were in high school. Miller always hated my guts, mainly because his girlfriend started chasing me. Made him insanely jealous. And then after they split he was always trying to chase your mother, but of course your mother was always fiercely loyal to me. No matter how hard he tried, he just couldn't get her affections. That just galled him so much.'
Travis laughed. 'And his wife fancies you too, doesn't she?'

Slade grinned. 'She sure does. She came onto me once at a party. It got back to Miller too. They almost broke up over it, but in the end they stayed together. But yeah, that just makes him hate me even more, knowing that his wife wants to get into my pants.' He laughed.

'Didn't they have a daughter?' Travis asked. I can vaguely remember them having one, but I never see her around.'

'Yeah, her name's Connie. She's about your age, but she was always away at a boarding school. I strongly suspect that they sent her there because they didn't want her anywhere near you and your brothers.'
'She's probably a bitch anyway, if she's anything like her father.'

'Yeah, maybe.' Slade chuckled. 'I guess she must be about ready to finish now, just like you have. Maybe we'll see her back. Then again, maybe they'll send her somewhere else now, like College. One thing's for sure, they definitely won't be sending her to Detective School, like you. Not if there's a chance she might end up meeting a Cassidy!'

Eighteen-year-old Connie Miller sat in her parents lounge making out with her fiancé, Bernie McEllis. They were interrupted when Connie's mother entered the room. 'Oh, are you too at it again? Don't you ever stop.'

Connie blushed as she pulled away. 'We can't help it. We're in love.'

'Well I'm so glad you've found such a nice man. We were always so worried about who you might choose to marry one day. That's why we sent you to boarding school, so that you wouldn't get involved with the wrong type of boy.'

'Like those damn Cassidy's next door!' Connie's father entered the room. 'Now that's the sort of low life scum I was scared you might get involved with.'

'Gee,' Connie said snidely. 'Nice to know you had so much faith in me.'

'You have to watch those Cassidys. They're bad news. They charm you and then they use you for their own pleasure.'

'Oh come on, Jason, said her mother. ‘They're not like that at all. Slade's been with the same woman since he was a teenager and he's loyal to her.'

'Oh please, are you sticking up for that piece of shit?' Connie's father glared at her. 'Don't you dare! Don't you dare!'

Connie's mother backed right down. 'I'm sorry, of course, he caused this family nothing but grief.' But Connie could see in her eyes that she didn't believe it. 

'What did he actually do?' Connie asked. 'I know you went to school with him, but you've never ever told me why you hate him so much.'

'What?' her father glared. 'He's a complete jerk! And his kids are always causing trouble for us. Just this morning those two twins of theirs were stealing fruit off my tree.'

Connie felt like making some sarcastic comment, but refrained. She knew better than to rile up her father. 

'They've had it in for us for years, especially when that jerk Slade put my brother in jail for a crime he didn't commit.'

'Wasn't he selling illegal weaponry to gangs?' Connie asked.

Her father's eyes bugged from his head. 'Like hell he was! John was not involved in that! He was just in the wrong place at the wrong time!'

Connie felt like saying "yeah right", but once again refrained from commenting. 

Her father continued to rant, his face turning red 'As soon as Cassidy found out my brother was there, he immediately made out he was all part of it, but he wasn't! My brother is in jail because of him and my brother is innocent! 'This is all the reasons why we don't have anything to do with them. They're all bad news, the lot of them!'

Connie's fiancé, Bernie spoke up. 'Hopefully Connie won't come across them when she starts Detective School, huh?'
Connie's father glared at Bernie, causing him to shrink back a little. The whole thing was a very sore point for her father. He had been horrified when he’df found out she'd enrolled at Detective School and had insisted that Connie choose a different career, but she had stuck to her guns and even her mother supported her. He'd made a lot of excuses about how being a detective was dangerous and when people hired PIs they wanted men not woman. Connie realised now that the only reason he didn't want her in that line of business was because the Cassidy's were third and fourth generation detectives.
'Damn it, Connie!' her father grumbled. 'I want you to promise me if you come across any of those Cassidys you’ll stay well clear of them.'
'Don't worry.' Connie rolled her eyes. 'I'll stay right away from them. Besides, I have my man.' She snuggled up into Bernie.

Her father finally smiled. 'Yes, and a good guy too. Just as long as you continue to realise just how lucky you are to have a guy like Bernie.'

'Oh yes, I know. And there's nothing on God's green earth that is going to drag me away from him!'

CHAPTER 2:
Two Enemies Unite
Travis drove his hover car along the road and slowed down when he saw a gorgeous brunette on the side of the road standing next to a car, looking most perplexed. It was in a no-stopping zone, so he could only assume she was having car problems. 
He couldn't resist something so hot, so he pulled across to the side and pulled up behind her. She turned when he climbed out of his car. 'Need some help?'

The brunette gave him the most gorgeous smile he'd ever seen. 'Yes! Thank God someone stopped. My hover unit just started to die on me. I don't know what's wrong.'
'Well I can't say mechanics is my specialty, but I can offer you a lift somewhere if you like. Where are you heading?'

'I'm heading for the Detective School.'

'Really? Wow! Would you believe that's where I'm heading too?'

'No!' She laughed. 

'Well it's true. I'm a second year student there. I take it you're one of the new intake?'

'Yes.'

'My name's Travis Cassidy.'

'Cassidy?'

'Yep.'

'Well..' Her eyes sparkled. 'My name's Connie Miller.'

'Mmmmm...' Travis said. 'Love the first name. Not so sure about that second name though.' He grinned cheekily. 'We live next door to some Millers and kind of have a feud going with them.'

'Well funnily enough, I've been told I have enemies by the name Cassidy.' She grinned.

Travis studied her for a few seconds, wondering if she could possibly come from the same family. Could she perhaps be their daughter? Travis found it hard to believe, after all she was way too beautiful and it seemed unlikely that she would be going to Detective School, especially if there was a chance a Cassidy would be there. Nevertheless he did not probe for any more information. As far as he was concerned she was simply a hot chick who he wanted to help and get to know and it didn't matter to him what family she came from. 
She continued to smile at him. He loved her cheeky brown eyes and kissable cheeks. Her lips looked so moist and red and he wanted to kiss them, but he refrained, especially when he saw the engagement ring on her finger. 

'So...' said Connie. 'Are we going? I'll worry about dealing with my car after classes. In fact I'll ring my parents and hopefully they will deal with it.'

'Ok, hop aboard, mademoiselle.' He walked over and opened the door for her. She grinned and climbed in.

As they drove along the road, it seemed her gaze was fixated on him. However, he was used to that as girls always stared at him. He had the Cassidy sex appeal and animal magnetism. 

'So this is your second year?' she asked.

'Sure is.'

'How have you found it so far.'

'Awesome. We have great trainers and they create these great mock crimes for us to solve. Mr Humphries said he has a great one for us. It's going to involve all the new entrants as well.'

'I can't wait.'

Travis glanced at her. 'So what made you decide to become a detective? We have so few female trainees.'
'It just seemed like an exciting career. I guess you Cassidys have glamorised the entire industry. Are you related to the famous line of Cassidys?'

Travis grinned and wanted to avoid telling her the truth for as long as possible. 'Ah...yeah... I believe we are related in some way.'

'Ah, or otherwise you might come from the outlaw line. You know, Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid?' 

'Could very well be.' Travis laughed.

He pulled the car into the grounds of the Detective School. 'Here we are.'

They found a parking spot and then walked to the buildings together. 
'Let me show you to the office and you can report in there,' he said. 'Hopefully we'll see each other soon.'

'I hope so too.' She smiled.

Travis did see Connie half an hour later and even got to sit with her in the introduction class, which all the students had to attend. 

'Nice to see you again so soon,' Travis said.

'Indeed.' She smiled at him, her eyes sparkling. 

Travis glanced down at her hands and was surprised to see that the engagement ring was no longer on her finger. It intrigued him, but he dared not ask her about it.

Mr Humphries, the head instructor stood at the front of the class and called for attention. He then proceeded to make introductions and to talk about what the year held for the students. 

'We have you all mixed together, because we find that the more experienced students have a lot to offer those who are new. And out there in the real world you will meet people all with varying degrees of skill and knowledge, so why not have the same thing when it comes to a training establishment such as this?'

He went on to talk more about the format of things and the classes and lectures there would be. It was the first semester's mock crime that Travis was particularly looking forward to hearing about. 

'Each semester we have a mock crime that must be solved. This crime is open to everyone to attempt to solve and it comes with it, additional credits and recognition if you can be the first one to solve the case. But to make things a little fairer this year, Travis Cassidy will not be starting on the case until a day after the rest of you.'
Many of the students murmured to each other and there were a lot of smiles. Travis figured this might be the case as he had solved all the previous year's crimes in super quick time, hardly giving anyone else the chance to compete.

'That's good,' said one student.

'This time I'm going to get the credits,' said another.

Travis grinned. 'That's what you think.'

Mr Humphries continued. 'I won't be explaining the case to you until the end of the day... Travis will of course be released early, so that he doesn't get to hear the details. I'd just ask that the rest of you refrain from filling him in with any details... especially you ladies, because I know how charming he can be and how eager you girls are to please him. What you need to remember, is that this is to be treated like a real criminal investigation. You must treat the criminals as if they are real criminals... except for Travis. Go easier on them this time. Five of them ended up in hospital for a month because of what you did to them.'

Travis chuckled. 'Well you can't just go up to a crook and say "Hey, pal, come along, it's time for you to go to jail."'

'I just want you all to bear in mind, that although you may need to use your self defence skills at various points, do not get carried away. Our people are trained people and know how far to go themselves, without maiming or killing you. And remember that if they tell you, either they are unconscious or you have been rendered unconscious that you must go along with what they say.'

Travis called out. 'Those guys never told me they were unconscious.'

'No, because you rendered them unconscious before they could!'

There class laughed.
'This case will be conducted outside school hours. It will be like a real crime and it will mean you will go to real places and meet real people to conduct your investigations. Actors will be stations at various places and they are the ones who you have to find. Now before you new recruits worry about meeting real criminals, we will not be sending you to any dangerous places. And the actors will always identify themselves when the time is right. So whatever you do, don't go trying to twist the arm of someone who's not part of the staged investigation. Any guns you come cross are paint ball guns only and are obviously paintball guns. If you happen to come across one that looks real, then you'll know you're not dealing with an actor, but a real criminal. But we have taken all precautions to make sure you won't. Just as long as you don't go off the beaten track and go to places that are obviously dangerous. Now as usual there will be a time limit. You will have one week. Of course Travis will only have six days, but we have to make it a challenge for him somehow. Anyway, that will do for now. We'll talk more about that this afternoon. But now onto other matters...
The first day's training came to an end. Travis waited outside of the recruits to come out. He'd promised to give Connie a lift home. When she arrived she was all smiles and still didn't have her engagement ring back on.
'I've been told I'm not to tell you anything,' she said. 'So don't try to sweet talk any information out of me.'

Travis laughed. 'I promise I won't.

They climbed in the car and Travis began to drive. 'So, Connie, what street do you live on?'

'5 Sundown Street.'

'Oh yeah, I know it, I'm a few streets away from there.' He knew it alright and he wasn't a few streets away. He was at number 7 Sundown St. Connie was indeed the daughter of his neighbours; Jason and Anita Miller. 

'By the way...' she said. 'I'm curious...'

Travis held his breath. She hoped he wasn't going to probe for information about his family. 'What's this Mr Humphries was saying about you beating up five crooks?'

Travis relaxed and grinned. 'They tried to take me on. I of course had to take them out and I guess I just didn't give them much of a chance. But then, when you're dealing with possibly dangerous criminals, you can't can you? If I'd held back I might have found out one of them had a gun and if he'd shot me, I would have been dead and out of the game.'

'So you took on all five and annihilated them?'

Travis chuckled. 'Pretty much so.'

'Trained fighters?'

'Yeah huh.'

'Wow! Impressive. You must know some moves.'

'Yeah, I can look after myself. So tell me something. How long have you lived in this area?'
'Oh, my family have been here all their life, but I've spent a lot of time at boarding school.'

'That must suck.'

'Oh, it's ok. I always had fun at boarding school.'

'No guys?'

'Well no, not at boarding school, but we had a lot of socials and other types of events where we merged with a boys only school.'

'So did you ever find anyone special?'

She hesitated for a moment. 'No.'

'Really? No boyfriend? I'm surprised.'

She laughed, but not so confidently this time. 'I've just...umm... never found the right guy.' 

He could feel her eyes gazing at him as he drove. He was starting to wonder about the engagement ring now. Perhaps it wasn't an engagement ring at all? Maybe it was just an adornment she wore on her ring finger, one she'd decided to take off in case Travis got the wrong idea. Perhaps she just wore it normally to stop guys hitting on her, after all she was a stunner.

'What about you? Do you have a girlfriend?'
'None in particular. I date a lot of girls.'

'And no one special?'

'No.'

'Can we pull over for a bit?'

'Sure.' Travis was really intrigued now and drove up onto the side of the road, where he nestled the car down. He turned to her to speak, but suddenly found her lips planted on his. Her arms wrapped around him and she began to kiss him, slowly at first, but then the kisses became more passionate. 
Travis certainly wasn't going to turn this attention down and began to kiss her back. Seconds later they were kissing each other passionately. 
She came up and gasped for breath. 'Wow! You are so amazing. I can't believe how much I want you!'

Travis gazed back into her eyes. 'And you are gorgeous. Maybe we can go somewhere.'

'Your place?' She said hopefully.

'Mmmmm, maybe not. Not today anyway. Kind of a bad time.'

She sighed in frustration. 'Ok... well then we'll just have to make the best of things, right here.' And she began to kiss him again. 

CHAPTER 3:
Defying the Rules
Connie stepped out of Travis's car half an hour later and gazed as he waved at her and then drove off along the road. 'Wow!' she gasped. She fumbled around in her handbag and pulled out her engagement ring. She stared at it sadly for a few moments. 'What have I done...' she muttered to herself. She couldn't believe how strong the allure of this man was. Even when she sat in the car with him that morning on the way to school, she had this overwhelming desire for him. The attraction was just way too strong. Now in the car on the way home... she’d known she wanted him and known she had to have him.
But what of Bernie? How could she now wear that ring and face Bernie, knowing she had just cheated on him for the very first time ever.

She placed the ring back and walked towards the front door. No sooner had she opened it when her mother met her at the doorstep. 'Connie, what the hell?' She stared in horror at her. 

Connie reeled, thinking that her mother had seen her put the ring on. It meant she must have figured she hadn't worn it all day.

'What the hell are you doing riding in Travis Cassidy's car?'

Connie flinched. So Travis was from that line of Cassidy's, the ones her family were feuding with. Travis must have known who she was too, because he'd dropped her off there. So that meant he had driven off down the road so she wouldn’t know who he was. 'Oh God, are you saying he's our next-door neighbour?'

'Of course! Goodness, didn't he tell you his name?'

'Yes and I asked him if he was from that family and he said that they were probably related.'

'Probably? Oh my God, Connie! Your father will be furious if he finds out!'
'Then don't tell him. I just got a lift with him because my car broke down, that's all.' She felt a stab of pain in her heart. If Travis knew who she was, did he make love to her in the car because he really wanted to or because he wanted to put a notch on his belt by saying he'd done it with the daughter of his family's enemy?
She began to regret her weakness now.

'Connie, you must stay away from Travis at all costs!'

'Why? He was really nice. A gentleman. I would have been stranded on the side of the road for ages.'

'You could have rung us and we could have got someone to pick you up.'

'He came before I could.'

'You will not go near this man again, you hear me?'

'Mum, I'm eighteen years old. I can look after myself, I have unarmed combat training. He was a perfect gentleman, so I don't see why I can't be friends with him. Give me one good reason why I can't?'

Her mother stared at her for a few moments and then finally spoke. 'Because...because those Cassidys have tremendous power over women. They make you want them... the desire, it becomes too strong to handle...' 

Connie's eyes widened and she stared at her mother. 'What?' she whimpered. 

'Oh my God! Please tell me you didn't do anything with that boy. Tell me you haven't done anything stupid.'

She couldn't admit her infidelities to her mother so didn't, but it all became so clear now, why she wanted him so badly. 'No, Mum, nothing happened, he just gave me a lift, that's all.'

'Then why were you back so late?'

'Class went on late,' she lied. 'They were telling us about our assignment. Mum, relax, I'm not that weak.'

'It's not about being weak, Connie. You have to realise that there is something about those Cassidys. If they are attracted to you, they send out a type of signal. It's an involuntary thing and it makes you want them.'

Connie couldn't see how that was possible, but the look in her mother's eyes told her she really believed it. 'How do you know?'

Her mother flinched. 'Please, don't ask me that. I just know. You must stay away from Travis if you want to keep your relationship with Bernie strong. And please, I do not want your father finding out about this, if he does, he'll do his nut. You'll never be allowed out of the house again.'
'Mum, as if he can stop me! He may be my father, but he hasn't done the type of combat training I've done! I'm not his little girl anymore.'

'I know. Just  please, be careful. Stay away from Travis Cassidy.'

'You what?' Slade Cassidy stared at Travis. 'You did the wild thing in the car with Miller's daughter?' He burst out laughing. 'Oh my God, that's classic. That is too good to be true. Damn, we have to tell Miller about this.'
'Nuh uh, Dad!' Travis grinned. 'You are not going to say anything. I don't want to get her into trouble and she's lovely Dad, I really like her.'

'You really like her huh? Is she beautiful?'

'Hell yeah, dad. She's gorgeous.'

'Well then she must take after her mother, rather than her father.'

'Yeah. Look, I just don't want to blow this, that's all, she's really something and I want a chance to get to know her before she finds out who I am...although she may already know now, because I did drop her off home and if anyone saw my car, they'll know it's me. I should ring her, to make sure everything's ok.'

'Yeah, you should. Did she give you her phone number?'

'Yep.'
Travis was about to go when his father spoke again. 'Wait, Trav... You know, I did hear something not that long ago about Connie. I could have sworn someone said she'd gotten engaged.' He shrugged. 'Guess I must have heard wrong.'

Travis went to his room, pondering on what his father had said. It seemed that it really was an engagement ring he saw on Connie's hand after all. He grabbed his phone and dialled Connie's number and soon had her on the line. 'Hi, Connie. It's Travis.'

'Travis! Oh my God, I can't believe you rang.'

'You sound kind of freaked.'
'Oh no, I'm not... but... you never told me you were one of those Cassidys! You misled me!'

'How? I said we were probably related.'

'Probably? But you are from that family and tried to keep it a secret from me. Then you pretended you lived down another street when you lived right next door!'

'I know, I know, I'm sorry, but I was afraid if you realised who I was you wouldn't want anything to do with me.'

'I feel like you used me.'

'No, I didn't. Anyway, you haven't been completely honest yourself, have you? You never told me you were engaged to be married.'

There was silence on the other end, then a whimper. 'I'm sorry.'

'Why did you take off your ring? I saw it on you to begin with and then it disappeared between us arriving at school and meeting up in class. Made me think I had imagined it.'

'I know. I removed it. I didn't want you to see it. God, Travis, we did it... in your car! Please tell me I wasn't just a conquest for you, a way to upset my family.'
'Of course you weren't, Connie! I'm not that sort of a guy. You wanted it and I thought you were so hot and wanted you too. And I still want you, but it seems I can't have you, can I? You're taken.'

There was silence once again.

'Connie, I don't give a shit about the fact you're a Miller and I don't think you really care that I'm a Cassidy. All I know is I think you're wonderful.'

'You do?'

'Hell yes. And I'd like to see you again. But not if it means I'm going to destroy what you have with your fiancé.'

'I... I want to see you too.'

'Really?'

'Yes. I... I don't know what it is about you, but I think you're amazing. I need to see you. Tonight.'

'Ok. Well all we need to do is climb the fence and we're in each other's places. You can come here if you like. We can talk outside. Nobody will bother us. Nobody will come looking for us there.'

'Ok... I'll... I'll tell my parents I'm going to see Bernie.'

'Is your car fixed?' 

'Yes, my Dad had it brought home. I'll leave in it and I'll drive down the other end of the street.'

'I'll meet you there.'

Connie prepared to leave five minutes later.

'Connie, you're going out?' her mother asked.

'Yep. I'm off to Bernie's.'

'Ok. What time will you be back?'

'Oh... Don't know. Not too late.'

Connie got into her car and drove down the end of the street. Much to her delight Travis was there standing on the side of the road. She parked her car and climbed out. As soon as she drew near to him, that overwhelming urge to make love to him swept back over her again. She grabbed him and began to kiss him wildly on the lips.

Two hours later they were still together and sat on a swinging chair in the back yard of the Cassidy house. 

'It's so complicated...' Connie said. 'I want you, I know I want you, but I love Bernie and I don't want to hurt him. But I'm not sure what I should do.'

'Maybe we should just go along with your parent's wishes. Stay away from each other.'

'No!' Connie gasped, horrified at the thought. 'I don't want that. Oh my God, is that what you want?'

'Hell no!'

Connie breathed a sigh of relief. 'It's just that... I don't know what to do. How do I tell Bernie? Do I call off the engagement?'

'Baby, don't do anything hasty. We hardly know each other. Let's just keep this under the radar for a bit and then you can decide what you want later. But I don't want you destroying something you have with this guy for me. We both need to be certain that this is what we want.'

Connie felt so right about being with him now. Just being there in his arms was the most amazing thing and she wanted more. 'I do know what I want. I want you.' She gazed into his eyes.

'Baby, you have to be certain this just isn't infatuation.'

'It's not... there's just something about you and it feels like it's meant to be. Unless you don't feel the same way.'

Travis sighed. 'Oh, man, the thing is I feel exactly the same way and it freaks me out to be honest. I've never felt like this. But I'm a logical guy and my head tells me this can't be, not like this. It's like too fast, we've only known each other a day, but the other part of me says, hell, Travis go for it, she's one in a million, you can't let this girl slip through your fingers.'

She gazed at him, feeling warm inside. 'It's right. I know it.'

'So what do you want to do? I still think we should keep things under the radar for now.'

She nodded. 'I think you're right. I need a bit more time I think... time to figure out how I'm going to deal with Bernie.'

'There's no rush. Let's just take our time. In the meantime we have a case to solve... Well you have. I still have to find out what it is yet.'

Connie arrived back home an hour later. However, on arrival home, she was once again accosted, but this time by both parents. 
'Connie! Where have you been?' her mother asked.

'At Bernies!'

'No!' her father said. 'Bernie just rang here about an hour ago wanting to speak to you!'
Connie flinched. It had always been a risk that he might ring and she'd never intended to be out as long as she did. 

'So?' her father asked.

She was about to try to make up something, but then it occurred to her that she was old enough not to have to answer to her parents about her whereabouts. 

'It doesn't matter! I'm eighteen, I can do whatever I like, I don't need to tell you where I'm going. I mean, I've got assignment work to do, which will require me going out regularly over the next few weeks...' It now occurred to her that she could have used that as an excuse to begin with, but it was too late now. 'But it doesn't matter, because I'm an adult and can go where I want when I want!'

'It was him, wasn't it?' her mother asked. 
'Who?' her father replied.

Connie's mother continued to peer at her. 

'Anita, what are you talking about?'

She could have denied it, but right now she was so angry she didn't feel as though she needed to. They had no right to tell her who she could or couldn't see. 'Yes! It was him!'

'Who?' Her father glared.

'Travis Cassidy, alright? From next door!'
'Connie!' her mother cringed. 'I told you to stay away from him! Why didn't you listen to me! Your relationship with Bernie will be ruined!'

Connie's father stared at her agape for a moment and then stammered. 'Trav...Travis Cassidy? Travis Cassidy? You've been seeing Slade Cassidy's son?'
'Yes! But that doesn't mean we've done anything! He's my friend and I can see him if I want to and I don't need your permission!'
'How dare you! You know that I've forbidden you to have anything to do with them!'

'You can't forbid me! I'm an adult and I don't care about your stupid family feud you have going with his parents! I don't have to have any part of that. I don't want any part of that!'
'You'll stay right away from that boy!'
'No, Dad, I won't. If you can't be friends with the Cassidy's that's your problem, but don't expect me to be dragged down by your stupidity! If you don't like it, then you can just go to hell!' 

With that she stormed back out of the house.
CHAPTER 4:
Travis does some investigating
Travis had just taken a shower and was preparing to go to bed when  a knock came at his bedroom door. His brother  Brian was there. 'Hey, Trav, there's some babe at the door to see you.'

'Who?'

'Didn't ask. But man she's hot. She's a shapely brunette.'

'Huh!' Travis scoffed. 'That narrows it down to about fifty babes that I know who might turn up on my doorstep. Send her up.'

Brian departed and less than a minute later someone else arrived at his door. He was surprised to see Connie. 

'Connie, what are you doing here?' 

'I had a blow out with my parents. They know I saw you tonight.'

'Oh no.' Travis took her in his arms. 'What are you going to do?'

'I can't go back tonight.'

'That's ok. Stay here.'

'Really?' She looked at him with hopeful eyes.

'Of course. I'll just let my parents know you're here.'

'Oh no! If they find out who I am, they'll freak!'

'Relax, they won't. They're not like that.'

'They're not? It's just that my dad tells me so many things.'

'Which I'm sure is all bullshit.' Travis grinned. 'They'll have no problems with you being here, honest.'

'I wish my parents were as understanding as yours. Mine try to treat me like I'm still a kid.'

'Well you just sit down here and I'll be right back, ok?'

She smiled. 'Ok.'

Travis went downstairs. 'Mum, Dad, Connie's staying the night, ok?'

'Connie?' Slade asked, an eyebrow raised. 'Sure, sure. I presume her parents don't know she's here?'

'Nuh uh. Hopefully they won't turn up on the doorstep.'

'What happened?' asked Brooke. 'Did they have a little family dispute?'

'Something like that. Thanks, Mum and Dad.' He was about to return to his room and Connie when a loud rap came at the front door. He groaned. There was only one or two people that could be.
His father rose from his chair and headed for the door. Travis followed. He figured that if it was the Millers, he might as well be there to make it look like Connie wasn't.

Sure enough it was Mr and Mrs Miller at the door.

'Evening, Miller,' Slade said in a cheerful manner. 'What's up? Did a leaf from one of our trees blow into your yard? Perhaps one of our garden fairies planted a weed in your garden? Or maybe your cat was woken up by one of our car's driving out of the yard?'

'Quit the jokes, Cassidy!' Miller growled. 'I want my daughter!'

'Your daughter?' Slade smirked. 'Shouldn't she be at your place? She's your daughter. Hell, I'm surprised to hear she's around at all, don't you normally fob her off to boarding school or something to get rid of her?'

'We sent her to boarding school to keep her away from people like your son!' He glared around Slade at Travis. 'You! There he is! Damn it, Slade, you better keep your son away from my daughter or I'll... I'll...'

Travis's dad's manner immediately changed from comical to serious. 'Look, Miller, you eejit! I don't care much for your threats. So you'd better leave unless you want a couple of black eyes.'

Miller's face paled and he took a step back. 'My daughter! I just wanna see my daughter.'

'She's not here!' Travis said. 

'You heard him,' Slade said. 'Why would we let a Miller into this house? Now rack off!'

'No!' Miller stood straight. 'Not until you give me your word your son won't be seeing any more of my daughter.'

'Look, asswipe! What goes on between your daughter and my son is none of our damn business! Now get the hell out of here, Miller before I really get mad!' Slade slammed the door back in his face. He turned back to Travis and winked. 'That'll get him out of our hair for now. Now get up stairs and take care of that lady of yours.'
Travis grinned. 'You got it, Dad. Thanks!'

The following morning, Travis and Connie cuddled up in bed together. It was nearly time to get up to get ready for Detective School.
'What are you going to say to Bernie?' Travis asked. 'He's gonna want to know why you weren't around last night.'

'I know. I'm gonna have to try to figure that one out today. He's supposed to be coming for dinner tonight.'

'You're gonna go home?'

'Yes. But if Mum and Dad try to have a go at me, I'll leave and come back over here.'

'And Bernie?'

'I don't know. I'll play it by ear.'

It was the end of the day. All the other students at Detective School had left for the day and Travis sat in front of Mr Humphries.
'Damn it, Travis, what's going on with you and the Miller family?'

'What do you mean?'

'I had Mr Miller ring me here, demanding I keep you away from Connie Miller.'

'I hope you told him to go to hell.'

'Not in so many words. But I did tell him I could do nothing to keep you apart. It's not like it's high school, it's detective training. You're adults and should be treated like adults.'

'Damn straight.'

'He wasn't very happy, but oh well, that's the way it goes. Anyway, down to business. Must tell you about the case you have to solve. A diamond has been stolen.' He handed Travis a list of names. 'These ten people, including the butler were at a Mr C Hillman's party at 123 Cyrola Blvd on Tuesday night, 16th of this month. They are the only ones who could have possibly had time to steal the gem during the time between 8 and 9pm when it was stolen. Mr Hillman, a devoted bachelor, is the owner of the diamond... or was the owner until it was stolen. Those ten people are of course the main suspects.' He handed over a piece of paper with a telephone number and name on it. 'This was the only clue, which was found lying on the floor near the safe containing the diamond.'
Travis took one look at the name, Trish Clarkson, and his jaw dropped.

'Something wrong?' asked Mr Humphries.

'I know this woman.'

'Well, well... isn't that a coincidence?'

Travis peered up at him with intrigue. He knew this girl very well indeed, but she had no part of the Detective School. A coincidence. It had to be. So Mr Humphries knew the same girl as him. The only unusual thing was that the actors in these cases normally used made up names. 

'Ok then,' Mr Humphries said. 'I suggest you get out there and start trying to solve this case.'
'Trying? How about just solving?'

Mr Humphries smirked. 'We shall see.'

Travis really wanted to spend some time with Connie right now, but she had declared she was off to solve the case that afternoon, so Travis figured he might as well start on it too. No doubt most of the other students had already made good progress the night before. He just hoped that he hadn't put Connie too far behind the others by taking up all her time the previous evening. The first year students were lucky though, because they got to work in pairs. Connie insisted that it was ok, that her partner, Karen had already done some of the initial work the previous night anyway, however she would have to get to work tonight.

Travis arrived at 123 Cryola Blvd with the initial plan to interview Mr Hillman and the butler. When he knocked on the door it was answered by an official looking man in a suit, who Trav assumed was the butler. The butler reeled when he saw Travis, which seemed a little strange. It was almost as if Travis wasn't expected.
'Is ah... Mr Hillman here?' Travis asked.

'Yes sir, come right in.' He motioned him through and led him into a large lounge. He left a minute later and returned with a distinguished gentleman.

'Mr Hillman?' Travis asked.

'It is I,' said the man. 'You must be Travis Cassidy from the Detective School. Can I get you a drink?'

'No thanks, I won't be here for long. I'd just like to ask you a few questions if I may and see where you keep the diamond?'

'Certainly. Follow me.' He led him out of the lounge into the main foyer and then up a large winding staircase. 'It seems you are the last detective to arrive from the school.'

'I figured I would be.

They arrived at the second floor, then Hillman led him into an office. 'This is my office. I kept the diamond in this safe. It's empty apart from some papers.'
'Does anyone else know the combination of the lock?'

'I very much doubt it. My butler, Geeves has been in here a few times when I've opened it, but he is a trusted employee and has been with me for years.'

'So there's nothing Geeve's done ever that had you question his honesty?'

'Well... he did help himself to a bronze statue I owned a long time ago. I had to reprimand him for that, but he's done nothing like that since. In fact, that's it over there.' He walked over and picked it up from the mantelpiece.' 

He handed to Travis who examined it for a few moments then handed it back. 'Mr Hillman, I have a list here of all the people that weren't accounted for at the time the diamond was stolen.' He showed it to them. 'Are there any here that you are particularly suspicious of? Perhaps any that you consider untrustworthy or who might have reason to want to steal from you?'

Mr Hillman peered at the list of names. 'Yes. Mr J Smith is known for petty thievery, but diamonds seem to be out of his league. I've always found Mr P Hansel to be a shifty sort of character too. Never much trusted him. As for Miss K Rynsmit, she's been after me for years, always wanting to score my affections. A gold digger. But she's just not my type.'

He circled the office, continuing to ask questions as he did, peering careful around for any clues that might not have yet been picked up. He came to a halt finally. 'Does you butler live here on the premises?'
'Yes, he does.'

'And are there any other staff here?'

'Just the cook, sir.'

'I'd like to see both their rooms please.'

'Of course, but whatever for?'

'Just want to check out all possible leads,' Travis said. 'Both your staff must know this place like the back of their hands so to me they are chief suspects. What better time to steal something and draw attention away from them as the suspects by doing it when there's a party being held here.'

It was Geeve's room he got to check first. That was fine, because it was Geeves he was most curious to investigate, especially judging by his reaction to him at the door. They were all actors involved in this, so thus were all expected to behave a certain way. If Geeves was surprised to see him, it obviously meant something. 
Travis found a pile of coasters on the desk of Geeves. They were coasters for a bar called "East Side Bar and Grill". Obviously it was a popular haunt of Geeve's. Possibly they were set there as a red herring, but then again they could be a legitimate clue, so Travis took one. 'Does Geeves go out drinking a lot?'

'Yes, sir. That's his local.'

He was about to move on from the desk when he noticed a slip of paper lying amongst the coasters and on closer inspection found a phone number on it. He froze. The phone number was his.

'Something wrong?' Mr Hillman asked. 

'Nope.'  Travis placed it back there. 'Nothing at all.' Travis found it very strange indeed, but pretended not to be bothered. 'When does Geeves have a night off?'

'Tonight and tomorrow night.'

'Fine. Can I see the cook's room now please?'

Travis didn't stay there much longer. It was moving onto dinner time and he had someone to meet for dinner. He'd rung her as soon as he'd left Mr Humphrey's office that afternoon. But no, it wasn't Connie, in fact it was Trish Clarkson, the name on the slip of paper Mr Humphries had given him.
CHAPTER 5:
The Plot Sickens
When Connie arrived home that evening after furthering her investigation of the diamond case with her partner Karen she really wasn't looking forward to facing her parents.
'Connie!' her mother blurted. 'Thank God you came home. Where were you last night? You had us worried sick!'

Her father made an appearance. 'Where were you, Connie? Come on girl, speak!'

Connie felt like telling them to go to hell, but bit her tongue. 'I was at Travis's place, alright? I stayed the night there.'

Her parents jaws dropped. 'You what? You stayed the night at with Travis?'

'Yes!'

The two stared at him in disbelief.

'They...' her father said. 'They said you weren't there.'

'Dad, I was there!'

'With Travis?' her mother muttered.

'Yes. I slept with him. So get over it!'

Just then more movement came from the door to the lounge and when Connie saw Bernie appear there, she cringed. 'Oh God...'
Bernie stared at her, heartbreak appearing in his eyes. 'What? Connie, what?'
She flinched and covered her face with her hand. 'I didn't know you were here!'

'Connie!' Bernie stepped up to her and grabbed her hand. 'Where's my ring?'

This just got worse and worse all the time. She'd completely forgotten to put it back on when she returned home. 

'Wh...who's Travis?'

'I'm sorry, Bernie.' She felt tears welling up. She knew she wasn't going to be able to hold back her emotions so she brushed past her fiancé and ran upstairs. She rushed into her room and closed the door behind her. She wanted to hide and looked about for somewhere she could cower, but there was nowhere. 

Just then the door opened and Bernie entered. 'Connie, please, what were you saying before, are you saying you're seeing someone behind my back? That you were unfaithful to me?' Tears welled up in his eyes.

Connie sat down on the bed and buried her head in her hands. 

'Please tell me it's not true!' Bernie said and sat down beside her. 'Tell me you were just joking, please!'

She kept her head in her hands but shook her head.
Bernie fell silent. She felt so horrible, so cruel, but Bernie had to know the truth.  'I'm sorry, Bernie.'

'Who is he? Who's Travis?'

'My next door neighbour.'

'How long have you been seeing him?'

It was a hard question to answer. A very hard one. 'I met him two days ago.'

‘Two days ago? And you spent last night with him?'
She nodded again.

'How could you? How could you cheat on me with a guy you only just met!'

'I don't know!' she began to sob. 'He... he was just so... so...'  "Desirable" was what she wanted to say, "irresistible", "so incredibly sexy".

'You were drunk. Tell me you were drunk!'

'No. I wasn't.'

'Connie, please, tell me you're not gonna see this guy again. That it was a just a one off thing!'

Again she said nothing. She couldn't tell him that because she was going to see him again, every day and she hoped that she would see him every night too and share his bed many more times.

'Connie...' Bernie began to sob harder.

Connie couldn't stand it. She hated that she had hurt him so bad and she hated it even more that she was going to hurt him more. She took her handbag and pulled out her engagement ring from it. She held it in her hand for a moment, then  extended the ring out to Bernie.

Bernie's jaw dropped and the pain appeared tenfold in his eyes. Connie found it so hard to look at them. 'No...' muttered Bernie. 'No, put it on. Don't give it back to me!'

'I'm sorry, Bernie. I'm so sorry.' She began to cry.

'No, please, I forgive you, we can work it out, don't give it back, we can stay engaged.'

'No... we can't. Because... because it's Travis I want.'

'But you've only known him two days!'

'I know, but... but there's just something so amazing about him and being with him's so amazing. I'm so sorry!'

Bernie stared in disbelief. 'Don't you want me anymore? Don't you love me anymore?'
'Bernie, I do love you, but I know now that I can never marry you. Not after meeting Travis. I'm so sorry.'

'You can marry me. We can work through it.'

'No, because I will always want him.'

'So you're gonna throw what we have away for a guy you hardly know?' Bernie stared at her incredulously.

'Yes... because... because he's the most amazing guy I've ever met and if I don't try to make a go of it, I'll regret it for the rest of my life.'

'And you won't regret breaking up with me?'

'Bernie, the last thing I want to do is hurt you, but what's done is done. I can't go back. Not now. Please... please just go. This is hard enough as it is.'
Bernie rose to his feet, tears in his eyes and he left. 

Connie broke down and cried.

Travis sat opposite Trish at a table in a restaurant. Travis chose to socialise first before getting down to business, after all it was a dinner date as well as an investigation. After they ate they sat in a lounge area and had a drink together.

‘So,’ Trish said. ‘Are you going to seduce me to get the information you need?’

Travis laughed. ‘Tempting.’

‘Well I hope so. Because I’m not going to tell you anything unless you do.’

‘Is that part of the script?’

Here eyes sparkled. ‘No, but I believe in ad libbing. But you know I only know so much. I can’t tell you who the diamond thief is because I haven’t been told. So I can’t just tell you that stuff, you still have to work it all out.’

‘Babe, I’m not a cheat. I wouldn’t expect that of you. But you really do need to shut up and just play the part because you’ve just given away crucial information. You've admitted to me you don’t know who the thief is, which at the very least tells me that you’re not.’

‘Oh… yeah, you're right. Silly me. Ok, I’m playing the part now, ok?’

‘Ok.’ Travis grinned. ‘So tell me, Trish, where were you last Saturday night?’

She grinned. ‘You know what you have to do to get me to answer that.’

Travis put his glass down and moved in closer to her and put his arms around her. He began to kiss her and she eagerly took it all. For the next five minutes they made out and then Travis released her. ‘So… will you tell me now?’

‘Yes.’ She smiled.

‘So where were you.’

‘With you of course.’ She grinned.

Travis chuckled. ‘Yeah, ok, in reality you were with me, but I’m talking about your whereabouts at the time Mr Hillman had his party and the diamond was stolen. This is where you start to do your acting.’

‘I am. And I’m playing my part. I was with you.’

Travis frowned and studied her expression. ‘You’re serious, aren’t you?’

‘Yep.’

‘Is that what you’ve told the others who’ve come to question you?’

‘Yep.’

‘Ooookay. Well that’s interesting.’

She grinned.

‘So you’re saying you weren’t at the party?’

‘I’m saying I was with you in your bedroom, making love to you.’

‘Which is what we really were doing. Ok, well I guess I have to work on that. So what time did we meet up that night?'

'Around 9.30pm.' Once again that was the case in reality too and the fact that the crime was done before that time meant that Trish technically didn't have an alibi. 

'So where were you before that?'

'At home alone. Waiting for you to turn up.'

Once again, in line with reality. It seemed unlikely to Travis that she could possibly have stolen the diamond at the Hillman mansion and got home in time to meet up with Travis, although she’d already told him she wasn’t the thief. Nevertheless, he still had to probe for facts. ‘How do you know Mr Hillman?’

‘I don’t know him.’

‘What about the people on this list?’ He produced his list of ten people. 

She studied it for a few seconds then looked at him. ‘I don’t know any of them.’

‘What about a butler named Geeves and a cook named Martin Bruce?’

‘Nope.’

Travis grinned. ‘Well, this case it becoming more and more intriguing all the time. Well, hon, I’m afraid it’s time for me to go.’

‘Ohhhhh, really?’ She ran her finger down his front. ‘We could have lots more fun tonight.’

Travis smiled. ‘That’s very tempting, but I also have to take  into account that maybe one of your jobs is to distract me from doing further investigations tonight, so I’m gonna have to decline that tempting offer.’

‘Ohhhh, Travy… Don’t do that to me.’

‘I’m sorry, Trish. Time for me to go. I’ll drop you off home?’

‘Ok.’

It ended up being a tougher job to get her home than he thought, because she was determined to keep him there in the car to make out with him. In the end he had to lay down the law because he still had an important investigation to undertake.

Travis’s next stop was the East Side Bar and Grill, but as he drove there, something bothered him. The note with Trish's name and number was supposedly a clue found in the office where the diamond was kept. How did that note get there? Was it a red herring to lead Travis off the track? But then everyone else would have received that same clue. It seemed bizarre that it should be there at all. 

At the bar, he peered around looking for Geeves the butler, but saw no sign of him.  However he did see two familiar faces sitting at a nearby table. One of them he was very pleased to see. It was Connie and Karen.

‘Travis, I’m so glad you’re here?’ Connie said. ‘Oh God, I have had a horrible evening.’
‘Why, what’s wrong?’

‘Bernie and I split up.’ She began to sob.

Travis sat in beside her and put his arm around her. ‘Then what the hell are you doing here? Why didn’t you ring me, I would have come over.’

‘I knew you were investigating the case. I couldn’t interrupt you.’

‘Hey, I would have come!’

‘It’s ok. I had to come. I couldn’t let Karen do all the work on this assignment. Besides, I needed something to take my mind off it. I feel so awful.’

‘You split?’

‘Yes. So what happened?’

‘I admitted I was with you last night.’

‘Why?’

‘Well it kind of slipped out. And… and I gave him his ring back.’

‘Why, did he get angry?’

‘No, he was in tears. But I knew I couldn’t marry him.’

Travis stared at her. ‘Connie… are you sure?’

‘Trav… please, I can’t talk about this now. I need to remain positive. I need to get my mind off it. Can you help me keep my mind off it?’

‘Of course I can.’ 

Travis held her for a few moments.

She gazed into his eyes and smiled. ‘I’m glad you found your way here. We haven’t seen anyone else from the school here.’

‘I guess that’s a good thing.’ He peered around. ‘Geeze, Geeves has bad tastes in bars.’

The two girls laughed. 

‘You’re not kidding,’ Karen said. ‘This place is a dive.’

‘Oh, hello, here comes Geeves.’

Geeves entered and went and sat down in a booth with three other men.

‘They’re too far away,’ Karen said. ‘We need to get closer.’

‘I’ve got an idea. Connie, come with me.’ Travis took Connie’s hand and led her to the booth right next to them. He sat her down and then started to make out with her. He could hear exactly what was being said. 
‘Look,’ said one of the men. ‘It doesn’t matter, alright? It’s safe and we just need to lie low for a bit until we can sell it, then we get our split.’

‘Good,’ Geeves said. ‘What about Travis Cassidy?’

Hearing his surname mentioned nearly made him stop kissing Connie in shock. 

‘He’ll get his share in the deal, don’t worry.’

Travis’s eyes widened and Connie’s did too.
The men rose from the table and left the bar.

Connie stared at Travis. ‘Oh my God.’

‘Oh my God is right,’ Travis said. ‘The plot sickens. That cunning bastard, Humphries. You know what he’s done right?’

‘I… I think so.’

‘He’s made me a part of the diamond stealing plot!’

CHAPTER 6:
Pure Gold
Travis and Connie knew they had to act fast. They couldn't just let Geeves and his cohorts walk out.

'We need to follow them,' Connie said.

'Agreed.'

Outside the three of them saw the group of men walking together, but then Geeves departed and went in a different direction.

'Karen, let's follow Geeves,' Connie said. 
'Ok.'

'I'm gonna follow the other guys,' Travis said. 'Good luck and take care.'

'Don't worry, we can handle a middle aged butler,' Karen said.

Travis followed on after the three unknown men. They headed down a dark alley. Travis progressed carefully, being sure not to be seen by them, but at the alley they had vanished. He assumed they had entered into a side door.

He advanced carefully past some dumpsters, keeping his eyes peeled to ensure none of them were hiding there. Suddenly the three appeared from behind a dumpster further up and one of them held a paintball gun in his hand.

'Hold it right there!' the man snarled.

Travis scowled. 'Now that's unfair, There's no way you guys saw me. You just presumed you would be followed.'

The man with the gun stepped up to him a scowl on his face. 'We were just being extra precautious!'

'Yeah, whatever man. But no worries. Let's just pretend you really did notice I was shadowing you.' Travis smirked. 

'Who the hell are you?' snarled one of the other men.

'Ah, so you're pretending I'm not part of your gang. Right now I'm not Travis Cassidy, but just a guy who you've caught following you. Check.'
'We don't know any Travis Cassidy!' growled another.

'Good. Nice acting. Ok, bub, then why did you mention his name back at the restaurant.'

'You were eavesdropping?' the gunman said, pointing his gun out at Travis still further.

'I was just making out with my girlfriend.'

'What did you hear?' the gunman stepped forward another step.

Travis launched into action. With a swift kick he sent the gun flying from the man's hand and followed up with a blow to the head, which sent him hurtling across the alleyway. Travis grabbed the second man and flipped him onto his back and planted his heel into his solar plexus. The third man backed away, terror on his face. 'You got me! You got me! You knocked me out!' He lay down on the ground and pretended to be unconscious. 

The man he'd flipped squirmed in agony. 'I'm out too! Damn it, why did you have to kick me there, dude! Humphries told us we wouldn't be getting beat up!'

'Sorry.' Travis went to the first gunman who was out cold... or at least pretending to be, although probably not as Travis hit him pretty hard. He bent down and slapped the guy a couple of times across the face. He didn't stir. 'Oh dear. Looks like I really did knock him out.'

The third man stepped over to survey his fellow actor's body. 'Ah shit, that's not supposed to happen, man!'

'Well he did draw a gun on me. I just did what I'd do in that situation. I had to make it good otherwise you two would have got the jump on me.'

The gunman stirred and Travis slapped him a couple more times. 'Come on buddy, wake up. I have to interrogate you three now.'

'Ah come on,' the third guy said. 'You can't interrogate all three of us at once.'

'Ah yeah, I can, because in reality you'd still all be getting beat up right now and would be begging for mercy. You'd be blabbing every piece of information you have. Of course we can always go down that path if you like.'

'No way, man, we didn't sign up for that shit! Ask away and we'll tell you what we've been told we can say if we're interrogated.'

'Ok, then, let's start with your names.'

'I'm Peter Hanson, this is Duncan Bader and they guy you knocked out is Danny Milford.'

'Ahhhh, Peter, you're on my list of guests who was at Hillman's party.' He thought back to what Mr Hillman had said about him thinking Peter was a shifty character. 
'Yeah, I was there.' 
Danny groaned and tried to sit up. Travis helped him. 'How do you know Hillman, Peter?'
'Work colleague.'

'And you're friends with the butler, Geeves.'

Hansen hesitated, then sighed. 'Well I'll assume you were going to beat that information out of me and seeing as I don't want what our friend there got, I'll tell you, yes, we're friends and I've known him for two years. It was him that helped me get work in Hillman's company.'
'So you were plotting a long time ago to steal that diamond.'

'We didn't steal no diamond... Damn, it dude, that's what Humphries has told us to say no matter what!'

'So all three of you are going to insist that?'

'Yes! It wasn't us. We didn't steal it. And I have no idea whether that's true or not, because Humphries hasn't told us whether we're the thieves or not. At least not yet.'

'Well it's pretty obvious to me you're tied up in it. So who else is involved?'

Peter hesitated again. 'If you were to interrogate us enough, we'd say Travis Cassidy. But... but as far as we know, you're not Travis Cassidy, you're just some guy who followed us.'

Travis grinned. 'The plot is sickening still more. So I'm one of the gang am I? So I'm playing dual roles, the detective and the crook, it's just that I know nothing about my role as the crook. Humphries is one cunning bastard. I bet he's got all the other students thinking I'm involved in some way too. So in effect he's turning all my fellow students against me to make it difficult for me.' He chuckled. 'I love it. But I can't just go and turn myself in because I have to prove I am the thief and have to explain how it was all done. Plus I have to recover the diamond. And there's always the possibility that there's another actor playing the part of me, an imposter using my name. I can't ignore that possibility.' He patted Danny on the back. 'You ok pal?'

'What happened?' Danny asked groggily. He flinched and rubbed his head where Travis had hit him. 'You... you hit me.' He rubbed his aching hand. 'You kicked me too!'

'Yeah, sorry about that, but you pulled a gun on me. Nothing personal.'

Danny groaned and climbed painfully to his feet.'

'Ok,' Travis continued. 'I'm guessing you guys know where Travis Cassidy is right now, huh?'
'No...' Peter said. 'But we know where you might be able to find him.'

Travis laughed. 'Oh, this is great, this is. You're gonna tell me where to find me and so I'll go there and there I'll be. Ok, where am I heading?'

'You're living at a house on Norman Street... number 156.' Travis checked his watch. 'Well it looks like time's running out...' Mr Humphries had insisted that all investigations had to be wrapped up by midnight each night, so that they wouldn't be up all night investigating. It meant that all the actors could relax too. If he was going to pay Norman St a visit, he wouldn't be able to until after school the next day. Even if he left to go there now, these three men would still have time to supposedly warn him. He would have declared them arrested and taken to the police, but he couldn't do that without real evidence, which he didn't have. Thus, they would be free to call Travis and warn him he was about to be visited. Of course there was always the possibility that Peter could be lying about the address.
'Ok, Peter, now pretend that I'm threatening to break one of your fingers. I'm accusing you of lying about that address.'

'Then I'm begging you, telling you it's the truth and that I'm not lying.'

Travis eyed him for a moment then sighed. 'Ok. Well before you go, I want proof of your identities just in case I need to come and pay you all a visit.'

'We don't have any ID on us.'

Travis chuckled. 'Very convenient. Cell phones? Come on now, before I have to start frisking you and I don't really want to do that. Just consider yourself frisked.

Peter and Danny handed over cell phones and Travis took them both. 'I take it these aren't your personal phones, but props?'

'Props,' said Peter.

'Ok, I'll keep hold of these for now. Now, I'm letting you guys go. Time’s up for tonight.' 
He winked and departed.

Travis put through a call to Connie and they met up for a coffee in a cafe on their way back home. Neither of them asked each other about their investigations. For now it was back to real life. 
'So how are you feeling?' Travis asked.

'Still pretty shitty,' Connie said. 'I feel so terrible about what I did to Bernie.'

'Are you sure you're doing the right thing? I mean, I think your wonderful and I'd love to keep seeing you, but I don't want you to destroy something like that just over me.'

Connie gazed at him. 'Are you telling me you're not worth going after?'
Travis laughed. 'Well I don't know if I'm worth breaking up a potential wedding for.'

'You are! Believe me you are. Even... even if things didn't work out for us... it's still something I have to explore. It's just that you blow my mind and I've never met anyone like you. If I went ahead with my marriage, I'd forever be regretting it and wondering what might have been.'
Travis  caressed the side of her face. 'You blow my mind too, but I wouldn't want you to risk your chance at happiness for me.'

'Trav, have you ever found something so amazing that you just have to take a risk? Because if you don't, you'll always wonder what could have been? I don't want to be in that situation, wondering.'

'What if instead you forever wonder what might have been if you'd stayed with Bernie?'

She shook her head. 'That's like an Olympic athlete deciding to settle for bronze, rather than go all out for the gold. Is the thought of leaving behind third or even second best ever going to be a regret, really?'
'Well the question is, is it really gold you're going after or simply fool's gold?'

'No, it's gold, I know it is.' She caressed his face too now. 'You are 100% pure gold... I'm sure about that.'

Travis smiled at her. She was so beautiful, so sweet and deep down he was so pleased that she had chosen him over her fiancé, but he still couldn't help but worry about her. But then again, was there anything to worry about? She wanted him so much, but then he realised he wanted her just as much. He could see himself with this woman permanently. He could give her what she wanted, she could have the gold and leave the bronze far behind. 'You know what I think, Connie?'

'What?'

'I think we've both found pure gold...'

CHAPTER 7:
Keeping it under your hat
The following day at school, Travis reported his finding so far to Mr Humphries. They all had to do that, because if the crime was solved, Humphries had to have some material to judge whether the other detectives had done enough to warrant a pass for their assignment.

After school, Travis had a destination in mind. He was going to visit the hideout of his double. Whether that double was another actor assuming his name or whether it was just supposed to be himself, he wasn't sure, but he had his money on it being himself. otherwise why would the note with Trish's name and number have been deposited at the scene of the crime? It seemed like the only possibility was it had been there to lead the other detectives to find out that Travis was the criminal or at least involved in some way in the crime. No doubt the others would also be thinking it was one of the reasons Mr Humphries had given them all a head start, not to give them an advantage, but so that Travis could supposedly go about his business pretending to be a jewel thief.
First off though, he wanted to see Geeves. He drove to Hillman's mansion and Geeves answered the door. 

'Ah, Geeves. Can we talk?'

Geeves flinched. 'Damn it Cassidy, you can't keep visiting me here.'

So it was true. Travis really was part of the gang. He wondered how much information he could wangle out of the butler. 'I need to ask you some questions.'
'What? You know everything.'

'I do? Well at the moment I'm trying to track down the diamond. I take it you have it?'

'What?' Geeves stared at him. 'You know I don't have it. Damn it, Cassidy, stop playing games.'

This guy was a good actor. It was going to be harder to get information out of him than he thought. 'Let's talk about the robbery.'

'No, Cassidy, you have to go. There's nothing more to talk about. Let's just wait until the right time, then we can go from there.'

'What right time?'

Geeves eyes narrowed. 'Cassidy, enough of the stupid questions. Stop wasting my time. Just keep it under your hat like always, ok?' He closed the door, leaving Travis standing out on the door step.

He smiled. Once again it was all very cleverly set up by Mr Humphries. Geeves had been given instructions to fob Travis off, treating his questions like they were jokes. A good way for Geeves to avoid having to answer any of Travis's questions. As far as Geeve's character was concerned Travis already had all the answers. At least the criminal version of Travis did.

Travis was clearly the villain, involved in the crime, along with Geeves. Geeves had got him access to the office somehow and somewhere the diamond was being concealed, most likely at Travis's supposed hideout. That was where he had to go now, but he had to be careful because he might not be the only one heading there. Others of his classmates may have also uncovered a similar lead and the three men he'd had a run in with yesterday might also be there, supposedly to warn the criminal Travis that the detective Travis was on his way. Although when he thought about it, they had in effect done that already with the facts they had revealed to him the night before.  The criminal Travis knew that the detective Travis was on his way!

As he drove to his location, he noticed a car following him from a distance. In fact he recognised the car, it was Connie's. She and probably Karen had been following him to see if he would lead them to his supposed hideout. Travis chuckled but made no effort to try to lose them. They weren't allowed to break the law by speeding or reckless driving and besides, he wanted Connie to do well in the assignment, even at the risk of her solving the case before him.
He parked his car further down the road from his destination and peered around carefully to see if there was anyone around. He noticed Connie's car pull to a halt down a side street, but ignored it. He made his way on foot to the house that he was supposedly supposed to be at and went through the entrance of the house next to it. He made his way around the side and peaked over the fence towards the house. All was quiet and nobody was around. He noticed a window open at the back and considered climbing through it, but something told him not to. In fact he peered at the window more closely. A window like that could easily be accessed by anyone, including his opponents. There was always a possibility that even now one or two of his fellow students were in there searching for the diamond. 

He decided to check out one of the doors and went to the back of the house. It was locked, but the door had a very unusual lock. In fact it was exactly the same type of lock used on the lockers at the detective school. This intrigued Travis and he pulled out his own locker key. 'Why would these doors have these types of locks on them?' he thought to himself. He attempted to insert his key into the lock and it slid in. He turned it and it unlocked. 

Travis couldn't help but smile. 'Very clever, Mr Humphries', he thought to himself. 'This really is my house after all.'
He opened the door a little and peeked inside. He heard some scuffling noises inside. Someone was there. 

He eased himself through and advanced quietly along the hallway. He peeked into the room where the noise was coming from and was surprised to see two of his fellow year two students rifling through drawers. Jackson Collins and Don Jamison were their names.'

Travis chuckled to himself and stepped into the room. His two fellow students span around and stared in horror at him.

'Travis!' one gasped.

'What are you doing in my house?' Travis asked.

The two stood and faced him.

'Where's the diamond, Travis!' said Jackson Collins.

Travis chuckled. 'How did you find out about me?'

'Your name was on the guest list!' said Don Jamison. 'Under a different name of course, but we soon found that out and followed the leads here.'

'Very good,' Travis said, not having considered the possibility that he was on the guest list under an assumed name. 'But you said "we". Second year students are supposed to be working on their own.'

The two stared at him with looks of guilt on their faces. 

Travis chuckled. 'But I notice you haven't found the diamond yet. What makes you so sure I have it?'

'You must have it! You're the only one who could have it!'

'What about Geeves?'

'No, he just got you into the office, that's all.'

'What about Geeve's three buddies?'

The two froze and stared at him in surprise. 

'What three buddies?' Jackson asked.

'Geeves has other contacts as well and they're all an important part of this.'

'How?'

Travis smiled. 'I'm not going to tell you.' He peered around the room and walked over to the closet.

'Stay where you are, Travis! Don't move!' Jackson ordered.

'Or what?' Travis casually opened the door to the closet and looked inside.

'Because we said so!'

'We'll take you down, Cassidy, don't think that we can't. You may be good, but you can't take on both of us.'

'Really?' Travis smirked. 'Well I just came in here to pick up some gear. Ah, that'll do nicely.' He took a hat from a hook, a Stinson hat and placed it on his head. He turned and grinned at his two fellow students. 'How do I look?'

The two stared at him for a few moments  then Jackson's eyes narrowed. 'Ok, we're taking you in, Cassidy.

He stepped forward and grabbed Travis's arm. Travis grabbed him, jerked him around with an arm wrench and thrust him forward into Don. The two went sprawling to the floor. He stepped over them to move towards the exit, but Don grabbed his leg and attempted to drag him to the ground. Travis yanked his leg freed and thrust his heel down into his solar plexus  causing him to scream out and writhe on the floor in agony. Jackson leapt to his feet and let out a scream. He lunged at Travis, but Travis blocked his fist and sent his own ploughing into Jackson's head. Jackson went crashing back onto the floor. 
Travis turned casually to the door and came face to face with Connie.

'Ah, Connie. Finally, you're here. I was wondering how long it would take you to get from where you parked your car.'

Connie's eyebrows rose. 'You saw me?'

'Yeah, sorry. But I have to go.'

'No!' She barred the doorway. 'I can't let you leave.'

Travis turned his eyes down at the two detectives he'd just taken out. Don still held his gut in pain.  Jackson groaned and sat up with blood running from his nose.

Travis stepped up to Connie with a smile. He placed his hand on her face and then planted a kiss on her lips. He then, still kissing her, picked her up and rotated her around so that her back was now to Jackson and Don. He let go. 'Sorry, babe. But I can't let you catch me. I'll see you later, ok?'

'Oh, no....! Travis wait, please. I want to go with you. I'm... I'm defecting. I'm no longer a detective, I'm now your gangster ho-bag ok?'

Travis chuckled. 'Ok. Come on then.'

The two headed for the back door and stepped outside to be faced by Karen. 'Hey, what's going on?'

'Ummmm, I think Travis has solved the case.'

'What?'

'Yeah... but... but Travis, where's the diamond?'

Travis grinned. 'I'm keeping that under my hat for now.'

CHAPTER 8:
Wrapping things Up
The following day, Travis, still wearing the Stetson hat, handed himself into the police... or in this case, Mr Humphries. He did it in front of the entire class.
'Geeves helped me get into the office and he knew the combination to the safe as he'd seen Mr Hillman open it many times. I was of course at the party as a guest, as I believe a few of you actually found out. One of our accomplices was also there, Peter Hanson. He works for Hillman. He also has two pals who are in the gem trading business. I met them a couple of nights ago.'

'Yes,' Mr Humphries said. 'And you knocked one of them out. Was that really necessary?'

'Well, perhaps in future you better tell your actors not to point paintball guns at me.'

'Yes, well, perhaps I'd better. Anyway, go on, tell us more about how you solved this. How did you find out that Peter's buddies were gem traders?'

'Their cell phones gave up a lot of information. Lots of calls to other traders and text messages. It was Geeves... and the criminal me's plan to sell the diamond and the money was to be split between us all.'

'Very good,' Mr Humphries said. 'It seems once again you have excelled and solved the case in super quick time, even though you had everyone working against you. But there's one thing... where is the diamond? You can't claim a merit unless you recover the diamond.'

Travis removed the hat from his head. He turned it over and reached into it. He tore something from the inside of it and pulled it out. It was a diamond, the size of a marble, with tape attached to it. He peeled off the tape and handed it to Mr Humphries. 'There it is. It was obviously in the house somewhere. Geeves made a comment to me, telling me to keep it under my hat. I wouldn't normally be caught dead in a hat like this, but it was the only one I saw there in the closet and it had the diamond taped to the inside of it. So there you have it.'

'Damn!' one of the other students said. 'Geeves said something like that to me too. He said, go talk to Travis Cassidy, but I doubt you'll get a word out of him, he's keeping everything under his hat.'

There were some gasps from some of the others.

'He said something like that to me too!' said Connie and stared at Travis with admiration in her eyes. 'And you figured it out.'
Humphries sighed. 'I guess there's no keeping a Cassidy down. Seems to me like you take after your father, his father and the father before that, the great Rex Cassidy.'

'I sure hope so,' Travis said.

Travis and Connie arrived back home and they parked their cars and met out the front of Connie's place. They sat down under a tree in Connie's front yard.
'You are so amazing Travis Cassidy. I just wish I had met you years ago. Maybe today it would have been you I was engaged to.'

Travis smiled. 'That's a nice thought. It's just a pity that our parents are at war... although I hate to say it, but I think it's more your dad's doing than anything.'

'I know you're right. He can be so stubborn and stupid. Sometimes I just wish I could wring his neck. But he's just going to have to get used to the fact that I'm seeing a Cassidy now.'
'Well at least my parents have given their blessing.'

'Yeah, your parents are so...'

'CONNIE!'  Mr Miller appeared at the door to the house. 'What the hell is he doing on our property?'

Connie groaned. 'Oh no, here we go again.'

Mr Miller marched across the lawn. 'I will not have a Cassidy on this property! Get the fuck out of here now!'

Both Travis and Connie rose to their feet. 

'No, Dad!' Connie said firmly. 'Travis is not going anywhere. He's my boyfriend and we're gonna get married one day!'

Mr Miller recoiled and stared with horror at Connie. 'What? Are you telling me you're engaged to this... this... Cassidy?'
Connie turned her eyes to Travis so he delivered her a wink.
'Yes! We're engaged and we're gonna get married next year, so if you don't like it, Dad, then that's tough shit for you!'

'No way! No fucking way, you are not marrying a Cassidy!'
Mrs Miller came out of the house. 'Jason, please, what is all the shout...? Oh... Hello, Travis. I see...'

Miller grabbed Travis roughly by the shirt. 'I warned you, you piece of shit, I told you to stay away...'
Travis' first instinct was to retaliate, but because this was Connie's dad, he didn't. 

'Dad, no!' screamed Connie. 'Let him go now! You're not going to do anything to him! He's my fiancé now Dad and if you lay a finger on him, I'll never forgive you! I'll leave and you'll never see me again! I mean it, Dad!'

Just then Travis's Dad bowled through the front gates and strode up to Miller. Miller let go of Travis and horror spread across his face. He backed up. 'Hey, I wasn't doing anything, I!'

Slade grabbed Miller by the shirt and glared homicidally into his eyes. 'Don't you dare threaten my family douche bag! You know what will happen to you if you do that.'

'I'm sorry! I'm sorry, alright? But I told him to stay away from my daughter! Keep him away from her, I'm telling you!'

'Or what, eejit? What are you gonna do? They're both adults now. They can see who they like and they don't need either of our permission. In fact as far as I'm concerned Connie is welcome to date my son. And if they get married, they'll have my blessing. She's a lovely girl and she certainly doesn't get any of that from you!' He turned to face Connie's mother. 'In fact I don't know how the hell you ever scored someone like you wife. You don't deserve her or your daughter.'
Miller appeared shaken, but Connie's mother simply gazed at Slade. Travis could see the desire and admiration in her eyes. Obviously it was true, she really did have a thing for his father. No wonder Miller hated him so much. 

'Damn it, Anita, can you go back inside?'

'No, Jason, I won't!'

'Damn it, do as you're told. I don't want you anywhere near Slade Cassidy!'

'Why? Because you're afraid I might decide I want him again?' She stepped forward and locked her eyes on Slade. 'God, Jason, I haven't stopped wanting Slade Cassidy. He's a real man and he knows how to treat his family. But I know I can't have him.' She turned back to her husband. 'I'm married to you! As much as you drive me up the wall sometimes, you're my man. But I'm not gonna stand by anymore and have you continue with this stupid vendetta against him. It's about time you got over the fact that he was better than you at sports and that every woman you've liked has gone for him instead of you. And it's about time you realised that Connie can see whoever she wants and if she wants to see a Cassidy, then that should be fine too! It's about time you let bygones be bygones and although you may never be friends with Slade, you can at least accept the fact that your daughter is dating his son and try to be civil with him! I'm sure he could do it, but can you?'
Jason Miller stewed, but then his face began to soften. He turned to Connie who gazed at him with pain in her eyes.
'Look at her, Jason. She's hurting. Can't you see she loves this young man? She's given up everything for him. All she wants is for you to accept him like you accepted Bernie. Is that asking too much? Does your vendetta against Slade need to be superimposed onto Travis too?'

Miller sighed. 'No... I guess you're right.'

Slade stepped up. 'Look, Miller. I know there's been bad blood between us for years and I know we'll never be friends. But at least we could let bygones be bygones... just let it all go. Move on. What do you say?'

Miller scratched his head, his eyes staring at the ground. Then he nodded. 'Yeah... I'm sick and tired of all this shit.' He rose his head to face Slade. 'It just makes me feel like crap. Maybe it's time to change that.'
Slade extended his hand. Miller did the same and they shook. They even smiled at each other.

Miller turned to Connie. 'Darling, I'm sorry... I've been a jerk. I guess there's a lot worse guys you could hook up with than a Cassidy. At least I know he'll look after you and that you'll be happy.' He turned to Travis. 'Hell, when I look at your mother, I see a woman that has everything, man. She gets treated like a princess, always has. Will you treat my daughter like a princess too?'

'Of course, Mr Miller. I'll always treat her like a princess. That's the way you're supposed to treat your woman, right?'

'Yeah... it is... and I guess I need to do a better job of that myself.' He turned and smiled at his wife. 'Travis...' He turned back. 'I guess it's still gonna take a bit of getting used to, having a Cassidy for a son-in-law, but if you want to marry my daughter, then I'm not gonna stand in your way.'
'It's ok, Dad,' Connie touched his arm. 'We're not getting married. We're not even engaged. At least not yet. I just said that to rile you up. But I hope that when the time comes and we do that you'll give us your blessing.'

Miller stared at her for a few seconds then gave an amused grin. 'You like to rile up your old man, don't ya?'

'Yeah, well when he riles me up, I do.'

'Ha ha. Don't worry. I promise the day you announce your engagement, I'll be ok with it. In fact I'll be sure to congratulate you both.' He turned back to Travis. 'Sorry about being such a jerk to you too. You can come and see Connie whenever you like, ok? Your welcome over here.'

'I appreciate that.' 

They shook hands. 

Miller smiled. 'You know, I feel kind of good now. Like a heavy burden's been lifted off my shoulder. Hey, I know, Slade, get your wife and come over for a drink. We'll celebrate this family feud coming to an end. What do you say?'

Slade grinned. 'Sounds good to me.'

End
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