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A CAPTIVE HEART, A FORGOTTEN LOVE
A kilt meets dress modern love story. Simply smart, funny romance!

If you like good guy geek heroes who look hot in kilts, strong, intelligent heroines, and poignant romance, then you’ll love Simply Blair, the third book in Gina Robinson’s light, fun contemporary romance Jet City Kilt Series.

Seattle physician Blair Edwards is living the dream of many a Sassenach who swoons over the handsome Highland laird Jamie Sinclair on the popular TV series Jamie. She has her own Jamie, cosplaying lookalike, and real life entrepreneur and cyber security expert, Austin MacDougall. Their romance has captured the imagination of Jamie fans everywhere and made them minor celebrities, something Blair never imagined was even possible.

On their way to Scotland for a much-anticipated vacation to film a promo teaser for the upcoming season of Jamie, Austin is detained at the Seattle airport. At Austin's urging, Blair leaves for Scotland without him with his solemn promise that he will join her, no matter what it takes. But Blair's quick layover in London changes everything and challenges who she believes she is, what she believes she wants, and even whom she believes she loves. As Austin fights like a true Scottish warrior to get to her, will she remember the man she promised never to forget? Or will she lose her heart again to the Englishman who very nearly holds her captive?

Find out why readers love Gina Robinson’s good guy heroes, the strong women they fall for, and their funny, witty, romantic stories.
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CHAPTER 1
Blair Edwards
July
London
The problem with a dream coming true is that it can too easily slip away. Become ethereal. A memory. Something that is too good to last. And if you're not careful, the disappointment will cripple you. Real life will never taste as good again.
As my plane from Seattle taxied toward the terminal at Heathrow Airport, I was determined that wouldn't happen to me. To us. But I was worried. Really worried. I hadn't heard from Austin since he'd been detained at Sea-Tac on the way to board this flight to London.
This was our dream vacation to Scotland, with a brief stop in London for me to take care of unfinished business. Most people might not actually call the trip a vacation. We'd be working and filming a promo for the upcoming new season of the hit TV show Jamie. Even so, it was a fantasy come to life for both of us.
The Jamie novels the show is based on were my late mom's favorite. She and my father died when I was very young. Reading the books helped me get to know her and brought her closer to me. And now they'd given me Austin, who, I say with a straight face, even realizing how corny it might sound, is my heart. My soul mate.
No, we aren't actors. Not even amateur actors. We're cosplayers who got caught up in a PR phenomenon. Phenom has a pretty ring to it, doesn't it? It's special in that you can't plan for it to happen. A bit like falling in love. It's a once-in-a-lifetime thing. Usually, anyway. A glimpse of a unicorn. The downside is that you can get swept up and overwhelmed by it.
By the random luck of genetics, skill with costumes, and a bit of makeup, we're lookalikes for the actors who play lovers Jamie and Elinor, a historic untamed Highland warrior laird and his English lady. We're both Americans, but no one appears bothered by that. At least, I consider myself American. I was raised in Seattle by my American aunt. But I'm half English on my late father's side and have dual citizenship. Austin has Scottish ancestry. That seems to satisfy the fans of the show.
Our real-life love story spectacularly mirrors Jamie and Elinor's. As if fate, with its quirky sense of humor, is determined to bring the characters to life through us. It certainly was nothing we'd planned. Purely unintentional, but beautiful and thrilling. Had I been able to choose it, I would have.
We became an immediate media sensation when we met at Jet City Comicon in March dressed as the fictional lovers played by Scottish actor Connor Reid and Welsh actor Samantha Roberts. Austin is tall, with lovely, penetrating green eyes, and striking auburn hair that has plenty of wave and gentle curls that soften the strong, masculine lines of his face. He has broad shoulders and a wicked sense of humor and wit. Which is what I find most appealing about him. Who can resist a man with a good sense of humor?
With his striking similarity to Connor, he would have caught my attention regardless. But it certainly didn't hurt his cause that he looked extremely hot in his kilt. I've always been a sucker for a man with nice legs. Even the expression of pain on his face—he'd dislocated his finger—didn't detract from his raw animal magnetism. There, is that a dramatic enough description?
I'm a physician. Though I wasn't on duty or on staff at the con, I popped his finger back into its socket, earning his gratitude. He had VIP passes and front-row seats for the fan talk given by Connor and Samantha and invited me along as his guest. That was the beginning of our adventure together.
I would have thought the furor over our relationship would have died down by now, but we seem to be every bit as much the sensations as we were from the start.
Being part of a cultural phenomenon was still amazing to me. My dreams of fame, if I could say I had any, were way more modest and much more humanitarian. I'm an oncologist, a cancer doc. If anything, I dream of playing my part saving lives and giving patients more quality of life and time with their loved ones.
The fantasy life of playing Elinor in a teaser for the fall season of Jamie was wonderful. But Austin and I both had real lives. I have patients I care about, and my aunt, who has her own struggles with cancer. Austin is a cybersecurity expert. He fights daily battles, trying to stop any number of cyberattacks from succeeding in shutting down commerce and panicking society. He's an intellectual warrior compared to the brawny, physical Highland laird, Jamie.
For the last few weeks, at least, Austin has been worried about an impending cyberattack. Because the project he's working on is classified, he wasn't at liberty to tell me what was going on. All I knew was that he was putting in long hours and wanted to get to Scotland before the project put a freeze on vacation time.
And then the government goons intercepted him at Sea-Tac. Austin urged me to go to the gate without him. That he had to answer a few questions. If things ran late and he missed the flight, he'd meet me in Scotland. He sent me a cryptic text telling me he loved me, and then, radio silence.
When he didn't show up for the flight, I expected him to call or text with his new itinerary. At least pick up my calls. The flight from Seattle to London is just under ten hours. He couldn't still be answering questions. Could he? He had to know something
by now.
I had half expected him to be waiting for me. To somehow have found a faster flight and beaten me to London. Fanciful as that thought was, Austin was full of surprises and talents. But, unfortunately, he wasn't a time traveler, and a real-life teleporter still didn't exist.
Once we deplaned, I looked for him as I exited Customs and headed off to get a cab. No Austin.
Now that he wasn't here, I was in a quandary. I had less than twelve hours in London and an appointment with my English ex-boyfriend Nigel. As one might guess, Nigel was my unfinished business.
Austin wanted to be nearby when I saw Nigel. In case I needed him. It was very sweet, and almost barbarically protective, of Austin. And maybe a touch jealous. I didn't need his help. Nigel was neither violent nor dangerous. He was a reserved academic, really. I guess you never know what thwarted passion could make people capable of. But I wasn't afraid. Not even slightly worried.
I was meeting Nigel at a pub not far from Heathrow. There was a part of me that was tempted to cancel. And yet that hardly seemed decent of me, either. Or fair to Nigel. He was coming from across London to meet me. He'd had to take the day off.
And I had no idea when I'd get another opportunity to see him and clear things up. For better or worse, I didn't like hurting people and didn't like them thinking ill of me. He deserved to hear the truth from me in person. We both deserved closure.
I hadn't expected to find love so soon on the heels of breaking off my long-distance relationship with Nigel earlier in the year. I hadn't expected to disappear on Nigel, either, leaving things hanging until I told him it was over by phone. Calling it off that way wasn't fair, but it was what fate had handed to us.
Nigel hadn't handled it well. He refused to accept that, after all these years of living on separate continents but still being loyal and committed to each other, it was really over. He thought it was a phase I was going through. A passing fling. That I would get over Austin and come back to him. He was so wrong.
As part of his plan, Nigel was holding the things I'd left at his flat hostage, demanding I retrieve them in person. I'd been at Avebury, just a few hours outside London, when I rushed off, not taking the time to go back to his flat to retrieve my things. That wouldn't have been a big deal. I could live without most of them. But I wanted my grandmother's ring back. I'd left that in the flat for safekeeping. Nigel had refused to send it back to me.
Once in the cab, I tried Austin again. When he didn't pick up, I decided there was nothing I could do but go to my meeting with Nigel and hope Austin got there when he could. He was probably over the ocean with little to no coverage. Or had silenced his phone so he could get some sleep. Nothing to worry about, I told myself. If only I could believe it.

A ustin MacDougall
Ten hours of inquisition. Ten. I'd been up all night. I was sleep-deprived. My flight to London had been scheduled to depart at six in the evening. It made for convenient timing if you were actually able to catch the flight. Board, get dinner, nap four or five hours, land in London just after noon as if you'd had a real night's sleep. Not so convenient if you were taken into custody and questioned all night.
I didn't even know for sure exactly where I was. Though I had a pretty good idea. Hard not to working the top-secret, hush-hush projects I did. Such was the life of a cybersecurity expert. I knew more than I probably should. Which made me dangerous. That had always been the risk.
I'd been transported to a government installation for holding, "While we sort things out." My phone and laptop—all of my electronics—had been confiscated.
An allegation had been made against me. A very serious allegation. An anonymous allegation. Convenient. No chance to face my accuser. But the extreme seriousness of the charge warranted my "arrest." No, not arrest. It was more of a detention. So I'd been told. Yeah, a detention. That's almost like a government-funded holiday, right?
I was accused of allowing a breach, a back door, into a very sensitive database I was charged with protecting. While the investigation was ongoing, I would be a guest of the government.
I hadn't cracked or confessed to anything. I'd like to brag about my strong constitution and will. That I could survive and resist any form and amount of penetrating interrogation. But the truth was I had nothing to confess. I'd been falsely accused by this anonymous source. Which made denying everything easy. Until it wasn't. Until I was so fatigued I was on the brink of confessing to something, anything, just to be able to call Blair and get some sleep.
Before I accidentally became entangled in one of the feds' traps and said something I shouldn't—hey, I'd seen enough cop shows to know better—I asked for a lawyer and refused to answer any more questions until I got one. To my surprise, they allowed me one supervised call to hire one.
I was tempted, I can't tell you how tempted, to call Blair. But common sense, and its companion—a strong survival instinct—kicked in. I called the one person I thought could help me most—my billionaire buddy, Lazer Grayson. Lazer had connections everywhere with people of wealth and power. He promised to send the best lawyer he could find and told me to keep my mouth shut in the meantime. Hey, buddy, I know that much.
And if I'd been thinking straight when they brought me in, and not foolishly believing I could talk myself out of this, that it was all a simple misunderstanding, I would have asked for a lawyer immediately.
When the door to the holding room opened, I expected it to be my lawyer. Instead, Randy Dixon, my nemesis, and lead on the project I was on, walked in. I was pretty sure he was also my accuser and the guy who was trying to frame me. Trying, but he wouldn't succeed. I knew something Randy didn't. If the damn feds would allow me to help them…
But before I cut any kind of a deal, I was talking to my lawyer.
Randy waved his hand in front of his nose. "Whew! It's ripe in here. The interrogation getting to you?"
From someone else, the comment might have been a joke to lighten the tension. From Randy, it was barbed. He was right on one count—it smelled like a locker room. But he was the one who needed a shower.
"Never make assumptions, Randy," I said, trying to keep my cool. "I'm fresh as a daisy." I lifted my arm to emphasize my point. No underarm ring there. "Talk to the guys questioning me. They were sweating bullets. Under a lot of pressure to please the boss, I guess." I held his gaze.
Randy shook his head and sneered. "Always quick with a comeback." His eyes narrowed. "I don't think you realize the trouble you're in."
I balled my fist, wanting to take a swing and knock that smug look off his face. "Trouble? I'm an innocent man."
He took a seat in a chair opposite me across the interrogation table.
The room was sparsely furnished with the table, a few chairs, white walls, and, if I didn't miss my guess, a closed-circuit surveillance camera. No, I wouldn't be dancing around the room like a crazy person when I thought no one was looking. Unless my observers were mind readers, they were getting nothing out of me.
Randy was sharp enough to know, or guess, about the camera, too. He put his back to it. "Your little woman will be missing you in London by now."
He spoke in a low voice that reminded me of the hiss of a snake. He was a snake, a low-down, belly-crawling sidewinder, to quote my buddy Dylan when he was in his cowboy frame of mind. "Be a shame if you missed the whole trip. And lost your big endorsement deal with that Highland show."
"What do you want?" I stared him down.
"I'm your friend, Austin, as well as your boss."
That made two lies. He wasn't even officially my boss.
"The client asked me to come and talk to you. See what I can find out about this situation."
When I glared at him, he shook his head. "I'm on your side, Austin. Our team's reputation is at stake here, too. I told them I have no doubt this accusation is baseless. That you're the best in the business. Yes, there's that little misstep early in your career, but since then, your record has been spotless. You were young and inexperienced, that's all. You're much more experienced now."
He paused, but I didn't reply. He'd been the one responsible for rumors of that "little misstep" when I was right out of school. That was a baseless accusation, too. I couldn't help feeling that Randy had set me up again. Why? There were a dozen reasons I could think of off the top of my head. Any one of them could have been his motivation. Not the least of which was his obsessive jealousy over my successes.
"You've been under a lot of pressure lately," he said to break the silence. "The whole team has. Additionally, you've been distracted lately with your little bit of fame and upcoming vacation. With your romance with the doctor. Even with all that, this charge is without merit." His eyes glittered with excitement. He was enjoying the hell out of himself. "Talk to me. Give me the keys to your code. Let me into your server. I can help you if you give me a half a chance."
"Go to hell, Dixon."





CHAPTER 2
Blair
The cab slowly wound its way out of the airport. It was a nice summer afternoon—sunny with a touch of humidity in the air and the promise of more heat to come.
The closer I got to seeing Nigel again, the more nervous I became. I feared my initial reaction to him more than I imagined I would. Would my heart betray me? Would some somatic response take over and the old passion return? Would the raw chemistry that had attracted me to him in the first place take over? Or had that chemistry somehow been altered?
As a physician, I could give you the chemical reaction of falling in love step by step. Detail it out. But as Austin had said, it's not the chemical reaction that's the mystery. It's what sets it in place to begin with. Why do some people have it and others don't? How does it die? Why does it die?
I understood it well enough when two people grew to hate or distrust each other. But that wasn't the case between Nigel and me. Circumstance caused our breakup. Not personalities or betrayal.
I'd never been a believer in love triangles. My pragmatic mind argued against it. If you were in love with two people at once, were you really in love with either of them? If you couldn't choose one or the other, were either right for you?
I loved Austin with the full power of my being. But I'd loved Nigel, too. Genuinely. There were crushes and attraction. And then there was love. I'd loved Nigel for more than a third of my life. You might call me cautious, but I'd loved relatively few people—my Aunt Beth, my late parents in a fantasy, dreamlike sort of way, Nigel, and now Austin. When I loved, I loved fiercely.
As much as I loved Austin, there were still times when I found myself wanting to share something with Nigel. It was an almost involuntary thing. A thought: Nigel would love this. Nigel would find this funny. Nigel would be so proud. They popped out of nowhere. Were they just force of habit? Habit could be broken with time. Or was the mere act of having these thoughts disloyal to Austin?
At the time, we were at a crossroads. The long-distance relationship thing was no longer working. I wanted more. A real commitment. Marriage. Kids. That kind of thing. The types of things there are really no compromises for. You can't have half a marriage. A part-time one. Though that was the type of relationship we'd had for years. But now that I was out of med school, I had time for a husband and family. But, despite plenty of talk and long discussions, Nigel had been no closer to making the sacrifices necessary for a life together.
He lived in London and had the job he'd always dreamed of. His family was in the UK. His history, which he was so terribly fond of, was there. He had no desire to leave and become an expat in the US.
I'd had two job offers on the table—one in London that was unexciting and mundane at best. One in Seattle at one of the top cancer institutes in the country and the world. My only family, Beth, was in Seattle. She was sick. Though she'd never ask me to give anything up for her—she wanted me to have the life I wanted—she needed me. I was the only family she had, too.
The cab stopped in front of the pub. A very typical, touristy looking building, the entire pub was heavily timbered and adorned with paned windows. As always when I first got to London, I had to remember that things were backward here compared to what I was used to. Look left, right, left becomes right, left, right. It takes some conscious thought. I did a dance on the sidewalk with a local, trying to step around him the American way to the right. Until he smiled, stood still, and extended his hand for me to pass. Maybe it was my nerves taking my mind elsewhere that was part of the problem.
Nigel and I had been at a critical impasse. He claimed he couldn't ask me to give up everything for him. Whether that was ambivalence on his part, or the truth, I had no way of knowing. It could have been either. Beth's sudden life-threatening bout of pneumonia brought things to a head.
The weeks that followed our breakup were a haze of heartbreak and worry. I was in a mild depression. Starting a new job. Dealing with Beth's illness. Nursing her back to health. Finding an apartment.
It was all a blur, really. And not a place I wanted to revisit. The only joy during that time, besides Beth's recovery, had been working with Beth on the Elinor dress for Comicon. That, and my new patients, had given me something outside myself to concentrate on. And then I met Austin. Sweet, thoughtful, romantic Austin with his witty, funky sense of humor. It was impossible not to fall for a guy like him.
Rolling my carry-on behind me, I struggled with the heavy pub door, one of those faux-Elizabethan or -Tudor things, all heavy wood and large iron hinges.
What happened now? What would my heart do when I saw Nigel again? Go back to its old pattern? Or was it hardened to him? Suddenly indifferent to his charms? Would I still find him attractive? Think him funny? Or would I suddenly see him differently, warts and all, as we say?
I think, if we are all honest, in every person and relationship there's a niggling bit of self-doubt. At least at the beginning and at major points of commitment. The doubt can take many forms—what if someone better comes along? Will this love last? Will this person betray me? Is this person who I think they are? Am I making a mistake?
Mine took a slightly different form. I worried I'd met Austin too soon, before my heart had time to fully heal. It had only been weeks after breaking up with Nigel when I met Austin at Comicon. And fell hard, fast, and, I believed, I hoped, irrevocably in love.
So, yes, as I entered the foyer of the pub, I was nervous, as probably should have been expected. I didn't know what to expect to feel. The last time I'd seen Nigel, I was still in love with him. Desperately in love with him. And heartbroken about leaving him and ending things.
As much as I loved Austin, Nigel had had my heart for so long that a part of it would always belong to him. Even if that part belonged in the past. I had grieved the death of our love affair in March when I went home to Seattle. Before I met Austin. I believed I was over Nigel. I hoped I was. But hearts are fickle and delicate. I wasn't eager to reopen any wounds—either his or mine.
It was just past midday, but there was a small crowd beginning to filter into the pub. As my eyes adjusted to the dim lighting, I looked around for Nigel, part of me hoping he'd stood me up. The other part wanting my ring back enough to brave even this for it. It was one of the few things I had from my dad's family. It had great sentimental value to me.
Nigel, however, was punctual as always, and sitting in a corner booth. It was just like him to want to be out of the way and flow of traffic, tucked into the most private space in the place. What we had to say to each other belonged to no one else's ears. But his choice also meant that if either of us stormed off, we had to make our way through the entire length of the room past any prying eyes.
He waved when he saw me. For a bare instant, my heart stopped. Like it always had when I saw him again after one of our long absences.
My reaction wasn't particularly surprising, given our history. Nigel was a handsome man. Always had been. When we'd been together, I felt lucky to be with him. Women noticed him.
Like Austin, he was tall, just over six feet. But that was where the similarity ended. Nigel was slender and wiry to Austin's athletically muscled physique. Nigel had dark brown hair and eyes, a strong jaw, and unmistakably patrician looks—slender features, a straight, narrow nose; very English. His hair was cut in a conservative style that was as elegant as his manners. It matched the style of his distant cousin, the actor who played Reggie, Elinor's original English fiancé in Jamie. Nigel was even dressed like his more famous cousin. He'd started playing the part recently when he realized it would put him in the spotlight along with Austin and me.
I still couldn't decide whether his desire for the spotlight was simply a desire for fame or a genuine attempt to get me back.
Nigel's family was old and had distant connections to the throne. He came from a line of lesser nobility and gentlemen, and looked—and sounded—like it. His accent was educated, elegant, and upper crust. It was exactly the kind of accent we American women find so hot. It certainly didn't dim his appeal, that was for sure. His family still had property and money. Nigel was a beneficiary of that as well.
He was dressed as if he'd just come from work, standing out from the working-class atmosphere of the pub.
I waved back to him and made my way to the booth with my suitcase trailing behind me, my heart pounding in my ears, and my stomach doing uneasy flips. It had been a long trip. I hoped it was just exhaustion and nerves upsetting my stomach.
He slid out and stood as I approached. There was an awkward moment where I wondered what the proper greeting was now that he was my ex. The usual enthusiastic embrace and kiss were obviously out. Nigel solved the problem by pulling me into a warm hug, close to his chest. The familiar scent of his cologne brought back a rush of memories, most of them passionate and loving. I fended them off.
We're off to a promising start. That may have been a lie, but I told it to myself firmly all the same. Nigel was a gentleman. But sometimes the manners were a very clever and cool cover for seething emotions beneath the surface.
"You look beautiful, Blair," he said as he released me. He didn't sound facetious.
"You've always been a prodigious liar. I look tired and feel frazzled." I slid into the booth.
"Frazzled?" he said. "Sorry to hear that."
As he slid in across from me, I noticed my suitcase, the one I'd left behind on my last trip to London, sitting on the bench next to him.
"How was your flight?" he said.
"Long." I pulled my rolling suitcase close to the table.
And so this was us—reduced to awkward small talk while I waited for word from Austin.
Nigel glanced around. "Where's your bodyguard?"
I feigned surprise. "You mean Austin?"
He flinched ever so slightly at the mention of Austin's name. I'd never seen him be intimidated by another man before, certainly not the mere mention of a name.
"I promised I'd be alone," I said.
He lifted an eyebrow. "You promised. I don't recall getting his word." He paused. "I'm a tolerant man, but if the situation were reversed, I would have insisted on coming with you." He glanced around, making a point of it. "He's not hiding in the hedgerow somewhere nearby, is he?"
I laughed, somewhat nervously. That had been Austin's plan. "If he were, he wouldn't hear much. There aren't any bushes in sight." I took a deep breath and became serious. "I can assure you. He's not here. Or anywhere nearby." I tried to keep the worry out of my voice.
"His loss." Nigel paused. "You might not believe this, but I would like to meet him."
I cocked my head and studied him. "Morbid curiosity doesn't suit you."
Before he could respond, a waiter came by. Nigel ordered me a pint. Maybe he hoped plying me with beer would loosen me up. His motives were hard to read.
I had rehearsed what I was going to say to him over and over in my mind since first arranging to meet him. During the trip over, I'd fine-tuned it and worried about Austin.
Seeing Nigel again in the flesh reassured me. I'd made the right choice—Austin. A part of me would always love Nigel, but there was no room in my heart for two men. The passionate love I'd felt for Nigel had mellowed into affection. But the affection was doomed, I feared. Did it ever really work to remain friends with an ex in circumstances like these?
"Thanks for meeting me." I nodded to the suitcase next to him. "And hauling my luggage across London."
"Part of me is glad to get rid of it." As he patted it, his voice became soft. He gave me an imploring look. "It was cluttering up my flat, really. And reminding me too bloody much of you. And how much I missed you. Blair, how can I live without you?"
"Nigel—"
He put up a hand, silencing me as he pulled an antique ring box from his pocket.
My heart stopped. No. Not now.
Not here. Not like this—
Anything I might have said stuck in my throat.
Holding my gaze, he opened the box, took a look at the ring inside, spun the box in his hand, and held it out to me, balanced on his palm.
My grandmother's ring. Not an engagement ring for me.
I went weak in the knees with relief, glad I was sitting down. Glad he wasn't foolish enough to propose now, after all that had happened. After Austin. Feeling foolish and vain, very arrogant, for even imagining he would.
I plucked the ring box from his hand. "Thank you. This didn't used to have a box." I glanced at him, trying to hide the relief I felt, both at being wrong about what he was offering, and at getting my ring back. "The box is very pretty."
"You're careless with your things, Blair. You left your ring lying on the nightstand. Anything might have happened to it. I had to put it in something so I wouldn't risk losing it. You'd never forgive me for that."
"I would have forgiven you. Eventually." I smiled softly at him and returned my focus to the ring. "I'm not as unforgiving and hard as you think." I pulled the ring from the box and slid it on my finger, glad it fit after the long flight. I wiggled my fingers, admiring the way the ring sparkled and caught the light.
It was an old-fashioned thing with a small diamond set in the center on a plate of what I assumed was white gold. The center diamond was surrounded by several other very small diamonds set on the plate around it. The white gold was cut in diamond patterns to add sparkle and give the illusion the other few diamonds were larger and there were more of them. The band was yellow gold.
"You had it cleaned?" I said to him as I studied it. It was more brilliant and shinier than it had been.
"Appraised."
"Oh?" I looked at him questioningly.
"The appraisal certificate is in your case. You're so incurious, love. You really should know what your jewelry is worth. For insurance purposes, at the very least."
He was always practical about things like money and valuables.
"I don't think you realize what you have there." He sounded amusingly annoyed with me. As if he was humoring a naïve child. "You always said it wasn't valuable."
"It isn't." I shrugged, admiring it again. "Except to me. It has sentimental value."
He shook his head. "I suppose it depends on what your threshold for valuable is. That ring is worth several thousand pounds."
My eyes went wide. "I hadn't realized—"
"I thought as much." He nodded. "It's an art deco diamond engagement ring from the forties. From the war. Did you know this was your grandmother's engagement ring?"
I shook my head. I wasn't a jewelry expert or aficionado. "No." I studied it again. "It doesn't really look like one, does it? I thought a cocktail ring, maybe."
He pointed to it. "Whoever purchased it had more money than the average soldier. The band is eighteen-karat gold. The face is platinum.
"Platinum," I whispered.
He nodded. "It was more common than you'd think on jewelry of that era. Though modest in size, the diamonds are high quality and have good clarity." He finished off the beer he'd been drinking. "I had to search around for a box befitting it. I finally found one online at an antique shop in Northumberland and had it shipped to me.
"The box is also from the forties and is supposed to be very like the box it would have come in from the original jeweler. If you look on the inside of the ring, you'll see the jeweler's mark. They were prestigious in their day."
"Thank you." My voice caught. It was the kind of touching thing he sometimes did that caught me off guard. He'd very effectively derailed my carefully crafted speech.
"I couldn't get you off my mind, Blair. Or out of my heart." His eyes were dark. His voice full of fervent emotion. "I did everything I could to get you out of them. Everything. I couldn't sleep. Nothing worked. Not sleeping pills. Nothing. I worked until I was exhausted. And still you were on my mind."
"Nigel—"
"Please, Blair," he said. "After the hell you put me through, you owe me this. You have to hear me out." He took a deep breath and implored me with his eyes.
He was right. It had been unintentional and beyond my control, but that didn't lessen the effect my behavior had had on him. It didn't ease the pain. I owed it to him to listen. But, damn it, it wasn't easy.
"You were in the spotlight, killing me with your public romance—"
"That wasn't my choice." I couldn't even defend myself properly. I couldn't tell him that, at first, the "romance" had been a publicity stunt to help Connor Reid and Jamie. Something thought up on the spot by the show's PR people.
He stared at me, hurt filling his eyes. "Even so."
Unable to face him, I dropped my gaze to the table and put a hand to my abdomen. My stomach was still misbehaving.
"I drank. I gambled." His voice broke. "I went to the country and rode hard. I drove too fast. I was reckless with my life. I didn't bloody well care what happened to me."
"Oh, Nigel." Now he was killing me.
"When none of that worked, I turned to my genealogy research. But mine no longer interested me. So I turned to yours—"
"Nigel—"
"Let me finish." He took a deep breath. "You never cared about your ancestry, I know. You even resented my passion for researching my own family. I know…I see now…how selfish I was about it. How caught up. How I ignored you when I should have been treasuring our little time together. If you're angry about that, I understand now."
"I'm not."
He studied me to see if I was telling the truth. I was. It didn't bother me now. It had then.
He sighed. "Pursuing my passion and your history helped, Blair. It made me feel close to you. Your family history is fascinating. Don't ignore your English family, your Cornish family. Embrace them."
He suddenly looked almost embarrassed. "My research is in your case. It's my gift to you. In the hope that you'll realize England is as large a part of you as the US." He studied me.
I didn't say anything. I couldn't.
"I hope you read it. At your leisure." He cleared his throat. "It's a bigger gift than you might imagine, love. You've always told me it's just you and Beth. But you have family here. I've found them in Cornwall. Nothing is more important than family. Look them up. The information is all in your bag."
I stared at him. What did I say? I didn't want to hurt him.
"No words?" he said.
"I'm speechless."
"Good." He nodded. "You're supposed to be. That's what I wanted." He reached across the table and took both my hands in his.
My hands were ice cold, but his were warm.
He squeezed mine confidently. "I want you back, Blair. With all my heart. I have never stopped loving you."
I looked away.
He dropped one of my hands, gently took my chin, and turned my face until our eyes met. "I will never stop fighting for you." He took a deep breath. "Give England, and me, a chance. Marry me, Blair."





CHAPTER 3
Blair
I stared at Nigel in complete disbelief. Five months ago, his proposal would have been the most welcome, most wonderful thing in my world. I would have made any compromise necessary to be his wife. Even accepted that mundane position in the London hospital. But things had changed. I had changed.
I had someone to compare Nigel to. I had Austin, my redheaded, cosplaying Scottish warrior. My American man. Austin was my heart now. Being with him was uncomplicated, aside from the publicity, which would eventually pass, and easy. There were no tough decisions. No pitting my devotion to Beth against being with him. Or having to choose him over what was best for my career. With Austin, I could have it all and more.
I looked at Nigel, with his heart shining in his eyes. I bit my lip. Which might have given him the wrong impression. He looked too hopeful. I wasn't hesitant about refusing him. I was hesitant to hurt him. Unfortunately, they were one and the same.
I forced myself to look him in the eye. I didn't have to feign the sympathy and regret in my expression and voice as I pulled my hand from his. "I'm flattered," I said softly.
He tensed, bracing himself for what my hesitance and posture were telling him.
"I'm honored." Why was this so hard? "Not that long ago, marrying you would have made me the happiest woman alive. But now…I'm sorry, Nigel. Things have changed. I can't marry you."
His face fell, and he looked genuinely crestfallen. He nodded. "I should have expected it wouldn't be so easy."
Neither of us moved or spoke. With impeccable timing, my beer arrived.
When I didn't touch it, Nigel grabbed it and took a big swig.
"Is it the show? The fame?" He paused. "I can offer that—"
"Oh, Nigel. Please." I shook my head. "Is that what you think of me? Is that why you're trying to be Reggie?"
I was frustrated now. I hadn't wanted to mention his ploy of trying to grab the spotlight, but there it was. "You have to drop the Reggie thing. It's no use. It doesn't suit you."
He didn't flinch. He set his jaw. "My timing is off."
His timing was off. But not because of the things he thought.
I shook my head. "Nothing you can do will change things. It's Austin. I love
him."
Nigel looked sad and defeated. "You fell out of love with me that quickly?" He paused. "Did you ever really
love me?"
I nodded, tears in my eyes. "I loved you for years. I loved you beyond reason. You were my first real love." I blinked. "Part of me will always love you and what we had. But we, obviously, aren't meant to be together."
His hands were folded on the table.
I took them in mine and squeezed them. "I'm sorry. You can't imagine how sorry I am. This isn't the way I imagined things."
I couldn't stay another moment in the embarrassment and our mutual misery. I glanced at my watch. "I have to go."
He nodded. I slid out of the booth. He slid out, too.
I hugged him quickly. "Goodbye, Nigel."
I reached for the handle of the suitcase I'd brought with me. He handed me the one he'd brought for me from his flat.
I hurried out, awkwardly pulling two suitcases, tears blurring my vision as I used an app to call a cab. We were so close to the airport that the app indicated one would arrive in a few minutes. I had to get away. I simply couldn't stand on the curb in front of the pub while I waited for my ride. I instructed the driver to meet me across the street.
I looked left, right, left, with tears in my eyes, and stepped out into the street.
"Blair! Blair! Stop!"
I turned over my shoulder to see Nigel waving and running after me. At the same time, I heard the squeal of tires. And realized what I'd done just as I was lifted into the air and thrown. I felt a blinding flash of pain. As I hit the ground, the air slammed out of my lungs and the suitcases went flying. My head hit the pavement.
Austin and Beth flashed before my eyes as my vision became a tunnel and my ears rang. Someone was calling my name through a fog. Running toward me. Bending over me.
My stomach cramped, stealing what little breath I had left. If I'd been standing, the pain would have doubled me over.
Mercifully, I was fading. Fading.

A ustin
My lawyer finally showed up with Lazer. By some miracle, they let both of them in to see me. Such was the power of Lazer, his money, and his connections.
Lazer pulled me into a hug and slapped me on the back. "We're going to get you out of here. Burns is already on it. He's the best." He introduced my new lawyer, Perry Burns.
"Perry?" I shook the lawyer's hand. "Good name for a lawyer."
Perry grinned and rolled his eyes. "I've never heard that one before."
Perry was a high-profile criminal defense attorney in his early forties with experience trying government cases. The best in the city. If Lazer thought I needed him, I was in deep shit. Lazer had plenty of dough, but he didn't throw it away when he didn't have to.
"Nice to meet you," I said, trying to stay upbeat even though I was beat and exhausted. "Wish it were under other circumstances."
"That's what they all say," he said.
We took seats around the rectangular table, looking very much like any team having a meeting over software changes. I sat at the end, the head of the table, like the bigwig. Lazer and Perry sat on either side of me. This was one meeting I'd rather not have to run.
"Have they decided to charge me with anything yet? Besides wild allegations? When can Lazer bail me out?" I winked at Lazer. "Other than grilling the hell out of me, they've been amazingly tight-lipped about details. All I know is that some anonymous douche made a groundless accusation that I've been sabotaging our software security measures."
Perry answered, "They haven't charged you with anything. They're holding you on suspicion of espionage, treason, and cyberterrorism."
"Crap. They're still insisting they're just holding me?" I shook my head and glanced at my watch, a fancy model with several time zones displayed at once. I had it set for London and Seattle. Blair's meeting with Nigel should be wrapping up by now. I wasn't there to protect her or give her moral support like I'd promised. I was adamant. I wasn't going to break my promise about meeting her in Scotland.
"I'm supposed to be in London on my way to Scotland," I said. "How soon until you can get me out of here and on my way?"
Perry turned to Lazer. "These are serious allegations. With serious consequences. Your friend has an optimistic streak."
Lazer shrugged. "It's typical of entrepreneurs. Otherwise, what's the point? The odds are never in your favor." He glanced at me. "We've been buddies a long time. Austin has complete confidence in me, my taste in lawyers, and my deep pockets."
"All true, buddy," I added. "But you can't bail me out until they charge me. So what's the holdup?"
Somehow the three of us managed to laugh.
"Exactly that. They still have plenty of time before they have to either charge or release you," Perry said. "With your connection to Lazer, they know you'll be able to post any bail they set. Unless they can prove you're dangerous and get bail withheld. That's an uphill battle. Which is why they're stalling and claiming they need time to conduct their investigation. That you're a threat to national security."
I grimaced.
"To be completely honest, if they choose, they can string things out indefinitely. It wouldn't be difficult to come up with a relentless string of suspicions that allow them to hold indefinitely."
Perry was forthright. I appreciated it. I didn't need a lawyer who danced around the issues.
"As it stands, there's not much chance of them handing over your passport and wishing you bon voyage and happy trails anytime soon," Perry said. "Even if Lazer was able to bail you out, at this point, you wouldn't be allowed to leave the country. Not even for a weekend trip to Canada."
"Unless we force their hand," I said. "This is all Randy Dixon's doing. I'm being framed. Randy's jealousy knows no bounds. This time, he's jealous on so many fronts, he's spinning like a top, unsure which victory of mine to stamp out first."
"Randy is smart enough, but not brilliant," Lazer said calmly. "He's vain and arrogant. Confident that Duke Sanders will be around to protect him no matter what. Arrogance is his Achilles heel. He'll screw up and get careless at some point. We need to play off that to flush him out."
I nodded.
Perry looked between us. "What is he jealous about?"
"Once Lazer, the guys, and I sell our dating app, I'll be wealthy. Once the project Randy and I are working is successful, I'll have a stellar name in the industry that will be almost untouchable. Once I do the promo teasers for Jamie in Scotland, I'll be a cosplaying legend. And get the girl.
"Randy's little life looks pretty miserable in comparison. He's working under a deadline now to ruin me before it's too late. Everything is coming together for me." I took a breath. "Throwing suspicion on me and ruining my good name is Randy's MO. He's done it before. Lazer can tell you."
Lazer nodded. "He's a class-one dickhead."
"Last time he attacked me was years ago. His attack was successful. He nearly ruined me. Which makes him cocky. I don't think he realizes how much I've changed.
"Back then, I was young. I didn't know whom I was dealing with. There are only two ways to vanquish envy and jealousy—separate yourself from it, if you can, or vanquish it completely. Destroy your enemy, every single fiber.
"At the time, I didn't fight back. I chose to separate myself from it, thinking it was possible to get far enough away and let it slide into the past. Unfortunately, Randy chose to follow me. This time I sure as hell will fight back until Randy is completely neutered."
Lazer nodded. "You're learning."
"You have to get me out of here." I looked from Lazer to Perry. "Cut them any kind of deal. I can help them catch the real culprit. But I need access to my code and equipment. I've set traps in the code. If someone has tampered with it, they will have left a fingerprint. I can find it."
Lazer grinned and flashed me a look of admiration. "You're learning all about power."
"Yeah," I said. "From the best."
He laughed.
Perry frowned. "Besides a power trip, what does this Dixon dick get out of all of this? Is he your garden-variety psycho?"
"If he fixes the problem created by my alleged treason, he'll be a hero," I said. "He's hoping to steal the glory, gain the reputation, and get the promotion. He wants to be CTO."
I told them what I could about the project, which wasn't much—most of what I worked on was classified.
"I have contacts I think can help," Lazer said. "If we approach this properly."
I nodded. "The sale of the app? Will this derail it? How close are we to closing?"
"On the brink. Any day now," Lazer said. "I'll do my best to push it through before words gets out about any of this."
"It would solve at least some of my, our, problems," I said. "The sooner I can quit and get off this project, the better." I shook my head. "All anyone has to do is look at my background and record to see I'm innocent. I'm this close to becoming wealthy. Why would I risk that?"
Our time was up. Lazer and Perry stood, promising to get on it and get me out. Perry warned me not to say anything to the authorities unless he was present.
Lazer slapped me on the back. "You look like shit, buddy. Get some rest. Is there anything I can get you?"
"Permission to make a phone call," I said. "Blair will be worried."
He nodded.
Minutes after he left, a guard showed up with a phone for me to borrow. "Ten minutes. No longer." He moved to the corner to give me "privacy."
At this point, I no longer cared. I called Blair. Her phone rang and rang. I glanced at my watch. Why wasn't she picking up? How long was her meeting with Nigel going?
Jealousy and insecurity reared their ugly heads. Come on, Southron. Answer.
It went to voicemail.
I hung up and tried again, hoping she hadn't turned her ringer off. Hoping to be annoying enough she'd ignore Nigel and pick up. It went to voicemail again. I had no choice but to leave a message.
"It's me. I've been detained. I can't talk here. Don't call me back. I won't be able to answer. Call Lazer; he'll fill you in.
"Don't worry. This is just a temporary setback. I'll meet you in Scotland. I promise. I love you." My voice broke. "I love you, Dr. Edwards. Take care."
Where is she?
I handed the phone back to the guard.





CHAPTER 4
Blair
Sirens. I heard sirens. I lay on my back on the pavement, looking up at Nigel as if through a fog. With the light haloing him, he looked almost angelic.
"Blair. Blair." As he kneeled beside me, his voice broke.
I had never seen such a look of complete anguish and worry on his face before. Or heard it in his voice. It should have scared me more than it did. It might have if I'd been thinking clearly.
"Blair? Can you hear me, love?" His voice was gentle.
I was cold and going into shock. I tried to answer, but the signals didn't make it from my brain to my mouth. All I could do was look up at the sky with my eyes wide open. Look up at the crowd forming around us without focusing on them. Stunned people. People with phones out. People taking pictures.
American. She looked the wrong way. Didn't see it coming. Just stepped off the curb. Happens too often.
Someone's phone was ringing. Ringing and ringing.
Answer the phone. Answer your damn phone, I thought.
I began shaking uncontrollably. Not just from the cold of shock. Another cramp. There was a rush of warm blood between my legs. My period couldn't be starting now. But it had, because, of course, it always had such impeccable timing. And I was on a trip. But it was way off schedule. And I was on the pill, so it should have been regular.
The shock. It had to be from the shock.
The emergency room doctor in me kicked in doing triage. Tremors. The tremors of someone with a head injury. Intracranial pressure—the brain could swell quickly. And fatally. We needed to control it. Oxygen. IV. Anti-seizure medications. Meds to control the swelling. CT scan.
"Where the bloody hell is the ambulance?” Nigel looked down the street and took my hand, holding it tightly with both of his. Patting it. "Hang on, Blair. I'm here. It's going to be all right. You're going to be fine. Help is coming. Hear them? Help is coming. I won't leave your side. I promise, love. I promise."
I promise. Where had I heard those words before? I promise.
My mind wasn't working properly. Neither was my body. The cold was seeping in deeper. Nigel threw his jacket over me. All around us, the crowd of onlookers was murmuring.
I recognize him. He looks like Reggie. Yes, Reggie on Jamie. And that's Elinor. The actress—what's her name? Samantha Roberts?
No, no. That's not her. She's not as pretty as Samantha. Very close, though.
I heard the Reggie actor has a cousin who looks very like him.
Someone murmured something about Avebury and a prediction. I couldn't catch the words.
That's definitely not her. Not Samantha Roberts. Just a lookalike.
Yes! The lookalike. The American lookalike. And her English Reggie. Where's her Jamie? Her American Jamie?
Get a picture.
My American Jamie! My American Jamie.
"Austin. Austin." I was screaming, but the words on my lips were barely a breath. Hardly audible.
Nigel leaned in to hear them. I wasn't sure he did. But he frowned.
"Get away from her!" Nigel lashed out at them and shooed them away. "For God's sake, give her some room and leave us alone."
I couldn't remember Nigel being so angry. The prickles of unconsciousness attacking washed over me.
Hang on, I told myself. Hang on.
But I couldn't stop shaking. Austin.
There was a commotion. People making way. The clatter of bags. Urgent commands. Paramedics arrived. I'd been one myself in college. I hoped these were good ones.
Oxygen. Get an oxygen mask on me. I knew what they should do. I could have told them. I would have told them. If I could only speak again.

A ustin
Lazer would find a way to get in touch with me if Blair got in touch with him. I slept fitfully, expecting a message when I woke.
Nothing. Hours more of torture. And nothing. No word.
I'd been an invisible geek too long. Insecurity was rooted deep. What if seeing Nigel had brought everything that had been good about their relationship back? What if she hadn't fallen out of love with him like she thought she had? What if she wanted him again, not me?
They let me watch TV. The news was on. I wasn't paying much attention. Until Blair's name caught my attention…
News from London—Seattle celebrity and physician Blair Edwards was hit by a car this morning when she stepped off the curb into traffic near Heathrow.
My heart stopped.
A video of Blair lying on the pavement in front of a pub flashed on the screen. It was obviously taken on someone's phone. The quality wasn't good. It was hard to see exactly what was going on. A crowd of people were around her.
One shoe was off. Her purse and a suitcase were strewn to the side, looking battered and beaten. A handsome guy kneeled beside her, holding her hand. Nigel.
I didn't know why or how I noticed it, but a ring sparkled on her right hand.
She got her grandma's ring back from Nigel.
She'd been hit leaving. It was the only thing that made sense.
The news continued…
Dr. Edwards was taken to the hospital, where she's listed in serious, but stable, condition with a head injury.
Her longtime former boyfriend Nigel Helyer has reportedly been at her side since the accident.
Damn him. Of course he was.
Edwards was on her way to Scotland for a vacation before filming a promo teaser for the upcoming season of Jamie with her new boyfriend, Austin MacDougall.
No word on where Austin is. We've been unable to locate him for comment…
I froze, heart pounding, staring at the screen. I had to get to her. I pounded on the door of the lounge. "Guard! Guard!"
Did Beth know about Blair's accident? If she saw the news and learned this way, she'd be frantic. She'd be frantic anyway. What about the guys? Had they seen the news, too?
I had to get out of here. I had to get out of here now. Whatever it took. It was time to sell my soul to the devil, if that was what it took.

Thursday
Blair
The familiar beeps and sounds of a hospital room. Civilians might find the noises disconcerting. To me—as I'd lived with it so long—it was comforting. Almost like the sound of birdsong outside the window or the voice of an old friend.
The room smelled familiarly of hospital antiseptic and cleaners, the smell that was supposed to mean sterile. My eyes were closed and uncharacteristically heavy. I didn't want to open them. I must have had a grueling day before crashing. My mind was heavy and slow, balking at thinking too hard, or hardly at all.
Another of my twenty-four-hour or longer shifts was probably the culprit. I really couldn't remember. But that wasn't uncommon in the groggy waking state. How long had I slept? I had no idea. I just wanted more. To cuddle into the covers and sleep like Rip Van Winkle for a hundred years. Sleep was such a valuable commodity in a resident's life.
There was only one way to get myself up—guilt myself into it. I had rounds to make. My patients needed me.
I felt pressure on my hand, momentarily confusing me. Until it dawned on me—someone was holding my hand. If I'd had any energy, I would have shaken it off. Who would be holding my hand? Beth?
It couldn't be Beth. The hand was too large and strong. The surge of adrenaline from fear and curiosity gave me the energy, and impetus, to pry my eyes open. Even still, the effort was gargantuan. Like doing the final reps of a gut-burner workout. Completely exhausting. With none left over to pull my hand away.
"Blair?" The pressure on my hand increased. "Blair. I'm here, love. Wake up."
Nigel? What is he doing here?
I blinked in the relatively dim light of the room. It seemed glaring to me, as if I'd been living in a dark cave for years. Nigel leaned over me, a day's growth of beard on his cheeks and chin, his hair standing uncharacteristically at odd angles, his eyes rimmed with dark circles. As I focused on him, relief washed over his face.
He looked different. Slightly older, as if he'd aged overnight. And he'd cut his hair differently. He looked like…that character in my favorite show Jamie, Reggie. Yes, Reggie. His cousin played him. I'd teased Nigel about playing on his similarity. To humor me. Reggie was hot. He refused. How sweet of him to do it now. But why?
My heart squeezed. I hated seeing him look so worried. What was all the fuss about?
My throat was dry and scratchy as I tried to speak. My words came out thin and frail, broken, slow in coming. "Since when did you decide to become Reggie? I like it. What finally convinced you? Was it my promises of what I'd do with you if you did? Or was I hit by a bus and you'd do anything for me?" I raised my eyebrows, trying to look like I was giving him a come-on.
He froze. "Don't joke about being hit."
"What's wrong?" I said. This wasn't the reaction I expected. "You look like you've been through the wringer. What are you doing here?"
His eyebrows shot up. "Me? I look knackered? Love, you're the one in hospital."
I frowned and turned my head slowly, looking around. A huge bouquet of flowers and balloons sat on the stand next to my bed. Bouquets of balloons and flowers filled the room, sitting on every available inch of real estate. It was overwhelming. I had an IV in my left hand. Monitors hooked up to me. I was definitely the patient here. So where the hell was my doctor? Who was my doctor? And what had happened?
"You don't remember?" Nigel said gently. "You don't remember what happened and how you got here?"
I shook my head, very slowly. But it was still a mistake. I was clearly medicated, but even so, pain radiated in the background, threatening to erupt at any moment.
He frowned again, obviously debating with himself and not bothering to mask his dilemma. He covered the hand of mine he was holding with the other and squeezed. "You were hit by a car in the street, love. It's going to be all right now. All right." He took a breath. "We should ring the nurse. They'll want to know you woke up."
"Woke up?" My voice was still scratchy and sore. I wondered if I'd been intubated at some point. It was that kind of sore. "How long have I been out?"
He pressed the button for the nurse. "Overnight." He glanced at a clock, looking hesitant. "Fifteen hours? Maybe a bit more?"
"I'm a doctor," I said. "You can give me the straight scoop."
"Blair, love, this isn't the time for physician, heal thyself. You've had a bit of a bump on the head. Let's have the nurse take a look and see what your doctor thinks."
"Water," I said. "My throat is dry. I need water."
A nurse hurried into the room. Her face lit up when she saw me. "Our patient is awake! This is good news." She took my vitals. "Dr. Cage will want to know and see you immediately. I'll text him and get him right in." She flashed a look at Nigel. "If you could give us a moment of privacy?"
Nigel stepped into the hall as the nurse pulled the privacy curtain around us.
"I'll need to check your sanitary napkin and see how you're doing." She gently pulled my blanket down.
"Sanitary napkin?" I frowned. "Am I having my period?"
She gently pressed on my stomach and checked the pad, much to my embarrassment. She gave me a sympathetic look. "Has no one told you?"
"Told me what?"
She cocked her head, looking sympathetic. "Do you not remember, pet?"
"Remember what?" My heart hammered.
"You banged your head pretty badly." Her voice was filled with the confident, reassuring professional tone nurses are known for. "You have a concussion. There's bound to be some memory loss."
"Memory loss." Alarm bells went off.
She glanced at her phone. "Dr. Cage is on his way. Best let him explain."
I heard Nigel's voice in the hall. Heard him ask something and be answered by another male.
My nurse nodded. "That will be Dr. Cage now. He's very keen to see how you're getting on."
An instant later, the doctor stepped into the room and into the curtained area beside my bed. Dr. Cage was younger than I'd imagined. As if I'd had much time to imagine anything. He was about my age, actually. Or looked it, anyway. Now I knew how my patients felt. Young doctors had the advantage of having just learned the most recent innovations, techniques, and medical developments. But they lacked experience—and that aura of kindly maturity that so many people find comforting. It could be disconcerting to patients to be treated by young physicians.
He looked at me and smiled. "Good to see you finally woke up." He looked at my chart. "How are you feeling?"
"Sore. Tired. Confused," I said. "I have a hell of a headache. Or at least I think I would if you didn't have me drugged up on painkillers. I feel it in the background. Vicodin?"
"You took a bad blow to the head," the doctor said. "You were hit by a car as you stepped from a curb outside a pub near Heathrow. The impact threw you into the air. You landed on the pavement and hit your head. Does any of that sound familiar?"
"No," I said. "Thank goodness." I tried to smile. "It doesn't sound very pleasant."
"I imagine not, no," Dr. Cage said. "Let's see what you do remember."
He ran me through a standard set of memory and cognitive tests. Asked me some personal questions. I thought I did pretty well. I recognized all the tests. His face didn't give anything away.
"Besides a concussion, is there anything else wrong with me?" I said.
"You had some swelling of the brain. We have you on meds for that. Not enough that we had to go in and relieve it surgically. No fractures. Cuts and bruises, mostly," he said. "You were very lucky, really. It could have been much worse." He paused.
I nodded. Something about his manner was off. There was something he wasn't telling me. "And? There's more?"
He took my hand and patted it. "I'm very sorry to have to tell you this—you miscarried. The trauma of the accident—"
"Miscarried?" My head suddenly hurt. "But I wasn't pregnant."
His expression softened. "You were. Quite definitely. Just weeks along. You miscarried quite cleanly. I don't anticipate any further problems." He squeezed my hand.
"No. I wasn't pregnant." I closed my eyes. I wasn't pregnant. I would have remembered that.
"I'm sorry, Blair," he said, patting my hand a final time and releasing it. "You're still bleeding. The bleeding, at this stage, shouldn't last more than a week. It's nothing more than a hard menstrual cycle. You should be fine. If you pass any large clots or think you might be hemorrhaging, then we'll need to have a look.
"Expect that your hormones will take a while to go back to normal. Given everything you've been through, we'd like you to abstain from sexual activity until the bleeding stops. It's best to wait until after your first period, up to six weeks, to begin trying again. Give yourself time. Don't rush. Wait until you're emotionally ready."
I knew the drill. I'd given patients the same advice. But it made no sense. I wasn't pregnant. Well, clearly, I wasn't now. But I meant I never had been. Then it hit me.
That's why Nigel looks so tired and beaten up. He's upset about losing the baby.
I frowned. That made no sense either. Nigel and I had never talked about having a baby. He wasn't the fatherly type. That was part of what kept us apart—I wanted a family at some point and he wasn't sure he did. If the pregnancy was in the early stages, had I even told him? I was using birth control. I was sure I was.
Something niggled in the back of my mind, trapped beneath a fog of memories.
"We'll keep you in hospital another forty-eight hours for observation," Dr. Cage said. "I'd like to run a few more tests to make sure there's nothing hiding that we've overlooked. After that, you'll need to rest. To take it easy.
"I know you have a busy schedule planned. Promo events. A vacation in Scotland before you're scheduled to film a promo teaser for Jamie in a few weeks. If you take it easy and rest, you should be able to make it—"
"What?" I frowned. Dr. Cage was making no sense.
He paused. "You don't remember?"
"No," I said slowly.
"As you know, it takes a while for the brain to heal and the swelling to completely abate. Your brain was bruised. Although there may be some temporary memory loss, and the actual accident may always be blacked out, I don't believe any permanent damage was done. Give it time. Your memories will come back. In the meantime, I'll let your boyfriend bring you up to date."
"And if I want to fly someplace, like home? Or Scotland?"
Flying was tricky after a head injury and brain swelling. Even after a fairly mild concussion, flying could be dicey. In some patients and cases, it brought on nausea, dizziness, and seizure, and could set back the progress of the patient. I wanted Dr. Cage's opinion. Diagnosing myself, especially when my mind wasn't clear and I hadn't seen my charts, wasn't good medicine.
He shook his head. "No. I'm recommending you don't fly for several weeks to a month. At least until we see how you heal." He smiled kindly. "You're scheduled to be in the UK for at least that long. You should be safe flying home by the end of your vacation. I do recommend being examined again by a qualified physician first to get approval."
So going home to Beth was out of the question. For now, at least.
Dr. Cage gave instructions to the nurse and left. She made me comfortable and showed Nigel back in.
When I saw him, I burst into tears. My emotions were all over the place. "I'm so sorry about losing our baby."
He froze, staring at me, then looking helplessly at the nurse.
She put a hand on his arm. "She's had a shock. Be gentle." She walked out of the room.
I stared at him. He looked pained. And as if I didn't quite have the facts right.
"You didn't know?" I said, horrified. "I hadn't told you about the baby?"
"No," he said. "You hadn't told me about the baby."
He sat on the edge of my bed and pulled me into his arms. "It's all right." He kissed the top of my head. "We'll handle it. We'll work through it together." He paused. "Like we always do."
I nodded. "Tell me about Jamie. And the promo we're filming. Is that why you look like Reggie?"





CHAPTER 5
Blair
Apparently, I was a minor celebrity of some sort back home in Seattle. Because I looked like Elinor, and something about a red dress Beth had made for me. News of my accident had trended on social media and made the local Seattle news, or so I was told.
Nigel called Beth and gave her the news just after my accident. Shortly after, the hospital contacted her as my next of kin. She asked to be called as soon as I woke up. She must be worried sick about me. That was all I could think.
I had to call her immediately. Miraculously, my phone had survived the accident in working order. Nigel told me I had it in my hand when I was hit. They found it on the pavement near me.
I sent Nigel home to get some much-needed rest and called Beth before doing anything else on the phone. I ignored all texts and voicemails. Nothing was as important as reaching Beth. Everything else could wait.
"Oh, thank God, Blairest!" Her voice broke. "I can't tell you how good it is to hear your voice."
Tears filled my eyes. "Yours, too! Sorry to give you a scare. They tell me I looked the wrong direction and stepped out into traffic." I paused. "I don't doubt them. I mean, my injuries are pretty hard evidence they're telling the truth. But it isn't like me to be so careless. Unless I was distracted. I'm always really careful about remembering that things are opposite here."
"I know you are," she said softly. "I wish I was there with you."
"I wish you were, too. I wish I could fly to Seattle. But my doctor says no flying for several weeks at least. It's standard advice after a head injury." I was a grown woman. A doctor. But I wanted my mom with me, and Beth was mom to me. I remembered, out of the blue, that she'd been sick and battling cancer off and on. But how was she now? I didn't trust what I knew and remembered and didn't.
"That's probably wise. I'm trying to get there." She sounded exasperated. "It's my passport. I let it lapse." She snorted, trying to sound amused as well as put out with herself. "Well, I wasn't traveling much, was I?"
"No," I said. I couldn't remember. How sick was she?
She'd wanted to come with me to England sometime. We had a dream of touring around and visiting Cornwall, where Dad's mom had been from. And Tintagel, because it was in Cornwall, and was Camelot. And why not see it while we were there? We had a thing for the Arthurian legend. We'd never both had both time and money enough at the right time, certainly not since I started college. Had she given up on it?
"I'm applying for a new passport," she said. "With a rush on it. The lady I talked to at the passport office was very nice and helpful. I'll fly to your side as soon as I can. I promise. But it will take several weeks, at least."
I promise. Someone else had said something similar to me. Recently. It echoed in the dim corners of my memory just out of reach.
I nodded, even though Beth couldn't see me. I could have made a video call to her. Maybe that would have been reassuring for her. Sometimes your worst imagination can be worse than reality. But I didn't trust myself to keep it together and not give away how confused and afraid I really was. And she didn't need to see my cuts and bruises. They were worse than they looked.
I hesitated. What I wanted to ask would be no surprise to her. I was sure the doctor had already told her. "Did you know I was pregnant? Had I told you?"
If I'd told anyone besides the father, it would have been Beth.
She paused. This conversation was becoming more and more awkward by the minute. What was everyone not telling me?
"No, you didn't, Blair," Beth said. "The doctor told me when they called about your accident." She paused again. "I have no explanation for that. You must have had your reasons. You tell me everything. You weren't far along. It's possible you didn't even know about the baby yet yourself. That's all I can think."
I couldn't tell whether she really believed that or if she was trying to reassure me that my memory loss wasn't as bad as it appeared.
"How do you feel about it?" she said, tentative and full of motherly concern.
"Confused," I said, honestly. "Sad." Worried that she wouldn't live to see her "grandchild."
"I don't know what to say. I'm sorry about the baby," she said.
I took a deep breath. I had to satisfy my curiosity. "Were Nigel and I trying to have a baby?" Even as I spoke, the words sounded wrong. I was trying so hard to piece things together. But nothing seemed to fit.
"Nigel?" She sounded suddenly cautious, as if she was suddenly perching on the edge of her chair. "Is he there with you now?"
"No. I sent him home to get some much-needed, and deserved, rest," I said. "He's been with me here at the hospital all night since the accident. He was exhausted."
"I see."
I frowned. I might have a head injury, but I still recognized disapproval in her voice when I heard it. "What aren't you telling me? The pregnancy was an accident?" I couldn't remember wanting to get pregnant, either.
"Yes," she said, gently. "I assume so. Blairest, darling, you know you aren't with Nigel anymore, right? You broke up with him when you moved back to Seattle to take the job at the cancer center in March."
I felt as if she'd punched me in the stomach. The effect was almost dizzying. How could I ever break up with Nigel? And if I somehow had, how could I forget? And taking a job in Seattle? So that was the choice I'd made.
"No. That can't be right." I shook my head. I couldn't imagine my world without him. "I love him. I've always
loved him."
There was a beat of telling, frightened silence. What I'd said had apparently scared both of us.
"I'm sorry. I'm upsetting you," Beth said. "Dr. Cage is confident your memory will come back completely intact. Except possibly for the accident itself and maybe the immediate events around it. Just give it time."
But I couldn't let it rest. It wasn't in my pragmatic nature. I'd always been impatient. "If Nigel isn't the father, then who is? Am I seeing someone?"
Beth hesitated again. "I don't want to overwhelm you. Nigel has been keeping me informed since the accident. He doesn't want me to say too much, but…" She took a deep breath. "It's your life, the one you chose to live. You deserve to know about it. And Nigel…well, he has his own agenda. Always has. Be careful around him. Dr. Cage said to answer your questions as honestly as possible. So here we go. You know you're a bit of a celebrity because of Jamie?"
"Yes. Nigel told me." I glanced at the enormous bouquet by my bed. "It doesn't seem real. The show sent me a huge bouquet. With a card signed by Connor Reid and Samantha Roberts." I couldn't keep the wonder out of my voice.
I had some kind of amazing life. And I'd forgotten the best parts.
Beth let a beat of silence pass. "You really don't remember? Scratch that. Of course you don't."
She was quiet, but I could almost hear her debating with herself. "You have your Jamie, Blair. He's handsome, sweet, witty, funny, smart, and devoted to you."
Beth liked him. That said quite a lot. Nigel had been sketchy on the details. Hearing Beth's account, I couldn't blame him.
Beth continued, "He loves you like you've never been loved. Like every woman should be loved. His name is Austin—"
I frowned, anger flashing from nowhere. Defensiveness on Nigel's behalf. "If I have a Jamie, a guy who's as wonderful as you say he is, where the hell is he? Why isn't he here with me? Like Nigel is? Why hasn't he contacted me?"
"I don't know." Beth sounded worried and disappointed. "I don't know where Austin is. And that's what worries me. The Austin I know would move heaven and earth to be with you."

A ustin
I stared at the guy across the table from me. He'd introduced himself as Jerry Wilkes, from a little-known top-secret division of the government in charge of cybersecurity. I had little doubt that was not his real name. The meeting felt cloak and dagger to me.
"Look," I said for what felt like the dozenth time, "You have my entire history. I'm a red-blooded, loyal American. I have no reason to betray my country or sell out for cash. I'm about to become a wealthy guy. I understand you have a problem on your hands. But, as I've told everyone I've talked to, these allegations against me are baseless.
"I can help you find out who's really behind this." I stared him in the eye. "Just let me take a crack at my code. I set traps in it that only I know how to find and evaluate. You need my help."
He didn't blink.
"You don't have to trust me," I said. "I'm not guilty. I have nothing to hide. Supervise me. Have someone look over my shoulder while I work—just let me help you and get me the hell out of here."
"That's why I'm here, MacDougall," he said. "You're lucky to have loyal, powerful friends. They've convinced us to take a chance on you."
I wondered exactly whose arm Lazer had twisted. Which of his billionaire friends had he called a favor in from? Had he gone to his ultra-powerful billionaires' club, EIEIO, and enlisted someone with government connections?
"We believe you can help us," Jerry said. "But you'll have to prove yourself. We'll be watching your every move."
"I expected nothing less," I said. "When do I start? And how soon can you get me out of here? I need to get to Scotland ASAP. You've seen the news. My girlfriend's been in an accident—"
He nodded and studied me. "Slow down. You won't be going anywhere until our investigation is complete and you prove your worth."
"Investigations typically take about how long?" I raised my eyebrows.
"We're working as fast as we can. The more you help us, the faster this will go." His tone was no-nonsense. His posture indicated the offer was nonnegotiable. "In the meantime, you'll be in the black box. No outside contact."
I rubbed the bridge of my nose. This was the best offer I was likely to get. And the fastest way to save my reputation and get to Blair.
"I'm in." I snorted. "I don't really have much choice."
His face remained masked and unreadable.
"I need to talk to Blair, Dr. Edwards, my girlfriend, before I disappear. I need to let her know I haven't abandoned her."
Jerry shook his head. "Not possible. Given her head injury and memory loss, she's too great a security risk to be trusted."
"Memory loss?" I leaned toward him, desperate for news. "What memory loss? How much has she forgotten? What has she forgotten?"
"You. She doesn't remember you." His tone wasn't unkind. But he was the kind of guy who was used to delivering bad news and delivering it straightforwardly.
I sat back in my chair, stunned, sucker-punched. Angry. Desperate.
"You didn't know?" For a second he looked genuinely sympathetic.
"How the hell could I know? I'm not allowed visitors or outside contact. They took my phone away." I ran my fingers through my hair and glanced back at him.
He knew I hadn't known. Of course he knew. This was part of the game to get me to cooperate.
He shoved a water bottle across the table to me. "You look pale."
I grabbed the bottle and took a swig. What I needed was whisky or one of those kilt lifters the guys and I had pounded down with Connor Reid. "A note. A card. Let me write out one for Blair."
Jerry's face remained set.
"Damn it, man! At least let me send Blair flowers."
He nodded very slightly. "I can arrange that. I'll do the ordering. A simple message—I love you. Good enough?"
"What are you afraid of?" This was too much intrigue for me. "I'm not a damn secret agent. I'm not sending her a secret message in the flowers and note and a lucky decoder ring."
He shrugged. "We don't take chances."
I sighed, desperate. "I need to see her aunt. Beth. I have to find out—"
He shook his head. "Only people who are already involved. Those are the only people I can let you speak to. Lazer Grayson. Your attorney. Those are your options."
"And my buddy and business partner, Cam. He has a security clearance. He can represent the rest of my partners." I wasn't backing down. I realized they wanted my help. I had some negotiating power.
Finally, Jerry nodded.
"What are you waiting for?" I said. "Let's get started."
Blair was with Nigel. I had to get to her. I had to make her remember me. I had to get her back. I had to pray that somehow she remembered me before it was too late.

Blair
My conversation with Beth had been less than reassuring. And resulted in a bout of morbid curiosity about my life. About the boyfriend who'd supposedly gone missing. Or done a disappearing act. Why did I feel like I was suddenly in the middle of a mystery dinner party, only the dinner was my life? And it was the mystery, too.
After hanging up with Beth, I looked through my phone, playing spy. That was rich. Spying on my own life. Trying to crack the code of who I'd been for the past six months. Most of the year was a blank.
There was a voicemail I'd ignored before in my rush to call Beth. From an unknown number. I deleted it unheard. I had no time to deal with anyone I didn't know. I was having a hard enough time dealing with those I did and those I should know.
I looked through the rest of the phone, my contacts, and messages.
I had numbers for people I didn't remember: Austin, Cam, Dylan, Jeremy, Erica. How did I have a number for billionaire Lazer Grayson? How did I have those kinds of connections?
Just what kind of a fantasy life had I been living? I was almost afraid to find out more. This all had to be a dream. Or a gag.
With a certain amount of fear and trepidation, I looked first through the pictures on my phone, holding my breath as the first of them came up, hoping a face or a scene would jog my memory. I was a very visual learner. But if I didn't remember names, how would I remember faces? I was desperate.
The first picture was a selfie of me in the most beautiful red Elinor dress—Beth had made this lovely creation? I was with a man so gorgeous that my breath caught. Deep auburn hair. Green eyes. Historical kilt. And his arm looped around me.
"Jamie," I whispered.
No, but that wasn't right. He wasn't quite Jamie. He was better. My Jamie.
Desperately seeking Jamie. That had been a joke between Beth and me since she first let me read the book, well before the TV show was filmed. I was just fourteen, romantic, and determined to find my Jamie. Totally confident that he was out there, twenty-first century and beta males be damned. Ah, the cockiness of youth.
But I had succeeded? Seriously? What kind of fantastical thing was that?
Cruel, wicked fate. In the blink of an eye, in the turn of the head in the wrong direction, I'd lost not only him, but worse, myself. The woman I'd always dreamed of being. The vibrant, smiling, happy, confident woman in the red dress. The woman who was finally enjoying life again—by all appearances, anyway—after years of dedicating everything to becoming a doctor. Of spending her youth studying. And this man, this beautiful man, was responsible for the transformation? At least in part?
I racked my brain, but I couldn't remember him. To me, he was no more real than Jamie. A fictional character I dreamed about. And now he was a ghost. Only a shadow on the edges of my mind. Where was he? Should I be worried about him? How do you worry about someone you don't know?
Pictures, pictures, pictures. The phantom Austin and me with Connor Reid and Samantha Roberts, looking like old friends! Us with a smiling zombie. Us with Seattle talk show host Sheri Carmichael.
The phone trembled in my hand. I stared, unseeing, out the window of my hospital room. I'd forgotten the best part of my life. As I looked at picture after picture with me, and this man named Austin, all I saw was joy and fun.
There was a picture of me—not to be vain—where I looked beautiful. I was smiling and happy in a way I couldn't remember being. Whoever had snapped the picture had managed to capture just the right angle and lighting to soften the sharpness of my features and highlight everything that was pleasant about my face. I was looking at the camera and, I assume, him, it had to be him, with what I can only describe as a classic, but very real, look of love.
Austin? Had Austin taken the picture? Was that how he saw me?
I couldn't remember. Not any of it.
I banged my fist against the bedside tray table. Love didn't seem to be a remembered emotion. Did that make it learned? Could it be replicated?
The man, Austin—I had to remember to think of him by his name—was pure eye candy. Well, he looked like Connor Reid, didn't he? Easy to see why I would feel a physical attraction to him. But what I very obviously felt for him was still missing, even though the pictures made me smile and filled me with longing.
There was one short video. Austin hamming it up for the camera. Blowing it, me, a kiss. "I love you, Blair. Never forget how much I love you."
It was the kind of thing people say all the time, never really meaning or thinking that the other person would forget. The thought was so preposterous. We really only meant, Don't doubt our love, not even in a moment of anger or disappointment.
His voice was deep and sexy, filled with emotion. But totally unfamiliar.
There were texts from him. Hundreds of them. Funny texts. Everyday texts. Loving, sexy texts. I read a few and stopped, embarrassed. Unable to continue. I felt like I was reading someone else's diary, someone else's intimate messages. Reading private texts from someone else's boyfriend. Things that weren't meant for my eyes.
Reading them made me unreasonably angry and frustrated. I couldn't be this woman whose text life was on my phone. This fun-loving woman who'd forgotten about Nigel and casually fallen in love with someone else. That could not be me.
Head injuries, like heart catastrophes, healed unpredictably. I tried to remember everything I'd learned about them. I'd seen my share during my stint working in emergency. Plenty of concussions and worse. Would I ever remember Austin? And how would I feel if and when I did? Would the memories of how I'd apparently felt about him return at the same time? Or would it be a purely intellectual thing, like knowing how to add, or memorizing historical facts?
I hadn't seen my MRI or the results of any of my tests. Maybe that was best. I was in no frame of mind to objectively analyze them. Dr. Cage had seen them. He believed I would remember. I'd have to trust his medical opinion. But how long would remembering take, if it happened at all? Would it be too late to salvage these happy points in my life and the relationships I'd formed with Austin and all the people in the photos? Did I even want to?
And what had happened to Austin? Should I be worried about him? There were no missed calls or voicemails from him since. No texts. No Snapchat messages. No IMs, DMs, or PMs. No smoke signals. No semaphore.
I hovered on the edge of calling him. What did I owe this man I didn't remember? What did he owe me? An explanation for why he'd dropped off the face of the earth? Had we had a fight? Broken up? Is that why I was back with Nigel? Had I flown back to his arms?
Before I chickened out, I punched Austin's number, hands shaking. My heart raced so fast I was almost certain the heart monitor would send the nurses running in, fearing I was going into heart failure. My hands shook as the phone rang and rang. My mouth went dry. I almost hung up. I didn't know what I wanted more—him to pick up or ignore me.
Finally, it went to voicemail. And there was that deep, hot voice again, filled with humor. "It's Austin. Leave a message. Hey, seriously. Leave a message. If you have nothing to say, breathe heavily. There's nothing like a good prank call to light up my day."
I hung up. Without breathing heavily. At least not on purpose.
I stared at the other contacts in my phone. And the other men in the photos. His friends, apparently. And now mine? Pictures from all kinds of events. Working out at a gym with a ripped instructor. A camping trip. Highland games. We'd all been having so much fun, or so it looked. Cam, Jeremy, and Dylan? Did I dare call one of them and hope he could, or would, explain?
Footsteps down the hall, pausing just inside the door. I looked up to see Nigel carrying a bouquet of roses. I set my phone on the bedside table almost guiltily. As if I'd betrayed him.
"Blair. Good to see you sitting up and looking beautiful. You're getting your color back." He walked over and gave me a gentle kiss on the lips. Just like he had a hundred times or more before.
Did it feel just a little less thrilling than it had been before finding out about Austin? How could that be?
My emotions were all over the place. I tried to force them in check.
"You look at least a little more rested," I said, confused now with all I'd seen and learned. Scared about how much I'd forgotten. "Did you get enough sleep? You should take care of yourself. I'm fine here."
"Knowing you're going to recover made all the difference. I power-slept. I feel more rested than I have in months. I couldn't stay away from you for long." He set the vase of roses on the table next to my phone. "For you. Good old English roses for my English rose."
I studied them, thinking it was an easy gesture that didn't require much thought. It was nice, but generic. They weren't even my favorites. I didn't know where that thought came from. As if someone else had done more. In the past I would have been pleased with the simple, romantic thought behind it.
"They're beautiful. Thank you." I paused. "Beth isn't coming." I seemed suddenly prone to just blurting things out with no segue.
Nigel took a seat in the chair beside my bed and raised an eyebrow. "You talked to her?" He looked worried. "What did she say?"
"Her passport expired," I said, not wanting to go into detail about our talk. Beth had liked Nigel in the beginning. Before she decided he wasn't as passionate about me as he should have been. That he was too focused on himself to really love me as I should be loved. Her words, not mine. "She's trying to renew it. It could take weeks."
Nigel nodded, looking relieved. "Good for her." His smile was tight. "I have some good news for you—I've arranged for us to go to Cornwall tomorrow after you're released. To Beech House, my reclusive great-uncle's estate near Fowey. Do you remember it?"
I nodded. It was a beautiful estate on the south coast. "He has a couple of holiday lets on the property, doesn't he? They'll be rented already. And as I recall, no one stays at the manor house. He doesn't allow it."
"Family comes first. Renters can always be bumped," Nigel said. "You've always loved the coast and the sandy beaches. We'll have the keeper's cottage all to ourselves. The sea air is good for the soul and restoring health. The weather is beautiful this time of year. It's the perfect place to recover."
He was right. I loved Cornwall. Its connection to my dad. Its literary history and mysterious atmosphere. Daphne du Maurier set Rebecca near Fowey. Winston Graham set his Poldark series on the north coast of Cornwall. Maybe it was the perfect place to unravel this new mystery of my life.
"Beth—"
"Is welcome to join us when she gets here," Nigel said.
"Beth told me you and I are no longer together." It seemed best to be honest and get things out in the open. I watched his reaction closely, but he gave nothing away. "If that's true, I can't—"
He leaned forward and took my hand between both of his. "You and I were talking about getting back together at the pub just before your accident. That's why you wanted to see me before you went to Scotland with Austin to do the promo. Why we wanted to see each other."
I frowned. "I don't remember."
"I brought you your suitcase, the one you left at my flat in March when you had to fly home suddenly because of Beth's health emergency. It's just over there." He pointed to it. "And your grandmother's ring?" His voice had that prompting tone, as if he was trying to coax the memories out of me.
I shook my head.
"I have never stopped loving you, Blair." His tone was urgent, his expression serious and intense. "You must believe that. I never stopped. I never will. Not even all the publicity of you with him changed how I feel." He squeezed my hand, looking desperate for me to believe him.
I furrowed my brow and bit my lip. But I couldn't remember. I just honestly couldn't. "But Beth…why doesn't she know?"
"She likes him," Nigel said. "And, to be honest, she hasn't been enthusiastic about me since you graduated college. I'm a threat. I'll take you away. Hide you here in the UK. She'll lose you. That's what she fears most. How could you confide in her and worry her when nothing was settled?
"You were having doubts, serious doubts, about Austin. But Beth was the last person you could talk to about it." He paused. "Am I upsetting you?"
"No." I took a breath. "Yes. I don't know." My head hurt. "The whole thing is upsetting. But I have to know." I waited for him to continue.
"You met Austin on the rebound, as Americans say. He was your rebound guy." He looked sympathetic. "You know how that goes. The rebound guy never lasts long. As the newness of the relationship was wearing off, your doubts were creeping in. Neither of us was over the other."
I couldn't help frowning.
"I'm sorry, darling," Nigel said. "I don't want to overwhelm you—"
I weakly waved for him to continue.
"We were talking about making it permanent." He looked down, suddenly almost embarrassed. "I asked you to marry me. Do you remember?"
"No." I was stunned. He'd proposed? I couldn't believe it. I shook my head. "I don't remember. I'm sorry." I stared into my lap.
"Not to worry. That's completely normal. I'm not in the least insulted." He leaned forward and kissed the top of my bent head.
I frowned as I looked up and back to him. He was being so understanding. He was like the Nigel I'd met and fallen in love with. "I may never get those last hours before the accident back. That's what Beth said. I may never
remember."
He nodded, still so understanding.
My heart pounded. The question I wanted to ask seemed almost rude. "What did I say?" I really had no clue. Wasn't that crazy?
His Adam's apple bobbed. "You promised to think about it."
I frowned. "That's heartless, isn't it?" I was indignant for him. "I've never thought it's fair of women to put men off like that." My head was practically pounding. I pinched my forehead. "Why would I do something like that? Why did I need to think about it?"
His smile was sympathetic. "Two reasons, really. Three, if you count Jamie. But it's really just a complication.
"You didn't want to hurt Austin and were afraid of the backlash. Breaking up with him would be public, really. Very public for both of you. And you're both obligated to do the promos for Jamie. It would be awkward, at best, working with him after that. We were trying to decide how to work the Reggie angle to replace Austin in the promos. It turns out, your accident solved that for us. But we didn't know that then.
"My cousin, Alistair, is Reggie, you remember." He turned his profile to me. "The Helyer family resemblance is strong."
"I can't deny that," I said.
"And then there's Beth. We still haven't worked it out. You're conflicted about moving to England and leaving her in Seattle. With as sick as she's been." He paused. "Even though she's in remission now, you worry about her being alone."
Yes. Yes, that was true. That sounded familiar. That was part of our problem. What did I do about Beth? How did I leave her so far away when she needed me? Everything he said made sense.
What Nigel said explained the incongruity of having so many pictures of Austin on my phone, and keeping the video of him telling me he loved me. And why Beth didn't know about my struggles over it. And why there were no pictures of Nigel on my phone.
"What about my job in Seattle?"
"You remember that?"
"Only what Beth told me."
"It was another thing to consider," he said. "It's a dream job. Finding one as fulfilling here will be difficult. Does any of that sound familiar?"
I shook my head, horribly confused and still trying to wrap my head around Nigel actually proposing.
He took both my hands. "Blair, you and I have been in love for a decade. Give us a chance. Come to the cottage with me. Let me take care of you while you heal. Out of the spotlight. You wouldn't believe how much social media attention your accident has received."
"I don't know." I really didn't. I was so confused. Going to the coast with Nigel didn't seem like quite the right thing. And yet there were no good alternatives. And I loved him…
But I was so tired and confused. And in no shape for romance.
"We don't have to rush into anything," he said gently. "Let me do this for you, as an old friend, if nothing else."
He leaned in and whispered, "Your conflict is all over your face, Blair. You're loyal and faithful to a fault, darling. It's one of the many things I adore about you." He patted my hand. "I'm not expecting anything physical, if that's worrying you. Not until you make up your mind about Austin. I'm not expecting anything at all. You'll have your own room and I'll have mine. I'm not the kind of cad who takes advantage of a woman who's lost her memory."
I smiled. I couldn't help it. It was such a ridiculous statement.
"I'm overdue for a holiday. August is almost here. I can't think of any better way to spend it than with you." He smiled as if the matter was settled as he caressed my hand.
I was still confused and didn't have the strength to protest. I wasn't sure I wanted to. I nodded.
"Good." He looked relieved and pleased. "I have even more good news—the producers of Jamie have postponed some of your promo events and invited me along for others down the line," he said. "Since your accident, the media has picked up the story of Elinor returning to her English Reggie. The fans are going wild for it. We're trending nearly everywhere."
I didn't know what to say.
"Everyone is relieved that you're going to be yourself again, Blair." He lifted my hand and kissed it, looking almost roguish. "So many fans are sending you good wishes for your recovery."
"Yes," I said, and indicated the room around me. "It's hard not to notice with so many gifts, balloons, and flowers arriving by the hour. The room was threatening to explode with them. I asked the nurses to take as many as they can to children and patients who aren't as fortunate as I am."
He nodded. "Very sensible and generous." He looked around the room with an almost rapturous expression. "We're media sensations, love. Let's enjoy it, shall we?"
I pulled my hand from his. "Nigel." I took a breath. "The baby wasn't yours."
He looked startled by my outburst, but not surprised by my revelation. Or particularly upset. A scowl flitted quickly across his face and disappeared.
"Are you sure you want to do this—play for the media? Be burdened with a woman who just lost another man's baby? A woman who can't remember who she's become?
"I can't promise you anything, Nigel. I have to find myself first. All I really need is a friend. I'm beginning to think that I need time to think things through—"
"However much time you need, darling," he said, cutting me, and any further discussion, off. "Just let me be your friend and prove myself. As long as you give me a chance, I'll be happy." His voice cracked. "You and I are meant to be together. It's significant, don't you think, that I'm the one you remember?"
I didn't answer. But the physician in me knew the truth—had my head hit the pavement at a slightly different angle, he could very well be the one I forgot.
"I'll wait. As long as it takes." He looked at me seriously, as if he was contemplating something. "There's only one thing I ask, one condition—that we not mention the pregnancy."
I stared at him. It wasn't that I didn't understand why he wouldn't like hearing about it, but I was the one who'd suffered the loss.
"If you need counseling, and help getting through it, then by all means, we'll get it for you." He swallowed hard. "But the media doesn't know. Let's keep it that way and move on with our lives." He looked at me, pleading with his eyes. "Let's enjoy this opportunity we've been given to start fresh. What do you say?"
His request wasn't unreasonable, and yet…
I nodded slowly. "Okay."
Nigel's posture relaxed and a look of relief washed over his face. "Brilliant." He smiled and patted my hand. "Do you remember the gift I gave you just before the accident?"
I frowned and shook my head. "No. Sorry."
He nodded. "Don't be. It's as I thought." His smile broadened, like it did when he talked about something he was passionate about. "I've been doing your genealogy."
"Have you?"
He nodded. "I gave you a copy. It's in your case."
I glanced at my luggage sitting in front of the wardrobe across the room. "I'll have to take a look later."
He beamed. "Do, darling. I think you'll enjoy it and find it as fascinating as I have." He looked positively bursting to tell me something. "I've found some of your father's relatives. And they're a lot nearer than even I'd hoped for." He watched closely for my reaction.
To be honest, I wasn't sure what my reaction should be. I'd lived my entire life, as much as I remembered, anyway, without any contact from them. Beth had told me that my English grandparents were dead by the time of my parents' accident. The most I could hope for were some distant cousins or a long-lost great-uncle or something. I wasn't sure what the point of getting to know them would be. But I didn't say anything. I didn't want to kill Nigel's obvious joy at the surprise he'd created for me.
"Since we're going to Cornwall, I thought you'd like to meet them. May I?" He nodded toward my bag. The document he'd given me was right on top. He pulled it out and put it on my tray table. "When you're ready for it."
I took a look at it after he left. It was mostly just that, a genealogy. A long, dry list of names, birthdates, and death notices. If it had been a bit of narrative non-fiction, a well-written biography of my family and history, it might have been more interesting. Or at least a little less dry. As it was, I saw nothing in it to be particularly excited about. I wasn't the long-lost heir to a fortune. The granddaughter of a duke. A descendent of Guinevere or anything romantic at all.
Tin miners. My ancestors were common, everyday miners, with a few fishermen thrown in for good measure. There was nothing wrong, of course, with good, honest laborers. Nothing at all. But I didn't see how it affected my life now.
I glanced down the list to the present day. I had some distant cousins who lived on the north coast of Cornwall.
I hoped Nigel wasn't grasping at straws. Just because both of our families had connections to Cornwall didn't make us soul mates—
I stopped myself short, stunned by the automatic turn of my thoughts. Was that sarcasm and doubt I was feeling? Frustration with Nigel? Where had that come from?





CHAPTER 6
Thursday
Austin
I met with Cam, Perry, and Lazer in a private meeting room.
"What the hell happened? Aren't you supposed to be in Scotland with Blair, mugging for the cameras?" Cam pulled me into a hug and slapped me on the back.
"That was the original plan," I said as I hugged him back. "It's good to see you, man."
Perry pulled a sheaf of papers from his briefcase. He set them and a pen on the table.
Lazer tapped the paperwork. "Sign away. Without your consent, the deal to sell the app doesn't go through."
I stared at Lazer. "You're joking?" I glanced at them. "The deal is really going through?"
Lazer cleared his throat and glanced at Cam. "We capitulated on a few points. The guys want their cash. Now that things have become urgent, we decided some points weren't as sticky as they'd previously been."
Cam looked away. I knew the trick. He didn't want me reading his thoughts. We were all emotional about the sale. I couldn't tell from Lazer's manner whether he meant that my "arrest" was threatening to screw things up irrevocably and forced their hand, or the guys needed the free time to help me out. I was responsible, either way, and felt guilty as hell.
"You don't have to do this for me," I said to Cam's back.
"Shut up and sign the damn papers," Cam said without turning around.
Perry pointed to the paperwork. "They won't allow your corporate lawyers in. I'm acting on their behalf. They flagged the places I need your signature."
I picked up the pen, sat, and signed where indicated. It was so quiet you could hear the scratch of my pen on the paper.
When I finished and handed the pen to Perry, Cam let out a small victory whoop.
"This seals the deal." Perry scooped up the paperwork and slid it into his briefcase. "It's a done deal now. You'll have your money within days. Once all the paperwork is filed."
"This calls for a celebration," Lazer said. "I'll buy you both a drink when this over."
"Whisky. Well aged." I nodded. "How is Ashley taking the sale of the app to a large matchmaking company?"
Lazer shrugged. "She understands the need. The goal was always profit. It helps that she doesn't consider them competition for her boutique services."
"Sensible woman." I admired Ashley.
Cam turned around. "Enough chitchatting. We don't have much time. Now that the paperwork is signed, each of us will be turning in our resignations at our jobs. That frees us up to do whatever you need." His eyes were full of fire and excitement. "What's our first step?"
"I need you to call Blair and tell her I love her," I said.
Cam held his hands up in front of him and gave me the side-eye. "Are you out of your mind?" He pointed at Lazer. "Lazer's your man for the job. Not me. Lazer always knows what to say and how to handle the ladies. He's the designated wingman. Right, Laze?"
"Blair is more comfortable and familiar with you." I glanced at Lazer. "She's a little intimidated by Lazer's billionaire status."
"Well, hell, I'm rich now, too." Cam hitched his thumb at the paperwork Perry had stuffed in his briefcase. "All of us are. Why can't you tell her yourself?"
"Duh," I said, pointing between the three of them. "You're the only people I can communicate with. And no offense, Perry, but I'm not paying my lawyer to pass on my tender feelings."
Lazer, who'd been smirking, snorted. "Sorry. Couldn't help myself. This is really too rich. Cam, stop being a wimp. You offered to help."
"But I meant mounting a rescue and stealing Blair away from that douche, Nigel. Not playing Cyrano."
"It's not exactly Cyrano. I'll tell you what to say. I'll even write it down." I motioned to Perry for a pen and paper. "There is a wrinkle you should be aware of." I filled them in on Blair's memory loss.
"Blair forgot you?" Cam asked.
"She's forgotten all of us." I glanced at Lazer. "Don't take it personally. It's beyond her control. She has a head injury in the part of her brain where her memories from the last six months are stored."
The guys were quiet as I finished writing out what I wanted Cam to say and handed the paper to him.
Cam took it solemnly. He glanced at Lazer, appealing to him to no avail. Finally, he sighed, folded the paper, and put it in his pocket. "What about Dixon?"
"I'm working on that," I said. "Keep an eye on him for me."
Now Cam grinned.
"And you and the guys better start working on your kilts," I said. "A trip to Scotland is almost definitely in order once I get out of here."
"Are we mounting a rescue?" Cam's eyes lit up.
"We'll see," I said.
Lazer said, "In the meantime, while you're locked away, we need to protect your reputation and social media presence. We don't want people forgetting you or wondering why you've disappeared. Let my team work it. We'll make sure you don't lose your Jamie promo opportunities while all of this is sorted out."
"Thank you." I looked at my two friends. "I know you'll protect my interests while I'm out of touch. I hereby make you my official agents and give you my blessing to handle whatever comes up on my behalf." I turned to Perry. "Can I give them power of attorney for the Jamie stuff and anything that comes up with the app?"
"We'll handle it," Perry said.
"There's one more thing before we go," Lazer said. "The authorities are now calling Bob Price's death suspicious. They're looking at his wife, Blair's friend, Erica, as a person of interest. Be prepared. They'll want to talk to both of you. Particularly Blair. She was the first one on the scene."
I frowned. "I thought it was heart failure."
Lazer shrugged. "That's all I know. Bob has a brother who wants his piece of the estate and doesn't think Erica should inherit. Particularly if she killed him." Lazer paused. "Your boss, Dan, should watch his backside, too. Before he needs Perry's help."
"What has Dan done?" I said, though I had a good idea.
"Gotten a little too close to Erica." Lazer frowned.

F riday
Blair
I was afraid of messing up this perfect life I had and couldn't remember. Worried I might inadvertently say or do something that would mess up my relationship with the Jamie show, I let Beth handle all contact with them until I could remember. I had to keep reminding myself this was only temporary.
She also handled the details of my leave from the cancer center. I'd been on vacation. With the accident, they put me on short-term medical leave. Leave gave me more options and a longer time away if I needed it, as well as short-term disability pay. It took some of the pressure off.
I met with a memory specialist and a psychologist to help me deal with my emotional reaction to the accident. Both agreed it was up to me how I wanted to handle the period until my memory returned. How much I wanted to be told about what I'd forgotten depended on how much I wanted to know and how much I felt I could handle.
I pretty much knew everything now, though, didn't I? At least all the important details.
Almost as soon as my consultations were over, my phone rang. Cam.
He was a friend of Austin's. I knew that much. At least my immediate short-term memory was still functioning. He was the first one of them to call. I had the feeling people had been giving me space to recover. And for sure it couldn't be either easy or comfortable to talk with someone who'd completely forgotten you. What did you say to a person in my condition? Where did you begin? Yes, I sympathized. This coin had two sides.
I had a nice stack of comic books from "the guys," though, as well as a bunch of silly Mylar balloons they sent me—a cowboy, a soldier, a superhero, and a princess.
To jog your memory. Just remember, we're better looking in person, the card said.
The balloons were so I wouldn't forget them again. Nigel hated that bouquet, but it showed a certain sense of humor that I liked and appreciated.
I grabbed the call, curious, and hoping for news of Austin. Where the hell was he? "Cam?"
"Blair. You remember." Cam let out a relieved rush of breath.
"Sorry, no." I tried to be gentle and straightforward, just like my memory specialist had coached me. "I know who you are from my contact info. Don't take it personally." I was finding humor helped, too. "I forgot meeting Connor Reid, as well. And he's supposed to be totally
unforgettable."
Cam laughed. "I hope you at least remember the self-defense techniques I taught you? Those might come in handy now that you're in a vulnerable state."
"Vulnerable state, maybe. Self-defense? No." My head hurt. I pinched my nose. I was doing that a lot lately. It was becoming a bad habit, like squinting.
"You should have a tactical pen I gave you. Pink. You like pink," he said.
"I do. I haven't forgotten that," I said. Cam was surprisingly easy to talk to. For a stranger. Apparently, Austin had good taste in friends. And I had good taste in friends of boyfriends.
"You can carry tactical pens on the plane. Along with the credit card knife in your purse. Keep them both handy. The social media frenzy surrounding your accident has been crazy. I'd prefer you had your boot knife on you. But that was in your checked bag." He spoke rapidly, as if he was nervous.
"My checked bag went on to Scotland without me," I said. "I always carry a tactical pen on rounds and in my person. But it's not pink." I grabbed my purse from the tray table and looked inside. Sure enough—a pink tactical pen.
"Hold on. Here it is. Wait." I rummaged in my purse and pulled out my wallet. "I have a credit card knife, too." I stared at it in wonder, as if Cam was a prize prognosticator and I a client at the fair.
"Thought I was lying." He laughed, still nervously. "That's the Blair I know. Trust but verify. Logically minded. Use that logical, pragmatic mind to come back to us, Blair, and remember. We miss you."
"I will. I'll try very hard. My doctor says it's only a matter of time. Patience is all we need." I couldn't honestly say I missed Cam. How can you miss someone you don't remember? So, yes, I was mincing my words and speaking deliberately and cautiously.
There was a short, awkward pause. I got the impression he had something important to tell me and was working up the nerve. Or searching for the right words.
"I taught you how to use all of those weapons effectively." He paused. "I've taught soldiers who've suffered head trauma. In an emergency, let your instinct take over. It's very possible the training is still there."
"Okay," I said, trying to digest this odd, surreal conversation—talking to someone who knows you, but is a stranger to you.
There was another pause. I had to satisfy my curiosity before this conversation stretched long enough that my phone battery went dead. "Cam, what's happened to Austin? Where is he? Why hasn't he tried to get in touch with me?"
"You still don't beat around the bush," Cam said. "I guess nobody's told you?"
"No," I said. "Beth, my aunt, has no idea. And you're the first of Austin's friends to call. I'm completely in the dark."
"Yeah. I drew the short straw."
I laughed, maybe inappropriately. I couldn't help it. The whole situation was so completely ludicrous. From Cam's tone, I figured Austin, wherever he was, wasn't in any serious danger. It wasn't hard to imagine, though, what Cam had been tasked with and why he was delaying delivering the news and having such a hard time of it. "Should I make it easy for you? Austin wants to break up with me. Without a scene. He's asked you to be his bearer of bad news, is that it? He could have just sent a text. Or complete silence is getting pretty socially acceptable these days—"
"No. No, no, noooo," Cam said. "Not at all. It's the opposite. Believe me. That's what I mean about drawing the short straw. Austin would speak for himself if he could. Unfortunately, he's been unavoidably detained—by the US government. You probably don't remember that he's a cybersecurity expert and has been working on a top-secret program?"
"No," I said slowly, trying to probe the shadows of my memory. Things danced just around the edges, darting out of sight when I tried to think on them too hard or look at them directly. "I don't remember. I'm sorry. But I saw references to it in some of the texts he sent me. It's very strange, Cam. I've been having to read all about myself and learn who I've become this year."
"I'm sorry about that, Blair. That's tough." He sounded as if he didn't know what to say. "I'm really no good at this kind of thing." He paused again. "Austin is working around the clock at a shielded, top-secret location. People on the program are allowed only limited contact with people from the outside. Those people have to be carefully screened. I'm sorry, but with your head injury—"
"Don't apologize," I said. "I understand. I'm not reliable." I frowned. "So that's why he hasn't contacted me? Have you seen him? Is he okay?"
"They let me see him briefly to sign the paperwork that finalizes the sale of our app. I suppose you don't remember our app, either? Don't answer. It doesn't matter." Cam cleared his throat. "Austin's worried about you and worried about what you must think of him. He hasn't abandoned you. He's working his ass off to get this project wrapped up.
"There's a lot of speculation about why he disappeared out there. He asked me to ask you to ignore anything you see in the news about him abandoning you. Or this being a PR stunt. Or cold feet. Or the relationship souring."
I was too stunned to interrupt.
Cam mumbled, "I'm making a mess out of this." He laughed self-consciously. "Austin should have let Lazer to do this." He sounded a bit bitter. "Lazer knows how to work the ladies. He's the wingman every nerd dreams of. But Austin thought you'd relate better to me. You know me better—" He cut himself off, realizing what he'd said and how silly it must sound to me.
But something about what Cam said resonated with me. It was just a passing glimpse of a shape of a memory, but with no explanation, it seemed like something a guy I'd fall in love with would do.
"You're doing fine," I said. "Just fine. What else does Austin want me to know?" I was genuinely curious about my recent taste in men.
"Wait. I have it written out."
I heard paper crinkling, and smiled. Cam was so cute with this stuff. And a true friend.
Cam cleared his throat. "He said to tell you he never breaks his promise."
Promise. Yes, someone had promised me. The words kept echoing through my mind. He was the one!
"At Sea-Tac, when they detained him as you arrived to board your flight to Scotland, he said he'd meet you in Scotland. And he damn well will, unless they kill him."
"Are they planning to?" I joked.
"What?"
"Never mind," I said. "Bad joke. Is that everything?"
"Just about." He took a deep breath, like he was bracing himself to give a major televised speech. "Austin said to tell you he loves you. To make it very clear and unambiguous."
I didn't dare interrupt Cam. I wasn't sure the poor guy would be able to get started again. But I wondered if Cam would bring the pregnancy up. Wondered if Austin knew about it. If he didn't, I wasn't going to be the one to bring it up.
"Austin said—quoting directly here—'I'll wait forever for you to remember that you love me.'" Cam blew out a breath, probably glad that was over.
How comfortable could it be professing another man's love? I had no idea how to respond. Fortunately, I didn't have to. Cam kept talking.
"He'll do everything he can to help you. He'll romance you all over again until you fall in love with him as if for the first time." He mumbled something.
I thought he was swearing to himself. And embarrassed about having to declare a friend's love. And that maybe he was more sentimental than he liked to admit, because he sounded like he was getting emotional.
"He wants me to ask you to wait for him. He knows Nigel has swooped in. The bastard refused to let go when you broke up with him. Don't let Nigel pressure you. Give Austin a chance to help you remember him."
My heart was racing now. Who did I believe—Austin or Nigel?
I bit my lip and carefully weighed my words. "Tell Austin, if you can, that I haven't made any decisions. That I won't make any decisions until my memory either comes back, or it's clear it's not going to."
I was getting emotional now, too. "I'm going away for a while to rest and think. To the south coast in Cornwall. The sea air is good for the mind, or so I'm told. And with any luck, I'll remember. I may be out of touch for a while. Can I call you if I need to reach Austin?"
"Absolutely," Cam said. "Anytime for any reason. If you can't reach me, you can try Jeremy or Dylan or Lazer. We're all Austin's friends and have his back." He paused. "Well, I guess that's everything."
"Cam?"
"Yeah?"
"You did a great job with that short straw."
Cam's call challenged some of the assumptions I'd made when I'd woken up. My conviction that I was in love with Nigel, that I should be in love with him, was slipping. My life was becoming more and more confusing and complicated. Who did I trust—the man I thought I knew? Or a man I couldn't remember?
I tried to think what the last thing I could remember was. And came up blank. There wasn't a specific, significant thing, really.
I resorted to my phone again, and looked up everything I could about me in the last six months. Fortunately, all the publicity surrounding Jamie and my involvement made it easy. As Nigel had said, there was no mention of my pregnancy. No mention of an impending engagement. Nothing that seemed like Austin and I had permanent plans together.
The lady in Avebury who'd read my tea leaves and predicted that I would fall in love with a man from the past and be torn between two lovers intrigued me. She'd been in the news lately, claiming success with her reading, as pointed to by Austin and his cosplaying and Nigel looking like Reggie. She was hitching her star to mine as she tried to drum up business. I couldn't really blame her. A marketing angle was a marketing angle. Nigel was claiming it was him as Reggie that she'd read in the tea leaves as my lover in both the past and present. She wasn't disputing him. But she hadn't exactly verified it, either.
I didn't remember her, of course. And I didn't believe in such things. But maybe seeing her in person, and being back at the scene, would spark my memory. Damn it. I had to remember. Avebury could be made to be on the way on the drive to Cornwall. I decided we would go. I would go, anyway.
And then I called Beth to get her take and to find out just how lucrative my PR contract with Jamie
was.





CHAPTER 7
A vebury
Saturday
Blair
Very lucrative. My contract with Jamie was very generous. When Beth gave me the numbers yesterday, my eyes popped wide open. The money was a new wrinkle. Something to think about. A motive for both Austin and Nigel to want their role to be supreme.
Nigel picked me up from the hospital. After being given strict instructions, and what seemed like a bagful of medications, we immediately hit the road for Avebury, laughing about finally taking a road trip together.
It took me being hit by a car to pry Nigel away from his work and genealogy studies. Maybe I should have found that significant. Which made me wonder about other things, too, like the sense of distance between us. The way we didn't seem to finish each other's sentences the way we used to. Surprisingly, it had been almost easier to talk to Cam than it was to Nigel. And maybe Nigel was just being patient, but neither of us were frantic to fall into bed together.
You could blame the last on my physical and mental condition. But what about Nigel? He was being very respectful of me. And I appreciated it. And yet…something was missing.
Sometimes doctors make the worst patients, but I was intent on being a model one. I had too much at stake now to be difficult. Too many dreams to remember and live to let anything get in the way of my quick recovery.
I'd taken some time getting showered and dressed at the hospital. When I woke after the accident, I'd been wearing an unfamiliar standard-issue hospital gown. The clothes I'd been wearing when I'd been hit were apparently ruined—ripped and bloodied. They'd been tossed out as a lost cause.
I couldn't say their loss upset me, really. First of all, I didn't remember them. And secondly, I wasn't superstitious, particularly, but those clothes now had a bad association for me. They were unlucky. Though others might argue that the accident could have been worse and maybe those clothes had saved my life. In any case, I'd had to look to my suitcases—my carry-on from Seattle and the suitcase Nigel had brought me from his flat—for something to wear.
The suitcase Nigel had brought me from his flat was filled with winter clothes. Sedate, classically cut winter things. They were useless to me in August. The carry-on I'd brought with me from Seattle was another matter.
I hadn't realized how much a wardrobe could change in just six months. I didn't recognize anything in that suitcase. Of course, it was entirely possible I'd bought a whole new wardrobe for this trip. That was a common enough thing to do.
I tried to get a feel for who I'd become by looking through the clothes. I'm not a very good detective. But I can tell when a woman expects to be with a man. The suitcase was full of sexy lingerie and the kinds of playful, flirty outfits I chose when I was happy and wanted to look good for a guy. My guy. I could rest assured that people weren't pulling my leg about me being in love. The clothes and perfume in the suitcase made that pretty clear. But with who—Austin? Or Nigel?
The clothes were more colorful, more playful, more casual, less uptight than what I generally chose to wear for Nigel. More like the things I wore when I was young. Before I met Nigel. It gave me pause for thought. The woman I'd become this year seemed less serious and almost younger than who I thought I was, who I'd grown into.
There were no Scottish Elinor dresses in the carry-on. I assumed those must have been in my two checked bags. Nigel assured me those had been sent on to Scotland and retrieved by the show producers. They'd be waiting for me when I got there. I was traveling light now, whether I wanted to or not. At least as far as in-season clothes were concerned.
When I finally got up the nerve to study myself in the mirror after my shower, although bruised, I was happily surprised to find myself fit and thin. Buff and toned in a pleasing way. As if I was used to more exercise than normal and taking care of myself. Even this new body shouted that I was happy and had a guy in my life.
I liked Austin just for that. If he was the cause—whether because of the show or not—I was grateful to him. For too many years while I was in med school, and then doing my residency, I ate terribly, lived on too little sleep, and never had time to exercise properly.
My new shape, at least partly, explained all the new, unfamiliar clothes. I was at least a size smaller!
Unfortunately, this well-toned new body of mine was now bruised, scratched, and sore. The clothes in my carry-on suitcase gave testimony that I'd been eager to show it off. But for now, I chose to cover it as much as possible and hide the evidence of my accident. I had no desire to be even more of an object of curiosity than I already was. And so, although it was nearly August, and the day was supposed to be warm and summery, I dug through the suitcase for the most modest clothes I could find. I put on a pair of tight denim leggings that came to my ankle and a button-up blouse with short sleeves. Fortunately, I had a pair of slip-on canvas shoes perfect for walking.
The only thing I recognized in my suitcase was my travel jewelry case. When I opened it I found a lovely silver brooch in the shape of two hearts and a Scottish thistle beneath a crown. Something about it made me happy, as if it was imbued with joy. Had been forged with it. And, of course, it was romantic. I pinned it to my blouse, wondering how I'd acquired it. If it had been a gift from Austin or the show. Or a purchase I'd made myself. Maybe something to add authenticity to my Elinor dress. I tried to remember if I ever remembered seeing Elinor wear something similar.
Nigel had studied me carefully when he picked me up. "You look stunning and ready to go on holiday."
I couldn't tell how sincere he was. At this point, he'd do or say almost anything not to upset me and to make me comfortable and happy. He'd frowned slightly when his gaze lingered an instant on my brooch. Which might have been an indication that Austin had given it to me. Or might have been my imagination.
He seemed almost puzzled by my change in style. Whoever I'd morphed into surprised him, too. But was he pleased about it? Despite his compliment, I wasn't sure.
The drive to Avebury was familiar, but only because I'd been on this route many times before. Nigel drove. My head injury prevented me from driving until the doctors gave me the okay and I got off the drugs. You know the warnings when you're on painkillers. Do not operate heavy machinery. Sudden drowsiness may occur.
I was happy to let Nigel take the wheel. I didn't particularly like driving on the opposite side of the road at the best of times. When I was thinking clearly. The swelling on my brain was receding slowly. I was making progress. But I wasn't eager to repeat my left, right, left mistake again so soon. And certainly not in a moving vehicle.
Summer was high tourist season. Avebury was only a few hours outside of London, but the heavy traffic made the trip longer. Nigel and I made pleasant, but superficial, conversation. Which wasn't unusual. But I found myself feigning tiredness as an excuse to close my eyes and think and avoid any difficult conversation.
Hormones can go crazy after a miscarriage and lead to depression. But I found myself dealing with it surprisingly well. Mainly I wondered about Austin. Had I wanted his baby? Or, as Beth had suggested, had I not known about it? Had it been the result of birth control failure? I'd found a birth control pill compact in my purse. Would I ever know the truth? And if he didn't know, did I ever tell him? And if so, how?
Too many difficult questions made my head hurt.
"Are you all right?"
I opened my eyes and smiled at him. "Yes, of course. Just more tired than I'd like."
"Rest," he said with a smile. "And let me take care of things. You deserve it."
Avebury had a good-sized car park near the circles. As we pulled in, it was noisy, and full of cars and caravans. Any spot in the shade was a valuable commodity. Nigel had to circle and wait for any spot to become available. And, of course, the spot he got was in full sun. Fortunately, I found a pair of sunglasses in my purse. I slid them on as I got out of the car, enjoying the warmth of the sun on my skin.
This was the kind of place people liked to bring their families to give them a proper sense of history and mystery. Children pranced around the lot.
Nigel came around to my side of the car and took my hand. "This is your expedition, darling. Where do we start?"
I looked at the grassy hills surrounding us. It would have been nice to think I could have rambled over the hills for hours. But despite my strong body, my strength was limited. I had to use it wisely. "The teashop? I could use a good scone and some clotted cream. I may not remember much from these past months, but I know I must have missed those."
He smiled and led me to the teashop with its distinctive thatched roof. It was crowded inside. I took off my sunglasses and tucked them in my purse, taking the place in. Trying to remember. Something. Anything.
We had to wait for a table. I would have liked to say I recognized the shop, but it was familiar only in that it was like so many village teashops. Quaint. Cozy. With character, as so many Brits are fond of saying. Which most often means with exposed beams and history.
At first I thought it was my imagination, but we seemed to be attracting attention. Then I heard the murmurs and saw the subtle pointing to us.
Isn't that Reggie?
No, no. The lookalike, I think. Yes, the lookalike. He's friends with the owner. Remember the tea leaves? She read her tea leaves and predicted all this connection to Jamie.
My heart started racing. I wasn't used to being the center of attention. I didn't know how celebrities dealt with it. There was something soothing about walking into a shop and just being part of the crowd. It was something we all took for granted until it disappeared.
Seeing my discomfort, Nigel took my arm. "You look faint. We should leave."
I hesitated. I needed to see the shop owner and ask her what she remembered about my last visit here. I wondered why Nigel didn't feel the same. He must have wanted to see her again. She and he were acquainted to the point where it could be said she was his ally. I was saved from making a decision by a woman who came rushing toward us, calling a greeting to Nigel and me.
She gave Nigel a warm hug and took my hands firmly in hers. "Oh, pet, I read about the accident. Still recovering, are you?" Her gaze ran over me. "Well, you look lovely. Simply lovely. And, odd to say, more relaxed than the last time you were here. You made your decision then, did you?" She smiled at Nigel. "And now you've come for me to read the leaves again and predict the next major step of your life!"
Before either of us could protest, she led us toward the private area through a door at the back of the shop. "Come with me to the private quarters in the back. We're creating too much of a stir out here."
I glanced back at the crowded shop. "I don't want to take you away from your business. You're certainly busy."
"No trouble, I assure you." She nodded, looking pleased as she led us into a small, private sitting room. "It's the tourist season, of course. But you're largely responsible. You and Jamie!
"I must say, I'm surprised, but pleased, by my forecast for you. I was only just learning when I read your leaves. You were one of my first. Do you remember?"
I shook my head. "Sorry, no. I had a bit of a bump on the head."
"Oh." She nodded. "It's messed with your thinking, has it?"
"They assure me it will come back soon." I forced myself to smile and look confident.
"I'm sure it will. The doctors know what they're about these days, don't they?" She indicated a pair of chairs around a table by a window. "Your reading taught me to think more broadly and less traditionally when I do my readings. Nothing so mundane for me when I'm stumped now. Though I don't go too far out, if you know what I mean.
"It's no use making wild, unreasonable, unrealistic predictions. Clients don't appreciate those. But you need patience at times to see how things turn out. Yours stumped me, really. Until it came true. Now look at the two of you!"
I took a seat gratefully. The simple walk from the car park had tired me. I was going to have to do better than this if I was going to walk the circle.
Nigel was about to take a seat when she stopped him. "You've told me yourself, Nigel, that you're not a believer in my craft. But you're a bit of history buff, if I remember right. You'll want to have a go at the museum and just give Blair and me a few minutes of girl time while I do another reading."
He smiled quite handsomely. Nigel could be devastatingly charming when he chose. "If you want me out of the way, you don't have to hint, Hazel. Just tell me straight out." He winked at me. "I'm happy enough to prowl around the museum for a bit. Just don't wear Blair out. She's straight out of hospital just this morning."
"So recently?" She looked pleased we'd come directly to her.
I nodded. "We're on the way to the south coast for a vacation while I recover."
"A holiday is just what you need," she said. "Sea air can be quite healing."
"All right, then," Nigel said. "I can see Blair's in good hands." He kissed me lightly on the lips. "I'm off." He paused at the door to look back at us. "Predict a good future for us, Hazel. I insist."
We watched him depart.
Hazel smiled at me. "That's a lovely Scottish brooch you're wearing. You should be wearing it pinned to a shawl or a kilt, I suppose. But it's too warm a day for that."
I glanced down at the brooch pinned to the collar of my blouse. "Thank you."
"Sterling silver, from the looks of it." She leaned closer for a better view. "And expensive. A nice example of a luckenbooth brooch. Did a young man give it to you, then?"
I looked at her, puzzled and pleased. "Luckenbooth? What do you mean? Why do you assume a man gave it to me?"
"You don't know?"
I shook my head.
"Luckenbooth is the Scottish equivalent of the more popular Irish claddagh ring, a traditional love token. It's often given as an engagement or wedding token. Luckenbooth is a Scots word for a lockable stall. Not so romantic, unless it means your heart is locked up with another's. That's why I ask."
I studied it again. "It's just a trinket." But I wondered again how I'd gotten it and whether it had come from Austin.
"It's very lovely. I'll get the tea," Hazel said. "I'll be right back." She disappeared into the shop.
I studied the room, but nothing came to me.
She returned a few minutes later with a tea tray full of a steaming pot of tea and a heaping plate of scones, clotted cream, and fresh berries.
"I owe a lot of my new success to you," Hazel said. "Many people tell me they come to the shop just because of my predictions and Jamie. That show has created a host of cottage industries around its success. To tell you the truth, I'm a bit gobsmacked by all of the attention we've received because of it and you."
I nodded. "If I helped you out, I'm happy." I paused. "I wish I could remember it. I'm sure it will all come back eventually. I know I was here in March. I've read what you predicted. Can you help me remember anything?"
"So what is it you want to know?" Hazel said.
"Anything you can tell me."
She took a minute to gather her thoughts. "It was a cold, rainy day. Very quiet here, as you might expect. You were one of my only customers that day, so I convinced you to let me practice my reading on you. You were disturbed by something. You had an important decision to make. And it was weighing heavily on you.
"I told you to make sure you visited the museum, and suggested you get a tour guide to give you the history of the stones. I saw you walk out to the stones. And then you disappeared. My friend at the museum says you bought a ticket, but never used it. Gave us a puzzle for a while. Does any of that sound familiar?"
I shook my head. "Afraid not. But thank you."
She nodded and poured me a cup of hot tea. Given the heat of the day, iced tea seemed like it would have been a more appropriate choice. But I took the cup gratefully.
"Do you remember how to prepare for a reading?"
I shook my head. "Sorry, no."
"No matter. It's easy enough. I'll guide you through it." She nodded toward the empty doorway. "That decision you had to make had to do with him, Nigel, I'm almost certain. And, from the looks of you, he's still what has you upset and undetermined.
"To tell you the truth, despite what I've seen in the tabloids and on social media, it's hard to believe you're here with Nigel and not your Jamie. Is it that you don't remember him?"
She was astute. I debated whether I should confide in her. She seemed quick enough to capitalize on my apparent fame. But it was hard to deny the obvious. "I'm conflicted, yes. But that's just between you and me. You have to promise not to share it with the press or anyone. And certainly not with Nigel."
She nodded solemnly. "Your secret is safe enough with me. I owe you too much to betray your confidence." She gestured toward my tea. "Now. Drink up. Put the saucer over the empty cup when you're done and turn it over. We want the best reading we can get, pet."
The cup was steaming.
"Perhaps an ice cube to cool it?" I said.
She laughed. "Take your time. We don't want a burned tongue to add to your list of injuries. Have a scone while we chat and let it cool. Be sure to think of the question you have in mind while you drink."
My question had to be blatantly obvious—Austin or Nigel? A man I knew or a man I couldn't remember? A man who liked me flirty and fun? Or a man who liked me conservative and serious? What role was I most comfortable playing? Which was the real me? Who could I most be myself with? Who did I trust? Who was telling the truth? Too many questions?
She chatted and I mostly listened, thinking of my questions and sipping my tea until it was cool enough to drink down. When I finished the cup, I turned it upside down on a saucer, turned it three times, and handed it to her.
She pointed the handle toward me and righted the cup, peering inside it excitedly. "Oh!" She wrinkled her brow.
Something about her gesture and expression sparked a dim memory. My heart raced. It was a start. Maybe my memory was beginning to come back.
"What is it?" I said. "Don't tell me my question was too jumbled to read."
"Your question is all over your face, love. And in your manner. I don't need the leaves to see it." She gave me a kindly look and stared into my cup again. "Just like last time, the leaves indicate a journey into the past. But no tears in this one."
"That's a relief," I said.
She smiled at me and pointed to what she meant. "We know a little more now than we did last time, which makes things a bit more obvious. It's clear your journey into the past is to Scotland to do your teaser for Jamie. To pretend to be Elinor."
I nodded and pulled my phone out. "May I take a picture of my cup?"
"Going to do a little research later to check up on me and make sure I'm not just making things up?" Her eyes twinkled.
I laughed. "I hadn't thought of that." I paused. "Actually, I want to remember. Having a picture of your china teacup, and the tea, and the reading, so like before, may help. I hope
it will."
She shrugged. "Go ahead, then, pet."
I took the picture and nodded. "I have to agree about the trip to Scotland. That makes perfect sense. What else do you see?" I stared into my cup now, going along with her in the hopes I had more flashes into the memories I'd lost.
She pointed. "There's a heart. It's gently broken. But not beyond repair. It's not yours."
"Then whose?" I said, trying to see what she saw.
"Jamie's. Your Jamie's." She glanced up at me. "It beats pure and true for you. Seeing you with Nigel is wounding it, and him, love."
I wanted to believe her. Which startled me. It was as if an intrinsic part of me loved Austin, this man I didn't know. And yearned for him. That was crazy. I wasn't usually a wild romantic.
I was cautious. "Not Nigel's? Not some other guy's?" I looked her in the eye. "How can you be sure it's Austin's?"
She pointed to another clump of leaves near the heart. "That's a J, as sure as I live."
My eyes went wide with wonder. She was exactly right. It was clearly a J. "Be honest. You're just Team Jamie. Reggie never had a chance."
"It doesn't matter what I think." Her eyes sparkled as she looked at me, amazingly unperturbed. "This is your reading."
She paused. "The answer has always been simple and clear. I saw it on your face when you came in and now the tea has confirmed it. Nigel is not the one for you. But just because it's simple, doesn't mean it's easy or uncomplicated.
"I can't say what has driven you back to Nigel or why Austin isn't here with you. And the details, I gather, are private and not for my ears. All I can do is tell you what the leaves say. Austin is your man and your heart's desire. Listen to your heart. It will tell you what to do."
I pointed to my cup. "Is this why you sent Nigel away? I thought you were on his side. He thinks so. And then there's all the PR you've done for him."
She smiled enigmatically. "I don't take sides." She looked into the cup again and pointed. "See? There. Waves and adventure. Near the J. You and Austin are going to have an adventure at sea."
I laughed. I didn't know what to make of the reading. Nigel came back just then, before I could ask anything more. I insisted on paying Hazel for the reading. She wouldn't let me pay for the tea. She wished us both well and told us to keep in touch.
We posed for a picture with her, Nigel with his arm looped around my waist. Hazel said she was going to print it out and hang it in the shop to advertise that celebrities hung out there.
I laughed and told her, "I think you should be aiming for real celebrities. We're just lookalikes capitalizing on the real fame and talent."
"You are real celebrities," she said as she hugged me goodbye. "But if you could put a word in with Connor Reid and Samantha Roberts for me? Maybe mention how good my award-winning scones are and how accurate my readings? Word of mouth is the best advertising I can get. If they were to mention me…"
I opened my mouth to deny that I had any connection to the famous actors, and then remembered all of the pictures of us together. And the fact that I was soon heading to Scotland to watch them on set and film some teasers. I smiled and nodded.
Nigel took my arm and led me out the back door of the private part of the shop, neatly avoiding another brush with celebrity. I put my sunglasses on. "How was the museum? Were you able to avoid being mobbed?"
"I can be covert when I want to be," he said. "I escaped notice." He helped me up the hillside. "The museum was interesting."
Avebury is a wonderful place. You can amble right up to the stones and walk along footpaths through fields. Sheep and cattle grazed nearby as if unimpressed by the ancient stones.
"My parents met here," I told Nigel when we reached the circle.
He nodded. He'd heard the story before. I didn't bother repeating it.
I wandered around, looking at the stones, but nothing more than awe came to me. And a feeling of restlessness and frustration. Why couldn't I remember? Nigel had more energy than I did. He wanted to walk farther on. He probably needed time to think as much as I did. I made my excuses and stayed near the spot where we entered the stones.
"I won't wander far," he said. "You'll be all right? Text me if you need me?"
"I'll be fine." I watched him walk away, trying to digest what Hazel had predicted. Trying to search my heart for the truth. I was agitated and upset. And not sure why. I didn't believe in tea leaf readings. They weren't scientific. There were just a bit of fun.
No, it wasn't them that upset me. It was the conflicted feelings about Nigel that were growing. I glanced at the brooch again, at the entwined hearts, and smiled to myself. It was so unlike anything Nigel had ever given me. Nigel was prone to the practical and clean lines. Nothing too ornate or sentimental.
The brooch made me happy. It had to be for a reason. It had to be because of him, Austin. And the reading—why was I so pleased that his heart supposedly beat for mine? I didn't want to hurt the man. The ruthless hand of guilt washed over me. What the hell was I doing?
My phone rang. I glanced at it. Beth. I smiled as I answered, even knowing I was in for a scolding. She wouldn't approve of me going on vacation with Nigel.
"Blair? Are you out of the hospital yet?" she said. "I hear the wind blowing in your phone and children's voices."
I smiled at the sound of her voice. "I'm in Avebury, visiting the stones."
"Playing tourist? You must be better?" she said. "Have you remembered?"
"Not yet. Trying to."
"Ah," she said. "The last time you were in Avebury, you got the call that I was on death's door."
"Much better to hear your chipper voice," I said. "Or, at least, I assume. That call is one thing I'm glad I don't remember."
"It all turned out well," she said. "Are you with Nigel? Should you be out and about so soon?"
"Yes, I'm with Nigel." I was exasperated with her tone and very clear disapproval of Nigel. "And yes, the fresh air and exercise are good for me. As I said we were going to, we're on our way to Cornwall. To Beech House, the estate Nigel's extended family owns. We'll be staying in the keeper's cottage. In separate rooms." I shouldn't have had to clarify or feel guilty.
I readjusted my tone, trying to lessen the tension. "Avebury wasn't far out of the way. I wanted to see where Mom and Dad met."
Beth hesitated. "I wish you'd stay in London. I know you love the Cornish coast. But I don't like you going away with Nigel."
"We're just going as friends—"
"Oh, baby," she said. "How can you be so naïve?"
I laughed. "I'm not naïve. He's the only friend and support I have here at the moment." I couldn't tell her how frightening not remembering part of your life was. And how desperate I was to hold on to something I remembered and surround myself with someone familiar. "He's been nothing but kind and amazingly patient."
"And manipulative. He's taking advantage while you're at your most vulnerable. I don't like him squirreling you away on that private estate. I feel like he's keeping us from you."
"Mom—"
"Don't Mom me, Blairest," she said. "You aren't thinking clearly right now. It's my job as your mother to protect you." She let out a deep breath, clearly frustrated and not afraid to show it.
But I knew her. Part of my stubbornness and strong sense of independence came from her. People can't tell us what to do. She was trying hard not to alienate me and push me in the wrong direction.
"I got a call from your friend Cam," she said at last.
"Oh? That was quick. Was it after I spoke with him?"
"He wanted to let me know about Austin personally. We talked for a bit. He told me the sale of the app he and the others developed with Austin finally went through."
"Yes. He mentioned it to me, too," I said.
"It's excellent news," Beth said. "It makes them all, including Austin, wealthy young men. Multimillionaires."
"Are you trying to impress me with Austin's wealth?" I said. "I never realized you're a Mrs. Bennett, intent on getting me a man worth a fortune. How very un-feminist of you. I can take care of myself."
"I'm saying, be careful what you're tossing away so lightly," she said. "Austin's worth isn't in his bank account; that's just a side benefit. It never hurts to fall in love with a wealthy man. But his heart is as big as his bank account is now. And he loves you.
"A man, a person, can only forgive so much betrayal. I know you don't remember Austin now, but going off to the coast with another man? That won't be easy for Austin to take, no matter how innocent you say it is. Put yourself in his shoes."
I shook my head, fighting a burst of anger, which was common enough in people recovering from head injuries. And recovering from miscarriages. "Put yourself in mine. I don't remember him. And now I'm supposed to trust this mysterious man who's disappeared. And detained by the government fighting a cyber-battle. Does that sound reasonable to a sound mind?"
I shook my head, and regretted it as it started to pound. "Nigel is here. He's real and supportive. And I can remember when I loved him."
"I'm sorry, Blairest," she said. "I am. I don't know what it's like to forget one of the most important parts of your life and the most important person in it. But I'm an expert at making mistakes in love."
It was an admission I'd never heard her make.
"All I'm saying is that I know what it's like to regret choices I've made. Choices that seemed reasonable at the time. Trust is easily lost and hard to rebuild." There was a catch in her voice. "Don't do anything you'll regret when all the memories come flooding back. It would be best, and safest for you, if you separated yourself from Nigel until your memory returns. You may not think so. But trust me on this."
Just then Nigel appeared over the berm, waving at me and smiling eagerly.
I waved back, smiling and glad to see him, but confused. "I see your point. I'll be careful. I promise. Nigel's coming. I have to go." I paused, surprisingly, given the tone of our conversation, not eager to break the connection. "I love you, Mom."





CHAPTER 8
Saturday
Austin
It was frustrating being kept in the black box, unable to defend myself against the character assassination and speculation going on in the outside world. My life, and the love of it, were being stolen by another man right out in the open. The scene playing in the public eye. The headlines and the speculation all over the entertainment media, spun and fueled, no doubt in part by Jamie's PR department. Nothing sells a drama like drama.
Where has our cosplaying Jamie disappeared to? Has the real-world doppelganger of our hot hero Jamie abandoned his ladylove to his rival lookalike? Real life imitates fiction as Reggie steals his modern-day Elinor away!
As rumors circulate that Blair Edwards is headed on holiday to Beech House, a secluded private family retreat on the south coast of Cornwall owned by the reclusive patriarch of the Helyer family, with her former boyfriend, Reggie lookalike Nigel Helyer, Jamie fans are in an uproar. Just a month and a half before the new season of Jamie, fans speculate on the turn of events in the upcoming season and plead with Austin MacDougall to come out of hiding and fight for his woman like the Highland warrior he cosplays.
The Sinclair would never stand for this. No matter how much the love triangle aspect of Jamie thrills fans and keeps them coming back season after season, Team Jamie outnumbers Team Reggie in significant numbers, as is becoming more obvious by the day.
When asked whether this was a PR stunt to raise anticipation for the new season, actor Connor Reid denied any knowledge of such a scheme. "If it is, it's bloody brilliant."
He has a message for Austin: "Come out and make Jamie proud. Get your woman back, lad. I'll see you in Scotland, aye?"
The mystery—or should we say mysteries—continue. American authorities want to talk to Blair in regard to the suspicious death of 67-year-old Robert (Bob) Price, the late husband of Blair's friend and colleague Dr. Erica Price, and a major benefactor of the cancer institute where Blair works. Dr. Price stands accused of killing her husband, who had a weak heart, with sex, and possibly foxglove. A salacious and provocative accusation, to say the least. Sex has been used as a weapon since the dawn of man, but as an instrument of death?
While Blair is not under suspicion of any wrongdoing, authorities believe she may have information that will aid the American authorities in their investigation. Is this why she's gone into seclusion? To shield her friend?
In the meantime, neither Blair nor Nigel have been available for comment or returned reporters' calls.
In Jamie, both the show and the books, there is a point where Elinor believes that Jamie has been killed by the British in battle. The rumor is fueled by her former fiancé, Reggie, who led the charge against the Highlanders, but had promised Elinor to spare Jamie's life if he were taken prisoner of war. Instead, Reggie claims to have seen Jamie slain and buried in a mass grave. Reggie convinces Elinor to return to England with him and marry him. Believing Jamie is dead, grief-stricken, and alone as an outsider in the Highlands, Elinor believes she has no other option. Reggie takes her to England and locks her away while he posts the bans and prepares for the wedding.
Reggie knows the truth—he saw Jamie fall in battle. To his knowledge, there was no way Jamie could have survived the blow. To guarantee Jamie's death, when the British win the battle, Reggie commands his troops to slay all wounded Highlanders and bury them in a mass grave in the moors.
When Jamie manages to escape Reggie's ordered battlefield execution, he's badly wounded. He manages to hide out in the Highlands until he can recover. By the time he's well enough to return home, Elinor is gone. Jamie has to sail to the southern coast of Cornwall to rescue Elinor from the castle where she's being kept.
The parallels were eerie. I wasn't dead. Almost worse, in Blair's mind, I had never existed. Nigel was free to feed her whatever load of crap about me he wanted. To fill her mind with lies. To win her back and rekindle their love. To take her away to a private estate that was the modern equivalent of a fortress.
My heart should have been wounded. I should have been mad as hell at Blair for abandoning me and running off with Nigel. But how could I blame her? It was no different than Elinor thinking Jamie was dead and gone. I had to get to her. I had to win this battle I was engaged in and escape this place.
Further hindering my cause, the building I worked and lived in was shielded with so many layers of security it was like an iron onion. Camouflaged. Its very existence denied. A more secretive Area 51. It was like working in the middle of a James Bond movie. I was entombed.
Everything was on a strictly need-to-know basis. I worked my little code traps, checking to see if I'd caught anything. And tried not to be too nosy about anything else.
I was working with a group of brilliant coders. A good bunch of men and women. Dedicated. Close-lipped. In our spare time, what limited amount there was of it, we gamed on a closed system to get our mind off the stress.
I was working myself day and night, thankful for the software traps I'd set when I'd first begun to suspect Randy Dixon of sabotaging my code earlier this year. Untangling them, however, was taking longer than I'd hoped. Someone had covered their tracks very cleverly. Randy wasn't smart enough, or skilled enough, to do it. He had outside help. I was sure of it.
On Saturday, Lazer visited under supervision. The news from home was a mixed bag. The app sale was finalized. The money transferred. I was a wealthy man. I didn't need to work again. Unless I wanted to.
Okay. So great on the money front. Not so good on the love life.
Lazer had been in touch with Blair's aunt, Beth, for me. Beth was rightly worried about Blair. She advised Lazer not to contact Blair, afraid of pushing her further into Nigel's arms. Beth believed, as I did, that Nigel was brainwashing Blair, in a manner. Taking advantage of her injury to cement the impression that she was still in love with him and always had been. That Blair had been about to leave me for him.
Beth begged Lazer to ask me to forgive Blair, for "she knows not what she's doing."
As I said, on an intellectual level, I understood. As a feeling person with emotions, I was devastated. Furious at Nigel. Determined.
Beth was worried, but stuck in the States, unable to get a passport fast enough to fly to Blair's rescue. I was stuck until further notice, and frustrated and worried as hell.
My original thought had been to send the guys to England to bring Blair back. To stage an intervention.
Lazer had brought that up with Beth. She warned me off that plan. She knew Blair. She could be stubborn and determined. Beth felt I needed to be the one to rescue her. That if Blair saw me, she'd remember.
But Beth, though single and outwardly cynical about love, was a dramatic romantic at heart. Would seeing me bring back all we were to each other? Would Blair remember me?
I had no idea. But I had to try. As for standing down, backing off, and hoping, in the meantime, that Blair remembered, before Nigel stole everything from me—my role in the Jamie teaser and the woman I loved? Hell no.
I had another favor to ask Lazer.

C ornwall
Blair
Nigel's family home, Beech House, near the village of Fowey, was named for the tree, not the sandy beaches nearby, though many people confused it when they heard it. It was natural enough to assume the home was on the beach. The extensive estate lands certainly reached that far. But it was actually nearer the majestic cliffs and the walking paths on the cliff crests than any beach.
Beech House was nestled far off the main car path, deep in the woods, and surrounded by grand grounds and gardens. The house was built in the 1700s in the Georgian period and style, and named, in a manner, for the nearby town of Fowey, which means beech tree. The house had been renovated and added to many times during the course of its life.
I had only been in it once. And considered myself lucky to have had the honor. Nigel's great-uncle, who owned the estate, was a reclusive man. Generous, but definitely a misanthrope who preferred his own company to that of others. As a consequence, whenever he was in residence, which was nearly always, any thought of stopping by the house was mere folly.
The solitary, withdrawn nature of the owner, and the house's secluded setting, gave it an almost gothic, forbidding beauty and feeling. Which wasn't at all out of character in this cliffy area of the country known as the setting of many of Daphne du Maurier's novels of mystery and intrigue. Fowey even held an annual festival for her. Tourists flocked to it. The beauty of the cliffs, seas, and countryside made a perfect setting.
Although he kept to himself, Nigel's uncle was generous with the two holiday lets on the property. He lent them to family at no charge and was known to bump paying guests when a member of the family wanted the use of one of the cottages. Someone must have been bumped for us. It was the height of summer and the tourist season.
Cornwall was known for its sandy beaches and water sports. This time of year it was filled with tourists, which was its main industry. Holiday lets were booked well in advance and hard to come by on short notice.
After the experience of being recognized in Avebury, I was eager to go to a private spot. Unlike so many registered houses, the estate was never open to the public. Access to it was off a gentle country lane and through a gatehouse that was regularly staffed, the access code changed randomly. After a leisurely drive to the coast and dinner in town, we arrived late in the evening, almost at sunset, but still with enough light to find our way down the road. With no streetlights on the lane, it could get very dark once the sun went down, particularly on a moonless or rainy night. Fortunately, this was neither.
Once inside the gates, you had to drive a narrow woodland track, skirt the edges of the manicured part of the house's grounds, hoping to catch a glimpse of the house, and take a fork in the road through a copse of dense woods, until finally you broke into the open and a lovely cottage came into view.
I say cottage, but it was as large as any home I've ever lived in and full of character. Which meant it was nearly as old as the estate house. It was a two-story affair with three gables and a flat front, no porch. There was a pond, terrace, and lovely tiered garden. The house sat on an outcropping of land between a lake and a sandy cove with a private beach within a short walk of the cliffs and a scenic footpath. I'd always thought the keeper's house had the best location on the estate. Nigel and I had vacationed there several times.
It had space for three cars in the lot. The only access to the cottage was either through the estate or by cove and boat. We weren't likely to be disturbed here.
Cell coverage was spotty. But there was a landline. Internet and cable were nonexistent. The only way to enjoy TV was to watch a DVD. It was like stepping back into another century.
Nigel parked the car and opened the trunk to get our bags. "Is this perfection, or what?"
I stepped out of the car and shielded my eyes as I looked at the sparkling water in the last of the day's light. "Perfection, of course."
This was what we said every time, and was something of a joke between us. The atmosphere between us, even after the long drive, was awkward. Not exactly tense, but not natural and comfortable, either. Conversation didn't flow.
I blamed it on my head injury and the medications I was on. On Nigel treating me with kid gloves. And me not being able to think properly. Headaches came on suddenly when my painkillers started to wear off, and lurked in the background the rest of the time.
We'd picked up the keys to the cottage at the gatehouse. Nigel let us into the ground floor of the house, what we Americans would call the first floor. The curtains had been opened, letting the last of the evening sunshine stream in.
The house was made of stone and brick and relatively cool inside. It had been aired and cleaned recently. It smelled of lemon cleaners and sea air. Fresh flowers from the estate gardens sat on tables around the cottage.
The ground floor consisted of a sitting room with gas fireplace, kitchen, dining room, toilet, and a small conservatory. The ceilings were open beam and, though the majority of the windows were small, most of the rooms had a sea view. The sitting room was painted a soft, yellowy white, and had the largest window in the house, a regular picture window. The furniture was casual. The sofa and chairs were overstuffed and filled with ample pillows.
The pantry had been stocked and the table set for cake and tea, in anticipation that we would arrive earlier. Nigel's uncle may not have liked to be around people, but he spoiled his guests even if he didn't grace them with his presence.
Nigel looked around. "The place never changes, really."
"It's lovely."
"Come on, then." He headed toward the stairs. "Let's deposit these bags.
I followed him to the second story. I remembered the setup of the rooms upstairs—three twin rooms, which to us Americans meant rooms only large enough for a twin bed, and one double with an en suite bathroom, which was clearly the master suite. The three twin rooms had to share a family bathroom. It was a very typical British cottage setup.
He headed directly to the master, where we had stayed together many times before. It had the best view of any of the rooms upstairs, and the breeze blew in the window off the water. Memories of making love with him there with the window open and the breeze fresh on our flushed, naked skin flashed through my mind.
The images were sensual and pleasant. And maybe they should have aroused my passion. But though I was no prude, they made me feel almost guilty, certainly uncomfortable.
As an amnesiac—I hated the word—my sense of self was perfectly intact, even if my memories weren't. I was having little trouble processing and remembering new information and events, which was a good sign. Amnesia from concussions and head injuries was rarely permanent. I knew that. But I was ready to remember everything and get on with my life.
These feelings that came out of nowhere and seemed out of character for the me I remembered were vague memories of sorts, with no grounding in actual images or tied to events I could remember. As they popped up more frequently, I should have found them more encouraging. Instead, they haunted me, giving me the uneasy feeling I wasn't doing what I should be doing or be where I needed to be.
Although it was just past eight thirty, the day had been long. I was still recovering, and tired easily. Not surprising, given what I'd been through, but frustrating all the same.
To make matters worse, I was uncomfortable in my skin. Bruised and on painkillers. Likely to wince or cry out or murmur in my sleep—narcotics frequently gave me nightmares. It was the same dilemma every time—excruciating pain that prevented me from resting, or nightmares. Pick your torture.
I had to toss and turn to find a comfortable spot, and no one position was comfortable for long. I was forced to get up and take more meds in the middle of the night.
I was still bleeding from the miscarriage. And requiring more trips to the bathroom than normal. In short, sleeping with me would only make another person uncomfortable and disturb their night.
Nigel put my bags near the wardrobe and hesitated, uncertain as he looked at me with his bag still in his hand, waiting for a definite invitation to stay.
My heart raced. Beth's warning rang in my ears.
"I'm not fit for sleeping with right now. All I'll do is keep you awake. You stay here," I said, hoping my excuse didn't sound too lame. We had talked about taking things slowly. And he had promised he didn't mind just being like an old friend while I recovered. "I'll take the twin on this side of the house. It has an equally nice view—"
A look of disappointment quickly crossed his face before he got it under control. "Nonsense. You'll be more comfortable with the en suite. I'll take one of the twins."
I relaxed, grateful he was taking this well, picturing his long frame in that small twin bed. I touched his arm. "Thank you."
He nodded.
Even though I'd only been the passenger in the car, I was tired to my bones. The master was pretty, painted a relaxing, light sea green and decorated with shells and a beach theme, and had a beautiful view of the cove. The entire cottage had been renovated in the last few years and tastefully modernized. The en suite bathroom had a deep claw-foot tub as well as a glass shower, toilet, and sink.
"You look tired," Nigel said. "Why don't you retire early?"
I didn't even have the strength to argue with him. "Thank you. I think I will. I'm sorry to be a killjoy."
"Nonsense. You've done remarkably well for your first day out of hospital." He kissed me on the forehead. "Get some rest. That's why we're here."
I nodded.
"I think I'll wander down to the beach for a bit. See if I can see the moon. Don't mind me if you hear me up late. I'll be working on my research. I'll try not to knock about too much and disturb you. I'll be nearby in case you need me." He squeezed my crossed arms and turned to leave.
"What? You're not leaving me a silver bell to ring for you?" I made a bell-ringing motion.
He smiled and left to settle in his room.
I felt vaguely disappointed by his tepid response, as if I expected a fast comeback, a quick tease, a bit of banter. As if that was the way lovers should react. But that wasn't the way Nigel and I had been together for years. Maybe in the beginning, back in college…
I tried to remember. Yes, it seemed like we'd been more playful then. I'd attributed our more serious, solemn interactions of late to becoming grownups. To the evolution of a relationship. The initial fun and romantic silliness had to end sometime, right? The brimming new passion to fade? It was only natural. And yet…
It was only something niggling in the back of my mind—even adults should have fun. Have a sense of humor and playfulness. There was too much seriousness in life as it was. It was as if my playful nature, which had been suppressed for years around Nigel, wanted to come out and have fun. To recapture that youthful joy.
I frowned. Where had this attitude come from? Was it Beth?
I remembered the pranks and laughter in med school and with the other residents. The sometimes-inappropriate jokes and timing. Everyone understood it was a way of blowing off steam and dealing with the trauma, illness, and death we saw on a daily basis. Our way of celebrating our triumphs. Yeah, we did it! We kept someone alive, fought off the Grim Reaper for another day. Tomorrow we'd be back to do battle again.
But as I thought back, Nigel and I had lost that playfulness long ago.
I kicked off my shoes and sat on the bed, looking out the window. The view should have been calming, but my heart raced, as if I'd been hit with a shot of adrenaline. I suddenly realized how isolated I was. That had never bothered me when I'd been here before. But now I felt, irrationally, almost as if Nigel had kidnapped me.
It was crazy. I knew it was. He was just protecting me from the media circus that seemed to surround us. I tried to push the thought aside. But then I remembered Jamie. And how Reggie had deceived Elinor into thinking Jamie was dead while he took her away to England.
Just my vivid imagination running wild. Nothing like our situation. Austin wasn't dead. I just couldn't remember him. A shiver ran over me—why was I blocking Austin out?
I gave myself a shake. I wasn't blocking anything. I had a head injury. The physician in me gave myself a pep talk, reminding myself again that the type of concussion and head injury I'd suffered rarely led to permanent memory loss.
You'll remember soon enough. The real question is—are you prepared for what you'll discover when it comes back?





CHAPTER 9
Sunday
Blair
That night I dreamed of a lover with lush auburn curls. I saw him braced over me, his powerful arms taut and muscled, gently keeping his weight off me, while pounding passionately into me. My heels dug into his bare back as I urged him in, gasping with each deep thrust.
He was smiling, his green eyes tender with emotion and filled with awe, as if he couldn't believe his good luck. It was an expression that always amazed me and filled me with wonder.
I was laughing as I taunted him and urged him to give it to me harder. He was happy to oblige, teasing back. Beams of sunlight streamed through his hair, haloing him and highlighting the red.
I dreamed of a forest, tall firs and sunshine overhead streaming through their branches. The scent of ferns, wild grass, and woodland floor so real I was sure I was actually smelling them. That I was really there in that forest with that man.
Heat. Grass. Birds singing.
Strong shoulders. Physical strength held in check. Breathtaking passion. Laughter.
Dreams morph and confuse and are hard to untangle when you try to remember them after you wake. They evaporate too easily.
Jamie?
Scotland?
Bagpipes and fiddles in the distance. The sounds of a brook.
Clutching the man to me, I wrapped my legs around him. Never wanting to let him go. Looking into his face, confused. Not Jamie.
I woke in the heat of the action, arching up to meet him. With a climax and a sigh, shaken, elated, and on the edge of fear. As if in the next moment something terrible had been about to happen and I neither wanted to face it nor ruin the perfect moment. As if something had alerted my senses to danger lurking on the periphery.
It could have been the narcotics I was on. Just another drug-induced nightmare. I was breathing too rapidly and too shallowly. Not wanting to leave my dream lover's embrace, yet eager to escape the dream before it turned monstrous on me.
His name was on my lips. Austin.
I sat up in bed, glad I was alone. Glad Nigel wasn't with me to hear my moans of passion and another man's name on my lips. Just one more reason to sleep alone. But not one I could give Nigel. Not the whole truth of it, anyway.
A cool breeze blew in through my window, tinged with the sea as it rustled the curtains. I heard water lapping against the shore and let it calm me and bring me back to reality.
Dreams are ethereal creatures. Sometimes it's not even the scene playing out that moves you, but the powerful sense of emotion they stir.
Austin.
My heart yearned for him. I shook my head. That couldn't be.
Just the drugs talking. The sense of danger, remember? The dream about to turn nightmare. The drugs.
And yet I couldn't make myself really believe that. It felt more like…a memory. Was this a memory? Or a trick of the head injury, a false memory in the form of a dream?
"Austin," I whispered, feeling the weight of his name on my lips. If this is a memory, what am I doing here with Nigel? I never felt this way with him.
I looked at the clock. It was only the early hours of the morning, well before dawn. This was going to be a long night.

In the morning, I found Nigel banging around in the kitchen. "You're cute when you're trying to cook."
He spun around and smiled. That smile used to warm my heart, curl my toes, and send me flying into his arms. But I was more reserved now. We both were.
If he had been another man, I would have walked over to him, looped my arms around his waist, and rested my head against his back. Teased him. Helped him cook. Had I done that before with someone else? I was almost sure I had.
"I'm not cooking, exactly," Nigel said. "I'm warming sausages and tomatoes. And making toast. I was trying to surprise you." He pointed to the terrace. "I heard your shower going and thought I had time. It's a beautiful morning. I thought we'd dine outside."
I held the door for him while he carried our breakfast to the terrace. He was right. It was a perfect morning for eating outside.
He settled breakfast on the table and insisted on serving me. "I told you I had a surprise for you here."
I nodded. "Yes, I remember. Which is quite a success. Remembering isn't a guarantee these days."
He smiled. "You're doing fine with remembering new events. Dr. Cage says that's a good sign."
"It is," I said. "So, surprises? You mean more than cooking me breakfast?"
"Breakfast is just the first of several." He looked pleased with himself. "One of them won't arrive until tomorrow. Slight bit of an unavoidable delay there. But I think it will play to our advantage in the long haul."
"Very mysterious," I teased, hoping he would banter back. Imagining him saying something like, Cornwall is the land of mystery, or This is the home of Daphne du Maurier, after all. Some mystery is to be expected.
He slathered marmalade on a piece of toast. "I thought, if you're up to it, we'll get to the first one today."
"Up to it?" I said. "What do you have in mind? I'd like a cliff walk, but I don't think I'll be able to go too far yet. Walking and sea air are good for healing. Fresh air always is."
"A trip to the mining country," he said as he served himself a sausage. "It's no more than twenty miles across the county to the tin-mining district. You remember I told you I'd researched your family?"
"I don't remember," I said, disappointed that he was so serious. "But I found the genealogy you gave me in my suitcase. Miners. My family were poor miners. No dukes or dashing earls in my lineage. Unlike yours. What do you want with a commoner like me?"
He smiled. "There's nothing wrong with mining. It's honorable work. Or was, until the tin mines closed. There are some wonderful museums and historical sites we could visit."
"Are you trying to make an Englishwoman out of me?"
"I don't have to try," he said. "You are an Englishwoman, whether you think of yourself as one or not." He grinned. "I wasn't going to say, but I found a brother of your grandmother. Your one remaining great-uncle. He remembers your father. I thought you might like to talk to him and see what stories he has to tell. Maybe he'll be able to convince you you're also Cornish."
An uncle? Even a great-uncle felt like a foreign concept after living my whole life as if Beth as my only relative. This was a great gift Nigel was giving me.
"You mean see what skeletons fall out of my family closet?" I grinned at the thought. "That could be fun."
He raised an eyebrow.
I wanted to tell him not to be so stuffy. Instead, I made myself take Nigel seriously. "This uncle must be really, really
old."
Nigel nodded. "Ninety-five. But his memory is sharp."
"Glad someone in the family has a good memory," I said.
Nigel didn't respond.
I cleared my throat. "So you're saying we shouldn't linger over breakfast? Who can tell how much time he has left?" I said dramatically. There was a tiny glint of a memory. Someone else feeling the need to meet an older gentleman before it was too late.
Nigel didn't take the bait.
"All righty, then," I said in my most American accent. "Time is of the essence. You leave me no choice but to work up the energy for a day trip."
"There are plenty of cliffs in mining country if you still fancy a cliff walk when we get there," he said.

O n the drive, Nigel filled me in, speaking in his calm voice with an undercurrent of excitement that gave away how pleased he actually was. We were on our way to visit my father's maternal side of the family. Obviously, Edwards isn't a Cornish name, so the Cornish had to be from his mother's side. Cornwall is a Celtic country, Nigel explained. But the language is Brythonic, like Welsh, not Goidelic, like Irish and Scottish.
The terms and subtleties he talked about flew over my head, but it was like Nigel to throw them around. He'd given me versions of this speech before about his own heritage and name. Nigel's last name, Helyer, was the Cornish version of Hunter. It suited him very well. And sometimes, when I was mad at him, I would tell him there was no way I'd ever let him make my life Helyer. Bad pun. He never really appreciated it.
My grandmother's maiden name had been Marrak, which meant horseman, apparently. Eseld Marrak, daughter of a fisherman, descendant of tin miners.
Nigel's family, the Helyers, were moneyed and had been mine owners in the eighteenth century until the tin-mining industry dried up, a victim to cheaper tin from other parts of the world. They'd wisely turned their holdings to other ventures and managed to hang on to, and even grow, their fortunes during the industrial revolution and beyond. While my poor Marrak family had mostly left Cornwall and headed to the big cities to find work and feed their families. As in my grandmother moving to London to catch a man.
A man, my grandfather, who gave her the ring I wore on my right hand. The one my dad had passed on to me.
Nigel seemed to think there was a possibility that some of my ancestors had worked for some of his. And that that fact somehow bound us.
What a lovely coincidence? Like his relatives on his father's side going all the way back to the American Revolution. He didn't seem to see any of it as one-upmanship on his part, not at all. And if I really thought about it, he seemed to think I should be impressed by his lineage. He was still very British that way. And maybe that was where some of our differences came from.
Differences. The word sat heavy in my mind. There were more and more differences popping up between us all the time.
His interests were mostly in the past. I felt the gap between us. My interests were in the present—technological advances, new biotechnology, and new drugs for treating cancer. I liked the present. And, speaking of technology, I'd forgotten my phone at the cottage. Not that it mattered much. Nigel had his.
Without Nigel's passion for the past to talk about, it seemed like we had less and less in common. I was relieved when Nigel pulled up in front of an old croft.
The drive, of course, had been lovely. The Cornish coast is scenic in a beautiful, rugged, mysterious way. The croft was set on a hillside overlooking the water.
"He's not in a nursing home?" I said, surprised.
"He's a feisty old man and still fiercely independent." Nigel jumped out of the car.
The door to the croft opened before we got there, as if they'd been expecting us. It wasn't an old man who answered, but a middle-aged woman. "You must be Nigel and Blair!" She was plump and weathered, but warm and friendly.
As always along the coast, a breeze was blowing. I brushed a lock of hair out of my face as she pulled me into a hug.
She pulled back, smiling with what appeared to be genuine delight as she studied me. "You're the image of a Marrak."
"Am I?" I smiled back at her. I'd always thought I looked more like my mom. But then, that had been Beth's impression and observation, and she was biased in favor of me looking like her sister.
The woman nodded. "The eyes. You have the Marrak eyes. They're very distinctive. I'm Chesten, Santo's granddaughter, in case you're wondering. Come in. Come in. Tas-gwynn, Grandfather, is eager to meet you. He's in the sitting room."
She turned and led the way before I got a chance to study her eyes and see if she was a true Marrak, too.
"It's a beautiful day out," she said. "You should really take a walk along the cliffs before you go. There are some nice footpaths. We'd sit outside, but Tas-gwynn chills easily these days."
I looked around the croft as we followed her. "This is a lovely home. Very cozy and welcoming. Do you live here?"
She shook her head. "I live up the road a bit. I clean and cook for Tas-gwynn several days a week."
We arrived in a sitting room with a view of the ocean through a small window. A thin, wiry old man sat in a chair by the window, a hand-knitted afghan over his knees. He didn't stand to great us. But he extended his hand enthusiastically and leaned his cheek toward me for a kiss. I took his hand and gave him the kiss, letting him study me. "I'm Blair."
"And a Marrak through and through," he said, as Chesten had. "It's in the eyes. Always in the eyes."
I glanced at Chesten. "That's what Chesten said."
"Well, she has better eyes than I do," he said. "If she sees it too, then it must be true. Have a seat, the both of you."
Nigel introduced himself. We both sat.
"This is really a pleasure meeting you—" I paused. "What should I call you?"
"Uncle Santo, if you must be formal and exact about things. Or Tas-gwynn, which means grandfather in Cornish and what everyone around here calls me," he said.
I liked him very much already. And I liked the idea of having a grandfather figure just as much or more. People who've grown up with grandparents and extended family can't imagine what having even a pseudo-grandfather means to a person like me. A great-uncle was a fine substitute.
"Tas-gwynn it is." I gave him my brightest smile. "You can't know what a big deal this is to me to meet more family," I said to both him and Chesten. "My parents died when I was young. Well, why am I telling you? You're aware, I'm sure." I choked up. "My Aunt Beth, who I call Mom, is the only family I've ever known. I've never had an uncle, or a grandpa, before."
Santo's answering grin was like a wizened apple doll's, but it warmed my heart. "Welcome to the family, then, cheel." He turned to his granddaughter. "Chesten, where's that tea?"
She jumped up.
I opened my mouth to say it wasn't necessary. Nigel's gentle hand on my arm shut me up. Instead I smiled at her as she jumped up to get it. "Tea sounds lovely." I turned to Santo. "You remember my dad?"
"I can see why you're eager to hear about him," Santo said. "He died a long time ago. You must have been a very young cheel."
I nodded. "Five." I shuddered. "I was in the car. My memories of the accident are few."
A sudden shiver ran down my back. Damn, I'd never recovered those memories. Not that I wanted to remember the accident. Did wanting have anything to do with it? The permanent loss was suddenly less comforting and more ominous in its implications. If I could block that accident out, could I remember this most recent one and everything that had come before it?
"My memories of the accident are very sketchy," I said. "And, sadly, I was young enough that I don't remember much about my parents from before it."
Santo reached out and patted my hand. "I'll tell you what I can. It isn't much. I'm an old man and only remember Kenver when he was a boy, and then again when he brought his American bride the one time to meet the family.
"They met at Avebury. That much I do remember. Kenver made a big deal out of their meeting. That must be why it sticks in my mind. Kenver said it was destiny that he met your mamm there in that mysterious, spiritual place." Santo laughed. "Your tas had a romantic streak. Believed in things like fate. Maybe it was his enthusiasm that sticks in my mind. He was always a romantic boy."
"Kenver," I said softly. "I've never heard Dad called that. He is always Ken or Kenneth when Beth talks about him."
Santo made a sound deep in his throat that almost sounded like clearing phlegm, but was certainly distaste. "Kenver. That's what he was christened at birth. Or so they told us. After our tas, a good old Cornish name. I'm not surprised they Anglicized it and didn't let on to our side of the family. My sister's husband was very English. Didn't like the Cornish ways."
"Dad was a romantic, you say?" I knew that, though, didn't I? From the way Beth talked about Dad meeting Mom in Avebury and knowing it was fate. But hearing it from Santo verified that he was really remembering and not making things up. And gave me more insight into my father.
"Always. Since he was a boy." Santo waved his hand. "The younger generation. They like to believe in soul mates and other impracticalities. Think they need to scour the world for the one love of their lives. Not satisfied with the girl next door. No, not them." He sounded completely sure of himself, and completely cynical about this topic.
I stared at Santo, picturing my dad going against the practical nature of his mom's side of the family. Growing up a romantic almost as a rebellion against their ways. "You don't believe in soul mates?"
Santo shook his head. "And why would I? I married the girl who lived in the next croft over, didn't I? Had my choice of two local girls, maybe three if you count hard. Chose the one with a good, practical head on her shoulders and good birthing hips. Knew how to work and keep a house. Knew her role in life. Blessed me with plenty of children. Love." He nearly spat the word out. "It grows, doesn't it? When you build a life with someone?"
As adamant as he was, it was hard to argue with him without sounding like an ungracious guest. But I was definitely in Dad's camp about love.
"She's been gone twenty years, but I still miss that woman." Santo's expression betrayed at least a bit of romantic sentiment, or so I chose to believe. Maybe that was my nature.
"She was a good Cornish woman. Knew our ways." Santo began spinning a tale of growing up Cornish almost a century ago, of the loss of the language, and the efforts to revive it, of the English ways taking over.
Unfortunately, there was very little else he could add about Dad. He hadn't known him well. Dad had grown up mostly in London with only the occasional visit to Cornwall. Santo despised the big city and had refused to go to London more than a very few times in his life. As a consequence, Santo hadn't known his nephew well. Which explained the reason he hadn't been in touch with me before.
He told me about his sister, my grandma, little stories that made me smile and brought her to life. But his mind soon wandered. His stories turned to other people who were more immediate to him.
I listened politely, but the people in his stories were just names to me. Beside me, Nigel was spellbound.
These are more his people than mine, I thought, though I was sure Nigel had meant to prove the opposite—that these were my people and family. My history.
Chesten returned with a tray laden with tea, scones, and biscuits.
She poured us each a cup. "Is Tas-gwynn boring you with his defense of the Cornish ways? You're very much a nationalist, aren't you, Tas-gwynn?"
The old man cackled. "And why shouldn't I be? This is a fine land with a rich history. Home of Merlin and the Arthurian legend. We're a proud people." He helped himself to a biscuit and began talking about the mines and the mining history of the area, which was an obvious passion of his. He'd been a volunteer at the local mining museum until he was ninety-three.
Nigel became even more attentive. Suddenly, he was asking questions about specific people and mine owners. Specific mines. It became clear to me that Nigel's real agenda in coming had been as much to learn more about his ancestors and history as to impress me with mine.
He and Santo were soon so deep in conversation that Chesten and I may as well have been invisible. We made small talk while the men talked about old times. Nigel was adept at drawing Santo out. Clearly, he'd had a lot of practice talking to older people about the past. But I was losing interest.
Chesten sensed my mood and got out an old photo album from a nearby bookcase. It was sweetly obvious she, or Santo, had it at the ready to show me. She and I leafed through it together. She pointed out people, naming them, and giving their relationship to me and her.
I was fascinated when she showed me a couple of aged black-and-white shots of Dad as a toddler with my grandma. The few photos had been shot on the same day. These were treasures. My dad had left me very few pictures from his youth. Those Marrak eyes suddenly became apparent, even to me, though I still thought mine were muted.
Chesten saw the desire in my eyes. She interrupted her grandfather to ask if she could give me a few pictures of my father and grandmother.
Santo took the album and pulled a few snapshots from it, including one of himself as a strong, smiling young man. He motioned toward the bookcase. "Chesten, get me that silver frame, will you?"
Chesten jumped up again, grabbed the antique frame, and helped Santo put a photo into it.
He handed it to me. "For you, cheel. To remember us all by."
I blinked back tears. Little things brought them out. "Thank you. This is lovely."
He nodded. "I won't have use for things much longer." He went back to his conversation with Nigel about eighteenth-century mining techniques.
We stayed another pleasant hour. I completely enjoyed myself while talking with Chesten. She taught me a few Cornish phrases, including, My a'th kar. I love you.
"You'll want to use that, I'm sure." She nodded subtly toward Nigel. "He's a fine Cornish man."
Would I? My newfound family certainly approved of Nigel with his Cornish surname and interest in the land. But was I as enthralled with him?
"You'll come back and see this old man again?" Santo said when I hugged him goodbye.
"I promise to try."
Nigel was pleased with himself when we left. "So? What do you think?"
I had to admit, he'd given me a priceless gift. It was hard not to feel warm and soft toward him.
"Santo is an old character." I took Nigel's arm and leaned my head on his shoulder. "I'm glad I met him. Thank you."
Nigel smiled in his subdued—but supremely pleased—way. "Are you up for a walk along the cliffs?"
"If you propel me along, I think I'm up for a short one."
"I have enough energy for both of us." He led me the short distance to the footpath that Chesten had suggested.
"The scenery is gorgeous," I said as we stopped to take it in.
Nigel stared into my eyes and took my chin in his hand. "It certainly is."
I should have been flattered, but as he leaned in to kiss me, I pulled back. "Do I have the Marrak eyes like Santo and Chesten? They very clearly have a family look."
I had effectively killed the moment. And I wasn't sure I hadn't done it on purpose, at least subconsciously.
Nigel dropped my chin and studied me. "I'd say you do. There's a similarity. Does that please you?"
Once again, he seemed eager to make me happy. I forced a smile. "Of course it does. I'm part of a larger family, a clan."
He frowned at my use of the word "clan." It had been surprisingly automatic. And maybe too Scottish for him. And not like me. I wasn't Scottish, either. Even my love for Jamie didn't explain it.
After our short stroll, we spent the rest of the day touring the country, driving past the deserted mines, and puttering through a mining museum he was particularly excited about. His family had apparently owned the mine at one point. He had prearranged to examine the old employment, payroll, and log books. He examined the yellowing, dusty books with acute interest while I sat next to him and began flagging. I excused myself to get a bite in the café, where the view was better and the seats were more comfortable, while he conducted his research.
When he found me in the café, his eyes were shining as he took a seat next to me. "They let me take a picture of the logbook pages I wanted. I think I found several of your relatives." He showed me the photo and pointed their names out.
The handwriting was old-fashioned and precise. The names weren't hard to make out. Marrak. Quite a few of them.
I nodded, polite, but tired.
"Look at the dates. Do you know what this proves?" His eyes were full of excitement and his voice was pitched high with it.
I shook my head, too tired to think clearly. Well, with that and the healing head injury. "Sorry."
"Think about it, Blair." He seemed impatient. "My family owned the mine during this time period. Your relatives were working in it. Your ancestors were working for mine!" He grabbed my hand and squeezed it.
I wasn't sure why that was so important to him. Was I supposed to be impressed? Like hundreds of years later the miner's great-something granddaughter was dating the mine owner's great-something grandson?
"Scandalous," I said, "that the two classes should meet."
He looked perplexed. Maybe I wasn't making sense. I didn't know these days.
"Don't you see, darling?" he said. "It's fate. Like Avebury was to your parents. We're meant to be together and keep our Cornish ancestry alive."
There it was again. But I still didn't see his point. Maybe I was too tired to. To me it seemed more like he was pointing out his superiority. "You mean we're supposed to unite two great families with a mining tradition?"
"Precisely!"
"And elevate my family in the process, presumably." It was hard not to sound at least a little insulted.
Fortunately, Nigel didn't seem to notice. He was too excited by his discovery.
We returned to the cottage in the late evening. I was exhausted after the long day out. The physician in me warned that I was overdoing it. What was worse, some of the pain was coming back. I'd wrenched things a little more than I'd thought when I'd been thrown in the air by that car. I excused myself immediately to go to bed. Nigel's expectations and disappointment were very thinly veiled.
I didn't know what he'd expected—that I should fall into bed with him because he'd discovered my ancestors worked for his? Because he'd given me the gift of distant relatives? For which I was grateful, and it gave me soft, cuddly feelings toward him. But two days out of the hospital wasn't enough healing time for the trauma I'd been through. My head was pounding. My bruised body ached.
I would have to make a decision about Nigel and act soon. I couldn't put him off forever. Each day I grew stronger, Nigel's expectations that we would resume our physical relationship increased. I loved him, right? So why was I hesitating?
I was still sore, bruised, and tired. I wasn't faking any of that. I was deeply moved and grateful for what Nigel had done in finding my family and arranging for me to meet them. The picture Santo had given me along with the heirloom silver frame was a treasure.
Despite those tender feelings I had for Nigel, my sexual appetite hadn't yet returned. Where was the passion? Was I only tired, or was there more to it than that? And when would I remember?





CHAPTER 10
Sunday
Austin
I was head down, lost in thought, when Lazer walked into the private meeting room where I was waiting for him. Security had alerted me he was on his way.
"You look like shit," he said by way of greeting.
I looked up and stood to give him a quick hug and pat on the back. "Nice to see you too, man."
He looked immaculate, as always. Perfectly groomed and dressed. And smelled like his expensive cologne. It was easy to see why the women fell for him. That cologne alone was enough to do the trick. Lazer claimed it was a custom blend designed to enhance his sexual chemistry. Very pricey. Wouldn't work on anyone else. Maybe I should get the name of his cologne guy now that I could afford it. My sexual chemistry could sure as hell use a boost.
Lazer studied me. "I'm not kidding. You look terrible. Are you eating right? Are you eating at all? You're thin."
"The food here sucks. And who the hell has time to eat?" I said. "All I do is work."
"Slave government labor." Lazer's eyes narrowed. "Seriously. Have you looked in a mirror lately? You could be a prisoner of war." He made a circle in the air around my face. "Dark circles and bags around your eyes. Did they confiscate your razor? When was the last time you shaved?" He shook his head. "Crap. I sound like your mother."
I laughed. "It's just nice to know you care."
"Yeah." He took a seat in the better of the two chairs in the room. I plopped onto the sofa.
"You smell like this place, too," Lazer said, wrinkling his nose. "And I have to tell you, it's not a turn-on." He was teasing. But he was serious about the smell.
"Why the hell would I be trying to turn you on?" I grinned at him. It was good to see him. "It's hard to smell like anyplace, or anything, else when I'm in here twenty-four/seven."
He laughed. "I'm playing Blair's role here. Trying to see you through her eyes, as if for the first time. I'm not impressed. Keep yourself up, Aus. For her sake. You're in enough trouble with her as it is. Remind me to bring you an industrial-sized bottle of cologne next time. For everyone's sake."
"As long as you put a file in it."
He laughed. "I hope you've been working out, at least."
I raised an eyebrow and wiggled the fingers of both hands. "I've been coding like a maniac." I tapped my temple. "And keeping my brain sharp."
"That's something, I guess," Lazer said.
"Enough bullshitting. Did you get the new phone and send the texts to Blair that I asked you to?"
Lazer had had to relate Cam's conversation with Blair to me. It was only marginally reassuring that she was waiting for her memory to return before making any decisions. But she was with Nigel.
I wasn't leaving the fate of my relationship with Blair in the hope her memory would return before Nigel convinced her she'd never fallen out of love with him. My diabolical, somewhat desperate, plan was to win her heart all over again with my wingman Lazer Cyrano-ing for me.
Hey, it was the best I could do from here. Play the hand you're dealt, man.
The feds had confiscated my phone and, as a precaution, were combing through it for evidence of someone framing me and betraying the country. They were looking for bugs and listening devices and who knows what. While they were screwing around playing traitor catcher, I had Lazer buy a new phone and switch my number to the new device. Using the new phone, he was supposed to text Blair a series of messages for me and respond to her replies as if he were me. In my voice.
Lazer knew me as well as anyone. Of all the guys, he was best suited for this task. He knew how to play the game of love like a pro. Before meeting Ashley, he'd been a ladies' man. Now he was a one-woman guy, but I trusted he hadn't lost his touch in such a relatively short time off the market. And he had Ashley, with her additional matchmaking skills, to guide him if he was ever in doubt of how to respond. Not that he would be.
He was supposed to have texted Blair the first message.
Lazer nodded. "I did."
"Well? Don't leave me hanging. What did she say?"
He leaned forward and put a hand on my knee. "Sorry to be the bearer of bad news, bud—no reply at all. As yet."
I frowned. "Nothing?"
"Nothing. Nada. Zip. Dead silence."
"And the phone is set up properly so she'll recognize the number?"
Lazer raised an eyebrow.
"Yeah, I get it," I said. "She can't remember. But she's been told about me. When she sees a message come in from me, she'll read it. Out of curiosity, if nothing else. Beth told her our history. Cam said she was receptive and trying to be fair."
I glanced at my watch, glad I'd been wearing my traveling watch that gave the time in multiple time zones when the feds grabbed me at the airport. "What time did you send it?"
"Not in the middle of her night, if that's what you're implying."
That SOB was still pulling my leg and yanking my chain.
"Maybe it was the message itself she took issue with. 'Hey.' Not the most original. Even though you guys like to claim it works—"
I almost came out of my chair. "You did not."
He pressed his lips together, trying to hold a laugh in. "Kind of generic. But it sounds completely like you. It used to be your favorite pickup text. Not that we can really call it a pickup text when it never actually worked, but…hey."
I relaxed and settled back into my chair, even managing a small chuckle as I shook my head. "One point for you. You got me. Now, what did she say?"
"Nothing," he said. "Sadly, I wasn't joking about not getting a response. But, if it eases your mind, I texted her exactly what you asked me to:
"'Hey, Blair, this is Austin. Remember me? No, of course you don't. But I remember you, Southron. As soon as I get this project put to bed, you and I are going on a date. In England. In Scotland. On the damn moon if you want.
I'm going to woo you all over again, because I know one thing to the core of my soul—I might be forgettable, but our love isn't.'"
Lazer didn't sound mocking or teasing as he repeated my message. His voice was surprisingly full of emotion.
"I wish you could have read it to her," I said. "It sounds even better coming from a billionaire's lips."
He laughed, leaned over, and slapped me on the knee. "Cheer up." He glanced at his watch. "It's only been eight hours. There could be a perfectly rational explanation for why she hasn't responded."
I frowned. "Haven't you given me this same pep talk half a million times before? And the outcome has never been good."
He looked upward like he was concentrating and made a motion like he was counting on his fingers. "More like three-quarters of a million." His gaze returned to me. "I can send her another text. Why don't we try a proven winner, like 'Heyyy'?"
Lazer, damn him, was a good enough friend to be able to make me smile. "Yeah. That's a good idea. And be sure to add wassup, just to be safe and seal the deal."
"I'm serious this time about not stressing over this, Aus. Let's not parse this too finely. Or get too hung up thinking she should have texted back immediately.
"She had a bad head injury. She doesn't remember you. We know that much. Cam said she's trying. And said she'd be out of contact for a while. Maybe she wasn't kidding about that. We also don't know what else the head injury affected. What other parts of her thinking? Does she even know? Maybe she's still confused and simply needs time to be alone and think. Maybe she's proceeding with caution, afraid she'll accidently say something that turns you off.
"You know how this texting bullshit goes. It's too easy to say something innocent that makes the other person, in this case, you, go, 'wow, she likes castles and shit. And warm beer. She's out. I'm done with that chick, and good riddance.'"
I rolled my eyes and shook my head. It was good of Lazer to try, but I wasn't buying his excuses. Though they were completely valid. "I would never do that to Blair."
"Yeah, but she doesn't remember that." He flicked his wrists and pointed both forefingers at me. "Maybe she just can't think of a good response right now. Maybe she's taking her time crafting an answer."
"Eight hours?" I said.
"Neither of us know what it's like to lose our memory," he said.
I nodded, miserable, and slumped in my chair, putting my head in my hand. "This texting game is shit. Complete crap."
I took a deep breath and glanced up at Lazer. "You know what I'm thinking—she's not answering because radio silence is the easiest way to break up with someone. We all say we want honesty. That we deserve the courtesy of a call or a face to face. Hell, isn't that why Blair went to see Nigel in the first place? Because after ten years, he deserved more than a text saying, Sayonara, sucker? If she hadn't gone to see him—"
"Don't go there," Lazer said.
"It's true." I shook my head. "I've been over it and over it. I have way too much time to think in here. So much I'm growing tired of the company of my own mind. But the facts are still the facts—Blair is no novice traveler. She's been to London many times. Why did she look the wrong way and step out into the street like that? What did that douche do to upset her so much that she was so distracted? And what has he convinced her of now?" I felt my anger rising, like it did every time I thought of Nigel and the situation. I balled my fists.
Lazer was a good enough buddy to understand my frustration, and let me rant.
"Look," he said. "You've just made your own case. Blair's having a few memory issues, but she's still Blair. She hasn't lost the core of who she is. That Blair won't leave you hanging."
I snorted. "Yeah. Comforting. She'll let me down easy." I shook my head and glanced around at the four walls. "This place is messing with my mind."
"Don't give up, buddy. The game isn't over. It's just beginning. You can't let this prick Nigel get to you. Ashley could tell you a hundred stories of couples who overcame bad beginnings, unhappy middles, and major setbacks to eventually happily ride off into the sunset together. Keep the faith, bro. Blair loves you. She just has to remember that. Her doctor has faith that she will."
"Before it's too late? What do I do now? Text her again?"
Lazer put a hand on my shoulder. "I thought you knew I was joking. Texting again before you get a response just looks desperate and needy. Women hate it. You know that. If she's really out of touch and has turned off her phone, a million texts won't get a response. And if she is ignoring you, which I don't personally believe, she may block you if you push too hard."
I nodded again, feeling beaten and exhausted.
"Give her more time. Wait it out," Lazer said with the confidence of a guy who wasn't in the situation. "If she doesn't respond by the time you get out of here, you act on your promise and show up to take her out and make her remember why she loves you. Sweep her off her feet. Women like confident, decisive men. And romance and passion."
I took a deep breath. He was right. Damn him, he was right. But by the time I got out of here, would it be too late?

M onday
Blair
I woke very early the morning after our trip to see Santo, feeling much better than I had since the accident. Even my constant headache seemed mild by comparison to what it had been. I decided to cut back on my painkillers. And already the flow from losing the baby was lessening to the equivalent of the last days of a period. I was healing exceptionally quickly. If I'd been my own doctor, I would be very pleased with my progress. Even my bruises were fading rapidly. I wouldn't have an excuse to put Nigel off much longer. Damn my good constitution and robust health.
I didn't analyze too closely why I wasn't eager to fall into bed with Nigel again. Certainly it had been a while since we'd had sex. Since I'd had sex. At least sex that I remembered. Which usually got the libido going. He was a handsome man, in his prime sexually. Our sex life had always been good. But there was something restraining me. Maybe it was subconscious guilt.
Maybe it was the intellectual knowledge of Austin. Maybe it was more, something deeper. He haunted my dreams. I wasn't sure if I was remembering him or making up a man I wanted him to be—a dashing, romantic, passionate warrior. Someone who could have only existed in the past. A romanticized past, at that. I believed, in my armchair psychology kind of way, that something in me didn't want to betray him. Which was interesting in itself—was Austin that special? That perfect? Worth throwing over Nigel, the man I remembered, for?
After yesterday, I had to admit to having warmer feelings toward Nigel. Giving me a glimpse of my dad as a boy, a grandma I'd never known, and a great-uncle was a gift beyond measure. Thoughtful and romantic. Even if it was tainted with Nigel's own motives. That was so like him, but did it negate the beauty of what he'd done?
The sun came up in the wee hours this time of year, well before Nigel was ready to roll out of bed. I'd heard him rattling around late into the predawn hours. Probably typing up his notes from our trip. He was totally enthused with what he'd learned from Santos. Nigel would sleep as long as he could. And what was there to wake up early for? Certainly not a morning roll in the hay.
There were, of course, other things we could do with each other, pleasures we could have, without full-blown sex. I was putting those off, too. Though the time was coming when I'd either have to let Nigel completely back into my life or cut him loose. It was a decision I didn't want to face. But how long could I hold out in this limbo?
The morning was clear and beautiful. Birdsong floated in through the window, along with the soothing sound of water lapping against shore. I decided a walk along the cliffs was just what I needed. It's proven—walking helps the thought process. If you need to figure something out, take a walk.
Well, I had plenty to figure out. And walking had the additional benefit of helping with physical healing. It was funny how quickly I adapted to there being no cell coverage at the cottage. After just a few days, I didn't even think to grab my phone as I headed out.
Old school, I left Nigel a handwritten note to let him know where I was, and quietly slipped out of the cottage, taking the familiar path to the cliffs. I was actually glad to be out by myself, not having to worry if my pace was too slow for Nigel. Or whether I couldn't walk far enough to suit him. Walking with me was definitely not an exercise walk.
Both the lake and the cove were calm as I made my way to the footpath. My idea was to walk around the lake and up the bluff to the cliff tops. On the cliff path on the far side of the lake there was a beautiful view of the lake, cove, and cottage. If I'd gauged my recovery accurately, I was strong enough to make it if I took it easy and paced myself.
Birds squawked overhead as I walked around the lake. I wondered why we weren't spending our time here lying on the sandy beach at our doorstep. It was August, after all, and some of the best weather of the year. Or renting a boat to cruise around the cove. Even rowing out on the tiny lake. Me. I was slowing us down. But wasn't that the point? I was supposed to be recuperating.
Recuperating! Even as fast as I was physically healing, I was growing more impatient and frustrated by the day with my lack of memory. Why wasn't my brain healing as quickly as the rest of me? If I could have directed my healing energies, that part of my brain responsible for recalling the last six months of my life was where I would have put it.
The footpath along the cliffs was deserted. I had it all to myself. I brushed my windswept hair out of my face. This morning the breeze was particularly refreshing, sweeping my thoughts clean, and giving my brain space to simply sit empty and be. I was "looking away" and hoping inspiration, and memories, would hit me.
Around me, the grass was drying and browning and long and blowing in the breeze. If you suffered from the fear of heights, the edge of the path was no place for you. There was only a flimsy barbed wire fence in places to stop you from tumbling over the edge, should you decide to venture too closely. It was also a picturesque place to commit suicide. And people did. I pushed that grim thought out of my mind.
Fortunately, the path was smooth and wide. There was plenty of room to amble in the grassy fields away from the cliff edge if you were the least bit nervous. There was still plenty of view from that vantage. Because I was still recovering, I took the cautious route.
As I walked along the cliffs and looked out at the sparkling water below, I began to have sparkles of memory. Quick flashes, like sunlight glittering on the incoming waves. More feelings and emotions than actual images or concrete details. A hint of an image. Solid, powerful emotions attached to them.
Laughter. Beth.
I smiled. After the scare Beth gave when I dashed out of Avebury, it was good to hear her happy and laughing—
I gasped as I realized what that automatic thought was, and pushed myself to keep walking. A real memory. I remembered the call. Beth's doctor's voice on the phone, filled with concern, urging me to come home before it was too late.
I could barely contain my excitement. I paused and shielded my eyes to look out to the horizon, which seemed almost like looking into eternity, and let the water mesmerize me with its rhythmic motion.
More laughter. A handsome face. Auburn hair. A smile that took my breath away. My heart fluttered, even now. That zingy feeling of attraction that's so rare, it's startling and magical.
I forced myself to start walking again, leaving my mind open to what it wanted to tell me. As I neared the viewpoint that was my goal destination, two middle-aged women, with binoculars around their necks, came down the path from the opposite direction toward me. One of them had a phone in her hand, chatting casually into it as the two of them strolled along the path.
There's cell coverage on the cliffs. Is it only the hole the cottage is in that makes coverage impossible there?
The revelation startled me. I may have gotten used to leaving my phone behind, but I didn't like the thought of being out of touch. Beth knew how to reach me, but what about everyone else? What about my patients? They liked to contact me with their successes and fear—
My patients! Faces and names came to me. I almost cried.
Why hadn't I taken my phone with me? I needed to check for messages. If my patients had heard about my accident, they'd be anxious for themselves as well as me. Who would treat them if I couldn't return to work?
I was grinning madly as the women passed. I smiled at them, too jubilant to temper it. The sparkles and snatches of memories came faster.
Beth sewing a red dress. I squinted, trying to picture the details. Elinor's dress! Actual memories about getting ready for Comicon! Panniers too wide to get through a doorway. A slimy guy hitting on me as soon as I arrived.
Cosplay is not consent.
I victory-punched the air. Yes.
Randy. The name popped out of nowhere. I didn't know what it meant, but I didn't like him. The name was surrounded by an aura of evil and caution. I shook my head.
Physically, I was tiring quickly now. I hadn't realized how quickly I'd been walking in my excitement. I sat down on a large rock with the view I'd come up for, willing the memories to keep coming. But, as I quickly found out, you can't force memories to return. You can only wait for them to come to you. You have to look away from them, stop trying to force them into focus, and let them come to you.
If I looked away now, would the memories just pop back into my mind rapid-fire, like my life repeating itself? A sense of déjà vu?
I looked across the water and caught my breath. A sense of peace washed over me. It was going to be all right. Dr. Cage was right—my memories were already coming back. Excited, I headed back to the cottage to get my phone.
By the time I arrived, Nigel was up and working on his laptop on the terrace. "Ah, there you are. How was your walk?" He frowned. "What's up? What happened? You look excited."
Something in his manner stopped me from sharing the good news. Shouldn't he have been happy, not concerned? I hedged, keeping my newfound memories to myself. "Beautiful. The walk was absolutely beautiful. Refreshing. Lots of birds. And thrilling—I made it all the way to the viewpoint we like so well."
"Brilliant." He closed his laptop, looking at me suspiciously and relaxing only slightly. "I hope you didn't wear yourself out."
"Not to worry," I said. "I'm an excellent walker."
"Good." He gave me a hug. "We have a busy day ahead. I have a surprise for you. In Fowey. Get dressed. I laid an outfit for you out on your bed."
I studied him. "I'm your doll now?" I said it, lightly, though I was a little peeved. I didn't like being told what to wear. I expected him to bounce back with an answer like, "You've always been my doll, baby!" In fact, I could almost hear another guy saying it in a teasing, loving, sexy voice.
But Nigel looked away and closed his laptop. "I want you to look your best today. I have a surprise for you."
There was no use making a scene. "You're bouncing with enthusiasm. Why the secrecy?"
"Surprises are supposed to be secrets," he said. "Otherwise, there would be nothing surprising about them."





CHAPTER 11
Blair
Fowey is a beautiful seaside town. This was tourist season. The town bustled with them and the happy enthusiasm of merchants who could look forward to making enough profit to last the year. Nigel was in a jubilant mood as he found a spot in a car park within easy walking distance of the main street.
It may have been my imagination, but he seemed happier than I'd seen him in…a very long time. Happier even than yesterday's discoveries at the mines made him. It hadn't escaped my notice that he was looking particularly Reggie-like today. Even in modern dress, there was something regimental like about him. When I commented on it as we left the cottage, he shrugged and passed it off as my imagination.
"I can't hide the family resemblance," he'd said. "Would you have me put on a fake beard and go to town incognito?"
"You'd be totally hot with a beard," I said playfully. "They're very in in Seattle." Wait. How did I know that? "Why don't you start one today?"
He scowled and looked at me as if I was crazy, my apparent knowledge of current Seattle fashion slipping past him unnoticed.
All right, so facial hair wasn't on his agenda as part of his look. Not even if it was trendy and I thought it would be hot on him. Not that my opinion swayed him all that often. But it wasn't like Nigel not to be wearing the latest looks and following the most current fashion trends. For him, though, looking like Reggie was the latest trend. And Reggie didn't have a beard.
He was, however, critical and resignedly unhappy with the sundress he'd picked for me to wear, complaining he'd had limited options with only my suitcase of summer clothes to choose from. So, it was my fault for not thinking ahead to pack a dress for a surprise? One that would please him?
Even not in full possession of my memories and the woman I'd morphed into these last six months, I thought the dress was cute, totally Seattle hip. He grumbled and let it go. And there it was again—our differing opinions and the sense that he wasn't as fun to be with as he used to be.
I had another flash of a memory. A fight with Nigel that was new to me. Each of us standing our ground. Something about him putting his research into his family history ahead of our relationship. A sense that we were heading nowhere.
I turned my head away from him so he wouldn't see my confusion and excitement over it.
Nigel took my arm and led me past quaint shops along the quay. Fowey used to be the main port for exporting china-making clay. The china industry had long ago died out here. But now, as in so many parts of the UK, locals had decided to revive the old trades and make local art out of the Cornish white china clay.
Damn Nigel in his Reggie-like dress and haircut. I should have made him wear a Groucho nose. Or at least a nerd sunhat and glasses. We were attracting attention from tourists and locals alike. People doing double takes as we walked by, staring, and whispering. Is that Reggie from Jamie? Could it be? Alistair Helyer is Cornish. His eccentric, reclusive old uncle owns Beech House just outside the village.
And no, it wasn't my imagination. I wasn't an egomaniac. But Nigel apparently was. He was basking in the attention, smiling, nodding, winking, and waving. Playing the part of his famous cousin to the point it felt like lying. He knew what he was doing, which made it worse.
I hated the attention. People were surreptitiously taking pictures with their phones. I was waiting for someone to get bold enough to come right up to us and ask to take a selfie.
I pulled my sunglasses out of my purse and put them on, hoping they gave me some kind of cover. "Where's my phone?" I panicked and began digging through my purse, looking for it.
"Don't worry," Nigel said. "You don't need it. It's back at the cottage. I plugged it in to recharge."
"You went through my purse?" I was too stunned to be as mad at him as I should have been.
"Don't make a scene. Your purse was open on the counter." He looked irritated with me. "I noticed it and saw the phone was dead when I grabbed my keys. I plugged it in. I should have told you."
He took my arm again and smiled at two young women who were eying him—smiled just a little too friendly and flirtatiously.
"I'm right here. If you're going to look at other women, at least be discreet about it." I glared and tried to shake him off.
He held on tightly, ignoring my outburst. Probably attributing it to my head injury. The effect of my narrow, angry eyes was diluted and muted by my sunglasses. And completely lost on him.
"Let's turn into one of the shops," I said, gaining control of myself. "I'd like to buy Beth a little something. Maybe a locally made china teacup. She collects teacups." I smiled to myself, warming to the idea. "Dad got her started, she said. He gave her her first one when Mom introduced him to her, real English fine china."
"After we dine," Nigel said, moving me along. "If we have time."
I frowned. "What's the hurry? Are we on a tight schedule?"
There was another memory, dim and out of focus. Another man taking me from booth to booth to find something for Beth, looking for something special. A leisurely sense of fun and adventure, as if he had no place more important to be than with me. Completely at odds with Nigel's attitude.
"We're meeting someone." Nigel was unperturbed by my displeasure, still smiling and nodding to people we passed as if he really was a celebrity.
He led me to a busy quayside open-air café. It was about the most public place you could imagine in the town. And I imagined he had, and that was why he chose it. Like everyone else, it seemed, the hostess did a double take when we walked in. I resisted the urge to roll my eyes, but just barely. I balled my fist.
"We're meeting someone here," he said. "We have reservations. Nigel Helyer."
The hostess nodded. "Your guests are waiting for you."
"Guests?" I turned to Nigel.
"Take off your sunglasses," he whispered to me as he took my hand.
There was a buzz as we followed the hostess to our seats. A similar reaction to the one the hostess had had. Speaking of her, she stepped aside and extended her arm to indicate our table, which was surrounded by women and a cameraman. At the center, another man was holding court.
Cameras flashed in our eyes as we approached.
The man stood. He was almost Nigel's identical twin. They were even dressed alike.
"Alistair!" Nigel grinned and nodded to his cousin.
"Nigel." Alistair took Nigel's hand.
I fumed. I'd been set up. Damn him.
A woman who seemed to be in charge stepped forward and introduced herself. "Flora, head of publicity and promotion for Jamie. Very pleased to meet you both. I'm so glad you could come out and start the publicity rolling for our upcoming season.
"This"—she waved her hand from Nigel to me—"is brilliant, simply brilliant. Adds a beautiful reality and dimension to your real-life story of romance. No one loves a good romantic wrinkle more than Jamie fans. They're already eating it up."
She turned and said to the cameraman, "Can you get in closer? Get the first meeting on film. Did you get Blair's surprise when they walked up?" She nodded. "You did? Brilliant. Fantastic. Keep it rolling."
She returned her focus to us. "Carry on. Act like we aren't even here. Any mistakes can be fixed in post. We'll be editing anyway, naturally. Going for the right PR angle."
I was furious and would have walked out except for three things: I would look like a bitch and, although I couldn't remember having committed to it, I was contractually obligated to do these promos, sprung on me or not, I imagined. And, finally, it was no more than a feeling, but I didn't want to disappoint someone. There was something beautiful associated with doing the promos. If I only I could remember exactly what it was. Austin?
Beth insisted Austin still loved me. Cam insisted the same thing. Nigel said he and I were getting back together but had not gone public with it. Who was I to believe?
I tamped my anger down as best I could and forced a smile so tight that my cheeks ached.
Smile until you hurt. Why does that sound familiar, but in a fun way?
The camera was rolling as Nigel introduced me to his cousin. Alastair hugged me. Photo after photo of every combination of the three of us, with Flora consulting her shooting guide and directing poses. Finally, the three of us—Nigel, Alistair, and me—settled into a "private" lunch with the camera capturing it.
On the show, Alistair was never as warm and fun as Reggie as Connor Reid was as Jamie. I always thought that was intentional to drive women to Team Jamie. I was, and always had been since first reading the books, Team Jamie. But now, meeting Alistair in person, you'd think I would love him. He and Nigel were very alike in mannerisms and attitudes, as well as looks. That should have been a turn-on, but instead it turned me off.
Alistair was aloof, haughty with the arrogance and snobbishness that can come from having money.
I stopped myself mid-thought, disgusted with the pretentious show he was making.
I know plenty of wealthy people who aren't snobby at all. Lazer and Ashley are fun and unpretentious, so nice. Connor and Sam are just plain fun, even though they're famous. And Cam, Dylan, and Jeremy are just lovable nerds.
Memories! Unbidden memories.
More just automatic thoughts than anything, but they stopped me short. Things were coming back to me faster and faster.
"What do you think of Beech House?" Alistair asked me, bringing me back to the conversation.
"I've only been in the house once," I said. "Years ago. But the keeper's cottage and grounds are lovely."
Alistair nodded. "So, you and my cousin are back together? It's surprising we've never met before. My busy schedule is the culprit, in all probability. I don't make it to many of the family events. I'm glad you have come to your senses. Reggie is the better choice anyway, really." He laughed and nodded to Nigel. "Connor and his Jamie are overrated."
For an actor, he did a poor job of concealing his jealousy and professional envy.
"Connor's mostly just a pretty face and a nice pair of abs. The Scot would tell you so himself—if he were in his cups, at least."
"Which he rarely is," I said, automatically defensive on Connor's behalf. "He's a Scot, after all. He holds his drink well." Where had that come from?
Alistair's eyes narrowed. "You speak as if you know him well."
"Not well. Certainly not as well as you must," I said, feeling more and more like my old self. "But you don't have to know him well to be captivated by his wit. He only has to smile and open his mouth and women pant and faint. That heartthrob charisma shines through. Some people are just born with it. Connor Reid is every bit as charming as his alter ego. And, as every Jamie fan knows, that is an extravagant amount."
Alistair's eyes narrowed and his nostrils flared. Nigel shot me a cold look. I smiled fuller and took a dainty sip of my water, unperturbed and refusing to wither.
Casting. The casting director for Jamie had done a wonderful job of it.
"I'm eager to get on set and see Connor and Sam again," I said innocently. I made a conscious decision to keep Alistair off guard by suddenly playing to his vanity and ego and push the show. "It must be exciting filming the new season of such a popular show. You may play the villain on the show, but Reggie is a charming rogue. Misunderstood, too, I believe. He's been wronged. There's no doubt of that."
Alistair's eyes lit up and his attitude toward me shifted. Most popular actors need a certain star power about them to make it. Alistair's began shining through. "Ah, a fan who appreciates and understands the subtleties and depth of my character."
I'd given him his in. He began talking about his role, the challenges with bringing to life a complicated and such well-known character, of trying to make the underdog in the love triangle compelling, and telling behind-the-scenes stories from filming. He and Connor liked to prank each other. They were extremely competitive. That much was clear.
I paid rapt attention, really put it on for the cameras, asking him questions that allowed him to shine and bask in the spotlight. I did it almost as much to irritate Nigel and pay him back for this ambush as for the promo. Fortunately, as it turned out, I was a decent actor, too.
Flora looked positively pleased and about to do the dance of joy with the way the promo was going.
Nigel kept trying to interject, but it was clear he wasn't a true Jamie fan and not schooled in the nuances of the plot and characters. We quickly lost him with our story analysis. Alistair all but ignored him. The cousins clearly weren't close, but they were competitive.
I quickly realized that the main reason Nigel had brought me along was that I was the vehicle that was supposed to bring him fame.
Austin and I started this PR phenom. I'll be damned if I let Nigel steal it.
Again, I was startled by the automatic thought that soared out of my subconscious. And the angry emotion behind it. It strengthened my resolve.
The fame seeker was a side of Nigel I hadn't seen before. Or maybe I'd ignored it. The user. The social climber. The limelight hog. I didn't like any of them. Nasty, ugly personas.
Seeing them emerge stoked the fires of my anger. The forest was about to go up in smoke. The cameras and the fun of the game I was playing with Alistair were the only things holding my anger at Nigel in check. I couldn't afford to embarrass myself.
"So," I said, "if Reggie lost Elinor for good, would he, could he, love another woman? And who would that woman be?"
Alistair wagged his finger at me. "Trying to trick me into giving away a plot point? Brilliant." He laughed, clearly having warmed to me.
I raised an eyebrow and waited for his answer.
"Reggie is a survivor. And a catch," Alistair said. "He can have his choice of women. He'd find someone. Not that I'm saying he'll have to."
Ah, Alistair. You just gave the wrong answer. Jamie would contend to the end that Elinor is the only woman for him. Any other woman would be a pale imitation. A mere dalliance. That's what Jamie fans want—a love for all eternity.

N igel was dangerously quiet on the short drive home. We both were. He was apparently as angry with me as I was with him.
He slammed his keys and phone on the counter when we walked in. He turned on me. "What the hell was that in Fowey?"
"My question exactly!" I threw my purse on the counter next to his keys. "You ambushed me." I glared at him. I'd be damned if I'd back down on this one. I was always the one apologizing. Always making peace after he got his nose out of joint.
"Ambushed you?" His nostrils flared. "I was helping you, for God's sake. Unless you've forgotten, you're contractually obliged to film promo for Jamie. I'm helping you meet your obligations so you don't lose a pile of money and your lifelong fantasy of being involved with Jamie."
Pile of money. There it was. I was almost certain he'd negotiated his own pile of money.
"Is that it?" I put my hands on my hips. "And you didn't think to tell me? Ask if I was ready? Give me some advanced warning so I could prepare? Were you trying to set me up for failure?"
"Failure? You did a damn fine job of keeping the camera on yourself, Blair. How the hell could I cause you to fail? As for the reason I 'ambushed' you—I didn't want you to be anxious. To stress over how you'd handle it. With your memory issues, you haven't been yourself. You've been tired and anxious, naturally. I had complete faith that if you just relaxed, you'd do fine. And I was right." He paused. "Though what were you doing picking a fight with Alistair over Connor Reid?"
I shook my head. "So this was all for me? You weren't trying to horn in and steal some of my attention? You aren't jealous and eager to get your share? You've very neatly inserted yourself into our promo."
He stuck his finger in my face. "Stop it, Blair. Just stop. Don't say any more. Stop before you say something you'll regret. Or are unable to take back."
The house phone rang before I could reply. We both jumped and looked at each other as if one of us should get it. Damn, inconvenient timing.
Nigel took a deep breath, swore beneath his breath, and picked it up. His demeanor changed. He frowned and spoke in low, concerned tones. From just his side of the conversation, I couldn't make sense of what was going on. But whatever it was, it was serious.
"Yes. Absolutely. I'll be right there." He hung up and turned to me. "My great-uncle has collapsed at the manor house. They're taking him to London for treatment and request that a member of the family go with him. I'm here. I volunteered. I know the hospital. A mate of mine is on staff. I can be of some help until someone else can get there."
I nodded. "Yes, of course. I'll grab my things and go with you."
He shook his head and grabbed his keys. "There's no need." His tone was still vicious and angry. "There's no room in the helicopter for another person. I'll be gone overnight." He looked me in the eye. "We'll take this up when I get back. I'll call when I know something. You'll be all right here by yourself? I can drop you off at the big house."
I shook my head. "Go. I'll be fine."
This new emergency had only taken the edge off the tension between us.
"Don't go wandering about while I'm gone. I don't want you collapsing somewhere. Stay at the cottage. I'll have the housekeeper look in on you tomorrow." He left without kissing me goodbye.
I watched him drive away, lips pursed, anger set. After his car disappeared, I went to the beach and collapsed into a sit on the fine sand. I glanced at my watch. It was just past three. Still plenty of daylight hours left.
As my anger began to fade, resignation and exhaustion rushed in. I felt this way almost every time after I fought with Nigel. I hated fighting with him. It brought out the ugly in me and us. And stole all my emotional energy.
I needed to think. Had I been wrong? Was I looking at the situation through a lens of selfishness and self-centeredness? Was Nigel sincere? Had he really been thinking only of me? Protecting me? Looking out for my interests? And I'd been too blinded by self-bias to see it?
Was this a simple case of miscommunication and wrong perceptions? Or were those glimpses of social-climbing, attention-seeking Nigel real and dangerous? Did we have a fatal disconnect? Was that why I'd ended things earlier in the year?
I shivered in the warm summer sun as I remembered the woman at Avebury. Nigel isn't the one.





CHAPTER 12
Blair
I sat on the beach for at least half an hour just watching the birds and the water, letting my mind go blank. Trying to clear it of the constant refrain to remember. I hoped the tranquil environment and fresh air would clear my head.
My anger slowly faded to a slow simmer in the background. But I was as confused as ever. I needed to talk to Beth. Get her take on my situation. Check my messages. Wrap my head around real life again. Check in with people now that I was feeling stronger. Ground myself.
I glanced up at the cliffs. Damn, they were tall. Did they have to be quite so imposing? I studied them, frowning, weighing whether I had the energy to walk them again and find the elusive coverage area. Screw it. I had to try. I stood and brushed the sand off my butt.
Inside the cottage, I grabbed my purse, looking for my phone before I remembered it was plugged in and charging. I set my purse down on something. I snatched it up again, revealing Nigel's phone. In my anger, I must have set my purse on top of it. And now he'd gone off without it.
I'd been at the beach too long. It was too late to catch him. He'd been too far gone to come back for it. He was probably helicoptering to London at this very moment.
I bit my lip, torn. I had several options before me. Doing nothing looked pretty appealing right now. He didn't deserve my help. Yeah, there was that simmering anger. On the other hand, I didn't want him worrying he'd lost it in the ambulance or helicopter or wherever in his rush to the hospital. And sending someone over for it.
I picked it up and stared at it. I wasn't the kind of person to go through someone else's phone. It was an invasion of privacy, like reading someone else's diary. But if I could find the number of the hospital, or his buddy who worked there, and let Nigel know he'd left his phone here, it might save him some trouble and go a long way toward smoothing things over between us. A sort of peace gesture.
All right, good self, you've convinced me. Be the bigger person.
I took my phone, and his, to the terrace and settled into a chair with a view of the lake and woods beyond. My hands trembled as I opened his contact list. I even glanced around guiltily and laughed at myself. As if someone would be spying on me out here. As if I had anything to hide. I was doing a good thing, right?
Sometimes doing the most innocent thing can open Pandora's box. Sometimes you don't want to know what you don't know. Or are too naïve and trusting even to suspect.
I opened Nigel's contacts. There were scads of women in Nigel's contact list. And by scads, I mean dozens and dozens.
My heart raced. My head pounded.
Calm down. He was single most of the year. You had broken up. He didn't owe it to you to be faithful. Did you expect him to be a monk?
But why hasn't he deleted them?
Maybe he hasn't had time.
Shut up, voice of reason. You're just making excuses. He's had plenty of time. What about all that time he was sitting in the hospital next to my bed?
Maybe he wasn't sure yet that you'd get back together. That it would work.
But he told me that we talked about it just before I was hit. That we were planning to—
Just get down to business and find that friend of his.
I took a deep breath and kept scrolling. Amid the names of all those women, there was one for Chris.
Chris? I frowned, trying to remember. Chris? That name rang a bell. Didn't he have a friend, Christopher something?
It was worth a look. The contact info told me nothing, just a name and number. I decided to take a quick peek and see if there were any text conversations that would give me a clue whether this was the guy I was looking for. I searched for Chris and clicked without thinking, determined only to scan and see whether this might be the guy.
Uh…not a guy at all. A woman. A naked woman. Um, a naked woman doing herself. Punctuated with dick pictures Nigel had been texting her. He'd been sexting with this woman.
My stomach turned over. I felt lightheaded. I took a deep breath, trying not to be sick on the terrace. The phone trembled in my hand.
Okay. So he's been sexting? We weren't together. He was entitled to do whatever he wanted…
Until I saw how far the dates went back—well into last year. That was when the lid to Pandora's box flew wide open and the furies hit the fan. Woman after woman. Nigel had been sending dick pictures and sexting with dozens of women for years while we'd still been together. Or supposedly together.
Liar. Cheat.
Suddenly everything came into question. Was this afternoon call really about his uncle? Or was it a booty call? An overnight stay? Come on. That was suspicious. I hated the thoughts that ran through my mind. They were worse than the anger. Much worse. Self-recrimination. Blame. Feeling that I really didn't know the man I thought I loved, the man I'd been in love with for a decade.
It was easy enough to see how he could hide this from me. I mean, we were separated by an ocean and on separate continents ninety-five percent of the time. The bigger question was why? Why hang on to me? Why not cut me loose? Why make the pretense of a relationship?
The pictures explained his resistance to getting married. And another reason he didn't want to leave London and the UK. He had women all over the city and country.
Wait. I was remembering again. Snatches from my most recent visit. Nigel knew I wanted more. I wanted a life together and he still chose to keep me on the line. Bastard.
The phone trembled in my hand. I was cold and numb.
But that women weren't even the worst of what was in Nigel's phone. I was looking for a man, a buddy of his. And now I was damn well going to find him if I had to look through every bloody thing on his phone. This potentially fictitious buddy. I steeled myself to see every betrayal. I almost had to see them.
Finally, amid the little-black-book nature of his contact list, one guy did come up—Randy Dixon.
I nearly dropped the phone. Randy Dixon. Randy Dickless. With an American phone number and Seattle area code.
I almost laughed, maybe a bit hysterically, as the memory came back. Dylan. Comicon. That ass Randy hit on me. He's Austin's nemesis.
I didn't know how I knew that. I just did. Why would Randy be in Nigel's phone?
I had to find out.
Records of phone calls. At least a dozen. Text conversations. Randy contacting Nigel. Telling him he could help Nigel out if Nigel would help him. Just one little thing he had to do. One message to pass along for him. Plotting ways to bring Austin down and get him out of the picture. To keep him in the States. Plotting how Nigel could take his place in the promos and get me back.
My stomach heaved. I reached the bushes just in time. All that lovely café seafood lost. I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand and leaned over, telling myself to breathe.
I can't stay here. Damn you, Nigel! I can't stay another minute.
There was no longer any need to call Beth. My decision was clear. The evidence was damning.
Austin. Austin was an innocent victim. The thought made me almost sick again. The evil behind the act. The lack of concern for another person. I couldn't believe it of Nigel. The Nigel I knew wouldn't…
But that was ridiculous. He had. The evidence swam before my eyes.
Was Nigel so selfish and desirous of fame? His pride so stung? How could he be a party to framing an innocent guy?
Cam had told me that Austin was working on a top-secret project in a top-secret facility. But was there more to it than he was letting on? Was he being held under suspicion of something possibly criminal? That was what the conversation seemed to imply.
I didn't remember Austin yet. Not really. But I was furious on his behalf. I had to help him. I would help him. I glanced at the phone again. He needed, deserved, to have this proof of his innocence. I didn't have cell coverage here at the cottage. Think, Blair.
Think.
If I took the phone to the cliffs, I could forward the texts. But then Nigel would know I'd forwarded them. I was in no mood to go to the cliffs now. I wasn't even sure I had the energy. I wanted to get out of here now. If I did, I couldn't take the phone and have Nigel accuse me of stealing it. I bit my lip.
I stared at the phone. I didn't have coverage, true, but that didn't disable the camera on my phone. I snapped pictures of all the damning texts. Nigel wouldn't have a clue I'd done it.
I ran to the house. The number for a car service was by the phone. I called and asked them to send someone immediately.
I ran upstairs and hastily threw everything I wanted into one suitcase. It only took a few minutes. I decided to leave the winter clothes and old case behind. They were part of another life, my old life I now longer wanted. I wasn't even exactly sure where I was heading. London? Edinburgh? I wasn't cleared to fly yet, so I couldn't go home to Seattle.
Right now, I just had to get out of here and get cell coverage.
The landline rang as I came downstairs with my suitcase. I eyed it warily. What if it was Nigel, realizing he'd left his phone?
I had to answer it. "Yes?"
It was the car service, explaining that security wouldn't let them in the gate. Could I meet them there?
Meet them there! Even in full health, it was too far to walk. Weakened and with a suitcase?
"Hang on. Let me call the house and get this straightened out," I said.
I called the house and security.
"I'm sorry, ma'am. With your celebrity status and the master away, we have instructions not to let anyone on the property."
"Then come get me and take me to the gate." I had no time to argue with them.
"Sorry again, ma'am. But we have orders to make sure you stay on the property. For your safety, I'm afraid."
I slammed the phone down, called the car service back, and dismissed them.
I'm a prisoner here.
I had to think. I grabbed my phone and headed for the cliffs and cell coverage.

A ustin
I was in the habit of checking the news from the UK first thing in the morning. I woke early and grabbed my tablet, bringing up the UK news and Jamie sites. Looking at the social media feeds from Jamie.
And there it was—the thing I'd been dreading, the first promo piece from Blair and Nigel for the upcoming season of Jamie. They were sitting in an open-air café in a marina, chatting with Alistair Helyer, Reggie. There was that smug, smiling Nigel.
My heart stopped. I balled my first as the camera panned past Blair. There she was. With him. Nigel had his arm around the back of her chair in that possessive pose, as if she were his.
You can't imagine my feelings. She looked beautiful and bruised. And tired. She was wearing one of the sundresses she'd bought for the trip. One of the dresses she and Beth had picked up specifically because they knew I'd like it. One of the dresses she'd intended to wear on our trip through England.
Heartbroken. How do you describe having your heart completely snapped in two without sounding clichéd and melodramatic?
But was it my imagination, or did Blair look peeved? You had to know her very well to see it. The set of her jaw. A hardness in her eyes. And then she started giving Alistair hell.
She's defending Connor.
Smiling, witty, her old sense of humor back. Defending Connor and Jamie.
She's picking Jamie over Reggie.
Why should that fill me with so much damned hope and optimism? Of course she picked Jamie. Almost every woman did. But this was personal. There she was sitting between two Reggies. Two handsome Brits, one of them fawning over her, and she was defending Connor and Jamie. And by default, I hoped like hell that meant me. She was defending me. Whether she knew it or not, she was choosing me.

Blair
I had my phone out in front of me like a flashlight, hoping I had enough energy to make it to an area where I got cell coverage. I was looking for those almost imaginary-seeming bars of service with the urgency of looking for a lost child. Dear old uncle, should he recover from whatever medical emergency he was having, should really insist on a cell tower on his land. Although I was determined, and fueled by adrenaline, I was tiring quickly. I hadn't intended to make this walk twice in the same day.
I paused to catch my breath and forced myself to keep going. I was nearing the crest of the cliff when the first service bar popped up in the corner of my screen. I turned and looked back at the cottage across the way. I'd come a long way. I rested for a second with my arm on my knee. Just a little farther. I pushed on.
A few more steps, another bar. Texts starting pinging in, one after another. The reassuring sounds of civilization and modern communication. I ignored them. Time to read them later. A couple more steps; three bars now. I should be safe to send pictures. I brought up the photos of Nigel's phone screens.
I hesitated, stupidly. Sentimentally. Grieving. But only for an instant. What was the point of hanging on? Mourning something that maybe never was? Or only had been years ago when we were young and passionate.
I selected all of the pictures and texted them to Austin with the message, Your nemesis has been up to his old tricks. Sorry I didn't find these sooner.
I held my breath and watched as the messages sent. Would he notice I hadn't said, I love you? How could I when I didn't remember if I did? When I only knew I felt something for him? When I was so emotionally fragile?
When the messages were gone, I collapsed, cross-legged, onto the grass. I waited for a response, looking out across the sparkling water with tears in my eyes. Memories, one after another, began tumbling back so fast it was dizzying.
I crossed my arms and rested my head in them, trying to grasp everything.
My phone made a ping. I lifted my head and looked at the phone in my hand.
Blair? Is it really you? Are you okay?
Austin! Yes, it's me. You'll have to take my word on that, lol. I could be an evil impersonator, I suppose. Call me. I need to talk to you. I need your help.
My phone rang in my hand. "Austin!"
But the beautiful American accent that greeted me wasn't Austin's. "Sorry to disappoint. It's Lazer. Do you remember me?" he said.
"Yes." Yes, I remembered!
The tension left his voice. "I'm manning Austin's phone. He's still out of touch in the top-secret black-box facility. Did you get his text?"
"Maybe," I said, frowning. "I haven't had time to look. I just got cell coverage. I wanted to send the pictures before I did anything else. You saw the texts I just sent, obviously. That's why you called, right? Get them to Austin and get him out of wherever he is. I need him here. I need to know he's all right. That his life isn't ruined because of me."
The story tumbled out. All of it. Everything that had happened since I arrived at Heathrow, in condensed version. Except for the miscarriage.
"You remember?" Lazer said. "You remember Austin? He'll be so damned happy."
"I'm remembering." Tears filled my eyes.
"All right. Fantastic. This calls for a rescue mission. We have to get you out of there. Hang on, Blair." I heard a rustle. "What time is it, anyway? Okay. Almost eight fifteen in the morning here. Add eight hours. That makes it around four fifteen in the afternoon where you are.”
He sounded distracted. He was counting and doing some quiet math. "It will take me an hour or two to arrange things. And then eight hours or so to get to you. If we're lucky, and all the people I need to reach take my calls, we should be able to reach you in the early morning hours. Around three shall we say? That will give us a small margin of error. Can you hang on that long, Blair?"
"Yes." I smiled, blinking back tears.
"Good. I'll get the guys. With these texts, I should be able to break Austin out. We'll be there. You're still at the cottage on the Beech House estate, right?"
"Yes."
"But you have cell coverage now?"
"Only out here on the cliffs."
"The cliffs?"
"Don't sound so worried." I laughed. "I'm not going to throw myself off. Not now. Not with a rescue imminent."
"Damn, Blair, you are
back."
"Just get here. And you damn well better bring Austin."
"Aye-aye," Lazer said. "How do I reach you?"
"The cottage has a landline." I gave him the number. "Hurry, Lazer. Hurry."
After we hung up, I looked for the text from Austin that Lazer had mentioned. As I scrolled through my texts, I was moved almost to tears by the outpouring of love and support from friends and colleagues. I had caused a lot of people a lot of worry.
There were messages from the Jamie staff offering their encouragement. A few funny ones from Connor congratulating me on getting out of the hospital. More serious and sympathetic ones from Samantha Roberts. Messages from the PR department rescheduling engagements.
And one from the Seattle police department wanting to speak to me about Bob Price's "suspicious" death.
I froze. Suspicious death? Since when? Okay, sure, he hadn't looked good to me, like his meds weren't doing what they were supposed to—
Wait a minute! I was remembering again. At least that much.
What else? Headboards banging on walls. Erica calling for help. I squinted. CPR. Both of us. Nothing. I had nothing more.
Since when was it a crime to have sex with your husband? Even if he had a weak heart. For all I knew, it was the way he wanted to go.
I texted the detective that there was nothing I could tell him. I explained, in somewhat technical terms, about my head injury and memory loss. I hoped that satisfied him. I didn't want to get in the middle of a murder investigation, if that was what this was. And it was the truth. My memories were sketchy and unreliable. The strongest ones were emotional, as much feelings as fact.
I pressed on until I found the text Lazer had mentioned. There was just one from Austin. I read it with a lump in my throat.
Hey, Blair, this is Austin. Remember me? No, of course you don't. But I remember you, Southron. As soon as I get this project put to bed, you and I are going on a date. In England. In Scotland. On the damn moon if you want. I'm going to woo you all over again, because I know one thing to the core of my soul—I might be forgettable, but our love isn't.
What a fool I'd been. It didn't matter. I didn't care what kind of head injury I had. I didn't care that it was a miracle I hadn't been killed or permanently disabled. How could I have ever forgotten this man?

A ustin
Jerry Wilkes called me into a meeting in a private conference room. "Our investigation has concluded. We're satisfied that someone has attempted to frame you."
Sudden, abrupt, and to the point. I hadn't even had time to get nervous.
I frowned, stunned, and unsure what, exactly, was going on. I didn't want to get my hopes up too soon. I was confident I was proving my loyalty and innocence. Even so, this was sudden.
I stared at him. "What does this mean? Am I free to go?"
"We're ready to process your exit," Jerry said. "The paperwork is ready. We'll need assurances of your continued cooperation should we need it."
I nodded. I'd do just about anything to get the hell out of here and get to the UK.
Jerry shook my hand. "Good job, MacDougall. If you ever decide you want to work for us, let me know. We'll gladly take you on. You have my number."
With that, he turned me over to a lawyer and an administrator to handle the paperwork. Less than an hour later, I was alone in the room, waiting for the ride they promised.
I stared out the window, eager and nervous as hell as I planned my reunion with Blair. The door opened. I looked up just as Lazer strolled in.
"Get your shit, buddy. Your girlfriend just replied to your text and saved your ass." He was grinning like a fool.
"What?" He had to be kidding. "Blair is responsible for my sudden release?"
"No shit. Blair. And me. What? You thought it was your brilliant code?" He laughed. "I'll give you all the details on the way—"
I couldn't hold down my smile. "The way to where?"
"The south coast of Cornwall, buddy." Lazer was enjoying this a little too much. "That douche Nigel has practically kidnapped your woman. The guys are already on their way to the airport. I've hired a private plane. We're mounting a rescue."
He slapped me on the back. "I told you waiting for her to respond was the right thing to do." Lazer nodded, agreeing with himself. "Never look desperate. Women like playing the game as much as we do. Scarcity drives demand. Attaining the nearly unattainable is all the sweeter." He winked. "Come on."
I was really a free man. I couldn't believe it. "I need my passport—"
Lazer pulled it from his pocket and waved it in front of me. "Let's get going before someone changes their mind. There's no time to waste."
"Where the hell is my new phone?" I said to him. "I want to see that beautiful text."
"Sorry, buddy. That phone is in the hands of the authorities. It has evidence they needed to clear you and, hopefully, nail Randy."
"What the hell? Are they going to confiscate all my phones?" I headed toward the door.
Lazer slapped me on the back. "Not to worry. I got you another new one. It's in the car."
"Are you at least going to tell me what the text said?"
He nodded. "On the way. But don't get your hopes up. There were no I-long-for-you-tragicallys or passionate I-love-yous."
"I suppose saving me is proof enough of her love." I was still stunned, but planning ahead. "I'm going to need my kilt."
"Historical or modern?" Lazer held the door open.
"Both," I said.
Lazer shrugged. "They returned your luggage to me. Your bags are in the car. If your kilts were in your suitcases, we're good to go."
"They were," I said with a grin. "What are we waiting for? Let's go rescue my Southron."





CHAPTER 13
Tuesday
Blair
As three a.m. approached, I listened for the sound of a car coming down the driving path. How was Lazer planning to get past the security gate? Ram it? Hack it? Scale it?
My pulse leaped. I jumped at everything. Imagined every possible thing that could go wrong. What if Nigel came home sooner than expected?
My bag sat by the door, packed and ready to go. My memories were still coming back rapid-fire. It was amazing how many of them you can store in six months. I still wasn't sure I was remembering everything. I was afraid I was forgetting something essential about Austin. About how much I loved him. About how he loved me.
But that text. The sense of humor. I smiled every time I thought about it. I was excited, and nervous, about seeing him.
I remembered the scene at the airport. Austin urging me to go on and catch the flight. He'd catch up later. He'd promised. You had to love a man who kept his promises.
The phone rang. I jumped so hard I nearly hit the roof. I was shaking as I answered, hoping it wasn't Nigel again. He'd called earlier. I'd let it ring and go to the answering machine. Even now, I couldn't stand to hear his voice. I hadn't replayed the message.
I grabbed the phone on the fourth ring.
"Blair?" It was Lazer again.
"Where's Austin?" I literally bit my nails. Why wasn't he calling? Hadn't they gotten him out? Had they failed?
"He's here. With us. Preparing to lead the charge and rescue you. Cam, Dylan, and Jeremy are here, too." Lazer's voice was filled with excitement, as if this was a grand adventure. Something right out of one of his video games. "Look. There's no time. Grab your bags and meet us on the beach. We're coming in. We'll be there in minutes."
The night was clear. The moon wasn't full, but there was enough of it to light the peaks of the pulsing waves.
"On the beach?" I looked out the window toward the silvery water. "Where are you?"
"The mouth of the cove," he said. "Hurry. We don't want to linger. We don't want your captor's security catching up to us."
"Captor is maybe a little harsh," I said.
"Don't spoil our fun." He laughed and said something to someone else in a muffled voice. It sounded like, "I'll stop telling people to hurry when they actually start hurrying."
"What?" I said.
"Look for a rigid inflatable boat. Don't say a thing to anyone."
"Ummm…there's no one else here." I shook my head. "You know that, right?"
"Good. Fewer chances for complications," Lazer said. "We're sneaking in, stealthily. With our electric motor, no one will hear us. You'll have to watch for us."
"All right. I'm coming." In my excitement, I slammed the phone down a little too enthusiastically. I grimaced, hoping I hadn't broken his eardrum.
I grabbed my bag and hauled it to the sandy beach of the cove. I was still wearing sandals and my sundress, with my luckenbooth brooch pinned to the dress. And hoping that Austin would appreciate them more than Nigel had. I had a memory of shopping with Beth and picking the dress out. I hoped I was right.
As my eyes adjusted to the dark, I scanned the waters for the boat. The inflatable boat came into view, a silent shadow with a man at the helm and two others in the back. I grinned. My pulse raced.
I waved with my phone on flashlight over my head, signaling them as if I was a fan at a rock concert. I realized I might be giving us away, and ruining the fun, and shut the flashlight off. I watched, nervously bouncing as the boat approached the shore.
The boat came in as far in as it could go without bottoming out, no more than ten feet offshore, and hovered. A powerfully built man in a black T-shirt and kilt sprang over the side, one hand on the side and over in a single bound, and splashed into the water on his feet. His movements were graceful and athletic. Mesmerizing.
My heart stopped. And then pounded back into action as it recognized and reacted to him.
Then he was running toward me, water splashing, arms pumping. Silhouetted in the moonlight, he was beautiful and well built. Strong.
Without consciously thinking, I was suddenly running toward him as if my body, heart, and soul had a mind of their own, sand flying, arms outstretched toward him, dress fluttering around my knees.
We met on the edge of the water.
I threw myself in his arms. "Austin!" I buried my head in his neck, wetting it with my tears of joy and relief. How could I have forgotten him? Had I really forgotten him? Or would my heart have recognized him even if my mind couldn't? Would it always know him?
He kissed my hair. "Blair." His voice broke.
It was so damned good to hear my name on his lips. To feel his body next to mine, strong and confident and warm. To feel his pulse leap with mine.
I tipped my face up and stared into his eyes. With the moon behind him, he seemed almost otherworldly, like a Celtic god come to save me. He looked as stunned and happy as I was. I closed my eyes and tilted my head. His lips came down on mine like they belonged there. Like we'd never been apart. Hard and possessive. Hungry.
I opened my mouth to him and my soul. This was the man I belonged with, now and forever. Any doubt I might have had was swept away as he pressed me to him. My body reacted to him. Bruised and healing, tender and delicate from losing the beginning of life it had carried, it wanted him. I wanted him. I would have had him at the edge of the beach, if we'd been alone. In the cold, gently lapping water with sand everywhere.
When we finally broke the kiss, neither of us could stop smiling.
"Southron, you're a heap of trouble sometimes, lass," he said, quoting a line from Jamie.
"Am I now?" I was almost breathless with happiness.
"So you remember me?" He was suddenly tentative. After the passion of that kiss, it took me by surprise and was sweet and endearing. "Or are you faking it?"
"How could I ever fake it with you?" I took his face in my hands, still hardly able to believe he was real.
"Good to know." He glanced down at his kilt. "Because I sure as hell can't fake it with you. You're a kilt lifter, Southron, if I ever saw one."
I laughed. "We'll have to do something about that
later."
"I'll have to do something about it before I get back to the boat. If the guys see it…" He made a face. "I didn't think this kilt thing through thoroughly enough. I should have factored in the long absence."
I laughed. "And here I thought you were better at math than that."
It was so good to be back with him. I pushed my fears about telling him about the miscarriage aside. The flow had almost completely stopped now. I would have to tell him eventually. Or did he know? Had he known about the pregnancy? It still puzzled me. The pregnancy was the one thing I couldn't remember. Maybe Beth was right. Maybe I hadn't known about it. Maybe it had been too soon to tell. Maybe he didn't have to know. Maybe I could dance around it.
"Would you two lovebirds cut it out and get on the damn boat before someone spots us?" the pilot called from driver's seat of the boat.
"Cam!" I waved to him, joyfully recognizing his voice.
"Don't forget me!" Jeremy waved.
I waved back. "Where's Dylan?" It wasn't a party without Dylan.
"He was too much weight for the boat. He's waiting with Lazer on the yacht." Austin reluctantly released me as Jeremy splashed to the shore. He grabbed my hand as if he couldn't bear to completely lose touch.
"Bags?" Jeremy asked.
I pointed him to them. "Yacht. You guys have a yacht?"
Austin nodded. "Of course we do. We're rich men of leisure now. And besides, Lazer rented it."
"Still sticking Lazer with the bill? He's going to start expecting all of you to pay your way now." I looked out into the cove. "Where is it?"
"Out in the channel," Austin said, very casual about it.
"You guys came here through the English Channel?" I shook my head. "Don't tell me you came from France?"
He laughed, hugging me as if I might disappear. "Not quite."
Jeremy came up to us with my bags in his hands. "This it?"
I nodded and bent to take my sandals off, ready to wade to the boat.
"You'll get wet." Austin scooped me into his arms.
Who was I to argue?
The three of us splashed to the boat, Jeremy with my bags, and me in Austin's strong, steady arms. I wrapped my arms around his neck. I was in exactly the place I dreamed of being.
As Jeremy loaded my bag and Austin helped me into the boat, a pair of lights appeared on the road from the estate toward the shore.
"Headlights!" Jeremy pointed. "Let's get the fuck out of here."
Cam pulled me in. Austin jumped in after me. Jeremy scrambled over the edge.
"Hit it!" Austin said when most of our limbs were in.
Cam put the boat in gear. We jolted out into the cove. If we'd had a gasoline motor, we would have roared away. As it was, we made a wake and moved away quickly, but soundlessly, the wind whipping our hair.
The car pulled up at the end of the parking area. Nigel's car. I recognized its silhouette.
"What's he doing back so soon?" I shivered and turned to Austin. "He's not supposed to be back until tomorrow."
"Depending on your definition, it is tomorrow," Austin said.
Nigel jumped out, spotted us, and screamed at us to stop as he ran for the beach.
Sound carries particularly well over the water at night. Especially if there's no engine roar to mute it. Nigel screamed obscenities at us and gave us the finger.
"And that's the man you almost threw me over for?" Austin said with an amused, almost comical expression.
"He should learn to swear better," Cam said.
"Amateur," Jeremy agreed.
I laughed and cuddled into Austin. "In my defense, I had a head injury."
"You're saying you were literally soft in the head?" Austin said, pulling me against him.
"There are more technical terms, but yeah. I guess a bruised brain counts as soft."
"You're shivering." Dressed in his modern kilt, he didn't have any plaid to pull over me. He wrapped me in his arms and a blanket they'd brought along.
I rested against him.
Onshore, Nigel was furious, stomping and screaming at us. Shaking his fist.
"Too bad there's no cell coverage at the cottage," I said. "He can't text us his displeasure."
"Expect a phone full of it tomorrow," Austin said as we slid farther out of the cove toward the English Channel.
"So, after the yacht, where are we going?" I leaned my head on Austin's shoulder.
"Camelot," Austin said. "I'm taking my woman to romantic Camelot."
"You mean Tintagel?" I was pleasantly, and happily, surprised. "I've always wanted to go there."
"I know, Southron," he said. "You said a time or two. It was on our itinerary."
I lifted my head and looked up into his eyes. "Was it?" I tried to remember. "How could I have forgotten?"
He looked a little sheepish. "It was on my secret itinerary. I was planning to surprise you with a quick trip there after we filmed our promos."
I laughed. He was so incredibly sweet. "You didn't have to confess. I'd never have known. It sounds wonderfully romantic. Do I get to be Guinevere?"
He sighed dramatically. "Guinevere is a woman who can't make up her mind, isn't she? Arthur or Lancelot?"
"You don't have to worry about me," I said, with the full power of my emotions in my voice. "I know my mind, completely."
He held my gaze and smiled softly. "That's good to hear, Blair. For a while there—" He cleared his throat as if he was having trouble keeping his emotions in check. "It doesn't matter now. Let's just say it didn't look good for me, and Jamie." He gave me the Connor Reid look. "From Camelot, we'll travel to Scotland by sea. I hear you can't fly yet. Trains are mundane. Have you ever cruised the coast of England to Scotland before, Southron?"
"No, not that I remember," I said, with as much of a straight face as I could manage.
"At least it will seem like the first time," Austin said.
I laughed.
"Fortunately, we have a medicine chest full of Dramamine for that one," Jeremy said, nodding to Austin. "Seasickness. He's the worst. Every time we try to take him salmon fishing in Westport, he chums the poor fish."
Austin cleared his throat again and gave Jeremy the signal to shut the hell up. I could pretty well imagine what he was talking about. A good many people lost their lunch going over the bar at Westport and on those charter fishing tours.
Jeremy rolled his eyes and looked at me. "Well?" He opened his arms for a hug. "Is Austin going to hog you all to himself all night? Or can you squeeze in a hug for a friend and baggage handler?"
I was enough happy to oblige, but reluctant to leave Austin and his warmth. I stood and hugged Jeremy enthusiastically.
"We can sail all the way to Glasgow," Jeremy said. "But we'll have to go to Edinburgh and Inverness by land from there."
"I'm sure there will be plenty of distilleries along the way to ease the pain of land travel," Cam said.
I walked to the front of the boat and hugged him from behind as he drove. I couldn't leave Cam out of the action. "Thank you," I whispered in his ear.
I returned to Austin's side—and lap. "I can't tell you how happy I am to see all of you. To remember you!"
The guys seemed almost embarrassed by my outburst.
I wrapped my arms around Austin's neck again. "And I'm really happy to remember you."
"Not half as happy as I am." He fingered the brooch I'd pinned to my dress. "You're wearing my love token."
"Aye, lad, I am." I stroked his chin. "Even when I couldn't really remember, I knew there were good feelings associated with this." I paused. "Remember that Avebury tea leaf reader?"
His brow furrowed. "Ah. The one who predicted you'd meet me at Comicon?"
"The very one." I kissed him lightly. "I met with her again. She told me what the brooch means."
"Did she now?"
"And she reiterated you're the one for me."
"I knew there was a reason I liked her." He grinned and slid his large, warm hand up my thigh beneath my skirt. "Don't ever step in front of a moving car again. My heart can't take it."
"Nor mine." I stared into his eyes. "Is it over? Is your name cleared? Is Randy Dickless defeated?"
"They didn't say," he said. "As far as we know, he's still a free man."
I swallowed hard.
Austin ran his fingers gently through my hair. "Don't think about it tonight. Right now, our only mission is to take our PR tour back from Nigel's evil clutches." He leaned in and whispered in my ear, "And make mad, passionate love as we get reacquainted."
"To Camelot, then. By all means." I tipped my face up and kissed him as we sped into the night.
I would have been perfectly happy. I really should have been. Damn those niggling worries. I would have to be a fool to believe Nigel was going to quietly go away and give up his newfound fame without a fight. I knew better than anyone, really knew now, how vindictive he could be. Randy Dixon was still free to cause trouble. He'd quickly realize Austin had thwarted him once again and try to take revenge. And I had the feeling the detective in Seattle wasn't going to take my amnesia as an excuse once word of my memory returning got out.
For now, I pushed all those thoughts aside and lost myself in Austin's kiss, wishing we never had to return to the real world.

Thank You!
Thanks for reading Simply Blair! I hope you enjoyed it!
If you liked Simply Blair you’ll want to read Simply Austin, the next book in the series, right away. Grab your copy today!
Want to know when my next book will be out? Sign up for my new release newsletter at ginarobinson.com. If you’re on the list, you’ll always be the first to know about new releases, including when the next Jet City romance will be available.
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If you enjoyed Simply Blair
please review it. Your reviews help others find this book and others in the series. Every review is very much appreciated!
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