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      A storm shattered Gabriel’s heart. A second storm offers him another chance. Will he ever love again or is he too broken to accept Sam’s love?

      

      As he does every day, Gabriel stands vigil on the cliffs, lost in the memories of his dead family. But as another storm rolls in, Gabriel sees a boat sinking beneath the huge waves. Will he get to the boat in time to save anyone trapped?

      

      Sam wakes to discover he’s been rescued from a storm by a brooding, handsome stranger with a tragic past. He remembers nothing except the fear that stalks him every time he closes his eyes.

      

      Gabriel finds himself unwillingly attracted to his houseguest, and Sam just wants to take away the pain in the eyes of the lonely widower. But first they need to find out who Sam is and why he’s having nightmares. Can Gabriel and Sam save each other and find a second chance at love?

      A heart-warming tale of love and healing broken hearts with a taste of suspense.
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      Gabriel

      “Daddy, Daddy, look at me! Look at me! Mummy, Daddy’s here!”

      Leaving his mother by the picnic basket, Michael ran across the beach, his face alight with laughter, his pale blond hair whipped by the wind. Gabriel Pennant strode across the damp sand, inhaling the salty air with pleasure after a morning hunched over the keyboard. He deserved time on the beach with his family.

      He was a freelance web developer, not a miracle worker. Some clients didn’t understand he couldn’t create Facebook for the price of a cup of coffee. But now it didn’t matter. He could relax with Jenny and Michael and play hooky for the rest of the afternoon. He grinned at his wife and then ran across the wet sand, ready to meet his son in the middle of the beach and swing him on his shoulders.

      He frowned. Something was wrong. The closer he got, the farther away Michael seemed to be.

      “Come on, Daddy!” Michael held out his thin arms to his father.

      Gabriel ran forward to catch him, but their fingers never touched. Michael was just out of reach.

      “Daddy! Daddy!”

      Now there was fear in Michael’s voice, and his big eyes were wide and scared. He called and called to Gabriel, his voice echoing along the beach, but Gabriel was rooted to the spot, unable to help his young son.

      “Daddy, where are you? Why aren’t you here?”

      Michael’s panicked voice repeated over and over, but Gabriel was unable to help him.

      “Gabriel?”

      Still lost in his painful thoughts, Gabriel Pennant shivered in the chill wind that blew across the Cornish clifftops, and shoved his hands into the pockets of his thin jacket. Earlier in the day, the tourists and families had wandered past him, taking advantage of the late autumn sunshine. They vanished as the evening approached and the temperature dropped, but Gabriel barely noticed their disappearance. He was more concerned with what he saw out to sea. The sky overhead was still a deep blue, but storm clouds had gathered on the horizon. The wind had increased too and whipped his shaggy hair around his face. Gabriel pushed a sea-dampened lock behind his ears, but it was a futile gesture, as it was back in his eyes with the next gust.

      “Why am I not surprised to find you here?”

      Gabriel looked up to see his brother-in-law standing next to him. He’d been so lost in memories of Jenny and Michael that Gabriel hadn’t noticed Toby’s approach. “Hey.”

      “How long have you been standing there?”

      Gabriel shrugged. “A couple of hours.”

      Toby snorted sceptically. “And the rest?”

      Gabriel didn’t bother to argue. Toby knew him too well. He’d been standing on the clifftop for at least four hours.

      “There’s a storm coming,” Toby said.

      “It’s going to be a bad one.” Gabriel had checked the local news before he left his cottage, although he grimaced at the blond weathergirl when she cheerily discussed the oncoming storm as though it weren’t important, as though there were no consequences when the weather wreaked its vengeance on the people who lived by the coastline.

      “Gabriel, you can’t stay here all day.”

      “I won’t,” Gabriel lied. “I’ve got work to do back at the cottage.”

      He hoped Toby would take the hint and leave him alone, but to his surprise, Toby grasped his shoulder and forced Gabriel to look at him. Toby’s worried expression touched Gabriel even as it exasperated him. “Gabriel, go home. They’re not coming back.”

      Gabriel stiffened and pulled away. “Leave it.”

      “I can’t. You’re my friend, and I’m worried about you.” Toby shook his head. “You’ll stand on this cliff until kingdom come. They’re gone. Jenny and Michael are dead. It’s been over a year, and they’re not coming back.”

      “Shut your mouth.” Gabriel clenched his fists in fury, a heartbeat away from punching Toby square in the face. How dare he. How dare he. “Don’t talk about them like that.” He stopped, the lump in his throat preventing him from yelling his anger.

      He didn’t need reminding that his family was gone, torn apart by a freak storm. The last time he’d seen them, Jenny had got Michael to help her pack a picnic. They’d left Gabriel to work and gone down to play on the beach for the day. He remembered the moment he ran to the beach to find it empty, no trace of them left bar one of Michael’s shoes.

      Despite extensive searching, their bodies were never found. The search was called off, and their funerals were held. Gabriel wanted to scream that they weren’t dead, that those were empty coffins, but he’d stood there, ignoring all attempts to console him as the priest spouted useless platitudes that comforted no one. He had never stopped searching for his family. Even if the rest of the world had given up on Jenny and Michael, he wouldn’t.

      Apparently realising he’d gone too far, Toby apologetically put his hand out, but Gabriel stepped back, out of his reach. Toby sighed. “I don’t want to upset you.”

      “I’m not upset,” Gabriel snapped, furious at the pity in Toby’s eyes. He’d become only too familiar with that expression over the past year—pity and a touch of exasperation because he wasn’t moving on with his life. As if he could move on. As if he wanted to.

      Toby sighed and shoved his hands into his pockets. “Jenny wouldn’t want you to live like this, spending hours staring out at sea. What are you trying to do?”

      “You think I don’t know they’re dead?” Gabriel said, hating the catch in his voice on the last word. “You think I don’t live with their deaths every single minute, every day?”

      “I know you do. But all you do is stand here?” Toby asked. “Day in, day out? Hours and hours? You don’t do anything except watch the sea.”

      “I work.”

      Toby snorted again. “Hidden away in the cottage. When was the last time you walked into the village or came around for dinner? You never talk to anyone except me.”

      “I’ve always worked at home,” Gabriel pointed out. “Since we—I—moved to the village, I’ve worked at home. You know that.”

      “Yeah, but you used to visit us. Charlie keeps knocking on my door, asking to visit you. He thinks it’s his fault you don’t visit him or us.”

      Gabriel flinched at Toby’s reproachful expression. Charlie had been Michael’s best friend. Gabriel didn’t want to say that seeing Charlie was like a punch to the gut, a reminder of what he’d lost. Then he looked up and realised he didn’t have to say anything. Toby understood only too well.

      A rumble of thunder in the distance attracted Gabriel’s attention. The dark clouds were much closer now, and the temperature had dropped. Gabriel shivered. “Get home, Toby, before you get wet.”

      “What about you?” Toby asked.

      Gabriel pushed his hair back from his face. “I won’t stay much longer. I’ll just make sure no boats are in trouble.”

      “Is that why you spend so much time here?”

      “I couldn’t save Jenny and Michael, but I might be able to save someone else.”

      Understanding dawned on Toby’s face. “You’re looking for people in trouble?”

      “No one was looking out for them. Not even me.”

      “Gabriel, you know no one could’ve saved Jenny and Michael. It was a freak surge. They probably didn’t know what hit them.”

      The thought of Jenny and Michael swept off the beach by a wave, Jenny struggling to get back to the beach, Michael ripped out of her arms, their lungs filling with water. The thought of their empty eyes, their dead bodies sinking to the bottom—it was a nightmare that filled Gabriel’s waking and sleeping hours.

      Gabriel needed to be alone. “Go home, Toby. You don’t have to comfort me. I’ll go home soon.”

      Toby seemed to grasp he was on a losing wicket. He sighed again. “She was my twin. I miss her too.” He walked away, ignoring Gabriel’s harsh indrawn breath.

      Toby was Gabriel’s ex-brother-in-law, Jenny’s twin brother. He had mourned the loss of his sister and nephew as much as Gabriel had. Gabriel knew that, but he couldn’t take the weight of Toby’s grief as well as his own. He could just about handle Toby’s mother-hen tendencies. The man had no issue with scolding Gabriel for not taking care of himself.

      The first cool raindrops splattered Gabriel’s face, and the air was heavy with the promise of a thunderstorm. His cottage was hidden behind the trees, next to Toby’s. They had been neighbours for over eight years. Their families had spent many hours walking the clifftops together.

      He looked over the edge of the cliff—the urge to throw himself over was strong, but he’d resisted that compulsion many times—but the beach was still empty, choppy steel-grey waves trimmed with white foam crashing onto the sand. Gabriel looked out to the horizon. He couldn’t see any sign of life, and he turned away. Toby was right. It was time to go home.

      He’d barely taken one step when something in the sea caught his eye. He squinted at the waves, trying to focus on what had attracted his attention, but he couldn’t see anything. It must have been a seagull. Gabriel was about to give up when he spotted it again and took a few seconds to realise it was a small white boat being thrown about by the waves. As he watched, the boat dipped below the water. Gabriel fumbled with his phone and was about to call 999 when he saw the boat dip once more. He cursed, knowing the Coast Guard wouldn’t arrive in time, no matter how quick they were. He didn’t even know if there was anyone in the boat, but he had to try.

      Gabriel ran to the steep steps and hurried down as fast as he could, cursing out loud when he slipped on the damp wood. He flailed but managed to regain his footing and resume his downward descent, albeit at a slower pace. His wet hair got in his eyes, and he impatiently pushed it back, anxious to reach the dinghy moored at the bottom of the steps. Gabriel worked on automatic as he pushed the dinghy into the crashing waves, refusing to think about how slim his chances were as he steered toward the approximate place where he’d seen the boat. He had to find it.

      Spray after spray drenched him as he combed the area, leaving his eyes raw and his body shivering from the cold. His sodden hair resisted all of Gabriel’s attempts to stay out of his eyes. As he crisscrossed the bay, the rain only got heavier, and the dinghy was in danger of turning over in the roiling waves. Where the hell is it? If he didn’t go back soon, he’d be the one in danger of drowning.

      I’d be with Jenny and Michael.

      The thought wasn’t a new one. Gabriel had wrestled with the idea since the day he lost them. Toby would have killed him if he ever admitted it.

      “Where are you?” His words were whipped away by the wind.

      He was about to give up when he saw a flash of white to his left. Then it vanished once more. He squinted. Nothing. Then another flash of white. He changed course, hoping he’d get there in time.

      The white fiberglass boat listed badly as Gabriel came alongside. It was larger than it had looked from the clifftop—one of the expensive models that he’d gazed at with a curled lip as the wealthy fair-weather sailors took to the waves on the weekends. Certainly not designed to be out in bad weather like this. He couldn’t see anyone aboard.

      “Ahoy there. Anyone aboard?” he called, but his voice was whipped away in the storm.

      With difficulty, Gabriel managed to tie a rope to the listing boat and clambered over. Almost immediately he saw a figure lying by the steering wheel. He staggered over to kneel beside the body of a young man dressed in a shirt and shorts who didn’t stir at his approach. The cause of his unconsciousness became obvious when Gabriel spotted the large lump on his temple and the blood trickling down his cheeks and neck. He placed his fingers against the pulse point of his neck. He was alive. The relief took Gabriel’s breath away as the stranger’s pulse beat steady and strong under his fingertips.

      The boat dipped at a sharp angle and a wave crashed over them both. Gabriel slid along the deck, grabbing a railing for support to avoid being swept overboard. Fuck! He had to get both of them off the boat now or they were going to drown. He shoved the hair out of his eyes and looked at the unconscious man. There was no time to check for injuries. Gabriel turned him, noting the lump on his temple, and gathered him into his arms. He staggered to his feet, nearly losing his footing as the boat seemed to fall out from under his feet. Hampered by the deadweight of the man, and the wind, the rain, and the lurching boat, Gabriel inched over to the dinghy. The boat dipped again, and Gabriel slammed into the side trying to protect the man from further injury. He took a deep breath, prayed the storm would give him a break and transferred the man into the dinghy. Gabriel looked over his shoulder to below deck of the listing boat, but there was too much water. If anyone had been down there…. He shook his head, scrambled back into the dinghy, and cast off, leaving the white boat to its watery fate.

      He pushed his hair back as the wind whipped it across his eyes again. Between his hair and the rain and salt water, Gabriel’s eyes were red-raw and stinging. Even with the engine, the dinghy had to fight the waves, and it seemed to take twice as long as it should to get back to shore. Gabriel looked at his unconscious passenger. He was still huddled in the bottom of the dinghy and hadn’t shown any signs of returning to consciousness. Hypothermia, shock. Who knew how long he’d been out there?

      Gabriel breathed a sigh of relief as they reached the shoreline, and he jumped out of the dinghy to haul it up the sand away from the crashing waves. He eased one arm under the man’s legs and the other around his shoulders and started to climb. Each step was a fight against the rain and the wind. It was a long way up and he was a dead weight in Gabriel’s arms, not helped by the sodden weight of his clothes. Gabriel was a few inches over six feet tall and broad-shouldered, but despite his slender frame, the man was tall and difficult to carry as he was so lax. Halfway up, he muttered an unheard apology, and Gabriel transferred him over his shoulder. There was no way he was going to get to the top otherwise. By the time Gabriel reached the clifftop, he was puffing heavily and wishing he’d been to the gym more often. He hadn’t bothered to lock his front door, and he shouldered inside with his burden and slammed the door against the howling storm.

      The quiet inside was a blessed relief after the noise. Gabriel placed the man on the large sofa, and water soaked into the fabric from his long dark hair. Concerned for his furniture, Gabriel rushed into the bathroom and returned with a towel, which he tucked under the man’s head.

      Gabriel hesitated for a moment, then muttered. “You can’t leave him soaking wet.”

      The man had to be undressed, or he’d get pneumonia. The white shirt was transparent, outlining his slender figure, and his shorts clung to his bare and blueish-looking legs. He needed to be warmed up fast. Gabriel struggled with the buttons on the shirt, sat him up to remove the shirt, and then wrestled with the shorts. Then Gabriel grabbed the afghan he kept over the back of the sofa and wrapped it around him. The man hadn’t stirred, not even a whimper, and that worried Gabriel.

      He dug out his phone, relieved to see it was still working after being in his sodden jeans, and scrolled down to the right number.

      “Dr Maris.” Toby sounded exhausted.

      “It’s Gabriel.”

      “Gabriel? Are you okay?”

      Toby’s concern was immediate, and Gabriel understood. In the months following Jenny and Michael’s deaths, he’d fallen apart every time there was a storm.

      “Toby, I need you here,” Gabriel said.

      “Of course,” Toby said without hesitation. “I’ll be over to you right away. Just hold on, okay?”

      Gabriel held back an impatient sigh. Toby thought he was having a meltdown. “It’s not me. I rescued a man. He’s unconscious, and I need you to look at him.”

      “A man? Rescued where?” Gabriel could hear someone speaking in the background. “Gabriel’s got a man. I’ve got to go over there.”

      “I haven’t got a man,” Gabriel snapped. “I rescued him from his boat.”

      “Where are you now? Do you need the Coast Guard?”

      “I’m back at the cottage.”

      “I’ll be there in five minutes,” Toby said. “I can’t wait to hear this story.”

      Gabriel disconnected the call on Toby’s gleeful tone and looked down at the man. He looked young, maybe early to midtwenties. He had delicate features, although they were marred by the large bruise covering his temple. His dark lashes swept over his cheeks, and a spray of freckles were a sharp contrast to his pale skin. Uncomfortable at staring at the man, even if he wasn’t aware, Gabriel picked up the clothes and headed into his laundry room. He stripped off his sweater and jeans, shoved all the wet clothes into his washing machine, and took the detergent pods from the top shelf where they’d always been kept out of Michael’s reach. Shivering so much his teeth chattered, Gabriel dried himself off with a towel and then redressed in sweats and a hoodie. As he pulled it over his head, he heard Toby calling his name.

      Even though he’d only had to walk around the corner, Toby was soaked through. He stripped off his coat and hung it on a hook by the front door.

      “Hey. I hope you’ve got the coffee on. Where’s your guest?”

      Gabriel’s breath caught as it did every time he saw his wife’s brother. Jenny and Toby had been twins, and his features were almost identical. Sometimes—always—it hurt Gabriel just to look at him. “He’s on the sofa, and I’ll go put the coffee on.”

      “You left him alone?” Toby said disapprovingly.

      “He’s unconscious, and I needed to change.” He led the way to the sofa. The man hadn’t moved at all. “See, he’s fine.”

      Toby snorted as he knelt by the unconscious man’s side and took his wrist. “Is that your professional opinion, Dr Pennant?”

      “Shut up.”

      “Get the fire started. It’s freezing in here.”

      Gabriel huffed but did as he was told. He knew from experience that it was simpler just to do what Toby wanted. “Make up your mind. Coffee or fire?”

      “You’re a big boy. You can do both. His pulse is strong, and his colour is good,” Toby observed.

      “He’s been unconscious since I found him. Shouldn’t he be awake by now?”

      Toby examined his head. “He’s got a nasty bump on the back of his head as well as the bruise on his temple.” He flashed a light in his eyes. “But his pupils are reacting, and he’s warming up.”

      “Should we get him to hospital? What if he’s got a concussion?”

      “In any other circumstances, I’d say yes, but a tree fell a couple of yards out of the village. One of the old ones. No one’s going anywhere tonight.” Toby sat back on his heels and looked up at Gabriel. “He’s going to need to stay here until the tree is cleared.”

      Gabriel stared at him in horror. “He can’t stay here.”

      Toby frowned at him. “He’ll have to, Gabriel. He’s got nowhere else to go until the roads are cleared.”

      “Can’t you take him? You’ve got beds in the clinic.”

      “I need to keep the clinic free for emergencies. You’re not my first call this evening. Poor old Bob got hit by a falling branch.”

      “Is he all right?”

      Old Bob lived a couple of roads away from Gabriel. No one was sure how old he was, and Bob wasn’t telling, but he lived by himself without any assistance from interfering do-gooders. His words.

      “A dislocated collarbone and cuts and bruises,” Toby said. “He was very lucky and bitching about going home.”

      “Our John Doe is unconscious,” Gabriel pointed out. “Isn’t that an emergency?”

      “John Doe?” Toby’s lips twitched. “You going all cop show on me? John is safe, warm, and with someone who can monitor him. That’s you, in case you didn’t know.” Toby got to his feet. “Call me if there’s any change in his condition.”

      “You can’t leave me with him.” Gabriel’s voice rose as Toby picked up his coat. His hands clenched into fists. “I can’t do this.”

      The man had to go. Gabriel had found him, but he couldn’t look after him. He couldn’t look after anyone.

      Toby must have caught Gabriel’s panic, because his amusement slipped away and he squeezed Gabriel’s arm. “You can, Gabriel. I know John’s unconscious, but he’s breathing just fine, and his lungs are clear at the moment. Just sit with him, and if his condition deteriorates, call me.”

      “Can’t Damien sit with him?”

      “Damien can’t handle anyone who’s ill. You know that.”

      Gabriel growled under his breath. Toby’s husband wasn’t known for his caring nature, which most of the time, Gabriel found amusing. Not now, though. “I thought you wanted coffee.”

      Toby shrugged on his coat. “The coffee is for you. I’ll call you in an hour.”

      “Make it thirty minutes.”

      “An hour. Call me if you have to.”

      With that, Toby left Gabriel standing in the middle of his lounge, wondering what the hell to do next. He knelt down next to his unwanted guest. He was still quiet, but his colour was good, and he was breathing steadily. Gabriel touched his cheek with the back of his hand and was relieved to feel he was much warmer. His hair was still wet, and he thought about trying to dry it, but he decided to leave him as he was until he woke up. For the sake of his sofa, he fetched a dry towel and replaced the one under his head, noting for the first time the coppery glints in the long hair.

      Then Gabriel made himself a cup of coffee—because he wanted one, not because of Toby—and then sat in the armchair by the fire, appreciating the crackling warmth and dry clothes. Drinking the hot coffee soothed his irritation and concern. Outside, the wind had arrived in full force and the rain was even heavier. In the distance he could hear banging, as though a door was unlatched, but he wasn’t going to venture outside again until the storm had abated. He looked over at his visitor. John had been really lucky Gabriel had spotted him. In another minute he’d have left the clifftop.

      He was almost dozing when the man moaned. Gabriel sat bolt upright and looked at John. He was still, and Gabriel almost thought he’d imagined it when John’s eyes opened and he stared up at the ceiling.

      “Hey.” Gabriel knelt beside the sofa. “How are you feeling?”

      John turned toward the sound of his voice. Gabriel watched as he tried to focus on him and then shrank back as he saw him, confusion and panic in his expression. He couldn’t help noticing his stunning dark grey eyes were the colour of the sea that had nearly claimed his life.

      “Where—?” His voice sounded rusty. “Kill me?”

      What the hell?

      “You’re okay. You’re safe now,” he assured John, who still looked panicked. “My name’s Gabriel, Gabriel Pennant. You’re in my cottage. You’re safe, I promise.”

      “How—how did I get here?”

      “I found you on a boat.” Gabriel rested his fingertips on the pulse at the man’s wrist. It beat faster, but that wasn’t surprising, as he was in a panic.

      “A boat?” He stared at him bewildered. “I was in a boat?”

      “It’s okay,” he soothed. “You just relax. We can talk about this later.”

      “Okay.”

      John closed his eyes and seemed to fall back to sleep. Gabriel waited, but he didn’t stir, so Gabriel got to his feet and stretched. He picked up his mug and went to the kitchen to pour himself more coffee. Then he returned to the fireplace and resumed vigil over his sleeping guest. The colour in his face was better, his creamy skin less ashen than before.

      It was another half an hour before John stirred, blinking as he woke. Gabriel put his mug down, and John focused on him, panic in his eyes.

      Gabriel stayed where he was, not wanting to scare him. “You’re all right,” he said. “My name is Gabriel. You’re in my cottage, and you’re safe.” He repeated the words from before, hoping John would understand.

      “Gabriel,” John said, his voice soft.

      “That’s right. What’s your name?”

      “Name?” John sounded completely confused by the question.

      “Yes, you do have a name, don’t you?”

      “I—I don’t know what my name is?” It sounded like he was asking Gabriel a question.

      “It’s okay,” he said soothingly. “You’ve taken a bump to the head. I’m sure you’ll remember your name soon enough.” Gabriel didn’t know what to do next. John was awake now. He was going to have to talk to him. “Does your head hurt?”

      “Here.” John pressed the area where the bump was and the colour drained out of his face. “Oh God.” He clapped a hand over his mouth.

      “Don’t do that again,” Gabriel said hastily. “I’ll get you a bowl.” He grabbed a plastic bowl from a kitchen cabinet and rushed back to the sofa. John was struggling to free his arms and sit up. “Here. Wait. Let me help you.”

      The afghan slipped, and John looked down at his bare chest. “Where are my clothes?”

      Gabriel had forgotten that John was almost naked under the afghan. He grabbed the fleece on the back of the chair and tucked it around John’s shoulders. “Your clothes are wet through. I didn’t want you to get pneumonia… or wreck my sofa. They’re in the washing machine.”

      John nodded, although he didn’t stop staring at Gabriel as though he was wary about what he’d do next.

      “Do you feel sick?” Gabriel asked.

      “Only if I press the bump.” Unconsciously, his hand went to it.

      Gabriel gently pushed it away. “Not a good idea. Would you like a tea or coffee?”

      “I—I don’t know?”

      Gabriel opened his mouth but shut it again. “I’ll make you a coffee. You stay here.”

      John seemed about to argue, but he lay back, obviously exhausted, and he closed his eyes again. Gabriel escaped to the kitchen and phoned Toby.

      “It hasn’t been an hour yet.” Toby sounded irritated.

      “It’s almost an hour, and he’s awake.”

      “John?”

      “No, my mother,” Gabriel snapped. “Yes, John. Who else would it be?”

      “Don’t be smart with me, Gabriel Pennant. It’s been a long and wet evening.” Toby’s tone was even sharper than Gabriel’s.

      Gabriel tucked the phone under his chin, cleaned out the filter of the coffee machine, and counted to five before he spoke again. “Where are you?”

      “Back at home for five minutes. Do you need me to come over? I’ve got another couple of calls, but I could visit you first.”

      Gabriel was about to say “Hell, yes,” but Toby sounded exhausted. “John’s got a headache, and he doesn’t remember who he is. What can I give him?”

      “Okay, give him two paracetamol for the pain, and if he falls asleep, keep waking him up.”

      Gabriel groaned. “It’s going to be a long night.”

      “Why should I be the only one to suffer?” Toby said. He yawned loudly in Gabriel’s ear. “I’ve got to go.”

      “I’ll call if there’s a problem.”

      “You do that. I might not answer.” Then Toby disconnected the call before Gabriel could say goodbye.

      Gabriel shook his head. His brother-in-law drove him insane, and yeah, he loved the hell out of him even if he was a pain in the arse. Mechanically, he went through the motions of making the coffee for his guest. Milk, sugar? What the heck should he give him? He loaded up a tray with everything and waited for the coffee to drip through. Gabriel smiled wryly because he knew he was delaying the moment he had to face his unwanted guest.

      Rain lashed against the kitchen window, and he sobered. John was lucky he’d been watching on the clifftop. No one had been looking out for Jenny and Michael, but today he’d been there for John. Gabriel closed his eyes, and for a moment, he felt as though Jenny’s hand were on his shoulder.

      “You were there for him, my Gabriel. You were there.”

      A whisper of her voice breezed through him, and for an instant, he smelt her perfume again.

      “I love you, Jenny.”

      “I know.”

      There was a crash outside, and Gabriel was abruptly jolted from his memories. He stared out into the darkness, but all he could see was his reflection staring back at him.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      Sam

      He must have dozed again, because he heard a noise and woke up, his heart racing and the blood pounding in him ears. He blinked and focused on a large, dark-haired stranger looming over him, an oval tray in his hands.

      Don’t kill me!

      “It’s okay. It’s only me.” The man put the tray down on the small coffee table.

      He stared up at him, unable to comprehend his words. For a moment he panicked, unsure who he was. He struggled to his feet and took a step, desperate to get away, but he was tangled in a thick blanket, and he swayed. Hands gripped his arms through the blanket, and he panicked again.

      “John, calm down. It’s okay. I found you, and you’re safe. You’re in my cottage. My name is Gabriel. Remember?” It sounded like it wasn’t the first time he’d been given that information.

      It was his calm tone that finally penetrated the panic, and he looked up into Gabriel’s light grey eyes. He’d got up in his panic, the afghan loosely wrapped around. Now he became conscious that he was almost naked in front of a stranger, and he clutched the afghan to him.

      Why couldn’t he remember anything? It was as though there was a black hole in his mind where his life should be. His heart started pounding so hard he felt it was going to burst out of his chest, and his breathing grew choppy.

      “Sit down before you fall down. The last thing you need is to bang your head again.” Gabriel manhandled him back onto the sofa, although his touch was gentle.

      He wrapped himself up like a mummy, needing the protection from the world, even from Gabriel’s kindness. Then, of course, he had to fight to extricate his arms when Gabriel offered him coffee.

      “I don’t know how you take it, and I don’t suppose you remember?” Gabriel said.

      He hesitated, then shook his head.

      “Try it black,” Gabriel suggested as he filled a mug not quite to the brim.

      He took a sip and pulled a face at the bitter taste. Without a word, Gabriel took it back and added milk and sugar. This time the coffee tasted less disgusting, and he managed to swallow it.

      Gabriel drank his coffee silently, his gaze focused on the fire, and he took the opportunity to stare at him without being noticed. Gabriel was tall and broad-shouldered and towered over him when they stood up. Gabriel had grey eyes too, but lighter than his, almost like ice.

      Hey, he remembered he had grey eyes. Now he had to remember everything else. His host looked lost in his thoughts. From his sorrowful expression, they weren’t happy thoughts. He wondered if Gabriel had forgotten he was there.

      The lights flickered, and Gabriel seemed to return to himself. He stood and stared down at him. “We’ll probably lose power
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