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            ABOUT WAYLAID BY A ROGUE

          

        

      

    

    
      Waylaid by a Rogue is a short novelette set in Cavalier Cove, a fictional Regency village in Cornwall, England. These steamy romcoms will make you laugh and fan yourself as you read - because everyone deserves a reprieve from real life!

      

      
        
        Waylaid by a Rogue:

      

      

      When Mrs. Artemisia Longwood discovers a naked, unconscious man sprawled by the roadside, she knows exactly what a sensible, respectable widow ought to do. Leave him there in the bushes to sleep it off. Instead, she hauls him to the nearest inn…only to discover that there are no extra rooms to be had. No good deed goes unpunished—scandal or not, they’ll have to share.

      Artemisia dubs him Henry and resolves to locate his family as quickly as possible. After all, she is on her way to see her very pregnant sister and help her with the new baby. What should be simple task proves to be a challenge. For two increasingly improper days in the seaside village of Cavalier Cove, their search is plagued by curious locals, unhelpful clues, and Henry himself—who seems far more interested in flirting with his rescuer than figuring out his identity.

      But as answers finally begin to surface, Artemisia must face an unsettling possibility:

      What happens when she finds out who Henry is…and rather wishes she hadn’t?

      

      Tropes include:

      Only One Bed

      Amnesia

      Secret Identity

      Widow Heroine

      Dual POV

      Small Town

      Happily Ever After

      

      Content notes: This story deals with infertility leading to an unhappy marriage; spousal loss; traumatic brain injury resulting in memory loss (fictionalized); and leeches used as medical treatment. Please protect your mental health when reading.
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            ARTEMISIA

          

          CORNWALL, ENGLAND – 1817

        

      

    

    
      Mrs. Artemisia Longwood was traveling down a country road one fine afternoon when she glimpsed something in the bushes that made her tap the roof and call out, “Driver, stop!”

      Her coachman pulled the carriage to a halt. She poked her head out the window and craned her neck to get a better view. Perhaps she had been mistaken when she saw a man’s naked arse flash by.

      But no, if anything, the situation was even worse than her initial impression. The man was not wearing a stitch of clothing.

      “We can’t leave that lying there.” She sighed.

      “With respect, my lady, that is no lion. That is a naked man!” said her scandalized driver.

      “Indeed. We must do something,” she said. Why the task of upholding moral virtue always fell into her unwilling lap was a mystery for the ages. First, her long-dead and not-much-mourned husband had left her with a mess of an estate to clean up. Now, this rogue was passed out in a hedgerow. “Children might see him in the altogether. They could be scarred for life. We shall protect the innocent from this ignominious display. Bring him in.”

      She did not mention that they were rather fine buttocks that warranted closer inspection by a lady of appropriate age, such as herself. What was the harm? She was a widow, and if the man was foolish enough to get drunk and pass out nude in a bush in the middle of the afternoon, he deserved to be harmlessly ogled. It wasn’t as if he would know what she had done when he woke up.

      Having thus justified her decision, she waited for her coach driver and footman to wrest the naked stranger out of the bushes and into her vehicle. Once he was lying awkwardly across the seat, Artemisia draped a blanket over him, but not before taking a quick peek beneath. From the neck down, he must be the handsomest man she had ever laid eyes upon in all her twenty-eight years. Granted, the sum total of her experience included four men, and one of them had been her brother when they were both still babies, but she had also seen innumerable Greek statues. This man’s physique rivaled any sculpture’s.

      His face, when she finally bothered dragging her gaze above his clavicles, wasn’t half bad either. She frowned at the sizable purple knot near his temple.

      Perhaps he was not a drunkard, as she had initially thought. He might have been a traveler who was set upon by highway robbers. This part of Cornwall was rife with smugglers and other brigands.

      “Drive on,” she ordered. She had best be going before she met a similar fate.

      “Shall we continue to our intended destination, milady?” the coachman asked.

      Artemisia hesitated. The Mermaid’s Rest was the inn that had been recommended to her. Her cousin, Margaret Gibbs, had advised her to avoid the rougher tavern in Cavalier Cove, which Artemisia would have dismissed simply because of its cheeky name, the Cock and Bull. But she hadn’t planned upon taking two rooms for the evening, and she could hardly share one with a complete stranger. Even if he was unconscious.

      “Yes, please, continue to the Mermaid’s Rest.” Perhaps there would be someone who recognized this unfortunate person and could help him get home. Wherever that was.

      She examined his hand where it flopped bonelessly over the edge of the seat. Despite the sun-bronzed skin everywhere except for those muscular buttocks, they were not tough-skinned like a laborer’s. Instead, they were stained with ink.

      Hm. A clerk wouldn’t likely possess all those delightful muscles, nor would he be tanned from the waist up like a man who worked outdoors. What little she knew about the man was not adding up. Intriguing.

      His low groan when the wheel hit a rut and jounced the carriage made Artemisia sit up straighter.

      “You poor man.” She reached out to touch the knot on his temple, grimacing. She didn’t want him dying on her, and she did pity the man. “That must be wickedly painful.”

      Ink-stained fingers manacled her wrist. Startled, Artemisia yanked back. He didn’t let go.

      “You are remarkably quick and strong for a man who has had his head bashed in,” she said a little breathlessly, taken aback by his sudden display of strength. One moment he’d been unconscious and the next he moved with the speed of a striking snake.

      “Who are you? Why am I naked?” He pushed her hand away and sat up. The blanket fell away from his bare chest. Blue eyes narrowed at her. “What have you done with my clothes?”

      “Me?” Artemisia scoffed indignantly. “I have not done anything with your clothes. Presumably, you either left them off somewhere, or someone stole them. Why, I cannot imagine. Who are you?”

      “I asked first.”

      “I am Mrs. Artemisia Longwood.”

      He lifted one eyebrow and winced, for it was the brow closest to the bloody knot at his temple. “I have no idea.”

      Artemisia scoffed. “I didn’t expect you to have any idea who I am. My name is hardly famous, or infamous, for that matter. I was asking for your name, sir.” She did not say you cretin out loud, for she was a polite woman who did not go around calling strangers names. She thought it, though.

      “As I told you, Mrs. Longwood, I don’t know. I cannot recall anything about myself, as a matter of fact.”

      She gaped at him in astonishment. “That is impossible. You are a grown man. How can you not remember your own name or where you hail from?”

      “I do not know,” he answered again. “All I can recall is that I was on my way somewhere and that it was very important I get there quickly.”

      “But you do not remember where?”

      “Unfortunately, no.” He adjusted the blanket over his lap and looked at her with sudden interest. “If you will take me wherever you are going, I am sure someone will recognize me.”

      Artemisia laughed. “Why on earth should they?”

      His brow furrowed. “In all honesty, I don’t know. I am confident I was—am—well-known.”

      “I don’t know you,” she pointed out.

      “But you could,” he smiled roguishly. He didn’t seem at all embarrassed of his nudity. His self-assurance was both attractive and irritating in equal measure.

      She hated to admit she found it charming, but then, Artemisia had always had a weakness for roguish men. That was how she’d wound up married, after all. After three years of daily arguments that sometimes led to passionate bedsport, but more often ended in screaming and tears, Mr. Longwood had done her the great favor of crashing his carriage into a tree and dying.

      Artemisia had learned the hard way that rogues were much more fun to be around in small doses than in large ones. Once delivered from her unhappy marriage into a joyous widowhood, she had sworn off matrimony forever.

      But that didn’t mean she had renounced men entirely.

      She leaned forward and propped her chin on her fist. “I could get to know you better, sir, but first, you would have to know yourself.”

      “I suppose that is a stumbling block,” he said seriously, stretching out his arms along the back of the squabs. “What a shame to meet such a beautiful woman and not be able to introduce myself.”

      Artemisia laughed. “What do you say we start by giving you a name?”

      “Certainly. What do you suggest?” His lips quirked up in a half-smile.

      “John?”

      “Boring.”

      “Aloysious may be more your preference, then.”

      “Too ostentatious.”

      “Percival,” she suggested. He made a face. She tried other names. Her passenger bluntly rejected each one, until she said “Henry.”

      “That will do.” He sat back and repeated the name several times, testing it on his tongue. “Henry can be either a surname or a given name.”

      “Is it your true name?”

      “I don’t believe so,” he said thoughtfully. “But I cannot rule it out, either.”

      Moments later, the carriage rumbled up to a tidy inn. A jaunty mermaid with an enormous bosom was painted on the wooden sign hanging out front.

      “Well, then, Henry. We have arrived.”

      “Wonderful,” he said. “Now if I only knew where we were going.”
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      Upon arriving at the Mermaid’s Rest, Artemisia was dumbfounded to discover that the inn had no extra beds.

      “Not even a single bed in the garret?”

      “Nay, madam. We’ve only four cots in the attic for servants. We don’t get many fine ladies such as yourself.”

      Artemisia noted the slight but said nothing. She supposed she was being a bit high-handed, demanding two rooms when she had only sent ahead to reserve one. It wasn’t the innkeeper’s fault that every other space had been taken by other travelers. She was
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