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As Jenna busied herself with chores around the kitchen, a song on the radio caught her attention. The sweet words swept her back two years to when she met a stranger on a train. 

She had been off to London to visit Aunt Ivy, and the train was about to leave the station. Jenna flung open the nearest door and climbed aboard. Unfortunately, and too late to change, she saw the first class only sign. The porter blew his whistle, and the train chugged forward.

Jenna stared wide-eyed at the compartment's only occupant. With a surprised expression, the man gazed back at her.

She quickly assessed his appearance.  Hair the colour of ebony, deep brown eyes, and a beautiful, sun-kissed complexion.

Jenna smiled as the memory of that first meeting washed over her.

"Sorry," she gasped, not wanting to invade his privacy, but now had little choice.

At that moment, the train lurched, and she flew forward and almost landed in his lap. "Oh!" she cried in horror. "I'm so sorry."

The man grinned. "I wasn't expecting company, but as you're here, why don't you take a seat? Preferably not mine."

Jenna gave an embarrassed giggle as she chucked her bag into the overhead rack.

***
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BACK IN HER KITCHEN, Jenna sank into the chair at the table, recalling that first meeting with breathtaking clarity. She never forgot that glint of amusement in his eyes while embarrassment swept through her.

They were travelling on a train in the heart of England, so the last thing she expected was to hear an American accent.

As Jenna settled into her seat, the heat of the morning bathed her face in a warm glow.

Jenna recalled how stifling hot it had been in that carriage, and the small train window brought in little air. The high humidity made her feel hot and clammy. It wasn't really a day for travelling.

She attempted to draw the guy into a conversation, but he seemed reluctant, probably because the carriage felt more like a furnace. Giving up, Jenna settled back and soon nodded off.

Sometime later, when she awoke from her slumber, the train was now stationary. Her travelling companion was nowhere to be seen. Jenna wondered if he had gone, but then noticed his bag still on the rack above his seat.

She pulled out a magazine and read the problem page. Partway through someone's acne breakout, the American returned.

The sight of him almost took her breath away. A tight white cotton T-shirt emphasised the muscles in his chest and stomach. His shapely arms looked strong and sexy. Jeans and boots completed the Adonis-like vision. 

Jenna blinked rapidly as heat surged through her.

In his hand were two cans of cola. “Hi," he drawled. “It's so damn hot in here. I thought we could use a drink.”

"Thank you," she mumbled, taking the offered drink and rolled the cold can across her forehead.

The guy sat down opposite again and pulled the ring on his drink to open it. "Have the British ever heard of air conditioning?"

Jenna chuckled. "Not on good old British Rail, no. Anyway, we rarely get days as hot as this. It's unusual."

"Sure as hell is." He raised the can to his mouth and took a long swig.

Jenna's eyes fell to his neck and the smoothness of his skin. Mesmerised, she watched his Adam's apple bob as he swallowed. The desire to press her lips to it overwhelmed her.

Jenna cleared her throat, feeling self-conscious, as if the man could read her mind. She sipped her drink and then asked him where he was from. “I noticed your accent.”

He snorted. "What accent?"

Jenna gazed around before meeting his eyes again. "The one reverberating around this carriage."

He laughed out loud. The deep sound made her stomach quiver. "I'm from Wisconsin Rapids," he said once he regained control of himself.

Like she knew where that was. "America?"

His beautiful, dark orbs twinkled with amusement as he smiled. "Yes, America. You?"

"Right here." She smiled back. "Little old Hereford."

He gazed at her blankly.

Jenna chuckled. "That means as much to you as Wiscon Rapids to me."

He grinned widely and corrected her. "Wisconsin."

“So, Mr Wisconsin guy...”

"Nino."

"Nino." The name suited him. "Are you on holiday?"

"No, I'm working. And you, your name?"

"Oh, yes, sorry. I'm Jenna." Everyone called her that, although her actual name was Jennifer.

She contemplated him for a moment, a smile on her face. His mouth turned upward slightly as his eyes bored right back at her.

"So, if you've not heard of Hereford, where have you travelled from?"

"Newcastle."

Jenna raised her eyebrows. "Upon Tyne? That's a long way from London."

Nino looked amused. "I hate flying."

"You hate flying?" she screeched in shock. "How on earth did you get here? By ship?"

He gave her a sheepish grin and averted his eyes briefly to the window. "I flew."

"What are you? Bonkers?"

He laughed. "Bonkers! What a strange word."

"It means daft. You know, being silly."

"I know what bonkers means. It just sounds funny."

"Yes, bonkers," she squeaked in an effort to keep her face straight. Jenna folded her arms. "Did you not check how long it would take to get to London by train?"

Nino shrugged his broad shoulders. "I get to see some of your beautiful countryside this way."

"Well, there is that, I suppose," she conceded.

Jenna took a long drink and explained how she was visiting her aunt. For a moment, she contemplated telling him why. After all, he was a stranger on a train, and they were unlikely to meet again. She sighed aloud.

His eyes peered at her with curiosity. "What makes you so sad?"

"I'm escaping a broken romance, and my aunt says she has the remedy for a broken heart."

Nino's eyes softened. "Why would anyone break your heart, honey?"

The endearment made her pulse quicken.

"Because my boyfriend, Pete, found someone else who was more exciting and prettier than me. We'd only been together two years for him to come to that conclusion." Jenna gulped, still unable to believe that she meant so little to Pete after all that time. The familiar lump rose in her throat, and she took another drink.

"I'm sorry." He appeared genuinely sympathetic as he gazed at her.

"So," she said with exaggerated brightness. "My aunt is going to take me out and has promised me a good time." She knew she was babbling now as she fought to keep the tears at bay. "Tomorrow, she's taking me to a concert at Lord's Hall."

Nino raised his eyebrows. "Lord's Hall. No kidding?"

"Yeah, have you heard of it?"

"Yes, I'm going there too."

"Well, what a coincidence!" she gushed. "Mind you, I don't know the singer, which isn't surprising as my aunt has the weirdest taste in music, but hey, if it gets me out..."

"You might find that you enjoy it."

"Yeah. Probably some guy who thinks he's God's gift to women."

Nino appeared amused again, as that glint reappeared in his eyes.

"He's got a foreign-sounding name, so I hope he sings in English."

"He does. His name's Santario, and he's okay."

“Thank goodness for that. We have front-row seats, so it's not as if I can sneak out if he turns out to be rubbish.”

Amused again, Nino's laughter rumbled once more.

From then on, the journey flew by as they chatted about everything and anything.

Eventually, the train pulled into London's Euston Station. Nino pulled his bag down from the shelf and at the door, he turned to her. “Well, thank you for your company, Jenna.”

Her stomach gave a little flip. Wasn’t he going to ask to see her again? "Erm, yes. Er, thank you for yours too."

They stared at each other for a moment before he turned and left.

Jenna gazed after him with disappointment. He could have at least asked her to meet him at Lord’s Hall. He was giving off all the right vibes and had seemed genuinely interested.
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THE FOLLOWING DAY, crowds packed into the concert hall. Jenna wondered how so many people had heard of him when she hadn't.

"You'll love him, I promise," Aunt Ivy said and smiled at Jenna's scepticism.

They found their seats and settled in. Jenna marvelled at the number of excited people. Perhaps he was going to be good after all.

Before too long, the lights dimmed, and the backing musicians took their places. A disembodied voice announced the act.

"Ladies and gentlemen. Please welcome on stage, Mr Nino Santario!"

The auditorium erupted into a standing ovation as the singer appeared.

The only person still seated and not clapping was Jenna. Shocked, she stared at the stranger from the train.

He wore black jeans, a white T-shirt, and a leather jacket with tassels that swayed as he moved. His obvious talent and great singing voice soon had Jenna on her feet.

Nino returned for three encores. The crowd didn't want to let him go as a cacophony of cheers and claps filled the auditorium.

When he eventually left the stage for the last time, one of his people invited them backstage. Jenna and Aunt Ivy followed meekly, and the experience felt surreal. 

A crowd mobbed Nino at the after-show party; they stood and watched with awe and feeling they shouldn’t really be there. 

Pulling himself away from the adoring crowd, Nino approached them.

Jenna and Aunt Ivy stared at him wide-eyed. "Erm, thanks for inviting us," Jenna said, finding her voice at last. "It was, erm, great."

Aunt Ivy nodded enthusiastically.

Nino had shed his jacket and now had a towel draped around his neck, which he'd used to wipe his face and hair.

"Jenna," he said and gazed intently at her. "I apologise for not telling the truth on the train. I wanted it to be a surprise, but seeing the look on your face as we said goodbye, I realised I'd made a mistake."

Jenna laughed half-heartedly, consumed with embarrassment at telling him about her failed relationship. "Hmm, I shouldn't have worn my heart on my sleeve."

"No, don't say that, honey. That was my fault."

She glanced at Aunt Ivy, who smiled between them. "We had a good night, didn't we?"

"Yes. Thank you for inviting us. I’m Jenna’s Aunt Ivy."

“Pleased to meet you,” said Nino, and offered his hand, which









[image: ]















































[image: ]



















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
ALL's hor Lost

Four Love Stories with a Twist
¥»

KAREN J MOSSMAN





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





