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A Husband By Any Other Name

Cheryl St.John






Caught in a lie....




Fourteen years ago Dan Beckett’s identical twin took off without a word to his pregnant young fiancé or their father. Having secretly loved Lorraine for years, Dan assumes his twin’s identity as the first-born son, as Lorraine’s husband and father of the baby she carried. Around the lie, he created the perfect life.



But now his greatest fear is coming true. His long-lost brother is coming home—with amnesia. Dan is about to lose his tenuous hold on this masquerade, and he must tell Lorraine the truth before Tom remembers his true identity.



Lorrie built a life with Tom Beckett, the man she loves, the father of her children—or so she believed. Her first reaction to his confession is disbelief...and then anger and hurt. Her whole married life has been a lie. But Lorrie has a secret of her own—a secret that never seemed important until now.



Will the truth unravel the love they once shared? What will become of their family, their children...their marriage when everyone learns the truth?






––––––––
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Giving birth to a career is a lot like having a baby:

You have to do it on your own,

but it’s wonderful to have someone to hold your hand
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Fourteen Years Earlier






“Sometimes I want to take off the top of your head and screw your brain in right.” Turning from his brother, Daniel Beckett gripped the wrench and tightened the last spoke on his vintage Harley, his pride and joy, as though demonstrating the procedure. "You can’t be serious.”

“Never more serious in my life, Danny-boy,” Tom replied. “Don’t make like you’re so surprised.”

Dan stared up at his identical twin standing with their father’s old duffel bag slung over his shoulder, and shock stole any words he might have come up with. He dropped the wrench with a clang and stood, wiping his grimy hands on the jersey he’d appropriated from Tom.

Tom’s dark, troubled gaze swept over the shiny black bike without seeing it and returned to Dan. “I can’t stay, man.”

He turned and faced the road.

Dan struggled with the reality of just how miserable his brother was here. Tom hated the orchards and the rural Nebraska life, always had. “I know last night was bad. Dad rides you—”

“Rides me?” Tom cut in with biting sarcasm. “He has never, for one second, got off my butt for leaving college. He talks to me like I’m some kind of idiot. Like I’m an embarrassment to him, to all of you.”

Dan scrambled for words to keep his brother home. The night before, there had been another shouting match. As usual, Dan had tried to smooth things over and only gotten himself involved in the argument. Now their father was angry with both of them.

“He thinks he knows what’s best for you, Tom. Dad wants you to take over Beckett Orchards someday.”

Tom swung around, dropping the duffel bag. “I don’t want the damned orchards!” he snapped through clenched teeth. “If I stay he’ll keep bending me. He’ll make me work the farm. He’ll make me walk and talk and act like he wants me to." The evening sun was setting behind his shoulder. “I can’t bend anymore.” His tone changed, becoming low-timbered as he confessed, “I’ll break.”

Dan’s chest ached with a growing panic. Maybe if he’d tried harder, fought harder, he could have made a difference.

“Danny, it’s me. Not you,” Tom said.

Tom always knew what he was thinking. Dan met his knowing gaze, and nodded. He shuddered to think of his father’s reaction to this. Whether Tom wanted to admit it or not, he was Gil Beckett’s pride and joy. Or so it had always seemed to Dan. Then his thoughts shifted and something in his heart contracted. “What about Lorraine?” he asked.

Tom and everyone else called her Lorrie, but Dan always thought of her as Lorraine. The name Lorraine held the air of mystery and femininity she deserved.

Tom tilted his dark head and shrugged. “What about her?”

The offhand question sparked the first flame of anger in Dan’s gut. There was a time when he’d had his own eye on Lorraine Loring, but after Tom quit college and came home, Gil had done his best to push a relationship between them, and Lorraine was crazy about Tom. But deep in his heart, Dan had harbored an insane hope that if things didn’t work out with Tom, she might turn to him. He shook his head to clear the image. “What did you tell her?”

Tom choked back a laugh. “Tell her? Man, I haven’t told anybody anything.”

“You’re going to leave without so much as a good-bye?”

Tom scraped his jaw with a thumb. “I’m sorry about her,” he said. “Dad pushed her on me. I like her,” he added quickly. “I just don’t want to marry her. Dad told me last week it’s time to take on responsibilities, get married. Well, I don’t want to marry anybody. At least not until I’m damned good and ready.”

“Then tell Dad that,” Dan coaxed. “Tell him you don’t want to marry her.”

Tom snorted. “Oh, right. And for once you think he’s going to listen? He won’t believe the farm isn’t my thing. Why would he believe Lorrie isn’t my thing either? He’d make my life hell.”

Dan didn’t argue. He knew Tom was right. It would take something drastic—something more than talk to sway the old man. “Shouldn’t you at least tell her?”

Tom stubbed his booted toe into the dirt and shook his head. He looked past Dan’s shoulder. “She’ll get over it.”

Anger seethed in Dan’s chest. In the distance a car stirred up a cloud of dust on the road. “If you’re going, get it the hell over with then.”

Angrily, Tom scooped up the bag. Their eyes met and held. On the outside they were mirror images of each other. On the inside they were as different as night and day. Dan wished like hell he could solve this problem. Wished he could say or do something that would make a difference. But he knew his brother’s discontent, and he knew, too, that there were no easy answers. He looked away.

“Dan.”

Dan waited for his brother to speak.

“Tell Mom I love her. She’s the last one I’d want to hurt. It’s just that—” he raised his face to the lengthening summer shadows “—I can’t take this anymore.”

Their mother’s stroke had left her bedridden for the past eight months. “Sure. I’ll clean up after you, Tom. I’ve gotten pretty good at it.”

Tom didn’t reply.

Finally Dan glanced around. “How are you getting there?”

Tom’s old car had needed a new fuel pump for a month. Tom hefted the bag over his shoulder. “Someone will come along,” he said with his usual careless confidence.

Dan dug in his jeans pocket, came out with the key to his bike and threw it to Tom.

Tom stared at the key in his open palm. “You’ve barely paid it off.”

“Seems like a good deal to me, trading a bike for a farm.”

Tom turned and tied the bag on the back of the Harley. He threw one leg over the seat and started the engine. Levering the kickstand up with his heel, he headed toward the open road.

Dan’s brother and his bike grew rapidly smaller until both disappeared, leaving a cloud of dust on the gravel road. An unfamiliar emptiness filled him, one he wasn’t sure how to deal with, let alone explain.

Tom was gone. His brother. His twin. Half of himself.

As though by rote, he turned, picked up his spoke wrench, dropped it into the toolbox, and closed the lid. His promise to explain things to their mother, their father, and to Lorraine closed in with suffocating heaviness. Dear God, what had he done? What had Tom done?

He slumped down on the dented lid of the metal toolbox. From inside the garage, the radio announcer predicted fair weather for the extended forecast. Tom would have a safe trip. Wherever he was headed.

A fresh shard of anger knifed through Dan’s chest. Anger at the sudden twist of fate; at being left behind, which was crazy because this was where he wanted to be; at once again taking on the garbage end of the deal and picking up the pieces while Tom went his own merry way.

An hour later, he still sat on the toolbox, chilled by the cool evening breeze, his butt numb. He was no closer to an answer. How was he going to tell his father and break the old man’s heart? It was no secret that Gil Beckett favored Thomas, the son born only minutes before Dan. Tom had the love and approval Dan craved, and he’d just thrown it all away.

Dan carried the metal box to the garage. He might as well get it over with. Come clean. Let the chips fall where they may.

Behind him, gravel crunched. He stepped out of the garage and squinted at the headlights of the car that had pulled in. The engine died and the lights went out. There was no mistaking the old Buick. Lorraine Loring got out, closed the door and walked toward him.

His heart thundered against his ribs. Not now. Not yet. He hadn’t had a chance to talk to his father, hadn’t planned what he’d say, hadn’t come to grips with it in his own mind.

“We need to talk.” Her voice trembled with something strangely like fear. Did she know already? How? Had Tom done the right thing and stopped by on his way to the great unknown? The scent of jasmine floated to him on the night air. His heart kicked into high gear. Tom was gone. Tom was gone. Tom was gone.

And Lorraine was here.

The breeze loosened a silken tendril of hair the rich color of chocolate from her ponytail.

“What’s wrong?” he asked, intuitively sensing he wouldn’t like the answer.

“Tom, I...  ”

Oh, hell. Dan glanced down at the faded jersey he wore. Tom’s shirt. As she often did—as everyone did— she’d mistaken him for his brother. He opened his mouth to speak, but she stopped him by pressing her index finger against his lips. The touch struck him like a bolt of lightning and rooted him to the spot. He couldn’t have spoken if his life had depended on it.

“I’m scared,” she said, tears glistening in the moonlight.

Her fear—and the vulnerability in her eyes—did something queer to Dan’s insides.

“Tom, I—I’m pregnant.”

The evening sounds faded to silence. Her words rang in Dan’s head. She stood in front of him trembling, waiting...waiting for what? His shock? Anger? Rejection?

Rejection. Like Tom’s refusal to marry this girl, or anyone? Like his flip “she’ll get over it”? Like his leaving? Not that Tom had known, but his actions would be a rejection all the same. Lorraine—and her baby—didn’t deserve that.

“Damn,” he said, cursing his brother.

“It was just that one time,” she said on a sob. “I didn’t think it would happen.”

She bit her lower lip and Dan’s heart wrenched. “But it did,” he finished for her.

She nodded. Her gaze touched his and her chin quivered. “Tom?”

He took her delicate shoulders in his hands. It was the first time he’d ever touched her and he liked it. More than he should have, but as much as he’d always known he would. Willingly she came to him—make that to Tom—and nestled against his chest. The tremors in her body arrowed straight to his soul and rekindled his anger. How could Tom have left her like this? How?

Beneath his chin, her soft hair beckoned exploration. He tunneled his callused fingers through the silken strands. Her firm young breasts pressed against him in a delectable fashion. If he was going to tell her, he should tell her now. He could easily grow addicted to her nearness. He’d watched her for years, wanted her from a distance, but she’d been chosen for Tom.

Now this.

The thought that crept into his mind surpassed stupidity. That he entertained it in a rational state bordered on insanity. Sitting on that toolbox must have numbed his brain as well as his backside.

A soft shudder passed through her frame and her damp tears soaked through Tom’s shirt. How long he held her, he wasn’t sure. Finally sounds entered his consciousness: the motor tinging as it cooled beneath the hood of her father’s Buick; locusts in the orchards; LeAnn Rimes’ sultry voice from radio in the garage singing about underneath the starlight...’there's a magical feeling, so right...it'll steal your heart tonight.’

In the end, he really didn’t have a choice. No way could he make himself say the words. Tom’s gone and he won’t be back. Your baby’s father ran off and deserted you. But, hey—you’ll get over it. Had she not been pregnant, had she been someone else, he might have been able to explain things better.

But she wasn’t. She was Lorraine. And he wanted her.

‘Can’t fight the moonlight, no....’

She pulled back and gazed up, her expression so lovely and vulnerable it hurt. “I’m sorry,” she whispered.

The decision was surprisingly easy. “It’s not your fault,” he said shortly. “We can get married.”

She caught her breath.

“Will you marry me?” he asked.

Lorraine nodded and burst into tears against his brother’s jersey.
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Chapter One
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Lorrie wakened at dawn and fitted her body along her sleeping husband’s sun-browned back. She traced the muscled line of his shoulder with a finger, slid her palm across the warm skin of his side, snagged the sheet with her wrist and continued the caress across his bare hip. She wondered how many times they’d made love in the past fourteen years. Hundreds? Thousands?

“M-m-m,” he mumbled sleepily and turned on his back, flinging a wrist over his eyes.

Lorrie speared her fingers through the springy dark curls on his chest and kissed the underside of his biceps. “Happy anniversary.”

“Mm-mm,” he replied.

She ran her hand across his rib cage and flat stomach. It wasn’t fair that his body didn’t show the effect of years and children like hers did. While she had a few extra pounds, some silvery telltale lines on her belly, and breasts that could never again be considered perky, he looked better than ever.

She focused her attention on the scattering of silver hairs at his temple. No, it definitely wasn’t fair. Thomas Beckett was better looking and sexier than he’d been the day she met him.

He raised his arm and peered at her. Eyes that were such a deep, dark blue that they appeared black from a distance took in her tousled hair and traveled down to the front of her skimpy nightgown, their expression reassuring her that he couldn’t care less about the effect of time and children on her body. “What time is it?” he asked.

She glanced at the glowing green digits on the clock on his nightstand. “Five-fifteen. The boys have day camp this week, remember?”

He wrapped his arm around her shoulders and pulled her against his chest. She inhaled the scent of his sleep-warm skin and closed her eyes in pleasure.

“How much longer will the munchkin sleep?” His voice rumbled beneath her ear.

“Probably another hour or so.” Their four-year-old daughter, Autumn, woke early with the rest of the family.

“Well then, I guess you have time to give me my anniversary present,” he teased and slid the strap of her nightgown off her shoulder.

“How many times do you think we’ve made love?” she asked, enjoying the touch of his callused fingers against her breast.

“Oh, a couple,” he replied, rising to taste her supple flesh. “Two. Maybe three.”

She smiled and held his head to her breast. “We’re so good together. Sometimes I think I’ll burst with happiness. How would I ever get by without you?"

“You won’t ever have to.” He slid her nightgown down and away, and his eyes darkened with passion. "I’m not going anywhere.”

“I know,” she whispered and caught her breath when he touched her intimately. “I just wonder sometimes, what my life... oh... would have been like... ah... without you."

He silenced her with a kiss.

After all these years, he still kissed her as if they were lovers, as if he craved the taste of her and the pleasure he derived from her mouth, her skin, her body.

He rose over her. “Let’s celebrate.”

She welcomed him with a smile, sure that each time with Tom was a celebration. “I love you,” she said against his neck.

He smiled in reply and met her eager motions with his own headlong passion. He knew just how to excite her to the very edge and hold her there in ecstasy for a lifetime. He pulled away completely, giving them both time, and knew just where to nip and suckle and kiss to keep her breath on her lips and her heart in her throat. He knew just when to swiftly unite them again and masterfully push her over the edge.

Lorrie reveled in his strength, his scent. “Ahh-ah, Tom,” she cried. “Tom."

Dan squeezed his eyes shut and dropped his head into the hollow of her perspiring neck. His heart pounded against her crushed breasts. He kissed her ear, her neck, her collarbone and waited for his heart to resume its normal cadence.

Easing his heavy body to her side, he framed her face with one hand and looked into her honey-warm eyes. “Lorraine,” he said softly.

She smiled.

If only he could hear her say his name one time.

Just once.

For fourteen years in the throes of passion while he pleasured her with his body, loved her with his heart and soul, gave her his seed and children, she’d cried out his brother’s name.

“Happy anniversary,” he said.

––––––––
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Dan pulled out his chair beside Autumn.

“Morning, Daddy.”

“Morning, munchkin.” He leaned over and kissed her baby-soft cheek.

“Wish I was old enough to go to camp. Can I have Fun-pops ’stead of eggs?” Huge round eyes, the same warm caramel color as her mother’s turned, imploring. Her sun-streaked blond hair had been gathered back in a ponytail, and the curling tips trailed down the back of her Elsa and Anna T-shirt. “Please?”

Dan reached into a cupboard for the box of her favorite cereal. He’d never been able to deny Autumn anything. Heaven help him when she grew into a teen. He placed a plastic bowl and a spoon in front of her.

“That was my sock you took,” eight-year-old Bram said to his twin brother.

Jori stuffed an orange slice into his mouth unconcernedly. “Didn’t have your name on it.”

Juice dribbled down his chin.

“Oh, gross!” Bram shouted. “Dad, Jori’s bein’ a hog again.”

“Use some manners, Jori,” Dan said dutifully, slipping into his seat. The twins were frenetic bundles of energy, swooping, crashing, charging through life with more zest than the average person could muster in a year. Dark-haired, with honey-colored eyes, they were identical balls of fire.

Dan figured that being a twin himself gave him the edge that no one else—except Lorraine—had to tell them apart. He couldn’t tell from a distance usually, and sometimes it took him a minute if they wore each other’s clothes deliberately, but there was something about the way Jori held his head... and the mannerism Bram had of holding his thumbs and forefingers together Dan could always figure out who was who, and prided himself on it.

He loved them both so much. He couldn’t imagine spending more time with one—preferring one over the other. It hurt to imagine it. It hurt to have experienced it.

Steps sounded on the stairs and Thad appeared, tucking in his black Nebraska Huskers T-shirt. “Hi.”

Thad took his seat across from the twins. With his dark, dark hair, deep blue eyes with thick black lashes, and lean build, everyone commented that he was the spitting image of Dan. And he was.

If you didn’t know.

Dan knew. Usually he dismissed the fact, but some-times... like this morning....  Thad reminded him so sharply of Tom that the sight ripped open a wound that had never completely healed. He wondered if he’d live long enough for time to take such a toll on his memory that the pain went away.

Already, Thad balked at restrictions. Maybe that was just normal teenage rebellion, but Dan was careful not to smother him with responsibilities or talk about him assuming the business. Gil was another matter.

The aluminum door opened and Dan’s father appeared on cue. “Somethin’ smells good, Lorrie.”

“Have a seat, Dad,” she said. “Toast and bacon are on the table. I’ll have the eggs there in a second.”

Gil seated himself at the opposite end of the table from Dan, next to Thad. “All that spring rain didn’t hurt the Lodi,” he said.

He had an irritating way of stating the obvious. “They look fine,” Dan replied.

“All picked?”

“Yup.”

“What about the Paula Reds and the Wealthys?”

“The crew got them in yesterday.”

Gil leaned aside for Lorraine to place eggs on his plate. “Any fungus?”

“Some.”

“Crap!”

“Weather’s out of my control, Dad.”

“We’ll just have a bigger utility crop,” Lorraine said.

“Cider doesn’t bring as much money,” Gil said. “Our baby-food account is our bread and butter.”

“They’ll get the fall varieties,” Dan replied,

“What about the Applejack Festival, Tom?” his father asked. “We usually save the fall crop for that.”

“Well, this year we’ll just push the cider and jellies,” Dan replied.

“And my aunts and sisters always want space to exhibit their quilts,” Lorraine suggested, sitting on Dan’s other side. "We’ll rent it to them.”

Grateful for her positive support, Dan met her warm, earnest eyes. She’d gathered her silky hair into a braid that hung down her back. He gave her an appreciative smile.

Beneath her light tan, she blushed. Picking up her fork, she looked away, and he knew she was remembering their time together that morning.

“Better get used to dealing with the weather,” Gil said, leaning toward Thad and shaking his fork. “When the orchards are yours, you’ll face this year after year.”

“Dad,” Dan chided gently. “Thad has plenty of time to decide what he wants to do with his life. He may not want to run the orchards."

“Horsefeathers,” Gil grumbled.

“I will, Grampa,” Autumn piped up.

Gil scoffed and the twins jostled one another.

Toast popped up in the toaster, and Dan stood to get it, slapping margarine on the slices. His phone rang. He slid it from his pocket, didn’t recognize the area code, and touched the screen. “Beckett Farms.”

“Hello,” a male voice said. “May I ask who I’m speaking to?"

Dan held the phone to his ear with his shoulder and placed the toast on the table. Three hands snatched the slices in a heartbeat. “Who’d you want?”

“I’m not sure,” the man replied with a drawl. “I’m looking for someone named Beckett, and I assume you’re him?”

Dan dropped more bread into the toaster and depressed the lever. “You’ve got Tom.”

“Oh.”

Dan frowned at the silence that followed. “Hello?”

“I’m sorry. I’m trying to word this correctly. My name is Dr. Vance. I’m on staff at Sisters of Mercy Hospital in Trousdale, Tennessee. I’ve had a patient in my care for the past couple of weeks. The only link I have to finding a relative is an army duffel bag with a serial number. A friend of mine searched out the serial number. It belongs to a Gilbert Beckett.”

Dan’s heart stopped. His father’s duffel bag.

His pulse throbbed deafeningly in his ears and he turned away from his family at the table. He hadn’t seen the bag since the day Tom left all those years ago.

“Mr. Beckett?”

“Ye—” he cleared his throat “—yes.”

“Does the bag sound familiar?”

He glanced over his shoulder and deliberately stepped into the laundry room away from the family’s ears. “It’s my father’s. My brother had it with him the last time I saw him.” He bracketed his temples with the thumb and fingers of one hand. If the patient couldn’t tell the doctor who his family was, did that mean he was unconscious or that——Dan’s mind stumbled over the thought—that he’d died? “What does your patient look like?”

“He’s a little over six feet. Dark hair. Blue eyes.”

Too many thoughts to deal with at once whirled in Dan’s head. “Dr. Vance... is he all right?”

“He was in an automobile accident, Mr. Beckett. Physically, he’s coming along quite nicely. He was listed in fair condition originally and we monitored him round the clock. He’s in good condition now. Ready to be released, actually.”

“Did he ask you to call here?” After all these years was Dan’s deception about to be revealed?

“No, Mr. Beckett.”

Dan waited expectantly, his heart pounding.

“My patient has amnesia.”

The blood pounding in his head must have affected his hearing. “What?”

“My guess is it’s temporary, but we have no way of knowing when or how long it will take for him to regain his memory—or if he ever will. There’s no guarantee.”

“You mean he can’t remember anything? Nothing?” Dan fought back a traitorous sense of relief. This was a terrible thing to have happened to his brother—if it was his brother. What kind of monster would be glad that he couldn’t remember?

“Some things. The mind is a strange and complex machine. He knew how to dress and tie his shoes, how to do algebra problems, who the presidents of the United States were. He can sing commercial jingles, things like that. But he doesn’t know who he is, where he lives, or what he does for a living. He can’t remember friends, family, what kind of car he drives, if he likes baseball or what movies he’s seen.”

“He doesn’t remember us?”

“I’m afraid not.”

“Do you think he’s my brother? Anyone could have latched on to that duffel bag in all these years.”

“That’s true,” Dr. Vance agreed. “But after hearing your voice, I tend to think he is your brother. I’m going to text you a photo, and if you think it’s him, I’d like you to come identify him in person. Could you do that?"

Dan glanced back at his family finishing their breakfast. It was entirely possible that this wasn’t Tom at all. Dan would have to clear this situation up without upsetting the rest of the family. It would be a couple of weeks before the rest of the apples had to be harvested. “Yes, send the photo now. If I think it’s him I could get away in a day or two.”

“That would be appreciated.”

“Give me your address.” Back in the kitchen, he grabbed a pencil stub and scribbled on the back of an envelope.

“By the way, Mr. Beckett, if this is your brother, what is his name?”

Dan’s gaze bored into the back of Lorraine’s head. He stepped deliberately back into the laundry room and turned away. “Dan," he replied.

He touched the screen to end the call, and waited the longest minute of his life. The text message alert sounded, kicking him in the chest with alarm. He drew the phone up, his hand trembling and opened the message.

His brother’s image popped open on the screen.
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Chapter Two
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Dan barely noticed the postcard-perfect scenery of Missouri and lower Illinois. Once in Kentucky, he saw a coyote standing at the edge of the road, watching his red Dodge Ram speed by. When he reached Tennessee, he ran the air-conditioning and as night fell it began to rain.

He stopped for gas and found a chain motel. He’d get up early and have about another hour-and-a-half drive in the morning. After two sleepless nights at home, another loomed before him. His thoughts battled and turned his stomach into a hard lump. Maybe the man he was going to see wasn’t Tom at all and only looked like him. It had been a hazy photo after all. He should want it to be Tom, shouldn’t he? Shouldn’t he be pleased at the thought of finding his brother after all these years?

He was kidding himself. The patient at Sisters of Mercy Hospital was his brother. And that’s what scared the hell out of him. He’d always known there was a chance—a very real possibility—that Tom would turn up. Somehow he’d managed to bury the idea so deep and so well that he’d never dug it up and examined it.

But now reality slammed around inside his skull like a steel ball in a pinball machine. Dan lay on a bed in a room that smelled of stale cigarettes and listened to the pathetic hum of the overworked window air conditioner. What was he going to say to his brother? Would he tell him what he’d done? Tom hadn’t cared what happened after he left. All he’d cared about was getting as far away from Beckett Orchards as Dan’s Harley would carry him.

Dan awoke feeling like he’d been on an all-night drunk. He had a text from Lorrie and answered it without his usual good humor. He showered and dressed and, with his cowboy hat still slightly damp from the previous night’s rain, grabbed coffee in a foam cup at a drive-through. Trousdale was a clean little city with friendly people at the gas station. His phone GPS led him directly to the hospital, where he parked and inquired at the information desk.

“Dr. Vance told me to be expecting you,” said a matronly lady with a pronounced drawl. “I’ll page him right away.”

Dan seated himself on a blue vinyl bench amidst a few sleepy men and women and thumbed distractedly through a sports magazine.

“Mr. Beckett.”

Dan glanced up. The man wore a gray suit and light blue shirt with a tie. He was younger than Dan had imagined, of medium build with thin blond hair and a ruddy complexion. He stared through gold-rimmed glasses with an expression of near awe.

Dan laid the magazine down and stood, removing his black cowboy hat. The doctor’s pale eyes followed his moves, and finally he spoke again. “There’s obviously no need to have you identify my patient.”

Dan’s heart thudded. “It’s him?”

“I’ve never seen a more amazing likeness in my life.” Dr. Vance offered his hand. “At first I thought there was some mistake and that my patient had come down here to the waiting room.”

Dan shook his hand. Well, that cinched it. The patient upstairs was Tom. He wiped his palms nervously on his jean-clad thighs. Now what?

“I’ll fill you in on the specifics on the way up.” Dr. Vance led the way down a corridor to the elevators.

Twenty minutes later, Dan waited outside Room 316 while Dr. Vance prepared Tom for his visit. A pair of young nurses did a double take when they passed him in the hall.

Dr. Vance appeared again. “This may be the catalyst your brother needs to regain his memory. I’d like to stay to see his reaction.”

“Sure.” Dan walked past an empty bed and around a curtain. Tom sat in a chair, one stockinged ankle crossed over the opposite knee. Beneath his hospital gown he wore a pair of jeans. His right arm lay against his chest in a blue fabric sling, a cast visible to his knuckles. With his left hand pushing against the arm of the chair, he stood and stared at Dan.

A spontaneous reassurance he hadn’t been expecting suffused Dan. Tom was okay. Tom was safe and alive and looking just as Dan had imagined he would.

Fourteen years had planted several gray hairs in Tom’s glossy dark head. A few spidery lines radiated from the corners of his eyes, and a fresh pink scar nicked the side of his chin.

Tom was back.

“I thought you were exaggeratin’, Doc,” Tom said with the same drawl the nurses used. He stepped around Dan hesitantly, flipped on the bathroom light and gaped at himself in the mirror. Then he stared back at Dan.

‘Does Mr. Beckett look familiar to you?” Dr. Vance asked.

“Looks just like the face I shaved this morning. But then that’s not familiar to me either.”

Dr. Vance glanced from one to the other. “I had hoped...” he said, and his voice trailed off. “So you don’t remember seeing this man before?”

Tom turned off the bathroom light and stood in the doorway. “No. But, it’s pretty obvious that he’s my brother.”

“I know it’s not going to be easy for you to leave with him,” the doctor said to Tom.

The import of his words sank in. Dan stared at his twin.

“It must feel like you’re trusting your welfare to total strangers,” Dr. Vance continued. “I’ll contact the Med Center in Omaha and get a recommendation for a doctor. It’s important that you continue counseling.”

Tom nodded.

“He says your name is Dan,” Dr. Vance told him.

“Dan.” Tom tried the name out and shrugged. “Good as any, I guess.”

The doctor turned to Dan. “There
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