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            A note from Tracie

          

        

      

    

    
      Dear Reader,

      

      Thank you so much for sticking with this series and seeing it through to this final book. I promise, with all my heart, that Tally and Cash’s happy ever after is coming, but I hope, by now, you understand why this series had to be split into three books. That you’re here, reading the final installment, means the absolute world to me. My love and gratitude goes out to you xx

      

      So what can you expect within the pages of Grand Slam? I won’t spoil it for you, but there will be tears, even more explosive secrets revealed, and a whole lot of love. Out of the three books, this one is my favourite because, finally, Cash grows up. It’s taken him a long time, but within these pages, you’ll see his character arc complete - and it is EPIC!

      

      Once you turn the final page, and you’ve dried your tears, I’d love to know what you thought, not just of Grand Slam, but of the entire series. A review would be hugely appreciated, or why not join my Facebook reader group Tracie’s Racy Aces and chat to me there.

      

      Happy reading.

      
        
        Love,

        Tracie

      

      

      

      PS… If Facebook isn’t your jam, then you might want to consider joining my newsletter. There’s a free book on offer as a thank you for signing up. I never spam and only drop out a note when I have something to tell you.

      Visit my website at www.authortraciedelaney.com to grab your copy.
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        The final set. The final secret.

        The final chance to get it right.

      

      

      
        
        Tally left London to escape the wreckage of her relationship with Cash. What she didn't expect was a Greek island full of refugees to teach her how to rebuild her life. It turns out, healing is easier when you're busy helping others.

      

        

      
        Cash lost more than the woman he loves. Months of gruelling therapy have rebuilt his body, but rebuilding trust may be the hardest battle of his life.

      

        

      
        When fate throws the former lovers together again, old feelings reignite fast. Until a stranger lands on their doorstep carrying a secret that could unravel everything they've fought for.

      

        

      
        Who is she? What does she want? And could this be the one time love isn’t enough to save the match?
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      You’re not my goddamn type. Never were, never will be.

      Tally squeezed her eyes closed as the memory of Cash’s hurtful words came tumbling into her mind. A deepening ache grew in her chest. She slowly breathed in through her nose and blew out a shuddering breath. A few weeks earlier, she wouldn’t have imagined he could be so cruel, but ever since a car had mown him down and left him with a severe brain injury, he hadn’t been the same person. God, she loved him—desperately—but he’d made it all too clear he no longer felt the same way.

      Before the accident, they’d been planning on getting married. Now all she had left to remind her they’d ever been engaged was a slight indentation on her ring finger where, for a few short weeks, her engagement ring had nestled.

      Winter had arrived early in Northern Ireland, even though it was only mid-October. The wind howled, and rain streamed horizontally across the windows as she sat on the runway, waiting for the plane to depart. For the moment, she’d stopped crying, and her insides felt numb, hollow, empty.

      The captain finally announced they’d been cleared for take-off. As the plane accelerated down the runway, Tally ached for the familiarity of Cash sitting beside her, clinging to the seat and muttering curses under his breath. He hated flying. It didn’t frighten her in the least. A much scarier prospect was the reason for this trip. Rather than being snuggled up in bed next to Cash, she was heading back to London, where she’d have to relive the last few hideous hours as Pete and Em grilled her until she spilled every single detail.

      Little more than an hour later, the plane landed at London City Airport. Tally wrenched her bag from under the seat in front and queued with her fellow passengers to disembark. Her luggage was almost last off the carousel, and when she turned around to leave, the arrivals hall was virtually empty.

      She joined an enormous line for taxis but had little choice. The DLR would be rammed at this time of the morning, full of keen city types pretending they couldn’t wait to get to work. In truth, like her, they’d all prefer to be at home in bed.

      When she reached the front of the line, she sank into the back of a black cab. Fortunately, she’d lucked out. The taxi driver was also morose, allowing Tally to slip into despair in peace without having to pretend to be interested in someone else’s mindless chatter.

      Forty-five long minutes later, she arrived at Em’s new place. When Tally moved to Northern Ireland, Em had given up their old flat. She now lived a few streets away in a one-bed apartment that was cheaper on rent.

      The taxi driver barely waited for Tally to slam the boot before he sped off, no doubt in search of the next lucrative fare. Damn. What if Em isn’t at home? Only one way to find out. With her luggage trailing behind her, she walked up the narrow path. She pressed the bell for flat four and waited.

      “Hello?”

      “Em, it’s me.”

      “Tal?” Em said, her tone full of surprise. “What the fuck? Hang on.”

      Less than thirty seconds later, the door opened. Em took one look at Tally’s face, her eyes flickering to where Tally was clutching her luggage, fingers red from the wind and cold, and surprise turned to concern.

      “You’re freezing. Get in here.” Em plucked a suitcase from Tally’s hand and led her upstairs to the flat. “In there, babes,” she said, pointing to the living room before she disappeared into the kitchen.

      Tally dropped onto the sofa and pressed her fingertips to her temples. Exhausted and overwrought, all she wanted was to sleep, to wish away the nightmare of the past five hours and wake up next to Cash.

      “Here you go,” Em said, passing her a steaming cup of coffee. “What’s the matter, babes?”

      Tally took the mug from her. “I don’t know where to start.”

      “Wherever you need to.”

      “He’s kicked me out.”

      Em’s mouth fell open. “He’s fucking what?”

      Tally’s eyes welled up, and despite furious blinking, the tears spilled over. “He said he doesn’t love me anymore,” she said, dashing the back of her hand across her damp cheeks.

      Em frowned. “Of course he loves you. The man worships the ground you walk on.”

      Tally shook her head. “Not anymore. He’s different since the accident. It doesn’t matter what I do, Em. I can’t reach him.”

      Em wrapped her fingers around Tally’s and squeezed. “How did all this come about?”

      “I found him watching the Singapore Masters early this morning. God, Em, he looked so broken.” Her breath caught on a sob. “We started rowing. Well, he did really. And then he threw a vase at me.”

      “He what?”

      Tally reassuringly patted Em’s hand. “Not at me. He didn’t aim for me. His anger flares up from nowhere, and he reacts. After he threw it, he told me to go. He said he didn’t want me anymore.” Her voice cracked. “He said I wasn’t his type. That I never had been.”

      Grief and desperation surged through her, taking her breath away with its intensity, and her whole body trembled with the effort of dragging in the air her lungs demanded. Em pulled her close.

      “Babes, this can’t be right. There must be a reason. Cash loves you.”

      Tally eased her fingers from beneath Em’s tight hold and rubbed her eyes. “You weren’t there. His face… Em, he looked as though he hated me.”

      Em scratched her cheek, a deepening frown pulling her brows low. “I don’t get it.”

      Tally’s shoulders dropped. Her whole world had crashed around her, and she felt as though she was floating above her body, looking down on the shell of a person who used to love and be loved. This had to be a terrible nightmare.

      “I know you don’t have the room, but can I sleep on the sofa until I get myself sorted?”

      Em’s warm hand rubbed soothing circles against her back. “For as long as you need, babes.”

      “Love you,” Tally whispered as more tears fell.

      “Want me to cancel work today?”

      “No. To be honest, I’d welcome a bit of time on my own.”

      “Does Pete know?”

      “Not yet.” Tally clamped her eyes shut. “I need to work out what to say before I go to see him.”

      “This is the place to do that.” Em glanced at her watch. “Shit. I’m late.” She wheeled out of the room and, after a lot of clattering and banging, returned fifteen minutes later carrying four bags, her back curved from the weight of them all.

      “Today’s client thinks I can make a silk purse out of a sow’s ear. Clearly, I’m going to need every fucking trick in the book.”

      Despite the hollow ache in her chest, Tally laughed. “If anyone can, you can.”

      Em grimaced. “We’ll see.” She gave Tally a forlorn stare. “We’ll talk properly later. Everything will work out. I promise.”

      The silence that enveloped Tally when Em left was almost oppressive. She lay down on the sofa and curled her knees into her chest then closed her eyes and slept.
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      Tally woke a few hours later with a stiff neck. She drew the back of her hand across her mouth, wiping drool from the corners. The sun had dipped low in the sky, casting a weak shadow into Em’s living room. She pushed herself to a seated position and massaged the tight muscles in the back of her neck. The sofa was comfy enough, but it didn’t come close to her bed at home. Except she didn’t have a home anymore.

      A wave of despair crashed over her as she faced her new reality.

      No Cash.

      No home.

      No future.

      She trudged into the kitchen and flicked the kettle on. After opening several cupboards, she managed to locate a jar of instant coffee. She spooned a heaped amount into a mug in the vain hope caffeine would make her feel better. It wouldn’t, of course. There was no cure for a broken heart.

      The kettle had just boiled when the front door slammed.

      “Tal?”

      “In here.”

      The sound of several bags being dropped on the floor was followed by Em appearing in the doorway to the kitchen. “Make that two.” Em flopped into one of two chairs pushed up against the kitchen wall.

      She added slightly less coffee to Em’s mug and put it on the table in front of her. Tally remained standing, blew on her drink, and took a cautious sip. “How’s the sow’s ear?”

      Em made an exaggerated motion with her hands. “I tell you, babes, I’m a fucking genius. ’Course, it’s a lot easier when you start with a better canvas, but still, I impressed myself.”

      Tally chuckled. “You always were a miracle worker. I should know.”

      Em snorted. “Hardly. Comparing you to her is like comparing a Van Gogh to some production-line picture you can pick up at Ikea.” She kicked her shoes off, and they thudded against the kitchen cabinets. A relieved sigh spilled from her lips. “Enough about me. How are you doing?”

      “Not great.”

      “Has he been in touch?”

      “No.” Tally gave a short, bitter laugh. “I don’t expect him to.”

      “So what’s the plan?”

      “You don’t give a minute, do you?”

      Em leaned back. She crossed one foot over the opposing knee and began massaging the sole of her foot. “I don’t mean to push, babes, but I know you. The last thing you need is time to think. Keeping busy—that’s the key.”

      Tally blew out a soft sigh tinged with defeat. “I guess the best thing would be to ask Pete for my job back. If he’ll have me.”

      “Of course he’ll have you.”

      Tally sighed. “I’m dreading having to tell people and watch them pity me.”

      “Then don’t. Tell them to mind their own fucking business.”

      As another wave of hopelessness and loss washed over her, she covered her face with her hands. “I don’t know what to do.”

      Em rose from her chair and wrapped her arms around Tally’s shoulders then gently rocked her back and forth like a mother soothing a distressed child. “You don’t have to rush into anything, but at least make the beginnings of a plan. Don’t let the days slide by, Tal. That’s when depression sets in.”

      “Yeah. I know.”

      “Right,” Em said gruffly. “I can’t be arsed cooking. Let’s get pizza.” She grabbed a bunch of takeout menus from the drawer beside the sink and began riffling through. After reaching into her bag for her phone, she swiftly brushed away a tear.

      “I’ll be okay,” Tally said, her voice small and tinged with defeat.

      Em turned to face her. “As if you haven’t been through enough, what with Cash’s accident and everything.”

      Sorrow squeezed her heart. “I wouldn’t change a single thing, even if I knew how it ended.”

      “This isn’t the real Cash. You know that, right?”

      A headache began to pound behind Tally’s eyes, and she dug her fingertips into her temples. “After his accident, I read everything I could get my hands on about head-injury victims. It changes people, Em. Changes their personalities. I couldn’t find one case where the victim wasn’t different in some way. And seventy-five per cent of couples split up following severe head injury.” She sighed wistfully. “I was certain we’d be in the twenty-five per cent. Shows how wrong you can be.”

      “So you’ve given up on him?”

      Tally expelled a frustrated breath. “No. He’s given up on me.”

      “But—”

      She put her hands in the air, warding off any further comment. “Let’s talk about something else, please. Order the pizza.”
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      When Tally climbed into her makeshift bed later that night, she allowed her mind to wander. Her chest ached with despair. If she weren’t careful, depression would join the party, as Em had warned. Tally hadn’t considered a future without Cash, not for a long time. In the beginning, she constantly waited for him to dump her, but she hadn’t suffered those feelings for a long time. He’d made her feel secure wrapped in his love, and she’d planned a whole life, with him at the centre of it. Marriage, career, kids. Now she had to walk in a different direction. Alone.

      Hot tears sprang to her eyes, but she wouldn’t let them fall. Not this time. She needed to toughen up, and quick. The next few weeks were going to be hell. If she allowed the pain to suffocate her like last time they’d split up—after Kinga had sent the photographs of Cash kissing Gracie, his mother’s nurse—the road back would be torturous.

      Sleep, when it came, was fitful, and as the first rays of daylight seeped through the blinds, Tally flung off the covers and stiffly got to her feet. She showered and dressed as quietly as possible, left Em a note telling her where she was going, and slipped out of the flat. It was barely past six, but Pete had always been an early riser, and Tally wanted to catch him before he left for work. She couldn’t face talking to him at the paper, not with all those curious eyes raking over the dying embers of her life.

      The tube was quiet—the hour being too early for most commuters—and Tally easily got a seat. Pete’s place was only a few stops from Em’s, and at six thirty, Tally found herself standing outside. The blinds were open, meaning he was up, but he wouldn’t have left for work yet. She took a deep breath and rang the bell, its peal sounding hollow in the hallway.

      Pete’s grumbles seeped through the door, and she couldn’t help a small smile from creeping across her lips. He’d be pissed off, assuming she was an early cold caller, and he’d be getting ready to give her a piece of his mind.

      The heavy mahogany door swung back, showing Pete’s mouth already open in readiness to berate the poor sucker. When he saw Tally, surprise flashed across his face.

      “Tally? What are you doing here?”

      “Can I come in?”

      “Sure, sure.” He stepped back and drew her into his arms as he kicked the door shut. “What’s wrong? Is it Cash? He’s okay, isn’t he?”

      “Let’s go and sit down, Uncle Pete.”

      She ignored the look of confusion he gave her at the word Uncle—a moniker she rarely turned to these days—and brushed past him into the living room. She sank into her favourite chair.

      Pete sat opposite, a deep frown knitting his eyebrows together. “What’s going on?”

      Tally steadied herself. “Cash and I… we’ve split up.”

      Pete’s head flinched to one side as though he’d been slapped across the face. “What?”

      “He… I… he doesn’t want me anymore. Told me to go. So I did.”

      Pete’s eyes widened, his posture stiffening. “Tally, the man’s not in his right mind. He won’t have meant it. Have you called him?”

      “He meant it. You didn’t see his face. He’s not the person he was.”

      “When was this?”

      “Yesterday.”

      “Oh, sweetheart.” He held out his arms. “Come here.”

      Tally rose from her chair and nestled next to Pete on the sofa. His warm, comforting embrace was exactly what she needed, and he held her without saying a word as she cried. It was one of the many things she loved about him. He knew when to talk, and he knew when to be quiet.

      Spent and exhausted, she finally sat up. She reached into her pocket, pulled out a tissue, and blew her nose. “You need to change your shirt.”

      Pete glanced down and rubbed at the wet patch her tears had created. “It’ll soon dry.”

      “At least dab it with some water. The salt will make the fabric go stiff.”

      “Are we really sitting here talking about my bloody shirt? What do you need me to do?”

      She took a breath and met his gaze. “Can I have my job back?”

      “No.”

      Tally blanched, a sudden coldness striking her core at his harsh and instantaneous refusal of her request. “Why not? It’s what I need.”

      “No, it isn’t. What you need is space. Time to get your head around what’s happened. Coming back to work, with the resultant stress, is the last thing you need.”

      Tally repetitively rubbed her forehead. “I’m not earning enough freelancing yet. I need a steady income. I can’t afford to take a break or wallow in self-pity. I know I’ve messed you about, but please, Pete. I’m begging you.”

      Pete chewed his lip and didn’t answer. She needed him to agree. If he didn’t take her back, she didn’t know what she’d do for money. She couldn’t expect Em to subsidise her living expenses. Em barely earned enough to keep herself afloat.

      “You have money,” Pete finally said.

      Tally frowned in confusion, and then her eyes widened. “I will not be using Cash’s credit card, if that’s what you mean. I’m cutting it up as soon as I get home.”

      “No, that’s not it. You have your own money.” When Tally stared in utter bewilderment, Pete continued. “Your dad had an insurance policy that paid out when he died. The money went into a trust. I’m the trustee.”

      Almost robotically, Tally raised a hand to her head. “Why am I only hearing about this now?”

      Pete shrugged apologetically. “Your dad insisted I was to let you have the money only when a real need arose. That time is now.”

      It took a second or two for the information to sink in. When it did, her relief was tinged with annoyance at the collusion. “I can’t believe this.”

      Pete patted her hand. “I did what I thought was best. I was planning to give you the money on your wedding day, but now…”

      “How much money?”

      Pete rocked his head from side to side. “About one hundred and fifty thousand.”

      Tally’s mouth dropped open. “A hundred and fifty thousand pounds?”

      He cracked a small smile. “Yes.”

      “Holy shit.” Tally rose from her seat and paced across the room. This was unbelievable. Unbelievable. Her dad had died right before the credit crunch hit, and by the time she’d recovered enough from the shock to agree to sell the house, the proceeds had barely covered the mortgage. And now this bombshell. That amount of money would bring her freedom, choice. It would give her space to sort out her screwed-up life, not to mention her screwed-up head.

      “I-I don’t know what to say.”

      “You don’t have to say anything.”

      “Oh, Uncle Pete, thank you.” She flung herself at him, and as his arms came around her once more, a wave of unconditional love brought tears to her eyes.

      “I still think you should call Cash,” Pete said when they finally broke apart.

      “He hasn’t called me.” Tally winced as the hollow ache in her chest made a comeback.

      “Do you really want to play that game?”

      She got to her feet. “It’s over. Let it lie.”

      “Why don’t I call him? Have a chat. Man to man.”

      “No.” Her hands formed into fists. “I’m not a child. Leave it, please.”

      Pete made a frustrated noise. “All relationships go through bad times, Tally, although you and Cash have had more than your fair share. You need to remember, the ones that survive are where both sides fight, and fight hard.”

      She exhaled on a sigh. “I would fight if Cash would let me, but he’s given up—on himself and on us. What else can I do?” A pang in her heart made it difficult to breathe, and she rested a hand against the fireplace to steady herself.

      Pete’s face softened. “Look, go back to Em’s and have a think about what you want to do, but my advice, for what it’s worth, is to take your time. There’s no need to do anything rash.”

      Tally chewed over Pete’s revelation as she rode the tube back to the flat. As she walked up to Em’s building and let herself in, a wave of nostalgia brought a smile to her lips. Although Dad was no longer alive, he’d still managed to save her.
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      Cash listlessly reached for his phone when the damned thing pinged again with an incoming message. Seven missed calls, twenty unanswered texts, multiple WhatsApp notifications.

      None of them from Natalia.

      He tossed his phone beside him. He’d made his feelings perfectly clear, and she’d listened—thank fuck. If she’d stayed, it would only be a matter of time before he hurt her, and he couldn’t allow that to happen. Doing the right thing didn’t ease his pain, though.

      His phone rang, and regardless of the internal conversation he’d just had, hope spiked within him. He glanced at the screen—and came crashing back to earth. Mum calling again. He needed to answer it, put her mind at rest, but he couldn’t face the questions she would undoubtedly ask about Natalia. He’d have to explain how he’d thrown her out in the middle of the night with nowhere to go.

      He squeezed his eyes shut. God, he was a fucker. He’d told her that on their first date, but she hadn’t listened. She wanted him anyway, and for a time, he truly believed they could be happy, that he could have a normal life like everyone else.

      How wrong he’d been. He could blame the accident, but it was a catalyst really, a way for the universe to readjust to how things were meant to be.

      He scraped a hand through his hair. He missed her. It had only been three days since she’d left, and he missed her more than he ever thought possible.

      Cash wandered aimlessly around the house, catching sight of himself in the hallway mirror. He looked like shit—hair unkempt, beard in desperate need of a trim. He had dark circles under his eyes, an outward sign of an internal battle.

      The buzzer sounded, telling him someone was at the front gates. Well, they could fuck off. He didn’t want to see anyone.

      “Cash, it’s Mum. Is everything okay?”

      Not even her.

      “I don’t care how long I have to stand here before you let me in, but you should know it’s raining. Do you want me to catch cold?”

      He grimaced as guilt pinched at his insides. Of course not. What does she take me for?

      “Tally, open the gates, darling, or so help me, I’m climbing over.”

      Fuck.

      He pressed the buzzer, estimating it would take his mother about two minutes to walk up the drive. He had two minutes to get his shit together and try to find a way to explain why Natalia wasn’t there.

      He didn’t get two minutes. Sixty seconds later, Mum knocked at the door.

      “You should have called.” Cash opened it, ignoring her shocked face as she got a good look at him.

      “I did. Several times.” Rachael closed the door behind her and followed him into the living room. Her eyes fell on the broken vase he still hadn’t dredged up the energy to tidy since he’d smashed it three days earlier. He hadn’t aimed for Natalia. Had he?

      “What’s going on? Where’s Tally? And why aren’t you answering your phone?”

      “That’s a lot of questions,” he muttered, dragging a trembling hand through his hair.

      “So take them one at a time.”

      “Fine,” he snapped. “I’m losing my fucking mind. Natalia isn’t here because I threw her out, and I’m not answering my phone because I don’t fucking want to talk to anyone.”

      He sank onto the sofa and glanced at the floor because he couldn’t stand to look at the stunned expression on his mother’s face. Silence lay thick between them. It was his responsibility to speak first, but the words of apology stuck in his throat.

      The sofa dipped as his mother sat beside him. Her fingers wrapped around his, and she squeezed. “Do you want to tell me what happened?”

      “No.”

      “Is she okay?” she asked gently.

      He flashed her a black look. “You mean have I turned into my father?”

      “That isn’t what I meant,” she said in an indignant tone. “Don’t put words in my mouth, Cash.”

      “Sorry,” he mumbled. “She’s fine. But she won’t be if she stays with me.”

      “What does that mean?”

      He faced her, hot tears burning his eyes because he refused to let them fall. “I don’t know what’s happening to me. I get angry over nothing, and I have no control over it. I can’t turn into him, Mum.”

      “Oh, Cash.” She put her arms around him. For a few seconds, he remained stiff, but as she hugged tighter he gave in, sinking against her. She stroked his hair and whispered comforting words in his ear.

      “I had to make her go, because if I didn’t, I couldn’t be sure I wouldn’t hurt her.”

      She gently cupped his face, giving him no choice but to look at her. “You need help, sweetheart.”

      He jerked his head back and folded his arms across his chest. “I’m not seeing a shrink.”

      A resigned sigh spilled from her lips. “Then there must be someone you can talk to. Someone who understands what you’re going through.”

      He pinched his nose between his thumb and forefinger as he contemplated his mother’s idea. There was someone, but Cash hadn’t seen him in a long while. Far too long.

      The time had come to build bridges.
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      Cash managed to find a space in a cramped Dublin side street. He locked the car and yanked up the hood on his coat. The wind whipped, chapping his face. He bent his head against the driving rain and tucked his hands into his jeans. It only took him about ten minutes to get to the house, but he still cursed the fact he’d been unable to find a space right outside. By the time he knocked on the door, his hands were frozen, he was drenched, and he could barely feel his feet.

      As the door opened, Cash ducked his head.

      “Hi, Louisa,” he said, his tone full of sorrow and regret.

      Louisa gave him a warm smile and stood back so he could get out of the rain and cold. “Come on inside. It’s lovely to see you.”

      “I’m sorry,” he said. “I haven’t exactly been the best friend.”

      Louisa made a tutting sound. “Now now, none of that. You’ll find no judgement here.” She helped Cash out of his wet coat.

      “Hey, you made it.”

      Cash glanced around as Rowan Murphy appeared on the far side of the hallway, his wheelchair squeaking on the tile as he trundled over. He thrust out his hand. Cash made an attempt to shake it, but his grip was limp and lifeless.

      “Fucking thing,” he said with a grimace. “I’m sorry I haven’t been around as much as I should have, Rowan.”

      Rowan rolled his eyes. “Don’t start with the guilt tripping. Fucking freezing, isn’t it? Let’s get you warmed up.” He tilted his head back and smiled at his wife. “Thank you, angel.”

      Louisa gave him a fond look and swept her hand down his arm. “I’ll leave you boys to it.”

      Rowan spun his chair around and headed back down the hallway. Cash followed. The doorway at the end opened up into a large living room where a fire burned in the grate.

      “Have a seat,” Rowan said, waving his arm at the sofa.

      Cash sat and leaned forward, warming his hands in front of the flames. “Not even winter yet.”

      “Gotta love living in Ireland,” Rowan said with a grin.

      Cash sighed. “I really am sorry, mate. I should have made the time to come and see you after your accident.”

      Rowan waved a hand in the air. “Forget it. If anyone knows how much being a professional sportsman takes over your life, it’s me. Come on, Cash, talk to me. I’m here to help.”

      “How much do you know about what’s happened?”

      Rowan wrinkled his nose. “How about you tell me in your own words.”

      Cash swept a hand over the back of his head. “I’m not coping very well. I thought it would be a good idea if I talked to you about how you managed, the difficulties you had—how you came out the other side with your sanity intact.”

      Rowan paused while his housekeeper brought coffee. Once she’d retreated, he turned to Cash and chuckled. “Not sure Louisa would agree with the sanity bit. But honestly, what other choice did I have? Couldn’t exactly let myself fall apart. I had a wife and two kids who relied on me.”

      “I’ve split up with Natalia,” Cash blurted. Saying the words aloud bored a fucking great hole in his stomach.

      “Shit. I’m sorry. That’s rough. When?”

      “A week ago. I was watching the Shanghai masters, and I could feel the anger building inside me as I watched the match. It should have been me out there competing, and yet I have this useless thing.” He waved his right hand in the air. “Can barely grip a cup, let alone a tennis racket. Natalia tried to comfort me.” He shrugged. “I should have told her to leave me alone. I wasn’t in the right headspace to be comforted, but instead, I let the anger spew out, and she caught the brunt of it. I threw a vase at her.”

      Rowan sucked in a breath. “Shit.”

      Cash grimaced. “Fortunately, it missed. I’ve been trying to convince myself it was because I didn’t aim at her, but the only reason I missed was because I had to throw with my left hand.”

      He hung his head as guilt threatened to drown him, although after living with remorse for so long, he should have been used to it. He didn’t notice Rowan had moved closer until a warm hand landed on his arm.

      “What you’re feeling is completely normal. The anger, the frustration, the pushing against everyone you love. Go ahead—beat yourself up. Wallow in self-pity. You’re allowed to do all those things, Cash. Rail against the unfairness of it all. Why you, right? Then when you’ve done all that, ask yourself one question: why not you? What makes you so special that you’re protected from the shit life throws around? The answer is, you’re not, and once you realise that, once you figure out you’re just as human as the rest of the population, then you’ll be ready to face the long road to recovery.”

      Cash stared at Rowan. He had said those words to himself hundreds of times since he woke from the coma. Why me? But Rowan was right. Why not him? Who the fuck was he to avoid fate, chance, a random accident that changed the course of his life forever?

      “How did you manage?” he eventually said.

      Rowan briefly smiled. “Badly. At least in the beginning. Louisa went through hell the first few weeks. Remember, I was exactly like you—a successful sportsman at the top of my game. After winning individual and team gold at the Olympics, I thought I was fucking invincible. Then my life falls apart on a stupid hack with a horse that, until then, had been bombproof.”

      “But aren’t you angry you’re confined to a wheelchair and can’t ride anymore?”

      “Confined?” Rowan scratched his cheek. “If it wasn’t for my wheelchair, I’d be bedridden, unable to get around by my own steam. And I still ride. I need help to do it, but I get up there, strap my legs onto the saddle, and away I go. I ignore the things I can’t do and focus on the things I can. You should try it.”

      “But what if I never play tennis professionally again?”

      Rowan gave a wry smile. “Can I give you some advice?” When Cash nodded, he continued. “Don’t let others limit what you’re capable of or tell you something’s impossible. You’re stronger than that. And competitive. Use those traits to your advantage.”

      “I don’t feel strong. Not anymore.” Cash swept a hand over his face. “It’s the anger that scares me. I have no control over it.”

      Rowan wheeled himself over to a desk in the corner of the room. He returned with a business card and handed it to Cash. “Call this guy. Dr Bauer. He’s got a facility in Hamburg that specialises in anger management. I spent some time with him after my accident when the voices in my head became too destructive.”

      Cash stared at the card. “You think there’s hope?”

      “I know there is.”

      A shrink. Jesus. “Thanks. I’ll think about it.” Talking to strangers about personal shit—was he even capable of that?

      “Don’t think too long,” Rowan said as Cash stood to leave. “The mind doesn’t heal like the body.”

      Louisa walked Cash to the door. “Come back anytime,” she said as he stepped outside. “You’re always welcome here.”

      He bent down and kissed her cheek. “Thanks, Louisa.”

      Sleet and rain froze his skin on contact as he ran back to the car. Once inside, he shrugged out of his wet coat and stared at the business card for several minutes. Rowan had made a good point. If Cash left things as they were, he had zero chance of getting his life back.

      He reached for his phone and made the call.
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      Tally opened the online banking application for what felt like the tenth time. Her balance read £152,473.56. As promised, Pete had transferred the money. It was hers to do with as she pleased. With the money in her account, she could move forward and plan for her future.

      Her mind was all over the place. The money had brought choices, which in turn had brought confusion. Should she stay in London and work on building her network and her freelance reporting business? Or should she get away as Pete had suggested?

      As boredom set in, she browsed through Facebook. Her newsfeed was full of happy, happy, and more happy. Tally closed it down and opened her emails instead. She deleted most of them and was about to cast her phone aside when one email caught her eye. Or rather, the sender did. Joe Martinez— a snake and a curse against real journalists. What the hell was he doing contacting her? She thought about deleting without reading, but the subject—“You’re going to want to see this”—made her curious.

      She sighed in defeat and clicked on the email. It contained an attachment and one line of text:

      I see Gallagher is up to his old tricks again.

      Her pulse jolted, and she clicked on the attachment. A picture appeared, clearly taken with a long lens but detailed enough to show Cash pressing his lips to a woman’s cheek. Several other pictures followed, showing him with his head bowed against the weather, coat collar up, sprinting down the street.

      Sorrow surged through her. A little over a week had passed since she’d last seen him, and he was already moving on. The photo of him with the woman was Martinez stirring things up. She’d made that mistake once before and wasn’t about to fall for it for a second time. The kiss was chaste. There was nothing even remotely sexual in it. But the story the pictures told were not of a man sitting at home, pining for what might have been. No, he was out and about, visiting friends, living his life.

      Unlike her.

      Anguish clawed at her stomach. She had to face facts. Cash wasn’t going to come knocking, begging her to take him back, pleading for forgiveness. She needed to follow his lead and make a new start. She’d wasted enough time.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      “Are you sure you’ve got everything?” Em was dashing about, opening drawers and cupboards, creating chaos in her wake.

      Tally rolled her eyes. “Anything I’ve forgotten I can buy. I’m hardly travelling to the back of beyond. We’re going to be late if you don’t get a move on.”

      Em cursed as Pete honked the horn for the fourth time. “Jeez, chill out.”

      “He has a job to get to, and I have a flight to catch. Now, will you hurry up?”

      “Okay, okay. Right. Keys, phone, bag. Ready.”

      Em slammed the door, and the two of them made a dash for Pete’s car.

      “Sorry, Dozer,” she said with a cheeky smile that belied her apology as she clambered inside.

      “You’ll be late for your own funeral,” he grumbled as he pulled out from the kerb.

      “Had to make sure my girl’s got everything. She’s not going to the corner shop, you know.”

      “Nor the moon,” Pete said.

      As Pete pulled into the drop-off area at Heathrow airport, Tally glanced at her watch. A little less than two hours until take-off. She had plenty of time.

      Pete lifted her suitcase from the boot and pulled out the extending handle. “Come here,” he said, wrapping his arms around her. “Call me when you land.”

      “I will. Thanks for everything.”

      Tally turned to Em, who had started to cry.

      “I don’t want you to go,” she said, wiping her nose on her sleeve.

      “I’ve got to, Em.”

      “Doesn’t mean I have to like it.”

      “It’s only for a few months. Once I get settled, you can come out for a holiday.”

      “Try and stop me.” Her hug, when it came, was brief. “Take care, you.”

      Tally watched the car disappear around the corner, trying to ignore a nagging sense of being totally alone in the world. She dragged her suitcase into Departures and checked in. Once she was through security, she grabbed a latte at the nearest coffee shop and finally allowed her mind to wander. Everything had moved so fast since she’d decided to get away, which was just as well. With more time to think about how crazy this was, she might have changed her mind. She’d always been risk-averse, and heading to a foreign country for a few months when she couldn’t speak one word of the language was probably the riskiest thing she’d ever done.

      As she walked down the gangway to board her flight, fear clutched at her stomach. She was scared out of her mind. She almost turned back but then remembered something her father had said when he was teaching her to swim. He’d been in the water, trying to get her to jump in. She must have been about six. She could still vividly recall how terrified she’d been as she shivered on the side of the pool.

      “I’m scared, Daddy. I’m so scared.”

      “Be scared, my darling girl,” he’d replied. “Be scared, and then do it anyway.”

      Tally got on the plane.

      A few hours later, she arrived in Athens. As she stepped outside the terminal building, the weak sun warmed her skin. It was a lot warmer than London at this time of year, though it wasn’t hot. She stood in line for a taxi and managed to make the driver understand where she needed to go. One night at a hotel was all she’d booked. By the next day, she needed to decide on her final destination. She had a half-baked idea to write an article about the refugee crisis. After talking to the barman at her hotel, who was extremely knowledgeable about the plight of the migrants, she decided to focus on Safome, a small island that had received its fair share of refugees seeking a new, safer life in Europe. Recession had hit the locals hard, yet rather than turn them away, the residents of the little island had welcomed the newcomers with open arms.

      She popped down to the business centre and booked a flight to Rhodes for the following morning. From there, she’d be able to get a ferry to Safome.

      Her new life was about to begin.
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      Cash jogged down the plane steps to his waiting car. He handed his bag to the driver, got the formalities out of the way, and climbed into the back seat. Five minutes later, they were speeding down the autobahn towards Dr Bauer’s offices for Cash’s interview to see if he’d be a suitable candidate for the treatment programme.

      Interview. He’d laughed when the receptionist had told him that, until he realised she wasn’t joking.

      After making the decision to follow Rowan’s advice and seek proper treatment from an expert, he’d almost caved and called Natalia. He was desperate for her to know he hadn’t given up on their relationship, but as his finger had hovered over her number, he hadn’t been able to send the call. He was amazed Pete or Emmalee hadn’t rung to give him a mouthful. He’d certainly expected it in the days after he kicked Natalia out. But as time passed without hearing from them, he’d stopped jumping every time the phone rang.

      He touched her engagement ring, which hung on a chain around his neck. It was his one connection to her, a constant reminder that he’d better work his fucking nuts off to try to recover. If he succeeded, maybe one day he’d be able to slip it back onto her finger.

      Dr Bauer’s office was on the outskirts of Hamburg, a modern-looking facility, all glass and wood and
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