





April’s Hand Trembled And Gripped The Covers Tighter. “Why Wouldn’t I Remember? Did I Hurt My Head?”

Seth stilled as he studied April’s face for signs of duplicity. Somehow she’d bamboozled his brother Jesse into swapping the Lighthouse Hotel for a next-to-worthless recording studio and label. And now that Jesse was dead and Seth had come to fix the situation, she was claiming amnesia.


Seth didn’t believe in coincidence, and something about her memory loss seemed far too…convenient.


He refocused on the heartbreakingly beautiful woman lying in the hospital bed. Her lips trembled; her eyes were huge in her delicate face. The overall effect was alluring and deceptively vulnerable. He crossed his arms over his chest.


He couldn’t afford to be swayed.





 


Dear Reader,


When I was young, like many kids, I had piano lessons. Unfortunately for my teacher and those who had to listen to me practice, I had neither talent nor any semblance of hand-eye coordination. But boy, I wanted to be able to play well. So it was natural to give the ability to one of my heroines and live vicariously through her. April can play the way I wish I could and, like a true hero, Seth admires that about her. All my childhood dreams coming to life.


This is the second story in three connected books about half brothers (though it stands alone, too). At the Billionaire’s Beck and Call? had Ryder Bramson’s story, and after Seth will come the third brother, JT Hartley. While writing Ryder’s book, there was no doubt he was my favorite hero to date, but once I started Million-Dollar Amnesia Scandal, I have to admit, Seth quickly stole my heart. So honorable, so focused, so gorgeous. He needed a special heroine.

April is struggling with amnesia through this story, and starts to wonder if she’ll ever get her memory back and what that would mean for her identity. I found those concepts fascinating—if you lost all your memories, would you be the same person? Make the same decisions?


I hope you enjoy April and Seth’s story as much as I enjoyed writing it. And if you want some extra “behind the scenes” tidbits, visit me at www.rachelbailey.com.


Rachel
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One



As he looked around the private New York hospital room, Seth Kentrell dug his hands deep into his pockets. The best medical treatment money could buy, delivered in a room that wouldn’t look out of place in one of his own high-end hotels. For someone like the world-renowned jazz singer, April Fairchild, he wouldn’t expect anything less.

He glanced over at the woman lying seemingly unscathed in the hospital bed, her eyes closed, her delicate skin pale…and more sublimely fascinating than he’d expected. Her image was familiar, but in the flesh, she was exquisite. Even in sleep.

Was that what his brother had thought—had she taken Jesse to her bed? Was that how she’d manipulated him into practically giving her one of the prized hotels from their portfolio? At the thought of his brother, a sledgehammer blow hit the center of his chest. It’d been eight days and it was still beyond belief that Jesse was gone. Dead. Seth clenched his fists tight in his pockets, as if that could relieve the ache. But nothing could take the crushing sense of loss away. He’d never see his brother again.

And this woman had been the last person to see Jesse alive.

As he took a step closer, she moved restlessly in her sleep and he paused, not wanting to wake her. He had no idea of the true extent of the injuries she’d sustained in the accident that had killed his brother—the media had been fed meaningless and general information only. Which was why he’d had to come.

April moved again, and her face pinched then relaxed. Seth frowned. Was she in pain? Were there bruises marring her loveliness under the covers? He sucked in a breath, wondering if he should call a nurse. What if—

He stopped himself midthought and scrubbed his hands through his hair. He couldn’t let himself lose track of why he’d come. He needed the Lighthouse Hotel back or he risked losing the alliances he’d carefully built on the board of directors. By leaving equal shares in the conglomerate to his legitimate and illegitimate families, his father’s will had tried to bring his sons together but had instead thrown down the gauntlet. With Jesse’s death, the shares he and Seth had jointly inherited had reverted to Seth, but that just meant he and his half brother, Ryder Bramson, now had an equal half each of Warner’s stock. And now another man, JT Hartley, had emerged, claiming to be a long-lost son of Warner, demanding a share of the will. Though he wouldn’t get that far—Seth would make sure of it.

Likewise Seth had no intention of losing to Ryder Bramson. In the space of mere months, he’d lost his father and Jesse; he wouldn’t lose his company as well—no matter how lovely or vulnerable April Fairchild seemed to be.

The door opened and closed behind him and he pivoted to see a middle-aged, overly thin woman step purposefully into the room.

She snagged him with her gaze. “Are you another doctor?” she asked with the air of someone in charge.

“No.”

“A physiotherapist?”

“I’m not with the hospital.”

Her spine stiffened. “Are you a reporter?”

“No. My name is Seth Kentrell.”

Her eyes widened as she recognized the name. “How did you get in?”

A reasonable question. He’d told April’s guard at the door that he was from her lawyer’s office and showed him her name on the contract he held. The man had at least checked the name, but it had been too easy to pass. Had he been on the Bramson Holdings’ security staff, Seth would have him fired.

But he wasn’t here to share details about security.

He arched an eyebrow. “The question you should be asking is why I’m here.”

“You’re the intruder. I’ll ask the questions.” She bit on her lip, clearly wanting to ask precisely what he’d suggested, but now reluctant. Then she gave in. “Why are you here?”

He rewarded her with a smile. “To save Ms. Fairchild from a nasty, very public legal battle. Believe me, it’s in her best interests to talk to me sooner rather than later.”

Small noises came from the bed, and he turned to see April waking, her lashes blinking against the light, then opening to reveal large, chestnut-brown eyes. Her gaze fixed on him and the breath caught in his lungs. She was like a crushed rose, forlorn and broken, yet still exquisitely beautiful. Her fair skin was as perfect as porcelain; her hair—a tumble of caramel and honey—sat about her shoulders. He had the strange sensation of being drawn closer, closer. But, no, he tore his gaze away and steadied himself.

Shoulders squared, he looked back to April. She was squinting to see; there was too much light in the room. He crossed to the windows and drew the drapes closed, and she relaxed a fraction, opening her eyes more fully.

The older woman rushed over and sat on the edge of the bed. “April, darling, you’re awake.”

April frowned, then winced as if frowning hurt. “I think you’ve made a mistake,” she rasped.

Seth raised an eyebrow. “You seem awake. Hard to mistake that.”

She looked back to him, and shook her head very slowly. “My name’s not April.”

The woman gripped April’s hand and spoke gently, as if to a slow child. “Yes it is. April Fairchild. My daughter.”

So this was the mother. And her daughter’s manager, according to his research. Seth ran an appraising glance over her. She reminded him of a spider, with her sticklike arms and legs, and the way she was watching April, as if waiting for her daughter to come deeper into her web. Every instinct told him not to trust spiderwoman. But the bigger issue was why she was telling April what her own name was. He rocked back on his heels, waiting for their next move.

April sat up a little and looked intently at her mother, then lay back on the pillow. “I’m sorry, but I don’t know you. You’ve made some kind of mistake.”

The woman smiled tightly. “Tell me about your mother then. And your name.”

April’s warm brown eyes flew from her mother to him and back again, panic starting to fill their depths.


The woman leaned over and cupped her cheek. “Don’t worry, darling, the doctors said you’ll remember soon.”

“Remember soon?” Seth was all attention.

April laid a pale hand over her chest, gripping the covers. “How long have I been here?”

“Eight days,” her mother said, giving the same tight smile. “You were unconscious for the first five, but you’ve been waking up for the last three, and each time you don’t remember.”

April’s hand trembled and gripped the covers tighter. “Why wouldn’t I remember? Did I hurt my head?”

“The doctors say your brain is fine,” her mother said in a singsong voice, clearly forgetting to be discreet in a stranger’s presence. “You have retrograde amnesia. It’ll all settle down soon and you’ll remember everything.”

Seth stilled as he studied April’s face for signs of duplicity. Somehow she’d bamboozled his brother Jesse into swapping the Lighthouse Hotel for a next-to-worthless recording studio and label. And now that Jesse was dead and he’d come to fix the situation, she was claiming amnesia.

Seth didn’t believe in coincidence, and something about her memory loss seemed far too…convenient.

He refocused on the heartbreakingly beautiful woman lying in the hospital bed. Her lips trembled. Her eyes were huge in her delicate face. The overall effect was alluring and deceptively vulnerable. He crossed his arms over his chest. He couldn’t afford to be swayed.

April turned back to the woman stroking her hand. “You’re my mother?”

“Yes.”

April looked at him, her gaze searching. “And who are you? My boyfriend?” He didn’t say anything, but his pulse spiked at the thought of being her lover. She swallowed hard. “Husband?”

Her mother leaned into her line of vision, severing the connection. “You’ve never met him before. He shouldn’t be here,” she said, fidgeting with the edge of the sheet with her free hand.

Seth casually stepped to the side, a counter to the block the mother had provided. “And yet, here I am.”

“I think it’s time you left. We can talk about that matter when—”

“Are you sure my name’s April?” She cut her mother off, anxiety again marring her features. “Surely my own name would be familiar.”

Her mother forced an overly bright smile. “You’re April Fairchild. I’m very sure, since I filled out your birth certificate.”

April sucked in her bottom lip and rolled it between her teeth as she turned to him. “Then who are you?”

The intensity of her gaze shot through his body, heated his blood.

He cleared his throat. “Seth Kentrell. We have an urgent business matter to discuss.”

“Urgent enough to come to my hospital bed?” She blinked up at him, all confused innocence, but Seth reminded himself that she was a performer. She’d been singing on stage since she was thirteen.

Her need for hospitalization after a major car accident wasn’t in question. Whether she was making the most of an opportunity to gain an expensive hotel from him was another matter entirely. “Yes.”

She frowned, then winced. Her hands gingerly touched her temples. “What happened to me?”

Her mother’s spider fingers gripped her hand again. “You were in a car accident.”


April drew in a long breath. “Do you think you could get me some aspirin?”

Seth leaned closer, careful not to jostle her, and pressed a button on the panel above her bed for the nurse. She leaned her head back into the pillow to look up at him as he did, her eyes clearly asking if he and her mother were lying to her. He paused, hand still resting on the bed head. Could she be telling the truth and really have lost her memory?

The nurse bustled in and disengaged the call button.

Regaining his equilibrium, Seth stepped back. “Ms. Fairchild needs pain medication.”

The nurse picked up the chart at the end of the bed and asked April several questions, took her temperature and pulse. And all the while, April watched him. She looked lost, clinging to his gaze like a life raft. The urge to protect her inexplicably reared in his chest, and he closed his eyes for a moment against the power of it. When he opened them again, he focused on the nurse.

She wrote something on April’s chart, seeming satisfied, then went to the trolley she’d brought in and shook two tablets from a bottle. “This will help with the headache. The doctor will be along in an hour or two and will answer your questions.”

“Again,” her mother said quietly.

On her way out the door, the nurse turned a sharp glance on April’s mother and then him. “Ten more minutes, and don’t upset her. She’s still healing.”

But—the million-dollar question—how much healing was there to do? She’d woken from the coma three days ago, plenty of time to cook up a strategy with Mommy Manager. They would want more time to counter the legal challenge to April’s ownership of the Lighthouse Hotel. Surely, April had been expecting a challenge once Jesse died. Faking amnesia would certainly give her that time.


“You don’t believe me, do you, Mr. Kentrell?” April’s soft voice broke through his thoughts.

He cleared his throat then told her the truth. “I haven’t decided yet.”

“Why would I pretend?”

“To avoid dealing with me.” He shrugged one shoulder as he called her bluff. “Perhaps a publicity stunt.”

“Publicity? Who else would care?” She blinked slowly, her eyes large. There was intelligence behind those eyes. But was the intelligence calculating which words to use for manipulation, or was she honestly struggling to understand?

He ran through his options for playing the situation. For the moment, he needed to base his actions on the assumption she was faking. Which meant he could straight-out accuse her of lying, which would only garner him a denial. Or he could play along and wait for her to trip up.

He stalked to the window and drew back the curtains, letting sunlight flood the room once more.

“Can she walk?” he asked her mother.

“She was given clearance a few days ago when she first woke.”

“Does she have any body injuries?”

The mother appeared hesitant to divulge further information, so he graced her with a practiced smile. “I’m here to help. If everyone cooperates, I’ll be able to protect her from the scandal of a legal battle.”

Eyes widening in alarm, Mrs. Fairchild nodded. “It was mainly bruises, and they’ve pretty much healed. Though her balance has been affected, and she’s not supposed to get up without the physiotherapist here.”

Seth nodded, then walked to April. “I’ll carry you to the window. There’s something I need to show you.”


 

Carry her? April’s heart raced. Everything—the room, this woman holding her hand, her explanation—was surreal, like a dream; instinctively, she knew it was really happening. The lights were too bright to be a dream, the man too alive. He was a flesh-and-blood man, no question, pulsing with vitality and heat. And when she focused on that heat in his eyes, she knew she was alive, too.

He cast her a sidelong look as he stood there all tall and dark, and for a moment she was stunned by the intensity of his eyes. On the surface, he looked like a respectable businessman; but those eyes…they were navy blue, and filled with tightly leashed emotion. There was an edge of danger to this man, an edge—she would guess—he kept carefully controlled at all times. It took her breath away.

Stomach churning, she broke away from his gaze. This situation was spinning out of control. But then, had anything felt remotely like control since she’d woken? She’d only just been able to hold at bay the panic triggered by the woman’s assertion that she was her mother and her own name was April.

And now this man was suggesting he pick her up in his arms. If he was a stranger, as he said he was, she didn’t want him carrying her—she already felt he was too close, his looks too intimate for someone she’d never met before. She looked down at herself through the thick hospital bedspread. Besides a monster of a headache and the anxiety filling every limb and organ, her body at least felt in working order.

“I can walk.”

And then a thought struck. Was she decently dressed? She lifted the covers and found she wore a long, emerald-green nightdress that laced up the front. A nightdress was far from equal to his suit, but at least it adequately covered her from neck to ankles.

One hand pressed to her throbbing temple, she slowly swung one foot from under the covers to the floor. Seth moved to stand beside the bed, not close enough to crowd, but his presence was strangely reassuring, and she let out a breath. She slid the other foot out to join the first, wiggling her feet on the tiles to make sure they were stable, then she slowly rose from the bed.

The room slanted and spun and panic flared in her chest. She couldn’t do it; she felt herself sway and knew her muscles had no hope of catching her. But before she could fall, Seth was there holding her, and without a second thought she leaned into his strong frame, gripped his shirtfront tightly as his powerful arms banded around her, supporting her trembling legs.

Dragging in choppy breaths, she didn’t move. Neither did he. As if from a distance, she heard the woman claiming to be her mother asking if she was all right, but she ignored the questions. It was all she could do to let Seth hold her while she tried to steady the world again.

The room gradually stilled and she became aware of the man whose arms were about her. With her nose pressed to his chest, she breathed in his scent. It reminded her of a forest—fresh, natural, a taste of the woods on the wind. A scent that made her feel safe and at the same time gave her a sense of being fully alive.

She took a deep breath, willed her body to be strong, and centered her weight back on her own legs. “Thank you. I’ll be fine to walk now.”

“I don’t think so.” He scooped her up in one smooth motion.

Surprised, and with no other option, she wrapped her arms around his neck and held on tight. She wanted to tell him to put her down, that she didn’t care what his point was anymore, she just wanted to lie back in the hospital bed. But before she could get the words out, he’d walked the few paces to the window.

He gestured with his chin. “Those people are here for you.”

April looked outside. There was a huge swarm of people gathered several floors down, around what was probably the entrance to the hospital. Most had cameras around their necks, others stood near television equipment.

All those people there for her? Her stomach hollowed and a strange coldness spread across her skin.

“I’m famous?” she whispered in disbelief.

“Very.” Seth said the word with a twisted smile. The look told her clearly what his words did not. He still didn’t believe her.

He was a stranger to her—why should it matter what he believed? But it did. She wanted those eyes of darkest blue to look at her with acknowledgment, respect. She wanted to say the words that would make him understand what was going on in her head.

Instead, she twisted in his arms to face her mother. “Why am I famous?”

The woman’s hands fluttered around her face. “Darling, I think you should go back to bed.”

Arching her neck back, she repeated the question to Seth. “Why am I famous?”

He hesitated, seemed to be weighing up whether to humor her further or not. Then he relaxed a fraction. “You’re a singer.”

A vision flashed in her mind—sitting at a piano, singing into a microphone on a stage before thousands of people. And for a moment the panic eased. “I play the piano, too.”


“Yes,” he said tightly, then carried her back to bed. He laid her down with infinite care, barely causing her head to jostle.

She adjusted herself against the pillows, then looked to Seth. “Are you in the music industry?”

“No, I’m in the hotel business.” He watched her sharply, as if that should mean something to her.

She suddenly knew he was very serious about why he’d come here. She just hoped they weren’t opponents, because—if his eyes were telling the truth—Seth Kentrell would be a force to be reckoned with.

She sucked in a deep breath. “So tell me why you’re here.”

“You have one of my hotels,” he said, eyes focused like a lion’s on its prey. “I don’t know how you got it, but I want it back.”

 

Seth watched April frown in apparent confusion. “How could I have one of your hotels?”

“It’s a good question, but at this point, irrelevant.” He reached into his inside coat pocket and retrieved the folded paperwork. “You signed a contract giving you ownership, and I need you to sign these papers to rescind that contract.”

Of course, if she really did have amnesia and he got her to sign the new contract under these conditions, there was a chance it could be thrown out of court. But it was better than doing nothing.

She held his gaze as she took the pages, but she didn’t open them. “If I’ve never met you before, how have I bought your hotel? Or was it done through lawyers, and you somehow accidentally signed approval?”

No, it had been done by somehow coercing his brother and keeping the deal secret. He’d only found out when he’d been handed Jesse’s possessions, which included the contract, at the hospital after he died.

He stuffed back the chaotic feelings from that day and locked them down tight. “You knew my brother.”

“Knew?” Her breath seemed to pause, waiting for his reply.

He braced himself and kept his voice neutral. “Jesse was killed in the same accident where you received your injuries.”

“Someone was killed?” Her words were strangled.

Her mother fussed with her hand, patting and stroking. “Darling, let’s not worry about this while you’re recovering.”

April ignored the woman and looked at him, her gaze steady. “Tell me what happened.”

Bringing the details to mind, Seth swallowed the emotion, refusing to let strangers see his private grief. “The two of you were at a lawyer’s office. You signed a contract about the Lighthouse Hotel. You left together. There was an accident.”

“Oh, God,” she whispered. “Who was driving?”

“Jesse.”

Her mouth opened and closed again, then she swallowed hard. Her shock seemed real. Perhaps this was the first she’d heard of it. Though even people without amnesia often didn’t remember an accident that caused them to lose consciousness, so that didn’t shed any new light on the bigger dilemma.

He poured her a glass of water from the jug sitting on her side table and thrust it toward her. Wordlessly, she took it and sipped.

Then she looked up at him, her eyes glistening. “You’ve lost your brother. I’m so sorry.”

Seth clenched his jaw against the grief and her sympathy. “Thank you,” he rasped and looked away.


After several long seconds of silence, he heard the bedcovers rustle and glanced back to see April sitting a little straighter in the bed. “Where is the Lighthouse Hotel?” she asked.

She’d changed the subject, guiding it away for his sake. He might not trust her, but he instinctively knew she’d done this from kindness. He appreciated it, but it wouldn’t make him let his guard down an inch.

He cleared his throat. “In Queensport, on the Connecticut coast.”

“Did I have enough money to buy a hotel there?” She looked from him to her mother and back again. “It must have cost a fortune.”

“You didn’t pay cash,” he said, watching her for any indications of prior knowledge. For a mistake in her act. “The contract was for an exchange.”

Mrs. Fairchild swung around, hawklike eyes locked on him. “What did she exchange?”

“A recording studio and a recording label, including the rights to the works of several artists signed by that label.” Worthless. “I’m sure when you’re thinking clearly, you’ll want those assets back, so if you sign this contract, we can fix it all now.” He retrieved the papers from her fingers and unfolded them before placing them and a pen on the wheeled table that was high enough to swing over her bed.

“Yes, darling,” her mother said, with an overencouraging smile. “Sign the papers. You love that label. You’ve spent six years building it up. And your studio—you had it built to your own specifications. It’s exactly the way you wanted your work space to be, not to mention it’s underneath your house. Your own home. I’m not sure what this man’s brother said or did to make you sign away your home, your career, but let’s clear it all up now.” She picked up the pen and handed it purposefully to her daughter.

April refused to take the pen, and instead of speaking to her mother, she looked at him—captured his gaze as she cocked her head to the side. “But I must have had a reason for making that agreement.”

Her mother patted her hand. “You were exhausted. We were worried you were burned out. Perhaps you just wanted a change and acted rashly. And,” she said with raised eyebrows, “we have no idea what that man did to convince you.”

Seth would lay serious money on it being the other way around. The Lighthouse Hotel was hundreds of times more valuable than the label and studio. On hearing of the deal, he’d assumed she’d slept with Jesse, used pillow talk to convince him. Jesse had always been a sucker for a gorgeous woman, had spent his entire adult life playing the fool for them—buying women cars or jewelry. This situation was likely no different.

But now he’d never know for sure.

April refolded the papers and pushed them to the edge of the table, then crossed her arms under her breasts. “I can’t sign these. I’m sorry, Mr. Kentrell, but I know nothing about you or your hotel. And I’m not reversing anything until I remember why I signed that contract in the first place.”

Seth clamped down on the frustration that started to creep through his blood. He needed that hotel and he didn’t have time for games. The transaction needed to be reversed before the board members found out.

Straightening, he shifted his shoulders back. “I’ll give you twenty-four hours to sign, and then we play hardball.”

“Hardball?” April asked, eyes wary.


“Your mother thinks you were burned out before you went to the lawyer’s office. How many other witnesses do you think I could find to tell a judge you weren’t in the right frame of mind? Unstable—mentally unfit to sign a contract. One of my lawyers thinks Jesse didn’t have the authority to sign a contract involving that amount of money. I’m willing to bet he’s right. Either way, I’ll get the contract voided, but I’m sure you don’t want your fans to get wind of the word unstable.”

Her mother, who’d been silently complicit while he was talking, suddenly whipped around. “No.” Then back to her daughter. “Sign the papers, April. Please.”

She sucked her bottom lip into her mouth, looking back and forth between them, and he thought it was over, she was about to sign. Then, as if a regal air had descended to cloak her body, her entire demeanor changed. She was trying to gain the upper hand.

Chestnut-brown eyes locked on his. “I can’t. But I promise, Mr. Kentrell, I’ll work hard on getting my memory back. I’ll do everything the doctors suggest, plus more besides. And when I do, you’ll be among the first to know.”

She thought he’d sit back and wait, what, days or weeks? Months? Either this woman really did have amnesia, or she’d never heard of him before. Sitting back and waiting was so far from his modus operandi that they weren’t even in the same universe.

His legal team would continue with their brief to get the contract voided, and in the meantime, he wasn’t letting April Fairchild out of his sight. If she really had amnesia, he’d make sure she worked persistently at recovering her memory. And if she didn’t have amnesia, then he’d be there when she tripped up.

He sank his hands into his pockets, his course chosen. “I’ll tell you what. I’ll help you get your memory back. I won’t be among the first to know you’ve remembered. I’ll be the first.”

Surprise widened her eyes, but she recovered quickly. The tip of her tongue rested on the edge of her front teeth as she nodded, considering. “If you want to help, there’s something you can do. I want to see the Lighthouse Hotel. I want to see the building that led to this whole…mess.”

Her mother started to protest that April needed to be at home, around the people who loved her, but Seth and April both ignored her. April’s request suited his plan down to the ground, having her on his territory, in a place where he’d be able to control the situation. The facilities in the presidential suite were more than sufficient to form a work base. He’d be able to keep a proper eye on her, with minimal disruption to himself.

His smile was lazy, assured. “It would be my pleasure.”
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