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      Bailey Adams cast an apprehensive glance over her shoulder as she approached her SUV. The man in the black coat and black cowboy hat still lingered behind her. He hadn’t gotten too close, but this was the fourth time she’d seen him in the past two days. Feeling grim, she was forced to admit he was following her.

      Why, she had no idea, but she suspected it was related to her husband’s death seven months ago. Clark had died in a terrible car crash. One she had not believed was an accident. For weeks, she’d hounded the Cody police to investigate further, but to no avail. They’d repeatedly explained that without evidence of foul play, there was no reason to declare his death suspicious.

      Over time, she’d convinced herself they were right. Now she wasn’t sure. She wrenched open her driver’s side door and slid—or rather wedged—her pregnant belly in behind the wheel. She tossed her purse onto the seat beside her. After clicking her seat belt into place, she started the engine and put the car in reverse to back out of the parking spot.

      The sooner she got away from Black Hat, as she secretly called him, the better.

      Bailey gripped the steering wheel tightly as she drove through the recently plowed streets of Cody. They’d gotten an early November snowfall last night, but only about three inches. Could have been worse, as winter was fast approaching. She was grateful for her four-wheel drive to get her to and from work. The small house she’d moved into after the death of her husband, Clark, was on the other side of town from City Hall, where she worked as a receptionist. She loved her cottage, but the fact that it was located in a less populated part of the city meant the plows didn’t get there as fast.

      When she’d first moved in six months ago, she’d loved the isolation of the place. Now with Black Hat following her around town, she wished she’d chosen something more centrally located. A house with close neighbors rather than beautiful riverside views.

      Her coworker, Stacy White, had tried to set Bailey up with her older brother, Todd White. Bailey hadn’t been interested, despite how Todd tended to pop in to see her while she was working. He seemed like a nice enough guy, but the last thing she needed was a relationship. Not when she had a baby on the way.

      Still, having a man around would have been nice now that she’d noticed Black Hat following her.

      A quick glance at her rearview mirror revealed a black truck keeping pace behind her. The color and model of the vehicle didn’t mean much; most people in the area drove trucks or SUVs. And black was hardly an unusual color.

      Yet she couldn’t help but wonder if Black Hat was behind the wheel of that black truck.

      Her thumb hovered over the phone button on her steering wheel. Her older brother, Miles, was in Alaska working the pipeline but had instructed her to call his best friend Trevor Sullivan if she needed anything. Calling the police seemed like overkill. Not only had they thought her paranoid about Clark’s so-called accidental death, but Black Hat hadn’t committed any crimes against her. Calling his behavior stalking was a stretch. Still, she couldn’t quell the feeling of unease.

      Maybe it was time to play the best friend card.

      The black truck stayed resolutely behind her. Not getting closer, but not taking any turns either. Did he intend to follow her the whole way home? She swallowed hard and pressed the green phone button. She said, “Call Trevor Sullivan.”

      After a beat, she heard ringing on the other end of the connection. When a deep husky male voice answered, she let out a silent sigh of relief. “Bailey? Is everything all right?”

      “Sorry to bother you, but I think a guy wearing a black hat has been following me.” Saying the words out loud made her situation feel all too real. “I mean, it could be my imagination, but I’ve seen him four times in two days. He wears the same black coat and black cowboy hat. He’s never approached me or anything, but he’s creeping me out. And now there’s a black truck behind me.”

      “Where are you now?” Trevor asked.

      “Heading home.” Again, saying the words made her realize that was a stupid move. The last thing she needed was to be in her small cottage alone with this guy possibly following her.

      “Don’t go home, turn around, and head south toward the ranch.” There was a note of steel in Trevor’s tone. “I’m jumping in my car now and will meet you halfway.”

      “Okay.” She subtly slowed her speed without hitting her brake. Then she quickly executed a right-hand turn, hoping to catch the driver behind her off guard. The main thoroughfare through town was just a couple of blocks away. She hit the gas, anxious to reach it.

      Looking in her rearview mirror, she realized the black truck was no longer behind her. She blew out a sigh, half tempted to turn around to go home. Her feet ached, and she was hungry for dinner.

      Yet she had seen the same man four times.

      “Trevor? I, uh, may have overreacted.” Pregnancy hormones were wreaking havoc with her emotions. “I thought there was a black truck behind me, but now it’s gone.”

      “That’s okay. I would still like you to avoid going home.” Trevor’s calm voice soothed her frayed nerves. “I don’t want to risk the guy you saw earlier there waiting for you. Do you remember where the ranch is located?”

      “I think so.” She’d only been to the Sullivan K9 Search and Rescue Ranch once, and that was before she was married, but she knew the property wasn’t too far off Highway 120. “I’m sorry to be a pain. I’m sure you have better things to do than to meet me.”

      “Nothing at all,” Trevor assured her. “I’ve been meaning to reach out to you anyway. Miles made me promise.”

      She grimaced, knowing Trevor would honor his friendship with her brother, even if it meant babysitting a hysterical pregnant woman. “I’m fine. Just a little freaked out over Black Hat.”

      “Black Hat?” Trevor echoed. “Is that your name for him?”

      “Yes.” She relaxed now that the black truck was no longer behind her. “Maybe he’s a friend of Clark’s.”

      “Maybe.” Trevor’s tone was noncommittal.

      She wished she’d moved out of the house she’d shared with Clark sooner, but she hadn’t. After he’d died sliding off the highway and down a ravine, she’d felt guilty for being relieved she wouldn’t have to divorce him. What kind of wife thought about things like that?

      A week after his death, she discovered she was pregnant and felt guilty over her unkind thoughts all over again. For all his faults, she knew Clark would have been thrilled about the baby. A daughter. She’d learned from an ultrasound that she was having a baby girl.

      She shoved those memories away with an effort. This wasn’t the time to ruminate over her past mistakes. “I guess I can let you go,” she said, breaking the silence. “I feel foolish for bothering you.”

      “I told you it’s fine. I’m looking forward to meeting up with you. We’ll grab dinner. Where are you now?” Trevor asked.

      “Um, I’m heading south on Highway 120.” She forced herself to sound cheerful. “It’s getting dark, but thankfully, there isn’t much traffic on this road.”

      “Yeah, that’s good. I’m on the highway too.” If Trevor was annoyed by the idle chitchat, he didn’t let on. “We’ll probably meet in about fifteen minutes or so.”

      “Great. I should let you go.”

      “I don’t mind staying connected,” Trevor said. “Tell me how you’re feeling. Any problems with your pregnancy?”

      “Nope, everything is going well. Doctor says I’m healthy as a horse. I’ll see you soon, Trevor.” Her thumb hovered over the end call button when she noticed a dark vehicle coming up fast behind her. “Wait! I think he’s behind me!”

      “Are you sure?”

      “Yes! A big black truck—” She couldn’t finish, as the vehicle behind her abruptly rammed into her. She caught a brief glimpse of the man’s face behind the wheel. Then her head jerked, her teeth snapping together from the force of the collision. Her thumb must have ended the connection because she couldn’t hear Trevor. Bailey lost her grip on the steering wheel, and the SUV swerved hard to the right. Her purse flew onto the floor. She caught a glimpse of a steep ravine and desperately tried to grab a hold of the wheel, wrenching it with all her strength to the left to avoid the edge.

      The truck behind her rammed into her again. Even though she’d half expected it, the impact jarred her enough that she couldn’t keep the SUV on the road. With a silent cry, she watched in horror as her car tumbled over the edge of the ravine, crashing into the valley below.

      Her last conscious thought was that she’d been right all along. Her husband’s death was no accident. It had happened just like this.

      And whatever Clark had gotten himself into, she and her baby were in danger now too.
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        * * *

      

      “Bailey? Bailey, are you okay?” Trevor planted his foot on the gas, increasing his speed. Bailey’s last comment about the big black truck worried him.

      Waves of guilt washed over him. He shouldn’t have asked her to meet up with him on what was mostly a deserted stretch of highway. He should have told her to drive directly to the police station and to wait for him there.

      His lapse in judgment may have gotten her into trouble.

      “Bailey? Are you there?” When there was still no response, he belatedly realized she’d ended the call. He tried her again. This time, her phone rang multiple times until her voice mail kicked in. He ended the call without bothering to leave a message.

      Was Bailey hurt? Or worse? And what about her baby?

      Feeling desperate, Trevor pushed his speed even more on the rural highway. He needed to catch up with her.

      Archie, his red fox English lab, was in the back crate area. The K9 had his head up and his ears pricked forward, no doubt keying in on the underlying panic in his voice. He spoke to the dog out of habit. “We’re going to find her, and she’s going to be okay. Right, boy?”

      Archie’s tail thumped against the bottom of the crate.

      Talking to Archie didn’t diminish the fear churning in his gut. He peered through the dark, trying to see her silver SUV. But the road before him was empty.

      It didn’t make any sense that he didn’t see her car in the distance. Even at night, her headlights would be easy to spot. How much time had passed since they’d spoken? Five minutes? Ten?

      He continued driving as fast as possible. But as mile after mile whizzed by, his sense of dread grew.

      Glancing at the clock, he realized he should have caught up with her by now. So why couldn’t he see her car? Had she pulled off to the side of the road for some reason? Maybe because she was feeling sick? His oldest sister, Maya, had suffered morning sickness that had lasted all day early in her pregnancy.

      What did he know about pregnant women? Just the little he’d absorbed from his sisters’ pregnancies. And what he’d been taught in his EMT training.

      After a full five minutes went by without seeing her vehicle, he wondered if he’d passed her. Maybe she’d pulled off on one of the two-track roads. Yet even as that thought crossed his mind, he dismissed it. Bailey had wanted to meet him. Even if she wasn’t feeling well, she would have stayed on the main highway.

      After trying her phone again, he slowed and pulled over. He’d walk along the side of the highway to see if he could find her.

      Archie was looking at him as if ready to play the search game. Too bad he didn’t have anything belonging to Bailey.

      Wait a minute, he did! Trevor leaned across the seat to rummage in the glove box. There was a red scarf in there that he’d kept meaning to return to her. To be honest, he’d had it for a couple of years, after her last visit to the ranch. It was a year before she’d gotten married. Though he knew he should have returned it, he’d simply carried it around in his SUV.

      Despite the length of time he’d had the scarf, he was convinced Archie would be able to home in on Bailey’s scent. Their K9s could differentiate between two hundred and three hundred million scents. And Archie had been near Bailey last month.

      Trevor pushed out of the driver’s side and released the back hatch. Archie jumped down, tail wagging with anticipation. Trevor filled a collapsible bowl with water and offered it to his K9. While his dog drank, he pulled out the backpack and shrugged into it, struggling to arrange the straps over his winter coat. Then he grabbed his first aid kit too. He didn’t work as an EMT anymore, but he’d taken on the role of medic during their SAR missions.

      Archie finished his water, then looked up at him, waiting for his command.

      “Are you ready, boy?” He didn’t bother with a bag, simply holding the scarf near Archie’s snout. His K9 sniffed it for a long minute, then his tail wagged with excitement. “This is Bailey. You know Bailey, don’t you? Search! Search Bailey!”

      Archie whirled away and lifted his nose to the air. There was a westerly breeze that Trevor hoped would work in their favor. If Bailey had gone off the road, the wind should have carried her scent toward them, rather than away. Unless, of course, she’d crossed the road and went off on the other side. Swallowing hard, he waited for his K9. After a few seconds, Archie trotted down the road, then veered over to sniff along the west side of the road.

      Trevor followed, feeling sick to his stomach. The road had been plowed recently, so he alternated between looking for tire tracks heading off the road and watching Archie. As they made their way down the highway, Trevor lifted his heart in prayer.

      Please, Lord Jesus, keep Bailey and her baby safe in Your care!

      The prayer didn’t take the edge off his fear as he’d hoped. He couldn’t bear the thought of anything bad happening to Bailey and her baby. Not just because he’d promised his best friend to look out for her while he was in Alaska.

      Because he’d always cared for her. Despite Miles making it clear she was way off-limits.

      Archie moved quickly along the side of the road, his nose working eagerly. Trevor scanned the area, searching for signs of Bailey’s car. When he saw the indentation of tire tracks going over the edge of the road, his heart sank.

      No! Please, Lord, no!

      He rushed forward even as Archie was already picking his way down the ravine. Seeing the silver SUV lying upside down confirmed his worst fears.

      Trevor slipped and slid down the steep slope, following Archie. His K9 reached the vehicle first, sniffed intently at the driver’s side door, then sat and barked.

      “Good boy!” He had to force enthusiasm into his tone at his K9’s alert and didn’t waste time pulling the stuffed otter from his backpack. Their K9s viewed searching as a game that resulted in a reward for a job well done. But his concern for Bailey and her baby overrode everything else.

      When Trevor reached the bottom of the ravine, he dropped to his knees to peer into the driver’s side window. Bailey was hanging upside down with her seat belt holding her in place. He quickly shrugged out of his pack and found a knife. He half crawled through the broken window. Using his body as a cushion, he cut the straps. Bailey slumped against him without making a sound.

      Was she dead? He gently eased her off him, turning her so that she was lying on her back. Normally, it wasn’t a good idea to move an injured person, but he didn’t have a choice. He pressed his fingers along the side of her neck, searching for a pulse. When he felt her faint heartbeat, he silently thanked God, then reached for his phone.

      He should have called 911 right away. He raked his gaze over Bailey’s still form as he waited for the dispatcher to answer. Bailey had a cut along the side of her temple, and he suspected there would be bruises to follow from the implosion of the airbags.

      He could only pray the airbags had protected her and her baby.

      “This is Trevor Sullivan. I’m at the bottom of a ravine with Bailey Adams. She was in a car wreck and is pregnant. Um, maybe seven months along? She’s alive, but I need an ambulance here right away!”

      “Where exactly is your location?” the dispatcher asked.

      “We’re on Highway 120 roughly fifteen miles outside of Cody. Please hurry. She’s unconscious, and I don’t know if her baby is okay.”

      “I’ve dispatched a squad and ambulance to your location. Please stay on the line.”

      “I can’t. I need to provide first aid. Just send help.” He ended the call, stuffed his phone away, and then crawled back out of the car. He glanced around for a level spot on the ground. He couldn’t fully examine Bailey until he got her out of the wreck.

      He bent again and ran his fingers along her neck and shoulders. Reaching in, he slipped his hands beneath her back and pulled her through the window, inch by slow inch. He supported her head as much as possible. Her puffy winter coat was snug against her rounded belly, and he couldn’t stop thinking about the fate of her baby.

      When he had her head and shoulders free, he repositioned his grip and pulled her the rest of the way out of the wreck. He continued dragging her across the ground to the flat part of the ravine, then grabbed his first aid kit. With the light gone other than what the moon provided, there wasn’t a moment to waste.

      First, he used his penlight to examine Bailey’s pupils. They were equal but a little sluggish to react, indicating she’d sustained a mild head injury. From there, he checked her pulse and blood pressure; both were elevated, which wasn’t a surprise. He ran his hands over her extremities but didn’t detect an obvious fracture or open injuries.

      Lastly, he unzipped her coat and examined her pregnant abdomen. He swallowed hard when he saw the darkening bruise along the lower portion of her belly. Likely from the seat belt. Was it enough to have harmed the baby? He didn’t know.

      He placed the diaphragm of his stethoscope on her belly, listening intently. Archie stayed close to his side, as if sensing the seriousness of the situation. He didn’t hear anything for a long minute, but then he felt the baby kick.

      Thank you, God!

      He blew out a sigh of relief while continuing to listen. He finally heard what he thought was the rapid beat of the baby’s heart. At least, by his count, the rate was faster than Bailey’s. It wasn’t always easy to tell if he was hearing the mother’s heartbeat or the baby’s. He pulled the edges of the coat together and zipped it to keep her warm. Then he rummaged in his backpack for a foil blanket. They were thin enough to carry, and the shiny part of the blanket helped reflect the sun to keep a person warm even in the winter.

      Unfortunately, there wasn’t any sun to help him now.

      When he’d done all that he could to mitigate whatever injuries she’d sustained, he took her hand in his. “Bailey? Can you hear me?”

      Her eyelids fluttered, but she didn’t say anything. Was her head injury worse than he’d thought? He released her to reach for the penlight. Her pupils looked the same as before, but he understood head injuries could evolve over time. Bleeding into the brain could be slow, and sometimes, it took a while to manifest as signs and symptoms.

      The only way to know for sure would be to get a CT scan of her head. Something the hospital would do once they’d arrived. Same thing in regard to her pregnancy. Internal bleeding could also take time to impact her baby.

      Time was of the essence, but there wasn’t anything he could do until the ambulance arrived.

      He couldn’t see the road from the bottom of the ravine. Somehow, Bailey had gone over the edge of the road at the steepest part of the culvert.

      Then he remembered what she’d said about the black truck. Had the driver pushed her off the road? Had the black-hat guy done this?

      “Bailey, you’re going to be okay.” His training instructor had emphasized the importance of talking to patients. That even if they appeared unconscious, it was possible they could still hear. “Your baby seems fine, and the ambulance is on the way.”

      Archie pressed his nose against Bailey’s cheek.

      “You’re a good boy, Arch.” His voice was low and thick with emotion. A few minutes later, he heard the faint wail of sirens. He leaned over Bailey, stroking her hair from her face. “Do you hear that, Bailey? The ambulance will be here very soon.”

      Her eyelids fluttered again, and this time her eyes opened. She stared up at him in confusion. “What—happened?”

      “You were in a car crash.” He searched her gaze. “Do you remember the black truck? Can you tell me if the truck hit you?”

      “Truck?” Her brow furrowed, and she looked around at the culvert. “I’m hurt?”

      “You’re doing okay, but the ambulance will be here soon. We’ll take you to the hospital where they can make sure you don’t have any internal bleeding.” He placed his hand on her belly. “I felt your baby kick, though, so I think you’re doing okay.”

      “Really?” She winced as she lifted her hands and placed them on her abdomen.

      “Yes, I felt the baby kick. Are you having a boy or a girl?” He remembered Miles saying something about a baby girl but had mentioned that she’d need a follow-up ultrasound to be sure. To his shame, Trevor hadn’t asked about the baby’s gender during their last conversation.

      “Oh, I feel the baby moving.” Her eyelids drifted closed. “Tired . . .”

      Head injuries could cause sleepiness. “Bailey, open your eyes for me. I want to check your pupils again.”

      Her eyes opened, and again, she stared at him in confusion. “You know me?”

      That took him aback. “Yes, of course. You’re Bailey Adams, Miles’s little sister.”

      She didn’t say anything for a long moment. “Bailey,” she finally repeated.

      His concerns about her head injury ratcheted up several notches. He used his penlight to examine her pupils. He took his time lest he miss something.

      They looked the same as before. Which was good and bad. Why was she so confused?

      “I hear sirens,” Bailey murmured.

      “Yes, help will be here soon.” Archie pressed his nose against her belly, and she looked at the dog with a soft smile.

      “What’s your dog’s name?”

      Huh? He frowned. “Archie. You remember my K9, Archie, don’t you?”

      A flash of annoyance crossed her features. “How would I know your dog when I don’t know you?”

      The tiny hairs on the back of his neck lifted in alarm. “I’m Trevor Sullivan. Your brother’s best friend. You’ve known me for years. Since we were kids.”

      At that, her eyes widened. “I don’t understand. What’s wrong with me?”

      He slowly shook his head. “Don’t stress. You’ve been through a traumatic event. You’ll remember everything soon.” He’d wanted to reassure her, but deep down, he wasn’t convinced. He had heard of patients suffering temporary amnesia but had never experienced the phenomenon.

      Until now.
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      She struggled to hold her emotions in check as the EMTs lifted her onto the gurney. But deep down, she was terrified. Her sore muscles were beginning to make themselves known; she felt as if she’d been pounded by a gorilla. The EMTs had put a neck brace on her, so she couldn’t see much of her car other than the wheels, which were pointing at the sky.

      How had she ended up in a car crash? And why couldn’t she remember anything? The nice-looking guy, Trevor, had called her Bailey. She had to admit the name sounded right.

      He’d also claimed she’d known him for years. Years! So why couldn’t she remember? Splaying her hands over her stomach, she fought to remain calm. She was pregnant and equally terrified of losing her baby.

      “I’ll get your stuff out of the SUV and follow the ambulance to the hospital.” Trevor’s concerned expression made her fear she was hurt worse than he’d let on. “You’re in good hands. Just try to relax.”

      She held his gaze for a long moment, wishing he would ride with her. But then she remembered his dog. “Okay. Thank you.”

      “I’ll be there soon. You won’t be alone for long.” Trevor flashed a reassuring smile as the two EMTs carried her up the steep slope to the waiting ambulance. Staring up at the sky, she tried to do as Trevor suggested. She drew deep breaths, regulating the beat of her heart. Stress was bad for the baby. How she knew that, she had no idea.

      Once she was in the ambulance, she tolerated the monitor being attached to her chest along with the IV they placed in her arm. “Are you in pain?” the EMT asked.

      “I don’t want anything for pain. Not when it may impact the baby.”

      The EMT nodded. “Okay, but if the pain gets too bad, you need to let me know.”

      That wasn’t happening, so she didn’t bother to respond. The pain was tolerable. The strange sense of urgency wasn’t. She couldn’t shake the sense there was something important she needed to do.

      What was it? Why couldn’t she remember?

      The ambulance trip to the hospital seemed slow. She could feel the ambulance moving, though, so she assumed it was just that she was anxious to get there. Her main priority was to make sure her baby was okay. That she wouldn’t deliver her baby prematurely.

      She closed her eyes, taking another slow deep breath. The EMT was monitoring her closely, and she hoped that meant her baby was stable too.

      From the moment she arrived in the emergency department, though, she was surrounded by medical professionals. Many greeted her by name, and she felt bad she couldn’t respond in kind.

      “My baby.” She kept her hands on her belly as if that alone would be enough to protect her daughter. “Please make sure my baby isn’t hurt.”

      “We will, don’t worry.” A nurse by the name of Emily smiled reassuringly. “Your vitals are stable, and we’ll get a fetal heart monitor strapped to your abdomen soon.”

      “Thank you.” Bailey had to close her eyes against the harsh overhead lights. Her head throbbed, more painful than the rest of her body. The light made her headache ten thousand times worse.

      More wires were attached to her body, including the promised fetal heart monitor. She tried to turn her head, but the neck collar held her back. She was tempted to rip it away so she could see her baby’s heartbeat for herself, but instead, she tried to remain calm. Hopefully once they took X-rays, she wouldn’t need it anymore.

      “I’m an EMT, and I need to see her. I promised!” A deep male voice reached her ears.

      “I know Trevor, he’s my brother-in-law. Give him a minute, okay?” The female voice sounded like Emily’s.

      Bailey realized that not being able to remember forced her to use additional senses to navigate her surroundings. She frowned, then relaxed when she saw Trevor’s face leaning over her. When he took her hand, she gripped it tightly, feeling as if he were a buoy in a turbulent sea.

      “Hey, Bailey, I wanted you to know I’m here. I have your purse and phone from the car.”

      “I’m glad.” She stared up at him for a long moment. Again, she felt there was something important she needed to tell him. “Thank you.”

      “Excuse me, I need to take some blood.” One of the nurses nudged Trevor aside. He squeezed her hand, then released her to give the medical staff room to work.

      Bailey closed her eyes again, barely feeling the pinprick of the needle. She was oddly comforted by Trevor’s presence. He seemed concerned about her and so incredibly kind.

      Too bad she couldn’t remember him.

      “We need to get a CT scan,” a male voice said. “I know she’s pregnant, but that’s a risk we’ll need to take.”

      Bailey’s eyes shot open. Risk? She didn’t want to do anything that would risk her baby. “No. Please don’t.”

      An older man’s face filled her field of vision. “Ms. Adams, we need to make sure you don’t have any internal bleeding. That would be far more harmful to the baby than the scan itself. We’ve estimated you’re thirty weeks along, which means the baby is pretty much developed by now. And just to be sure, I’ve checked with the OB doctor on call. He’s agreed with our plan.”

      Tears filled her eyes. “I don’t want anything to harm my baby.”

      “I know, but trust me, this is important, or we wouldn’t do it.”

      She reluctantly nodded. He had a point about the bleeding. She couldn’t lose any blood as that would absolutely have a negative impact on the baby. Moments later, she was rolling through the hallways to the radiology department for a CT scan. She hadn’t wanted them to remove the fetal monitor, but Emily assured her the baby’s heartbeat was stable and that the OB doctor on call was on the way in from home to examine her. Both comments brought a measure of comfort.

      The scan seemed to take forever. Forced to stay still, she concentrated on taking slow breaths to calm herself. Her head pounded with every beat of her heart. The table beneath her moved slowly through the scanner, and despite her discomfort, she was grateful to have this level of medical technology available to her.

      That thought made her wonder if she had medical insurance. Surely she had a job? She strained to remember, but that only made her headache worse. After a few minutes, she gave up. Whatever job she had, it seemed logical she’d be granted a couple of days off after being in a car crash.

      “Good news,” Emily greeted her when she returned to the ER from radiology. “Your neck and spine have been cleared. We can get rid of that neck collar now.”

      “I’m so glad.” The moment the collar was removed, she turned to look at her surroundings. To her surprise, Trevor and his beautiful K9 were in the corner of the room. Trevor was seated in a chair, with his dog . . . What had he said the dog’s name was? Archie. Archie was stretched out at his feet near what looked like a purse.

      Trevor smiled when he saw her glancing over.

      “What about internal bleeding?” She studied Emily’s compassionate face. “Have I been cleared that way too?”

      “The doctor is reading your scan now. The spinal cord was one of our primary concerns. With internal bleeding a close second,” Emily hastily added. “Your vitals are stable, so that’s a really good sign.”

      Satisfied, Bailey closed her eyes and tried to relax. There weren’t as many medical staff hovering around her bedside any longer. Apparently, the worst was over.

      Well, except for the fact that there was a giant black hole where her memory should have been. The need to sleep hit hard.

      Maybe once she’d gotten some rest, her memory would return.
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      Trevor had stayed out of the way as promised, but it wasn’t easy to sit there doing nothing while the medical team worked on Bailey. He reached down to stroke Archie’s fur. He was glad Emily Ross, his brother-in-law Doug Bridge’s sister, was on duty tonight. Emily and Owen spent a lot of time on the Sullivan K9 Search and Rescue Ranch with their K9 in training, a chocolate lab named Bear. The puppy was growing by leaps and bounds, a born SAR dog. Bear loved playing the search game. Of course, Trevor was partial to his Archie, but really, all the K9s on their ranch were amazing.

      The rapid yet steady beat of the baby’s heart on the monitor was also reassuring. He silently thanked God for keeping Bailey and her baby safe. The bad car wreck reminded him of the crash that had killed Bailey’s husband, Clark. He’d attended the guy’s funeral seven months ago.

      The parallel crashes bothered him, especially when Bailey had mentioned the black truck was behind her. Trevor was torn between staying to support Bailey as promised and returning to the scene of the crash to search for evidence.

      Not that he was a cop, like his sister Maya and his two brothers-in-law, Doug Bridges and Griffin Flannery who were federal agents. When the cops had arrived with the ambulance at the scene, Trevor had mentioned the conversation he’d had with Bailey to Cody police officer Heath Anderson. Heath had promised to inform his boss, Sergeant Howell, about the suspicious circumstances of the crash. The Sullivan family had a great relationship with the Cody police department, especially since Doug had uncovered a crooked cop back in January. In addition, most of the local police departments referred citizens with missing family members or friends to the Sullivan ranch. Their business had boomed over the past year. So much so that they were anxiously awaiting Owen and Emily’s addition to the team. When Bear was ready, they’d be placed in rotation.

      Trevor debated calling Doug or Griff about his concerns regarding the crash, then decided against it. There wasn’t anything either of them could do now. He had to trust the Cody crime scene techs would do a good job of examining Bailey’s SUV. He really needed to call her brother Miles but hesitated to do that until the OB doctor had examined Bailey.

      He’d rather call Miles with good news, on the heels of the bad news of the crash. With Alaska being two hours earlier than their current time, he didn’t have to rush to make the call.

      “Ms. Adams?” A man in his mid-fifties entered the room. The way the guy glanced first at the fetal monitor, confirmed his thought that he was the OB doc on call. He then turned his attention to Bailey. “I’m Dr. Dailey. I understand you were in a car crash?”

      “Yes.” Bailey’s voice was soft. She turned to look at the doctor through narrowed eyes. Trevor realized the light was making her head hurt and jumped up to turn it off. There was enough ambient light from the other rooms to see clearly. Bailey flashed a grateful smile. “Thank you, my head hurts.”

      Dr. Dailey glanced at Trevor, then back at Bailey. “I’ve taken a moment to review your chart. Your scans are clear, no signs of internal bleeding, which is great news. And from what I’m seeing here, your baby’s heartbeat appears stable. Maybe a tad higher than normal, but that could be related to your anxiety.”

      “I’m trying to stay calm.” Bailey’s brow furrowed with concern. “It’s not easy, but I’m doing my best.”

      “Oh, I know you are. It’s not your fault. Once the adrenaline wears off, I’m sure your baby’s heart rate will return to normal.” Dr. Dailey removed a stethoscope from around his neck and listened to Bailey’s heart and lungs. Then he moved the diaphragm to her abdomen. He listened for a while, glancing at the fetal monitor, then nodded and straightened. Draping the stethoscope around his neck, he gently palpated her abdomen. “Let me know if anything hurts.”

      “It doesn’t.” Then she winced. “Except for that area. It’s tender where the seatbelt was.”

      “I noticed a bruise forming on her lower abdomen, where the seat belt had been.” Trevor stood to join the conversation. “I’m hoping that won’t cause any issues for her or the baby.”

      Dr. Dailey smiled. “Yes, I can imagine there will be bumps and bruises from the crash. The good news is that the baby is well cushioned with amniotic fluid. Your wife and baby will be just fine.” Before Trevor could correct his assumption, the doctor turned to Bailey. “I want you to let me or your regular OB doctor know if you experience any sharp pain or bleeding, especially over the next few days. That could be an indication the placenta is pulling away from the uterine wall. If that happens, you need to get to the hospital as soon as possible. It’s critical we deliver the baby immediately.”

      Bailey’s wide eyes darted to Trevor’s. Trevor nodded in understanding. An abruption of the placenta was an emergent condition covered in his EMT training. “We will absolutely get back here if there’s any change in her condition.”

      “Good.” Dr. Dailey took a step back. “I consider your condition to be stable. Just be sure to pay attention to any new signs or symptoms.”

      “Does she need to stay on bed rest?” Trevor asked.

      Dr. Dailey looked thoughtful. “Not necessarily, but don’t do anything crazy like run a marathon or do jumping jacks. Take it easy for a few days and I’m sure you’ll be fine.”

      “Thank you.” Bailey’s eyes still held a note of alarm. “I don’t run or do jumping jacks, so that shouldn’t be a problem.”

      Dr. Dailey smiled and patted her hand. “You should follow up with your own OB doctor in a few days.”

      “We’ll make sure of that,” Trevor agreed. At this point, it was easier to play along that they were a couple. He didn’t intend to leave Bailey’s side. “Thanks for coming in.”

      “Not a problem.” Dr. Dailey turned and retreated from the room. Since Bailey still looked upset, he went over to take her hand. Archie stood, stretched, and came to stand beside him.

      “You’re going to be okay, Bailey. I’m trained as an EMT and know what to look for. You just need to do your part by paying attention to what your body is telling you. If there’s any change at all, you need to let me know.”

      “Okay. But what about my memory?” Her blue eyes were full of anguish. “When will that return to normal?”

      “I’m not sure.” He frowned and glanced out to where Emily was chatting with Dr. Dailey. “I’ll ask for a neurosurgery consult. They’re the experts in treating concussion and amnesia.” He couldn’t fault the staff for making Bailey’s physical condition and that of her baby a priority. Now that life-threatening injuries had been ruled out, he was anxious to understand what the treatment recommendation would be for her memory loss.

      If there even was a treatment option.

      “Trevor?” Bailey’s hand tightened on his. “Where’s my husband?”

      His gaze sharpened on hers. “You remember Clark?”

      “No, but I assume I’m married.” She splayed her hands over her abdomen. “I wouldn’t be pregnant if I wasn’t.”

      She sounded sure, which again proved her basic personality hadn’t changed. “He died about seven months ago.”

      “Oh. So that’s why I’m not wearing a ring.” She frowned, then asked, “What happens if they discharge me? I don’t even know where I live.”

      “I do. And don’t worry, Archie and I will be staying with you for the next few days.” He glanced down at Archie, glad he always kept an overnight bag, along with extra food for his K9, in his SUV. “We won’t leave you alone.”

      “I appreciate that. I can’t lie, I’m afraid to be alone.” She grimaced and shifted positions on the gurney. “I don’t even know where I work to call in sick tomorrow.”

      “I’ll help you with that.” He pulled out his phone. “I need to call your brother to let him know you’re okay.”

      “I have a brother?” Her voice rose in agitation.

      “Yes, Miles. He’s two years older than you are.” He cupped her hand between his. “Remember, I told you I was good friends with your brother at the scene of the accident. That’s how I know you.”

      “That’s right. You did say that. But I feel like I should know my own brother.” Her distress tugged at his heart.

      “Take it easy, try not to stress. Remember what Dr. Dailey said.”

      “I know, I know.” As if to prove it, Bailey took a slow deep breath. “Go ahead and call him.”

      He held her hand for a long moment before releasing it. He took a step back, almost tripping over Archie. “Stay, boy.” He dug his phone out of his pocket, then thought better of making that call in front of Bailey. “Actually, I need to take Archie outside. He may need to get busy.”

      “Okay.” A small smile tugged at the corner of her mouth. “He’s so pretty.”

      “That he is.” He knew Bailey had always loved Archie, and seeing her react the same way now was heartening. “Come, Archie.”

      He headed out of the emergency department, stopping briefly by Emily. “Bailey still has amnesia. I assume you’re getting a neurosurgery consult for her?”

      “Yes, Dr. Kline is on the way.” Emily frowned. “I have never cared for a patient with amnesia. It’s rare.”

      “I know, me either.” He grimaced and gestured to Archie. “I’m taking him outside to feed him and to make a few calls. I’ll be back soon.”

      “Okay.” Emily leaned over to pat Archie. “Seeing him makes me miss Bear.”

      “Bear is in good hands with Owen.” Trevor continued through the department until he was outside. He led Archie to his SUV and opened the back. He opened the container of dog food and filled a collapsible bowl. Then he made Archie sit. His dog stared up at him, waiting for the signal. It was part of their training that the dogs only ate when their handler allowed them to. “Go get it, boy.”

      Archie pounced on the dish like he was starving. Out of all the K9s on the ranch, Archie ate the fastest. It was almost comical how the dog attacked his food as if it might disappear if he didn’t gulp it down fast enough. Normally, Trevor used a dish with grooves in it to force Archie to slow down. But he hadn’t packed it.

      “Easy, boy.” He bent to pat the dog. Archie looked up at him for a moment, then went back to scarfing down his food. When he’d finished, Trevor led him to a grassy area so his K9 could get busy. With his dog cared for, he pulled out his phone. Miles answered on the first ring.

      “Hey, Trev, what’s up?”

      “I’m calling because Bailey was in a car crash. She’s okay,” he hastily added. “Her scans are clear; she has no internal bleeding or fractures. The OB doc was here to see her as well. He examined her and has deemed her baby is fine.”

      “That’s good to hear, thanks for letting me know the good news. But what happened?” Miles asked. “Bailey is such a careful driver. She wouldn’t risk driving on slippery roads without a good reason.”

      Trevor stared out into the darkness, trying to decide how much to tell his friend. He didn’t want Miles to worry, especially since he was so far away. He didn’t want to bring up the fact that Bailey may have been rammed off the road or that she was still suffering from amnesia. “I’m not sure, but I will stay with her for the next few days. Thankfully, our SAR calls have slowed down a bit, so it won’t be a problem.”

      “Do you think I need to quit my job and fly home?” Miles asked.

      “No, that’s not necessary.” He hoped and prayed he wasn’t lying. The fact was that having Miles there wouldn’t help much. Trevor could watch over Bailey, and he could enlist the help of his family to figure out what was going on as far as the mysterious black truck. He knew Miles needed to keep this job and risked losing a large bonus if he didn’t fulfill his contract. “I promise I’ll stay close. If her condition changes, I’ll call you.”

      “Yeah, okay.” Miles sounded mollified. “Thanks, Trev. I owe you one.”

      “No worries. Besides, you’d do the same for me.”

      That made Miles laugh. “As if I’d have to with your eight siblings tripping over themselves to watch over you. I guess that’s one of the benefits of having a large family.”

      Since that was true, he couldn’t argue. “One quick question, though. What do you know about Clark’s death?”

      “What do you mean?” Miles sounded surprised. “The cops deemed it an accident.”

      “That’s what I thought.” He would have pressed for more but didn’t want to raise Miles’s suspicions. “Just checking. I’ll be in touch again tomorrow.”

      “Thanks, Trev. Tell Bailey I love her.”

      “Will do.” Trevor ended the call, then went over to clean up after Archie. He couldn’t help but wonder if Bailey’s husband’s death was connected to her recent crash. Without Bailey’s memory, though, finding a link would be difficult.

      But not impossible. Once she was discharged, he’d take her home. Maybe he’d uncover some clues there that would help.

      He sent a quick text to Doug and Griff, asking if they could dig into Clark Miller’s background when they had time. Bailey had taken back her maiden name after losing Clark. He was on his way back into the hospital when Griff called.

      “What’s going on?” Griff asked.

      Trevor sighed and quickly provided the scant details he had. “I know it’s not much, but I’m concerned about Bailey. First, she saw some guy following her, called him Black Hat because he wore all black, including a black cowboy hat. Then she sees a black truck behind her and ends up upside down at the bottom of a culvert.”

      “Yeah, that does sound suspicious. I’ll see what I can dig up. Keep your phone on.” With that, Griff ended the call.

      Satisfied he’d done what he could for the moment, Trevor called Archie over and headed inside. His K9 eagerly followed. True to her word, Emily had contacted the neurosurgeon who was at Bailey’s bedside when he came in.

      “I’d suggest putting yourself in familiar places,” the doc was saying. “Most patients remember on their own. If yours hasn’t returned in a few days, you should return to the hospital so we can do another scan.”

      “Thanks, doctor.” Bailey’s lips smiled, but her gaze remained concerned. She apparently wasn’t thrilled with his response.

      “You may want to see a psychiatrist,” he added. “Stress accompanied with trauma can prevent memories from returning. It’s almost as if your mind doesn’t really want to remember and has put a block in place to prevent that from happening.”

      “But I do want to remember.” Bailey’s voice rose. “I feel like I need to remember. That there’s something important that I need to remember.”

      “Easy,” Trevor warned. He found her comment interesting and wondered if her mind was protecting some secret. “Maybe you’re pushing too hard.”

      The neurosurgeon eyed him for a moment, then nodded. “That’s true. The more you relax, the more likely you’ll remember.”

      Bailey didn’t say anything more, but her expression spoke volumes. As the doctor left, Emily returned.

      “Okay, I have your discharge orders,” she said cheerfully. “You’re to take it easy, which includes staying off work for at least three days, and return to the hospital if you have any changes in your condition.”

      “I understand.” Bailey still didn’t look satisfied. Then her expression softened. “Thanks for everything.”

      “You’re welcome. I’ll leave you in Trevor’s capable hands.” Emily bent over to remove the cardiac leads from Bailey’s chest and the fetal monitor from around her abdomen. He turned away to give her privacy, bending to give his K9 some attention.

      When Bailey was dressed in her clothes and ready to go, he grabbed her purse and escorted her outside. His SUV was parked close to the building. When she was settled in and Archie was in the back, he slid in behind the wheel and started the engine.

      “How far away do I live?” she asked, as he pulled out of the parking lot.

      “Not too far.” For a moment, he considered taking her to a hotel. Then he remembered the doctor’s suggestion that she be in familiar surroundings. “I know the way.”

      She fell silent, as if the events of the evening were catching up with her. He glanced at her often as he drove. When he pulled up to her small house, she looked at it with interest.

      “I live here?”

      “Yep.” He tried not to be disappointed that she didn’t remember it. He opened the back hatch for Archie, then went around to help her out. She dug in her purse and pulled out a key ring.

      When they reached the front door, he put the key in the lock, then froze. The door hadn’t been locked. Asking Bailey if she remembered locking it wouldn’t help, but he quickly put his hand out to stop her from coming too close. “Stay back.”

      “Why?” She sounded cranky. He stepped in front of her and pushed the door open.

      The house had been tossed. Her belongings were turned over, broken or searched. It was confirmation for what he’d already suspected. Bailey’s going off the road was no accident.

      Someone had tried to kill her.
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