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      *Millie*

      

      “Hurry up, Millie.” My mother follows up by rapping on the bathroom door. “We’re going to be late.”

      “We’re not going to be late for anything,” I answer. “We’re on a ship. Nothing is going anywhere without us.”

      “You know what I mean. I want to go swimming before the pool is too crowded.”

      I open the door, shaking my head. “How am I supposed to swim in this thing? What’s with all this extra fabric gathered at the waistline? It looks like I’m wearing half a parachute.” Though, now that I see it, Mom’s suit might be worse, looking like a prisoner’s uniform with all the vertical stripes.

      They’re both pretty embarrassing.

      “That’s what ladies’ swimsuits looked like in 1912.” She straightens up my skirt as though I’m twelve, not twenty-two.

      “Yes, but do we have to swim?” I ask. “Can’t we just put on one of the gowns we bought and walk around the ship?”

      “We’ll have time for that later,” she insists.

      “She’s not going to change her mind,” my little sister, Ally, interjects. “Believe me, I’ve tried. I look ridiculous in all this embroidery, or whatever this is.”

      “At least you don’t have a lump of parachute around your waist,” I complain. “I swear, it’s going to get filled up with water, and I doubt I’ll stay afloat.”

      “I just hope no women were dressed like this when the original Titanic sunk,” my sister says. “I’d hate to go out looking like this.”

      Mom looks at us both with a frown. “Girls, now, stop it. We agreed we were going to have fun on Titanic 2. Everyone’s in period costumes. It’s not like you’ll be the only ones in the pool.”

      As usual, I cave at the pleading look in her eye. She’s been waiting for this trip all year. “Okay, I’ll do this for you… and because this ship is actually pretty cool. It looks just like the movie, which of course I’ve memorized after we re-watched it at least a dozen times this past week. But as soon as we’re done swimming, I’m getting out of this thing.”

      “All I’m asking for is a few pictures.” Mom’s satisfied smirk has me shaking my head as she hands me another hunk of material. “Don’t forget the scarf. It’s a very important feature of the outfit.”

      “Wow, more fabric,” my sister groans, taking hers. “I’m sure glad we were born in this century.”

      “Be lucky you won’t be wearing corsets with the gowns later,” Mom continues. “Those were so constricting, the women had a hard time eating much in public.” She waits while I adjust the scarf, which is closer to a hat and is definitely going to fall off in the water. “You two look wonderful. Let’s go enjoy ourselves.”

      “I really will try.” I mean it.

      Ally giggles. “When you first mentioned a cosplay cruise, I was thinking Disney princesses.” She holds up her hand before Mom can answer. “But this is fun, too.”

      She opens the stateroom door just as two women are walking by—in bikinis.

      “Mom—”

      “Okay, maybe not everyone is in period costumes, but most people will be, I promise.” She gives us a labored smile.

      “Right.” I just want to get this over with. I’ll do a lap or two, take a picture, then I’m marching right back up here to change into something that actually flatters my curves.

      “You’re lucky to be in the twenty-first century for a lot of reasons,” Mom says as we walk up the stairs toward the upper deck. “The pool here on Titanic 2 is outside on the top deck, and of course, we can swim in it whenever we want. On the original RMS Titanic, the pool was indoors, on F Deck. Women could only swim there during their designated women-only time.”

      “I’m not surprised since it was over a hundred years ago, but it sounds tedious,” Ally chimes in. “There were way too many stupid, pointless rules for women.”

      I nod, watching a couple walk by in outfits that look exactly like the lead couple in the movie. “I’m so glad I don’t have to live with any of that old-fashioned sexism.”

      “Class difference was an issue as well,” Mom continues. “You couldn’t even get near the pool if you weren’t a first-class passenger. Oh, I think of those poor people in steerage. They were actually locked down below while the first-class passengers got onto the lifeboats. I can’t even imagine the terror.”

      “Just the idea gives me a chill,” I say. “Everyone is a human being who deserves to live. I can’t believe things were like that back then.”

      “We know it’s true, though, from all the documentaries we’ve watched with Mom on the subject, as well as things she’s learned from research,” Ally says. “You’re a real wealth of historical knowledge, Mom.”

      Mom grins as she opens the glass doors and we step out onto the deck, which smells like a mix of chlorine and salt air, with a tad of burning fuel mixed in. The skyscrapers of New York City are starting to fade into the distance now as we head farther out to sea.

      I’m so glad I don’t get seasick.

      “At least a lot more people are in period costumes up here,” I say. “I still feel ridiculous, but at least I’m not alone.”

      Ignoring me, Mom takes a deep breath. “Doesn’t it feel wonderful, breathing the fresh ocean air?”

      Did she not smell the diesel?

      Apparently not, because she keeps talking. “Now, this ship is a lot larger than the original Titanic, but it’s kept its charm, don’t you think?”

      “Yeah, sure, but—”

      My eyes lock with a man standing on the other side of the pool. Even from this distance, I can see his bright blue irises, the color of the sky. His face is chiseled and attractive, with a strong jaw and sandy blond hair. Even in his period-appropriate men’s bathing suit, which just looks like bike shorts and a tank top—lucky him—I can see every well-defined muscle.

      “Millie?”

      “I’m sorry. What, Mom?”

      “Where did you go there?” she asks, but she doesn’t wait for an answer. “Anyway, as I was saying, this ship is larger by ten thousand gross tons. But that was necessary. Of course, they had to add all the modern safety features and upgraded engines, so that took up a lot of room. You know, they first started building this ship in 2012, so they had to do a lot of work before we got to finally be on her maiden voyage today.”

      I look away from my mom and crane my neck to find the man again, but no luck.

      “And now here we are, heading to Southampton! It’s a reverse course from the original Titanic’s maiden voyage,” she says as I turn back to see her smile. “So, let’s make the most of it.”

      “There’s a table over there.” Ally points near where the man was standing.

      I still don’t see him anywhere. There’s something about him….

      “Let’s claim it before someone else does,” Mom suggests.

      I nod. “Even though it seems like I could shove my phone… or even my entire purse into the parachute on my waist, I don’t want it to get wet, so we might as well put our stuff somewhere safe.”

      “Do you think this will be safe with all these people around?” Ally asks. “I have my whole life on this phone.”

      “Same.” I could probably recover most of it from the cloud, but not when I’m stuck in the middle of the ocean with no way of getting a new phone.

      “I’ll watch our things while you two swim,” Mom says. “When you’re done, you can watch my stuff.”

      “When I’m done, I’m going to go change,” I argue. But that sounds selfish the minute it comes out of my mouth. Mom deserves this trip, and I’m going to help her have a good time. “But sure. I’ll hide under a towel or something while you get a turn.”

      “You’re so silly.” Mom laughs a little, so much her eyes light up. I haven’t seen that side of her much since Dad passed away, and it reminds me to help her enjoy what she loves. And boy, does she love the Titanic.

      “Silly Millie.” Ally wiggles her brows up and down, and I just shake my head. It’s like we’re kids again.

      “Well, if we’re going to go swimming, let’s just go swim.” I notice the women in bikinis are already in the pool, completely unobstructed by the inconvenient clothing of the early twentieth century. But then again, most others are in suits like mine, so on this cruise, they’re the ones who stand out.

      “Not before I get a picture of you both by the pool,” Mom insists.

      Great. Now the whole horrible outfit is going to be preserved for posterity. At least Ally will be in the photo, too, though her suit is almost cute next to mine.

      “Go stand next to it, but wait before you jump in so your suits are still dry in the shot.” She waves us toward the pool while getting out her phone.

      “Okay, but hurry up, Mom,” Ally says. “The water looks great.”

      We move over toward the pool and stand near the edge, turning toward Mom.

      “Better smile,” Ally says. “You know she won’t take it if we’re frowning, and we’ll never get to swim.”

      I nod, pasting on a toothy grin.

      Mom shakes her head. “I want to get the buildings in the city in the background. Scoot over to your right.”

      We shuffle over together. “Is that good?” I ask.

      Mom checks her phone and frowns. “Not quite. Now you’re both too close to each other. Millie, take a small step back so I can see all of Ally’s swimsuit.”

      A deep sigh escapes my lips. “Okay.”

      I feel the slick concrete just a second too late to stop my foot, which slides back. I almost grab Ally for balance but force myself not to, my protective big-sister instincts kicking in.

      Screaming, I feel the force of the hard cement on the top of my head, then the feel of the cool water rushing over my shoulders.

      The world blurs quickly and turns black all around me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            2

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      *Millie*

      

      “Ow.” I reach my wet hand up to my head as it throbs, and sharp pains shoot through the top.

      “She’s waking up.”

      “Mom?”

      But it can’t be my mom. The person who spoke was definitely a man. More strange voices surround me, all of them male.

      “Where did she come from?”

      “I have no idea. I didn’t see any women in the room.”

      “Make room, gents.” This voice is deeper, somehow softer.

      I open my eyes, and the first thing I see is bright blue eyes, the color of the sky.

      Why is that familiar?

      But everything else is blurry, so I blink a few times. My head is still pounding.

      “What the hell is a woman doing in here?” This voice is gruff, harsh.

      “Language, Remington. The lady is awake.”

      “She’s no lady if she’s in here during men’s swim.”

      Swim—that’s right. I fell in the pool. The bang must have been me hitting my head.

      Finally, the blur fades, and bending over me is the handsome man I saw at the pool.

      Or is he? He has the same handsome, chiseled features, but his hair is a shade lighter, and he’s not in a swimsuit. He’s fully dressed in a Titanic-era men’s suit, but it’s soaking wet. I guess he jumped in and pulled me out. I can still hear the water splashing around beside me. He must be someone else, but he looks so much like that man I saw earlier.

      “Make room, lads,” he says calmly. “Miss, are you all right?”

      “I-I think so,” I say. “But my head—"

      He nods and waves all the men back.

      I frown when he moves to the side, and I see a ceiling above me. “Why is there a roof?”

      “What’s that now?” He looks up and back down at me. “We’re in the pool room, Miss, F Deck on the RMS Titanic.”

      “RMS—” Titanic 2 doesn’t have that in the name.

      “The woman is crazy,” the gruff man snaps. “She has no idea where she is, and she wandered into a men’s swim. Scandalous.”

      More voices come from every direction.

      “She’s probably from steerage. Those people are like that. No doubt trying to find a man of means.”

      “I bet you’re right.”

      “The security around here is atrocious. I’m complaining to the captain immediately.”

      The kind, handsome man talks to me again. “I think you should get to the doctor right away. But I believe we’re going to need to carry you up there.” All the men around him back away as if they’re allergic to me.

      What is wrong with these people?

      “Well, looks like I’m going to need to carry you,” he amends. “Perhaps I’d better properly introduce myself first. My name is Will Stewart.”

      I just nod, not quite ready to do much more talking yet, especially around all these angry men.

      “Are you comfortable with me taking you to see the physician?” he asks. “I’d better get to you D Deck to see Dr. O’Loughlin right away. I need to warn you, though, it is quite a jaunt.”

      I could have a concussion, so I’d better get checked out. I nod again. I can’t say I’m going to hate having this guy carry me anywhere.

      He slides his arms under me gently, one at my shoulders and the other under my knees, and scoops me up in his arms like I weigh nothing. Just about everyone in the crowd of men is still grumbling as we pass, and their faces are full of scorn. I’ve never seen a group of people so angry about having to help someone in an emergency.

      Several of them are still complaining about a woman in the pool for some reason, and every one of them is dressed in period costumes, most in swimsuits but a few in formal looking suits. I guess they’re really intent on sticking with the role playing.

      Even though we’re both soaking wet, it feels good being in Will’s strong, protective arms. It doesn’t seem to matter that everyone else is mad at me anymore, especially once we’ve passed them all. He opens the door with his back and gently pulls me with him before it closes behind us.

      It’s more relaxing without all those mean men around, and I finally find my voice. “Your clothes,” I say, nodding toward his drenched suit. “Why are you dressed in a suit by the pool?”

      He chuckles lightly, and it rings in the air like music. God, even his laugh is gorgeous. “I wasn’t there to swim,” he explains. “I was just taking a tour of the pool facilities.”

      “How did the pool get inside?” I ask.

      He frowns. “You must’ve hit your head pretty hard. The pool was built inside that room. Where else would it be?”

      That’s not right. Why would he try to confuse me? He seems so nice. “No, it’s outside on the top deck. The sun was in my eyes.”

      “Miss, you must be confused due to head trauma,” he insists. “Maybe you’re thinking of another pool.”

      I shake my head. “No, the one on Titanic 2.”

      “Two?” he asks.

      I nod as we walk by a woman who’s holding hands with a young boy. Both are in perfect period clothing. She gasps and covers the boy’s eyes as we walk past, and she hurries in the other direction.

      That’s odd.

      “Can you tell me how you ended up in the water, miss?” he asks, seemingly not noticing the woman and the boy.

      “My mom was taking a photo, and I stepped back,” I explain. “I guess I slipped.”

      “There were no other women in the room, certainly none with camera equipment,” he replies.

      “She was using her phone.” More people pass, and not one of them is wearing regular clothes. At least there were a few people on the deck around the pool before I fell in who weren’t taking everything so seriously..

      “Phone?” He crinkles his brow. “Goodness, this is serious,” he adds with a whisper. “You seem to be very confused. Can you tell me your name?”

      “Millicent Baker.” More people pass, all in period clothing. Most seem to overreact to us, which I find odd. I guess it’s because his suit is all wet. “Everyone calls me Millie.”

      “Well, Millie, it’s a pleasure to meet you, though the circumstances are less than ideal,” he says. “Worry not. We’ll get to the bottom of this soon,” he says. “Dr. O’Loughlin is good at what he does, I’m told. He’s the ship’s surgeon and very experienced.”

      He’s said the name before, and it dawns on me why it’s so familiar. “O’Loughlin was on the original RMS Titanic.” With Mom’s obsession about the ship, I’ve heard the name more than a few times.

      “Yes, he’s here on the Titanic.” He takes a light breath and looks at me. “I’d better pick up the pace.”

      He does just that, holding me a little tighter as he breaks into a jog. I lock my fingers together behind his neck to hold on tighter. Now that we’ve picked up speed, the breeze is giving me a chill, though the parts of me that are making contact with him are warm, and I feel pleasant tingles inside from his closeness.

      Closing my eyes, I relax a little in his arms. My head is still throbbing, but I’m having fewer of those sharp pains. I want to find my family. I don’t understand why they weren’t right there with me. “Can you find my mother, please? Her name is Isabelle Baker. My sister, Allison, is also on board. They were right there with me when I fell in.”

      He shakes his head. “You must be confused from the fall. There were no other women in the room at all.”

      “I don’t understand why they would leave me,” I say. “They saw me hit my head and fall into the pool. I must’ve hit it on the corner of the other side of the pool when I slipped backward. We were just taking a picture.”

      “Maybe they were afraid they’d get in trouble.” He shrugs his shoulders but keeps up the jog, turning toward a flight of stairs. We descend a flight or two. I can’t really keep track. My head is swimming.

      “Why would they get in trouble?”

      “It was the men’s swim time, Millie,” he says as we turn a corner.

      “But—”

      “We’re here.” He cuts me off as we reach the doctor’s office, and Will bursts through the door.

      An older man with a big mustache comes forward. “What’s the trouble here?” He looks at Will with a crinkled brow as if he’s doing something wrong.

      I’m so confused. The man is in old-fashioned clothes with a hat something like a ship’s captain, and he looks a lot like the photos of the Titanic doctor I’ve seen in Mom’s documentaries. A nurse runs in behind, complete with the triangle hat, floor-length long-sleeved dress, and a white apron. I look around and there’s not a single piece of digital equipment in the room. In fact, everything looks fairly rudimentary, yet it gleams like it’s all brand new.

      Something’s wrong here. This all looks too real. The Titanic 2 is a close replica, but it was modernized. Surely, the doctor’s office would have all the right equipment. What if an emergency happens out at sea? All this play-acting is going a little too far.

      If that’s what it is….

      “This girl nearly drowned,” Will explains quickly.

      “Lay her here.” It’s clear he’s the doctor. “Why on earth was she in the pool? It’s not even noon. The women don’t have it until two o’clock.”

      “I don’t know.” Will looks at me with his brow furrowed again as she sets me down gently.

      I feel a chill when he steps away.

      He seems to be concerned, while everyone else is mad at me for some reason, even the doctor. All I did was slip and fall.

      “Well, you’d better see to your clothes, son,” Dr. O’Loughlin says. “I’ll take it from here.”

      Will looks at me with those bright blue eyes. “You’ll be fine,” he assures me. “The doctor will help you. I’ll tell someone about your family.”

      I nod and watch him walk out the door, my heart sinking as he closes it behind him. I look back at the doctor and nurse, and neither of them is checking my blood pressure or helping me in any way.

      I don’t know what’s going on, but it certainly doesn’t feel like I’m going to be fine.
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      *Will*

      

      I leave the infirmary and close the door behind me, taking a deep breath. I really don’t want to leave Millie there. She seems so confused, lost, and vulnerable. And the way she seemed to melt in my arms as I carried her, I didn’t want to let go. The strange things she had said keep echoing in my mind.

      “Can I assist you, sir?”

      “Hm?” I turn to see a crew member looking at me with a crinkled brow. I suppose I need to remedy these wet clothes. “No, thank you. I was just heading back to my room.”

      “Very well, sir.” He doesn’t look convinced, but he walks away.

      I take another look at the door, wishing I could go back inside and check on her welfare, but it’s too late for that. I certainly can’t intrude now while she’s undergoing an exam. Nevertheless, I can’t help the nagging concern that I should do more for her.

      Reluctantly, I head back to my room. My brother isn’t in, and I don’t hear my sister next door. I suppose they went to get some fresh air, so I’ll have to go search the promenade for them..

      I can’t help running everything Millie said through my mind again as I change into a fresh, dry suit. Taking pictures with phones, the pool outside—such strange things to say. What’s more curious is how she didn’t seem to be dazed at all  when she spoke of such things. When she first awoke, it was clear her head injury had left her confused, not as we approached the doctor’s office, she seemed lucid. Except for her comments.

      She clearly had an American accent, but it was like none I’d ever heard before. Plenty of Americans make their homes in Southampton, yet none have quite the same manner of speaking as I’d heard from Millie. Perhaps she’s from one of the western states. With a country so vast, surely the accents vary.

      Finishing up, I head out and begin to search the promenade for my siblings. Eventually, I track them down. Lounging in chairs with drinks in their hands, they look perfectly content.

      “Will, how was the tour?” my brother, Edward, asks. “I can’t say it wouldn’t be a thrill taking a swim on a moving ship.” He looks at the couple next to him. “Oh, how rude of me. Will, these are the Ryersons. Arthur, this is my brother, Will.”

      “Pleasure,” Arthur says as I shake his hand and nod to his wife. “As I told Edward, my man here will be happy to get you a drink, if you’d like one.”

      I settle into the chair next to my sister, Agatha, while Arthur’s liegeman steps over to ask what drink I’d prefer. “I’ll have a brandy,” I tell him.

      “Yes, sir.”

      “Thank you,” I say to Arthur, who nods and returns to his book.

      I turn to Edward. “I can’t say I’d ever want to go back to that pool again.”

      My sister frowns at me. “Why not? On a ship like this, I’d imagine it’s lovely.”

      “It was dreadful.” I take the drink from the man and give him a nod as he returns to his post near the Ryersons.

      “I find that hard to believe,” Edward says. “I’ll have to take a look at it later.”

      “Mm.” I shake my head, swallowing my sip. “It’s not the facilities. Those are exceptional. It’s the trouble that arose there.”

      “Trouble?” Agatha’s forehead crinkles in confusion.

      Edward lets out a chuckle. “My dear brother, what trouble have you caused?”

      “None, I assure you.” We’re not the wealthiest family aboard, though we are well off enough to have purchased First Class tickets. Nevertheless, we are relatively young and inexperienced. Some might feel it necessary to judge us because of our ages, so I wouldn’t do anything to draw overt attention to ourselves… not on purpose, anyway. “I had to dive in after a woman who nearly drowned.”

      Arthur and his wife look up at me, and Agatha places her hand on her chest. “You rescued a drowning woman?” she asks.

      “I have a pile of soggy clothes in the room to prove it.”

      “But how on earth—no women are allowed in the pool room at this hour,” she insists. “It’s quite improper.” Since our parents passed away three months ago, Agatha has taken it upon herself to keep us toeing the line socially. I suppose it’s her way of honoring their memory. Our mother valued her social circles.

      “And yet, there she was.” I take another long sip of brandy.

      “The women’s swim session is at two o’clock” She sweeps back a stray strand of her light blonde hair. “What kind of a woman has the gall to slip into the pool when men are swimming…. My God, what was she wearing?”

      I swallow before answering. I’m going to need another drink. “Ladies’ swimming apparel.”

      “Goodness, she was half naked,” she says, shaking her head. “And you had to carry her out?”

      “Well, I couldn’t very well let her drown. It was an emergency, Agatha.” All I can do is shrug.

      “I suppose.” She takes a sip of her tea. “I hope the crew got her out of there immediately.”

      “I should say so,” Arthur chimes in. I notice his wife nod in agreement.

      “Actually, I carried her to the physician,” I explain.

      Edward brushes a hand through his sandy blond hair and chuckles again. “You carried the woman in swim clothes all the way to the doctor?”

      Once again, my shoulders nearly touch my ears. “No one else was offering as much. She’d hit her head and was saying odd things, so I hurried her out for medical attention.”

      “Odd things?” Edward asks.

      “She seemed to be confused about where she was,” I explain. “And she was looking for her mother and sister, but there were no other women in the room.”

      “I agree. That is odd.” Edward looks out to sea and takes another sip of his drink.

      “Obviously, the woman is an absolute loon,” Agatha decides.

      A twinge of defensiveness rises in me, and I feel like speaking up in Millie’s defense. But I hold my tongue. It makes no sense to defend the honor of a woman I barely know.

      “It’s positively frightening, thinking there’s someone like that roaming around the ship unchecked,” she adds. “The idea of her sneaking into the men’s swim is just outlandish!”

      “I’ll be sure to ask about security,” Edward adds. “I hate to think the captain is so lackadaisical that he wouldn’t have guards at the doors to protect the swimmers from lunatics.”

      I think he might be poking fun at my sister for her outrage, but it’s difficult to tell. Guards? Is that necessary? I think not. His comments do not help calm my protective feelings for Millie. In fact, I only want to defend her more, so I decide to quickly change the subject. “So, what have you two been up to while I was on the tour?”

      “Ah, we’ve been on a bit of a tour of our own,” Edward explains. “It’s quite a fascinating ship. Seems there’s no end to finding new things aboard her.”

      “And I’ve been reviewing the new schedule of ladies’ activities.” Agatha picks up the thick paper from her lap and waves it. "I’m quite interested in the new book club that is starting soon. It will certainly pass the time. And I’ve so enjoyed the afternoon tea in the library. It’s a lovely room.”

      “I’m glad you’re enjoying the voyage,” I say, though I’m only half listening as my mind wanders back to Millie.

      “We might as well make the most of it.” She drops the paper and looks out to sea longingly.

      I pat her on the arm. “Starting over isn’t easy, I know. But Grandad’s letter is very optimistic about America.”

      “Will and I are needed to help run his company,” Edward reminds her.

      “I know.” She lets out a deep sigh. “I’ve read all the letters. It does sound like they have a lovely home. It just feels like I’m leaving so much behind. I don’t know what people will be like in America. I’ve heard stories….”

      “I’m sure the people in our grandparents’ circle are lovely,” Edward insists. “Grandmother is very happy there. It’s quite evident in her letters.”

      “She had quite the social calendar back in Southampton,” I add. “If she’s found an acceptable community in New York, I’m certain there are fine people there. Don’t fret. You’ll fit right in.”

      “Perhaps.” She takes another sip of her drink, and my mind goes back to Millie once more. I can’t get over how certain she was that the pool was outside. I look around the promenade and can’t imagine where that would be. Outside, it would be terribly difficult to control who was in the pool, and surely the ladies wouldn’t want to swim beneath the gawking eyes of the men who might be passing by..

      It’s all just so odd.

      “Will?”

      I snap out of my thoughts and look at Edward. “I’m sorry?”

      “Goodness, Will,” he says. “Didn’t you hear me? Are you sure you’re all right?”

      “I’m fine,” I insist. “Just a little shaken from all the excitement, I suppose.” I wave the steward over. “Another brandy, please.”

      “Right away, sir.” He takes my empty glass and hurries off.

      “You’re drinking another?” Agatha asks. “It’s almost time for the midday meal. I was hoping you’d escort me for a walk around the promenade before then.”

      “I’ll take you for a walk,” Edward says, standing and reaching out his hand to help her up. Another steward passes and takes his glass and her teacup. My brother looks down at me. “We’ll be back shortly.”

      I nod. “I’ll be waiting.”

      “Do stay here and come to eat with us,” Agatha pleads. “It’s where we’ll get the best dinner invitations. I’m hoping to run into the Countess of Rothes again. She’s quite lovely, and I’m hoping to dine with her and her family. Not that we have any control over where we are seated.”

      “Perhaps you should befriend some of the American passengers,” Edward suggests. “That way, you can continue to have social engagements with them once we’ve settled.”

      “I’m happy to have correspondence with a woman as wonderful as the Countess, though she’s certainly not American, brother.” Agatha narrows her eyes at Edward..

      The steward comes by and hands me my new drink. “Thank you,” I say as he nods and hurries off.

      Edward shrugs. “Well, you can’t say I didn’t try. Perhaps tomorrow you could make some new connections that will help us once we get settled.”

      “Perhaps,” she says. “I just don’t have the energy today.”

      He chuckles. “Very well.” Edward offers his elbow, and she loops her arm through. He takes another glance at me. “We’ll be back shortly.”

      “Take your time.” I watch them walk down the promenade, turning to face the ocean after they’ve gone some distance. Millie hasn’t left my mind. In fact, I’ve thought of her more as I’ve been in the outside air. She was so convinced about all the strange things she said, I hope she doesn’t have any permanent damage to her mind.

      Even soaking wet, I caught the light fragrance of her unique perfume. It seemed floral scented, but that flower must be exotic as it’s nothing I’ve ever encountered. Even through my wet, somewhat chilled suit, I could feel her warmth. It was so hard to set her down on the doctor’s exam table. I even felt a chill as I stepped away from her.

      I stand, stepping out to the railing and gazing at the miles of ocean stretching before us. The fresh, salty air mixes with the oily, slightly sulfur scent of the steam engines, yet her perfume still haunts my mind.

      I’m not going to relax until I know she’s safe and well.

      Spinning around, I leave my half-empty brandy glass with the nearest steward.

      “Will?” Edward calls after me. “Where are you going?”

      “I have to check on her,” I explain as they hurry over.

      “Her? The girl?” Agatha puts her hand on her cheek in shock.

      “Yes.” I look at Edward, who nods.

      Understanding crosses over his face. “Well then, we’re going with you,” he insists.

      I head toward the infirmary without another word, hearing their footsteps behind me.
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      *Millie*

      

      “Well, then, let’s have a look,” the doctor says. The nurse steps in behind us and stands back to observe.

      “What’s your name, miss?” he asks as he starts examining me.

      “Millie Baker.” It’s odd the way Dr. O’Loughlin seems to avoid touching me, letting the nurse take hold of my head and move my hair out of the way while he examines it. Neither of them have taken my blood pressure or my vitals the way my doctor does when I come in even if it’s just for a check-up..
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