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“I think it’s time for me to move away from Snowcroft.” There he’d said it aloud, even if it was over a long-distance cell phone call. That made it real. He’d made the decision.

“Jamie?” Hudson Richmond’s deep, sexy voice sounded ragged with sleep. “Is that you?”

Jamie Vaughn closed his eyes and leaned his forehead against the steering wheel of his truck, his rapid pulse echoing in his ears. “Yeah, Hudson, it’s me. I’m sorry. I woke you up, didn’t I? I didn’t consider how early it is for you.” 

He glanced outside again. The golden glow of daybreak barely touched the tips of the tall pines surrounding the two-story, gray sided cabin. The cabin he’d built with his heart and now it stood there mocking him with its quiet and empty façade. Somehow the irony fit his life.

“No, no problem.” Hudson cleared his throat and Jamie heard him shifting in his bed trying to get awake. 

The mental visual of Hudson naked in his bed served as a good distraction from the bleak view out the windshield of his truck, the view of the life he knew ending. Jamie needed a new start.

“Did you say leave Snowcroft?”

“Yeah, but Hud, we can talk about this later. Call me after you’ve slept a couple more hours and had some coffee.” Noon would be too early for Hudson. He ran and owned his own restaurant in Austin which kept him up late most nights.

“No, this is important. I can hear it in your voice. We can talk now. It’s fine. I don’t need sleep anyway.”

Jamie gave a hollow chuckle. “Really? So how long have you been in bed?”

Hudson shifted and the sheets rustled. “Fuck, it is early, isn’t it? We had a late meeting at the restaurant after closing last night. So I’ve only been home a couple of hours, but it’s fine. What’s going on? Why would you want to leave Snowcroft? You’ve lived there your whole life. What about your business?”

“Leigh and I have talked before about opening branches of Vaughn Construction in Texas. The main stumbling block is neither my sister nor I wanted to leave the mountains to move into the Texas heat. One of us has to move there to be in charge of it.”

“I can’t blame you there. Snowcroft is beautiful. Most of us are trying how to figure out how to move into those cool mountains permanently. So, why now? What’s changed?” 

“I have. I need a change, a new challenge. Opening a branch of Vaughn Construction in Austin would offer that. I can’t do the same thing I’m doing here anymore.” If I stay here, I won’t survive it. It hurts too much. Jamie glanced toward the empty house in front of him again. He had to do this. “So, I wondered, can I crash at your place this weekend while I try to find a place to live?”

“Of course, you know you don’t even have to ask. I’ll even share my bed.” Hudson’s voice lowered with sensual promise.

“You’re a regular saint, aren’t you?” They had shared a friends-with-benefits arrangement for a couple of years, although Jamie rarely made it to Austin. Hudson had a vacation home in Snowcroft that he used when he needed to escape his high pressure responsibilities of owning a successful restaurant and needed to blow off some sexual steam. It worked for both of them. 

Snowcroft existed as a tiny, conservative, mountaintop resort town and Jamie rarely had a chance to meet other gay men. He was about the only gay man here, which made his social life non-existent. Hudson had kept him sane for a couple of years with his sporadic visits. 

“That sounds good. Thanks, Hud. I’ll give you a call after my plans firm up a bit more so you know what time to expect me.”

“Okay, sounds good. Umm...” Hudson’s voice lingered. “Okay, this may be out of line, but I just have to ask. What about Trevor? I know you guys are close. Did something happen? Did y’all have a fight?”

“No, nothing so earth-shattering as that.” Jamie swallowed hard. Trevor—the man who’d been his best friend—had finally slammed the door on the last vestige of their friendship. It had been coming for months, as they fought and argued over every little thing, especially Trevor’s careless promiscuity. But when Trevor didn’t show this morning for their normal morning run, Jamie knew. The stress between them had finally gone too far. “I guess I’ve just grown up and we’ve drifted apart. The friendship is over.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Me, too.” So sorry. He should have left months or years ago before the tension between them pushed it this far. Tension he had caused. If he’d left then maybe they’d have some remnant of their friendship left, but instead he sat here in front of an empty house because Trevor couldn’t stand to even go running with him anymore. Jamie clicked off the cell phone. He turned on the truck and with a final glance at the house, put it in reverse and drove away. 

Away from Trevor’s house. 

Away from their fourteen year friendship.

Away from the man he would always love. 

But Trevor could never know that was the real root of all their problems. Trevor was straight. And Jamie couldn’t let that break his heart any longer.

* * *
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An hour later, heavy metal pounded through Jamie’s ear buds and sweat poured down his back despite the chilly morning air. It might be May, but at 9500 feet elevation, the nights still got damn cold and the sun hadn’t reached high enough in the sky to warm it up yet. 

He’d maintained a punishing pace, enabling him to release some of his tension and stress. It had been a good decision to continue with the run without Trevor. His head felt clearer and he’d made peace with his decision. When he got into the office this morning, he would talk to Leigh about her taking over complete management of the Snowcroft branch of the company.

As he rounded a sharp corner, he slowed his pace. The last time he’d run this trail the rocks in this corner had been dangerously loose and he’d almost fallen on his ass. He sure as hell didn’t want to get hurt out on this remote trail. 

Jamie skidded to a stop. The bottom of a black boot just barely showed out of the brush alongside the trail. The rocks on the trail had been dislodged recently and the twigs here were broken and mangled like something big had crashed through them. His heartbeat kicked up with the rush of adrenaline. That boot was attached to a body, lying face down at an angle on the steep slope under the brush.

He scrambled to part the bushes, the treacherous slope and loose rock hampering his progress as he slid down the hill to check the person’s head. He noticed the green of the Forestry Service uniform, but didn’t think about what it meant until he got to the short dark hair on the back of the guy’s head. Blood and scratches covered the side of his face. A huge gash at his temple had swollen and left a small stream of blood flowing around the rocks. 

Trevor.

With trembling hands he felt for a pulse on Trevor’s throat, daring to hope he was still alive. His pulse fluttered weak and thready under Jamie’s fingertips. “Trevor, can you hear me?”

No answer. No movement. Nothing. Jamie checked him over, but on the surface couldn’t see any other injuries besides the obvious one to his head. But he knew enough not to move him. Yanking off his own sweatshirt, he covered Trevor with it. Trevor’s lips were almost blue. Had he been out here all night? Hypothermia was almost as dangerous as injury out here on the mountain. Trevor needed help now. Pulling the cell phone out of his pocket, he cursed. No service.

He leaned down to Trevor. “Hang in there while I get some help,” his voice quavered. “I have to run up to the ridge so I can call the guys at the Forestry Service. Hang on, Trevor. I’ll be right back. I promise. Don’t you fucking die on me.”

Jamie sprinted to the top of the mountain ridge, cursing himself the whole time. There were lots of tourists who visited Snowcroft and complained about the intermittent cell service on the mountain. He’d always been one of those guys who said there was no way they needed more connectivity up here. People should relax a little. With every step he took, he wished to God he hadn’t been so short-sighted. It would only take an extra twenty minutes to get back up to the ridge before he had cell service for the emergency call, but that twenty minutes just might cost Trevor his life.

Oh God, that couldn’t happen.

Finally, he got a single bar on his phone and started dialing the Forestry Service. Ironically enough, this call would connect into Trevor’s own office.

“Sacramento Mountains, Snowcroft Station. This is Ranger Lofton.”

“Sam, this is...” He gasped for air. “Jamie Vaughn. I’m out here on Rocky Top Trail, about eight miles in. I just found Trevor Mayne injured. It looks like he’s fallen. He has a definite head injury, is unconscious, and probably hypothermic. I think he’s been out here all night. Please tell me you have a SAR team on station this morning.”

Search and Rescue teams worked out of all the Forestry offices, but they weren’t always in the station when they were on call. They were the guys with training who could come in on foot on these rugged mountain trails with a stretcher and get the injured person out quickly and safely.

“Ian and his crew are here this morning and I’ll get them dispatched immediately.”

“Oh, thank God.” Trevor’s cousin, Ian, would make sure that they got here as fast as humanly possible. “I’m going back to him, but I don’t have cell service there. Tell them to be careful as they hit that corner. The rocks are loose on the trail and it’s hazardous.”

When Jamie got back to Trevor, he hadn’t moved. Dread filled the pit of Jamie’s stomach as he crouched down beside him. Please don’t be dead. 

Trevor still had a heartbeat, but his pallor had worsened. His skin felt cold to the touch and it was a bad sign that he didn’t shiver with the cold. Helplessness coursed through Jamie and he didn’t know what to do besides lay down beside Trevor and try to share his body heat without shifting his spine. 

The wait was interminable. Jamie didn’t know what to do besides talk to him and try to keep him grounded. Trevor was unconscious, but maybe he’d be able to hear him. “You can’t die. You’re my best friend and even though things have been bad lately, I can’t imagine this world without you. Damn, if you leave there will be a whole shitload of females on this mountain that you’ll leave devastated.”

He felt Trevor’s pulse again. Still there. “Besides I owe you. You totally kicked my ass the last time we played basketball. You know I can’t let that lie. I need you to come back, Trevor.” A choked sob escaped from Jamie’s throat before he could stop it. Their friendship couldn’t end this way. 

A weight pressed on Jamie’s chest, making it hard to breathe. The thought that Trevor could be dying as he just laid beside him doing nothing made him want to rant. He hated this hopeless feeling. Normally a guy of action, he had no control here knowing that moving Trevor could injure him more. Wait and pray were his only options, but it sure as hell didn’t seem like enough. 

Seemingly hours later, rocks skittered along the trail. Thank God. The SAR team was finally here. He scrambled up to get out of their way and to give them room to work around Trevor.

Ian, Trevor’s cousin, immediately squatted down beside him and began to take his vitals while Joseph, his SAR partner, examined him for injury.

Ian glanced up at Jamie. “Has he been conscious at all?”

“No, no movement, no consciousness.” Oh, God. There’d been no sign of life from Trevor at all in the entire time he’d been here. He locked his knees to keep from collapsing. This couldn’t be happening. Trevor couldn’t die.

Ian wrapped a silver survival blanket around Trevor’s body. The two men murmured details between them.

“Core temperature...86 degrees”

“No bleeding from ears.”

“Pupils...reactive to light.”

“BP...70/40”

“Push IV”

“Head contusion...”

Their voices blurred as he watched them work on Trevor, wondering if his best friend would die before he got a chance to look into those crystalline blue eyes again. 

No, please no.

* * *
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By the time they had Trevor loaded up on the portable metal stretcher to haul him out, an invisible elephant sat on Jamie’s chest. Both men had pursed, tight lips and carefully didn’t look at him. Trevor still hadn’t even flinched. That couldn’t be good. While Joseph worked the final details of strapping Trevor in, Jamie grabbed Ian by the shoulder. “Is he going to be okay?”

Ian wouldn’t meet his eyes. “He has a head injury and is unconscious, so we have no way of knowing. The good news is he’s hypothermic. Honestly, that may have saved his life, but we won’t know more until they can do some scans at the hospital down in Terravista.” Ian inspected the quiet forest around them, a frown on his face. “Do you know why he was out here?”

Jamie shook his head. “No idea, but I’m guessing he fell sometime yesterday.”

“Looks that way.” Ian pressed his lips together as he watched Joseph finish adjusting the IV. “We’ll worry about all that later. But right now, we gotta get him off this mountain. Are you going to follow us to the hospital?”

Jamie nodded and reached down to touch Trevor’s shoulder to reassure one of them, he wasn’t sure which, that he was still there. “I’ll be right behind you.”

Joseph peered up at the two of them. “Done. Let’s move.” 

The two men hefted the stretcher and began the trek off the mountain, moving as quickly as possible with their load. 

* * *
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When Jamie got down to the hospital, it became a waiting game while the medical team examined Trevor. After an hour, Ian came out and joined him in the waiting room. He’d been with Trevor helping monitor his care.

“Do you know anything?” Jamie asked. “Is he going to make it?”

Ian studied the floor, his lack of eye-contact telling Jamie more than he wanted to accept. “I don’t know. They told me to get out. Family members aren’t allowed to be involved, no matter who they are. I was lucky to get to stay back there as long as I did, but I still don’t know.” His voice sounded bleak. “He was out there a long time and his body took a hell of a shock, but damn, Trevor is stubborn. If anyone can make it, he can.”

“Should I call his sister, Tabby, or wait until we know something more?” Jamie asked him.

Ian shook his head. “No, she’s having some difficulty with the pregnancy. I don’t think we should stress her out until we know something more. Let’s see what the doctor says first.”

Tabitha lived in Amarillo, Texas, with her youth minister husband who worked at the same church where Trevor’s father had just retired as pastor. His parents were on a month-long dream European tour as their retirement gift from the church. 

That left Ian as the only family available locally to come and do this hospital vigil. Ian’s dad, William, also lived in Snowcroft. But he and Trevor had never gotten along very well, so it was an unspoken agreement that he wouldn’t be called. At least not yet.

Several more men from the Forestry Service office wandered into the waiting room over the next few hours and still they had no word. 

Finally, when the coffee had begun to eat a hole through Jamie’s stomach, a doctor walked in. There was no doubt who waited for word on Trevor as they all stood when the doctor entered, but he spoke to Jamie and Ian. “Unfortunately, Trevor’s body has taken quite the beating and he’s slipped into a coma. The main concern is the blow to his head. He has a concussion and came in extremely hypothermic. The hypothermia is a good thing in the grand scheme of things though because we think it kept the swelling in his brain down. His CAT scan showed clear. Right now, he’s not showing any sign of a brain bleed and we don’t think that will change since it’s been so long since he hit his head, but we’ll continue to monitor him as his core temperature comes back to normal parameters. He has a sprained ankle and several badly bruised ribs and shoulder. When he wakes up, he’s going to be stiff and sore.”

“But he will wake up, though, right?” Jamie asked, with his stomach in his throat.

“There are no guarantees, but I think so,” the doctor answered. “His core temperature is rising and he’s reacting well to treatment. He’s young and in good shape so there’s no reason to think he won’t recover unless something changes drastically with his condition. Our main concern right now is his concussion and that’s the likely source of the coma. Once he comes out of that, we’ll be able to better ascertain what, if any, damage has been done to his brain.”

“Brain damage?” Jamie’s voice wobbled and that coffee threatened to come back up.

“It’s a possibility, but there’s just no way to know until he wakes up. The sooner that happens, the better his prognosis. He can have visitors, no more than two at a time. They say that people in comas can hear, so my advice is talk to him.”

* * *
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Two days later, Jamie had talked until his voice became hoarse and the coma still lingered. He hadn’t been home, afraid that if he left, Trevor would slip away. He had to be there in case Trevor needed him. So he stayed, taking catnaps sitting in the chair beside Trevor’s bed, and drinking way too much really bad coffee.

His eyes were gritty, his stomach upset, and he just wanted to crawl into that bed and hold his best friend to convince him that he needed to come back. Now. Jamie had begun to lose hope. The thought that Trevor might never wake up after the way their relationship had gone the last few months made the stone in the pit of his stomach bottom out. 

“Trevor, please wake up. I need you to wake up. I don’t know what else to talk to you about, so you need to wake up now or else I’m just going to have to start repeating shit. You know me. I don’t like to talk this much.” He glanced out the window, taking deep breaths to get control of the tears welling up in his eyes. Exhaustion tugged at him and he slouched further down into the chair, resting his chin on his fist. He couldn’t watch his motionless friend anymore. It hurt too much.

“You could tell me your name.” The words were weak and scratchy. 

Jamie swung around to stare at the man, blinked, and his mouth dropped open. Oh God, did Trevor speak? He froze, searching the still body in front of him for some sign that he’d awoken and the voice hadn’t been some hallucination brought on by exhaustion.

For a moment, he thought he truly had gone around the corner of crazy, but then Trevor’s eyes fluttered open.

Jamie leapt out of the chair and rushed to the head of Trevor’s bed. 

Trevor squinted at him, opening his mouth a couple of times. “Who are you?” he asked, his voice hoarse. “Why do you keep talking?” 

Jamie couldn’t believe he’d finally woken up. “Trevor?”

Trevor squinted up at Jamie, confusion and pain furrowing his brow. “Who’s Trevor?”

Brain damage. 

“Oh, man. Okay, hang on. Let me call someone and we’ll find out what’s going on.” Trevor had taken a knock to the head. It made sense that he’d be a little confused. That didn’t mean he had brain damage. It couldn’t. The doctor would come and examine him and say everything would be okay. The guy had basically been asleep for two days, three if you counted the night spent on the forest floor. It would take a bit to get the cobwebs cleared from his brain.

Jamie pressed the call button for the nurse and rested a hand on top of Trevor’s non-injured shoulder. “It’s going to be okay.” But the reassurance didn’t matter, because Trevor had already slipped back into sleep. At least Jamie really hoped he’d just fallen asleep.

A nurse bustled in. “Did you call? Do you need something?” She walked over to Trevor’s bed and read one of the machines monitoring him.

“He awoke. He just spoke to me, but now...” Jamie gestured to Trevor. “He didn’t go back into the coma, did he?” 

“Let’s see here.” She threaded the long strip of paper through her fingers, examining the data there. She smiled, and Jamie felt a momentary flicker of relief. “I don’t think so. I think he’s just asleep, but let’s check a few things.” Gently shaking him, she said, “Trevor, Mr. Mayne, I need you to wake up for me now, okay?”

Trevor groaned low, but then his eyes slowly opened, before slamming shut again. “Hurts.”

“Okay.” The nurse nodded. “That’s to be expected and we’ll do something about your pain in a moment. In the meantime, I need you to open those pretty blue eyes of yours again and answer some questions for me.”

“M’kay. What happened? Where am I?” Trevor shifted his gaze between the two of them, still not a flicker of recognition for Jamie. Jamie’s stomach rolled over.

“You fell and hit your head a couple of days ago. You’ve been in a coma and are pretty banged up. Can you answer a few questions for me?”

Trevor’s brow furrowed. “Um, yeah, I think.”

“What’s your name?”

Slowly, Trevor gazed up to her, confusion beginning to cloud his features. “I...I don’t know.” He stopped for a moment, closed his eyes with a grimace. “How do I not know that?” He suddenly gazed up at Jamie, stricken. “You said Trevor before. Is that my name? Who are you? Why don’t I remember?” Trevor’s eyes widened and his face blanched as the depth of what he’d said sunk in. 

The nurse placed a hand on his arm. “Relax, it’s okay. No need to get worked up about this yet. You just woke up and it can be a bit confusing.” 

Trevor struggled in the bed. 

She cast a glance toward Jamie. “Mr. Vaughn, I think it would be a good idea for you to step out while I examine the patient and call the doctor.”

He didn’t want to leave, but Trevor’s eyes darted around the room wildly. Maybe if he left, it would be a little less overwhelming for Trevor. He touched Trevor’s shoulder to soothe him when what he really wanted to do was embrace him and never let go. “I’ll be right outside if you need me.”

“Who are you?” Trevor whispered with heart-wrenching desperation. 

Jamie glanced to the nurse. She shook her head at him, so he just walked out with a huge lump spreading from his throat to his chest. His heart raced and his palms turned sweaty. Oh God, what if Trevor did have brain damage?  
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​Chapter Two
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Over the next forty-five minutes, several medical personnel entered and left Trevor’s room, but no one said anything to him about what it all meant. He’d called Ian to let him know that Trevor had woken up, but he’d been called out on a wildfire emergency in the northern part of the state the day before. So Jamie waited alone.

Finally a middle-aged female doctor stepped out of the room and reached a hand out to shake his hand. “Hi, I’m Dr. Amelia Burkett. Are you related to Trevor Mayne?”

“No, I’m Jamie Vaughn. We’re just close friends. He doesn’t have any family in the area right now, so I’m it. Can you tell me what’s going on?”

She glanced down at the paperwork in the file she held. “Okay, normally we don’t like to share medical details with non-family members, but this case has extenuating circumstances and your name is listed as an emergency contact. Right now, Mr. Mayne is showing signs of having trauma-induced amnesia. We need to do more tests, but I’m pretty positive there hasn’t been any brain damage.”

Jamie’s shoulders dropped in relief. Whatever else they had to deal with would be fine, as long as he didn’t have brain damage. “That’s why he didn’t know me and didn’t know his name, right?”

“That’s correct. In most cases like this, the patient’s memory comes back, but we don’t have any way to know when that will happen and how much of his memory may be permanently gone. Like I said, we still have a whole battery of tests that we need to run on Mr. Mayne, but that’s the gist of it right now. Physically, he’s on the mend. The rest is just a matter of waiting and seeing.”

Wait and see. Okay, they could do that. As long as he wasn’t brain-damaged, they could deal with whatever other obstacles came their way. Trevor was strong. He’d be fine.

* * *
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Trevor just wanted to go back to sleep. His head pounded in time with his heartbeat and his body felt like someone had beat him with a really large stick. But the doctor had returned with the man who’d been in the room before. Before the guy had been excited but now he watched Trevor warily. Why did that make him feel guilty?

Trevor wished they would let the guy talk. His voice made him feel safe and helped soothe the pounding in his head. He assumed he should know the man, but since his brain was one huge, throbbing black hole, he had no memory of him. Maybe a brother. No, that didn’t feel right. 

The doctor had told him that he’d fallen a couple of days ago and suffered from a traumatic brain injury. Personally, it seemed to him that he couldn’t remember anything because something had taken up residence in his brain and decided to crawl out of his skull through his eyeballs. Fuck, this was a hospital. Shouldn’t they be doing something about this pain? He winced. The lights were turned down low and they still made his head hurt.

“Trevor, this is your friend, Jamie. He’s been here waiting for you to wake up.”

What was he supposed to say to that? Nice to meet you? Fuck. That wasn’t right because he obviously knew the guy, even if he would swear that he’d never met him before in his life. His head hurt too much to sort this all through. 

“I’m sorry. This is really weird. We’re friends?” he asked.

“Yeah,” the guy answered. “We’ve known each other for over fourteen years.”

“I’m sorry. I don’t remember.” 

The guy shrugged. “Don’t stress about it.”

He shifted his weight uncomfortably. Obviously, the guy didn’t know what to do in this situation any more than he did. Broad with a muscular torso that looked like he could bench press a few hundred pounds, he had shaggy blond hair. A couple days growth to his beard shadowed his face and appeared darker than his hair in the low light. It was hard to judge lying flat on his back in bed, but he seemed pretty tall, too. Exhaustion lined his face with dark circles and lines of stress. Had Jamie been here since he got hurt? If so, that meant this was probably a close friend, maybe even more. Were they dating?

Even with how lousy Trevor felt right now, he had noticed Jamie’s attractiveness. Was the guy gay? Desire pulled Trevor to the man.

Jamie waved a hand at the doctor taking notes on her phone. “The doctor says it should come back eventually. In the meantime, all you need to know is that I always win at basketball.” The guy gave an easy smile and Trevor knew he lied about it. He recognized Jamie’s tell...when he rubbed at his earlobe, he lied. It gave him the tiniest sliver of a memory to hold onto. Maybe this void in his head wouldn’t last very long.

“No, you don’t. I won the last round, didn’t I?” How did he know that? It wasn’t really a memory, just some sort of vague notion.

“Do you remember that?” Jamie asked, his brows lifted over hopeful eyes.

A punch of guilt pummeled at Trevor for getting his hopes up. “Not really. No, I’m sorry. I could tell you were lying and something—maybe a dream—told me I won the last time we played.”

“I’m assuming you talked to him while he was in the coma,” Dr. Burkett pocketed her phone and glanced between them. “Did you tell him about it while he slept?”

The poor guy ran an exhausted hand over his face. “Damn, I think I’ve talked to him about everything we’ve ever done in the last couple of days, so probably.”

She nodded. “That makes sense. Studies show coma patients hear what we say to them, so chances are he heard it.”

Jamie looked crestfallen but immediately shuttered the expression. 

Again, guilt assailed Trevor.

Trevor hated this. He hated that this gorgeous man suffered for him, both mentally and physically. Maybe he could do something to alleviate some of that. “Man, you look like crap,” he told Jamie. “Have you been here as long as I have? As soon as the doc stops prodding at my brain, I’m going to go back to sleep. Why don’t you go home and do the same? I don’t even know you and I can see you’re exhausted.”

A middle-aged nurse bustled in and checked the IV. She clucked her tongue. “We’ve been telling him that for days, but he’s a stubborn one. Was just sure you would die if he left. Thank God you woke up or else we were going to have to admit him into the bed next door.”

“It seems to me like you still could.” Trevor ignored Jamie’s scowl. “Go home and rest. I don’t think I’m going anywhere. All I want to do is take more pain meds and go to sleep. And seriously, dude, watching me sleep is just creepy.” And maybe a little bit nice, too, because it made him feel not quite so alone, but he didn’t need to tell them that.

“The good news is his personality hasn’t changed any.” Jamie smirked at him. “He’s still bossy and a smartass, even from his hospital bed.”

“Hmph, doesn’t change that you need more rest,” Trevor mumbled as he closed his eyes. He liked the guy and could see why they were friends. Right now, even with sleep pulling him under, he could feel the waves of concern coming from Jamie. Warmth flooded him along with a shiver of awareness.

A hand softly brushed his shoulder and Jamie’s low-pitched voice said, “I’ll leave my cell phone number with the nurse. If I’m not here and you need me when you wake up, have them call me. Otherwise, I’ll be back in a couple of hours.”

“Take your time,” he slurred as sleep began to sweep over him. “I don’t think I’m going anywhere.”

He fell asleep with lingering tingles spreading across his shoulder from where Jamie had touched him. What did that mean?

* * *
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The next time Trevor woke up, he sensed the combined sounds of a soft snore and quiet movement in the room. He gingerly opened his eyes, but the pain existed as a dull throb now. Not near as mind-numbing as it had been before.

Jamie sat asleep, slumped over in the chair beside his hospital bed. He’d changed clothes and shaved, but the dark circles and stress lines still marred his rugged face. Wholly masculine, the planes and lines of his face softened in sleep, making him appear younger than he did when awake. Trevor wondered at his age, but it occurred to him that he didn’t even know his own age. What a clusterfuck to have this huge hole as his memory.

The nurse read one of his monitors and quietly asked, “How’s your pain?”

“Better than before, although I don’t think I want to go dancing yet.” He nodded toward Jamie. “How long has he been like that?” The awkward position made Trevor’s neck hurt, the one part of his body that didn’t already ache from the fall.

As if sensing his thoughts, Jamie straightened and opened his eyes slowly. Confusion and then momentary fear crossed his eyes until they locked with Trevor’s and he stilled with a sigh of relief. 

Jamie rubbed the back of his neck. “You look better.” His voice rumbled with sleep. “Do you remember anything yet?”

“No, I don’t think so. You still look like crap.”

“Love you, too, Trev.”

“Why did that sound more like a ‘fuck you’?”

“Because you’re still a perceptive bastard, and we’re in mixed company so I thought it would be the nicer way to state it.”

He snorted. “Hey, I’m in a hospital. Maybe a little respect for the injured here?”

“Respect has to be earned,” Jamie said with a smile. It looked good on him even with the lines of exhaustion.

Trevor swallowed a bout of self-consciousness. Were things always so easy between them? “Okay, so we’re friends. Are you allowed to tell me about myself or do I have to rely on my faulty brain to someday come up with it all?”

“I’m not sure. I haven’t seen your doctor since I got back and I have a ton of questions to ask her. I think it’s probably okay for me to answer some basics for you, though. Your name is Trevor Mayne. You’re thirty-two years old. You work as a law enforcement agent for the Forest Service in Snowcroft, New Mexico.”

“Is that how I got hurt? Someone said I fell on the mountain.”

Jamie scowled. “I don’t know how that happened. You live on the trails every single day as part of your job, but you also just love to be outdoors. We both do. The accident happened on one of our favorite trails. That’s how I found you. When you didn’t show up for our morning run, I went running alone. I saw your boot at the edge of the trail. But you know the area,” Jamie shook his head as he thought about it. “For you to fall like that is unheard of. You just don’t lose your balance on the rough terrain. You had on your uniform when I found you, so were you working? And, if so, I don’t understand why you would have been out on that trail. None of it makes any sense to me and without your memory to know what happened, well...”

Jamie frowned with thought. “It’s an aggressive trail, but it should have been fine for you with how much time you spend out there. Maybe it was just one of those freak things. I don’t know. I need to talk to some of the guys you work with and see if you had a work reason for being there.”

None of this sounded the least bit familiar to Trevor and the unknown made him feel a little nauseated. How did a person lose the memory of absolutely everything in their life? All this energy spent trying to find it in his brain just made his head hurt more. He didn’t want to talk about what he should remember anymore, so he refocused on Jamie.

“So you like the outdoors?”

“Yep, running, hiking, skiing, fishing, mountain biking. If you can do it outside, I probably do it.”

“What do you do for a living?”

“My family owns a construction company in Snowcroft. We mainly build houses. I run the construction crews. My sister, Leigh, runs the office. In fact, Vaughn Construction is how you and I met in college. You came and worked for us. Back then my dad ran the company. In the summers you used to come to Snowcroft to stay with your uncle and cousin, Ian.”

Construction. That explained the guy’s incredible physique. He may be the one in charge, but his body said that he got out there and worked regularly with his guys.

“So I do have a family?” Trevor asked. Did he want to know why they weren’t here?

“Yeah, you do.” Jamie’s eyes widened. “Damn. I’m sorry, I didn’t even think. Yes, you have a family who loves you. Your mother is going to kill me when she finds out what’s happened and that we didn’t call them—they’re on vacation in Europe with no connectivity. You have an older sister, Tabitha, or Tabby.” Jamie proceeded to tell him about his family and why none of them could be there including his sister’s risky pregnancy.

Trevor grinned. “So I’m going to be an uncle?”

“You actually already are. Tabitha and Don, that’s her husband, also have a three year old little boy named Jonathan. You adore and spoil that kid.” 

Trevor’s eyes lit up. “Tell me I’ve taken him to a Rockies game.”

“He’s still a little young for that, I think.”

“Naw, no kid is too young to appreciate the Rockies. They had a hard season last year, but they’re going to turn it around this season with their recruiting.” He’d remembered something. “Why the fuck can I remember baseball details and have no idea what my name is or even what my own birthday is?” He lowered his head into his hands, pulling at his hair. “It makes no sense.” 

“May twenty-fourth,” Jamie told him gently.

“What?”

“Your birthday. It’s May twenty-fourth. In three weeks you’ll be thirty-three years old. You can’t beat yourself up about what you do and don’t know. It will drive you nuts and from the grimace on your face, I’m guessing it doesn’t do good things for your headache either. The doctor said some things will just come naturally, like walking or talking. I’m guessing your love for baseball is like that—more instinct than memory. It’s an integral part of who you are at your heart. As a fellow baseball lover, that explains a lot about why we get along so well.”

Warmth flooded Trevor’s limbs as that connection ran between them. He could feel the strength of it. Whether he remembered it or not, it tied the two of them together. They both loved baseball. “Tell me you’re a Rockies fan.”

“I am.” He grinned, “But just because I’ve had to be for the peace of our friendship. My first love belongs to the Cardinals. No other team in baseball can compare to the Cards when it comes to putting together a bullpen. It only gets ugly when our two teams play each other, which is exactly why we planned on attending a few games for your birthday week which just so happens to coincide this year with a three-game series between the two teams. I’m hoping the birthday partying will make up for the grief when your team goes down on the field.”

“Oh, slam. We’ll just see about that now, won’t we? You said in three weeks?” Jamie nodded. “I look forward to watching my team make you eat your words.”

“Hmm, we’ll see, won’t we?”

Trevor closed his eyes and grinned. His head continued to pound, but he didn’t want this to end. He needed to go to sleep, but didn’t want to quit talking to Jamie yet. He opened his eyes to find Jamie’s green eyes examining him.

“Are you okay?” Jamie asked.

“Yeah, my head just hurts if I think too hard.”

Jamie chuckled lightly. “That’s always been an issue for you, even before your traumatic brain injury.”

“Hardy-har.” Trevor grinned at Jamie. “Do you always give me a hard time?”

“Only when you leave the door wide open for it like that.”

“Okay, okay, I’ll give you that.” His eyelids closed again of their own volition. He struggled to force them open. “Man, I’m fading. Go home and get some rest that doesn’t involve neck contortions in the chair. I promise you’re not going to miss anything exciting except maybe my sponge bath.”

Jamie’s eyes widened slightly and his pupils dilated. If Trevor hadn’t been watching, he might have missed it. Interesting. Maybe there had been something more than just friendship between them.

“You’re right,” Jamie answered. “I definitely don’t want to see your scrawny ass naked. That’s why you have Tawny or Brandi or whoever the hell the flavor of the week is.”

What? Those were girl’s names. That couldn’t be right, but Jamie kept talking so Trevor brushed it off as a misunderstanding as sleep became much more of a necessity.

“But I do think I’ll go home and grab a few things. Maybe some photo albums. Would you like that?”

“Fuck, yeah. I don’t even know what I look like,” he mumbled, much more asleep now than awake. “And pizza. I need some real food. Bring pizza too, but sleep first. Don’t want to see you,” Trevor yawned noisily, “for at least four or five more hours. Let a man rest in peace.”
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​Chapter Three
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Jamie chuckled lightly as he slipped out of the room into the bustling hallway. Trevor hadn’t even finished talking before the snoring began in earnest. 

He hadn’t considered it until Trevor said it. How weird to not even know what you look like. Seriously, he knew Trevor acted like a tough bastard, but this not knowing anything had to be terrifying. That the guy joked about it amazed him. But it shouldn’t shock him. Trevor always had been able to find the best in almost any situation. Jamie shook his head, considering. But anything he could do to make this any easier, he would do it.

Trevor should be asleep for a while. He might be able to grab a couple of hours snooze time, find some photo albums, maybe even make a run to Trevor’s house for a few of his personal things. Then he’d pick up a meat lovers pizza—heavy on the cheese—just the way Trevor liked it, even if Jamie preferred a healthier option.

Jamie grinned as he slid into the front seat of his truck. Trevor joking around after the scare of those first few days eased his worries. While he hated that Trevor didn’t feel one hundred percent yet, the glimpses of his old friend were enough to make him feel good about the future. Trevor would be okay.

His cell phone rang just as he started up the truck. Glancing at his screen, his stomach plummeted. He hadn’t given a thought to him in days. “Hey, Hudson. I’m sorry. I know I said I would call, but... ”

“No, that’s fine. I wanted to let you know about a realtor I know who can help you this weekend.”

Immediately, the remnants of his euphoria plummeted. He was supposed to be planning a move to Austin. Did he still want to do that? He couldn’t leave while Trevor grappled with his amnesia, but the facts hadn’t changed. He still loved his straight best friend. Nothing but further heartache waited for him here. His chest burned at the thought.

“...move in with me.”

What? Jesus, had Hudson just asked him to move in with him and he’d missed it? Fucking-a, he was a mess and creating emotional messes everywhere else because of it. 

“Listen, Hud, my plans may be on hold for a little bit. Trevor got hurt and I need to be here to help him, at least until he’s better.”

“What happened? Is he okay?” Hudson’s tone reflected his quiet intensity. 

Hudson saw and observed everything. Chances were good that he knew about Jamie’s feelings for Trevor. Jamie tried to keep that shit buried, but Hud had spent time around both of them and knew Jamie’s emotional state better than probably anyone, including Trevor. 
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