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At the wedding of Alix Madsen and Jared Montgomery, Jared’s cousin Graydon can’t look away from bridesmaid Toby Wyndam. It’s not just her quiet beauty or humor – Toby possesses the truly remarkable gift of being able to distinguish Graydon from his identical twin brother, Rory. According to family legend, this marks her as Graydon’s True Love.


Graydon is heir to the Lanconian throne and must marry a noble woman who has been chosen for him. Yet, intrigued by Toby, he asks her to help him hide on Nantucket for a week, away from regal responsibilities. Knowing their union to be impossible, they promise to simply be friends.


But there are forces at work beyond their control which are ruled by time itself, and a seductive spell is cast over Graydon and Toby. If they are to be together, they must change what once was – as well as what will be.
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Chapter One
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Nantucket


 


Graydon Montgomery couldn’t take his eyes off the young woman. The bride and his cousin Jared, the groom, were standing at the front of the little chapel, the pastor between them, and Graydon kept looking across them at her. She had on a blue bridesmaid dress, was holding a bouquet of flowers, and her attention was fully on the ceremony.


While she was pretty, she wasn’t conventionally so. She wasn’t the type of woman who’d make people do double takes. With her oval face, eyes the color of bluebells, and flawless skin, she looked like a girl you’d see in the newspaper as having attended a debutante ball. She’d be able to wear pearls and long gloves without looking like she’d rather be in jeans.


Earlier, when the four wedding attendants had been waiting outside, there’d been a lot of commotion inside the little chapel. At the last minute, some kind of mix-up had caused a great deal of chaos. In normal circumstances, Graydon would have made an effort to find out what was happening, but not today. Today he was distracted by her.


Sounds of angry shouts and furniture crashing to the floor had come from inside the chapel. The two bridesmaids and the other groomsman went to the door to see what was going on, but Graydon stood where he was. He wasn’t even curious. All he could do was gaze at the back of the young woman. She had long blonde hair that curled down her back, and a nice figure. Not flashy, but trim and subdued.


Through all the turmoil, Graydon had stood back from them. He was only vaguely aware of the surroundings, of the big tent that was set up for dinner and dancing, of the moonlight on the wooded area around them, even of the brightly lit chapel where the wedding was to be. He seemed only able to think about what the young woman had said to him just minutes before.


When Graydon had been asked to escort a bridesmaid down the aisle, he’d thought it would be an easy, enjoyable task. After all, he was certainly used to red carpets and ceremonies of all kinds.


But when he was introduced to the young woman, he’d been shocked by what she said—and he still hadn’t recovered.


When the noise inside the chapel finally calmed down and they prepared to go inside, Graydon moved to stand beside her and crooked his arm for her to take. When she put her hand on his arm, he smiled warmly at her, slipped his hand over hers, and clasped it gently.


Without a word, she snatched her hand away, took two steps back, and glared at him. There was no mistaking her meaning: He was to make no overtures of any kind toward her. And that seemed to include even friendliness.


Graydon didn’t think he’d ever before been at a loss for words, but in the face of her anger, every language he knew seemed to disappear from his mind. All he could do was stand there and blink. Finally, he managed to nod his agreement. No touching, no smiles, no anything outside what was necessary to get the job done.


As they walked down the aisle together, she kept her distance from him. Her hand was on his arm, but her body was two feet away from his. Graydon held his head high, doing his best to swallow his pride. Never before had a woman found him … well, repulsive. Truthfully, no woman had ever before tried to get away from him.


He wasn’t naive—he knew well that a lot of the fawning and flirting directed his way was because of what he’d come to think of as the “unfortunate circumstances of my birth,” but still … That she didn’t want anything to do with him wounded his ego.


When they got to the front of the chapel, she seemed relieved to get away from him. She went to the left, and Graydon went to the other side to wait for the bride to come down the aisle with her father.


Throughout the ceremony Graydon couldn’t help peering around the bride and groom to look at her. What was her name? Toby, wasn’t it? Surely that was a nickname, and he wondered what her birth name was.


As the ceremony neared the end, Graydon felt that old familiar pull, what people called the “twin bond,” and he knew his brother was there. He glanced to his left, through the crowd of people packed into the chapel. Family was in chairs but the back was full of guests standing and watching. It took Graydon only seconds to find his brother in the very back, purposely hidden behind other people. Rory wasn’t dressed properly for a wedding, but then his leather jacket and casual slacks fit in with the American style. At least his brother didn’t have on jeans.


Rory nodded toward the blonde bridesmaid in question. He’d never seen his brother stare at a woman before and he was curious as to why.


As was sometimes the case with identical twins, he and his brother often communicated without words. But there was no way Graydon could tell his brother the one and only thought in his mind: She can tell you and me apart.


Frowning, Rory let Graydon know that he didn’t understand. He slanted his head to one side and Graydon nodded. They had just arranged to meet outside as soon as possible.


That done, Graydon gave his attention back to the young woman. In a moment they’d again walk down the aisle, and he looked forward to it.




Chapter Two
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After the ceremony, Toby left the chapel and was on her way to the big tent to check on the wedding guests there. Even though she wasn’t a professional planner, she had done most of the work to put this wedding together. A lot of the ideas had come from her friend Alix, the bride, but it had been Toby who put in endless hours and lost sleep to pull it off. For the last several weeks, whenever there was a problem, the solution had been “Ask Toby.” That she’d been able to solve most of those problems made her feel good. Right now all she wanted to do was see that everyone was happy and do her best to enjoy the celebration.


“Miss Wyndam, I don’t mean to take your time, but I’d like to apologize,” a man’s voice said from behind her. She knew who he was, as his voice was quite distinctive: deep and smooth. Too smooth. Too slick. Too cultured. Too much like all the men her mother had tried to force on her.


Toby hesitated before turning to look at him. Last night she and her roommate, Lexie, had taken the bride out for drinks. Toward the back of the restaurant had been a man with a girl on his lap and two more laughing at whatever he’d said. When he saw Toby and her friends enter, he set aside the girl on his lap, got up, and went to their table. He was smiling in a way that seemed to say he expected the young women to stop what they were doing and give their attention to him. He was handsome enough, but there was something—maybe his presumption or her feeling that he was a bit shallow—that made Toby instantly dislike him. She had picked up her bag and left, and the other two women had followed her.


Earlier this evening, the groomsman who was asking for her forgiveness had tried to make Toby and Lexie believe that he had been the man in the bar last night. But she knew he wasn’t. And whatever his reasons for doing this, she didn’t like liars.


Turning, she looked up at him. He looked like his distant cousin Jared Kingsley, who was Toby’s friend and landlord, only this man was younger and, well, cleaner. He stood as straight and as inflexible as a marble statue. There wasn’t a hair on his head out of place, a speck of lint on him, or even a crease in his tuxedo. He was so perfectly shaved and laundered that he didn’t look real.


“An apology isn’t necessary,” she said as she stepped past him. “Now if you’ll excuse me, I have guests to attend to.”


“How did you know?” he asked.


Toby really did have a lot to do for the wedding, but she heard the appeal in his voice. “How did I know what?”


“That it was my brother and not me in the bar last night.”


Her impulse was to laugh. Surely he was joking. To her, the two of them looked nothing alike. She got herself under control and as she looked back at him, she even managed a bit of a smile. After all, he was Jared’s cousin. “He looks like a pirate, while you look like a … a … lawyer.” Turning, she started back to the big tent.


“So you do think we’re identical,” he said from behind her.


Toby stopped walking. Flattery got nowhere with her, but a man who could make her laugh got her attention.


She turned back to him. They were in the wooded area around the two tents and the chapel, with the only light coming from inside. It made the area around them almost golden. “All right,” she said, looking up at him. “What’s your apology?”


“The pirate version or the one from the lawyer?”


It looked like he wasn’t serious after all. She didn’t smile. “Excuse me, but I have work to do.” She again turned away.


“My brother gets into trouble and I cover for him,” he said. “It keeps our father from anger that I fear would be injurious to his health.”


She knew when she heard the truth, so she looked at him. Toby knew a lot about parental problems.


“Usually …” he said. “No, actually, we always get away with it. You’re the first one outside the family to recognize our exchange. I really do apologize. When your friend thought I was the one she had seen last night in the bar, it was just less complicated to act as though she was right. Until then, I didn’t even know my brother was here on the island.”


When he finished, he just stood there and looked at her with an unreadable expression on his face. He had a strong jaw and a straight nose. His eyes were a deep, dark blue, with heavy black brows over them. His mouth had a curve to it, as though he was about to break into a smile, but at the same time there was something intense about him that made her think there was a depth that he hid from others.


“Maybe I jumped to conclusions,” she said and gave him a small smile. “Why don’t you go inside and get some food? And thank you for coming to Nantucket to escort me down the aisle.”


“It was my pleasure.”


He was staring at her in a way that she’d never seen before, as though he didn’t understand who—or what—she was. It was beginning to make her uncomfortable.


“All right, then,” she said. “I’ll leave you to … uh, find your brother.” Again, she turned away from him.


“Do you know anywhere I can stay?”


She turned back, frowning. “I thought everyone had been given a place for the night.” She and Lexie had worked frantically to get every guest a bed. This man had flown in from Maine for the sole purpose of being a groomsman. Had she and Lexie forgotten to take care of where he was to stay? “I’m sorry for the oversight,” she said, “but I’m sure we can find you a bed somewhere.”


“I apologize for not being clear,” he said. “I have accommodations for tonight, but I want to stay on Nantucket for a week. Perhaps I could rent a place?”


In other circumstances she would have said that what he was asking was nearly impossible. The summer weather on Nantucket was divine, as though it had been made up in a fairy tale. Warm but not hot; cool but not cold; sunshine but not blistering; constant breezes that refreshed. The paradise of perfect weather drew about sixty thousand tourists in the summer, and everything needed to be booked in advance.


But this man was related to the Kingsley family and they owned several houses on the island. “I’ll ask Jared,” she said. “He’s often in New York, so maybe you could stay in his house. Or the guesthouse, but then …” She trailed off.


He gave a bit of a smile. “Were you about to say that my aunt is staying there and she seems to have formed an … an attachment to the bride’s father?”


Toby smiled. “Yes, she has. Is she the reason you want to stay?”


“I want a holiday,” he said. “At home I rarely have time off, but I thought perhaps now I’d be able to manage it.”


Toby glanced at the tent. Inside, as far as she could see, everything seemed to be fine. The caterers were very experienced and they were keeping the buffet table laden. The band had arrived and soon the floor would be cleared for dancing. Right now everyone seemed to be happy, eating, drinking, and laughing.


She looked back at the man. What was his name? She’d been introduced to so many people in the last twenty-four hours that she couldn’t remember all of them. “Where are you from? Your accent—” She stopped because it didn’t seem polite to say that he had a slight, almost undetectable accent.


But he smiled. “My English tutor will feel that he’s failed, as will my American relatives. I’m from Lanconia, but my grandfather is from Warbrooke, Maine. When I was growing up, I spent time there every summer.”


“You and your brother?”


“Yes,” he said. “I was with my brother, Rory, and a hundred or so other relatives. It was always an exciting time, the happiest of my life, really. What about you? Are you a Nantucket native?”


“Oh, no. Not at all. Lexie—she’s my roommate—would say that I haven’t been blessed with that honor. She’s descended from the proprietors, the first English people who lived on the island. My ancestors came over on the Mayflower, but Lexie says that since they didn’t land on Nantucket, they’re just poor, sad dissidents.”


“Not the blessed ones,” he said, and his smile made his face soften. “My ancestors were tribes of bearskin-clad warriors who loved to fight each other. What would your roommate think of them?”


“She’d feel very sorry for you,” Toby said, and they smiled at each other. For a moment they were silent. “I better go see that everyone has what they need. You should go in and get something to eat.”


“What about you? Have you eaten?”


Toby sighed. “Not since early this morning. There’s been too much to do. Some of the flowers fell down, the plane was late with supplies, one of the band members wasn’t feeling well, and then of course there was the whole secrecy thing, and … Sorry. More than you wanted to know. I need to go.” But she didn’t move.


“So you did all of this? You were in charge of it?”


“More or less. The bride made a lot of the decisions, and Lexie helped with the work, but she has a lot of other responsibilities and …” Toby shrugged.


“Let me guess. She’s not as detail-oriented as you are, so she left everything up to you.”


“Oh, yes!” Toby said. “I love Lexie, but when it got to be too many things to do, she ran away.”


“What’s that American expression about been and done?”


“Been there, done that?” Toby asked. “Is that the one?”


“Yes. When we were kids, whenever there was work to do, my brother would hide under a table that had a big cloth over it. I think my father knew where he was, but back then Rory’s antics amused him. What about you?”


“Your brother’s antics did not amuse me.”


“No, I meant—” Graydon broke off and for the first time he laughed, showing his perfectly even, white teeth.


Toby relaxed her shoulders, and as she looked back at the tent, she wished she didn’t have to deal with everyone.


“I guess you have to go inside,” he said.


“Yes, I do. I’m not sure how it happened but I became a wedding planner.”


“My guess is that it was because they knew you’d do the perfect job that you did.”


“Are you saying that I was used?” Her tone was teasing.


“Completely.” His eyes were laughing, sparkling in the lights from the tent. “Who knows you so well?”


“That would be Jared. Your cousin.”


“Separated by generations,” he said, “but, alas, my blood relative. I think I should make it up to you.”


Toby lost her smile and took a step back. Moonlight always seemed to do something to men. In the next second he’d probably be reaching for her. “I’d better—”


“How about if I go inside and get you something to eat?”


“What?”


“I don’t know much about event planning, but from what I’ve seen, if you were to go in there, you’d be surrounded by people asking you questions such as—”


“Where’s the ketchup? I’ve already been asked that twice.”


“My thoughts exactly,” he said. “If you stand over there, out of sight, I can go inside, get food and beverages, and bring them out here. You’ll get to eat before you have to return.”


“I shouldn’t,” Toby said but there wasn’t any conviction in her voice. She’d hoped to sneak away once everyone started dancing, but by then the food might be gone. “You think I might have a few scallops?”


“I’ll get half a dozen hot off the grill. What else do you want?”


Toby suddenly realized how hungry she was, and as she looked at him, he smiled. “I shall get a mix of everything. Do you like champagne?”


“Love it.”


“Chocolate?”


“Especially if it’s around strawberries,” she said.


“I’ll do my best. Wish me luck.”


“I wish you a cornucopia full of luck,” she said.


“I’ll try to live up to that.” He slipped away into the darkness and for a moment she lost sight of him, but then she saw him at the end of the buffet line. There weren’t many people there, as most were sitting at the tables. Toby expected him to pick up a plate and start to fill it, but he did an odd thing. He spoke quietly to one of the staff, a pretty female. She nodded, disappeared for a moment, then returned with a tray.


Turning, he looked at Toby, just her face visible at the doorway of the tent, and raised his eyebrows in question. She nodded. Yes, the tray was fine.


She watched as the man followed the waitress down the line and pointed out foods to be put on the tray that she, not he, carried. He spoke to a young man behind the long table, who turned away to the grill that had been set up. He said something to another waiter, who went to the bar and returned with a bottle of champagne and two flutes. By the time he was a quarter of the way down the line, Jared’s cousin had three people hurrying to do his bidding. “How extraordinary,” Toby said out loud.


“There you are!” Lexie said as she came to stand next to Toby. “Why are you out here? And what is extraordinary?”


Toby didn’t look at Lexie but put her arm out to motion her to get out of the light. “Sssh. I’m hiding.”


“So am I.” Lexie moved behind Toby and peered around the doorway. “Who are you hiding from? For me, it’s Nelson and Plymouth.”


Toby shook her head when the waitress held up some white bread with tongs, then nodded at a whole-wheat roll.


Lexie followed Toby’s line of vision. “Isn’t that the guy we saw in the bar? The one you were so nasty to but who walked you down the aisle anyway? You stood so far away from him you were practically off-island.”


“It wasn’t quite that bad,” Toby said. “But then, there are two of them.”


“So you snubbed both of them?”


Toby nodded at some coleslaw the waitress held up. “What’s his name? I can’t remember it.”


“Which one? The guy in the bar or the one you walked down the aisle with?”


“This one, the aisle one,” Toby said. “What’s up with you? You sound like you’re angry.”


Lexie stepped away from the tent opening. “Four people told me that Nelson bought an engagement ring.”


“For you?”


“You’re not funny,” Lexie said.


Toby gave her last nod at the food, then stepped away to look at her friend. “You knew this was going to happen. You’ve been dating the guy for years, so of course he’s going to ask you to marry him. Do you think he’s going to do it tonight?”


“Probably. Which is why I’ve been avoiding him. And it doesn’t help that Plymouth is here. I’ve been hiding from him too.”


Roger Plymouth was Lexie’s boss and it was Toby’s opinion that he thought of Lexie as a great deal more than just his personal assistant. Even though they’d been roommates for over two years, Toby had only recently met Lexie’s boss. She’d heard not even one good thing about him, so she was shocked when she saw him. Roger Plymouth was tall, muscular, and drop-dead gorgeous. He was so beautiful that people often just stood and stared at him. But Lexie swore she was immune to his external assets and that he was the biggest pest on earth. “Did you ever think that your hesitation about Nelson has to do with your attraction to Roger Plymouth?”


“Since there is no attraction, how could I think that?” Lexie asked. “The man is nothing but a great nuisance.”


“Sure he is,” Toby said as she glanced around the side of the tent, wondering when the man was going to show up with the food.


Lexie was watching her. “He went off into the bushes with someone.”


“Who?” Toby asked.


“The man you’re so fascinated with. His name is … Grayson. No, it’s Graydon Montgomery. What made you stop sneering at him?”


“I’ve never sneered at anyone in my life!”


“Ha!” Lexie said. “I’ve seen you turn men into whimpering idiots with that how-dare-you-even-think-of-touching-me look of yours. I wish I could do that! I’d give it to Plymouth and watch him crawl.”


“He’d crawl along behind you,” Toby said. “So who is Graydon talking to?”


“I didn’t see, and they went into the bushes. It’s not a female, if that’s what’s worrying you. When he gets here I’ll leave. Tell me what to do about Nelson and his ring.”


“You should say yes or no to him,” Toby said. “Let him know one way or the other. Do you love him?”


“Sure I do, but he doesn’t make my heart skip a beat. But maybe that’s good. We’d get married, move into the house he inherited, and have two kids. It’s all great. I couldn’t ask for anything more in my life.”


Toby glanced around the side of the tent but saw no one. “But you would like an adventure,” she said to her friend. “And maybe an adventurous man.”


Lexie ignored the last part of that statement. “I was thinking that maybe you and I could go on a cruise together. I got my passport and …” She didn’t finish, as she was looking at Toby. “So what’s with you and this guy Graydon? I take it you forgave him for lying about saying he was his brother. And by the way, how did you know they weren’t the same?”


“Because pirates and lawyers are not alike,” Toby said, smiling.


“What does that mean?”


“Nothing. It’s just a joke.” She looked at Lexie. “I hope you know that you’re going to have to face your problem head-on. Nelson is a very nice man and if you marry him you can keep your job with Roger Plymouth and you’d never have to leave your beloved island.”


“I know,” Lexie said. “I guess the sane and sensible thing would be to say yes to Nelson and let you plan our wedding. Think I could wear black?”


“Lexie,” Toby said firmly, “if you feel that way, you shouldn’t even think about saying yes to Nelson.”


“I’m sure you’re right. It’s just that tonight I don’t want to decide my entire future. Oh, no!”


“What is it?”


“I think I saw Plymouth. I still can’t believe you invited him here. Where’s he staying, since his house is filled with guests? Or has he jumped into bed with one or two of them?”


Besides Roger’s beauty, he was also very rich and owned a multimillion-dollar house on the water. Since the original plan was that he would be away at the time of the wedding, he’d agreed to allow his six-bedroom house to be used for guests. But because of the last-minute changes in the wedding, Toby had called him and asked if he would walk Lexie down the aisle.


It had been interesting to see the way the man looked at Lexie, as though she were the most beautiful, desirable woman on earth.


“I don’t know where Roger is staying,” Toby said as she looked around the tent again. “You certainly are interested in his whereabouts.”


“So I can avoid him,” Lexie said quickly. “You like this guy Graydon, don’t you?”


“I don’t know,” Toby said. “I just met him, but he seems nice enough. He wants to stay on Nantucket for a week, so I said I’d help him find a place. Maybe he could stay in Kingsley House since Jared will probably be in New York.”


“Why did he ask you about housing? Why not one of his own relatives? I’m a cousin too, and then there’s his aunt Jilly. And besides that, why didn’t he plan this trip beforehand?”


“He was only asked to be a groomsman three days ago,” Toby said. “I think he likes Nantucket. Maybe he wants to see the island. It does happen.” Many people came to visit and ended up staying for years.


“You do know, don’t you, that he stared at you through the whole ceremony?”


Toby was glad for the darkness to cover the way the blood rushed to her face. “I did see him look at me a few times, yes.”


“Look at you?! Ha! That man hardly blinked. So now he wants to stay on Nantucket for a while and he’s asked you to help him find a place. How very interesting.”


“You know,” Toby said calmly, “I do believe I just saw Nelson heading this way. Is that a ring box he’s holding open? I think I saw the flash of a diamond.”


Lexie moved farther into the darkness. “You haven’t heard the end of this,” she said before she disappeared.


“I’m sure I haven’t,” Toby muttered, but then Lexie’s question of should she or shouldn’t she marry Nelson had been going on for a long time. Ever since she’d met Roger Plymouth, Toby thought he was the problem, not Nelson. When Toby was alone, she looked around the tent, but there was no sign of Graydon. With a sigh, she started to go inside. It looked like he wasn’t going to return, so it was time to go back to work.


“May I escort you to a table?”


Toby stopped walking and couldn’t help the smile that nearly cracked her face. When she turned to look at Graydon, she was more subdued. He was holding out his arm to her and she took it.


“I beg you to forgive my tardiness, but I was waysided by my brother.”


“Is that the same as waylaid?”


“If it means I was dragged into the bushes and lectured, yes, that’s the correct term. Tell me, Miss Wyndam, do you have siblings?”


“No, I don’t. It was just me.”


“Then someday maybe I can tell you what you’ve had the pleasure of missing.”


“I would love to hear it,” Toby said, smiling up at him as she held on to his arm.
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Earlier, Graydon had walked out of the big tent behind three people carrying food and furniture. It had taken more time than he would have liked to arrange a private dinner, but he’d done it. It seemed that a second, much smaller tent had been set up and Graydon had commandeered it. A table, chairs, candles, were all to be put inside, then he and Miss Wyndam would—


“What the hell are you doing?”


His brother’s voice and the Lanconian language took the smile off Graydon’s face. His plan had been to try to win over the young lady before he had to ask his brother to make what he wanted to do possible. “I’m having dinner,” Graydon said. “With a young woman. I’ll talk to you later.”


His brother’s dismissal was so unusual that for a moment Rory couldn’t speak. It was only when his brother turned away that he recovered himself. “Unless you want a third dinner guest, we’ll talk now.”


Graydon halted, gritted his teeth for a moment, then turned back. He waited while the catering people went past him to the little tent, then he stepped into the wooded area with his brother. “Let’s make this quick. She’s waiting for me.”


Rory couldn’t seem to take the astonishment off his face. “You picked up a girl? You?! I assume she’s the girl you were making a fool of yourself over at the ceremony. She’s pretty but not exactly something to set a man on fire. I could set you up with—”


Rory stepped back just in time to miss his brother’s fist slamming into his face. If they hadn’t spent a lot of time training together, Rory would be flat on his back now.


“By the wrath of Naos, but that was close!” Rory said, and stood there staring, wide-eyed.


Graydon adjusted his cuffs. “I guess I should apologize for that but my apology quota is filled for tonight. Is there something you wanted to say to me?”


Never before had anything come between the brothers. But tonight Graydon—the calm one—had almost struck Rory—the hot-tempered one—in anger.


Rory lost his attitude. “You … what? Fell in love with this girl? At first sight?” He was astonished.


“No,” Graydon said. “Not at all.” He looked at his brother in the dim light. “She can tell us apart.”


Rory blinked for a moment. “How do you know?”


“She knew it wasn’t me in the bar. What were you thinking when you confronted her?”


“I didn’t. At least not her specifically. It was three very pretty girls and I said hello. The one you like turned her little nose up at me and walked out. I haven’t been put down like that in … well, ever, actually. Do you think you and I are getting old?”


“I think she didn’t want to be accosted by a stranger.”


Rory gave a little smile. “So you figured out another way to pick her up?” He nodded toward the small tent. “Champagne and chocolate-covered strawberries? That should do it. These American girls—” Again Rory stepped back when his brother looked ready to punch him.


“All right,” Rory said, “no more jokes. How do you know she can tell us apart?”


“The other bridesmaid, the dark-haired one, said they saw me at the bar. I didn’t think about it, but I said I was there. The blonde—she’s called Toby—got quite angry at me for lying.”


“But you got her to forgive you?”


“I hope so. Look, I have to go, but I want you to do something for me.”


“Find out about her?”


“No!” Graydon said. “I’ll do that on my own. I want to stay here,” he said softly. He looked back at his brother. “In fact, I am going to stay here on Nantucket for an entire week.”


Rory was trying to cover his shock. For all that they were identical twins, they were very different personalities. His brother was the responsible one, the one who put duty before … well, before life. Rory was a man of impulse, a man who didn’t believe in duty in any form.


“How can you get away with being gone that long?” Rory asked. “You can’t even escape for twenty-four hours without consequences. Our father will send soldiers to find you, and your disappearance will be on the news. The entire planet will start looking for you in the hope of a reward.”


“No, they won’t,” Graydon said as he looked hard at his brother. “No one will look for me because you are going to take my place.”


Rory laughed at that. “We may fool outsiders but our family will know.”


“Who? Our parents? I rarely see them. Will our Montgomery-Taggert relatives tell? Their loyalty to each other is of legendary proportions. Do you think the press will be astute enough to figure it out?”


“What about Danna?” Rory asked.


Graydon put his hands in his pockets, an unusual gesture for him, more like something Rory would do—and the casual stance shocked his twin. “She, least of all, will know which of us is the crown prince. I see her less often than I do our parents. Rory?” He looked at his brother. “You are going to do this for me.”


Between them were years of unspoken words. Graydon had covered for Rory hundreds of times. Since they were children, Graydon had often taken the blame for things that Rory did. When they were younger, it had been a game. Rory did the naughty deeds and Graydon took the blame. He used to say, “Being you makes me seem less …” “Less like the Perfect Prince?” Rory had finished for him. “Yes,” Graydon had said, smiling.


But as they grew up, people around them—and there were a lot of retainers—figured it out. By the time the boys were twelve, it was known that if something good was done, Graydon did it. Bad behavior was Rory’s territory.


Rory was staring at his brother—who seemed to have turned into someone he didn’t know. “All this is because of some girl who says she can tell you from me?” Rory didn’t realize it, but he was beginning to stand taller, straighter. Just the thought of pretending to be his brother for an extended time was doing something to him.


“She has no idea there’s any significance to what she saw,” Graydon said.


“But she said she can tell the crown prince from the landless one?”


“She doesn’t know,” Graydon said.


“Doesn’t know that you’ll someday be the king of a country? Doesn’t know that you’re to marry a Lanconian duke’s daughter? Does she even know that she turned down the UYB in favor of a future king? What does she know?”


Graydon kept his hands in his pockets. “She doesn’t know any of it. Not a word.”


“The legend about whoever can tell the Montgomery-Taggert twins apart?”


“No, of course not. Rory,” Graydon said firmly, “I want to see if …”


“If what?” Rory asked, anger in his voice. “You want to see if you can make her fall in love with you because of some stupid legend? By Jura, but that’s cruel! You can’t do that! There’s no future for you two. You know you can’t marry her. And even Danna, as sweet as she is, wouldn’t put up with a cute blonde mistress.”


“I’m not in love with this girl and I don’t plan to be.” Graydon took a breath. “I just want what you’ve had since we were twelve years old. I want some time of freedom. Think of it as an extended bachelor party.” He was nose to nose with his brother. “You are going to be me for a whole week. Do you understand me?”


“Sure,” Rory said as he took a step back. He’d never seen his brother so fierce and angry. He could almost imagine the warriors their family was descended from. “I’ll stay in the palace and live a life of ease. Get waited on day and night. I’ll have champagne for breakfast.”


Graydon stepped away. “That’s how your life is now, but while I’m here you’ll take over my duties at home. I can postpone the important meetings but you’ll have to attend to charity matters, make a few presentations, and go to at least one ribbon cutting. Wherever you’re needed, you’ll be there. Now, I’m going to have dinner with a lovely young lady and—”


“Tell her,” Rory said. “Promise me that you will tell her who you are and why you have to return home and leave her behind.”


Graydon didn’t turn around, but he nodded once, then went back toward the tent.


It was Rory’s turn to put his hands in his pockets, and he fell back against a tree. His brother had just knocked the air out of him. His request that Rory exchange places with him wasn’t that unusual, as they’d been doing that all their lives. Graydon usually took over for Rory, and they’d done it as recently as a month ago when Graydon wanted an evening off from his duties. It always entertained Rory to see his straitlaced brother trying to be him. Graydon wasn’t one to drive a car at two hundred miles an hour or race a boat across choppy waters. “But it isn’t just me, it’s a whole kingdom I’m risking,” Graydon had said when Rory laughed at his brother’s seeming timidity. Graydon’s words had taken away the laughter. What he was saying was that Rory was expendable; Graydon was not. “UYB,” Rory had muttered. It was a term he’d come up with when they were kids. “Useless Younger Brother”—eventually abbreviated to UYB.


Rory’s self-worth was further trampled when Graydon began to win over the girls. The last time this had happened, Rory had coaxed Graydon into having dinner with a girl he’d been dating for months. He wanted to go to a party given by his ex and he didn’t want to have to deal with his current girl’s jealousy.


It was never easy for Graydon to get away from his bodyguards, but that night he’d managed it, and the exchange went off perfectly. Except that afterward, Rory’s girlfriend wanted him to be the way he was on the night of the exchange. “You were sooooo romantic,” she kept saying. “Remind me again what I did,” Rory said. She sighed in a dreamy way. “You played the lute, sang to me, and fed me those tiny grapes. You—” Rory cut her off and never again asked his brother to take his place on a date. He and the girl broke up soon afterward. “You’ve just changed,” she said when they parted. “There was one night when you made me feel like I was the center of the world, then it was back to … to being you.”


Later, Rory asked Graydon what he thought of the girl. “Very pretty but not a brain in her head. Want me to get Mother to find someone for you?”


Graydon was referring to Danna, who’d been chosen for the future king’s wife. Danna was tall and beautiful, sublimely educated, and the daughter of a Lanconian duke. She could ride a horse with perfect form, play the piano at concert level, host a formal dinner for two hundred with ease. As for her personality, she loved charity work, never forgot anyone’s name, and was always gracious and considerate. She never put a foot wrong or lost her temper with anyone.


All in all, Danna was utterly and completely perfect, and she was to marry Graydon and become the next Queen of Lanconia.


The only problem was that Graydon didn’t love Danna. He liked her well enough, but there was only friendship between them. But at thirty-one years old, Graydon knew it was time that he marry and produce an heir to the throne. As always, he took his duties very, very seriously. He wasn’t his brother; he couldn’t marry only for love. No, Graydon had to find a woman who could do all the things required of her as a princess and later as a queen. Hours of standing, smiling endlessly, being deeply involved in charity work, et cetera. The woman had to be as dedicated as Graydon was, and in this modern age that was nearly impossible to find.


Rory looked across the moonlit landscape. He could hear the band inside the tent beginning to make sounds of rock ’n’ roll. Could his brother even dance to that? Graydon was more of a waltz man than a down and dirty rocker.


The truth was that Rory knew his brother could handle the change quite easily. He’d have a few problems but nothing could stop him for long.


The true problem was going to be Rory’s. He knew he could put his shoulders back and carry himself like his brother. Unbending, inflexible, he could put on that I-will-be-king look that Graydon had perfected.


No, the problem was that Rory had a secret so deeply hidden that even his brother didn’t know it. Rory was totally and absolutely in love with the woman his brother was going to marry.


He moved away from the tree and stood up straight. Maybe it was selfish of him, but he was going to do whatever he could to make this exchange happen. A few days with Danna were better than none at all. And the first thing Rory was going to do was see if he could clear a path for Graydon by getting rid of the roommate. Rory had been told that she worked for Roger Plymouth, a man he’d met several times. Maybe they could work out something.




Chapter Three
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As soon as Toby saw the inside of the little tent, she knew what the man was after. The question was why she had ever doubted his intention.


She stood there looking at the table with a cloth that went to the floor, lit candles, chairs that were draped in misty blue fabric, and she thought, Scene for Seduction. As she stepped back, she glared up at this man she had begun to think was such a nice person. “No, thanks,” she said, her voice as cool as the scene was warm. She started back toward the big tent where she’d be surrounded by people—not seducers.


When she was about twenty feet away, she heard him say, “Now what did I do wrong?” She took another couple of steps and meant to go on, but she stopped and turned to look at him. He was still standing by the tent and there was an expression of absolute bewilderment on his face.


She walked back to him. “What have you heard about me?”


Graydon blinked at her a few times. He’d assumed that she’d walked away because someone had told her that Graydon was a prince and she wanted nothing to do with him. When women outside his country found out that he was royalty, they went either of two ways. They ran away, or their eyes lit up and they started asking how many crowns he owned. It looked like this young woman was a runner.


But if so, why was she asking what he knew about her? “I don’t know much about you at all,” he said, his voice conveying his consternation. “Your name is Toby. You are a friend of the bride and the other bridesmaid. I’m afraid I don’t know much more than that. Should I have asked someone about you?”


Toby was beginning to be the one who was confused. “If you know nothing about me, then why all this?” She motioned to the tent. The flap was still open, with candlelight wafting over them.


“Oh,” Graydon said, seeming to at last understand. “You’re thinking like an American.”


“How else could I think?”


“Miss Wyndam, again I apologize. I have no ulterior motive with this dinner than to sit at a table and eat in peace, perhaps with some intelligent conversation. I would have asked my brother to join me, but you are prettier than he is, and you haven’t eaten, so …” He shrugged. “I must tell you that I have now apologized to you more than I have collectively in the entirety of my life.”


Toby couldn’t help but smile at the last part of his little speech. “Do we Americans often confuse you?”


“Endlessly,” he said. “You wouldn’t possibly reconsider and join me for dinner, would you? My brother is not happy with me at the moment and he wouldn’t be good company.”


“All right,” Toby said, and stepped inside the tent. She was beginning to feel that from their first meeting she’d been too harsh with this man.


He held her chair out for her, then took his. “May I?” he asked as he picked up a large spoon and fork and motioned to serve her. “What should I know about you that would cause you to refuse to dine with a man?”


“Nothing,” she said quickly, but he kept looking at her and waiting. While he looked somewhat like Jared, whose skin was always tan from spending time on his boat, she had an idea that this man’s skin was naturally darker. “Some of the boys on the island—and I do mean boys—have started trying to … to see who can, well, I guess you could say, win me.”


“I see.” He put scallops on her plate. “What is that American phrase? To ‘lure you astray’?”


She smiled at the old-fashioned term. “Yes, that’s what they’ve tried to do.” She helped herself to salad.


“But none of the young men appeals to you?”


Toby didn’t like where this conversation was going, as she certainly didn’t want to discuss her personal life. “You said your brother isn’t happy with you right now. Why not?”


“We had an argument about you.”


“Me? How could that be?” Her voice rose in alarm. “I don’t know either of you well enough to cause you two to argue.”


“I misspoke. Sorry again. My brother thinks I must tell you about myself. That not to do so is cruel.”


Frowning, Toby looked at him through the candlelight. “I think you should tell me what this is about.” She had visions of his having a prison record, that he was just out of rehab or under investigation by Interpol.


“My American grandfather married the woman who inherited the throne of Lanconia, so that makes me and my younger brother princes.”


“Oh.” It took Toby a moment to recover her equanimity. “Did your grandfather do a good job?”


“Yes, he did,” Graydon said. “He took my old country into the twentieth century. Thanks to him, we are now self-supporting. We’re still old-fashioned enough that we draw tourists but that helps the economy. When my father reached forty, my grandparents turned the throne over to him and my mother. My parents have done a wonderful job, but with fewer Americanizations.”


“So you’re to be a king. Is there anything else I should know about you?”


“Later this year there will be a ceremony in which my engagement to Lady Danna Hexonbath will be announced.”


Toby took her time eating a scallop while she thought about what he’d told her. “So you want a bit of a vacation here on Nantucket before you take on the responsibility of a wife and even of a country?”


“That’s exactly right,” he said. “Rory is going to be me.”


“What does that mean?”


“My brother is going to impersonate me so I can have this week off.” When Toby looked skeptical, he continued. “You seem able to tell us apart, but no one else can. Well, my grandparents can, but then, Rory and I spent most of our childhoods with them. My parents were busy running the country.”


Toby saw a tiny flash race through his eyes. She thought, He was hurt by his parents’ neglect of him. But she wasn’t going to say that out loud. “Do you love her?” Toby asked.


When her words seemed to jolt Graydon, Toby knew that she’d made a mistake. The warmth in his eyes disappeared and his spine straightened. “Of course,” he said.


He’s lying, Toby thought. Or else he’s hiding the truth. He either loves her very much and he wants that kept private, or he doesn’t love her at all—and he doesn’t want that known. Surely, she thought, he wouldn’t be in some arranged marriage. Not in the twenty-first century! But then, she’d seen a documentary on TV that said arranged marriages were still common in most of the world.


“All right,” Toby said, “I’ll see if I can find you a place to stay.” As she looked at him, her mind was racing with ideas. “However …” She paused. “I don’t think we should tell anyone what your, ah, job is. The family will know, but we shouldn’t tell outsiders.”


“Especially since I’m here in hiding,” he said in agreement.


“Do you have people with you? To help you do things?”


“To serve me food, to drive me places, that sort of thing?”


She hesitated, but then nodded.


“Thanks to my cousins in Maine, I’m a fully functioning person. I can even put on my shirt and tie my own shoes.”


“I didn’t mean any disrespect,” Toby said and glanced toward the entrance of the tent. Maybe it was time for her to go.


“I do have to be honest,” he said. “There are things I don’t know how to do.”


“Such as?”


“Buy food. I’ve been to a grocery before, in Maine, but I didn’t pay for it. Rory uses a credit card so maybe I can borrow it. I know how to drive a car but at home they stop traffic whenever I’m on the main road, so …” He shrugged, leaving the rest to her imagination.


Toby was blinking at him. She had a vision of him sitting in Jared’s huge house and slowly starving to death. Or maybe he’d die in a car crash because he didn’t know what to do at a stop sign. Nantucket had no red lights but it did have a few rotaries that the tourists went through at full speed—and blew their horns if anyone got in their way. They could be dangerous!


“Maybe Jared can …” she began, but trailed off. Jared was going to be off-island at his architectural firm, and she and Lexie had full-time jobs. It was summer and everyone was busy. “I think you need to stay with someone.”


“Are you saying that I need a caretaker?” He was smiling, teasing.


“Everyone needs companionship. I do think you should stay in town so you can walk to restaurants. Victoria spent a lot of time here over the years, but she’s never kept a car here.”


“Who is Victoria?”


“Red hair, green suit?”


“Oh, yes,” Graydon said. “I remember her well.”


“All men do.” Victoria was tall and beautiful, and had an exaggerated hourglass shape. That she was the same age as Toby’s mother didn’t diminish Victoria’s sex appeal. Men still watched her walk across the room.


“Where does she stay when she’s here?”


“Kingsley House,” Toby said.


“Perfect,” Graydon said, smiling. “This Victoria would be my roommate?”


“I thought you were about to get engaged.”


“I like beauty around me, whether it’s a Van Dyck painting or a beautiful woman in a suit so tight I could see the lace underneath.”


The way he said that, with such an air of innocence, made her laugh. “I don’t think Dr. Huntley would like that, and he seems to have laid claim to Victoria. She may move to his house, but it’s awfully small. I’ll find you something. Lexie will know where.”


He held out the plate of chocolate-covered strawberries. “I don’t mean to be presumptuous, but where do you live?”


“Just down the lane from Kingsley House. And speaking of presumptions, if you’re about to be engaged, why are you asking about me?”


“I’m not trying to lure you into anything. It’s just that I’ve never met someone outside my family who could tell Rory and me apart. People who have known us all our lives can’t tell one from the other. That you can makes me feel a bond with you. Besides, you and Aunt Jilly are the only people I know here, and I don’t think I’ll be asking her for help.”


Toby nodded. His aunt and Ken, the father of Toby’s friend Alix, had recently become a couple. They made it obvious that they didn’t need or want anyone else. It really did seem that this man knew very few people on the island, and for all that he wouldn’t be here very long, it could be lonely. “I’ll ask around,” she said, but even as she thought it, she couldn’t imagine where he could stay and be comfortable. A hotel? Who would he talk to? Maybe she could find him a place with one of the Kingsleys. But who would fit with this man with his perfect table manners? And who would resist telling that they had a prince living with them? Then what would happen? The people on the island would probably protect him—they were used to high-ranking visitors—but what if the off-islanders heard he was here? He might as well put himself in a glass cage.


“You’re looking at me very hard,” Graydon said. “I can assure you that I’m a flesh and blood human being.”


“It’s not a matter of how you see yourself but how others see you.”


“How perceptive you are.”


“I wish Jared’s aunt Addy were still alive. She’d take you into her house and under her wing and protect you. And give you lots of rum to drink.”


Graydon laughed. “That sounds perfect, but I can assure you that I need no protection. Maybe from a stray bullet now and then, but not many.”


His tone was joking, but Toby didn’t laugh. She’d heard too many stories of assassination attempts on royalty. “Do you have a bodyguard?”


“I do at home, and I left one in Maine, but I’m here by myself.”


“But what if someone recognizes you?”


“Miss Wyndam, one of the best things about being a prince of a small, obscure country is that no one in the outside world recognizes me. I am not—thank heaven—a member of the British royal family. Their every movement is recorded and talked about and criticized, but outside our own borders we Lanconians are not that interesting.” He didn’t add that in his own country everything he did was in the headlines.


Toby, who wouldn’t have missed a second of Prince William’s wedding, suddenly had a vision of it from the other side. Where was the privacy, the romance, of such a wedding for the couple? “Will your wedding be a gala?”


“Oh, yes,” Graydon said. “We have a huge old cathedral and it will be packed with people. The entire country will have a three-day holiday.”


“You said an ‘engagement ceremony.’ What will that be like?”


He held the plate for her to take the last strawberry. “It’ll be the first of many celebrations over the year.”


“And they will all involve you?”


“Yes,” Graydon said and bent his head for a moment. “Once the engagement is announced, I’m fair game. I will go to each of the six provinces and participate in days, weeks even, of games and feasts, and I’ll laugh at all the bawdy jokes that they can come up with.”


“What about your bride?”


“Traditionally, she’s considered a maiden, so she doesn’t usually attend. She stays at home, but then Danna has her horses and she must prepare her trousseau.”


“It doesn’t seem fair that she gets to enjoy herself while you have to run around, does it?”


Graydon laughed. “I think it’s the other way around. Some would say I have the better bargain—I get to party and she doesn’t.”


“Then there’s the wedding, and after that …?”


“After that Danna and I will take on a lot of my parents’ duties. My mother doesn’t like to travel, so Danna and I will visit the United States and any other country where we hope to persuade people to buy what we produce or sell us what we need.”


“You are actually a businessman,” she said.


“I like to think of it that way, but I have to wear a lot of different uniforms and smile constantly.”


As Toby ate the last strawberry, she leaned back in the chair. “This really is your last moment of peace, isn’t it?”


“Yes,” he said, smiling at her understanding. “I would like to have a week of no schedule, with no one telling me where I have to be when.” He paused. “Now I must ask. Why are the men on this island working so hard to win you? I can see your beauty, but is there anything else?”


“Just that I won’t go out with them,” she said. “It’s male machismo, that they feel they must win what they can’t have. When—?”


She was cut off because Lexie threw back the tent flap and looked at Toby. “Sorry to interrupt, but people are getting worried about you. They won’t cut the cake without you there, and if another kid asks me when they’re going to get cake I might throw them on top of the thing—except that they’d like that too much. Brats! Do you know where the keys to Jared’s truck are? And Plymouth wants me to leave tomorrow morning to go to the south of France to chaperone his sister.” Lexie looked at Graydon. “Oh, hi. You and I are cousins.” She looked back at Toby and waited for an answer.


Toby took a breath. “I’ll be there in ten minutes. Give the kids the cupcakes stored in the blue cooler at the back corner of the tent. The truck keys are over the visor. You want to leave tomorrow?”


“Yeah,” Lexie said. “Tomorrow.” She held up her naked left hand. “Now I have a reason to postpone everything.” As she turned away, she looked back at Graydon. “Toby is great, isn’t she?”


“I do believe she is,” Graydon said.


Smiling, Lexie left the tent.


The instant Toby stood up, so did Graydon. “It looks like I’m needed,” she said.


“Who is Plymouth?”


“Lexie’s boss, and I fully believe there’s more to them than just work.”


Graydon’s eyes were intent. “What does he do?”


“For a living? Nothing that I know of. Family money. I think he plays all the time. A lot of people who come here are like that.” She glanced at the table. “I’ll send someone to clear this away.”


“I can arrange that,” Graydon said.


Toby remembered how he’d easily commandeered three of the waitstaff to put everything out for him. At the time she’d not understood how he’d done it, but a prince would be able to do that. “Should I curtsy?” she asked, trying to keep a straight face.


“Yes, please do,” he said. “I love it when women bend before me.”


“Hold your breath.” She was laughing as she left the tent.


For a while, Graydon stood there looking after her. He liked that she was perceptive and wasn’t intimidated by his … as she said, his “job.” Never before had he felt so quickly at ease with a person.


Abruptly, he came out of his reverie. He remembered her roommate saying she wanted to leave the country tomorrow, and she was going with a rich man who did nothing. That fit the description of every friend his brother had—and Graydon knew, without a doubt in the world, that his brother was behind this trip. It seemed that Rory—yet again—thought that his brother couldn’t handle his own life.


Graydon took his phone out of his pocket and texted his brother, NOW!




Chapter Four


[image: missing-image]
 

Toby went back into the big tent, into the noise of the band and the many guests, but all she could think of was the man she’d had dinner with. A prince! And somehow, she’d been given full charge of him.


She looked up at the swags of ribbons and flowers that hung around the top of the big white tent. She and Alix and Lexie had spent hours consulting to come up with the design, but it was Toby who had done the actual work. She’d wired every little bouquet together, trying to make it seem as though someone had skipped through a field and gathered wildflowers.


Turning full circle, she looked at each one. For the last weeks, her whole life had revolved around this wedding. She couldn’t help envisioning the great extravaganza that Prince Graydon’s wedding would be. If she helped him now, would she get an invitation?


No, no, she told herself, she couldn’t think like that. She must help him without thought of anything for herself.


As she looked around the room at the crowded dance floor, she tried to see if everyone was having a good time. In one corner was a large round table packed with older kids. They were silent, not participating in anything. Each one was tapping out messages on his or her phone. Earlier, Toby had stopped by and asked who they were writing to. It turned out that they were texting one another. Shaking her head, not understanding why they didn’t just talk, she left them. They certainly seemed to be enjoying themselves.


The bride, in her beautiful dress from the 1950s—found in a Kingsley attic—was dancing with a little boy named Tyler. They were holding hands and the boy was smiling angelically. As Toby watched, Jared walked up to the two of them and asked to join in, but Tyler’s face instantly went from happy to ferocious. He glared up at Jared and said “No!” loud enough to be heard over the band.


When Toby laughed, Jared put his arm around her waist and pulled her onto the floor. “Laughing at me, are you?” He had to put his head close to her ear to be heard, but then, abruptly, the fast, loud song ended and a slow one began. “Thank God,” he mumbled and pulled Toby closer to him for the dance.


As he twirled her about on the dance floor, Jared couldn’t help remembering how they’d met. A few summers ago he’d designed a guest wing for the house Toby’s parents owned on Nantucket and stayed in every summer. Toby’s dad, Barrett, flew in and out every weekend, but her mother, Lavidia, stayed on the island.


Once a week Jared stopped by the site to check on the construction—and every time he went he had to listen to Mrs. Wyndam berate her pretty daughter, Toby, who had recently graduated from an exclusive all-girls college. One day Mrs. Wyndam had been loudly telling Toby that she wasn’t standing up straight enough, that her clothes were a disgrace, and that she was never going to get a husband if she didn’t start paying attention to how she looked.
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