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      Morgan wakes in the hospital broken and confused, with no memory of the last four years. Dazed from the meds, she’s stunned to learn that she’s married to the sexy green-eyed man haunting her dreams. Just one look from this hot bad-boy causes her entire body to react. But who is this guy? What was their relationship like? Men like this don’t usually fall for her. Did he have had something to do with the accident? Unsure who to trust, she returns to her ambivalent family only to be caught up in a web of lies, drama, and deadly deception.

      

      Liam can’t believe his good fortune. Orphaned at birth, and homeless for most of his teen years, he managed to claw his way out of the slums to become a multi-millionaire before the age of twenty. He then stumbles upon the love of his life in a chance encounter on a rare night out. After convincing her to leave her overbearing family for him, the stage was set to live happily ever after. But now someone is hell-bent on taking everything he holds dear. With the details of Morgan’s accident becoming more clear, he’ll have to fight to keep her safe and convince her that he’s worthy of her trust and love once again.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Darkness approaches from outside. I feel no light inside me strong enough to resist it."

        Christopher Pike

      

      

      The first thing Morgan saw when she woke was a pair of sexy green eyes looking down at her. Somehow, the color seemed to pierce into her mind and remained a beacon through the many days of fog and pain that followed.

      She was lifted and moved several times before silence finally surrounded her and she drifted into a deep, dark slumber. The next time she woke, it was to the sounds of a woman shouting and low voices arguing. The noise caused her head to ache so much that she moaned, gaining the attention of everyone in the room.

      “Morgan.” A blonde woman rushed forward and bent over her with concern flooding her eyes.

      Morgan? It sounded familiar. The woman’s face looked familiar too. As did the dark-haired man who moved next to the blonde woman.

      Then it hit her. These were her parents. Her mother’s hair, which was normally perfectly manicured, was tied back in a ponytail. She could honestly say she’d never seen that on her mother before.

      She was still wearing the latest fashion, as usual, but her shirt appeared wrinkled, which was totally out of place. Her mother’s face showed no signs of worry and was toned and flawless, thanks to Botox and a team of plastic surgeons.

      Her father also appeared a little disheveled. His dark hair appeared as if he’d run his finger through it and his button-up shirt was wrinkled and untucked from his dress pants. This was also unusual

      “Mom? Dad?” she croaked out. Her throat was sore and raw, and the rest of her body was numb.

      Her mother gasped and covered her mouth. “We’re here, baby.” She leaned in and kissed her.

      “What…?” she started, but her throat hurt too much to continue.

      “You were in an accident,” her father said, wrapping an arm around her mother and pulling her close to his side. “You’ve been in and out of a coma for the past week.”

      An accident? She’d been unconscious for over a week? She tried to remember anything about an accident but came up blank. Actually, at this point, all she could remember was her parents’ faces. She wasn’t even sure she could remember their names at this point.

      She swallowed a few times and when her throat felt better, she asked, “How am I?” She’d tried to move a few times and hadn’t been able to, which worried her.

      “They have you strapped down with all these tubes,” her mother said. “The doctor assured…” Her mother dropped off as another face appeared on the other side of the bed. Her mother glared upward, and Morgan followed her gaze with only her eyes.

      There, standing a few feet away, were those green eyes that she’d dreamed of. The man belonging to those eyes was looking back at her, but no matter how hard she tried, he didn’t look familiar at all. Outside of the pulsing memory of those green eyes.

      He was tall. He towered over her father, who stood at five-ten, so the man must have been over six foot. He had warm honey-colored hair that was cut short on the sides and a little longer on the top. He too appeared to have run his fingers through his hair, as it was a little messy. Then again, it could be the style he was going for. It did make him look sexy and a little mysterious.

      He had a full beard that was trimmed short against his face. And such a perfect face it was. His chin was… well, delicious. His nose was slightly crooked, and even that was sexy.

      “Morgan?” the man said, looking down at her. His green eyes scanned her face and when they locked with her eyes, she could almost feel the pain behind them in her soul.

      Her heart jumped in her chest, causing her breathing to double, and the machines she was hooked up to sent off warning alarms. Suddenly, the room was filled with the sound of loud beeping, which only increased her heart rate. That set off another machine in a vicious cycle that she had no power to control, and panic ripped through her entire body.

      “I told you,” her mother gasped. “You need to leave. She’s not ready to see you,” she barked out.

      The green-eyed man glanced up at her mother, breaking his connection with Morgan, which caused a wave of different emotions to flood through her.

      Her heart was beating so erratically at this point, she was beginning to feel dizzy.

      “You need to leave,” her father said as Morgan shut her eyes and tried to steady her heartbeat before her heart burst out of her chest.

      Morgan waited for the man to decline or fight back. She didn’t know why, but something in her gut told her that he should fight for the right to be with her. Instead, she watched through tear-filled eyes as he left the room without so much as a backwards glance.

      “There, he’s gone now,” her mother said with a sigh just as a nurse came rushing through the door the man had just disappeared through.

      Morgan closed her eyes and tried to steady her breathing. A soft beep signaled that another dose of medicine had been injected into her veins through the tubes in her arm.

      “You’ll get some rest,” her mother said as the nurse started to take her vitals. The woman’s cold fingers on Morgan’s wrist were the first thing she’d felt in a while. “You’ll see, you’re going to make a full recovery. We’ll take you home, you’ll get some rest, and then you’ll get some… help. Then everything will be back to normal.”

      Morgan lay there, listening to the rhythmic sound of the machines and wondering just what normal was. Who exactly was that sexy green-eyed man? Why did he look so lost? So lonely? Was he someone important to her?

      It took two more days before she could sit up in bed and swallow something solid. Even then, her mother had to cut the chicken into very tiny bits and feed her since her jaw was so sore.

      Most of the time, she was in a drug-induced slumber, in and out of consciousness. She only saw and remembered half of what was going on around her. She didn’t know if anyone visited her except for her parents, who appeared daily and told her how things would be once she was able to go home.

      She couldn’t even conjure up an image of her bedroom or the home she lived in. Hell, she was even questioning what she looked like. So far, all she could come up with was that she had dark hair like her father.

      She desperately wanted to look in the mirror but was too afraid to. Instead, she focused on getting back some of the memories that she’d lost.

      On the sixth day after waking up, she had short visits from her friends, Kimber, Leanne, and Reagan, whom she remembered easily once she saw each of their faces. Memories came flooding back the moment they stepped into the room. If she’d been standing, they would have knocked her over, that’s how powerful it was.

      Kimber Lafyette had been the first one to walk through the door. Morgan and Kimber had been best friends since second grade. They’d attended the very prestigious Westlake Private School in Beverly Hills, which is where they had met Leanne Blyton in fifth grade. Reagan Hope had joined their group a year later.

      The four friends had been inseparable since then.

      “There she is.” Kimber rushed over to bounce on the end of Morgan’s bed. Pain shot up her left leg, which was in a massive cast.

      Actually, both of her legs were in casts, along with her right arm. Her right arm was the only limb not wrapped in plaster and in immense pain.

      “Oops.” Kimber chuckled.

      Kimber was the one friend out of the four that was always getting them into trouble. She was a true agitator. She’d cut her long brown hair into an extremely stylish bob in high school and had stuck with the style, which not only suited her but had also started a trend.

      “Hey, you break her, you buy her,” Leanne said, moving over and setting a large vase of red tulips on the table next to Morgan’s bed. “How are you doing, sweetie?”

      Leanne was the comedian in the group, the one person who always brought the humor and the laughs. Her long blonde hair was pushed back away from her face, letting her natural beauty to blind everyone who saw her.

      Morgan joked back, “She can’t afford me.”

      “I can,” Reagan said, setting down another vase of red flowers, then looking down at Morgan. “In the shape you’re in, I’d bet your parents would take half off.” She tilted her head, sending her medium-length dark-auburn hair to fall over her shoulders. “You look like shit.”

      “Leave her alone,” Leanne said, taking Morgan’s left hand. “She’s alive. That’s all that matters.”

      “I haven’t had the courage to look at myself yet,” she admitted to her best friends.

      The three of them were silent in return.

      “I think we should help you out first, before you turn the mirror on yourself.” Leanne pulled out her purse. “Ladies, it’s makeover time,” she said cheerfully.

      For the next hour, her three friends tortured her by washing her hair in one of those buckets you either puke in or set your feet in to soak. It took some doing, since there was apparently a lot of caked dried blood that had been missed by the nurses’ sponge baths.

      “You have a serious bump back here,” Leanne said, gently running her fingers over the base of Morgan’s head.

      “Yeah, I noticed.” She groaned and tried not to sigh too loudly at the feeling of getting clean. In truth, having her hair washed felt so good. She’d asked her mother about getting to the bathroom several times in the past few days, but she had discouraged it and made it very clear that she wasn’t capable just yet. “I wanted to shower, but…” She shrugged and then motioned to her legs. “I can’t walk at the moment.”

      “How do you pee?” Leanne asked as she gently combed through Morgan’s long dark tresses.

      “I…” She frowned. “I’m not sure. I mean, I don’t really feel a lot yet from my waist down.” She motioned to her legs. “Maybe I have a catheter?” She shrugged.

      Her three friends glanced at one another. “Ewww. Gross,” Leanne said, causing them to giggle.

      “But you can feel? I mean, you’ll be able to walk, right?” Kimber asked soberly.

      “Yes.” She nodded, then for show, wiggled the toes on both of her feet. Her friends relaxed and sighed a little.

      “That’s good,” Kimber said cheerfully. “I’d hate for you to be a cripple for the rest of your life.”

      “There,” Leanne said. “I’m done combing your hair. Since we don’t have a blow dryer, you can let it air dry. Now we just need makeup.”

      “Step aside, girls, this is my specialty.” Reagan sat on the edge of the bed.

      Morgan sat still while her friend did her best. Reagan wasn’t lying—if you ever needed makeup done, she was the best woman for the job. Reagan’s grandmother was Dame Lillianna Hope, a silver-screen actress who won the hearts of the American people with her wartime movies. She had also been a pinup model, and later in her career had been in several popular television shows.

      Lillianna had made enough money to set up her family for multiple generations, then she’d gone and married one of the richest men alive at that time. The family was not only Hollywood elite, but they were also practically royalty.

      Reagan’s mother, Beth Hope, riding on her mother’s coattails by keeping the name, had followed in her mother’s footsteps and for the past twenty years had been a long-running character in one of the top five soap operas.

      Reagan herself had done plenty of commercials and guest spots on her mother’s show when she was younger.

      Half an hour later, Reagan smiled down at her. “There, that’s the best I can do to hide the bruising.” She laid a hand on Morgan’s cheek. “You almost look like yourself.”

      “Almost?” Morgan asked. “I think I’ll take that mirror now.” She held out her hand, and Kimber placed a compact in it.

      “Just remember,” Leanne said, “you’re alive.”

      Morgan nodded. “Thank you.” She held the compact to her chest. “Thank you for coming. For being here, by my side, after all these years.”

      Her three friends smiled back at her, and Leanne bent over and wiped a tear from her cheek.

      “That’s what friends do,” Reagan said softly as a tear slipped don her cheek.

      Taking a deep breath, Morgan opened the compact and for what seemed like the first time in her life, looked at her reflection.

      From what she could remember about herself, she normally had small, narrow features. Her nose was short and perfectly symmetrical. Her eyes were spaced an ideal distance away from one other and were a rich warm honey color. Normally, she had the slightest of dips directly in the middle of her chin.

      Now, however, her face was extremely swollen. She had no dimple in her chin, her cheeks were large, and even the bridge of her nose was far too wide.

      Reagan had done her best to cover the bruises, but Morgan could still see that they covered the majority of her face and forehead. Her eyes were swollen as well, making them look closer together.

      She didn’t look like herself. Tears filled her eyes, blurring the vision of herself in the compact.

      “Hey,” Leanne said, rushing to wrap an arm around Morgan’s shoulders. “It’s okay. You’re okay.”

      Morgan felt her other friends embrace her as well as more tears flowed from her eyes, no doubt ruining the makeup that had just been carefully applied to her face.

      “What happened?” she cried. “I just can’t remember anything.”

      “It could be worse,” Kimber said.

      “You’re alive,” Reagan added.

      “We’re here for you,” Leanne said, holding onto her.

      “What’s happened?” a deep voice said, causing the friends to ease away. “Is she okay?”

      Morgan used her good hand and wiped the tears from her eyes, smearing some of the mascara. There, standing at the end of her bed, was the sexy green-eyed man.

      She’d asked her mother about him, but her mother had only grown upset, and her father had said that they would tell her about him later. Later kept getting pushed back and each time she asked, her mother grew increasingly frustrated until Morgan stopped asking.

      “Yes, she’s just…” Leanne started.

      “Finally gotten a look at herself for the first time,” Kimber finished explaining for Leanne.

      “It’s Reagan’s makeup job,” Leanne said, bumping her friend’s hip. “I think she’s losing her touch as a makeup artist.”

      Reagan smiled and took Leanne’s hand, then Kimber’s. “We were just…leaving.” She tugged on their hands. They gathered their belongings and shoved them haphazardly into their bags.

      Less than a minute later, her room door shut behind them, leaving her alone with the man, who was still standing at the end of her bed, looking down at her.

      “Are you okay?” he asked her, his voice sexier than she’d remembered.

      She felt her heart kick hard in her chest, and she willed the machines not to go crazy this time. When they didn’t, thankfully, she nodded her head.

      “Everything is so… swollen.” She felt her face flush.

      The man frowned. “Does it hurt?” he asked, not making a move towards her.

      “No, the pain meds are pretty much dulling everything.”

      “That’s… good.” He frowned even more, then moved his eyes from hers to roam over her body. “I wanted to come back when you were awake, but your parents…” He sighed and looked down at his hands. Since he didn’t finish, she assumed that she should have known what he was talking about.

      At this point, she was slightly embarrassed that she didn’t know who he was. Obviously, she should have pressed her parents further.

      “Are you sure you’re, okay?” he asked, finally moving towards her.

      “I’m…” She thought back to her swollen face. To the strange appearance that had looked back at her in the mirror. Then she thought of her friends’ words. “I’m alive.”

      He pulled the chair closer to the bed and started to take her hand in his. When he noticed the tubes sticking in her hands and wrist, he stopped and made fists and rested them on his knees instead.

      “I’ve asked the doctors when they’ll release you.” He looked down at his balled hands.

      “You have?” she asked with a slight frown. She wanted to ask why, but he continued.

      “Unfortunately, your parents know your doctor and the hospital staff personally, and the nurses won’t tell me anything other than it’s up to the doctor to release you so you can go home.” He reached out and ran a finger over the back of her ring finger.

      “They took your ring?” he asked, frowning up at her.

      “My…?” She glanced down at her swollen fingers. There, where his fingers brushed her skin, was an obvious white line where a ring had been.

      She felt her breath hitch as the realization dawned on her that this man was her husband, and she didn’t even remember his name.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        "The Prince of Darkness is a gentleman!"

        William Shakespeare, 'King Lear'

      

      

      

      It absolutely killed Liam to see Morgan this way. Every part of her was either swollen, discolored, or broken.

      He could see the pain behind her eyes, even though she was denying it.

      He knew everything about her. Understood what every look, every little sound she made meant.

      When his eyes returned to hers, she was looking at him strangely.

      “What’s wrong?” he asked her, moving slightly closer.

      She opened her mouth to answer, only to have her mother burst through the door.

      “I told the nurses that I didn’t want you in here alone with her,” Victoria Davenport said as she stormed into the room, looking irritated. Actually, since the moment he’d met her, she’d always looked that way, at least around him.

      He didn’t know if it was his presence that she found annoying or the fact that her daughter had gone against her wishes when she’d married him a little over a year ago.

      “I’m allowed to be in here with my wife,” Liam said firmly. “You may be her mother, but I’m Morgan’s husband.” He stood up, ready to fight.

      For the past week, he’d allowed her parents and the nurses to persuade him that it was in Morgan’s best interest that she not have too many visitors. He’d been allowed to check in on her, but only when she’d been in a deep drug-induced sleep.

      He’d fallen for her family’s lies. It was luck, actually, that he’d come today at a different time than he normally did. His intentions were to just poke his head in to see that she was okay before he headed out to a meeting. Then he’d seen she was being visited by the quad squad, as they always called themselves.

      Obviously, Morgan’s best friends had been trying to lift her spirits. He could tell that they’d done something to her hair and makeup. She was a great deal less pasty and bruised looking than she’d been since the accident.

      To him, the makeup and hair didn’t matter. She was still the most beautiful person in the world. It was a huge relief, just knowing she was alive and safe.

      Why then did he feel so scared to reach out and touch her?

      “Until we know more…” her mother started. She glanced over at Morgan, then lowered her voice, as if Morgan wouldn’t be able to hear her even though she was sitting up, looking directly at her mother. “We don’t want you alone with her.”

      He knew exactly what she meant. Since the moment the details about Morgan’s accident had come into light, her family had questioned his involvement. He was pretty sure it was the reason they were doing everything they could to keep him away from her.

      “Why?” Morgan asked. “What do you mean by until you know more?”

      He glared over at Victoria then turned to Morgan and sat back down. Taking her hand in his, he took a deep breath and said, “Because your accident—”

      “Was so terrible,” Victoria broke in, giving him a look.

      “What do you mean?” she asked, looking down at their hands.

      Victoria sighed, and Liam watched a softness wash over her as she turned her attention to Morgan. “Your accident is something we didn’t want you to worry about. Your father and I are making sure that it’s investigated to the fullest.”

      “If you didn’t want her to worry about it, you wouldn’t have just brought it up,” he added sarcastically.

      Morgan glanced between her mother and him, then said, “I… don’t remember anything.”

      “We know, dear. It’s probably for the best, seeing as it was very horrific,” Victoria said soothingly.

      “No, I mean…” She turned to him, her eyes filled with sadness. “I don’t remember you.”

      He felt his heart sink, and he frowned down at her. “What?” He shook his head.

      “I can’t remember you,” Morgan added.

      It took a moment to process this. He would have thought it one of Morgan’s jokes, but the look in her eyes told him otherwise. A lump formed in his throat, his gut twisted, and his heart broke at the thought of all they had being gone in a single moment.

      He didn’t know what he would do if he couldn’t remember everything Morgan was to him. Everything she’d done to drag him from the darkness that had been his life and bring him into the light.

      And he’d been so far down in the darkness, he hadn’t believed anyone could help him.

      He’d grown up an orphan, never knowing who his parents where or why they’d given him up in the first place. His records showed that he’d been dropped off at a firehouse in the middle of a winter storm in Bend, Oregon.

      He’d been passed from one orphanage to another and at the age of six had ended up just outside of Los Angeles, where he’d met Ryder Tripp and Sean Wilson.

      Ryder was a skinny black kid who always had a black eye thanks to him being so good at sports that the other boys always took out their frustrations on him.

      Sean was a mouthy know-it-all type that usually let his mouth get him into trouble. He had a knack for knowing just when to run away, but not before getting in that perfect, witty jab.

      Liam had been the silent, shy one, who, when nervous, stuttered a little and always looked down at his shoes when talking with someone new.

      The three boys had instantly become best friends. To this day, he remained in contact with Ryder on an almost daily basis.

      During their early teenage years, Ryder had gotten even better at sports, mainly basketball. Sean and Liam, even though they liked playing with Ryder, had more interest in computers, specifically programming. Liam loved learning programming languages and had learned to use as many as possible.

      During their early teen years, he and Sean had self-taught themselves how to write computer code on any computers they could get their hands on. They would often skip classes and sneak to the computer lap just to write silly games, trying to impress one another.

      Sean had always tried to outdo Liam, but Liam was so much better at programming and always had the better game ideas and programming skills. Sean’s games were usually filled with bugs or didn’t work at all when he tried to show Liam.

      Shortly after the three friends turned sixteen, they decided they could no longer handle the rules at the orphanage and had stopped going back there at night. They’d stopped attending school as well, and only went whenever they wanted to use the computer labs or the locker rooms to shower or steal clothes.

      Living on the streets of LA hadn’t been as hard as he’d thought, at least not while the weather was warm. That first winter, Liam had dreamed of the nights he’d spent on the orphanage’s hard, smelly cots.

      Then one night, he’d gotten an idea to write some security software. It had been a particularly cold night when he and Ryder had broken into a new car to get warm and sleep. He’d spent the entire night messing with the onboard computer, using the busted laptop that he’d found in a dumpster. The thing only worked when he held the screen at an odd angle, but he’d didn’t care. It was useful enough to hack into the car’s system and learn everything he could about it.

      Sean had lost interest in programming and spent most of his time surfing or chasing girls. He’d hooked up with a few girls and would spend nights with them or at some of his other friends’ places, not once inviting them to tag along. There were months that neither Ryder nor Liam heard from Sean.

      Liam sacrificed everything when he’d been sixteen and seventeen to write and finish the software in hopes that someone would have some use for it. Sean had initially helped Liam out with a few ideas and some of the programming. Even then, partnering with Sean had been a given. No matter what happened, Sean was his brother.

      Liam had spent a lot of time on chat boards, talking about the benefits of the program, which he called ESP, Electric Security Platform.

      When Sean had come to him one evening shortly after Liam had turned eighteen and demanding Liam buy him out, Liam had given him everything he could, which was less than five thousand dollars, which he’d saved from his job as a parking garage attendant. He’d worked so hard for that money and had planned to purchase a used laptop so that he could finish working on the software from anywhere.

      He would have never believed that four months later, one of the largest electronic automobile manufacturing companies would purchase his security software to install on their new electric cars. In one week, he’d suddenly become a millionaire and he’d only been nineteen at the time.

      He’d gone from living on the streets to owning a Fortune 500 company in less than a six-month period.

      The first thing he’d done was get an apartment for Ryder and himself. Someplace downtown. Someplace nice.

      Ryder had been working at an old boxing gym, helping clean up after hours. He’d fronted Ryder the funds to purchase the gym when the owner had wanted to retire.

      Sean hadn’t come around for almost a year and when he did, he’d been drunk and had started a fight with Ryder. So he’d kicked him out, and they hadn’t seen much of him since.

      For the next few years, he’d traveled, spent a lot of his new money on things. He’d been wasteful and stupid. Then, he’d grown bored and started tinkering with code again. Well enough, that he’d gotten so good at it, the people running his old business had come knocking. He’d answered the call, since there wasn’t anything else to do.

      He’d found Morgan a few years later, when he was twenty-six. He’d never imagined that his life could keep getting better. He didn’t deserve someone like her. Every day he woke up with her next to him, he’d pinch himself just to make sure it was real.

      Now she was telling him that everything they had, everything he’d meant to her, was gone.

      “You don’t remember me?” he asked, trying to understand what was happening. When he’d walked in, Morgan had been laughing and joking with her friends, whom she’d obviously known. Plus, she seemed to know her parents.

      “No,” Morgan said softly.

      His hand dropped from hers. “What…” He looked up to Victoria, who was frowning at her daughter. “Did you know about this?” he asked Victoria.

      Now it all made sense. This was why they were keeping him away from Morgan. They had finally found a way to get him out of Morgan’s life, for good.

      Was he going to stand for it? What could he do if Morgan didn’t remember him? There was no way he was going to let go of her. Morgan was the best thing that had ever happened to him.

      Whatever happened now, he was going to fight for her. Fight for their love. If the roles were reversed, he knew without a doubt that she would do the same.

      “No, of course not,” Victoria said with a slight gasp. “I think it’s time you left,” she said quickly. She opened the door, motioning for him to leave.

      “No,” he said firmly. Then he turned his attention back to Morgan, who was looking at him with pain and confusion in her eyes. “I’ll leave only if Morgan wishes it.”

      “Morgan, dear,” Victoria said, moving back over to her daughter’s side. “You’re tired. I think it’s time you got some rest.”

      Morgan looked between them. “Mom, I think I’d like a moment alone with…” When she frowned up at him, his heart broke a little more. She really didn’t remember him. She didn’t even know his name.

      “Liam,” he said softly. “Liam Taylor. You’re Morgan Taylor.” He took her hand in his again.

      “Liam,” she said, her frown slightly increasing. “I’d like a moment alone with Liam.” She turned to her mother. “Please.”

      Her mother glared at him, then straightened her shoulders, a move he knew she did when she wanted to appear more powerful and in control.

      “I’ll be just outside the door,” Victoria said, more as a warning to him.

      “Thank you,” Morgan said. She turned to him.

      When the hospital door shut behind Victoria, Morgan asked. “Are we really married?”

      He smiled and softened. “Yes, we married on March twentieth of last year.”

      She continued to frown and then asked, “What is today’s date?”

      This time he was the one frowning. “It’s June eleventh.” If she couldn’t remember him and didn’t even know the date, what else had she forgotten. Had the doctors checked her out completely? Memory loss was no little thing. He vowed once he left her room to hunt down the damned doctor who had been in charge of checking her out and have a word with the man.

      The Davenports were an elite family. Hell, Morgan was an actual heiress. Surely, they had gotten the best doctor to look after her. He’d tried to push his way into her care from the moment he’d found out about the accident, but her family was… well… overpowering.

      “You really can’t remember me at all?” he asked her, wishing to take her hand again, but just the thought of her not knowing his name made him refrain. He didn’t want to scare her.

      “No.” She shook her head slightly. “But then, I didn’t really remember my parents at first either. Even with Kimber, Leanne, and Reagan, it took a moment for their names to register.”

      “The quad squad,” he supplied as relief washed over him. If she had issues remembering everyone else, most likely it would just be a matter of time before she remembered him.

      Morgan shifted, then chuckled. “Yes, I’d forgotten we called ourselves that. See?” She reached out and touched his hand, then jumped back slightly as if the touch shocked her. “I’ll remember you. It’s just… I’m so confused right now.”

      “Right.” He smiled, trying not to let it affect him, then reached over and took her hand in his. “I’m sure you’ll remember everything once you’re home.”

      This time when Morgan frowned, he knew what was coming before she said anything.

      “I… my parents…” she started, only to have the door open again. This time Victoria had brought Doctor Ellis. The man had been Morgan’s doctor since birth. He not only went out of his way to make house calls for the family, but Liam was pretty sure they were the sole reason the man hadn’t retired yet.

      “What’s going on here?” the older gray-haired gentlemen asked. His tone sounded as if Liam had been torturing Morgan. His eyes accused him of such as well.

      “We were just discussing when I can take my wife home,” he said, standing up.

      Dr. Ellis moved over to Morgan’s side. “Morgan, your parents and I think it’s best if you went home with them. They’re more prepared for your physical needs. They’ve hired a physical therapist and live closer to the hospital and my offices.” The doctor glanced up at him. “I’m sure your husband doesn’t wish to hinder your recovery and sees that this is the best course of action.”

      “The best course of action is for her to be home with me,” Liam said, glaring over at Victoria.

      “It’s not up to you,” Victoria said. She rushed over to Morgan’s side and laid a hand on her casted leg. “It’s up to Morgan.”

      Everyone in the room looked down at Morgan in silence.

      “I… think… I need some rest,” Morgan said slowly. “I’ll decide tomorrow.”

      For a moment, Victoria appeared as if she was going to push Morgan, so he jumped in, not wanting to give her time or to pressure Morgan into making a rash decision.

      “Rest.” He took Morgan’s hand in his and then lifted it to his lips. Even her right hand, the only thing on her body not in a cast, was completely covered in bruises. He let his lips rest on her knuckles and closed his eyes against the pain he felt knowing that she was in such deep pain. Knowing that she’d forgotten how much she meant to him. “I’ll see you tomorrow.” He made a point to let his eyes lock with hers. He’d just have to show her all over again. Have to prove to her that he was worth giving him a chance again.

      Fighting back the emotions, he straightened and left the room without another word.

      The first thing he did after leaving the room was to hunt down her wedding ring. One of the nurses gladly presented a bag of her belongings that had been cut or taken off her after her accident.

      He slipped her wedding ring onto his pinky finger, determined to get to the bottom of finding out more about the care she was receiving. He wanted to find out what sort of tests they’d run on her.

      Not really knowing where to start, since the Davenports pretty much owned the hospital, he pulled out his cell phone and called the only other person he trusted.
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        When you light a candle, you also cast a shadow.

        Ursula K. Le Guin

      

      

      There was too much for Morgan to process while her parents were still in the room talking to the doctor. She may have forgotten Liam and the life she’d had with him, but the memories of her parents were strong.

      She knew at times they were overbearing, obnoxious, and protective. But there was no doubt in her mind that they had her best interests in mind.

      She could either return to something she knew, something that was safe, or trust in the life she’d chosen over a year ago, even though she couldn’t remember having made such a choice.

      “Mom.” She groaned sightly and rested her head back, closing her eyes. “I’m tired and my head hurts.”

      “Here, honey, let me get you some more—”

      “No.” She jerked her eyes open just before her mother could hit the small button that dispensed her pain meds. “I don’t want to fall into a deep drugged sleep. I want some quiet time so I can think.” She looked over to her father and added, “Please?” She made sure to look a little pathetic.

      “Victoria, I think we should go. Let’s let Morgan get some rest.” He walked over and took Morgan’s mother’s arm and started gracefully pulling her towards the door.

      The doctor had left shortly after Liam had gone. No doubt he’d just been there to make her parents’ point in the first place.

      Morgan mouthed a thank-you to her father as they left the room.

      When she was alone in the room, she closed her eyes and ran over her options. She tried searching her memories for any sign of her past with Liam. She pulled up his face in her memory and tried to remember his touch, his scent, anything.

      A few minutes later, totally frustrated, she glared down at her casts and wished more than anything that she could get up, walk over to the window, and see outside. What was the weather like? It was June. Was it sunny or raining? She couldn’t tell from her position.

      The hospital room was large, no doubt a private suite her parents had arranged. They made huge donations to the hospital each year, so she was sure the hospital had been eager to help.

      She frowned. Why? Why did they always make donations to this hospital? She searched her memory and an image of a small baby wrapped in blue flashed so quickly in her mind that she had to reach up and touch her temples when pain pulsed there.

      “I have a brother,” she gasped. “Aaron.” She smiled when she remembered his name and relaxed back as an image of him filled her mind. Then she remembered how Aaron had fought for the first few years of his life in this very hospital. Leukemia. She remembered. She’d been four years old when he’d been born and six when he’d disappeared into the hospital for over a year. He’d come back so small, so fragile, that she hadn’t been allowed to play with him for an entire year after.

      So why hadn’t Aaron come to visit her yet? Maybe he had come, as Liam had mentioned he had visited her when she’d been asleep.

      Why was she having an easy time remembering her friends and her family but still couldn’t remember a thing about Liam?

      She didn’t know how they’d met or fallen in love. She couldn’t even remember her wedding day. That hurt since she’d always dreamed of her special day. She’d imagined being treated as a princess, having a huge extravagant wedding at the country club or maybe even a destination wedding.

      One thing she could clearly remember was daydreaming about the day she’d walk down the aisle. Now, she’d just learned that not only had the memory of falling in love for the first time been ripped from her, but so had the memory of the most important day of her life.

      As tears rolled down her cheeks, she desperately wished to be surrounded by familiarity.

      As she drifted off to sleep, that thought consumed her mind until she woke. Her body was riddled with pain, and her head ached from the tears the night before and the indecision.

      When her parents showed up shortly before dawn, she was so desperate to make it all stop that she caved in and told them that she would allow them to take her home after the doctor agreed that it was okay for her to leave the care of the hospital.

      Someone must have told Liam before he entered her room. The look on his face was a cross between hurt and anger. The anger was focused completely on her mother. Morgan noticed that Liam managed to say only a few words to her his entire visit.

      During the two hours he sat by her side, her mother never moved from her spot in the corner. She couldn’t remember ever being chaperoned before and wondered why her mother was acting so strange now.

      She’d wanted to ask her once they were alone, but she’d fallen asleep shortly after lunch and when she woke next, she was alone in the room.

      Her conversation with Liam flowed easily enough. He filled her in on what he’d learned from the doctor and nurses about her health, something her parents didn’t even talk about with her. She asked him questions about how they’d met, but each time, her mother would cough, and Liam would softly tell her that he’d remind her when they were alone.

      Something told her that if it were up to her mother, they would never be left alone.

      Nurses came and went. The doctor visited her once a day, usually first thing in the morning.

      A physical therapist, Carolynn, a rather muscular black woman with a cheerful smile, came in just before dinnertime and talked to her about what she could expect once she was allowed to go home. She didn’t know how the woman expected anything from her since both of her legs were in casts.

      When she told Carolynn this, she just laughed.

      “Oh, honey, only one of these will stay on once you leave here.” Carolynn tapped the heavy plaster on her right leg. “This is just wrapping to keep the sutures clean,” she told her, then she turned over the file she was looking at. “See here?” She pointed to a diagram of a body. On it were red pencil marks on the body. “These lines are where you had stitches.” Then she pointed to black lines on what Morgan assumed were the bones. “These are breaks. Your right leg has three breaks, here, here, and here.” Carolynn pointed to spots on her fibula twice, one low by her ankle and one high near her knee and then her tibia once right in the middle. “These breaks are common in car accidents where legs get pinned behind the steering column.” She sighed. “It’ll take a lot of hard work, but you’ll be up and walking in no time.”

      “What about my arm?” she asked, looking down at her left arm.

      “You aren’t left-handed, are you?” Carolynn asked.

      Morgan nodded. “Afraid so.”

      Carolynn chuckled. She flipped a page and then showed her the chart that showed her upper body. “Solid break in your radius. No pins, but you’ll need the cast on for about six weeks. Your leg cast will have to be on longer. You’ll be given crutches and you might need to use a cane for a while too.”

      Morgan frowned at that thought. Canes were for old people. Weren’t they?

      “I…” she started, but then she stopped and shook her head.

      “Go on, honey,” Carolynn said, motioning. “If you can’t say it to your therapist—even your physical therapist—you shouldn’t say it anyone.” She giggled.

      Morgan smiled briefly, then said, “I’m struggling with memory loss.”

      Carolynn’s eyes softened. “That’ll happen with cases like yours. Your entire body is fighting hard to get back what was taken in a flash. Be patient, it’ll all come back to you. The more you stress over it, the longer it’ll take.” Carolynn sighed and then stood up. “Now, enough chit-chat. How about we get down to work? Let’s get you up on your feet.”

      “I…” Morgan felt the blood leave her face. “Am I ready?”

      “Honey, I guess we’ll find out,” Carolynn said with a laugh.

      It took some doing. Carolynn had to cut the bandages off Morgan’s left leg first. When the fresh air hit her skin, Morgan shivered and instantly wished for the security back.

      “You’ll get used to it,” she assured her. “The nurse will be in after to change these bandages.” She ran her fingers over the small, soiled bandages over Morgan’s thigh and knee areas. “This all looks good enough to get you up on your feet. Or well, foot.” She chuckled again. “Here.” She handed her a crutch and then showed her how to prop it under her right arm. “It’ll take some doing, but we’ll have you going to the bathroom on your own in no time.”

      Carolynn took Morgan’s right elbow and helped her stand on her left leg. The first thing Morgan noticed was how strong her leg felt under her. Sure, the skin pulled and itched under the bandages, but she didn’t feel like it was going to buckle underneath her. The second thing she noticed was how much shorter she was than Carolynn.

      “What honey?” Carolynn asked her when she noticed Morgan’s face.

      “I guess I didn’t remember how short I was,” she admitted, and Carolynn burst out laughing.

      “Honey, I’m six-four. Everyone’s short standing next to me.”

      Morgan smiled. “Good. For a moment there, I thought I’d lost a few inches.”

      Carolynn was smiling when the door swung open, and Morgan’s mother came in. The moment she noticed Morgan standing, she rushed over and grasped her waist.

      “What on earth is going on here?” she demanded. “Who are you? You can’t just come in here and force my daughter—”

      “Lady, you’d better back off now,” Carolynn warned. “You’re going to make us all fall, and I know you and I are strong enough right now to handle that, but this poor child isn’t.”

      Morgan saw her mother’s eyes narrow. “What authority do you have to come in here?”

      Carolynn’s eyebrows shot up, then she held up a finger silencing her mother. “Morgan, why don’t you have a sit while I go on out into the hall and have a nice chat with your mother?”

      Morgan was so dumbfounded that this woman was able to silence her mother that she fell backwards onto the bed and nodded her head.

      “Good. Don’t you go anywhere. I’ll be right back,” she added with a wink. Then she turned and walked out of the room.

      Her mother stood there, looking between Morgan and Carolynn, when Carolynn said from the doorway. “Well? You coming?” Her mother flinched slightly and then stepped out of the room.

      When the door shut, Morgan sighed and closed her eyes. It had felt so good to stand up. To be off her backside. For the past week she’d done everything she could to relieve the weight on her hips and butt area. But with the heavy casts, all she could do was slightly shift her weight from butt cheek to butt cheek.

      Even now, just sitting straight up was a huge improvement.

      About two minutes later, the door opened again, and Carolynn walked in with a smile on her face.

      “Well, now, let’s see how well you do at walking,” she said cheerfully.

      Morgan was so eager, she started to get up by herself. Carolynn rushed across the room, laughing, and helped her.

      “Yeah, you’re ready.” She helped her put the crutch under her arm again.

      She made three trips from the bed to the bathroom before all of her energy drained out of her.

      “That’s good for tonight,” Carolynn said, helping Morgan sit on the edge of the bed. “Better than even I thought you’d do.”

      Morgan was smiling when the door opened again. This time her mother had Dr. Ellis in tow.

      “There she is now,” Carolynn said cheerfully. “Your daughter just made three trips to the bathroom. She’s going to be running marathons in no time.” Carolynn winked at her. “I’ll be back tomorrow around the same time.” She nodded to the doctor and her mother. “I’ll just go see if they have your dinner ready.”

      Carolynn quickly left the room.

      “Are you okay?” her mother asked, rushing over to help Morgan shift a pillow behind her back.

      “Yes, it felt good to get up.” She sighed and rested her head back. “I’m tired now, but it felt good.”

      “You shouldn’t have pushed yourself,” her mother said. “Herold, don’t you agree?”

      Dr. Ellis was too busy reading Morgan’s chart to answer.

      “Mother, I’m fine
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