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Synopsis

After a vicious attack, Morgan Masters wakes up to
find that nothing is how she remembers it. John Major isn't the
prime minister anymore, the Millennium has been and gone, and it's
been a very long time since she was in college.When Erin's worst
fears become reality and her world crumbles around her, she has to
pick up the pieces and start all over again. Can losing everything
actually be the best thing that ever happened to Morgan? Can Erin
learn to forgive the sins of the past and let her heart lead her
head for a change? Or is happiness beyond their reach?
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Chapter One

A trio of naked women posed in a circular tableau.
Morgan had lost count of the number of models she’d seen, first as
a student, then as a teacher. She’d always been able to detach
herself, to see soft breasts and thighs as a beautiful work of art.
The long expanse of a bare back and rounded buttocks were worthy of
study, not just lust.

The bright lights in the studio cast bold shadows
across their skin, the scent of linseed oil, turpentine, and old
paper filled the air. The scratch of lead on paper told her
something about the artist as she wandered the room; long,
confident, sweeping strokes filling page after page, or tiny,
precise, slow marks that steadily built an image. She pointed to a
sketch every now and then, offering advice about the tone, the
shadows, curves, and angles, her eyes glancing between the pages of
her students and the models before them.

Morgan wiped her palms on her jeans and ignored the
trickle of sweat running down her back. It didn’t matter where in
the room she was, or which of her students she was talking to, she
could feel a pair of blue eyes following her every move. Anna sat
at the center of the tableau, her back against a pile of heaped
cushions, her head resting along the length of her outstretched
arm. The other arm lay across her stomach. Her small pink nipples
puckered in the slight chill of the room, and her knee was raised,
hiding her naked sex from direct view. One woman rested against
Anna’s leg, and the other rested her head on Anna’s shoulder. Their
limbs entwined and caressed Anna’s, creating a beautiful vignette
of femininity.

She stuffed her hand into her pocket and felt the
worn edge of the envelope. She rubbed her finger over the tiny
raised edge of the postage stamp. She knew the date stamp was
faded, but it was already burned into her brain. June thirteenth.
Six weeks ago. How could one piece of paper and some ink change
everything? Yet it did. Her very own harbinger of doom carried on
the wings of a postage stamp. The letter had thrown open the door
to every painful memory she had, and promised nothing but heartache
and danger. For her, and everyone around her.

She did the only thing she could think of to save the
people she loved. Three weeks ago, Morgan had told her wife that
she was leaving, that she wanted a divorce. The words still burned
in her throat and made her stomach churn, as did the pain she’d
seen in Erin’s eyes as she’d packed her bags and slowly, quietly,
closed the door behind her.

She knew leaving her family was best for them in the
long run. Staying would only make them all miserable and put them
in terrible danger. She knew they would hurt, but she was equally
sure their pain would be temporary without her around. They were
better off without her. Morgan quickly pushed away the thoughts
that continued to plague her. They deserve better
than me. She checked her watch and signaled for the class to
begin clearing away.

“Morgan?”

She turned around as the model, Anna, swung her robe
around her shoulders. She was only tangentially aware of Anna’s
breasts before the robe swept over them.

“I was wondering if you’d like to come for a drink
with me?”

Morgan shook her head. “I’m not very good company at
the moment.”

“Oh, I’m sure you’ll be fine.”

“No, really—”

“It’s just a drink. It might do you some good.”

“Anna, really I don’t think it’s a good idea.”

“It’s my birthday. Surely you aren’t going to make me
go out alone?”

“Your birthday?”

Anna nodded.

“Why aren’t you going out with your friends?”

“I will be tomorrow. But with work and stuff.” She
shrugged. “Tonight’s not the best choice. I’d really like it though
if you would come out with me. It’s just a drink, Morgan.”

Morgan thought about the empty flat that awaited her,
and the loneliness that was clamoring at her heels. She shrugged.
“Okay.”

“Excellent. I’ll just get changed.” Anna walked to
the storeroom they used as a dressing room and Morgan continued to
clean up.

The last of the students packed up their gear, said
good night, and left as she busied herself tidying away easels and
supplies, rearranging tables and chairs, and getting the room ready
for the next class to use it.

“Ready?” Anna tugged her long blond hair from the
collar of her jacket and smiled as she walked out of her makeshift
changing room wearing pale denim jeans, a tight pink T-shirt, and a
black jacket. Morgan pulled open the classroom door and followed
her out into the cool night air. They were only a few hundred yards
from the Roundhouse pub and walked in silence.

Morgan led them into the crowded, noisy traditional
English pub with a log fire, red velvet covered stools dotted
around wooden tables, and quickly found them a space away from the
dart match that seemed to be in full swing. She left Anna and went
to the bar, returning a few minutes later with two glasses of red
wine.

“Thanks.” Anna took a hearty swallow before putting
her glass down on the bare wood and picking up the unused coaster,
slowly peeling the edges apart.

“I’m afraid they don’t have a great selection of
wines here. But this Shiraz should be palatable at least.” Morgan
sniffed the glass, closing her eyes to enjoy the aroma of berries,
the slight peppery depth, and a hint of chocolate underneath it
all, before taking her first sip. It had taken her years to fully
appreciate the complexity of wine, but it was something she
enjoyed. “Are you okay?”

Anna tossed the coaster back onto the table and
smiled. “Just a bit nervous. That’s all.”

“Why?” Morgan cocked her head to one side.

Anna hesitated, her gaze flicking around the bar,
never settling on anyone or anything. “I’ve wanted to ask you out
for a long time.”

Morgan looked at her, unsure how to respond. She
pushed her fingers through her short black hair.

“I know you’re married. It doesn’t matter to me.”

It matters to me. Morgan
took a long drink and tried to ignore the uncomfortable ache in her
belly. She wasn’t sure how to react. She didn’t want to tell Anna
that she’d ended her marriage. That she’d walked away from fifteen
years with Erin. She was too confused. She needed to think. No, she
needed to stop thinking. She wanted to stop feeling. She stroked
her fingers down the edge of the envelope again. Her wife and
children deserved better than a woman living in fear, someone who
had lied to them and kept part of herself hidden for more than a
decade. She shook her head and pushed the feelings of self-pity and
loathing away. Enough with the pity party. You
made your decision, now live with it.

They talked about everything and nothing as they
drank and whiled away the rest of the evening. Eventually, the pub
signaled they were closing and they made their way out. As they
stepped outside, a wave of dizziness hit Morgan and she gripped
Anna’s arm to steady herself.

“Whoa. Sorry. I only had a couple of glasses. I
didn’t think it was enough to get me drunk.” Her head swam; the
street lights blurred. “That wine must have been stronger than I
thought.”

“Don’t worry. Hang on to me.” Anna slipped her arm
around Morgan’s waist and held the other hand as Morgan wound it
around her shoulders. “I’ve got you.” They walked back to the
college car park and Anna’s car.

Morgan untangled her arms, feeling a little
uncoordinated. “Good night, Anna.” She turned to leave and started
to fish in her pocket for her phone, intent on calling a taxi,
knowing she was in no fit state to drive.

“Is that it?” Anna sounded disappointed.

“What do you mean?” Morgan frowned, finding it
difficult to focus on Anna’s face.

“I mean this.” Anna twisted her fingers in Morgan’s
short hair, pulled her head down, and kissed her. Her tongue darted
between Morgan’s lips, seeking entrance.

Morgan pulled back. “Anna, no. I don’t think this is
a good idea.”

“Don’t think.” Anna’s lips closed over hers again and
she pressed against her chest. Morgan wrapped her fingers round
Anna’s wrists and tried to pull her hands from her hair. “Why are
you fighting me?”

“Anna. No.” Morgan’s hands were clumsy, her arms
heavy as lead as she tried to push away from Anna, her dizziness
and disorientation escalating by the second. What
the fuck is wrong with me?

“Yes.” Anna’s voice was whisper quiet and breathless
as she tugged Morgan closer to her.

Morgan felt herself falling, but could do nothing to
stop the movement. She felt Anna’s fingers in her hair, her cheek
pressing against Anna’s breasts, but she couldn’t pull away. She
closed her eyes, trying to regain her sense of self control, her
strength.

“Get the fuck off her, you fucking dyke!” A fist
slammed into her jaw, causing her to bite her tongue. Blood filled
her mouth as the pain registered and she dropped to her knees.

“Jimmy, stop!” Anna screamed.

Another punch connected with the side of her head,
and her vision blurred. She tried to look at the man, his fist
poised to strike again.

“You fucking bitch.”

She couldn’t hold her head up anymore and the
pavement felt cold beneath her cheek. A boot landed solidly against
her ribs. Then across her shoulder and back. Saliva filled her
mouth and she thought she was going to vomit.

“Jimmy, stop! That’s enough. You’re not supposed to
hurt her!” Anna’s pleading barely penetrated the fog clouding her
brain. “He told you to get the pictures and that’s it.”

“The fucking bitch touched you.”

“Don’t be stupid, Jimmy. Whatever it was you gave me
for her drink had her so weak she couldn’t do anything. Another
couple of minutes and she’d be passed out. This was all me. And I
was doing it for you, you fucking moron.”

He screamed his rage and kicked at Morgan’s head and
connected with her temple, making her head bounce off the pavement.
Blood ran down her face and stung her eyes when she tried to open
them. The dull thud of a car door slamming cut off Anna’s voice
before the car screeched away into the night. The streetlight faded
slowly, narrowing to a pinpoint before the world went black.


Chapter Two

Erin’s heels clicked on the tiled floor of the
hospital corridor as she made her way to the front desk. The smell
of bleach, blood, and fear permeated the walls and tainted the air.
The receptionist waited with her saccharine smile and eyes that
held the last remaining vestiges of genuine care and concern.
Manchester Royal Infirmary’s accident and emergency department was
humming with activity, and people waited in various stages of need
all around her.

“Hi, can I help you?” The nasal voice of the
receptionist carried easily over any noise in the waiting area.

“I’m looking for Morgan Masters. Someone called and
said she’d been brought in.”

“Are you a family member?”

“I’m her wife.” She felt no need to tell her that
they were divorcing. It was none of her business. Right now the
doctors required consent from next of kin, and that was her until
the divorce was finalized.

The woman rattled away at her keyboard and picked up
the phone, speaking quietly before smiling at Erin and pointing to
a bank of uncomfortable looking plastic chairs. “The doctor will be
right out.”

“Thank you.” Erin sat down, determined not to let her
growing panic consume her, and watched the people around her. An
elderly man cradling his arm. A teenager wearing a hoodie,
twitching in the corner. A mother cuddling a toddler, a wad of
tissues held under his bloody nose.

“Ms. Masters?”

“Yes.”

“I’m Dr. Reynolds. I’ve been treating Ms. Masters
since she was brought in. Come with me, please?”

The young doctor wore dark blue wrinkled scrubs.
Unkempt blond hair curled around his head, and a scruffy beard
covered his lower face. He looked more like a surfer than anything
else. Christ, now I know I’m getting old. The
doctor looks about twelve!

He led her into a small room filled with chairs and a
small coffee table covered with coffee rings.

“Is she all right?” Erin’s heart pounded. No matter
how angry she was with Morgan, she didn’t want to see her hurt.

“Ms. Masters has been badly injured in some kind of
attack. She has a substantial number of lacerations and contusions
and some muscular strains. Nothing that won’t heal, and nothing
that will cause her any problems. But she has a very serious head
injury. She has a skull fracture and an intracranial bleed. We need
to operate to relieve some of the pressure. The amounts of alcohol
and drugs in her system aren’t going to help matters either. Do you
know what she was taking?”

“Drugs? Morgan didn’t take drugs.”

“Well, there are drugs in her system. We’ll send them
off for testing if you don’t know. We really do need to operate
though.”

“When?” Erin hugged herself, trying to quell the
rising nausea.

“We’re readying the operating room. We just need your
consent.” He held out a clipboard and pen for her.

Erin took them and scribbled her name as he pointed.
“How serious is this? Will she die?” The panic she’d been fighting
was pulling at her, and she pushed down the wave of nausea
threatening to overtake her.

“There’s a good chance she’ll pull through, but we
need to do this now.”

“Oh God. Can I see her?”

“She hasn’t woken up—”

“I don’t care about that. Please, I need to see
her.”

“Just for a moment. Then I believe the police
officers wish to speak to you.”

Erin nodded, tears brimming in her eyes as she
followed him out of the room. She ignored the two uniformed
officers walking behind her and gasped when she saw Morgan lying on
the bed. A breathing tube pumped air in and out of her lungs—wires
monitored every bodily function and response. Thin plastic tubes
fed her drugs and fluids. Her head was a mass of bruises and bloody
tissue, the dark shock of hair Erin had so loved running her
fingers through was matted with blood and sticking out at odd
angles.

“You need to get better, Morgan.” Tears burned her
eyes but she refused to let them fall. “Tristan and Maddie need
you.” She brushed a lock of hair down on Morgan’s head before
giving in to the urge to take hold of her hand and let the tears
fall.

Dr. Reynolds placed his hand on her shoulder,
startling her before the orderly began to wheel the gurney out of
the room. The reality that Morgan might not survive hit her and she
felt her knees go out from under her. The strong hand of the doctor
was all that kept her on her feet as he guided her to a seat.

“Are you all right?”

“No. I’m not all right. I’m not.”

“Silly question. I’m sorry. If you want to wait in
that room, I’ll come and get you when we know anything.” He pointed
down the corridor before he followed Morgan’s gurney out of the
room.

She stared at the empty space, her eyes unfocused and
glazed.

“Mrs. Masters?”

Erin turned her head slightly at the question, still
unable to tear her eyes from the place she had last seen
Morgan.

“I’m PC Lock and this is PC Ward. Can we talk to
you?”

“Sure.” She waited until they were seated. “I take it
you’re investigating what happened to Morgan?”

“We are. This was a very serious attack. Do you know
what she was doing in the car park at the college tonight?”

“She teaches night classes there.”

“Do you know what time she finishes?”

“The class usually finishes at nine, then she packs
away, and usually leaves around nine thirty to go home.”

Lock tilted his head to one side. “And what time does
she normally arrive home?”

“About ten, but—”

“Were you not concerned that she wasn’t home at her
normal time?”

“Well, no. Sometimes she’ll go for a drink with some
of the other teachers and come home later, but—” Erin pushed her
fingers through her dark hair, her frustration mounting.

“So tonight wasn’t unusual?”

“No, but—”

“Do you know the people she goes drinking with?” PC
Ward had his pen poised over his notebook.

“Will you please let me finish! Morgan wouldn’t have
been coming home to me tonight, so I wouldn’t have been worried no
matter what time it was.”

“And why is that, Ms. Masters?” PC Lock leaned
forward, bracing his elbows on his knees.

“Because she walked out three weeks ago.”

“She left you?”

“Yes. Three weeks ago, she packed her bags and walked
out on me and our two children. So I don’t know what was going on
for this evening. I’m not privy to her plans, or where she calls
home at the moment.”

They looked at each other. “Ah, and where were you
this evening, Ms. Masters?” Lock asked.

Erin laughed and shook her head at the absurdity of
it. “What? Just in case I had the urge to go out and bash her head
in?” She tried to remind herself that they were just doing their
job, and that the questions were just standard procedure. “I was at
work until seven. I got home around seven forty-five, and then I
spent the evening with my children. We did their homework, watched
a film, and then I put them to bed. I went to bed myself at about
eleven thirty after I completed a few house chores. I was in bed
when the hospital rang me and asked me to come here.”

“Was there someone else involved, Ms. Masters?” PC
ward shifted in his seat as he flipped the page of his notepad
over.

The question had plagued Erin since Morgan had left.
Was that the secret she was hiding? Is that where she’d been
staying since she walked out? So many questions that only Morgan
had the answers for.

“I don’t know. If there was, she never said.”

“And for you?”

Erin laughed. “No, I’m not seeing anyone else.”

“I’m sorry. We have to ask.”

“I know. What else do you have to ask? Why did she
leave?” She watched their reaction. “I have no idea. Morgan has a
tendency to keep her thoughts to herself, and she was definitely
keeping those quiet. What else?”

“The doctor told us that there were drugs in her
system as well as alcohol. Do you know anything about that?”

“To the best of my knowledge, she didn’t take drugs.
If that’s changed in the past three weeks…I have no idea.”

“Where do you work?”

“Manchester airport. I’m an air traffic control
officer.” She opened her bag and pulled out a card. “My boss is
Roger Siverton. You can get him on that number to confirm what time
I left.”

“Do you know of anyone who would want to hurt Ms.
Masters?”

“You mean besides me?” She laughed at their raised
eyebrows, the shock and her own growing unease making her verbally
punchy. “Sorry, I’m tired and probably in shock. My mouth has a
tendency to run away from me at times like this. But no, I can’t
think of anyone who would want to hurt her. She’s an art teacher,
for God’s sake. You don’t get bashed about the head for giving
someone a bad grade. Wasn’t it a mugging or something?”

“There was no theft. Her money, credit cards, phone,
everything was untouched.”

“So that means a personal reason for attacking
her.”

Lock shrugged slightly. “We don’t know yet, but that
seems more likely. What about friends or family? Would they be able
to give us any more information?”

“Probably. Her friends anyway. Nikki and Amy have
been friends with Morgan since they started school together.” She
scrolled through her phone to give them the telephone numbers. “She
doesn’t have much in the way of family. Her mother died almost
twenty years ago, and her father is in prison. She hasn’t seen him
since his trial.”

“And when was that?”

“Almost twenty years ago.” Erin shifted uncomfortably
in her chair. She hated thinking about Morgan’s parents. Morgan had
rarely spoken of them, never going into details, but it was obvious
what she had gone through because of them. She couldn’t stop the
shiver that raced up her spine as she focused on PC Ward’s next
question.

“And they’ve not had any contact?”

“None to my knowledge. You’ll have to ask Morgan or
her father to confirm that.”

“Thanks for your time. We’ll be in touch if we need
anything else.”

“Sure.” Erin waited for the door to close behind them
before dialing her home number.

“Hello?”

Erin breathed a sigh of relief at the sound of her
older brother’s voice. “Chris, it’s me.”

“Oh, thank God. Maddie woke up a little while ago.
She heard you going out.”

“Is she okay?”

“Yeah, wanted to know all the ins and outs. I didn’t
know what to tell her, so I told her you had to go into work. Last
minute. I swear that kid’s not ten. She gave me the third degree
about who—never mind all that. What’s going on?”

“Morgan’s being operated on at the moment. I won’t
know anything for a while yet. I’ve just finished speaking to the
police—”

“Police? Why?”

“She was attacked. Beaten up by someone, I guess.”
Erin turned her head, trying to loosen some of the tension that was
building.

“And?”

“The police needed information. I was the logical
first person to speak to. I am her wife.” She ran her fingers
through her hair and let her head fall back against the wall.

“So what are you doing now? Are you coming home?”

“No. I’m going to stay and make sure she’s all right
before I leave.”

“Why?” His voice was rough.

“What do you mean, why?”

“You know exactly what I mean. Why stay there, with
her, after she walked out on you?”

Why indeed? “Because it’s
the right thing to do. We have children together. How could I come
home and tell the kids ‘sorry, your mother was in surgery last
night having her brain operated on, but I don’t know how she is
now, or even if she made it out of the operating room alive.’”

The silence on the line told Erin exactly how much
her comments had irritated her brother.

Erin pinched the bridge of her nose and willed
herself to calm down. She knew he was right. It wasn’t his fault,
and she was taking it out on him. “I’m sorry, Chris. I’m tired and
worried about her. I don’t mean to take it out on you. They might
need me to authorize some other operation or something too.”

“You’re a hell of a woman, Erin Masters. If you
weren’t my sister I’d have to marry you.”

Erin wanted to laugh, but she didn’t have the energy.
“I’ll call when I know something more.”

“Erin, wait.”

“What?”

“Are you okay?”

Erin didn’t know how to answer. Everything was
changing so fast she felt she couldn’t keep up. “I don’t know,
Chris. I don’t know what I’ll do if—”

“Listen to me. You are the strongest woman I know.
You can deal with anything this shitty life can throw at you. You
always have done, and you always will.”

“I know—”

“If you need me, I’m here for you.”

“Thanks, Chris. I’ve got to go now.”

Erin put the phone back in her bag and slid out of
her jacket, determined to get comfortable while she waited. The
harsh lights of the hospital hid the fact that it was three in the
morning and there would still be a long wait for news. She curled
up in the chair, tucking her legs under her, and let the hours roll
by, playing over in her head the memories of their life
together.

 


“What’s wrong with you? You’ve been wandering around
looking like I stole your puppy or something.” Erin kissed the top
of Morgan’s head before she sat at the kitchen table. She smiled to
soften her words, but she was getting tired of battling Morgan’s
ever increasing moods.

“Nothing’s wrong.” Morgan turned away.

“Then smile, and try to pretend like you’re enjoying
spending time with me and our children, and that we aren’t making
you miserable all the time.”

Morgan’s face drained of all color and her gaze
dropped to the floor. “I can’t help it.”

“What can’t you help?”

“I can’t do this anymore. I won’t make you all
suffer because of me.” Morgan stalked out of the room. Erin
listened to her moving around upstairs for a few minutes, then
followed her, grateful that the children were in the garden
playing. She climbed the stairs and stood staring in shock as
Morgan started throwing clothes into a suitcase.

“What are you doing?”

“You’re an intelligent woman, Erin, what does it
look like?”

She chose to ignore the sarcasm and try to get to
the heart of the problem. “Why are you packing?”

“I’m leaving.”

“What? Why? What are you talking about?” Erin
crossed the room and grabbed the lid of the suitcase, intent on
pulling it away from Morgan.

Morgan stared at her, her eyes brimming with tears.
“I can’t do this anymore.”

“You can’t do what? Morgan, sit down and talk to me.
Tell me what the hell’s going on.” Erin ached to reach out and pull
her into her arms, unable to maintain her own anger in the face of
Morgan’s despair.

“I’m making you all miserable, you said so. So I’m
going to leave. Then you and the children can all be happy without
me!”

Morgan threw more clothes into the case and reached
under her pillow for her pajamas. Erin’s mind scrambled to grasp
what she was seeing. She’d seen Morgan withdraw from them more and
more over the past three weeks and was at a loss how to reach her.
Everything she’d done had only seemed to push Morgan further
away.

Romantic dinners ended with Morgan sulking and
disappearing into her art studio. Days out with the family resulted
in her picking fights or wearing herself out playing basketball
with the kids then falling asleep on the couch.

“Do you truly believe that any of us would be
happier without you?”

“Yes!”

Erin reached out to touch her, swallowing her
disappointment when Morgan shrank from her touch. “Morgan, we love
you. I love you.” She stepped slowly around the bed. Her approach
cautious. Measured. Wary. Just like approaching a wounded animal,
trapped in a corner. “Fifteen years ago when we fell in love, I
knew that you were the woman I wanted to spend the rest of my life
with. I know I’m not always very good at showing you that. I don’t
have the artistic soul you do, but I do love you with everything in
me.” She took hold of Morgan’s hand. Her heart leapt with hope when
Morgan didn’t pull away. “Whatever the problem is, we can work
through it together. No relationship is perfect all the time. This
is a rough patch that we can get through. We can see a counselor or
something, family therapy. Whatever you need, baby. Just talk to me
and we’ll figure it out.”

“It won’t work. I can’t…” She wrenched her hand away
from Erin and closed the case. “You don’t understand. You’ll never
understand.”

The path was set and Morgan’s feet were already on
it. Erin felt her heart beating its thunderous tattoo inside her
chest, and the blood roared in her ears as she watched Morgan
scramble down the stairs and reach for the door.

“Morgan, if you walk out that door, I’ll never be
able to forgive you. Stay, please, and we can work this out.
Whatever it is that’s hurting you, we can fix it. You have to stay.
I don’t understand…at least tell me why. We can fix it.” The tears
poured down her cheeks.

“You can’t fix everything, Erin. I was broken a long
time ago.”

“You don’t know that. You haven’t even let me try.
Please, Morgan. I love you. Don’t give up on us like this.”

Erin could hardly believe the words coming out of
her mouth. She had never begged for anything in her life. Even when
her world had been shattered as a child, she had stood proud beside
her mother and brother, and worked hard to build a life that
wouldn’t break apart around her. One where she was secure in her
job, the love of her children, and the partner she adored. She
couldn’t believe that she was watching it all blow apart and her
heart was walking out the door.

“If you leave it’s over, Morgan.”

“That’s the point.”

“You planned this, didn’t you? You picked a fight so
you could walk out without having to explain what’s really going
on, didn’t you?”

“I’ll call to sort something out with the kids when
I find a place to stay.”

“I’m right, aren’t I?”

“Good-bye, Erin.”

She didn’t slam the door behind her. The tinny click
of the catch was all the more wrenching for its quiet mockery.
“Damn you, Morgan Masters.”

 


A knock on the door startled her from her reverie as
Dr. Reynolds entered the room, a slight smile on his face. “She’s
out of surgery and it went well.” He dropped into the seat opposite
her. “We had to remove a small blood clot that formed and we
relieved a lot of the pressure on Ms. Masters’ brain. She’s not
woken up yet but I expect her to any time now.”

“And she’s okay?”

“Well, it’s always difficult to say with brain
injuries. We’ll know more once she wakes up, and then we can see
what she has to say for herself.”

Erin couldn’t stop the tears that slipped down her
cheeks. “Can I see her?”

“Sure. I’ll get one of the nurses to bring in a chair
and you can sit with her if you like. Waking up to a friendly face
would probably be nice for her.”

Erin saw no need to correct his assumption as she
followed him into Morgan’s room.


Chapter Three

Steady beeps and rhythmic humming were the first
things Morgan was aware of when she woke. The throbbing in her head
pulsed in time with the bleating machine. She opened her eyes but
even the low lighting didn’t stop the sharp pain lancing through
her skull. She moved her head slowly to take in the dim details of
the room. The wires and tubes attached to her skin were
uncomfortably restrictive as she became aware of them. She tried to
lift her hand to her face but a sharp pain in her shoulder caused
her to gasp and moan, and she settled back against the pillows to
let the pain subside.

She lost track of time cataloguing the aches and
pains in her body as she tried to move; everywhere seemed to hurt,
but her head was by far the worst of it. When she opened her eyes
again, she looked around, moving her head gingerly, the ache
growing with each movement until she saw a woman sitting in the
chair by the window. Her head rested on a blanket that she had
wedged into a pillow, her hair thick and dark as treacle, hanging
in big soft waves over her shoulders and curling across one
eye.

Her lips twitched as she slept, parting slightly as
the tip of her tongue swept over the sensuous sweep of her lower
lip. The top had a deep cupid’s bow and a slight upturn at the
corners. It was a mouth made for smiling, laughing; lips that were
meant for kissing.

She’d wrapped a pale gray jacket over her shoulders
and her feet were tucked under her legs, her skirt stretched tight
across her slender thighs.

“Hi.”

Startled by the soft voice, Morgan looked up from the
woman’s shapely legs. Pain tore through her head and she had to
close her eyes until the waves of nausea passed.

“Take it slowly. Try not to move too much.”

Morgan wanted to answer, but her tongue felt thick in
her mouth. The woman seemed to expect this and spoke gently again,
her voice soothing the burning in Morgan’s head. It felt like
forever before Morgan opened her eyes again without everything
swimming out of focus. Her breath caught in her throat when she
finally did. She hadn’t been aware of the woman moving from her
chair and was shocked when she looked up into the most startling
blue eyes she had ever seen. Pale blue, like fresh melted water
raging over glaciers, but there was nothing cold about the eyes
watching her. Passion and heat and barely concealed anger were all
carefully controlled but bubbling below the surface, and there was
something in Morgan that wanted to open her up, in every way.

“I’m going to find the doctor. Stay awake, okay?”

She left the room and Morgan groaned softly from the
pain vibrating in every part of her body. She tried to focus, to
push away every needle sharp sting that sliced through her skull,
and stay awake.

“Well, well. It’s nice to see your eyes without
having to pry them open myself.” A scruffy looking man walked into
the room, the woman from earlier following closely behind him. “I’m
going to get you a little sip of water and see if we can get you to
answer a couple of questions.” He held a straw to Morgan’s lips and
instructed her to sip slowly before he pulled it away and placed it
on the cabinet beside the bed. “I’m Dr. Reynolds. I’ve been looking
after you since you came in. Do you know where you are?”

Morgan let the pieces fall into place and let out a
relieved breath, the machines, the doctor. “Hospital.” Her voice
was scratchy, hoarse. It sounded odd to her own ears, and her ribs
ached with each breath.

“Perfect. Can you tell me your name?”

“Morgan.”

“Excellent. Just a few more okay?” He didn’t wait for
Morgan to answer. “Who is the prime minister?”

“John Major.” She closed her eyes briefly and let out
a long breath. “Boring bastard.” The pretty woman gasped. “Sorry,
I, like, didn’t mean to offend. He’s not that boring.”

“It’s okay, Morgan. I’m sure she wasn’t really
offended. What year is it?”

“Nineteen ninety-two. What’s with all the questions
doctor? Is my mum here?”

“Sorry, Morgan, I have to ask these because you had
quite a bash on the head. Can you bear with me a bit longer?”

“Okay.”

“Do you remember what happened to you?”

Morgan frowned as she tried to pull the memory from
the fog. Her eyes widened and the heart monitor beeped faster. “No.
I can’t. What happened to me?”

“Morgan, I need you to stay calm. It’s completely
understandable with a head trauma that you can’t remember what
happened to cause it. I was expecting that. Please take a nice deep
breath and calm down. You’re doing fine. Okay?” He smiled gently as
she followed his instructions and took a deep breath before
exhaling loudly, groaning at the pain.

“Sorry.”

“Don’t be. Like I said, you’re doing fine. Your ribs
are pretty badly bruised. They’re going to hurt for a while. What I
need you to do now is remember three words for me. Pen, water,
light. Can you remember them?

“Pen, water, light.”

“Good. You up for some more questions?”

“Isn’t my mum going to be worried about me? Is she,
like, outside?”

“No, it’s late Morgan. Your mum isn’t out there.”

“Oh, are you gonna call her then? To get her to come
see me?”

“I’ll talk to your relatives as soon as we finish up
here.”

“Okay. What else then?”

“How old are you Morgan?”

“Nineteen.”

“And what do you do?”

“I’m at uni. I’m doing art.”

“That’s great.”

“Yeah, when I finish university I’ll be, like, a real
artist. Maybe go to Europe and draw while I travel around.”

“That sounds wonderful.”

“Yeah. How long have I been here?”

“You were brought in three days ago. You’ve been
unconscious ever since.”

“No wonder my mum’s had to go home then. I bet my dad
was going mental.” She grimaced. “Can I get another drink please? I
feel like I’ve been on a weeklong pub crawl and got carpet instead
of a tongue. What happened to me?”

He laughed gently as he put the straw between her
lips. “Not too much though. I don’t want you to get sick. With your
head injury, that would not be fun at all.”

“Suppose not. I’m knackered, doc. Any chance I can,
like, have a nap and we do twenty questions later?”

“Sure. I could do with talking to some of my
colleagues. When I come back, there’ll probably be a few other
people with me. That okay?”

“Sure. Just don’t forget to tell my mum I woke up,
and that I’m not a lazy git. All right?”

“Sure.”

Morgan was already sleeping when the door closed
behind them. She forgot to ask who the woman was who had been there
when she woke up.

 


*

 


“What the hell was that?”

“Ms. Masters—”

“Erin.”

“Erin, I need to run more tests, but it would appear
that Morgan has some memory issues—”

“No! Really? What gave you that impression? The fact
that she thinks John Major is still the prime minister or that she
wants to see her mother?”

“Does she not have an existing relationship with her
mother?”

“Her mother’s dead. So unless you’ve got an Ouija
board handy, no one has an existing relationship with her.”

“I see.”

Erin pushed her hands through her hair. “Look, I’m
sorry. I shouldn’t snap. I’m just…” She couldn’t find the words to
describe what she was feeling at the point. Scared? Frustrated?
Worried? Upset? Confused? None of them fit, yet all of them did.
“She sounded more like our thirteen-year-old son than the woman
I’ve been married to for the last fifteen years!”

“Right now, she believes that she is a teenager.”

“How can that be? I don’t understand.”

“I need to speak to several people and run more
tests. I also need to speak to Morgan more before we can find out
exactly what’s going on. What I do know is that the brain is
tricky. Morgan has a grade three head trauma. In cases like this,
memory loss of the event that caused the trauma is extremely
common. Depending on the extent of the injury, the memory loss can
be permanent or temporary.”

“Perm—”

“If the trauma is extensive, it can affect longer
term memories. Again, this can be permanent or temporary. At this
stage, we don’t know. She could wake up in a few hours and be back
to normal.”

“How likely is that?”

“The seizures she had may also complicate matters. I
really need to speak with some of my colleagues.”

“Sure. Yeah, okay.”

“We’ll need to speak to you too. We’ll need to get
her background from you so that we can check the things she does
remember.”

“I didn’t know her twenty years ago, and there are a
lot of things from that time she won’t talk about.”

“Is there anyone she still has contact with who knew
her then?”

“Yes. She has a couple of friends that she went to
school with. Should I call them?”

“Let me do some tests first and then we’ll see. Maybe
you should go home and come back tomorrow. We’ll know more then,
and there’s nothing more you can do here tonight.”

“I think I’d rather wait here. You may need me to
answer questions or something.”

 


*

 


“Morgan, how are you feeling this morning? Can you
remember the three things I asked you—”

“Pen, water, light. You’ve had someone asking me that
stupid question all night. What’s wrong with me? What’s with all
the bandages round my head? And who the hell cut my hair? I know
it’s not a hangover, doc, but it sure as hell feels like a bad one.
Have you spoken to my mum yet? When’s she coming in?”

“Morgan, this is my colleague Dr. Rebecca Bann. She’s
a psychologist here at the hospital, and she’s going to help me out
with your case. We need to ask some more questions. Are you ready
for it?”

“Did you speak to my mum?”

“I have been in contact with your family, and you’ll
get to see them soon.”

“Fire away then, doc.”

Thirty minutes later, the two doctors were exchanging
quick glances and Dr. Bann sat on the edge of the bed. “Morgan,
thank you for answering all my questions, but I have something very
difficult to tell you, and I want to ask someone else to come in
while I do that, okay?”

“Erm, yeah. Okay.”

Dr. Reynolds opened the door of the room and spoke
quietly to whoever was outside. Morgan wiped her hands against the
blanket, nerves making them clammy. When Dr. Reynolds came back
into the room, she couldn’t stop herself from smiling at the woman
who came in behind him. She didn’t notice that everyone was
watching her for a reaction.

“Morgan, do you remember this woman?” Dr. Bann was
studying her face intently.

“Well, yeah. She was here last night when I woke up.”
She dropped her voice and whispered slightly. “She seemed a bit
shocked when I said John Major was a boring bastard. Is she a nurse
or something?”

“No. Erin doesn’t work in the hospital. But we’ll get
to that shortly. Can you remember the three things I asked
you—”

“Water, light, pen. Doc, do you think we can, like,
wait for my mum before you tell me the bad news?”

“What makes you think I have bad news?”

“The reinforcements.”

“Right. Of course. I’m sorry, but I’m afraid that
won’t be possible. Morgan, this isn’t nineteen ninety-two. It’s two
thousand and twelve.”

Morgan smiled and started to laugh. “Oh, Doc, that’s
fantastic.” Relief at the little joke coursed through her. “Two
thousand and twelve. Bugger me, that’s funny. Who put you up to
that? I bet it was Nikki. She’s a scream! So, like, what’s really
going on, doc?” She took a deep breath trying to calm the laughter
that bordered on hysterical. Two thousand and
twelve, that’s hilarious.

They weren’t laughing. Why aren’t
they laughing, too? They were just watching her. Watching as
she giggled to herself, concern and pity written in every line on
their faces as they waited. She didn’t know what they were waiting
for. Her reaction? Hadn’t she just given them that, when she caught
on to their game? When she guessed that Nikki would be the
mastermind behind their little ruse? Why the fuck
aren’t they laughing?

Dr. Bann took a deep breath and started again.
“Morgan, it’s two thousand and twelve. You’re thirty-nine years
old, and John Maj—”

“Shut the fuck up. I’m not stupid. I went to uni this
morning…well, whatever morning it was. I’m
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