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Dedication

To my Dad —
Your love, your lessons, and your steady belief in me are woven through every page.
I carry you with me in every story I write.
To my sister Heidi —
not by blood, but by heart. Thank you for being the anchor I didn’t know I needed.
To my Angel Baby, Gracie —
You are the love that guides me forward. Mama carries you always.
To Kayla & Ashley —
my constants, my cheerleaders, my safe place.
My ride-or-dies, my sounding boards, my chosen family.
Thank you for always reminding me I’m stronger than my storms.
To Mama AnnaMarie & Papa Craig —
Thank you for proving that a real family is built on love, not blood.
Your presence in my life is a blessing.
And to anyone who’s ever had to rebuild themselves —
This book is a reminder that love can break us,
But it can also put us back together in the most beautiful ways.
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​Chapter 1 Thunder Rolls
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Phil-    

I’ve been watching the base for weeks, ever since Tommy Miranto dropped off his brother’s truck, and I’ve been waiting for the right moment to strike. Finally, my contact tells me Charlie is back.

The sun is just beginning to spill its golden light across the naval base—the perfect calm before the storm. People are waking up, moving about like nothing is wrong, but I have my moment alone. I park a little ways off, weaving through the dimly lit rows of military vehicles, my eyes locked on Charlie’s truck sitting exactly where it always does, just outside the base. No cameras point this way. Perfect. My contact on base owed me a favor—he just doesn’t know he’s paying it in sabotage.

Gloves on, wrench in hand, I crouch beside the driver’s side wheel, slipping under the chassis like I’ve done this a thousand times. I’m not a mechanic by trade, but I know enough to get the job done—and get it done clean. My fingers clench around the brake line as I make one small, precise adjustment, loosening it just enough so it will fail when it counts. No obvious signs, no quick fix. Just a freak accident waiting to happen.

The brake line’s done, but I’m not finished. Not yet. I crawl a little farther under, reaching the steering coupling. One twist- just enough to loosen it without making it obvious. When he hits a turn, the wheel will lock for half a heartbeat. That’s all I need.

My movements are cold and methodical. This isn’t about hate; this is about power. The kind of power I have always wielded—the power to control outcomes, to dictate fates. And today, I’m writing Charlie’s.

A few hours pass before the sound of Charlie’s truck starting up pulls me from my thoughts. A cold smile creeps across my lips as I slide behind the wheel of my car, eyes locked on that arrogant bastard’s truck rolling out of the base. The afternoon sun casts long shadows across the lot, but that doesn’t matter. The road ahead is clear, and those tampered brakes will make sure my plan unfolds just right.

I follow at a careful distance, hanging back until the last car disappears in the rearview mirror. No one else is on the road now—just me and Charlie. I’m in control now, watching him drive toward town, straight into the trap I laid.

The road curves ahead, winding through a tree-lined highway not far from Amethyst Falls. My grip tightens on the steering wheel. The brakes will fail soon. They have to.

As Charlie’s truck nears the bend, I see it—the first signs. Wheels locking, the vehicle jerking, swerving as he fights to keep it steady. My smile widens. This is it.

Now’s my chance.

I accelerate, closing the gap between us. As Charlie struggles to steer back onto the road, I swerve my car right into his path. There’s no way he’ll see me coming. His tires scream against the gravel, but with those brakes failing, he’s helpless.

The truck careens off the road, skidding hard across the gravel. It slams into the soft earth, momentum carrying it farther down the embankment.

I don’t wait to see the wreckage. The deed is done. Charlie will never suspect who did it. I head back toward town, my mind already racing ahead to what comes next.

I tighten my grip on the wheel, satisfaction simmering beneath the surface. The Mirantos think they can stand in my way. They don’t know what’s coming.
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​Chapter 2 - Darkness Falls
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Charlie

My phone rings loudly, the sound cutting through the hum of the engine and filling the cab. I reach over and tap the screen, putting it on speaker as I steer one-handed.

“Hey, Mama. I just left the base, and I’m heading toward Rosie’s parents’ house.”

Her voice comes through, warm and familiar. “Does she know you’re home earlier than planned?”

“No. I want it to be a surprise. Tommy talked to Maggie so she could record it on her phone.” I can’t help the grin spreading across my face. “I know we haven’t known each other that long, but I already know—she’s the one. She’s it for me.”

Mama doesn’t even hesitate. “Honey, I’ve always told you—love doesn’t have a timeline. When you love someone, that’s all that matters. And I’ve never seen you smile like this... not even when the Patriots won the Super Bowl.”

I laugh, my chest tightening with emotion. “I can be myself around her, Mama. She doesn’t care that I’m the mayor’s son. She couldn’t care less about the family name or the money. She just... sees me.”

“I always knew that Faith was trouble,” Mama mutters. “Just like her mother, Ginger. That woman gossips worse than church ladies at a picnic.”

I shake my head, still grinning. “So you don’t think it’s too soon? To ask her to marry me?”

There’s a pause, but only just. “Charlie, the way this world’s gone completely insane... we never know how much time we have. So no, I don’t think it’s too soon at all.”

Her voice softens. “Call me when you get to her house, so I know you’re safe.”

“I will, Mama. I love you. Tell Dad I’ll stop by tomorrow—we can catch up on all the football games I missed.”

I tap the screen, ending the call, and start humming one of the old songs Rosie likes when I hit a bump in the road. My phone slides off the seat and onto the floorboard on the passenger side.

I glance down, just for a second.

A blue pickup swerves straight into my lane.

I yank the wheel hard to the right, but something’s wrong—the steering locks up. I feel the truck lurch, tires screeching, and before I can do anything else, we’re airborne.

The embankment rushes up to meet me.

The last thing I feel is the impact, and then darkness.
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​Chapter 3 - Everything Has Changed
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Rosie

I race to the nurses’ station, breath coming in short bursts. “My boyfriend was just brought in by ambulance.”

The nurse behind the counter doesn’t flinch. Her dark blue scrubs are as crisp as her tone. “Name and date of birth?”

Mary steps up beside me, her voice barely above a whisper. “Charlie Miranto. April 18th, 1993.”

The nurse glances at her screen. “Room 301. Down the hall, to the left.”

We don’t say anything else. We just walk—arms linked, hearts thudding in sync. The hallway stretches in front of us, too long, too quiet. I’m not sure my legs are even working, but somehow we make it.

And then we see him.

Charlie’s on the hospital bed, machines beeping rhythmically around him, a breathing mask covering his face. My heart stumbles in my chest. He’s awake. Dazed. Pale. But awake.

He looks up and lifts his hand. “Mama...”

Mary rushes to his side and takes his hand. Her voice shakes. “What happened? I was just talking to you...”

He turns to me. And the moment his eyes land on me, I feel the bottom drop out of my world.

“Excuse me,” he says slowly, blinking. “You... have the wrong room.” His gaze lingers on me, puzzled, as if he’s staring through a fog.

I blink, my chest tightening as I try to process what I just heard.

Mary’s face goes pale. “Charlie... that’s Rosie. Your girlfriend.”

Charlie’s eyes flick back to me. He shakes his head. “That’s not my girlfriend. Faith is.”

My mouth goes dry. My knees wobble.

Mary’s breath hitches. “Charlie... you haven’t been with Faith in over a year.”

“That’s not true,” he argues, a flash of frustration in his voice. 

Oh God.

Mary gently places her hand on his. “Charlie... honey, what day do you think it is?”

He furrows his brows. “What kind of question is that? It’s March 14, 2023.”

Mary shakes her head slowly, her eyes brimming with tears. “No, sweetheart... It’s December 23, 2024, and you just got back from deployment.”

He jerks his head back like she’s struck him. “Deployment... I—I want Faith. She should be here.” His voice trembles, like he’s grappling with pieces of a puzzle he can’t fit together.

That’s when the doctor walks in. His expression is grave, his posture rigid.

“He doesn’t remember what happened,” Mary says, reaching for a tissue and gripping it like it’s the only thing anchoring her to the floor.

The doctor nods. “That’s completely normal after trauma. But it’s best not to overwhelm him right now.”

Then he looks at me. “I’m sorry, Miss. I’m going to have to ask you to step out.”

I don’t say anything. I just leave. Quickly.

Once I’m in the hallway, the air feels too thick to breathe. I press my back against the wall, every part of me trembling. My legs give out, and I slide down until I’m sitting on the cold floor, arms wrapped around my knees. The tears come fast, hot, and silent.

“How can he not remember me?” I whisper, the words barely making it past the knot in my throat.
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​Chapter 4 - The Perfect Opportunity
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FAITH

I’m sitting on the terrace, my eyes locked on the meticulously manicured lawn stretching out before me. The warm sun bathes everything in a golden light, but honestly, I’m barely paying attention. My fingers flip through the glossy pages of a magazine, though my mind’s somewhere else.

Then the sharp ring of my phone cuts through the quiet afternoon. I shoot a quick, irritated glance at the screen before sighing and answering.

“Yes, Mother?” I mutter, barely hiding the annoyance in my voice. I glance down at my perfectly manicured nails, doing my best to keep my cool.

Her voice bursts through, practically buzzing with excitement. “You will never guess who I just got a call from.”

I roll my eyes, already knowing where this is going. “No, but I’m sure you’ll tell me,” I say, sarcasm thick in every word.

She doesn’t miss a beat. “Your cousin Mackenna, who works at the hospital, just told me quite an interesting story.”

I sigh, uninterested. “What, did she finally develop a personality?”

“No,” Mother says, lowering her voice like it’s some juicy secret. “But Charlie was just brought in by ambulance. He was in a car accident... and it gets better. He lost his memory.”

My eyes narrow, and I tighten my grip on the magazine. “And?”

There’s a pause before she drops the real bomb. “That girl Rosie was there, but he didn’t recognize her. He was heard calling for someone else. Someone else, Faith.”

Mother’s voice trembles with excitement. “No, not a thing! Charlie’s completely lost his memory. And Rosie—well, she was there, but he didn’t recognize her at all. In fact, he was calling for someone else. Someone else, Faith.”

My lips curl into a smile that isn’t quite kind. “And who was that someone?” I ask, leaning in closer, as if I can hear her answer better through the phone.

Her voice is full of glee, like she can already see the plan unfolding. “You, sweetheart. He was calling for you.”

I let out a soft laugh, low and full of dark amusement. “Oh, this is too perfect,” I murmur, excitement bubbling inside me. I can already see it—Charlie, confused, lost, ripe for the taking. The thought of snatching him away from Rosie, with her sweet, naive charm, makes my blood surge with anticipation.

I hate Rosie. There’s something so insufferably innocent about her, a sweetness that makes my skin crawl. She has everything I want but can never fully grasp—the simple, pure kind of love, the kind that makes Charlie’s eyes light up whenever he sees her. The kind of love I’ll never have, unless someone’s foolish enough to serve my ambitions.

My smile grows wider, the gears in my mind already turning. “So, what’s the plan, Mother?” I ask, my voice mixing sweetness with something darker. “Are we going to let this opportunity slip by?”

Mother’s voice drops to a conspiratorial whisper. “No, darling. This is our moment. You marry him. Take what’s yours. His family’s wealth, his influence—it’s all yours for the taking.”

I stand, tossing the magazine aside with a flick of my wrist. “You’re right,” I say, my eyes gleaming with excitement. “I’ll make him forget all about Rosie. And once I’m in... well, that’ll be the end of her.”

The thrill of power, wealth, and ultimate revenge against Rosie stirs something dark inside me—a hunger I can’t ignore.
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