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●Prologue
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"Jack was living the dream: rich, successful, and surrounded by family. But when a tragic accident robs him of his memory, he finds himself in a world of deceit and betrayal. Suddenly, no one is who they seem, not even the woman he thought he loved. As he struggles to piece together the past, Jack discovers that blood isn't always thicker than water, and that sometimes, the people closest to you can be the most dangerous. Will Jack remember the truth before it's too late, or will the lies consume him?"
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As my eyes fluttered open, I was met with the sterile brightness of a hospital room. The stark white walls seemed to close in around me, a harsh contrast to the darkness I'd known before. Beeping machines and the antiseptic scent filled the air, jarring me back to reality. I lay there, disoriented, trying to piece together how I ended up in this cold, unfamiliar place. A stiff brace encased my neck, while another immobilized my left knee. Panic set in as I struggled to recall the events leading up to my hospitalization. Time seemed to blur, and my memories were hazy. How long had I been here? What had happened to me? The unanswered questions swirled in my mind, fueling my frustration and fear. My gaze frantically swept the room, searching for any hint of what had transpired. Flowers on the bedside table, a TV mounted on the wall, and a chair in the corner nothing seemed out of place, yet everything felt foreign. I scrutinized every detail, hoping to trigger a memory, but my mind remained a blank slate. The silence was oppressive, punctuated only by the steady beep of monitors, offering no answers. I tried to move, but I was too weak to even move my only body as I was struggling to get out of bed. As I struggled to move, the door creaked open, and my heart raced in anticipation. But instead of a nurse or doctor, a figure emerged who was far from what I expected. Dressed in casual clothes, with an air of confidence and curiosity, this person didn't seem to belong in a hospital. Our eyes met, and I felt a jolt of surprise. Who was this mysterious visitor, and what did they want? Clad entirely in black, he looked more like a thief in the night than a hospital visitor. His dark attire seemed out of place among the sterile whites and blues of the medical setting. There was an air of secrecy about him, as if he had ulterior motives for being there. His presence sent a shiver down my spine, and I wondered what secrets he might uncover or what trouble he might bring. He walked over slowly. As he got closer to me, something felt off. Like he wasn't there to check on me but for something else entirely, when he was within a foot of me, as he stepped closer, his shadow loomed behind me, casting a dark silhouette on the wall. It was as if his presence had a life of its own, creeping over me like an ominous cloud. The hairs on the back of my neck stood on end, and I could feel his eyes upon me, scrutinizing, probing. His mere presence seemed to darken the room, filling it with an unsettling energy. His hand slipped into his pocket, and he withdrew a syringe filled with an eerie, milky liquid. The translucent fluid glimmered in the hospital light, sending a wave of dread through me. What was this mysterious substance? Was it a cure, a poison, or something else entirely? My heart pounded as he held the syringe, his intentions ambiguous, leaving me helpless and terrified. “Who are you? And what are you doing?” I asked, helpless and weak, breathing hard. He didn't. answer he was just silent, the kind of silence that make your heart beat sound unnatural. The air in the room felt heavy, like it had weight. Finally he spoke, “You're awake, I thought you were supposed to be asleep.” He said in a sinister voice. The truth hit me like a cold slap: he was here to kill me. But why? Who could possibly want me dead? My mind raced, desperate for answers as I locked eyes with my would-be assassin. Fear gripped my chest, making it hard to breathe. I was trapped, defenseless, and staring into the face of my own mortality. Time seemed to slow, and all I could do was wait for his next move. “Don't worry, this will be over soon.” He said. Just as my fate seemed imminent and sealed. Just as his finger tightened around the syringe, he hesitated. Instead of delivering the fatal blow, he stood frozen, as if expecting me to speak. His pause was unsettling, a cruel tease in my final moments. I struggled to form words, my breath coming in ragged gasps. Was he giving me a chance to plead for my life, or was this some twisted game? The silence hung between us, heavy with anticipation. My voice barely above a whisper, I forced out the words: "Who sent you to kill me?" It was my dying wish to uncover the truth, to understand why my life was about to end. The man's expression didn't change, but his eyes flickered, betraying a hint of surprise. He seemed to consider my question, weighing his response. For a moment, time stood still, and all that mattered was the answer to my plea. His words cut deeper than any blade. "The people you love... they're the ones who can hurt you." The statement hung in the air, its implications sinking in like poison. Could it be true? Were those closest to me behind this betrayal? I felt a wave of anguish wash over me, grief mingling with fear as I grappled with the horrifying possibility that my loved ones had turned against me. But something about the way he said, like there was a second meaning to the silence that followed. I searched my mind, trying to pinpoint a face, a name, but no one stood out. It was a sobering truth: deception can wear many masks. Behind every smile, every hug, every "I love you," could be a hidden agenda. Trust, once a cornerstone of my life, now felt like quicksand. How could I have been so blind? The more I thought about it, the more I realized that true loyalty is hard to find, and sometimes, the greatest danger lurks in plain sight. Time seemed to stretch out as he lingered, his hand hovering over the IV line. Just as he was ready to strike, a faint creak echoed from the door. My heart leapt at the sound, and I turned my head, straining to see who-or-what was on the other side. The man froze, his eyes darting toward the door, a flicker of uncertainty crossing his face. For a moment, we both held our breath, waiting to see if our fate would be decided by this unexpected interruption. Jasmine entered with her usual calm demeanor, coffee in hand, but her expression changed instantly. Her eyes widened as she took in the stranger, partially masked, holding a syringe. She glanced at me, noticing my distress, and her face hardened with concern. The air was charged with unspoken questions: Who was this man? What was he doing here? Jasmine's presence had halted the assassin's action, but for how long? The silence between us was palpable, a silent standoff with my life hanging in the balance. Jasmine's voice trembled slightly, but her words were firm. "Who are you?" she demanded, her eyes never leaving the man. He turned, revealing more of his face, and his answer sent a shiver down my spine. "I'm the cleaner," he said, his tone flat and menacing. The word hung in the air, its dark implications clear. Jasmine's grip on the coffee cup tightened, her knuckles white with tension. She knew, just as I did, that this man was no ordinary hospital employee. In a burst of adrenaline, I summoned every ounce of strength and grabbed the man's wrist, forcing him to drop the gun. "Jasmine, run!" I screamed, my voice hoarse but urgent. All that mattered was getting her to safety.
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For a moment, our eyes met, and I saw fear mixed with determination. Instead of fleeing, Jasmine bravely dashed toward the emergency call button. Her quick action enraged the man, whose face twisted in fury. He lunged at her, grasping her neck with both hands. Jasmine's eyes bulged, her face turning red as she struggled to breathe. I watched in horror, helpless to intervene as the man's grip tightened. Time seemed to slow, each second an eternity, as I realized Jasmine might have just sealed her own fate to save mine. “You little bitch!” he uttered, his face filled with fury. “Let her  go, you bastard!” I yelled, The man's rage boiled over, and he cursed Jasmine, his fingers digging deeper into her skin. My weakened voice screamed for him to stop, but it was Jasmine who took action. With a surge of strength, she grabbed a nearby jar and smashed it over his head. The man crumpled to the ground, releasing his grip on her. Just then, the nurse burst in, her eyes wide at the sight before her. "What's going on here?" she exclaimed, rushing to our aid as the hospital's alarm blared to life. The man sprang back to his feet, realizing his mission had failed. With a violent shove, he sent the nurse crashing to the floor. He sprinted out of the room, but the nurse wasn't one to give up easily. She scrambled to her feet and chased after him, determined to stop his escape. The commotion spilled into the hallway, drawing attention from other hospital staff, who joined the pursuit. Meanwhile, Jasmine and I were left shaken, grateful to be alive but shaken by the close call. “Jasmine! Are you hurt?” I asked worriedly and concerned. God, I hope she is okay, I thought to myself. She got up. “I'm alright, you?” Jasmine responded as she got up. I sighed a sigh of relief, knowing I just escaped death. “I live.” I said in a low voice. Jasmine hurried to my side, nestling close as I wrapped my arm protectively around her. Her body trembled, and I could sense her fear, but I held her tight. "It's okay," I whispered, trying to soothe her. We both knew that nothing could erase what we'd just endured, but in that instant, all that mattered was being together, safe, and alive. Our embrace was a silent promise to face whatever came next, as long as we faced it together. And kissed her on the forehead. The nurse re-entered, her expression a blend of concern and frustration. "Are you both alright?" she inquired. I nodded, still clinging to Jasmine. "But did you catch him?" I pressed, anxious for an answer. Her sigh said it all: our attacker had escaped, leaving us with more questions than answers. The nurse's disappointment mirrored our own, a reminder that justice hadn't been served, and danger might still lurk in the shadows. This wasn't happening. The police and my family showed up. Before long, the room swirled with activity. Police officers arrived to question Jasmine, while my frantic mother rushed in, her face etched with worry. She had already been through so much, fearingg for my life after the accident, and now this. Her tears and frantic questions filled the air as she clutched me tightly, grateful I was still alive. The police tried to piece together the events, but the truth remained elusive the assassin was gone, leaving only fear and uncertainty in his wake. “ Where is my baby!” Mom asked, Mom burst into the room, her voice trembling as she called out for me. The officers stepped aside, allowing her to rush to my bedside. Her eyes widened in relief when she saw me, but then they landed on Jasmine, seated beside me. For a moment, there was an awkward silence, as Mom took in this unfamiliar girl who had just saved my life. Vince and Dane followed closely behind, their expressions a mix of worry and curiosity about Jasmine’s presence. Mom enveloped Jasmine in a warm hug, gratitude evident in her voice. Then, turning to me, she inspected me from head to toe, ensuring I was truly unharmed. Her relief quickly turned to indignation as she faced the hospital staff. "How could this have happened?" she demanded, her anger and fear for my safety palpable. The officials shifted uncomfortably, struggling to explain the security breach that allowed a would-be killer into my room. “We are sorry about that Mrs Starnes, we see to it that this man is found.” he said. “I'm really disappointed in this hospital.” Mom burst out. “Mom calm down, let them do their job.” Vince said, and she just just glance at him, like is words were nothing. Mom’s frustration boiled over, her voice rising in discontent. Vince tried to intervene, urging her to let the authorities handle it, but she was inconsolable. Just then, the officer returned with disheartening news: the hospital’s security cameras hadn’t captured anything useful. The lack of progress infuriated Mom, and the rest of us shared her despair. It seemed the more we learned, the more questions we had, and the killer remained a shadowy figure, always one step ahead. “I'm sure you will.” Mom said, not as a compliment. “Don't worry we'll find him, in the meantime an officer will be at the door at until we find this man.” the detective said, Frustration simmered within me, and I yearned to take matters into my own hands. But then, I recalled the gun slipping under the bed during the struggle. I whispered to Dane, who bent down to retrieve it. The weapon felt heavy in his hand, a tangible clue in our pursuit of answers. This could be our only lead, a way to unravel the mystery behind the attack. “I have it, I give it to the cop outside.” Dane said, As Dane handed Vince the gun, their eyes met in a fleeting moment of unspoken communication. There was something in their expressions, It was subtle, but unmistakable a flicker of recognition, perhaps even suspicion. The air seemed to thicken with tension as I wondered what secrets my brothers might be keeping. A month later, the doctors delivered a mixed diagnosis. My memory, once a seamless tapestry, was now fractured, like shards of glass. But there was hope the damage wasn’t irreversible. Gradually, my recollections would resurface, and I’d rebuild my past. Yet, the journey ahead felt daunting. Which memories would return? And what if some were better left forgotten? The anticipation was bittersweet, a blend of longing and trepidation as I embarked on reclaiming my lost self. On my last day, the nurse who had cared for me walked in with a warm smile. We’d formed a bond during my stay, and her kindness had been a comfort. As she approached my bed, tears brimmed in her eyes. 'It’s time for you to go home,' she said softly, her voice trembling. We shared a hug, and she whispered words of encouragement. Her goodbye was bittersweet a reminder of the journey I’d been on, and the people who had helped me through it. “Morning Mr. Starnes.” She said with a grin on her face. “Morning to you too Sarah.” I said. “ But really, I just want to get out here.” I said said with certainty. “Ah, are you really that much in a hurry to leave us.” she said with the grin still on her face. “Well nobody like hospitals.” I said. “Where is Jasmine?” she asked looking around. “ I asked her to go home and rest.” “Well, you are a lucky man, that girl really loves you, ever since you were brought here she hasn't left your side.” she said looking at me, I looked back at her. “Well, see you around Jack.” she said before she walked out the room. Vince came to pickup at the hospital, he drove a Rolls-Royce. “You ready to leave this place, little brother?” Vince said with a smile, and I just glance at him and looked away. I had a lot on my mind and I couldn't wrap my head on the fact that I could be stuck on wheelchair for a few days.
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