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        * * *

      

      
        
        Evie's lost her memory and with it, the pain of her past. She's not sure she wants to remember. Dominick, who loves her deeply, wants nothing more than to fix what's broken between them.

      

        

      
        Their biggest hurdle? The grief of losing their child, a loss so deep it's sent them on different paths. Now, as new beginnings emerge and a long-hidden secret comes to light, they face a choice.

      

        

      
        Will the truth and their deep affection for each other result in a second chance at love… or will Evie and Dominick decide to move on, leaving their shared past behind for good?

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Dear Reader,

      

        

      
        In 2014, I published Refuge and then the follow-up Revive two years later. Refuge was the first novella I wrote and published. I’ve been meaning to give this story a facelift for a couple years now. I believe the story will be better enjoyed as one novel instead of split into two, plus I love the new cover. It is gorgeous and more fitting to the great love story between Evie & Dominick!

      

        

      
        I’ve loved this story since the moment I wrote it and although I’ve edited it and changed some of the wording (since my writing skills have improved over time), the story hasn’t changed nor was anything added because after reading it through, this love story is perfect as-is.

      

        

      
        Happy reading!

        <3 Violet

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      I stabbed him!

      Oh god, I stabbed him.

      I stumble toward the car, the one that brought us both up here.

      Oh god.

      I look over my shoulder, but he isn’t chasing me.

      I didn’t kill him, did I?

      I didn’t even check. I just ran.

      I hope he isn’t dead.

      I press the unlock key, the beeping of the car hurting my already sensitive ears, and wince. I open the door and slide behind the wheel.

      He never lets me drive the car.

      He’ll be upset when he catches me.

      I know it’s when and not if.

      But maybe… maybe if I drive fast enough, I can get somewhere to ditch the car?

      I didn’t want to kill him.

      I just wanted out.

      Out. Out. Out.

      Turning the key, it starts easily. After putting it in drive, I hit the gas and the car jerks.

      Okay, it’s been a while.

      I let out the sigh of relief I’ve been holding as the cabin disappears in my rearview mirror.

      And then a scream.

      The last thing I feel is fear as the car goes airborne.

      But it’s not fear that I’ll die.

      It’s despair of what will happen if I don’t.
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      “Tell me about these dreams.”

      I’ve already told him about them many times.

      The doctor scribbles on his page behind me.

      Is it weird I don’t know what my doctor looks like?

      He claims it’s because he’s such a good-looking man, he has to keep what he looks like a secret. Otherwise, the patients — male and female, he’s informed me — fall in love with him. Already had that happen once or twice, y’know? He’d said that.

      And when he told me that, of course I laughed, but gossip around the psych ward is he’s telling the truth.

      I suppose I can believe it.

      He’s got one of those voices that oozes charm, and patience, and kindness, and sexiness.

      I bet he’s real hot, but I can’t verify it because like I said, he won’t let me see him at all.

      That’s okay, though since I see him in my dreams. I wish I had knowledge of his looks, but I guess that’s the good thing about not. I can make him up to how I see him, and ensure his voice say all the dirty things I wish it would say… and well, guess it’s all I’ll get and I should be happy with it.

      “Zee?”

      I wince.

      That’s not my name.

      Would you believe I don’t know my name?

      Apparently, a car accident three months ago took my memory. All of it.

      I don’t know my name, my age, or where I came from.

      They said the car they found me in was registered to a fake name.

      A fake person. How the fuck is that even possible?

      They asked me a bunch of questions, even where I’d been driving to or from, and nothing.

      A big, fat, fucking nothing.

      So he calls me Zee, because… well, because I didn’t like any other letter of the alphabet.

      I dunno why. Z seemed rather fitting for someone who doesn’t know their name or anything else.

      It’s the end of the alphabet and often forgotten.

      Like I’m forgotten since it doesn’t seem as if anyone is looking for me.

      That’s okay, though.

      I get to stay here in a room that’s always quiet at night, with three meals a day, therapy, some music, and where I’ve come to feel as if I belong.

      Okay, okay, perhaps I’m crazy.

      Hey, I am in a psych ward and if you can’t beat them, join them. Right?

      Wait, where did I hear that before?

      “Zee? Focus.”

      “Oh.” I blush as his hand touches my shoulder. “Sorry.”

      His hand is the only body part I’ve seen of him.

      God, he’s got nice hands.

      I dream about them touching me. All over.

      All fucking over.

      This isn’t right!

      “S-sex dreams.” The words come out as a stutter. Why do I stutter when I say sex? It’s like I’m afraid.

      Afraid of what?

      I don’t know.

      “I don’t know! I don’t fucking know!”

      “Zee. Breathe.” His hand is steady on my shoulders. “Deep breath in.” A pause. “Good. Now out.”

      Yes, in and out.

      That’s exactly what I want him to do to me.

      I laugh, and he sighs, sitting back and therefore removing his touch. “Zee. Why do you think you keep having these dreams?”

      “I think it’s your voice. It’s comforting. Safe.”

      “It’s not appropriate to have those sorts of dreams about me.”

      “Nothing is actually appropriate in a psych ward, is it?”

      “Zee.”

      “You enjoy saying my name, don’t you? That’s okay. I say your name a lot in my dreams.”

      He says nothing. Doesn’t even sigh.

      Is this guy made of stone?

      I mean, I know I’m a psych patient, but there’s no chance he doesn’t find me attractive.

      I’m the prettiest patient here, and I’m not just saying that.

      I win the beauty pageants the other patients throw every single time.

      Okay, I suppose that’s weird.

      “Do you think I’ll be this way this forever, Doc?”

      “No.”

      “Why not?”

      “You are afraid of something. I believe when we figure out what you’re afraid of, everything else will fall into place.” He writes something down again and then asks, “Whose blood was on you, Zee? It wasn’t yours, and you didn’t have a scratch on you other than from your head hitting the steering wheel.”

      “How did that even happen? They said I flipped that car.”

      This is like the ten-thousandth time we’ve discussed this, but I still don’t get it.

      Lucky, I’m so lucky.

      That’s what they tell me.

      Whatever.

      If I’m so lucky, why am I in a psych ward?

      Yah. They can never answer that particular question.

      “Whose was it?”

      He always ignores my question, and repeats his own, as if the answer will suddenly change.

      “I dunno, Doc. It’s all a blank.”

      “Perhaps the car was really yours?”

      “No.” I don’t know why I’m so adamant, but that car wasn’t mine. “No, it wasn’t mine. I know — know — that much. I was escaping.”

      “From who? From where?”

      I bring my hands up to my ears and cover them, the words getting louder and louder as my ears ring, and I scream.

      Soon, I’m back in my room, all alone.

      And I still don’t know what the doctor looks like.
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      I stretch as the heated sand cradles my feet, slipping in between my toes as I wiggle them, and toss him a glance.

      Shading his eyes with his hand, he grins up at me from his seat on the blanket, the warmth and richness of his voice rolling over me. “You like the view?”

      “Like it?” I sit on the blanket beside him and hug him with a squeal of delight. “I love it! I could stay here forever.”

      He chuckles, sliding his hands around my midsection and resting his hands on my back, tugging me close as he captures my lips with his.

      Mm. His mouth is divine and always has been. From the moment we met, I knew we would kiss, and it would be perfection.

      And it had been. Still is.

      He gives the kind of kisses that make me feel even when I don’t want to.

      Truth is, he’s the only person who has ever made me feel anything, and sometimes, that’s terrifying. He has such power over me, and the moment he figures it out…

      “You’re distracted.” He pulls his lips away, his words dragging me from my thoughts to once again gazing into his eyes. “What’re you thinking about?”

      “Your kissing skills. They’re amazing.”

      He throws his head back and laughs, and I can’t help admiring him.

      He’s six foot, with chocolate brown hair, and eyes so dark they look black. The golden quality to his skin makes me jealous, because he never burns, merely gets this lovely tan so many women would be envious of.  He’s muscular, but not in a crazy sort of way, and even though he carries himself in an indolent manner, he’s anything but lazy.

      And he’s all mine and has been for over a year.

      Distracted as he is, I tackle him to the ground on this empty beach with its warm sand and hot sunlight, and nip the lobe of his ear.

      “Always playful,” he murmurs, crushing our mouths together for a second, stealing my breath as he rolls over on top of me and laughs. “You know I’m always up for getting naked on the beach.”

      One hand skims my bare leg, the other slips around my neck to untie the straps keeping my bikini top on, and once loosened, he pulls them down to bare my breasts. Cupping one in his hand, he smiles at me, his eyes shining as he asks, “When are you going to tell me?”

      I arch into his hand, aching for his touch, and my eyelids flutter shut. “Tell you what?”

      “You’re pregnant?”

      “N-no, I’m not.” I try to scuttle away, but his body traps mine, and he frowns at my denial. “Why would you say that?”

      “Why do you look so frightened?” He takes his hand off my breast and tucks a piece of stray hair behind my ear, the grin on his face widening. “I’ve been enjoying you and your gorgeous breasts for more than a year now. I think I’d notice they’ve gotten bigger.”

      I look down at my chest with confusion.

      Have they gotten bigger? I hadn’t thought anything of it.

      “You look… happy.”

      Why do I sound confused at his happiness? Maybe it’s because I should’ve noticed first.

      When was my last period, anyway?

      “Why wouldn’t I be happy?” He cuts into my thoughts with a peck on the lips. “I love you. A baby with you would make me even happier.”

      “I… I didn’t know.” My voice is urgent, as if I’m trying to convince him I’m not lying, but it’s not as if he’s accusing me of lying.

      What the hell is wrong with me?

      “Hey, sweetheart, calm down. I guess you just weren’t paying attention.” He chuckles, covering my lips with his hungry ones, and sweeps all thoughts from my mind as he makes love to me.

      I’m so lucky.
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      Sleeping.

      It’s bedtime, and asleep in my bed is where I should be, but I’m tiptoeing to my Doc’s office instead.

      The door is cracked as I approach, and I hide because there’s another person in there with him.

      A female.

      My instinct is to hiss, yet I don’t. Why would I, though? It’s not like I own him, but she’s probably looking at him and I don’t even get to look at him.

      “No luck?” The woman says and Doc, the man with the hot voice and even hotter hands, growls with frustration and makes her laugh. “I’m sorry. I know it’s rough.”

      “She’s totally gone. There is nothing left.”

      She? Who is she?

      “She isn’t getting any better?”

      “No.” I hear a glass tap, almost as if he’s setting it down on a table, and then a chair creak, which tells me he’s sitting at his desk. “She doesn’t know anything, remember anything. It’s like… it’s like she’s locked it all up inside.”

      “She doesn’t even know you’re her husband?”

      What? He has a wife?

      Sharp pinpricks in my chest have me holding my hand up to my chest, and one fist up to my mouth to stifle my increased breathing.

      “Hardly. She won’t even look at me. She just lays there.”

      Sounds like a frigid bitch. Okay, okay, that might be disingenuous. After all, sounds like his wife has completely gone nuts. Poor guy.

      “What will you do?”

      “Simple. Perhaps I should take her home. Try going for shock value.” He laughs, but it’s humorless. Poor him. He sounds pitifully sad. “Might work, may have me bringing her back here to lock up for good.”

      Oh. His wife is here.

      I immediately go through all the other patients his wife could be and come up with a few I shall question. I’ll find his wife and tell her he’s going to lock her up for good if she doesn’t cooperate. After all, she gets to see his face, and I don’t. And I’ll tell her if she doesn’t want him, I’ll take him.

      Heaven knows I’ve dreamt enough about him and me naked lately.

      Mmm.

      I turn around and head back to bed as they start talking about boring stuff.

      I’ll get to see the Doc tomorrow. I see him every day, much to the dismay of the other patients, but that’s not my problem.

      I obviously need more help than they do.

      Especially since I have two therapists.
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      Someone’s sitting in a chair in my room.

      It’s dark, but I woke up and there they are, just sitting there.

      Then, the delicious smell of his cologne reaches me, and I smile.

      “Doc. You’re not supposed to be in my room.”

      “I’m not Doc. Why do you call me that?”

      I know we can barely see each other, but I tilt my head anyway, confused. “Yes, you are. Your voice… you’re the voice of my doctor.” I giggle, and he shifts in his chair, continuing to stare at me, not commenting.

      I know he’s staring at me, because I can feel it. I’m hyperaware, and it feels like his gaze burns me.

      His eyes burn me, and his voice sets me on fire, and I wiggle under the blankets as my body revs to life. I imagine him touching me, and I want him to give in, so I try my best.

      “You should come join me in bed. It’s comfy and I’m all alone.”

      “I won’t fall for that again.”

      My lower lip sticks out in a pout, and I pat the bed beside me. “Fall for what? I want you in bed with me. You can touch me with those hands of yours. I love your hands.”

      “I wish that were true.”

      I don’t understand.

      “I know,” he says, and I’m sure he’s reading my thoughts until I realize no, I said that out loud and he responded. “I know all too well.”

      And he gets up out of his chair, and comes over to the bed, and I still can’t see his face.

      But he leans over and kisses me on the forehead, and tears slide down my cheeks.

      “I’m sorry,” he says as he leaves the room, shutting the door behind him softly, and I cry harder.

      Why is he sorry?

      Why do I care?

      What is wrong with me?

      I wish I knew.
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      “Z is for Zander. Yes, Z fits you to a tee. Ten fingers, ten toes, Zander is precious and my little sweet pea!”

      “If you’re not careful, he’ll grow up singing made up jingles,” he says, coming up behind me and kissing my shoulder, as he smiles down at the baby before walking away.

      I pick up Zander, who coos and grabs strands of my hair, shoving it in his mouth as he chants, “mama” over and over. I glance down at him, and his chubby eight month face stares back at me, adoration for me and my tasty red hair clear on his face. He smiles at me, chanting “mama mama” louder. When I laugh, he giggles and starts flailing, pulling my hair along with it.

      “Ow! Zander, you’re hurting mommy!”

      I bring him closer to my body, holding him with one arm and hand, while prying my hair free from his fist with the other.

      Of course, he wails, and then he’s taken from my arms so his father can distract him by holding him up in the air.

      “Don’t you cry. You can’t pull on your mom’s hair; no you can’t!” He snuggles Zander close then, and nuzzles his nose, before looking at me and winking. “I’ll lie him down for his nap. Why don’t you rest a bit, hmm?”

      “You always know what to do,” I say with a weak smile, feeling tired suddenly. “He doesn’t like me.”

      “Sure he does, sweetheart.” Giving me a sweet kiss on the lips, Zander chants “ma ma” repeatedly, and his father raises his brows as he pulls his mouth away. “See? He doesn’t say, ‘dada’ at all, so he obviously likes you best.”

      Then, with another wink and a dazzling smile, he’s leaving the room to put Zander in his crib.

      I grab the monitor, going over to the couch and stretching out on it, the last thing I hear before falling asleep the sound of my son babbling, and his father laughing.
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      “What’s your name?”

      “I don’t know.”

      My second therapist — the one who lets me look at him — frowns at me. His hair is all grey, and he looks so tired. I only see him twice a week, and I much prefer my other therapist who puts his hand on my shoulder, trying to comfort me, and sees me every day with his smiling voice.

      This guy merely seems annoyed with me, as if he wishes I’d hurry and remember who I am.

      “What would you do if someone came here looking for you, telling you who you are, and taking you home?”

      I move my gaze to stare out the window, unable to handle the look on his face; the one which is full of pity mingled with intense interest in my answer.

      “I don’t know. I like it here.”

      “Why? This isn’t living. You are merely existing here. You can’t stay here forever.”

      “I can’t?”

      “No. You don’t belong here. You aren’t mentally ill.”

      “How am I not? I can’t remember anything.”

      “That’s amnesia, Zee, and it’s from your head trauma.”

      I shake my head, holding my hands up to my ears to block out his words, screaming, “No! No, it’s not!”

      “You’re afraid of reality.” His words are deliberately soft, so I have to listen. “There is no swelling on your brain, no permanent damage. You were escaping, you say, so you’re afraid of something. What’s locking you up, hmm? Why don’t you want to go home?”

      “Stop! Stop!”

      Suddenly, I’m lying down and there he is. His hand is on my shoulder, and his lovely voice fills my ears with its joy. But I also hear his sadness; I feel it.

      “This isn’t working anymore.” His hand squeezes my shoulder. “You don’t seem to be improving here.”

      “You make things better. I don’t like that other doctor. He’s… he’s mean.”

      When he chuckles behind me, I feel an immense happiness at making him do something rather than sigh at me in frustration, and I put my hand over his hand.

      I feel him jump as if the contact is unexpected.

      I guess I haven’t touched him before.

      Weird, since I feel like I’ve touched him a thousand times.

      Then again, I think that’s mostly in my dreams where we’re touching each other inappropriately.
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