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				A forbidden marriage

				Janis and Mykal married on a wing and a prayer, and were blissfully happy. But the cold, hard truth tore them apart—descended from two warring families, how could their love survive? 

				Now they’re further apart than ever but Mykal’s discovered he’s a prince! Janis yearns to tell him that she’s carrying his baby. In the fairy tale, Cinderella gets her man, but in the real world can a girl from the roughest end of town become a princess? Janis knows she owes it to her unborn baby to try....

			

		

	
		
			
				The Lost Princes of Ambria

				Royal fathers in search of brides!

				Come to the breathtaking land of Ambria and get swept up in Raye Morgan’s captivating world of feel-good fantasy as you fall in love with three royal daddies who juggle duty, fatherhood—and finding their perfect wives!

				SECRET PRINCE, INSTANT DADDY!
November 2010

				SINGLE FATHER, SURPRISE PRINCE!
December 2010

				CROWN PRINCE, PREGNANT BRIDE!
January 2011

				THE RELUCTANT PRINCESS
January 2012

				PREGNANT WITH THE PRINCE’S CHILD
March 2012

			

		

	
		
			
				Dear Reader,

				As the song says, memories light the corners of our minds. Memory builds the structure of our lives, brick by brick, each representing happiness or regret or sadness or pride. It fills our thoughts with a rich background we wouldn’t have without memory. But what if you lost yours? 

				Mykal Marten has lost his. He can’t remember anything about Janis Davos, the woman he fell in love with two years before. That leaves Janis with a very big problem. How can you make up with a man who doesn’t remember the terrible fight that tore you apart? How can you heal the wounds if one person doesn’t know he’s bleeding? 

				Her first impulse is to leave him behind and close off her memories. But one thing after another stops her, and soon she is trapped in a one-sided relationship. She loves him; he doesn’t know who she is. 

				And that sets up an interesting experiment. Will he fall in love with her again? Was it just an accident of time and place, or is there something fundamental and important pulling them together? Are they made for each other? Is their love inevitable? Or will it crumble into ashes without those shared memories?

				All this must play out against the excitement of Mykal being recognized as one of the Lost Princes of Ambria. But that only makes things worse for Janis. With her family’s criminal past, she knows she can never fit in at the castle. She decides to fade out of his life before he finds out she belongs there—and before he knows about the baby. 

				Hope you enjoy reading about Mykal and Janis. 

				All the best

				Raye Morgan
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				Raye Morgan has been a nursery-school teacher, a travel agent, a clerk and a business editor, but her best job ever has been writing romances—and fostering romance in her own family at the same time. Current score: two boys married, two more to go. Raye has published more than seventy romances, and claims to have many more waiting in the wings. She lives in Southern California, with her husband and whichever son happens to be staying at home at the moment. 
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				CHAPTER ONE

				“LOOK.”

				 Mykal Marten held out his cupped hands and opened them slowly. Perched on his palm was the most stunning butterfly Janis Davos had ever seen. Its lacy wings sparkled pink and silver as they pulsed in the sunlight.

				 “Be careful,” she cried without thinking. “Don’t hurt it.”

				 He gave her a quizzical look, as though wondering why her first thought might be that one. “I would never hurt it,” he said, his voice low and rough with emotion. “I just wanted you to see it. It’s so beautiful, so precious… .” His voice went so soft she could barely hear his words. “It reminds me of you.”

				 She turned to look up into his crystal blue eyes, her heart in her throat.

				 “Oh, Mykal,” she whispered, tears threatening. She looked more deeply into his eyes, hoping for truth. Did he really mean it? About her? There had been so many lies in her life, she was almost afraid to believe. And then she laughed with happiness.

				 Her laugh must have startled the butterfly, because it took off, circling above them, rising higher and higher in the offshore breeze, until it was just a sparkle against the blue sky.

				 They watched until it disappeared, and then she tucked herself into the crook of his arm and sighed.

				 “Here’s the truth, Mykal. That butterfly was my heart. You set it free.” She looked up, searching his eyes, hoping to see that he felt like she did, almost afraid that he wouldn’t. “I never knew life could be like this,” she said simply.

				 He pulled her in closer, wrapping her in his strong arms and smiling down into her face. “Neither did I,” he said softly. “I never knew what love was until there was you.”

				 He kissed her lips slowly, touching her tongue with his, savoring every nuance of her taste. “Promise me we’ll never let it slip through our fingers, like other people do,” he murmured. “Promise me we’ll always remember this day and how we felt.”

				 “I promise,” she said, reaching up to get more of his kisses. “And what’s more, I promise it will only get better.”

				

Only get better. Only get better.

				 Her own words echoed mockingly in her head no matter how hard she tried to blot them out. That was then. This was now. How did you celebrate the death of a romance?

				 You didn’t. You just tried to survive it.

				 And now, here she was in front of Mykal’s family home, ready to sign, seal and deliver an official end to all they had meant to each other only months ago. She shifted the satchel she was carrying and wrapped her fingers around the beautifully twisted bars of the wrought-iron fence that topped the limestone wall that held back those who didn’t belong inside.

				 Of course that meant her. Especially her.

				 Blame it on the war. Everybody else did. She’d used that excuse herself when she’d married Mykal, a man she’d known at the time for less than two months. Their marriage had been passionate, intense, and only lasted for a few weeks before their separation. All in all, it hadn’t quite been half a year since they’d first met, though it seemed a lifetime. Blame it on the war. A whole generation of young Ambrians had given in to impulses they never would have thought of before the war drums had begun to beat a rhythm to their lives.

				 She and Mykal had both volunteered for military intelligence work, both taken some very tough training, and when they met later on as the war was ending, they’d seemed to be so well matched, she found it hard to believe that the man she’d married could have possibly grown up in this…well, it was a mansion, wasn’t it? There was no way to put a more modest face on it. Rich people lived here. Very rich people.

				 She and Mykal had never talked much about their backgrounds. She hadn’t realized he was hiding his just as surely as she had been hiding hers. She’d been pretty sure he didn’t secretly have a family in organized crime like she did. But then, she didn’t talk to anyone but her brother Rolo about that.

				 And here she was, standing outside of the address where she’d been told he now lived, trying to get up the nerve to go to the door and ask to see him. She didn’t belong here. Her heart was beating a wild salsa in her soul and her knees felt like water. She was scared stiff.

				 But what she was most afraid of was her own traitorous heart. Would she let him walk all over her emotions again? Would she be able to keep the cold, sharp edge of her bitterness alive once she looked into his mesmerizing blue eyes?

				 She had to. She wasn’t just building a life for one any longer. She couldn’t afford to follow her heart. Two months in a prison camp had taught her to stop dreaming and start facing reality. That tended to happen when the man you thought was the love of your life turned you over to the secret police.

				 She looked at the brass bell meant for visitors to announce their business. What was she going to say to the butler? She had to get in to see Mykal one last time.

				 Mykal. It still took her breath away to think of him, and she had to control that. He didn’t love her anymore. That much was perfectly clear. But she needed his signature on a couple of official documents. And then they could cut the last ties between them and walk away and never look back.

				 Her hands were trembling. Could she hold it together long enough to get all that done? She had to.

				 The street was empty. Clumps of grey snow lingered in the shadows. It was almost twilight. It had been a long, hard journey to get here and she’d hurried to make it before dark.

				 “So, what now?” she murmured to herself. “Shall I ring? And if they say, ‘No visitors’, then what? Do I make a scene? What do I do?”

				 Suddenly, a medical van turned onto the street, siren blaring. Janis jumped back, stepping behind a bush. She knew it was coming right for this house. Somehow, she knew. And as it turned in, the iron gates began to open.

				 Despite everything, she was still quick and resourceful. She didn’t know if the van was bringing someone in or taking someone away, but she did know this might be her only chance to get onto the property without anyone challenging her. Trying to stay inconspicuous, she held the satchel with her papers close and slipped in through the gates alongside the van, staying well away from where the big side mirrors could pick her up. She was still wearing the dark blue jumpsuit they’d made her wear in the prison camp and now she was glad for it. Anyone looking out and seeing her would assume she was in uniform and working with the medical van. This way she would have a chance of finding Mykal before someone kicked her out.

				 The van turned and pulled slowly into place, backing toward the wide stairway. A serving person had opened the double doors to the house and was on his way down the stairs toward the van. She went the opposite direction and seemed to escape notice, as all attention was on the van as the door opened and a paramedic jumped out, shouting orders forward to the driver.

				 She was almost in when a voice stopped her.

				 “Hey.”

				 She gasped and looked up. A medic was looking down out of the ambulance at her.

				 “Hey, miss,” he said. “Can you make sure they’re ready for him inside?”

				 “Oh.” She almost laughed with relief. “Sure. No problem.”

				 “Thanks.”

				 That answered that question. This was a delivery, not a pickup. There had to be a lot of people living in a house this big.

				 A few more steps and she was inside, giving only a quick glance at the beautifully appointed foyer and the sweeping stairway to the second floor. She had to figure out how to find Mykal and in a house this size, that wasn’t going to be easy.

				 “Yes? Can I help you?”

				 “Oh!”

				 She whirled and faced an imposing-looking gentleman in formal wear. She was caught. She had to think fast. She wasn’t sure just exactly what was going on, so it was difficult to make adjustments. She needed a story that would fit in. Luckily, her military intelligence training had been thorough and it kicked in now.

				 “I came in with the medevac van,” she said, careful not to do any actual lying. She glanced out at where the van had backed up to the front stairway. The double doors were open and someone was being unloaded on a gurney. She looked again, gaze sharpening. There was a man…and he looked familiar.

				 Her heart stopped and she reeled.

				 The man on the gurney was Mykal.

				Mykal! her mind screamed, and for a split second, everything went black. Mykal was hurt. All the love, all the feeling came pouring back. The anger, the pain, the betrayal—all that disappeared in a puff of smoke. Mykal was hurt. Everything in her demanded she go to him.

				 But she couldn’t. She saw his head move. He even nodded in answer to something one of the paramedics said to him. Relief filled her heart. At least he wasn’t unconscious.

				 But what was he? Wounded? Ill? She couldn’t tell. But she knew what her plan had to be. It came to her very clearly in a lightning-quick flash. To people in the house, she had to appear to be with the medevac team. To the medevac team, she had to appear to belong at the house. Mykal was hurt and she knew she had to pretend she didn’t know him for now. Until she had a chance to see him alone, she couldn’t let anyone know who she was or why she was here. For all she knew, there might be standing orders to keep her away.

				 It would be more than tricky, because she needed to stay out of Mykal’s line of sight at the same time. If he looked up and saw her…

				 All of that thought process transpired in a fraction of a second. As she knew from her training, acting like you belong there and you know what you’re doing is half the battle. She turned back to the butler and managed to put on a professional smile.

				 “If you could direct me to the room he’ll be using, I’d like to check it out and make sure the accommodations will suit his needs.”

				 The man hesitated a moment and she thought she could detect just a hint of suspicion in his eyes. But he didn’t say anything. Instead, he stood back and gave her a gracious bow of welcome, then turned and led her past the sweeping curve of the huge staircase to a room at the back of the house.

				 “We decided to prepare the extra bedroom here on the first floor rather than his usual suite so that the stairs could be avoided for now,” he told her, and she nodded her approval of that decision after a quick look inside. But his words also made her wonder—was he in a wheelchair? Was he paralyzed? Each thought made her quiver inside.

				 “It looks fine,” she said, noting there was a bathroom attached. All in all, it was larger and nicer than any apartment she’d ever had in her life and it was just a spare room. “I’m sure we will be able to make him comfortable here.”

				 There was a shout from one of the technicians escorting Mykal in and she noted it with a gesture. “Please don’t feel you have to stay with me,” she said. “I think the medical team might need some guidance right now.”

				 “Of course.” He gave her a quizzical look, but he did as she suggested, and she sighed, sinking like a sack of rocks onto the bed, her head in her hands. This was outrageous, as complex as any undercover assignment she’d ever had. She should be laughing—at herself for doing this, at anyone who took her seriously.

				 Mykal was hurt in some way but she couldn’t think about that. All she needed right now was a measure of time to talk to him before someone ordered her off the premises. And she knew very well that someone might end up being Mykal himself.

				 She closed her eyes for a moment, trying to center herself. This had seemed so simple. Her anger at Mykal had been simmering for a long time and she had planned to find him, glare right into his face and let him have it. She’d been all primed and ready, so filled with pain and resentment that she’d been sure she could pull it off. But she hadn’t counted on him being hurt.

				 Mykal didn’t get hurt. She’d shared enough espionage adventures with him to know that. He was like a golden child, unique and untouchable. Magic happened when he went undercover. Safes opened to reveal their bounty at his touch. Women swooned and gave away their deepest secrets. He smiled and doors opened. But he didn’t get caught and he didn’t get hurt. Others did, but not Mykal. Those were the rules. It left her shaken to know someone had breached them.

				 She heard the paramedics coming down the hall and she stood back as they brought him into the room, skimming the shadows, trying to stay out of his line of vision as long as she could. Luckily, the butler didn’t come in with them so she only had to play one part of this multiple-sided game. So far, the paramedics were focused on their job and hadn’t seemed to notice her beyond an original nod as they entered.

				 She didn’t let herself really look at Mykal. She was afraid of what she might see and of the emotional response she might have. All of that had to be saved for later…if there was a later.

				 And then he spoke to her.

				 “Hey. Could you get me some water?”

				 The voice was rough, strained. He was obviously in a lot of pain. She looked up, meeting his eyes for just a second before they closed.

				 “Sure,” she said, her heart thudding against the walls of her chest so hard she was sure everyone could hear it. “I’ll get some right away.”

				 He hadn’t realized who she was. But she couldn’t keep herself from staring at that face she’d loved so deeply. Despite the obvious ravages of his injuries, he was still as gorgeous as ever. She had to rip her gaze away, afraid she would be hypnotized by his beauty if she didn’t take care.

				 She drew in a sharp breath, set her satchel down in a corner and slipped out of the room before he looked again, feeling very, very lucky. He wasn’t totally himself and she hated to see him in this condition. But at least he hadn’t realized who she was. She could breathe easy for a few more minutes.

				 Actually, being sent on this errand was a good thing. She needed to reinforce the impression she belonged here. She walked toward where she assumed the kitchen and butler pantry must be. Sure enough, the man himself was taking a sip from a suspicious-looking bottle as she came through the door. He put it away hurriedly and cleared his throat, trying to put the best face on it.

				 She smiled. More good luck like this definitely made her feel more secure and she waved away his apologetic look.

				 “We’re getting him settled,” she told him, attempting an air of professional courtesy. “But we’d like to have a tray with a pitcher of water and a glass available for him at bedside. We’ve got something in the truck I can use, but I thought something he was familiar with using here at home would feel more comfortable for him.”

				 “Of course, miss.” He began to set one up for her right away. “My name is Griswold, by the way. I’m in service until nine tonight. After that, it’s just the night watchman, but you can dial the nine on the phone and you’ll get him.” He handed her the tray. “Here you are. Would you like me to…?”

				 “No, I’ll take it myself. Thank you so much.”

				 She started off but he called to her.

				 “Miss…”

				 She turned back, her heart in her throat. Had he noticed something?

				 “Yes?”

				 He frowned at her for a moment and she held her breath. Then he shrugged and asked, “What kind of food shall I tell cook he will be needing?”

				 She bit her lower lip, trying to look thoughtful but panicking just a little bit. How the heck did she know? She didn’t even know exactly what was wrong with him.

				 “I’ll have to look at my instructions,” she said quickly, “and get back to you on that. But I would assume it would be the usual light, bland sort of things.”

				 Ouch, that sounded lame, didn’t it?

				 “To start, I would prepare some chicken soup if I were you,” she added quickly.

				You could never go wrong with chicken soup. At least, she hoped not.

				 “Ah, yes. Thank you, miss.”

				 “Of course.” She nodded and left the room.

				 Once she was far enough from the kitchen, she paused and leaned against the wall, closing her eyes and catching her breath. What the heck was she doing, anyway? This had started out as a ploy to get close to Mykal without gatekeepers barring her way. But it was fast becoming something much more serious.

				 Funny. She’d spent the last few weeks in the prison camp going over everything she was going to say to him when she got out, again and again. It was how she’d kept herself sane. But now, the words were fading. Things weren’t quite what she’d thought they would be.

				 Her emotions had run the gamut while she was imprisoned. She’d gone through sorrow, raging anger and finally, a deep, painful bitterness when she realized he really wasn’t going to come and save her. No one was. She was lucky the camp had been liberated by the royal forces a few days before, or she would have been there still.

				 And Mykal—had he been here all that time, living like royalty, while she endured the horrors of the camp? Anger began to bubble up inside her again and she had to tamp it back. Anger got in the way of clear thinking and she would need her wits about her.

				 She was about to go back into his room. If he were dozing, she would have a chance of staying until the paramedics left. She wished she knew what had laid him low like this. An illness? A wound of some sort? She ached to know so that she could do something to help him.

				 But if he were wide awake, he would take one look, stare for a second, hardly believing she would have the nerve to show up here, and then probably order her out of his house and out of his life, just as he had the last time they’d been together.

				 She took a deep breath and steadied herself. In a moment, she would be alone with Mykal. That was what she’d come for, but when she came right down to it, that was really the scariest part of this.

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER TWO

				“READY, set, go,” Janis muttered to herself, her own private little pep talk.

				 She was about to face Mykal and make demands. She would be cool, calm and collected. She would remember her talking points. And she would be tough.

				 She’d never been very good at holding him to account. Their life together had been full of excitement, danger and fun. Neither one of them had ever insisted on guidelines. Neither of them had ever set out principles. Maybe that was what had doomed them from the start. When problems rose up between them, they had nothing to fall back on.

				 She hesitated outside the bedroom door, listening. They seemed to be finishing up, and in another moment, they were filing out the door.

				 The one with the curly red hair saw her first. “Oh, good. You’ve brought him water. I was going to go find some, but that will be better.”

				 “We’ve settled him in,” the dark-haired paramedic added, nodding as though he thought she was in charge here and he was making his report. “Have you been updated on his condition?”

				 She shook her head, maintaining a professional reserve. “No, I haven’t. I’m hoping you can fill me in.”

				 “Sure. Well, here’s the deal. You probably know he was badly wounded when his motorcycle hit an IED a few weeks ago.”

				 She didn’t know. Emotions choked her throat, hitting her hard. She managed to hide it pretty well, but inside, she felt the trauma. The horror of picturing him in a motorcycle accident was almost too much to bear. But she couldn’t show it. If she could control the trembling, she would be all right.

				 “He ended up with some broken bones, damage to a few internal organs, including possible brain damage, and shrapnel in his back. Most of the shrapnel was removed, but a few slivers are very close to his spinal cord. They haven’t decided yet if they can risk going for them.”

				 “Oh.” Reaching out, she used the chair rail to keep herself upright, but he didn’t seem to notice.

				 “We’ve got him braced pretty tightly. He won’t like it when he fully wakes up. But you’ve got to keep him in it.”

				 “Can he…” Her voice was choked and she had to clear her throat. “Can he walk? Is there paralysis?”

				 The paramedic hesitated. “So far, so good. But he has to be kept quiet. No physical activity. No major emotional upheaval.” He shrugged. “I’m sure you know the drill.”

				 “Do I?”

				 A wave of panic crashed over her. She couldn’t help it. This was making her very nervous. She wasn’t qualified for this. These people had the idea that she would take care of him. She wouldn’t. She couldn’t. What if she did something that injured him?

				 “I…I’m not experienced with spinal injuries,” she stammered out. “Maybe you should call in someone who…”

				 He shook his head. “No need for that. Just keep him down as long as possible, that’s my advice. That’s why we’ve given him something to make him sleep. I left a couple of bottles of the medications prescribed for him and some other supplies on the shelf in the bathroom. The doctor will be coming in to see him tomorrow, about ten, so be ready for that.”

				 “About ten,” she repeated robotically, still stunned by what she was hearing.

				 “I left a list of the numbers to call if he needs anything.
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