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    CHAPTER NINE


    “You know it’s been almost two weeks, and we never finished our conversation.” Steven sat in the chair next to Emily’s bed. “Are you upset with me?”


    “What gave you that impression? I haven’t pushed you away or told you not to visit me.” She sat up straighter. Her gown choked her, so she pulled it away from her neck.


    “I realize that.” He leaned forward. “But things have been awkward between us, and I don’t know where I stand.”


    “I don’t know what you want me to say.”


    She knew he was right. Her physical health was getting better. She’d been well enough to be moved to the observation floor. But her mind and her heart weren’t any better, and she’d been having mood swings. She still couldn’t remember everything. Her chest felt like fire because her heart still loved him but her head didn’t know if she could trust him.


    “Sweetheart, you’re going to be released soon, and I need to know if you plan on coming home with me.”


    Emily grabbed a few of the cards from her students off the nearby table and started thumbing through them. She wasn’t sure where she would live, and she didn’t want to think about it right now.


    “You can’t deny that I’ve been a gentleman.” He brushed his hand through his hair. “When Robert comes to visit, I leave the room and let you two spend time together. Do you know how much that hurts me? Yet, I continue to do it because I want you to see how sorry I am.”


    “I know you’ve been trying, Steven, and I appreciate it. But everything is so confusing right now. I don’t know what to think or how to feel. You’ve slacked off work and let colleagues take over your cases. You’re here all the time being so loving and doing and saying all the right things. But—”


    “But,” Steven said, cutting her off. “You still don’t know if you can come home with me and give me another chance. You’d rather be with a man you can’t even remember.”


    “Don’t put words in my mouth. I didn’t say I wanted to be with Robert. All I want, right now, is to get back on my feet, so I can get out of here and regain my life.”


    “And what life is that? You can’t go back to teaching,” he said, sitting down on the bed. “At least, not right now.”


    “Are you happy about that?” she snapped.


    “Why would I be?” He stroked her cheek. “I realize now how much your career means to you, and I would never try and keep you from it.”


    Her eyebrow rose.


    “Why are you looking at me like that?”


    “I don’t know. I guess I’m surprised to hear you say that—especially since you never wanted me to teach in the first place.”


    “We already discussed my reasons.” His nostrils flared. “I felt like I was losing you to your career. But now, I see that because a woman wants to work, it doesn’t take away from the marriage. Sometimes, it enriches it.”


    “That’s right. It makes her feel respected and worthy.” She blinked. Sunlight barreled through the window, making the room much brighter than she would have liked. “Not to mention, it helps to have two incomes.”


    She didn’t know where all of this anger came from since she did remember being happy staying home, being a wife, and working on fundraisers at the country club. But if sometime during her life she had changed and grown, then what was wrong with that?


    “I agree.” He leaned in and kissed her cheek.


    Once again, he said all the right things, and Emily didn’t know what to make of it. This was the side she knew, the loving and caring side of him. The other side, the one that Monica had spoken of, she couldn’t remember. Could she trust this new Steven and go home with him? Should she try to build a life with him, starting over? Her focus should be on getting healthy and strong, but she also needed to figure out where she belonged.


    “Am I interrupting something?” Robert walked in.


    He was a welcome distraction from her incessant thoughts.


    “I’ll make myself scarce,” Steven said, exiting the room.


    “He’s getting good at that,” Robert said.


    “Yes, it’s nice of him to give us privacy.”


    “That’s one way to look at it.”


    “What’s another?”


    “I know you think he’s being kind, but I think he’s overbearing. He’s always hovering over you, like an eagle ready to pounce.”


    “I don’t think it’s that bad. He’s a little overprotective because he cares. I know he does, I can feel it.” She saw his eyes sadden at her words. “I’m sorry. I know you don’t see him that way.”


    “You didn’t used to, either.”


    “I know but he’s apologized over and over. I feel it’s time to move on. It’s good for my recovery to dwell on happier things.” She shifted on the bed. “What else do you like to wear?” she asked, trying to change the subject. “I only see you in suits.”


    “You don’t like my blue suit.” He smiled, glancing down and back up.


    “No, you always look nice in your suits, but that’s all I ever see you in.”


    “That’s because I always come straight from work.”


    “Well, one of these days, I’d like to see you in casual clothes, like blue jeans or khakis.”


    “And one of these days, I’d like to see you without that hospital gown on.” His face reddened. “I didn’t mean naked.” He fumbled over his words. “I meant street clothes.”


    “I know what you meant. You’re cute when you get flustered like that,” she said, with a giggle.


    Being with him was light and easy. It was like meeting someone new, yet feeling like you’ve known them all your life.


    “So, you think I’m cute.” He smiled. “You’ve never said that before.”


    “I know, I sound like a schoolgirl. So I’ll change that to ‘I think you’re very handsome’.”


    “I think you’re beautiful.” His gaze was strong. “Once you get out of here, I’d be happy to take you out on a date. Then, you’ll see me in regular clothes.”


    She wanted to say she’d like that, too, but she didn’t. She remained quiet and smiled. Every time Robert was around, her heartbeats were erratic. It was best not to say anything at all, until Emily was certain what she wanted to do.


    *


    “Thanks for meeting me here.” Robert stood in front of Dr. Robinson’s office. “Since you’re considered the next of kin, I think she’ll take this better coming from you. I may come off as the jealous boyfriend.”


    “No, I think you look like the concerned fiancé,” Monica said. “I agree with everything you’re doing.”


    “Thanks for the support.” He rapped his knuckles on the office door.


    “Right on time,” Dr. Robinson said, opening her office door. “Please take a seat.” She pointed at the seats in front of her desk. “How can I help you?”


    “We know Emily’s getting better, and it’s wonderful.” Robert sniffed at the fruity perfume scent in the air. “When I visited her yesterday, she was in such a good mood. It looks like she’ll be released soon. You mentioned that she was doing so well she won’t have to spend time in a rehabilitation hospital. So I was concerned whose care she will be released into.”


    “What he’s trying to say, in a nice way, is we don’t want her being released into Steven’s care,” Monica clarified.


    “I know we touched on this issue, a little, when Emily first woke up; but, everything happened so fast that we didn’t really delve into it.” Dr. Robinson clasped her hands together on her desk. “I know you’re concerned about your sister’s well-being and safety. I am as well.”


    “When Emily was first brought into the hospital we tried to keep the peace.” Monica crossed her legs. “We were only concerned with her waking up from the coma. And Steven disappeared for a long period of time, so we didn’t worry much about him.”


    “To be frank, we hoped he was never coming back.” Robert shifted his weight. “Now that he’s resurfaced and has been spending so much time with her, I feel like we need to bring up the abuse issue again.”


    “In my sessions with Emily, I have asked her if she feels safe around Steven. Her response to me was yes.”


    “How can she know that when she can’t even remember the abuse?” Monica asked.


    “Apparently, he’s been honest with her and explained to her all the ways he has harmed her. So she does believe it happened, but she said he promises he’s changed.”


    “How can Emily believe that?” Robert asked, rubbing his forehead in frustration.


    “In my estimation, I think she’s struggling with this. In her eyes, Emily remembers all the good times and love she shares with Steven; but, she also knows he’s hurt her in ways she could never have imagined. Emily wants to believe in the man she remembers and that Steven can be that man again.”


    “That’s all well and good for now, when they’re in the hospital,” Monica said. “What about when he gets her home alone? Then, the real Steven could start to show.”


    “First of all, I think you’re jumping to conclusions. No one has said that Emily will go home with Steven. That’s Emily’s decision.”


    “Since she is, or was, estranged from Steven, and I’m the next of kin, shouldn’t I make the decision about where she will go?” Monica’s eyes widened.


    “That would only be if Emily wasn’t fit to make her own decisions and—”


    “I don’t think she is.” Monica cut Dr. Robinson off.


    “I was going to say that’s not the case.”


    The phone on the desk blared like a car alarm, making Robert cringe.


    “Sorry about that. I’ll let it go to voice mail.” She straightened some papers on her desk. “Emily is in her right mind. Her memory is just impaired. Is there any record of this abuse? Any evidence, like pictures of the bruises or any police reports filed?”


    “No.” Monica’s face dropped. “She never filed a police report. I didn’t find out about the abuse until it was already happening; and by that time, she was embarrassed and didn’t want anyone else to know.” Monica bit her lip. “David and I tried to talk her into filing but she refused. She wanted to act like it never happened.”


    “What about her lawyer? When Emily filed for a divorce, did she cite abuse as the reason for the divorce?”


    “No, she put down irreconcilable differences because she was embarrassed that she’d let herself be treated that way for so long.”


    “I told her I wished she hadn’t done that.” Robert’s chest felt heavy. “There’s nothing we can do about it now.”


    “Robert’s right.” Dr. Robinson nodded. “Unfortunately, if there’s no documented evidence of abuse, and Emily doesn’t remember it right now, it would be your word against Steven’s.”


    “But Steven admits to it.” Robert leaned forward.


    “Yes. He makes light of it, saying it was only a few pushes here and there. If he’s as savvy a lawyer as you say he is, then there’s no way he’ll put that down in writing to incriminate himself. Besides, that’s not the bigger issue here. We’re forgetting that Emily is the one who gets to decide. She may decide to go home with you, Mrs. Wilson.”


    The circular clock on the wall ticked like a time bomb, reminding Robert that his dreams were about to explode. This meeting wasn’t going his way.


    “Let’s remember this may all be a moot point. Emily may not want to go home with him,” Dr. Robinson said, standing. “I’ll speak with her again, and if she does, I’ll pass this along to a case manager who can arrange for a social worker to make regular visits to the house, to make sure she’s doing well. I have another appointment I have to get to.” She extended her hand. “If you have any more questions, my door is always open.”


    “Thanks for your time,” Robert said.


    “Yes, thank you,” Monica added.


    Robert knew Steven hoped to take Emily home. The doctor was right, this was Emily’s decision. Hopefully, Robert had spent enough time with her that she’d want to get to know him better. Maybe Emily wouldn’t want to go with Steven.


    *


    The buzzing coming from his pocket made Steven’s whole leg shake. He hated to leave Emily alone, but it would do him some good to stretch his legs a bit. His eyes narrowed as he tried to find a quiet place to talk. Several nurses were chatting in one area, and some doctors were talking in another. Visitors were crying in the hallway. There was a loud television in the waiting room, along with some woman’s high-pitched laughter. The smell of antiseptic and cleaner spray mixed together in the air.


    Maybe the old wing of the hospital would have less people in it. But he couldn’t find a place to talk there either, and the creaking floors just annoyed him. He found himself outside, where the wind was loud and strong, whipping right through his bones, like he stood naked in a tunnel.


    In his rush to leave Emily’s room, Steven had forgotten his coat and his car keys. Shivering, he found his gray Cadillac XTS and leaned on it to make his phone call. His fingers shook as he took his cell phone from his pocket and hit number two on his speed dial.


    “Hello, Mitch.” Steven’s voice trembled from the cold air. “I’m returning your call.”


    “I’ve called you several times, man.”


    “I know. I’m sorry about that. I have a lot on my mind these days.”


    “I realize that, and I hate to bother you, but this is important. It’s so important that I have to talk to you in person.”


    “Where are you?” Steven’s eyes widened.


    “I’m parked in the last row in back.”


    Turning, he saw Mitch parking a ways down. Still shivering from the cold made him put a pep in his step; he picked up the pace.


    “Why are you standing out here without a coat on? It’s cold.” Mitch shuddered. His window was rolled down halfway and he leaned in over it.


    “I realize that, but I forgot my coat and keys upstairs, and I didn’t feel like going back up to get them.”


    “I’m surprised your car is even in the main parking lot. Don’t you usually used the valet service?” he asked.


    “Don’t even bring that up. You know valeting is a sore subject around here.”


    “Yes, I know. In fact that’s why I’m here.”


    “Can I get in your car and talk?” He put his hands in his pocket. Like a swimmer in freezing water, he shook from the cold.


    “I would advise against that. My car reeks of cigarette smoke. I know how you hate to get that smell on your fancy suits,” he said, adding a laugh as he glanced at Steven’s gray pin-striped suit.


    “That’s a nasty habit. I thought you stopped smoking.” Steven’s hands tingled, like he was holding ice. He rubbed them together, hoping to generate some heat. It wasn’t working. He tried blowing on them; nothing but cold puffs of air came from his mouth. He glared at Mitch, who sat in his warm vehicle. He still hadn’t received his answer.


    “I did stop, and then I started back.” Mitch shrugged.


    Steven stepped back from the car, a little. The smoke barreling out of the window stung his eyes.


    “Say what you need to say, so I can get back inside.”


    “Like I said earlier, sorry to bother you, but I can never get in touch with you anymore. It’s like you’ve been avoiding my calls. I need to tell you that Robert and Emily’s car accident wasn’t my doing.”


    “What on earth are you talking about?” Steven narrowed his eyes. “Why would you say such a thing?”


    “Remember the envelope full of money you gave me? The one you gave me to give to Jerome?”


    “I’m fully aware of the envelope, and what I told you to use it for.” Steven swayed from side to side, hoping it would help create some heat. The cold still rippled through his body.


    “You were supposed to use it to stir into Robert’s past—any dirt you could find would suffice—not try to kill him in a car accident.”


    “I know, but I told Jerome to be creative in his efforts to get dirt. Part of stirring involves a bit of following. Jerome did follow him that day. But he didn’t harm Robert in any way.” Mitch’s dark eyes shifted. “Sometimes that brother of mine goes off and takes matters into his own hands. I just wanted to keep you informed.”


    “Good to know.” Steven’s shoulders shook. “Sorry I didn’t return your calls. The police said the driver who caused the accident had brake failure, and the wet pavement only made it worse. No charges were filed against the driver. So you can stop worrying. I need to get back inside.” He rubbed his hands together. He knew his face was red. His cheeks were going numb.


    “One more thing.” Mitch held up his finger.


    “What is it?” Steven asked, frowning. He was getting annoyed. Mitch was one of his very best friends, but his fingers were numb and his toes felt like he stood in a block of ice. He needed to get back inside before he froze to death.


    “I would understand if you needed the money back from Jerome.” Mitch shrugged. “He hasn’t found out anything yet, and I know you need the money.”


    “I’m fine. If I’d known you would get all sappy on me, I would’ve never confided in you about my money situation.” Steven flinched. “He can keep it. Tell him to keep digging.” He turned to walk away. “Emily may be back with me now, but who knows what the future might bring.”


    *


    Emily was bored. She was tired of watching the news, there was nothing but the same sad stories. Some poor woman was kidnapped. Someone was shot at a club last night. Some unfortunate child had been abused. The news sure hadn’t changed much since she’d been in a coma, but everything else had. She had a whole new life that she couldn’t remember.


    She was restless and kept shifting her weight in bed. Steven had stepped out to take a call. This was a good time to go for a walk. Being confined to the bed drove her crazy. She gathered herself and shakily climbed out of bed.


    Every step she took felt wonderful and would have been even better if she didn’t have to drag the IV pole along with her. It was awkward and, in the way, just plain hard to pull. It felt as if she had a third arm. She wished she could disconnect it. But she hadn’t been drinking as much as the nurses would have liked, and the IV fluids helped with that. And then, there was the drafty, drab hospital gown. If only she could wear some regular clothes that covered her backside.


    Now that she was out and about, she noticed every little thing. She was used to the flowery aroma that came from her room. That was now replaced by the smell of medicine. She didn’t care. It felt good to stretch her legs.


    There were nurses going over charts with doctors. And other nurses were talking at the nurse’s station. No one told her to get back to her room. That was all Emily cared about. She was finally out and about, like a convict escaping from prison.


    The television played in one of the larger waiting rooms. Her favorite movie was on; her smile expanded from ear to ear. The waiting room had four rows of cloth chairs with hardwood legs and two long, black, cushioned sofas on each side. She was about to venture inside the waiting room when she felt a warm hand on her shoulder. Her insides quivered when she saw Robert standing in front of her. Her legs wobbled beneath her. His presence unnerved her. Emily felt like she was losing her balance. The next thing she knew, Robert’s strong hand reached out and grabbed her arm.


    “You okay?” he asked. His hand let go of her arm, his arm went around her waist.


    “Yes, you startled me, a little bit.” She knew he only put his arm around her waist to keep her steady, but a tingle still developed in her spine. “I wasn’t expecting anyone to come up behind me.”


    “I’m sorry about that. I didn’t mean to scare you.” His arm gripped her tighter. “I didn’t expect to see you out of bed—and by yourself.”


    “I…I know.” She felt uncomfortable, a good uncomfortable. “I was going stir-crazy in that bed. I needed to go for a walk.”


    “I’m surprised they let you walk around by yourself.”


    “I’m not supposed to.” Emily shrugged. “But I’m feeling much better, so I thought I’d push myself. I have to, if I want to leave here soon.” She noticed the brightness in his eyes dimmed. Maybe he was worried that she was pushing herself too hard. “Why are you here?” she asked, already knowing the answer; she wanted to hear him say it.


    “I’m here to see you. And I can’t say that I’m disappointed to find you out here. It’s nice to see you in a setting other than your hospital room.”


    “I agree.”


    “Shhhh,” came a voice from the waiting room.


    “I guess we’re talking too loud.” Robert gazed at her.


    “I guess we are.” Emily smiled. Her eyes lifted to his. “Robert, you can let go of me now. I think I’m okay.”


    “Sorry.” He took his arm from her waist. “You feel so natural in my arms.”


    “Thanks for stopping my fall,” she said, trying to make him feel better. She saw the embarrassment on his face. His cheeks were red. She knew he meant no harm. He innocently held her, probably the way he used to.


    After what seemed like minutes of gazing into his eyes, Emily felt a cold rush in her chest. Feeling a little weak, she shifted her weight to her other leg, and moved the IV pole into her other hand.


    “Are you sure you’re alright?” Robert had a look of concern on his face.


    “I feel a little light-headed.”


    “Maybe I should get you to your room.”


    “No, no.” She shook her head. “I was hoping we could talk a bit.” She tried to reassure him. “I’ll be fine.”


    “Well, let’s go over here.” He pointed to the window along the long hallway. “Maybe you can lean on the ledge, for support. I don’t want you to fall.”


    “That sounds like a good idea,” she said, grinning. She couldn’t help notice he had a grip on her elbow, keeping her balanced. His other hand grasped her IV pole, helping push it. His touch made a warm feeling appear in her stomach.


    “Were you going to sit in the waiting room?” Robert asked, once they reached the window.


    “As a matter-of-fact, I was,” Emily said, still grinning. “I wanted to watch my favorite movie, The Wizard—”


    “Of Oz.” He finished her sentence. “You love that movie so much.”


    “I keep forgetting how well you know me.” Her face flushed.


    “Yes, I do.” His tone was strong, and his gaze overtook hers.


    There was an awkward pause. They both turned to face the window. It was too dark out to see anything, so the awkwardness continued.


    “You look nice.” She turned back to him. “I know I said I wanted to see you in something else, but I didn’t expect it to happen so soon.” She cleared her throat. He had on blue jeans and a nice shirt under his black coat. “I like that color brown on you. It offsets your green eyes nicely.”


    “Thank you. This was one of your favorite shirts—well, it used to be.” He looked down and then back at her. “In fact you helped me pick it out.”


    “Really.” Emily beamed. “I wish I could remember.”


    “I wish you could, too,” he said, sighing. His eyes saddened and he looked away.


    “I want you to know that I enjoy your visits and hearing about our life together.” Her voice was soft and her gaze remained back on the window.


    “I’m happy to hear my efforts haven’t been in vain. Sometimes, I feel like giving up.” He turned to her. “Because it hurts so much when you look at me with that blank stare, because you can’t recall the things I’m reminiscing about.” His eyes watered. “I shouldn’t have said that.” He blinked. “I guess that makes me less of a man, admitting my true feelings.”


    “No.” She reached for his hand. “It makes you more of a man because you did.” She smiled and tenderly squeezed his hand. She felt him gently squeeze back.


    Their eyes remained locked on each other. The same tingling in her spine that she felt earlier returned. Only now it felt even stronger. Holding his hand made her feel like a newlywed on her honeymoon. If she felt this way without even remembering him, what will happen when she did? Was their love stronger than the love she remembered sharing with Steven? The thought made her pull her hand away.


    “Did I do something wrong?”


    “No, you’re fine. I guess I don’t know what to say to you.” Emily slowly turned away from Robert and her tone became softer. “I know you’re the man I was supposed to marry, but I’m sorry. I still don’t remember you. I don’t know if I ever will.”


    “It was more than that.” He turned her chin back to face him. “I was the man you were going to have a family with, grow old with.” His tone was serious. His eyes continued to water.


    She felt like a dagger had pierced her heart. His words were lovely and genuine and true. Emily clearly hurt him, and she didn’t know how to make it better. She had no idea how to make his pain go away. She stepped closer to him. Touching her hand to his face was all she could think to do. She rubbed his cheek with her thumb and felt her eyes watering along with his. As Emily felt their gazes strengthen, she took her hand away and stepped back.


    “I’m making you upset. Maybe I should go now.”


    “No, please don’t go…” Robert paused. “Just stay with me for a few more minutes.” His voice trembled. “Emmie, are you really considering going home with him?”


    “I haven’t made up my mind yet.” She blinked.


    “I worry about you being alone with him.”


    “I’m a big girl. I’m not going to let him hurt me.”


    “I know you believe that, but I don’t trust him with you. You can’t remember everything he’s done and I don’t care if he’s changed, I need to be there to protect you.”


    “That’s sweet but I can take care of myself. It’ll be okay.” Her jaw tightened, she was reassuring herself as much as she was trying to reassure him.

  


  
    CHAPTER TEN


    “I thought we could have a chat.” Dr. Robinson sat down in the chair next to Emily’s bedside. “Are you up for that?”


    “Yes.” Emily gave an odd half smile.


    “I have good news, and I hope you consider it good as well. I spoke to Dr. Washington and to Pete, your physical therapist. We feel you’re progressing so well that you’re well enough to leave the hospital.”


    “That’s great.”


    “Do you feel ready for that?”


    “Yes, I do. At least, I think so.” Her stomach felt hollow; she still didn’t know where she belonged.


    “Well that’s good news, then. You’ll still see me for your regular checkups. You’ll also still have regular visits with Dr. Washington and Pete. That will be done on an outpatient basis, probably once a week, until you’re fully recovered.”


    “Where will I reside?”


    “Where would you like to reside?”


    “The last home I remember is the one I shared with Steven. We were happy there.” She shifted on the bed.


    “Are you saying you want to go back there? I know the history between you and Steven. You don’t have to stay there, if you don’t want to.”


    “I don’t have a problem staying there. It will be familiar. But I guess I might be a little scared.” She glanced down at the sheets on her bed.


    “What exactly would you be scared of?”


    “That’s a poor choice of words. I meant to say I’m nervous.”


    “Why are you nervous?


    “It’s been over a year since I lived with Steven; but, in my mind it’s like it was yesterday, since I can’t remember those years in the middle. After being told the things he’s done to me, it will be kind of awkward or uncomfortable.” She shrugged. “A part of me thinks, if he has changed, I would like a life with him. And I would like to go home with him to see how things will be with him. But the other part of me thinks I shouldn’t give up on finding out what Robert means to me.”


    “What do you mean?”


    “I feel something for him.” She paused and fussed with her fingers. “Every time he’s around me, something feels comfortable and familiar about him. A part of me wants to keep exploring that. If I go home with Steven that may never happen.”


    “It’s only natural that you would feel something for him. Just because you have amnesia doesn’t make the feelings you shared for him any less real. I believe those feelings are buried deep down inside and that’s what you’re feeling when you’re around him.


    “Since you’re having such a hard time, maybe you should stay at a neutral place, at first, like your sister’s house.”


    “You mean stay with Monica and David?”


    “Yes, how does that sound?”


    “I don’t think they have enough room for me.” She shifted on the bed. “They’re living with David’s parents while their new house is being built.”


    “Where did you hear this? This is the first I’m hearing of this.”


    “Last night, David came to visit with me. We got to talking about things, and he said he and Monica were having a house built. They’d put their condo up for sale, and they received an offer earlier than expected, so they had to move in with his parents until their house is ready.”


    “I’m sorry, Emily, I didn’t know that. Monica never mentioned it.”


    “She never mentioned it to me, either.” Emily gulped down some juice from the tray on her table. Her mouth was dry. “When she’s here she never discusses herself. She only wants to talk about how I’m doing.”


    “That’s understandable, she’s worried about you.” The doctor wrote something down on her pad. “Does that factor into your decision of who to go home with?”


    “Maybe, a little.” She shrugged. “I’ve met David’s parents, once or twice. They are nice people, but I don’t want to intrude; I don’t want to be in the way. David said it would be fine to stay with them, but I still feel like that’s not his call to make. It’s his parents’ call. Their home is not that big, and I don’t think there’s enough room for me. Of course, David said they’d manage.”


    Her mouth was still dry, like she was lost in a desert, so she sipped more juice.


    “I’ve been told that I have my own apartment.” The plastic cup thumped as she put it down. “Maybe I could stay there until I figure everything out.”


    “I don’t think that’s such a good idea. Once you’re released, you’ll be on restrictions—driving will be one of them. I think you need people around. You shouldn’t be alone.”


    “I feel like I don’t know who I am or where I fit in. If I go home with Steven, it hurts Robert. If I don’t, it hurts Steven. He’s been trying so hard to make things right between us.”


    Dr. Robinson stood and placed her hand on Emily’s shoulder.


    “I know this is hard. Everything doesn’t have to be decided today. We’ll take this one day at a time. Remember, never let anyone pressure you into doing something you don’t want to do. Alright?” She handed Emily a tissue.


    “Okay.” Emily dabbed at the wetness on her cheeks.


    She felt helpless, like a fish out of water, and she couldn’t breathe.


    *


    “Emily, I have a surprise for you.” Steven walked in smiling. “Are you alright? You look upset.” He opened the blinds to let more sun in.


    “I’m okay.” She sat up straighter in the bed. “Dr. Robinson was just here. But we can discuss that later. What’s the surprise?” She wiped her tear stained face.


    “You have a few visitors; but, if you don’t feel up to it, I can ask them to come back another time.”


    “No, I feel fine.”


    She was curious who the visitors could be. Since she’d been moved out of the ICU, Emily was allowed more visitors. She hoped someone she knew besides Monica, Robert or David would come to visit. Not that she wasn’t happy to see them. Maybe someone new would help spark her memory. Steven had called the school and had the office convey to her class to stay away until she felt better. Monica kept saying it was because he didn’t want her memory to return, so she would stay with him.


    “I’m going to leave so you can have some privacy,” Steven said, walking out of the room.


    “Hello, Emily.” A tall, slender woman with blonde hair and blue eyes walked near her bed. “I’m Christina Hart. I teach at the school with you.”


    “I recognize that name.” Emily bit down on her lip. “I received a card from you. My sister told me that we were close. I teach English and you teach—”


    “Math,” Christina said, finishing her sentence.


    “Yes.” Emily nodded. “You teach math,” she added, smiling.


    “I know you don’t remember me, Mrs. Montgomery. I’m Maggie, one of your students.”


    “Maggie,” Emily said, repeating her name. “That’s such a pretty name for a beautiful young lady.” Emily loved her curly red hair and her green eyes. “I remember your card, it was pink with a flower on it. Thank you for sending it.”


    “You always had a way of doing that,” Maggie said.


    “Did I say something wrong?” Emily asked.


    “No, that’s not what I meant.” Maggie swung her brown purse over her shoulder. “You always knew how to make each of your students feel special. Well, especially me.” She glanced at the floor.


    “I take it we were close.” Emily’s eyes shifted to hers.


    “Maggie is one of your favorite students.” Christina said. “I know we teachers are not supposed to have favorites, but sometimes we do.”


    “May I ask why I took such a special liking to you?”


    “I reminded you of yourself when you were young.”


    “How so?” Emily was intrigued by the conversation. Her heavy chest feeling from earlier, now felt light like a feather.


    “You said you were shy, like me, and you were into your studies instead of boys.”


    “Yes, boys should come later. It’s important to graduate from high school first.” Emily smiled. “I didn’t go on my first date until I was already out of school.”


    “You always said that, too.” Maggie grinned. “I’m so happy your better now. I wish your memory would return, so you could teach our class again. Everyone misses you. Mr. Nathan has taken over. It’s not the same.”


    “I don’t know who Mr. Nathan is, but I’m sure he’s a fine teacher. Maybe not as good as me,” she said, letting out a small giggle. “I’m sure he does okay.”


    “It’s good you’re laughing,” Christina said, rubbing the top of Emily’s hand. “Seriously though, we miss you. I need my friend back.” Her eyes watered.


    “I hope to be back, one day. I really do.” Emily felt close to them. She blinked the haze from her eyes.


    “We should go now,” Christina said. “We know you need to rest.”


    “This was so nice. I hope we can do it again.” Emily waved and watched them leave the room.


    “I hope that went well,” Steven said, walking back in the room. He took off his black suit jacket and threw it in the chair.


    “It was very nice. Did you arrange all of that?” She placed a strand of hair behind her ear.


    “As a matter-of-fact, I did. I called the school office and told them that you were better and could have visitors again. I gave the office my cell phone number and asked potential visitors to call me first, since I wanted to make sure you were having a good day.” He sat down on her bed. “Your friend, Christina, wanted to come with the young lady, Maggie.”


    “I thought you and Christina didn’t get along very well.” Her eyebrow rose. “Or, that’s what I’ve been told.”


    “You were told right.” He brushed her cheek. “We didn’t always get along. But this is different. You’re sick. You need your family and friends around you. Besides, Christina and I may have our differences, but we both still love you, and that’s all that matters.”


    “I can’t believe you did that.” She leaned in and kissed his cheek. “That was so sweet of you.” She blinked. “I’m not going to forget this.” She hugged him tightly around his neck.


    He wasn’t trying to keep her isolated. He did want her to remember. From everything Emily had witnessed, he had changed.

  


  
    CHAPTER ELEVEN


    “What’s going on?” Robert noticed Monica standing outside of Emily’s room with a long face.


    “It looks like Emily’s gone.”


    “What do you mean?”


    “The nurse said her husband wanted her discharged, so she’s gone.” Monica looked brokenhearted. “So, I had Dr. Robinson paged, to see if she knew anything about it.”


    “Well, what did she say?” His heartbeats hammered in his chest. He needed answers.


    “She had planned for Emily to be here for a few more days, but she said Steven and Emily decided, together, that she should go home today.”


    “I don’t believe this.” Robert shook his head. “How could he just swoop in and take her without telling any of us? Is it because he’s still legally her husband?”


    “No, I don’t think that’s it. Dr. Robinson said Emily insisted on going home today. The doctor wanted to call me first, but Emily didn’t want you, or me, to know about it. She probably feared we’d talk her out of it,” Monica said, pacing back and forth. “This was her choice.” Her black heels tapped on the concrete floors.


    “It still feels like they just sneaked off.” Robert felt like he stood under an abandoned building that had caved in.


    “The last time I spoke with her, she was undecided on what to do. I felt like she was leaning toward coming home with me and David.”


    “I felt she was going in that direction, too—especially after yesterday.” He took in a deep breath. “I can’t believe Emmie would do something like this.”


    Seeing the blank stare on Monica’s face, he elaborated. “Yesterday, I found Emily alone in the hallway and we talked and held hands. I felt like I was getting through to her.” He massaged the back of his neck. “I practically begged her not to go home with him. I really thought she wouldn’t. I guess I was wrong.”


    “This is Steven’s doing. I know he has something up his sleeve.” Monica narrowed her eyes.


    “We can’t even call Emily because her cell phone was destroyed in the car accident. I should go over there and break the door down.”


    “That would just give Steven a chance to make you look like the bad guy. I still have Steven’s home number,” Monica said. “I have to go back to work, but as soon as I get off, I’ll call and let you know what happens. It’s going to be okay.” She squeezed Robert’s hand.


    “I know it is,” he said, trying to reassuring himself as Monica walked away.


    The hallway seemed longer, and darker, than normal. The beeping sounds were louder than usual. Every smell made his stomach nauseous. He felt like he was on an elevator, stuck between two floors, with no way out. The woman he loved had just gone home with someone else.


    *


    Emily couldn’t believe she now sat in the passenger seat of Steven’s car. Arranging for Christina and Maggie to come and visit showed her his loving side, the side she remembered and knew was still in there. He had said he loved her, and if she would give him a chance, he would prove it to her. Steven had asked her to trust him and to come home with him. If Emily felt uncomfortable or unsafe in any way, she could leave and go stay with her sister. He wouldn’t stand in her way. Emily’s nerves were tingling, thinking of the hurt Monica and Robert must have felt when they found out she had left. But she tried not to dwell on that and to just enjoy the drive.


    The hospital was only twenty minutes from their home, so they didn’t have far to go. Emily wished the ride was longer since it was nice being out and about. Everything felt brand new. Since her accident and her time in the hospital she hadn’t been outside much, except for a few walks with her physical therapist. It seemed like she hadn’t rode in a car in decades.


    There was a hissing sound as Steven rolled down the windows. The air smelled fresh. The sky looked clear. There were streetlights and storefronts and other cars. She felt like a puppy as the wind swooshed across her face.


    She saw the car wash Steven took their vehicles to. They past the flower shop where he always bought her roses. Next to it was the brick market, her favorite grocery store where Anita, their maid, shopped. There were also some unfamiliar places, like the Starbucks where the donut shop used to be, and a new hi-rise where a parking lot used to be.


    Steven grabbed her hand and pulled it to his lips. He would always do that when they first married. His touch sent a shiver up Emily’s spine. The nervousness she felt when they left the hospital intensified.


    They pulled up in the driveway of their house. It was as big as she remembered. In her mind, she had always lived there; but, in reality, she hadn’t lived there in a year and a half. Just thinking about it made her head spin. She jumped when Steven opened her door.


    “Are you alright?” He reached for her hand. “Your face is flushed.”


    “I’m fine.” She gave a half smile.


    “Do the clothes I bought you fit alright?” His eyebrows rose in question.


    She knew he was trying to figure out what was wrong. She tried to act normal. “Yes, they fit fine. Anita did a good job picking them out.”


    She had on thick jeans and a red, knit turtleneck underneath her coat.


    “Once you’re all settled, we can have dinner. I’m sure you’re hungry.”


    “I’d like that.” She smiled, holding on to his hand. “Why didn’t you park in the garage?” Her attention turned to the five car garage that was attached to the house.


    “I usually keep this car parked outside.”


    “Alright.” She found that a bit odd. When they were first married he had said all their cars should be parked in the garage. Cars were kept up better if they were out of the snow and the cold. But that was a long time ago she had to keep telling herself. Even though, to her, only a year had gone by.


    “In case you’re wondering, your BMW is parked in the garage,” he said, helping her up the front steps. “I was angry when you left me. You had to go and buy that old car, and I’m sorry about that.”


    “You don’t have to keep apologizing.”


    “It’s hard not to. I’ll try to stop, since we’re starting over.”


    “Okay. By the way, where is my other car—the old one you’re talking about?”


    “It’s still parked near your apartment. Why do you ask?”


    “Just curious.” She shrugged. “That’s all.”


    “You no longer need it now that you have the BMW back. Maybe I’ll try and sell it. But we can discuss that later. Right now, I want to get you in the house.”


    Steven opened the front door and Emily stood frozen. Everything was familiar but also strange.


    “Is Anita here?” she asked.


    “No, I sent her home after she cooked dinner. Don’t worry, you’ll see her soon.” The door slammed behind them. “You’re not afraid to be alone with me, are you?” His eyes narrowed.


    “N-no.” Emily’s voice quivered. “Why would you think that?”


    “Because you’re trembling,” he said, touching the small of her back.


    “I’m fine.” She stepped away from Steven. “What did she make?” Emily asked, changing the subject.


    There was a wonderful aroma in the air. It smelled like baked bread and tomato sauce. She hoped it was lobster ravioli, one of her favorites. She headed for the kitchen.


    Steven grabbed her arm. “Wait a minute, I thought we’d go upstairs first and get you settled before we eat.”


    “You mean to the bedroom?” She frowned.


    “Yes, to our bedroom. Is anything wrong with that?” His jaw clenched at her reaction.


    “No, I guess not.” The earlier tightness she felt in her chest remained.


    Her heart beat more fiercely than she would have liked. Emily couldn’t seem to steady herself. She stepped inside the master bedroom, to finding it filled with red roses.


    “What’s wrong?” Steven asked. She knew he’d noticed her somber look.


    “Nothing.” She shrugged, glancing around the room. “The room is just as lovely as I remembered. And the roses are a nice touch. Where will you be sleeping?” she innocently asked.


    He gave her a strange look. “In here with you, of course. I wasn’t expecting us to be intimate. But it’s been such a long time, and I want to be close to you. Is there anything wrong with me just lying next to you?”


    She glanced at the floor and then back at him. “No, that’s not a problem.”


    “Obviously, it is or you wouldn’t have mentioned it.” He sounded hurt.


    “It’s just, we haven’t been together for a while now. I thought we could sleep in separate rooms until I feel more comfortable.” Her voice was shaky.


    “The last thing you remembered was us still being together and happy. So in your mind, no time had passed. And you said, instead of dwelling on things you can’t remember, you’d give us a chance.”


    “That’s what I thought I wanted, too; but, now that I’m here, everything is confusing.”


    “I think your making too much of this.” He angrily brushed his hands through his hair. “You were fine when we left the hospital, but now that we’re home, it’s an entirely different story.”


    “Don’t do that.” She shook her head. “I’m going through a lot right now, and I have every right to change my mind. Now that I’m here, I feel a little nervous.” She wrung her hands. “We were getting a divorce. I was engaged to someone else. Now, all of a sudden, I’m here trying to make this work. I woke up from the coma thinking I was twenty-five when I’m really thirty. It’s a
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