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Sometimes the heart needs a different kind of saving... find out if Charity Thompson’s best friend, Julie, will find a way of saving forever when trust and her heart’s been broken in this hospital setting Best-Selling Romance by Lexy Timms 
This is Part 7 of a Medical Romance Series 
––––––––
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What do you do when love doesn’t last forever? 
Follow Julie and Simon as they deal in the aftermath of mistakes and heartache.
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​Julie picked up the small ornate crimson pillow and shook it, trying to get the damn thing to sit right and accent the dull cream-colored couch she just had to have a few months back. She put it back down and stepped away, tilting her head to the side, and growled. 

Grabbing it angrily, she beat it against the arm of the couch over and over as realization dawned on her. Things would never go back to the way they were before. Nothing would look the same or feel the same. It couldn’t. Simon had taken their lack of passion and created his own—with someone else. 

Tears burned her gaze, though she couldn’t begin to contemplate where they came from. She had cried a hundred times over the last week after hearing his admission about sleeping with Pam. Plastic Pam. There was some part of her that was grateful it was him to be the one to tell her the truth, and yet, all she could hear was his voice breaking slightly and her heart shattering as he informed her of his infidelity. 

A part of her couldn’t blame him. She was lonely too and tired of living with a roommate that grumbled about the dirty dishes and the temperature of the air conditioner ad nauseam. 

“When did it happen? We used to be so good together.” She tossed the pillow onto the couch and walked to the kitchen to find something horrid to lose herself in. She had taken a few days off from the hospital out of necessity, but she would be going back soon. Sitting at home and letting her upcoming decisions tear her in half was far less than she might consider healthy. 

Life would go on and they would either work things out, or get a divorce. The sorry bastard had been sleeping in his office for the last week, or so she assumed. 

“He might be snuggled up to Pam for all you know.” Julie swallowed the bile that rose in her throat as a full-body shiver ran through her. 

The fact that Pam had been interested in her husband was a given. Most women would pay top dollar for a night with the illustrious Dr. Simon Paulk. He was tall and well-built, his body in prime condition as most college athletes kept theirs in. His dark hair and deep green eyes made a girl’s heart palpitate irregularly and it still did hers when she let herself think about it. 

Wiping at her tears, Julie pulled a carton of mint chocolate chip ice cream from the freezer and went for the pickles in the fridge. A spoon and roll of paper towels later, and she was on her expensive couch eating like tomorrow might not come. 

Things had gone from simple to complicated after Simon admitted to having slept with another woman. Making the decision to tell him to get his shit and get out would have been easy, but she discovered the next day that evidence of their union lay in her belly. 

She had yet to tell Simon about the baby, but she would have to sooner rather than later. This was her first pregnancy, and though she was a neurosurgeon, she had taken more than enough courses in med school to know that her baby bump was sure to show before long. 

Working things out with her husband seemed the only answer now that a child was involved. Having come from a single family home, she wanted the baby to have a chance at normalcy if at all possible. 

“What’s normal, really?” she grumbled and reached for the remote as the phone buzzed beside her. Simon’s number popped up and she hit the silence button, not ready to talk to him about anything. 

The first few days after he called with his confession, she had worked beside him, ignoring him completely, as if he didn’t exist. The strain of trying to keep her emotions together led to spotting and she took a short leave of absence, not needing to lose the baby and have that weigh heavy on her too. 

Her best friend, Charity, must have called Julie’s mother, because she showed up and stayed a few days, making things far worse by her continuous harping to drop Simon on his ass. 

It just wasn’t that simple. 

Julie took another large bite of the ice cream and shoved half a pickle in her mouth as her phone buzzed to life beside her again. 

Simon. 

“Oh for fuck’s sake!” She pressed the talk button and swallowed hard, not taking the time to chew the contents of her mouth. Turning her head, she coughed a few times as Simon’s voice filled her senses. 

“Jules! You okay? Jules?”

She swallowed again and got up, spilling ice cream on the couch and dumping the pickles on the Persian rug below her. She managed to squeak out a word in the midst of her choking. “Fine.”

“Jules. Baby, I know you’re upset. Let me come over there. You’ve been gone for three days and I honestly can’t stand not seeing you. I need to know you’re all right.”

She rolled her eyes and stopped by the sink, grabbing a small glass Simon left sitting there for the middle of the night should either of them get up. 

After taking a quick sip, she caught her breath. “I’m fine. I’m not emotional, you ass. I was choking on a pickle.”

“Um... a pickle?” His voice held a twinge of condemnation.

“Yeah, a real pickle from a jar. Not the kind your new girlfriend likes to choke on.” She cringed as the words left her mouth. The last thing she wanted to do was let him know just how badly she was hurt by his actions. He had taken something that was once incredible and given up on it completely. 

“Jules. I didn’t mean it like that. Please, let me come over. I’ll call in and take the afternoon off. I need to see you.” His voice was tight with heavy emotion. 

“Don’t you have that old ID of mine still in your wallet? You know, when I was a resident at the hospital and you and I were just starting to play the game we thought might lead to forever?” Bitterness coated her words and she realized she needed to get off the phone. She had two choices. Talk to him and let him hear the pain in her voice or ignore him completely. 

Ignoring him would have to work. She wasn’t willing to play the pitied fool in front of anyone. 

“Yes. Of course I still have it.” He seemed to be choosing his words carefully. 

Good. Too bad he didn’t choose his actions with the same amount of focus as well. “Great. So pull it out and stare at it. That’s as good as it’s getting today, buddy.”

“When are you coming back to work? We miss you here.”

“Soon. Have a great day, Simon, and tell Pam I said hello.” She dropped the call and chucked her phone into the living room. The sound of it breaking something caused her emotions to rip forward. Pressing her hands to her face, she let out a long sob and bent over until her elbows pressed against the counter. 

Why wasn’t she enough for him? Yes, things had gotten bad at home and the two of them weren’t communicating much at all, but they were still Simon and Julie. When had her simply being her become less than enough to keep hold of her husband’s attention? 

The last time they’d made love had been two months before, the night having been fun and filled with laughter and their favorite bottle of red wine. 

Tears dripped down her arms as she let the gravity of their broken future wash over her. The sound of her phone buzzing caused something to unleash inside of her and she jerked her head up and screamed into the nothingness around her. 

“Go the fuck away! Leave me to my pain, asshole. Find someone else to care for because I’m not your concern anymore.” Her throat ached at the extreme force of her words. The tremor that raced through her left her dizzy, but she had been in the same scenario, broken and ready to give up more times than not over the last week. 

A sharp pain laced the center of her stomach and she groaned, leaning over and pressing her palm to her stomach. 

“I’m sorry,” she whispered, knowing that the gravity of her physical suffering could harm the baby and yet not being able to do anything about the warring emotions that ran through her without fail each time he called or she ran across some memory they once shared. 

Liquid pooled between her legs and she let out a soft gasp as her white cotton pants bled crimson. 

“Oh no! No, no, no, no! Fuck!” She stood up and raced to the bathroom to clean herself up. “I’ll just lie down and everything’ll be okay.”

She barely made it to the bedroom before another sharp cramp crippled her and she sunk down to her knees, using the door to the bedroom to help her descend. The house phone rang beside her and she grabbed it, not thinking twice before answering it. 

“Jules. Simon called and he’s...”

She cut Charity off as a sob left her. “Call 9-1-1 for me. I’m bleeding. It’s the baby.”

“What? Oh crap! Stay right there and I’ll call them now. I’ll meet you in the ER. Calm your nerves, sweetie. Everything’s going to be okay.”

“Just call them.” Julie hung up and crawled slowly toward the bathroom as blood smeared on the lightly tanned carpet below her. She forced herself not to think about what was happening, though she knew all too well what the result of her situation was. 

She had let the emotion of her crumbling marriage and Simon’s infidelities steal the life in her belly. It was more her fault than his and where she might eventually forgive him for his lying and cheating, she would never forgive herself for this. 

Crumbling beside the bathroom door, she cried softly until two of the guys she liked best from the hospital raced in and picked her up off the floor. 

The sound of the sirens was almost a comfort as she closed her eyes and drifted off into a deep sleep from the calming drugs they pumped into her system. 

“It’s going to be okay, Dr. Paulk. Hang in there.”

Dr. Paulk? Her or Simon? Was Simon with her?
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​“DAMMIT!” SIMON TOSSED his phone half across his desk and ran his fingers through his messy hair. After a week of leaving her be, he thought she might actually have considered letting him come over for a minute. He glanced up at the bedroll that laid on the edge of the couch in his office and growled. 

It had been a week, and where he knew he had fucked up royally, there was only one way to get her back. To get in her face and remind her of all they meant to each other. He would spend the rest of his life making things up to her, but without the power to force willingness upon her, he was without recourse. 

The anger in her voice was only compounded by the sadness he could hear as she poked at him. Good. He deserved her nastiness and so much more. His cock twitched in his scrubs at the thought of seeing her fiery and pissed. He rolled his eyes and pressed his hand against the front of his pants. “Fuck off! You’re the cause of all of this. As if anything or anyone is better than Julie.” He stood and shook his head. “What was I thinking? Right. I wasn’t.”

A week. A whole damn week of sleeping at work and picking up double shifts just to keep himself busy. Even with only a few hours a day to himself, he still couldn’t find rest. 

A knock at his door had him standing to his full height. He might have caused his personal life to be a hell-wreck, but his professional one didn’t have to follow it. His job was the only thing he had going for him at the moment. 

“Come in,” he barked.

Elijah opened the door and leaned against the frame, crossing his arms over his chest and pinning Simon with a knowing stare. “You know you can’t work another double. I just checked our reports and if anyone saw how many hours you’ve put in this last week, I’ll be called in and questioned. After today, you take the night off.”

“And go where?” Simon crossed his own arms over his chest, not quite liking the trajectory of their conversation. He and his best guy pal weren’t on great terms either seeing that Elijah had lied to his wife, Charity, or rather, just hadn’t given full disclosure of the incident between Simon and Pam. 

It was the chief of staff before him that had sewn up his head when he came in from the accident he and Pam had gotten into. The bloody accident was the wake-up call he needed to wake him up from his mental slumber. Everyone else looked at it as punishment for his sins no doubt. 

“Get a hotel or an apartment. This thing between you and Julie isn’t going to clear up in a matter of days, Simon. Stop acting like it is. You can’t keep sleeping here and you know it.”

“Then let me stay at your place. You know I hate hotels and Jules isn’t going to let me come to the house until she’s good and damn ready. I don’t blame her either.” Simon added in the last bit before Elijah did, which he would have. 

“I would offer, but Charity wants the house open to Julie should she need to come over.” Elijah shook his head. “You’re the bad guy in this. The reasons behind your actions don’t negate the fact that you have to fix this shit between you and Julie as best you can before the rest of us give you the time of day.”

“But you’re my friend.” Simon walked around the desk and shoved his hands in his pockets. “You’re supposed to be on my side.”

Elijah jumped in with an angry look on his face before Simon could explain. He wasn’t looking for Elijah to support his sleeping with Pam or his bad decisions, but the guy could at least offer to be a shoulder to lean against as the healing process began. 

“I’ll never be on your side when your behavior is destructive. You know that. I’m not an enabler and you’re being asked nicely by your friend to get your shit and find a new place to rest during your off periods. This isn’t an apartment. Relocate today or you’ll get a less-than-friendly visit from the chief of staff. Got it?” Elijah’s countenance was angry, his brows pressed together and lips pursed into a tight line. 

“Got it.” Simon shrugged and forced himself not to spout out something he might regret later. Elijah was in the right and as much as he hated to admit it to himself, he wasn’t going to budge until things cleared up with Jules. No one was. 

“Your shift ends in two hours. Stop by and see me before you go, please.” Elijah turned to leave and paused at the door. “Have you tried to go see her? To talk to her face to face? I’ve seen you and Julie together when things were good. Memories of that time might help rebuild...”

Simon cut him off. “I’m good. Thanks. No need for coaching or mentorship. I’ve tried everything and nothing’s working. I deserve it, so whatever.” He hated how much like a spoiled ass he sounded, but he couldn’t help himself. Having just gotten off the phone with his bride and misunderstanding her choking for emotion, he was hurting all over again. 

A call came over the speaker system. The nurse’s voice filled the room, but the slight tremor in it told Simon that something was up far beyond what they were spilling to the hospital. 

“Dr. Bennet. You’re needed in the ER, Stat. Dr. Bennet. You’re needed in the ER, Stat.”

“I’ll come with you.” Simon grabbed his coat and jogged to catch up with Elijah as he turned and jogged down the hall toward the stairs. 

“What the hell, now?” he grumbled and barreled into the door, taking the stairs fast. 

Simon kept up as his heart raced at the possibilities. Nothing gave him a high like saving lives each and every day did. Having been in the ER most nights since taking residence at the hospital, he was almost glad for the chance to be there again. 

Over the years, he had been carefully shifted out of trauma and into a regular schedule as their lead neurosurgeon. He loved his job and had come to covet the moments that him and Julie worked side by side in the OR for the more complicated procedures. Even more so now... 

“Any clue what’s up?” Simon jogged beside Elijah and checked his phone to make sure he still had time on the clock should they need his help. 

“No, but it can’t be good. Charles is down here this afternoon. He’s beyond skilled, so anything that needs my attention means it’s someone incredibly important or death is eminent.” 

“Right,” Simon mumbled and moved in behind Elijah as they rounded the corner to a rather quiet ER hall. One of the nurses turned toward them and jogged their way, handing Elijah a chart and glancing over at Simon with a hateful look on her elderly face. 

Did everyone know about him and Pam? It would almost seem that way. 

“Talk to me, Cheryl.” Elijah took the chart and stopped short. “Why do I have this chart?”

“Because she’s the patient, Elijah.” The nurse glanced toward Simon. “This is a rather private matter, Dr. Paulk. I’m sorry, but you’ll have to leave.”

“What?” Simon felt his blood run cold. Since when did the nurse get to denote who was and wasn’t included in a trauma case? He was regularly brought in and if Elijah was being called to assist, then he would most certainly be welcomed right beside him. 

“She’s right.” Elijah glanced toward him. “I’ll come find you later. This is high priority and not your specialty. It’s obstetrics.”

“Oh.” Simon paused and took a step back before turning to walk toward the ER check-in desk. He waited until Elijah walked from the room with the nurse to lean over and tap the desk in front of him. 

A younger male, who must have been relatively new, glanced up. “Yes, Sir? How can I help you?”

“The patient that was just brought in. Give me her name, please?” He knew he shouldn’t, but his curiosity got the best of him. Elijah being brought in was non-routine, especially since he wasn’t the head of obstetrics himself. Glen was, and for some reason, his name wasn’t called over the intercom. Why?

“Of course.” The young man flipped through the paperwork in front of him as his brow pulled tight. “Hmmm... odd. It’s not listed here where it should be.”

Simon reached over the desk and plucked the file from the boy before fingering through it quickly. The last line on the narration page had an address, which he didn’t expect to tell him anything, but unfortunately, it did. 

“Julie.” He turned and walked toward the heart of the ER, not giving two shits what anyone thought. Why was Julie there and what the fuck did she need an OB for? Had something happened to her that he wasn’t aware of? Maybe it was a Gyno or maybe they were making shit up and she had been in an accident. She was still his wife and legally his responsibility. 

He pressed the door to the only occupied room open and caught her eye as she clung to Elijah, the soft sound of him comforting her almost undoing Simon. 

“What the fuck’s going on?” Simon moved in the room as the nurse moved toward him. 

“You’re not welcomed in here at the moment.”

“Fuck off,” he growled at her and moved around her with ease. 

Elijah turned and got in his face. “Out. Now. I’ll find you later.”

“No.” He moved a little to his left, trying to get Julie’s attention. The light blue hospital gown fit her perfectly, but the pasty white of her skin left his insides shaking with fear. “Baby, what’s the matter? What happened?”

She adverted her eyes from him as Elijah picked him up and muscled him out of the room. The smaller man yelled behind him for the nurse to close the door. 

Simon jerked from his hold and got in his face. “Fucking move out of my way right now. That’s my wife in there.”

“She was your wife, Simon. Get yourself together and back off or you’ll be looking at suspension papers the minute I have time to get to my desk. This isn’t a daytime drama and I need to be in there with Julie. Take yourself back to your office and cool off. I’ll come find you after I help her.”

“Help her with what?” He was left dizzy by the fast pumping of his blood, his body numbing quickly as fear permeated every cell. 

“I’ll fill you in later.” Elijah wouldn’t budge. “Let me help her, please.”

“If this was you and Charity, I’d never do this to you.”

“Perhaps, but I’m making the only call I know to right now. She doesn’t want you involved. You’re not going to be. Leave or I’ll have you escorted out. Your choice.”

“Fuck you.” Simon jerked from him and stormed out of the ER as tears pricked his vision. It didn’t matter what he had done or hadn’t done. Julie was still his wife, and knowing she was in the ER and
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