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If you love someone, set them free.


If they come back, they’re yours;


if they don’t, they never were.


–RICHARD BACH










Nineteen. There’s something about that number; it not only brought us together, bonding us forever, it also played a hand in tearing us apart.


The nineteenth of January 1996. I’ll never forget it. It was the day we met. I was seven and she was six. It was the day she moved in next door, and the day I developed my first crush on a girl.


Exactly nineteen years later, all my dreams came true when she became my wife. She was the love of my life. My soul mate. My everything. The reason I looked forward to waking up every morning.


Then tragedy struck. Nineteen days after we married, she was in an accident that would change our lives forever. When she woke from her coma, she had no memory of me, of us, of the love we shared.


I was crushed. She was my air, and without her I couldn’t breathe.


The sparkle that once glistened in her eyes when she looked at me was gone. To her, now, I was a stranger. I had not only lost my wife, I had lost my best friend.


But I refused to let this tragedy be the end of us. That’s when I started to write her letters, stories of our life. Of when we met. About the happier times, and everything we had experienced together.


What we had is far too beautiful to be forgotten.


This is our story …




ONE


Jemma


It’s a wet and dreary morning is the first thing I hear when the radio booms to life, alerting me to the fact it’s time to get up.


Dreary doesn’t even come close. The thought of no longer being able to spend every waking minute with my gorgeous husband has already put a dampener on my day. I can’t believe our time off together has come to an end. I hate that I have to go back to work this morning, and leave the little bubble Braxton and I have been living in for the past four weeks.


Right up until the wedding, things were so busy with our careers, building our dream house and organising our special day. Everything combined seemed to take away from us being together. This one-on-one time we’ve had since tying the knot was just what we both needed.


‘Morning, Mrs Spencer.’


He rolls onto his side, pulling me further into his warm, luscious body. It has been exactly nineteen days since we exchanged wedding vows, and I’m still floating.


‘Morning, Mr Spencer.’ I lean my forehead against his. ‘I’m not ready to go back to work. I can’t stand the thought of spending the entire day without you.’


He chuckles as his teeth nip at my pouting lip. ‘I feel exactly the same way, babe. Our time off has gone way too quick. We should have taken two months off, instead of one.’


Despite him being a constant figure in my daily life, for the past nineteen years, I still get a rush when I think about what our future together holds.


I met Braxton when my parents and I moved in next door. We were just kids, but we’ve been inseparable ever since. He’s my one and only. He always has been, and always will be. He’s not only the love of my life; he’s my best friend, my soul mate, my forever boy.


He’s incredibly dreamy, with his movie-star looks. I run my fingers through his sandy blond hair as my eyes roam over his perfectly sculpted face; his big blue eyes pop against his tanned skin. He has a smile that makes my knees weak. His front tooth turns in ever so slightly, but it takes nothing away from his Colgate-worthy smile.


When he realises I’m checking him out, the sexy grin that I adore appears on his face. It highlights the cute dimple in his left cheek. To this day, he still manages to turn my insides to mush, but it’s his inner beauty that affects me the most.


‘I could always call in sick,’ I say, perking up for a moment, but in reality I know it’s not possible. I have a big client coming in first thing Monday morning, and I need to prepare.


‘If I didn’t have this damn meeting later this morning, I’d say do it,’ he replies, smiling.


‘I’m going to miss you.’


‘I’m going to miss you too, Jem. The past four weeks have been my kind of heaven.’


I sigh. ‘I’d give anything to be back in Kauai right now.’ My fingers move from his hair and skim down the side of his face as I speak. The beach has always been our favourite place. That’s why we built our dream home overlooking the ocean. The soothing sound of the waves crashing against the shore as I drift off to sleep every night, and the sweet smell of sea air first thing in the morning … it’s cathartic. It’s also one of the reasons we chose Hawaii—a beautiful villa on the majestic shores of Tunnels Beach—as the place to spend the first two weeks of our married life.


‘Me too.’ He gives me a wistful look. ‘I’ll take you back there over the Christmas break, I promise.’


‘I’d like that.’ My fingertips dance over his collarbone, before moving across his shoulder. When I run a path down his strong back, he groans.


I sigh again when I think that Christmas is ten months away, but I guess we have the rest of our lives together to create the kind of memories we did in Hawaii.


Untangling my legs from his, I pause briefly. I don’t want to leave him. I exhale a drawn-out breath. ‘I suppose I better jump in the shower.’


‘Would you like some company?’


Reaching for me, he rolls onto his back, taking me with him. I laugh when he wiggles his eyebrows. I straddle his waist before covering his mouth with mine. My shower can wait. Making love to my man is much more important.


Sliding forward, I line myself up. His strong hands grip my hips, and we moan in unison as I sink down onto him.


My eyes lock with his as I slowly rock my body against him. ‘I love you, Brax.’


‘I love you too, Jem. So much.’


He reaches for my hands, lacing his fingers through mine. We’ve always had such a strong bond, but when we’re connected like this, we become one. I’ll never tire of these feelings he evokes in me.


There are times I feel guilty because together, we’re perfect. None of our friends have the kind of relationship Braxton and I do. What we have is unbreakable. Sometimes my feelings for him overwhelm me. I’m not sure how either of us would survive without the other.
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As I rush around putting the finishing touches on my make-up, I catch a glimpse of Braxton in the mirror. He’s leaning up against the doorframe watching me get ready. He’s shirtless and wearing a pair of grey sweats that hang low on his hips. My pulse quickens as my eyes rake over his bare chest, and each delicious muscle that defines his torso, from the perfect V just above the waistband, right up to his washboard abs. One of my favourite things to do is watch him work out on the small home gym he set up in the garage. I don’t think he even realises how sexy he is. Growing up, he didn’t notice the way all the girls swooned over him. But I did.


My eyes move back to his, and the adoring look on his face sends my heart into a flutter. The sheer love I feel for this man consumes every fibre of my being. It’s euphoric.


‘How long have you been standing there?’ I ask as my mouth curves into a smile.


‘I’m just admiring my beautiful wife.’ I love hearing him call me his wife.


He pushes off the doorframe and stalks towards me. When his arms encircle my waist, he pulls me back into him. A soft moan falls from my mouth as his lips trail a path up my neck. I tilt my head to the side, allowing him better access.


‘I’m already running late,’ I breathe.


‘I wish you didn’t have to go.’ His warm breath on my skin leaves goosebumps in its wake.


‘Me either.’


‘The next eight hours are going to feel like an eternity.’


I sigh in agreement. ‘I know.’


His tongue glides over the sensitive spot behind my ear, sending shivers down my spine. He did that on purpose. ‘Don’t make any plans for tonight, because I’m taking you out to dinner.’


‘You’re taking me out? Where?’


‘The Sea Shanty.’ He groans as he sucks my earlobe into his mouth.


‘What’s the special occasion?’


‘Our anniversary.’


My eyes fly open to meet his in the mirror. ‘Our what?’ My mind starts to race. What anniversary?


He turns me in his arms so I’m facing him, and pulls a small black box from his pocket. ‘I was going to give this to you tonight, but I want you to have it now. Happy nineteenth anniversary, sweetheart.’


My hands tremble slightly as I take hold of the box. That’s when I remember that today we have been married for nineteen days, and a huge smile breaks out on my face. The number nineteen has always held special significance for us.


Tears of happiness pool in my eyes as I open the lid. Inside I find a white-gold necklace that’s holding a diamond-encrusted number-nineteen pendant.


‘Oh Braxton, it’s beautiful. I love it … I love you.’


He smiles as he tucks a lock of hair behind my ear. ‘I can’t wait to spend the rest of my life with you, Jem.’


‘Same.’


A lump forms in my throat and I feel like I’m choking back tears. I use my hand to fan my eyes; I don’t have time to redo my make-up.


Taking the box out of my hand, he removes the necklace. ‘Turn around, and hold up your hair.’ I do as he asks, gathering my long brown hair on top of my head so he can fasten the necklace. ‘Perfect,’ he says, planting a soft kiss on my skin at the base of my neck.


My fingertips glide over the pendant as I admire it in the mirror. ‘Thank you … I’ll treasure it.’


Sliding his arms around my waist again, he rests his chin on my shoulder, and his eyes meet mine in the mirror. ‘You know, I’ve been thinking …’


‘That could be dangerous.’


I laugh when he pokes my side.


‘I want you to stop taking the pill.’


I feel my heartbeat accelerate as I swing around to face him. ‘You do?’


‘Yes. It’s time we gave it another try, Jem. I want to see our baby growing inside you.’


I swipe my finger under my eye to catch the stray tear that has fallen. ‘I want that too, but what about my job? We just took out a second mortgage to build this house … we need the money.’


He exhales before continuing. ‘I know how much your career means to you, but you’re giving so much of yourself to that bastard, Andrew. We both know he doesn’t appreciate you. Why don’t you think about setting up your own interior-design business from home? That way you’d be here to look after our son, and still be able to do what you love.’


‘Or our daughter,’ I say with a smile.


‘As long as our baby is healthy, I don’t care what sex it is.’


I bow my head as memories of that day flood my mind. I want this so badly, but I’m scared.


‘Can we talk more about it tonight over dinner? Andrew’s going to chew me out if I don’t get to the office soon.’


‘He better not!’


I run my finger over his forehead, trying to flatten out the crinkles of his frown. I love how protective he is. He hates the way my boss treats me, but he’d never interfere because he knows how much I love what I do.


The rain has eased by the time I’m ready to leave, but Braxton still insists on walking me out so I don’t get wet. ‘Bye,’ I say reluctantly, when we come to a stop beside my car.


‘Don’t let Andrew keep you any later than needed.’


‘I won’t,’ I say, placing my lips against his. ‘Good luck with your meeting. They’re going to love the new design.’


‘I hope so.’ He opens the driver’s-side door, and moves the umbrella closer to shield me from the rain. ‘Be careful on the roads, they’ll be slippery.’


‘I will. Stop worrying.’


‘I’ll always worry where you’re concerned, Jem. It’s my job to look after you.’


I smile up at him once I’m seated. ‘I love how much you love me.’


‘That’ll never change,’ he says, winking, as he closes my car door.


My heart feels heavy as I blow him a kiss and reverse out of the driveway … I miss him already.
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I’m driving cautiously but still faster than usual on my way to work. I know I shouldn’t, considering the roads are slippery from all the rain, but the backlog of work I’m going to face from being on holidays for a month is making my stomach knot. Just the thought of facing Andrew in one of his moods this morning is quickly undoing all the calm I’ve felt while being away from him. Braxton’s idea of starting my own business is sounding better by the second.


I smile to myself as I replay his words in my head. My fingertips lightly skim over my stomach. I’d like nothing more than to have his baby growing inside me again.


‘Shit,’ I mumble to myself when the heavens open up. I turn the wiper speed up to full, but visibility is still poor. I can barely see the car in front of me now. I jump when my phone starts to ring. I grip the wheel tightly with my right hand as I reach across the passenger seat, my hand blindly fumbling in my bag as I try to find it.


I just know that it’s Andrew wondering where I am; I should have been there fifteen minutes ago. My chest tightens just thinking about it.


My eyes leave the road for a split second as I glance down at the screen. I was right, it’s him. As I attempt to accept the call, I hear the loud sound of an angry horn, and the screech of tyres. My head snaps to the left as my body is thrown violently sidewards. The sickening crunching sound of metal is almost deafening.


Images of Braxton and our life together flash through my mind as a crushing sensation consumes the right side of my body. My head connects with the driver’s-side window, and the sound of shattering glass fills my ears.


Oh god. I don’t want to die.


‘Braxton … Braaaax,’ I cry out as the world around me stills, and I succumb to the darkness.




TWO


Braxton


I take a sip of strong black coffee as I stare out of the floor-to-ceiling windows that adorn the back of our house. I’m drinking out of my favourite mug. Jem bought it for me on our first official Valentine’s Day together, eight years ago. The inscription on the front still brings a smile to my face. You’re cute, can I keep you?


The interior of the cup is now stained from all the coffee I’ve consumed in it, and part of the heart on the front has worn away over time, but I adore this mug and everything it represents. Nowhere near as much as I adore my wife, though.


The ocean is less than forty metres away from where I’m standing, but the rain is pelting down so hard that I can’t even see it. An uneasy feeling settles in the pit of my stomach, and I have no idea why. I’m not anxious about the meeting I have this morning; I’m confident the deal is in the bag. But still, something feels off.


It might be that the thought of Jemma being out there in this weather doesn’t sit well with me. I know she feels like I smother her sometimes, but it’s only because I love her. I’ve never loved anyone, or anything, as deeply as I do her. She’s like the missing part of my soul.


Removing my phone from my pocket, I search through my contacts for her number. She would have got a bit of traffic on the way to work this morning, especially with this rain, but surely she’d be there by now.


I’m not concerned when it goes straight to voicemail. Her boss is a pompous arse, so she probably turned her phone off to avoid getting into trouble. I’d love nothing more than to wring his neck for the way he speaks to her sometimes, but I know Jem wouldn’t want that. She loves her job, and all I want is for her to be happy.


Opening my messages, I shoot her a text.


Just checking in to make sure you arrived at work safely. Is it wrong that I miss you already? Because I do. I can’t wait for our date tonight. Hope you have a great day. Call me when you get a chance.


It will ease my mind to know she’s okay. My head needs to be in the game this morning. This deal means everything to me, and to my business partner, Lucas—it’s the break we need to catapult our company to the next level.


I know that the roads are going to be chaotic, so I head into the kitchen and pour the remainder of my coffee into a travel mug before grabbing my briefcase and the plans for the new shopping centre we’ve designed, from my office. This is the first time Lucas and I have branched out from our usual portfolio of designing houses and office blocks. If we pull this off it will be the biggest deal we’ve ever landed and will launch our small architectural firm into the big league.


Lucas and I are still young, and have long careers ahead of us, but that doesn’t stop us from yearning for that big break. It’s what we’ve always strived for. We met at university eight years ago, and clicked straightaway. He’s not only my business partner, he’s like a brother to me. Our ideas are fresh, and we’re not afraid to push boundaries. It’s what gives us the edge over our competition—we’re visionaries, you could say. There are exciting times ahead for L&B Architectural Designs, I can feel it in my bones.


If we seal this deal today, Jemma won’t need to work anymore if she doesn’t want to. She loves what she does, though. She has an exceptional eye for detail, and is already forging her place among some of the top interior designers in the country.


Is it crazy that even our careers go hand in hand? I design houses for a living, and Jemma creates the interiors. It’s not something we planned, it’s just another reason we’re perfect for each other.


When my phone rings, I slide it out of my pocket. I’m expecting to see Jem’s number on the screen, but instead it’s Lucas.


‘Hey, buddy,’ I say when I place the phone to my ear. ‘I’m just getting ready to leave now.’


‘That’s why I’m calling. I left five minutes ago. The traffic is horrendous. There’s been a bad accident at the Main and Riley intersection. It must be pretty serious because the roads are closed in both directions. Traffic is being diverted all over the place.’


The uneasy feeling in my gut intensifies. That’s the route Jemma takes to work. But I force my voice to sound normal as I reply.


‘I’ll leave now. Hopefully one of us gets there in time.’


I redial Jemma, but again it goes to voicemail, so this time I leave her a message. Jem, it’s me. Call me as soon as you get this. I need to know you’re okay.


I try not to sound panicked, but I’m pretty sure I fail. I’ve always been protective of her, and that will never change.


Sliding my phone back into my suit jacket, I pick up my briefcase and tuck the blueprints cylinder under my arm, before reaching for my travel mug. I was up until late last night going over the final draft, ensuring it was perfect. I know our clients are going to love the amendments I made to the original design.


I look down at my watch as I head towards the door. Jemma left an hour and twenty minutes ago. I tell myself that I’m overreacting, that she’s probably safe and sound at work.


Then why is my stomach in knots?


The rain has eased to a light sprinkle as I walk across the front lawn. Placing the travel mug on the roof of the car, I fish in my pocket for the keys. Once I’ve stowed the blueprints and my briefcase on the back seat, I reach for my coffee as I close the back door.


I pause when a car pulls into the driveway behind me. It’s not just any car, it’s a police car. Fear grips me as images of my wife flash through my mind, and I internally freak the hell out. My brain is telling me to calm down, not to panic until I have reason to, but my heart already knows this isn’t good news.


‘Mr Spencer?’ the officer asks as he exits his vehicle and approaches me. He already knows my name, which does nothing to calm me. I open my mouth to speak, but nothing comes out. My heart is thumping hard against my ribcage, and there’s a part of me that wants to flee so I don’t have to hear what he’s going to say. Inhaling a large breath, I hold it as he comes to a stop a few feet in front of me. ‘Are you Braxton Spencer?’


Words again fail me, but this time I manage to nod my head.


‘I’m Officer Martin. I’m sorry to be the one to inform you,’ he says, reaching out and placing his hand on my shoulder. Every ounce of air leaves my body as I wait for him to continue. ‘Your wife’s been in an accident.’


I swear I feel all the colour drain from my face as my legs threaten to give way underneath me. Lucas’s words swim around in my head. It must be pretty serious because the roads are closed in both directions.


The travel mug in my hand drops to the driveway below with a thud. I vaguely feel the sting of the hot liquid as it soaks into the fabric of my trousers. The world around me appears to be moving in slow motion as the officer grabs hold of my arm in an attempt to steady me.


‘Is … is she okay?’ I’m not sure I even want to hear his reply, but I need to know.


‘She was transported to the local hospital by ambulance.’


‘I need to get to her. Are her injuries serious? Is she … alive?’ I’m rambling.


‘Only the doctors can answer that, Mr Spencer. All I can tell you is the car she was travelling in was T-boned after driving through a stop sign. She had to be cut out of the vehicle, but yes she was alive.’


I scrub my trembling hands over my face as my stomach churns. I think I’m going to be sick.


‘I’m sorry, Mr Spencer. This is the part of my job that I hate the most. If you like, I can take you to her.’


‘Please.’


This can’t be happening. Less than two hours ago, I was making love to my wife and looking forward to not only our evening together, but our future. We were going to start a family. But now, in the blink of an eye, every hope and every dream we’ve shared seems uncertain.


My eyelids close as I rest my head against the seat in the back of the police car. I’ve never been the praying type, but that’s exactly what I’m doing in this moment. I’d do anything to save my girl. Anything.


I feel numb.


Please God, let her be okay. Just let her be okay.
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‘Braxton,’ I hear as I pace in the small room I was shoved into when I arrived at the hospital. I feel like I’m going out of my mind as I wait for answers, for news, for anything. My head snaps up as Jemma’s mother, Christine, comes barrelling into the room. ‘Oh, Braxton,’ she cries as she collapses into my arms and sobs hysterically against my chest.


Jemma is her only child, so of course she is distressed, but I’m trying so hard to hold myself together here, and this is not helping.


I don’t even remember the drive to the hospital. It’s like I’m in limbo, and I can’t seem to get my thoughts straight. I vaguely remember the officer asking me if there was anyone I should contact when we arrived. ‘Her parents,’ I’d mumbled. Apart from me, they’re all she has.


The universe couldn’t be so cruel as to take her away from me when our life together as husband and wife has only just begun. Could it?


‘Is there any news?’ Christine asks as she pulls away from me. ‘They won’t tell me anything.’


‘I’ve had no news yet.’ After the nurse guided me into this room, she said the doctor would be in to see me shortly, but since then there’s been nothing. Not a damn word.


I check my watch and see it has only been twenty minutes, but it feels like an eternity. In this moment, everything I hold dear is hanging by a thread.


Minutes later, the door flies open again. My heartbeat climbs to a dangerous level. I don’t know if I’m ready. As much as I need to know how she is, I cling to the premise that no news is good news.


I’m flooded with relief when I see Jemma’s father, Stephen, standing near the doorway looking sombre and breathless.


‘What are you doing here?’ Christine snaps as her eyes narrow.


These two once had a marriage I envied; now they can’t stand to be in the same room. Well, Christine can’t stand to be in the same room as Stephen. We had to sit them at opposite sides of the room at our wedding reception. Jemma’s mother threatened not to attend if she was seated anywhere near him. It’s hard seeing what this animosity does to Jem; she loves her parents and hates being brought into the middle of their drama. It’s ludicrous. Stephen messed up, but he’s remorseful for what he did. He’s a good man. I’ve always liked him. I’m not condoning what he did—he made a mistake, a huge one—but Christine played a hand in it as well, and it’s not fair that she’s making us all suffer. Especially now; now is the time to focus on Jem.


‘She’s my daughter too, Chris. I have a right to be here.’


‘Huh,’ she huffs.


Stepping back from Jemma’s mother, I walk towards her father and shake his hand. ‘No word yet. Hopefully the doctor will be able to tell us something soon.’


He bows his head. ‘She’s my little girl … my pumpkin,’ he whispers.


I have to fight back my own tears as I watch him. She has to be okay. I can’t even fathom any other outcome right now.




THREE


Braxton


‘I can’t stand this,’ I mumble under my breath as I push through the doors and head out into the corridor to find a nurse, or a doctor—anyone who can give me answers. I also need a break from those two. Christine is slumped in a chair, crying. Stephen tried to comfort her at one stage, but the daggers she shot him had him retreating to the corner of the room. She’s hurting—we all are. None of us know what condition Jemma’s in, but I do know she’s going to need all our love and support. She hates what has become of her once tightknit family, and their constant bickering would just upset her.


I head straight for the nurses’ counter, and force out a small smile when the nurse looks up from the computer screen in front of her. ‘Hi. My wife, Jemma Spencer, was brought in earlier. She was in a car accident. Is there any news on her condition? I’d be grateful if you could help me, we’ve been waiting for almost half an hour. Anything, please.’


She gives me a sympathetic look before typing something into the keyboard. ‘She’s being looked at by the trauma team at the moment. I’ll see if someone can come and talk to you.’


Trauma team. Those words are like a knife plunging straight into my heart. ‘Is there any way I can see her?’ She’s probably frightened, and I know she would want me there. And I need to be with her.


‘Not at the moment, Mr Spencer. I’m sorry. I’ll have someone come and give you an update ASAP.’


The desperate part of me wants to scream at the nurse and demand she take me to Jemma. Thankfully, the logical side of me wins out. She’s only doing her job.


‘Thank you.’


Turning, I pinch the bridge of my nose as I walk back towards that cramped room of torture; the thought of going back in there has me feeling stifled. Stopping, I take a moment and roll my shoulders a few times. I feel lost, and completely alone. Jemma has always been my rock; we have always faced everything together. I’m craving her comfort, which is ironic—I’m not the one who was in a car accident, the one who is somewhere in this godforsaken hospital being worked on by the trauma team.


I feel even more helpless when I meet the hopeful eyes of Jemma’s parents. ‘No news yet, I’m afraid.’


Christine just buries her face in her hands and continues to cry.


‘What’s taking so long?’ her father asks.


I wish I knew. In my heart I know her injuries are serious, but I refuse to let my mind go there. I’m not sure how much more I can take, or how long I can hold it together.


Fifteen excruciating minutes pass before the doctor finally enters the room. Please let this be good news. I know I’m grasping at straws; if things weren’t serious we wouldn’t be in the hospital.


‘Hi. I’m Doctor Bolton. I’m in charge of the trauma team looking after Jemma,’ he says as he looks at each of us.


‘I’m Braxton Spencer, Jemma’s husband.’ I reach for his extended hand. ‘How is she?’


‘Her injuries are serious.’ His words have my heart dropping into the pit of my stomach, but at least that means she’s still alive. I have to grab onto anything positive; it’s the only way I’m going to get through this. ‘Why don’t you take a seat?’


‘I’m Stephen, Jemma’s father,’ he says, stepping forward. After shaking the doctor’s hand, he gestures towards Christine. ‘And this is my wife, Christine.’


‘Ex-wife,’ Christine snaps.


My eyes briefly meet hers—I don’t bother to hide my anger—shaking my head as I take a seat. ‘I’m sorry, Braxton,’ she says, placing her hand on my leg. ‘I’m sorry.’


I tune her out as I focus my attention on the doctor. ‘We’ve managed to stabilise her,’ he says.


I run my hands nervously down the front of my trousers. That doesn’t sound good, but in this moment I honestly don’t care what condition I get her back in. I just need her back.


‘What do you mean by “stabilise her”?’ Stephen asks. ‘How bad are her injuries?’


‘They’re serious,’ he replies. ‘She’s been in and out of consciousness since she arrived. There appears to be some swelling on her brain, some internal bleeding, lesions and multiple broken bones. She’s been sedated and we’re taking her down for some scans now.’


‘Christ.’ The glimmer of hope I’ve been clinging to since the officer arrived at my house is dwindling at a rapid pace. ‘She’s going to pull through, right?’


He gives me a sympathetic look. ‘It’s touch and go. The next forty-eight hours are going to be critical, but I assure you we’re doing everything possible to save your wife.’


I cannot bring myself to reply as the doctor’s words sink in. Forty-eight hours? I can’t wait that long. The last forty minutes nearly killed me. Sheer panic consumes me. I can’t lose her, I just can’t. I rub my hand over the tightness that has now settled in my chest. I can’t breathe without her. She’s my air.


She’s got to pull through this. She just has to.
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An hour passes and we’re still waiting for another update. How long does a scan take? I can’t seem to settle, and haven’t stopped pacing since the doctor left. I’m going to wear a path in the linoleum floor pretty soon.


I’m pulled from my internal turmoil when my phone rings in my pocket. Glancing down at the screen I see Andrew’s name. Presumably he’s wondering why Jemma hasn’t arrived at work. It’s unlike him to call me—the last time he did, it wasn’t pretty. Jemma had left for the day, and when he couldn’t find something in the office he called her; when she didn’t answer her phone, he contacted me. He had the audacity to tell me if she wasn’t back there within the hour to find it, he would fire her. He was just being unreasonable as usual, and I took great satisfaction in finally speaking my mind. He was lucky to have someone like her working for him, and he knew it, and it was the first and last time he ever spoke about her like that in front of me.


I have a good mind to ignore his call, but I know Jem wouldn’t want that. ‘Andrew,’ I say in a clipped tone when I answer. I don’t even give him a chance to reply. ‘Jemma was in a car accident on the way to work. She won’t be coming in today.’


‘I need her here,’ he snaps. When he lets out an exasperated breath, I feel my temper rise.


‘Well, it’s not possible.’


‘Can I expect her on Monday?’


‘No, she won’t be in on Monday either.’ At this stage, I want to hang up on him, but again, I hold my temper for Jemma’s sake. ‘It’s serious. We’re at the hospital. I’m not sure when she’ll be back.’ With that, I end the call. That’s all the explanation he needs.


As I go to place my phone back in the pocket of my suit jacket, it rings again. My thumb moves to press the decline button, thinking it’s him again, but I see Lucas’s number on the screen instead. Christ, our meeting.


‘Where the hell are you?’ he screeches into the phone. ‘I’ve been trying to call you for nearly an hour. Please don’t tell me you’re still stuck in traffic. I’ve been stalling for as long as I can. We need those plans.’


‘Lucas.’ I’m so glad to hear his voice, even if he’s shouting at me. I need to draw on his strength because I’m about to crumble. Pushing through the door, I step into the corridor. ‘I’m sorry, mate. I should’ve called … it slipped my mind.’


‘Jesus, Brax. Slipped your mind? What’s going on?’


‘I’m at the hospital.’


‘What?’ He pauses briefly. ‘Why?’


‘That accident,’ I say, my voice cracking. ‘It was Jemma.’


‘Bullshit … no way.’


The line goes quiet, and the shock I felt when I first got word comes crashing back down. Saying it aloud makes it too real, and I know how badly Lucas will take the news. He not only adores Jemma, he cares about me. Growing up, it was always just Jem and me, and then I went away to university, leaving her behind. It was the first time we’d ever been separated, and it was hard. We spoke every day, and drove back and forth to be together each weekend, but it wasn’t the same. I struggled without her. I was lost—and Lucas saved me. Jemma was the other half of me, but I never realised how much I needed a bro, a best mate, until I found him.


‘What hospital are you at? I’m coming to you now.’


A small smile tugs at my lips. In the eight years we’ve been friends, he has never let me down. ‘Don’t. Finish the meeting, it’s important. There’s nothing you can do here. We’re still waiting for news from the doctor.’


‘I can be there for you. I know what she means to you. She’s your life.’


‘She is,’ I whisper, as tears sting my eyes, but I flat out refuse to cry. I need to stay strong for her. ‘Lucas, I don’t think I can survive without her.’


‘Hang in there, buddy. Jem’s a fighter. She’ll pull through this.’


He has no idea how much I needed to hear those words.


‘God, I hope so.’




FOUR


Braxton


I’m gripped with fear as I follow the nurse down the corridor towards the intensive-care unit. Jemma’s parents are close behind. We’re finally able to see her, but only one person at a time. I’m thankful they didn’t protest when I said I wanted to be the first.


I’m trying to prepare myself for the worst. I’m not sure what I’m going to find when I walk into that room, but I know it won’t be pretty. My beautiful wife who left me this morning with a smile and a kiss won’t be the same person I’m about to see.


When the doctor finally came back to update us on her condition we learned that due to the swelling on her brain, she has been placed in an induced coma. I asked the doctor a million questions, but there wasn’t much he could say, except that the next few days will be a waiting game, and Jemma will be closely monitored in the ICU.


Her injuries are extensive. The surgeon managed to stitch her open wounds, but they won’t be able to operate until the swelling subsides. She’s going to need pins in her right arm and leg, as well as a hip replacement because the bones are shattered. As much as I hate that my girl is so broken and battered, we can deal with that. She’s alive, and bones heal. For now, our primary concern is getting her through the next few days. As the doctor said, she’s healthy, and she’s strong. I know she’ll fight. She has to.


The nurse stops walking and turns to face me when we reach Jemma’s room. My heart is beating so fast I can hear the thumping in my ears. There’s a sympathetic smile on her face. ‘This is your wife’s room, Mr Spencer.’


‘Thank you.’


I turn and nod to Jemma’s parents. No words would be enough to comfort any of us in this moment. Christine’s sad eyes meet mine, and she manages to force a smile as she reaches out to rub her hand down my arm. This is the caring and nurturing woman I love, and miss.


‘Good luck,’ she says. ‘We’ll be out here waiting if you need us.’


I pause in the doorway and steady myself. I can do this. Willing my legs to move, I take a step forward, followed by another. I take a sharp breath the moment my eyes land on Jemma. My knees threaten to give way underneath me as I approach the bed. The person lying before me doesn’t even resemble my wife.


I’m not sure what I expected to see when I walked in here, but it certainly wasn’t this. The white sterile sheets are pulled up under her chin, so I can only see her bruised and battered face. She’s hooked up to several machines, and a large white tube protrudes from her mouth.


I stand and stare for the longest time, afraid to go closer. It’s a surreal feeling. Never in my life did I think I’d have to face anything like this. The right side of her face and forehead are heavily bandaged. I immediately divert my eyes away from the dried blood I see caked in her hair. I can’t bear it. Her face is so swollen. I can’t even describe how much it hurts to see her like this.


There’s a chair sitting by the wall. I make my way towards it and drag it to Jemma’s bedside. The left side is still perfect, still her. Tears rise to my eyes as I gently run the tip of my fingers down the left side of her face.


I promised myself before coming in here that I would remain strong for her, but I’m so overcome with sadness I no longer can. I’m so scared. Leaning forward, I place my lips softly on her cheek. She’s so lifeless, so pale, and her skin feels cold against my mouth. Sliding my hand under the blanket, I fold her hand in mine.


I want to wrap her in my arms and beg her to get better, but I’m too afraid to touch her. I don’t want to hurt her any more than she’s already hurting. I’ve spent my entire life caring for and protecting her, but the one time she needed me most, I wasn’t there. Logically, I know there’s nothing I could have done to avoid this. None of us could have seen it coming, but it doesn’t lessen the guilt that I’m feeling.


The officer’s words from this morning echo in my mind. All I can tell you is the car she was travelling in was T-boned after driving through a stop sign.


‘Jem,’ I whisper against her skin. ‘I need you, baby. Don’t leave me.’ I can taste the saltiness of my tears. ‘Fight for us … fight for you. Just fight.’


My heart aches as I rest my face against hers for the longest time. Even this simple contact gives me strength, and I can only hope it gives Jem strength too.


I’m startled when I feel a hand rest on my shoulder. I look up to find the nurse beside me. ‘Mrs Spencer’s parents would like to come in and see their daughter now.’


‘Okay,’ I say, leaning back into my chair and wiping the tears from my face.


‘You can come back in once they’ve seen her.’


I wait until she leaves the room, then I lean forward in my chair again. ‘Your parents are here to see you,’ I whisper. ‘I’ll be right outside. I’m not going anywhere.’ I brush my lips against her cheek once more before standing. ‘I love you.’


My heart feels shattered as I leave the room. I pass Christine in the doorway. She reaches for my arm, but I shrug her off.


‘How is she?’ she asks. I shake my head in reply. I’m numb. I have no words for how she is. Christine will see for herself in a minute.


Stephen pats my back as I pass him. I know that the grim look on his face is reflected in my own. I feel bad for what they’re about to see. Jemma has always been their little girl. Seeing her in this condition won’t be easy.


‘Braxton.’ I glance over my shoulder as I walk towards the line of chairs positioned along the wall. Lucas. No words are spoken as he comes to a stop in front of me and pulls me into his arms, holding me tight. He has never hugged me like this before, but I’m too grateful to feel awkward. I need something, anything, to hold me together right now. ‘She’s going to pull through this, buddy.’


I’m so glad he’s here.
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I pull out my phone when I feel it vibrate in my pocket. I see it’s a text from Jemma’s friend Rachel. She’s on her way here from New York. ‘Why don’t you go home for a few hours and get some rest,’ Stephen says, placing his hand on my shoulder. ‘You look like crap.’


‘Geez, thanks.’


Three days have passed since the accident, and I haven’t left my wife’s side. I’ll go home when I can take her with me, and not before. Although it’s apparently against hospital policy, the nurse let me have a shower this morning. It made me feel somewhat human again. Lucas went to our place and brought back some toiletries and fresh clothes. He’s been calling in to the hospital on his way to work, and again in the evenings on his way home. There’s not much he can do here, but I’m grateful he’s keeping things moving at the office, even though I’m struggling to focus on anything other than Jem at this moment.


‘You know what I mean, son,’ Stephen says. ‘Jemma’s going to need you when she wakes, and you won’t be able to function if you keep this up.’ He’s right. I’ve barely slept and I’m not really eating, but I can’t leave. The truth is, I won’t be able to breathe easy until I know for certain she’s going to be okay.


‘I’m not leaving her.’


She survived the first forty-eight hours, and with every passing day my confidence grows. She’s still in an induced coma, but the doctor did some more scans this morning, and they showed that the swelling is subsiding. I know she’s going to have a long road to recovery once she’s conscious, but she’ll never be alone. Me, her parents, Lucas, and her best friend, Rachel—we will all help her, every step of the way.


‘You need some rest,’ Stephen persists.


None of us are really functioning properly at the moment. Stephen and Christine are here from early morning until late at night, but unlike me, they go home to sleep.


‘For god’s sake,’ Christine snaps. ‘His wife is lying in the hospital. Why would he want to leave her? He’s committed to the woman he loves. Unlike you, he’ll honour his wedding vows.’


Burying my face in my hands, I will myself to bite my tongue. I’m at my wit’s end with the snarky remarks she’s thrown at Stephen over the past few days. I get it, I do: she’d worshipped the ground he walked on, until he broke her heart. But what we’re facing at the moment is proof that life is short. None of us knows what lies around the corner. And Jemma is their only child; surely if anything could bring them closer, it’s their shared pain and love for their daughter. Christine needs to move forward and somehow try to forgive. The hate and resentment she’s carrying around is making a once compassionate and loving person bitter and resentful. I barely recognise the woman who was so kind to me when I lost my own mum.


I feel for them both. It’s evident they still love each other; any fool could see that. But it appears Christine is going to make him pay for his mistake for the rest of his life. It’s so sad; the love they once shared is far too precious to waste.


‘I’m going to get a coffee,’ Stephen snaps as he stalks towards the door. I think he’s just hanging on by a thread as well. This is the closest his wife has let him get to her since they split two years ago.


‘You really should cut him some slack,’ I say, turning towards Christine. I’ve tried to stay out of this for the past few years, but right now it’s almost impossible. I even managed to refrain from speaking my mind during the whole wedding fiasco. What Christine failed—or refused—to realise then, was that Jemma’s father was going to be present at our wedding and give his little girl away whether Christine wanted him there or not. The pressure nearly tore Jemma apart—on more than one occasion I held her in my arms while she cried tears of frustration brought on by her mother—but I know how much she loves both her parents, so I kept quiet. But not now.


‘This shit really needs to stop,’ I say. ‘I won’t stand by and let you upset Jemma during her recovery.’


Christine’s eyes narrow slightly and her mouth opens to speak, but then she pauses. I see her whole body deflate, and I know she knows I’m right. Our priority right now needs to be Jemma.


‘You’re right,’ she replies, exhaling loudly. ‘I’ve tried to let go of the hurt, but I can’t.’


Rising from the chair, I make my way towards her. ‘I know this isn’t easy for you, Christine, but tell me this: does constantly beating him down make you feel any better?’


‘No,’ she whispers. ‘No, it doesn’t.’


This isn’t her. Not the real Christine, the mother figure I loved growing up. When my own mother passed away, Christine stepped in and cared for me like I was her own, and I’ll always be grateful. She has been wonderful to me and my father over the years. She and Stephen both.


‘Just try to be a little bit nicer,’ I say, placing my hand on her shoulder. ‘Jemma’s going to need all of us to be united when she wakes.’


‘I know.’ The remorseful look on her face tells me she’s at least going to try.
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I open my eyes just as the night nurse is leaving the room. Apart from the thin strip of light coming from behind Jemma’s bed, the room is bathed in darkness. I crick my neck from side to side as I sit forward in the reclining lounge that has become a makeshift bed. I long for the day that I can again sleep in my own comfortable bed, with my wife wrapped in my arms. My watch shows it’s just after two in the morning.


Rising, I drag the chair closer to Jemma’s bed. I need to be nearer. If she wasn’t hooked up to so many machines, I wouldn’t hesitate to climb into bed beside her and hold her. I miss so much about her—her smile, her laugh, her touch, her love—but more than anything I miss waking up with her. She’s been my life for as long as I can remember, so having her here but not present makes my heart ache.


Bending down, I place my lips on her forehead. ‘Please come back to me soon.’ I lie back down on the recliner and slide my hand under the blanket that’s covering her. I need the contact. Maybe this might help me sleep; I need to be at my strongest when she wakes. ‘I love you,’ I whisper as my fingers wrap around hers. We have never gone to sleep without saying these words.




FIVE


Braxton


I pace back and forth in the corridor. Today’s the day. The doctor and two nurses are in with my wife now. The swelling on her brain has subsided, so they’re going to start the process of bringing her out of the coma. They’ll also take her off the machines that have been helping to keep her alive. I should be feeling relieved, but I’m not—I’m extremely anxious. As positive as I’m trying to remain, there’s still no guarantee she will pull through.


Christine, Stephen and Lucas are all sitting down watching me. I’m sure I’m making them feel uneasy, but I can’t stay still. My stomach is in knots.


‘Braxton!’ I look up and see Rachel, Jemma’s best friend, running towards me. Rachel moved to New York for work just over a year ago, but there was no doubt in my mind that she would come home once she found out about the accident. They’re as close as sisters. That’s why I waited until the day after the accident to call her. I didn’t want her flying back here unnecessarily. She was only here three weeks ago, to be Jemma’s maid of honour.


My heart hurts when I think back to us picking her up from the airport when she arrived for our wedding. She and Jemma Skype each week but they hadn’t seen each other for nearly a year. The moment Rachel emerged from Customs, Jemma had dropped my hand to run to her. They held each other and cried for the longest time.


Arriving this time must have been hard for her, for such a different reason and with nobody to greet her. But my mind has been clouded with worry and I just didn’t think to organise somebody to collect her.


No words are spoken as she collapses into my arms and sobs. I can feel her body trembling, or maybe it’s mine, I’m not sure. All I know in this moment is that I’m exhausted, frightened and struggling to keep it together.


‘How is she?’ she asks looking up at me through her tears. She has been texting me over the past few days for updates during her travel. My reply was always the same: No change. Critical yet stable. That’s all I could tell her. It has been a waiting game for all of us.


‘The doctor’s with her now,’ I tell her. ‘The swelling’s gone down, so they’re going to bring her out of the coma.’


The doctor spoke to me at length before he went in. They’re going to stop the drugs that they’ve been using to keep her comatose, but will continue with the fluids, and the pain medication to help keep her comfortable. It could take anywhere from twelve to seventy-two hours for her to fully wake.


I just want this nightmare to be over.
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Many hours have passed and there’s still no sign of her waking. At least the tube that was helping her breathe has been removed from her mouth. The bruising and swelling on the right side of her face has gone down. Although she looks far from the Jemma I know, I’m grateful that I can already see an improvement.


Over the past four days I was asked to leave the room while they dressed her wounds, so I’m yet to see what lies underneath all those bandages. I’m not sure I want to.


Apart from that, I haven’t left her side. Christine has been trying her best not to antagonise Stephen, but in my opinion she could try harder. They’ve been alternating their time spent in the room with Lucas and Rachel. The rules are different in the ICU. They don’t usually allow more than one person in the room at a time, but they have made an exception for us. Christine has paired up with Rachel, and Lucas with Stephen. I’m somewhat relieved that Jemma’s parents have been split up; it’s just easier for everyone.


When evening falls, I encourage them all to go home and get some rest. I’m not leaving, though. I can’t. Christine protests at first, but Rachel eventually convinces her it’s for the best. She will stay with Christine while she’s here. Christine loves Rachel like a daughter, so I’m happy they will have each other for support. Having Rachel here will free me up so I can put my efforts into getting my wife well again. Christine doesn’t drive, so when Stephen moved out of the family home, running her around was always left to Jem and me.


I’m sitting by the bed with Jemma’s hand wrapped in mine when one of the night nurses enters the room. ‘Mr Spencer,’ she says with a nod. ‘I’m surprised to see you’re still awake.’


I give her a half-hearted smile. There’s no denying that I’m tired; I’m struggling to keep my eyes open, but I don’t want to go to sleep in case Jemma regains consciousness. She’ll be confused and scared, wondering where she is and how she got here. I need to be here to put her mind at ease.


‘It could take a few days.’


‘I know,’ is my only reply.


‘You’re a good man, Mr Spencer. Your wife’s lucky to have you.’


‘I feel like I’m the lucky one.’


‘Is there anything I can get you before I leave?’


‘No. I’m fine, thank you.’


‘Try to get some rest, Mr Spencer. I’ll be checking on your wife every hour, so if there’s any change in her condition, I’ll wake you.’


‘Thank you.’


It’s fifteen minutes past midnight when she leaves. That means it has been almost fourteen hours since the doctors stopped the drugs that were keeping her unconscious. I can’t sleep now. It might take days, but there’s also the possibility that she’ll wake at any moment.
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I’m jolted from my sleep when I feel someone squeeze my hand. My eyes are heavy and my mind is in a haze. I’m still sitting in the chair beside Jemma’s bed. I look down at my watch and see that it’s just after 5am. Then the realisation hits me. Someone squeezed my hand.


‘Jemma,’ I say, sitting upright in my chair. ‘Jemma, baby.’ I lean my body closer to her as I lightly squeeze the hand that’s still wrapped in mine, but there’s nothing. No movement. I must have imagined it.


I exhale a large breath as I rest my forehead on her shoulder. ‘Wake up, babe. Please.’ My voice cracks as I try to hold my emotions in. I’m not sure how much more of this I can take. ‘Please, Jem,’ I whisper. ‘I need you.’


Minutes pass. I continue to rest my head on her, all the time struggling to hold back the tears. I feel like I’m losing my mind, but it’s probably just the sleep deprivation. I’m mentally and physically spent. I lean back in my chair and rub my free hand over my face, scratching against the whiskers. I’ve never gone this long without shaving.


I have to admit to myself that a warm shower and a shave might revitalise me. Jem’s never been a fan of beards. She thought my occasional stubble was sexy, but that was her limit.


I gently unravel my fingers from hers and stand up to stretch. I arch my back and raise my hands high in the air, trying to relieve the ache that seems to have taken permanent residence in my weary muscles. I usually try to work out most days, but I can’t do that while I’m here.


It’s now a little after seven. The nurse has just left after checking Jem’s vitals; there’s still no change. She told me the doctor would be in shortly, when he starts his rounds. I’m on edge. I pace back and forth for a few minutes, before coming to a stop beside the bed.


‘Jem, baby. Can you hear me?’ Leaning forward, I run my fingers down the side of her face. ‘I need you to wake up.’ There’s desperation in my voice as I speak. ‘Please.’


My gaze is fixed on her as I stand to full height. This waiting game is really messing with my head. Then I see movement. Well, I think I do; maybe I’m just imagining it like I did with the hand squeeze. I rub my eyes before focusing on her again. This time I know I’m not seeing things. Her eyelids flutter slightly, before a soft groan falls from her lips. My heart rate picks up as I lean over her again. ‘Open your eyes, Jem,’ I beg as I reach for her hand under the blanket, folding it in mine.


I can’t explain how joyous I feel when she does as I ask. She looks me straight in the eye with a vacant stare. Considering everything she’s been through, that doesn’t surprise me.


A huge smile forms on my face.


‘Welcome back,’ I whisper as my eyes cloud with tears.


Her gaze moves from me to her surroundings. I can only imagine how confused she must be feeling. I’m trying hard to hold it together, but I’m so overcome with emotion my resolve is slipping with each passing second.


I gently run my hand down the left side of her face when her gaze moves back to me. I hate that the familiar sparkle is gone, but I know it will come back. Leaning forward, I rest my forehead against hers as tears stream from my eyes.


I haven’t cried like this since my mum died. But these tears are different. They’re tears of joy, not heartache. Tears of gratitude and relief, not guilt. All the uncertainty I’ve been feeling the past few days vanishes in an instant. She’s back. She’s alive. I can finally breathe again.


‘I’ve missed you so much, Jem.’


‘Stop.’ Her speech is raspy, and sounds nothing like my Jemma. ‘Get off me,’ she pleads, weakly pushing against my chest.


She’s never spoken so harshly to me before, and my first instinct is that I’ve hurt her somehow. ‘Jem.’ I pull back in confusion.


‘Who are you?’ she asks in a frightened voice.


My heart drops. ‘It’s me, Braxton … your husband.’


She doesn’t say another word, and she doesn’t need to. The fear I see in her eyes says it all. The relief I felt moments ago is quickly replaced by panic.


She doesn’t remember me.


She doesn’t know who I am.




SIX


Braxton


ONE WEEK LATER …


I rest my forehead against the steering wheel after turning off the ignition, saying a silent prayer that today is the day my wife’s memory returns. After the horrors of her waking up and not remembering me—or anybody, for that matter, not even her parents—things have been on a downward spiral.


I’ve been forced to return home each night without her. I swore I wouldn’t go back to the house unless she was with me, but that’s the thing—she doesn’t want me around. For the interim, anyway.


She practically had me forcefully removed from her room the first night. To her I’m now a stranger, and that’s exactly how she’s been treating me. I’m pretty sure if Jemma had her way she’d even stop me from coming here during the day. I alternate between utter bleakness and determination; it hurts like hell, but I refuse to accept that this is the end for us.


She may no longer remember the love we share, or everything we’ve been through together, but I do. Every moment … every second. I carry enough love for both of us.


Christine and Stephen are completely devastated by Jemma’s memory loss and, like me, are struggling to adjust. It’s a huge blow for them, in their already fractured lives. You can’t help but feel for them.


Jemma’s doctor spoke with me at length last night, before I left the hospital. He referred to Jemma’s condition as retrograde amnesia. He said it’s not uncommon for a patient to suffer some form of memory loss after sustaining a head injury. But unfortunately, there’s no magic cure. For now, it’s yet another waiting game. Her memory loss may be temporary, but there’s a chance—and this is my greatest fear—that her memory will never return.


Either way, I’m not giving up on us. Never. Optimism is all I have right now. We belong together, and in time I’m sure she’ll come to realise that as well. My heart belongs to her, like hers belongs to me.


When the accident happened, I worried she would never wake up, and I would lose her. Not once did I contemplate the possibility that she would wake up and I would lose her anyway.


It’s only 7am as I walk the long, familiar corridor of the hospital towards her room, so there’s not much activity. I make sure I’m here every morning when her breakfast arrives so I can cut up her food. She’s incapable of doing it herself, with only one functioning arm. She hates it, I can tell, but she needs to eat. The old Jemma was always strong-willed and independent. It’s something I love and admire about her, so I’m glad that’s a trait she hasn’t lost. She’s still in there somewhere, I just need to find a way to bring her back out.


‘Morning, Mr Spencer,’ one of the nurses says as I pass.


‘Morning.’ I’ve become a regular fixture around here. Jemma was moved out of the ICU four days ago, and into a normal ward. They kept her in intensive care long enough for her to have the hip replacement, and the pins inserted into her broken bones. The operation was successful, and they had her up and walking—albeit slowly and with help—within twenty-four hours.


My stomach tightens the closer I get. The love I used to see in her eyes when she looked at me has been replaced by a blank stare; that’s if I can get her to look in my direction. She spends most of her time pretending to be asleep so she doesn’t have to talk to us. She’s giving everyone the cold shoulder, including her parents. It breaks my heart, and not just for Christine and Stephen and me; I can only imagine how scared, confused and alone Jemma must be feeling.


‘Morning,’ I say, when I enter her room. She’s awake and staring at the ceiling. I hate that her face no longer lights up when she sees me. I hate that she no longer smiles that beautiful smile.


Her eyes dart to me briefly before fixing back on the ceiling. ‘Hi,’ she replies in a voice so soft it’s barely audible. Nevertheless, I force out a smile. I can’t let her see how much this is affecting me—I need to be her strength. I want to pull her into my arms and tell her to hang in there, and that everything is going to work out, but I know better than to do that. My hopes may be dwindling, but I refuse to believe that this is what our future holds.
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If the love of your life had no memory of you . . .
What would you do?
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