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Part 1: Rehab

Chapter 1
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MOLLY

“Come on Molly, you can’t seriously think you’re going to find your prince on one of those dating websites,” my best friends’ voice travelled through the speakers of my phone. She didn’t get it, and she never would. Courtney had always been able to get any guy she wanted. She only had to look sideways at a guy and he was hers, whereas I found them hard to get, and even harder to keep once I had them. Evan was proof of that, but I didn’t want to think about him, he was in the past. No more thinking about Evan. We were like the odd couple, Courtney and I, but we’d been best friends since kindergarten, and I wouldn’t trade her for anyone. “You need to get out and meet people, then you’ll meet the right guy.” 

“I go out,” I protested. “I went out last night.” 

“Yeah, on one of your dating app dates, and how did that end?” Courtney was giving me attitude now, like only she could. 

“It ended with me saying a pleasant goodbye and coming up with a lame excuse why he shouldn’t call me for a second date,” I put the last tray of cookies into the oven and flicked on the timer. “He wasn’t the one Court, I knew it from the second he sat down at the table, there was just something about him, he didn’t do it for me.” 

“And how many of these dates do you plan to go on in your search for Mr Right?” 

“I don’t know, as many as it takes, I guess,” I started pulling out ingredients for the next batch of cookies. “What does it matter to you how many dates I go on? You’re not the one who’s searching, you already have your man.” 

“It matters to me because I worry about you, do you know how many women have been killed by men they hook up with from those dating sites?” I could practically see her with her hands on her hips and the raised eyebrow look she gives her son when he’s pushing the limits. “It’s not safe to be meeting up with them on your own.” 

“Well I’m hardly going to take someone along with me am I?” I laughed at her. “Besides, I always drive myself or get an Uber to the date, and I always meet them in public, not at their homes, and I always give Melissa their details before I leave the house, so what’s the problem?” My house-mate Melissa was in the same mindset as Courtney when it came to my dating efforts, but at least she didn’t continually harass me about it. Still, Melissa and I didn’t have the same level of friendship I shared with Courtney either. 

I was half listening to Courtney, and half looking over the details of the order I was working on. When I started my little baking side hustle, I never thought it would take off the way it had. What started out as a hobby, something to keep me busy on my days off, had turned into a pretty good little business, one that was growing faster than I expected it too. Now the challenge was to keep coming up with new flavor combinations, something to keep my customers coming back for more. 

“Are you even listening to me?” Courtney was undoubtedly shaking her head at me right now. “Please think about moving back home, you belong here, not hundreds of kilometers away in the city.” 

“Yes, I’m listening, and no, I’m not considering moving back, not yet anyway. I need to give things a go here. Honestly Court, don’t worry about me. I’m fine, and you know I’m all about staying safe, so don’t stress,” I emptied the coconut into the cookie dough and fired up the mixer. “Look Court, I gotta go. I have to get this last batch made before I head into work.”  We said our goodbyes, which naturally finished with Court making me promise to be careful, and to maybe even think about giving up the online dating, which wasn’t going to happen, not until I’d found my prince and had my last first kiss. Then and only then would I give up the dating. 

****
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BY THE TIME I WALKED into my little office at the rehab hospital, I had exactly two minutes to shove my bag into my draw and get to the ward. I hated being rushed like this, but at least I made it here in time. That was one of the downsides to being on my probation period, there was no wriggle room in terms of tardiness or sick days. If you weren’t reliable, your employment wouldn’t get endorsed, and I couldn’t afford for that to happen. 

“Morning Margaret,” I greeted the ward supervisor with a huge smile. To say the woman was uptight was a monumental understatement. “What’s on my agenda for today?” 

“You have a new patient, he arrived last night, came from the spinal ward at St Joseph’s hospital, now he’s all yours,” she handed me a file with the patient’s records. “Nurses there were glad to see the back of him, now he’s your problem for the next three months at least, unless you can get him out of here sooner.” 

“Well, I do love a challenge, so this should be fun,” I stepped away from the desk as I read over the file. I’m not surprised the man was a bit grumpy, with that list of injuries, it’d test anyone’s resolve. “I’ll go have a chat with him now, then I might take him for a stroll down to the rehab room.” 

I read over the rest of the file as I walked to room eight. This guy sounded like he’d been put through the wringer physically, which would mean he’d probably be in need of some counselling as well. I made a mental note to ask him if he’d been seeing a counsellor since his accident. 

“Knock, knock,” I tapped lightly on the door, just in case he was asleep. When I peeked into the room, a set of gorgeous jade eyes were looking back at me, and they belonged to what was undoubtedly the hottest man I had ever seen, like ever. Lord help me. He was a patient, and so far out of my league it wasn’t funny, so nothing was ever going to happen with him, but those eyes, and those biceps, man, I needed to focus. Eyes and biceps were my downfall, and this guy was rocking both in spades. “Hi,” I stepped into the room and went over to his bed as I extended my hand. “I’m Molly, your occupational therapist for the next few months.” When he didn’t reach out to take my hand, I pulled it back to my side and smiled at him. “We’ll be working on the physio for your back for the first month or so, depending on how long it takes to get you walking again, then we’ll start on your leg,” I sat on the edge of his bed, something he didn’t look at all pleased about. “How’s your arm?” 

The gorgeous jade eyes looked at me for a moment, then without speaking, he turned his head to the side and looked towards the window. 

Challenge accepted. 

This man was not going to beat me. I hadn’t met a patient yet that I couldn’t handle, a record that was not going to be broken now. Not by Lawson Keyes and his gorgeous jade eyes. No way. 

“Do you want to get out of here?” I put the file at the end of the bed and looked at him as I stayed sitting by his legs. “You know, go home? Do you want to go home or stay here in the rehab center for the rest of your life?”

Now I had his attention. He turned his head and looked at me. “Of course I want to go home, I was stuck in that other hospital for two months, and now you’re telling me I’ll be in this place for three months.” 

“Well, the sooner we make a start on the physio and rehab the sooner you can get out of here,” I smiled at him as I patted his thigh. “So, no physical work today. Today is all about me getting to know you, where you’re at both physically and mentally, what you did before your accident, and what you want to do when you get home,” I nudged his leg a little and he shuffled over to make room for me, all be it a little grudgingly. I picked up the file and read his personal details one more time before extending my hand again. “So, let’s start over. I’m Molly, your occupational therapist for the next few months, or less if you work hard and get out of here sooner,” I added in a cheerful smile. 

This time he reached for my hand. “Lawson Keyes, but you already know that.” 

“Nice to meet you Lawson,” I had to smile at the grumpy look on his face. I was certain that under normal circumstances, this guy would be a prince for sure. He didn’t look like he’d be in the frog category, not to me anyway. “So, tell me what happened, and what you’ve been through so far.” 

“It’s all in there,” he pointed towards the file and looked back towards the window, ending the conversation without answering my question. 

“I know it’s all in here, but that’s just notes, someone’s scribblings about your injuries, what’s been done already and where your treatment is up to, I want to hear it from you,” I put the file down and looked at him as I patted his thigh again. “Take your time, I’ve got all day. My shift has only just started.” This time he looked at me, and he was even more unhappy than before. “Fine, I’ll be back in a minute,” I stood and tapped his leg again. “Maybe five, depends on how long it takes me to find a chair.” Before Mr Grumpy Pants Lawson Keyes with the gorgeous jade eyes could tell me not to bother, I turned and left the room. That man was not going to win. I wouldn’t let him. Only he didn’t know that. Lucky for me, I had experience dealing with new amputees, both their physical and mental challenges, and I had a feeling I was going to have to pull out everything in my arsenal when dealing with this man. He was hurting, and he was hurting bad. 

***
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LAWSON

That woman was kidding herself if she thought I was going to play her game. What was the point? My life as I knew it was over. This new reality sucked, and I didn’t like it, not one bit, but what could I do? My leg wasn’t going to grow back on its own, it was gone, and so was I. 

“Right,” she came back into the room pushing a wheelchair. “Do you need a hand getting into the chair?” 

“No,” I looked back at the window. I wasn’t about to go anywhere with this crazy woman, regardless of how damn beautiful she is. 

“Fine,” she sat on the side of my bed again, right up against my leg, so I had to shuffle over. Unlike my parents and my friends who had been to visit, she didn’t avoid touching me, or looking at the spot where the lower part of my left leg should be. “We can talk in here, I just thought you’d like to get outside for a bit, sit in the sunshine, take in some fresh air, grab a nice coffee, something better than the coffee they serve up here,” she shrugged. “But we can talk here. So,” she patted my thigh again, a move I didn’t totally dislike. “Seeing as though you don’t want to talk, I’ll start,” she launched into telling me all about herself, and her job as an occupational therapist, and about some of the people she’d helped in the past. The only thing was, every now and again, I got the feeling she was talking about someone close to her, someone she loved. I’m not sure why, but the thought of her having a boyfriend, or a husband, left a sick feeling in the pit of my stomach. Why the hell would that bother me? I didn’t even know the woman, let alone want to be friends with her. I just wanted to be left alone. 

“If we go outside, will you stop talking?” I looked at her as I spoke. I might not be good company at the moment, but I couldn’t shake the years of good manners that had been drilled into me by my parents. Always look at someone when you speak to them, always open the door for a lady, remember your please and thank you, don’t put your elbows on the table, the list went on. 

“Am I boring you?” Molly gave me a smart-arse grin, one that told me she thought she was going to win this battle we had going on. “Sure, if you let me take you for a walk out in the sunshine, I’ll stop talking.” I was sure that she mumbled something under her breath, but I didn’t catch what it was. 

While Molly put the wheelchair in place, I flung back the covers and swung my legs over the side of the bed. “Let me help,” before I could argue, Molly hooked her arm under mine and lowered me into the chair. I had to admit, it did feel good to be out of the bed. “Did you want a shoe or sock on your foot? It’s a bit chilly out there today, autumn is almost over, you can practically smell winter in the air,” Molly started looking around the room. “You’ll probably need a jumper too,” she pointed towards me. “Last thing you need is to be getting sick with the flu while you’re in here.” 

“You channeling my mother or something?” I pointed towards the small cupboard on the other side of the room. “Stuff’s in there.” 

Molly didn’t respond to my question, but she did hand me a hoodie. As soon as I had that on, she handed me the sock then stepped back. She was the first person to not automatically assume I couldn’t put on my own sock, like I was an incompetent toddler who couldn’t dress himself. As soon as I was done, she stepped around the back of the chair and pushed me out of the room. 

“How long since you’ve been outside?” She stopped us at the lift, reaching over my shoulder to push the button, making her hair fall beside my cheek, and damn if that smell didn’t just make some parts of me stand at attention. This was not happening, not here, and not because of her. 

“It’s been a while, weeks, couple of months.” What the hell was wrong with me? I’d never been thrown off like this by a girl before, especially not by a girl I was determined not to like, after all, what was the point in even looking at girls anymore, it’s not like they’d want me now. What use was a man who couldn’t even stand on his own two feet? That thought made me laugh. Own two feet, yeah right. 

“What’s funny about that? You need some sunshine, you should get outside as much as you can,” this time she put her hand on my shoulder and gave it a squeeze. Once we were in the elevator, and alone, she stepped around in front of me. “Have you seen a counsellor since your accident?” 

I looked up at her, but I wasn’t going to respond to that question. I didn’t need a counsellor. No amount of talking was going to bring my leg back, and reliving the accident over and over again wasn’t going to help either. 

So there I sat, eyeballing the beautiful woman standing in front of me while she waited for an answer that wasn’t coming. 

The lift seemed to take an eternity to reach the ground floor, and when the doors slid open, Molly cocked her head to the side, shook it a little, then moved to the back of the chair. She was determined, I could see that in her beautiful eyes, and if I was staring this beautiful woman down before my accident, there’s a fair chance I’d be putty in her hands, but things were different now, and so was I. 

“Do you drink coffee?” Molly stopped us at the coffee van just outside the doors. “If you come down here on your own, this place does much nicer coffee than the hospital café,” she patted my shoulder again as she gave her order to the barista. “Two large full cream cappuccinos thanks,” I put my head down and smiled to myself. No fancy skinny-chia-cappuccino-half shot-soy-lactose free-almond milk rubbish for this woman, why was I not surprised. “And two caramel slices please.” 

Molly didn’t speak as we waited for the coffees, well, not to me anyway. She did say hello to a few people as they walked past, each of them giving her huge smiles and waves as they greeted her. She was popular with the staff here that’s for sure. 

“Here you go,” Molly handed me the carry tray with the two coffees and pastries. “Let’s go find a spot in the sun.”

A few minutes later Molly pushed my chair up to the end of the table, put on the brake, then sat on the seat closest to me. “Damn that is heaven in a cup,” she sipped her coffee and smiled at me. “Just so you know, the only way this is going to work, as in me not doing all the talking, is if you hold up your end of the conversation,” she shoved the other coffee and a piece of the caramel slice my way. 

“What do you want to know?” I eyed off the coffee, but I didn’t reach for it. It had been a long time since I’d had a decent coffee, and damn if it didn’t smell bloody good. 

“Get into it before it gets cold,” Molly gave me a beautiful smile. She knew I wanted it, question was, how bad did I want the contents of that cup? Damn her. I reached for the cup and took a sip. “Good isn’t it,” I opened my eyes to see Molly grinning at me. “How about we start at the beginning,” she nodded towards my leg, well, what was left of it. “The accident, what happened?” 

“Not much to tell,” I shrugged a little. “I was riding home from the gym one night, got hit by a car that ran a red light. Ripped my leg right off, crushed my arm, broke my back. That was two months ago, been in the hospital, then here since.” 

“Riding a motorbike or pushbike?” I noticed Molly wasn’t taking notes like all the other doctors liked to do, or like the counsellor had done for our one and only session, the one the first hospital made me have. 

“Motorbike, I’m not a big fan of lycra,” I sipped the coffee some more, and Molly was right, it was like heaven in a cup.

“I’ll drink to that,” Molly raised her coffee in the air a little. “Give me leathers over lycra any day of the week,” she laughed a little. “And how’s your back now? Is it giving you any pain?” 

“On and off,” I shrugged a little. “The bones have healed, but the discs were damaged too, doc told me they’d come good in time with some physio and exercise, but he said it might be a while before I can walk again, well, be upright unaided was his words, because of my severely bruised spinal cord.” 

“Wow,” she raised an eyebrow at me. “A doctor that knows their stuff, who would have thought it,” she smiled at me again. “And your arm?” 

I wasn’t sure if she was avoiding talking about the elephant in the room, or if she was just leaving it to last, given it was the worst injury of them all. “It’s okay, hurts when I lift things, or weight bear on it, but I’m guessing that’s the same deal, physio and exercise.” 

“You guess correct Mr Keyes,” Molly sipped her coffee some more and looked at me. “And your leg? How’s that going, are you getting phantom pains?” 

I looked away when she asked her question. How did I explain that sometimes it felt like my leg was still there? How did I explain that sometimes I forgot it was gone, like when I first wake in the morning and go to get out of bed, only to remember that I can’t even stand up on my own.

“Lawson?” Molly looked at me questioningly. “I can’t help your recovery if you won’t talk to me.” 

“I don’t need your help,” I snapped back, and immediately regretted it. Not because I wanted her help, but because she jumped back, almost knocking her coffee over in the process. For a brief moment she was scared of me, that’s what I regretted. I raised my eyes and looked at her as she regained her composure. “I don’t need help. What I need is to go home so I can get on with my life, as pathetic as it will be.” 

“Why do you think your life after here will be pathetic?” Molly shoved the caramel slice away from herself and looked at me. “The quality of life you have is up to you, and no one else.” 

“Look, if you’re about to give me one of those ‘we make our own destiny’ lectures then forget it, I don’t need to hear that crap,” I looked around at the people walking by. They didn’t know how lucky they were. 

“I wasn’t about to give you a lecture, but I was going to say there is no reason you can’t do most of the things you used to do before the accident,” she sucked in a deep breath and let it out, like she was getting frustrated with me, just like the counsellor had done before he eventually gave up. “My job is to get you physically well enough to go home. If you let me do my job, you’ll be out of here sooner, how soon is up to you, and when you do go home, you’ll be able to do all the things you used to do. Go to the gym, work, get back on a motorbike if that’s what you want to do,” she took a long swig of her coffee and sucked in another deep breath. “So, like I said, we’re going to start on building up the strength in your back and arm, then we’ll work on your leg, maybe by then you’ll be a little more open to some help.” 

Molly stood and put her empty cup and the two pieces of slice in the bin. “That slice tasted awful, it wasn’t worth the calories,” she thrust the other coffee cup into my hand. “We should head back in so we can start on assessing your back and arm.”

I didn’t speak to Molly again until we were back in my room. “How long until I can go home?” 

“Depends on you,” she spun the wheelchair so it was parallel with the bed, leaving me to hoist myself up from the chair and onto the bed. I liked that she didn’t try to help. “I’ll know more after I see what you can already do, but just from your notes, I’d say at the rate you’re travelling, two months, maybe three.” 

“Not happening,” I was shaking my head at her now. “I’m not staying here for another three months, no way.” 

“Then you need to help me to help you Mr Keyes,” she shrugged and sat on the end of the bed again. “If you work with me instead of against me, and against yourself, then we should have you up and out of here in two months, tops.” 

Two months wasn’t ideal either, but it was better than three. I had no idea what I was going to do when I got out of here, but still, it didn’t mean I wanted to stay in this hospital any longer than I had to. The place was slowly sending me mad. In the past two months I’d managed to push away my girlfriend and most of my friends. To say I hadn’t been a joy to be around was a monumental understatement. I knew that, and I didn’t like it. It wasn’t me. This wasn’t the person I was. Well, it wasn’t the person I used to be. Who knows, maybe this is the new norm for me. Time would tell, I guess. 

****
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Chapter 2
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Molly

I looked at myself in the mirror one more time. Hair and make-up, check, outfit looked good, check. Confidence high, check, well, okay, maybe not high, but hopeful. I had to be getting close to finding Mr Right. After all, it was the twenty third of the month, and this was date number six. Surely the odds were in my favor, they had to be, two dates a week, at this rate, the princes had to outnumber the frogs, right? 

From the back seat of the uber, I texted Courtney the guy’s name and the name of the bar we were meeting at, and a promise to text her once I was home safe. Her reply was almost instant, and she reminded me to stay safe. 

As I walked into the bar, I scanned the room, looking for the guy who’s pictured I had memorized, but maybe that was no help. Since venturing into the world of online dating, I’d quickly learnt that sometimes the person you met looked nothing like the picture they used in their online profile. 

“Molly,” I spun around when I heard my name. “Hi,” the man extended his hand to me. “Kevin,” he shook my hand with a smile. “It’s nice to meet you.” 

“You too,” I looked up at him. The man was deliciously tall, and my mind went straight to how good the shower sex would be. I shook my head and smiled at him. “You look a little different to your profile picture.” 

“I’ve had a haircut since that picture,” he ushered me towards a table at the back of the bar. “Can I get you a drink?” 

“Red wine thanks,” I sat as he pulled the chair out for me. He was nice enough, a true gentleman so far, but he wasn’t setting my ovaries into a flutter, and that was disappointing. 

A few minutes later he was back. “Here you go,” he sat the sparkling white wine in front of me. So his attention to detail wasn’t that good, strike one. “This place is nice,” he looked around the room, then back at me. “You look nice too, just like your picture.” 

So for the next two hours we talked, well, he talked, I listened. I heard about his job, his ex-wife, his ex-wife’s family, his family, some more about his ex-wife, some more about his ex-wife’s family, and finally more about his ex-wife. 

“Oh wow, look at the time,” I stood as I spoke. “I have an early shift tomorrow, I better get going.” 

“But it’s only early,” he looked at his watch.

“I’m sorry Kevin, I’m sure you’re a nice guy, but it’s kind of clear you’re still hung up on your ex,” I reached out and patted his arm. “Maybe you should give her a call, try and reconnect with her. It sounds like you’re still in love with her.” 

“You picked up on that huh,” he gave me a little smile. “I’m sorry. Guess I’m just not ready to move on yet.” 

On the taxi ride home, I sent Courtney a text telling her I was on my way home, and that Kevin had been a bust. She replied with the sad face emoji and left it at that, which was good. I wasn’t up for one of her ‘give it up and come home’ lectures right now. 

After a quick shower, I pulled some ingredients from the pantry, poured myself a wine, and started baking. I wanted to try out some new flavors, and I’d promised Andy a batch of cookies as a reward for putting in a huge effort with his physio his week. The man was determined, which helped so much with his recovery. I made a mental note to introduce him and Mr Lawson Keyes. Lawson could take a few notes from Andy that’s for sure. 

I cranked up the music and sang along as I mixed the dough. Was Courtney right? Should I move back home? Should I give up with the online dating and my search for Mr Right, my prince amongst frogs?

Then I thought about what I’d do if I went home. I wasn’t opposed to it, one day maybe, just not yet. I wanted to give city living a go. I had to try it. Not that my hometown was a small one. Allenby was like a small city in the middle of the country. It was big enough that not everyone knew everyone else, it had a hospital and two shopping malls. Lots of bars and pubs, and all the amenities that serviced the smaller towns around it. It was where I grew up, but I wasn’t sure if it was where I wanted to live for the rest of my life.

As I was singing along and putting balls of dough onto the tray, I thought of a new flavor, so I stopped to jot that down before I forgot. Then my mind went to the little side hustle business I’d started. Would it survive and grow if I moved home? Probably, especially if I offered a delivery service to the neighboring towns. But I didn’t want to move home, not unless I had to. 

As I pulled the cookies from the oven I thought about my father and brother. Ben would be leaving at the end of this year, once he was finished high school he planned to join the army, and that would leave my father all alone. Maybe I’d think about moving home then if things hadn’t panned out for me here. But as far as men went, the pickings in Allenby were slimmer than the pickings here, so the odds of finding the perfect man there wouldn’t be much better. 

Maybe I had it all wrong. Actively searching for the right man hadn’t yielded any results yet, and maybe it wouldn’t in the future, no matter how long I searched, or how many frogs I kissed. But I didn’t want to sit back and wait for the right guy to come along, I could be waiting all my life and still never find him, or I could be too old to have the babies I desperately wanted, or heaven forbid, be too old to enjoy the sex. Now there was a thought that made me shudder. I think it’s time I stop thinking about this. 

****
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ANDY LOOKED UP AND smiled as I walked into his room. “Morning Doc,” he rubbed his hands together, well, his hand and the stump of his right arm, which ended at his wrist. “I love being your guinea pig,” he reached for the container of cookies when I sat them on the tray in front of him. “What’s today’s flavor?” 

“Not so fast quick draw,” I put my hand on the container, stopping him from removing the lid. “Today’s flavor is cherry, dark chocolate and coconut, with a twist,” I grinned at him. “But you can’t try one until you do something for me.” 

“Oh yeah, and what might that be?” 

“I’d like you to meet someone, make a new friend, you know, just be friendly and generally annoying,” I smiled at him. Andy and I had played this game before with another patient of mine, and it had worked a treat. “Just be your charming self. He’s new to this amputee game, and he’s not dealing with it too well.”

“So I’ll be Batman, and you can be Robin, the dynamic duo helping to get this guy back in the game,” he grinned at me. 

“How about you just be Andy, the guy from the room down the hall,” I lifted the lid on the container and let him take one of the cookies. “For now, I think this guy just needs a friend. Hopefully in time he’ll be open to seeking some professional help, but right now, that’s not even on the table.” The one and only reason that I was happy to discuss another patient with Andy, was that he was hospital staff, with his usual role here being a clinical psychologist, so technically I wasn’t breaking any rules per say. Although I never went into personal details with Andy, just pointed him in the direction of someone who could use a friend. 

“I can do that,” Andy rolled his chair out from behind the table. “When’s my new foot and leg coming Doc?”

“They tell me they’ll be here next week,” I put the container on his lap and pushed the chair out the door. “We’ll get started on the rehab once they’ve been fitted. But we’ll start with your foot, then once you’ve mastered that, we’ll put your leg on and start working on that,” I patted his shoulder as we stopped not far from Lawson’s room. “You’ll be back on the soccer pitch in no time.” 

“Can’t wait Doc,” he looked up at me and smiled. I wish all my patients were this positive, it’d make my life so much easier that’s for sure. “Usual game plan?” Andy looked towards Lawson’s room, then back at me. 

“Yep, usual game plan,” I took the container of cookies and headed for room eight, hoping to hell this didn’t backfire on me and send Mr Lawson Keyes into an even bigger tailspin than the one he was already in, and if that happened, I hope he didn’t take Andy down with him. The last thing I wanted was for my happy optimistic patient to become as broody as the sullen one. “Here goes nothing,” I spoke softly to myself as I looked back at Andy, who was giving me the thumbs up and a huge smile. I wish I had his confidence. 

****
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LAWSON

I looked at Molly as she walked into my room, a huge cheery smile on her face, and she looked even more beautiful than she did last week. Great. I hadn’t been able to stop thinking about her the past four days. Thinking about what it would be like to kiss her, hold her in my arms after making long slow sweet love to her. But I needed to get thoughts like that out of my head. They were fantasies, and nothing more. Nothing was ever going to happen between Molly, the occupational therapist, and myself. There was no way a woman as stunning as her would want a cripple like me, not now. “Good morning Mr Keyes, how are you today?” I watched as she put a container on the tray table over my bed, then she tapped my leg a bit, motioning for me to shuffle my leg over so she could sit at the end of my bed. “Come on,” she patted my thigh, leaving her hand there for a few seconds as she sucked in a deep breath and let it out slowly. “We need to work together, I’m here to help you remember.”

“And if I don’t want your help?” I kept my eyes on her as I spoke. 

“That’s totally up to you, but I’m sure you’re a smart enough man to know you are not going to be able to do this alone. Unless you have extensive experience with rehab physio, living with a prosthetic limb, pain management, and back strengthening exercises?” Molly patted my thigh again and stood, taking a step closer to me as she stood beside my bed. “I understand you’ve been through a lot, both mentally and physically, but refusing help is not going to make your situation any better, it won’t help you get better, which is our ultimate goal is it not?” She reached out and rested her hand on my forearm. “Will you at least give me the chance to help you? I’ll run through the plan I’ve done up for your rehab, explain each step and why we need to do it, then you can decide, and if you choose not to accept my help then I’ll move onto the next patient and leave you alone,” this time she held her hand out to me. “Deal?” 

I kept my eyes on the woman standing in front of me. She was the first one to seem to get what I was going through, and the first one I’d even felt like dealing with since being knocked off my bike. I guess it couldn’t hurt to listen to what she had to say. “Deal,” I reached out and shook her hand, and immediately I felt it, and the smile on her face told me that she felt it too. 

“Right,” Molly pulled her hand back and took a step away as she wiped her palm on the denim covering her thigh. I think the spark we both just felt shocked her as much as it did me. “Let’s get started then,” she sat back at the foot of my bed and opened her folder.

“Hey Doc,” we both looked towards the door when a guy came barging on in. “Are they some of your cookies?” He wheeled his chair straight over to my bed and reached for the container sitting on the table.

“Back off quick draw,” Molly snapped up the container and looked at the man with a smile. “And look at you, out and about racing around the corridors,” she smiled at him some more, and damn if it didn’t make me a little jealous. She had a beautiful smile, one I wouldn’t mind being directed my way. “Andy this is Mr Keyes,” Molly looked at me. “Mr Keyes, this is Andy, he’s from a couple of rooms down the hall.” 

I looked at the guy as he reached out his left hand. “Weird I know, shaking hands with the left hand,” he laughed a little. “I’m still getting used to it myself,” he held up his right arm, showing me a stump at the end of his arm. “Still, once I get the new hand the doc’s organized for me, I’ll be right.” 

“Lawson,” I reached out and shook his hand. “We’re kind of in the middle of something here.” 

“So, what’s your story?” He reached for the container of cookies again, totally ignoring my last statement. “You have to try these man,” he peeled back the lid and reached in for a cookie, shoving one into his mouth before holding the container out to me. When I didn’t take the offerings, he slid them onto the tray table. “Don’t know what you’re missing,” he grinned at me, then took another bite of his cookie. Molly still hadn’t said anything, but she was still smiling at him and at the look on his face as he shoved the rest of his cookie into his mouth. He swallowed the last mouthful and looked at me. “Seriously man, Molly makes the best cookies, and lucky us, we get to be her guinea pigs when she’s trying out new flavors.”

“Only if you co-operate with your rehab,” she took the container and replaced the lid once she knew I wasn’t going to take her offerings. “So, what’s the verdict?” Molly looked to Andy for his answer. 

“Nice, good combination, I like it, the nutmeg gives it a nice little kick,” he turned back to me. “I’ll leave you guys to it,” he reached out and shook my hand again. “You play poker?” I gave him a little nod. “Sweet, I’ll come back and see you later.” Both Molly and I watched as he backed his chair up, spun, and wheeled himself out the door. 

“Looks like you have a new friend,” Molly went back to flicking through her folder of notes. 

“I don’t need any new friends,” I nodded towards the folder in her hands. “The rehab, you said the arm and back are first.”

“So, you were listening to me,” Molly smiled at me, and it took all my strength not to smile right back at her. “Yes,” she pushed the container of cookies my way again, but I didn’t take one. “We’ll start with your back and arm. Most important thing is to get you upright again, and get you walking. It might sound out of order, but we need to get you walking before we even start working with the prosthetic leg. It’ll take all of your focus to get used to the prosthetic so it’s essential we get your back sorted first so you can concentrate on the leg when it comes time, it’ll make it easier.” 

“And if I don’t want a plastic leg?” The thought of it still made me nauseous.

“Well that’s your decision. It just means you’ll be using crutches or a wheelchair for the rest of your life,” Molly put her folder down and looked at me. “I’m not sure what picture you have in your head when it comes to the prosthesis, but I can assure you, you’ll be able to walk just as you did before your accident, you can go to the gym, do all the things you used to do, and it won’t be a plastic leg, those days are long gone Mr Keyes. Your new leg will be made of acrylic resin, carbon fibre, silicone, titanium, and more. Prosthetics have come a long way since the days of skin tone solid plastic limbs.” When she reached forward and put her hand on my thigh, I sucked in a breath and looked at her. “The notes say your leg was amputated just below the knee,” she kept her eyes on me. “Can I have a look?” 

We locked eyes for the longest time. I was not going to be the first to look away, I was not going to cave, but I did have a decision to make. Did I keep going as I was right now, or did I let this woman help me? 

Option one, keep going as I was. That wasn’t entirely appealing to me. I was one shitty S.O.B and it wasn’t a side of myself I liked. Plus, crutches or a wheelchair for the rest of my life, that didn’t sound appealing either. 

Option two, let Molly help me to help myself. I wanted out of this place, and I wanted out soon. 

As I leant forward and pulled the covers off my leg, the most beautiful smile spread across her face, and it almost, not quite, but almost made me smile. 

I didn’t speak as Molly slowly pulled the covers back further, exposing the ugly stump of a leg. I didn’t speak as she gently rolled up the fabric of the track pants, so they sat about midway up my thigh. I kept quiet as she ran her hand over the scars where they stitched the skin over the bone, forming an ugly stump. The flinch was involuntary, like when a doctor taps just below your knee with one of those rubber reflex test things. “Sometimes the skin around the stump can be more sensitive than other areas,” she looked up at me as she ran her finger along one of the more prominent scars. “But over time, it’ll become less sensitive, just like your regular skin,” I watched her as she looked back at my leg for a moment before pulling the track pants back down, then she pulled the covers back over my leg. “They’ve done a nice job on your leg. A prosthetic will fit well, and you still have movement of your knee, which will help,” she patted my leg and smiled at me again. “I know it’s a lot to take in Mr Keyes, but trust me, you can still live a good life, you can still do all the things you used to do. You’ll even be able to walk normally, no limp, but that wouldn’t be so bad would it, I mean, girls like a little imperfection in a man, makes them more real,” Molly gave me a cheeky grin.  

“Lawson,” I kept my eyes on her. “Mr Keyes is my father.” 

“Lawson it is,” I got another beautiful smile as she pushed the container of cookies my way. “You won’t regret this. It’s going to be hard work, physically grueling, some good days, some not so good, and believe it or not, there’ll even be days when you won’t like me so much, but I promise you it’ll all be worth it.” Once again, she pulled the container of cookies back when I didn’t take one. She shook her head as she replaced the lid. “I can see that you’re not going to make this easy on me, are you?” 

“You think I’m being difficult?” I studied her face as she considered her answer. 

“I don’t think you are, I know you are, but I also know it’s not by choice. You can’t help it,” she patted my leg again, then picked up her folder. “But I have a feeling that underneath this gruff surly exterior beats the heart of a really nice guy, one that would normally go out of his way to help a friend, not push them away, one that would smile and joke around even, not one that scowls and gives epic death stares,” she pinched my toes and shook my foot a little. “I think you’d definitely be in the prince category.” 

I laughed a little, not a real laugh, but more one of those sarcastic little laughs my kid sister had perfected as a teenager. “Really?” I did the same little laugh again. “And how many categories are there?” 

“Just two,” Molly shrugged and smiled at me. “Prince and frog, and trust me, I’ve met my fair share of frogs over the past few months, and even in your grumpy surly mood, I still don’t think you’d be a frog.” 

“I’m no prince either, I can guarantee you that,” I looked away from her, not wanting her to see how very wrong she was about me. There was something about her, something that made me want her to like me, and I got the feeling that once she realized she had me all wrong, I’d probably never get one of those beautiful smiles, one meant just for me. 

“Why do you say that?” Molly sat back down on the foot of my bed and looked at me. 

I shrugged and looked away. How did I tell her that in the past two months I’d pushed away my girlfriend in such epic style that even one of my best mates had taken her side? Christina dumped me faster than I could blink, which was understandable. I’d driven away some of my other mates too, most of them actually, bar one, and he was barely hanging on to the friendship by a thread. I’d been borderline rude to my mother when she was here in the first few weeks after the accident, so much so she cut her stay short and went home early, not one of my prouder moments, and something I needed to make amends for when I got out of here. 

“No one’s perfect, I never have been and would never claim to be, if you’re searching for perfect then don’t bother looking here,” I nodded towards the door when the lunch lady appeared. “I bet they get better food at the cheap retirement home down the road from my place,” I lifted the lid, looked at the food, and returned the lid before pushing the tray away and looking up at Molly. “Do we start work tomorrow?” 

“We do,” Molly grinned at me, and it was the same sassy cheeky grin she’d given me earlier. “Eat up, you’re going to need all your strength when I put you through your paces.” She pinched my toes through the sheets again then chuckled to herself as she walked out of the room. 

I called out to her, telling her she’d left her cookies behind, but she either didn’t hear me, or chose to ignore me. I had to give her points for persistence. She thought she’d won, and fair enough, she’d won this round, but the game had only just begun. I just hoped that I could pull my head in enough so I didn’t push her away. Weirdly enough, as much as I wanted to fight it, I also knew I needed her. Like Molly pointed out earlier, she was my ticket out of here, and I didn’t want to screw that up. 

****
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Chapter 3
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Molly

Mondays were my least favorite day of the week, and a Monday after a shitty weekend was the worst kind. Still, I couldn’t stay in bed all day, or sit on the couch and eat chocolate, which were the only things that sounded appealing at the moment. So being the adult I am, I dragged my butt into work early, before I had too much time to think about staying at home for the day. 

It was too early to call in on my patients, so I decided to sit in my office and go over the treatment plan I had mapped out for Lawson Keyes. The man was a puzzle that’s for sure. He clearly wanted to get out of the hospital, but he didn’t want to accept help with his rehab. He was hurting, more than he wanted to let on, he was hurting deep, and I needed to factor that into his recovery plan. If I could help him mentally as well as physically, then it would be a bonus. 

After reviewing Lawson’s treatment plan, I wrote up my notes on Andy, and sent an email off to his counsellor with an update on his physical progress. Over the weekend I’d been second guessing the plan to have Andy meet Mr Keyes, after all, the pair were polar opposites in terms of how they were coping with their new reality. Hopefully it didn’t backfire on me, because if it did, I’d have some serious sucking up to do with both of them. 

“Right,” I closed the file and stood. “Let’s get on with the day,” I picked up the folder and headed up to the ward. Time to see if our Mr Keyes was in a better mood than he was three days ago. 

“Morning Margaret,” I smiled at the surly woman as I walked up to the nurse’s desk. “How was your weekend?” 

Margaret looked up at me, and I had to hide my smile. The woman really was cranky twenty-four seven, and it made me wonder if she was in need of a good servicing by a hot guy as much as I was. The second the thought entered my head I shuddered. I did not want to think of Margaret getting her groove on to relieve the tension. That was just nasty. 

“Knock, knock,” I looked over at Mr Keyes.
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