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			For my daughters, Julia and Chelsea

			You two are my dreams fulfilled.

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			Just a few more minutes, and his train would arrive.

			Lisa sang along with the radio in her loudest shower voice, joyous to arrive at the station to wait for Adam. She had about two hours before her next client meeting, and this afternoon they’d agreed she’d pick him up at the train station for their usual rendezvous on nights she was scheduled to work late. She had not seen him in exactly three weeks, two days, and seven hours, but who was counting?

			She was. She always counted.

			From the moment he stepped out of her car, she started counting the days until their next rendezvous. Even before he was gone, she already missed him.

			On days when they met, they both pretended to work late. Their encounters usually occurred at a stop along the train route on his way home from work, and they’d spend an hour or so talking in her car. When he missed the train home, she’d drive him to the station near his home where he had left the car that morning. Then she’d make the long, lonely way back to her house, often crying, usually resentful. On those marvelous yet rare occasions when they took a day off from work, they’d book a hotel where they’d pretend the outside world didn’t exist. There, in that space of wonder, they’d lose themselves—one skin, one heart, one breath. Yet Lisa was always present to the inescapable fact that every passing second was but one moment closer to going their separate ways, back to reality.

			Each time he left, she never really knew when she’d see him again. Everything depended on his work schedule, his children, his family, and his wife.

			Primarily his wife.

			Lisa had a more flexible schedule. Her husband, Marcus, had become even more of a workaholic after their son had died. Now he either didn’t care where she was, or how late she stayed out, or he didn’t notice. The bottom line was that their marriage hadn’t worked for years.

			But Adam’s wife was insistent he be home as much as possible to help with the children and to be with the family. Since they met two years ago, he had regaled Lisa with stories of how demanding, annoying, mean-spirited, selfish, critical, and unloving his wife was. It was no wonder Adam had told Lisa that, but for the children, he would have divorced his wife years before. Lisa counted on this assurance whenever she felt even slightly guilty about the affair.

			As Lisa approached the station, butterflies fluttered in her stomach. She wondered if he had changed in the three weeks since they’d last met. She wondered if he’d still find her pretty. Of course he would. He always called her his “dish.” He said he loved her long, brown, wavy hair, her dark bedroom eyes, her lips always ready for a kiss. He complimented her chic taste in clothes, her perfectly manicured long nails, her dark pink lipstick. She knew he had no idea how much time and effort she put into her attire and her looks to please him. He told her he thought she threw herself together artfully, and he was crazy about her. Funny, though, he never told her he loved her, but she knew he did. She could feel it. He just couldn’t profess his love because he was scared. He had a family. He had obligations. His children were young.

			He was married.

			Lisa tried not to dwell too much on this last obstacle. Or that he was cheating on his wife. She rationalized away the fact that she was a participant in this cheating. She even managed to forget sometimes that she was cheating on her husband.

			Cheating was such a terrible word. She preferred to refer to themselves as “unfortunate souls who were misunderstood and were not loved by their spouses.” Adam’s wife did not love him, so he had every right to find comfort in the arms of someone who adored him, of someone who was destined to be with him. He deserved to have her, and she deserved to have him. Their timing was just off.

			At the train station, she found a parking spot away from the main staircase, far from intrusive eyes, nestled among the shadows of nightfall where they could forget the world for a fleeting hour or so.

			Ten more minutes until he was due to arrive. Just enough time to calm down.

			Eye makeup? Check.

			Blush? Check.

			Lipstick? Check.

			Hair just right? Check.

			Sweet breath? Check. But better take another mint, just in case.

			Lisa settled down with her book. She always brought something to read when expecting Adam because she always had to wait for him. In train stations, in parks, at restaurants, in shopping malls, in bookstores. He usually missed his connecting train, or he got held up in a meeting, or something intervened. This drove his wife crazy. To Lisa, it was just a quirk. She had patience. She’d wait for him forever.

			Tonight, the first train arrived without him on board. The next one was due in fifteen minutes. This gave her time to read her work notes.

			Yet every minute he was late was one less minute they had together. She dismissed that sad thought. Every second with Adam was worth any inconvenience.

			When the next train came and went with no Adam again, she started to worry. What if something happened to him? How strange that he had not called. While he was typically late, he was usually considerate.

			Nervous about missing him, she called her best friend. Emily Martinez was the only person in the world who knew about her relationship with Adam. With Emily, Lisa could pour out her heart.

			Thankfully, Emily picked up.

			“Emily,” said Lisa in one continuous rapid breath, “I’m sitting here at the train station, waiting for Adam. He’s very late, and I’m getting worried.”

			Matter-of-factly, Emily replied. “Why? He’s always late.”

			“Well, this is a little later than usual. Plus, he hasn’t called.”

			“You’re upset.” Emily knew Lisa well.

			“No. I’m not upset…. Wait. Yes. I am.” The “I am” was muffled by a sob. Three weeks, two days, and seven hours of waiting for him was enough. Another hour was more than she could bear. “Here comes another train.”

			“Maybe he’s on this one.” Emily’s encouragement didn’t sound too convincing.

			Passengers walked down the steps, and the train left. No sign of Adam.

			Lisa couldn’t contain her tears. “I can’t believe he’s still not here. We were supposed to meet tonight. We talked this afternoon. He said he was coming. I haven’t seen him in almost four weeks.” Her words were broken by choked tears.

			“Lisa Coronado Williams. You’re sitting alone in your car, at night, at an empty station, waiting for a married guy who lies, so the two of you can steal some time, and then he can get back on the next train to his wife. Not to mention your husband is probably home, fully confident you’re at work. This is the life you’ve chosen. You can’t get so upset when things don’t go as planned.” Was Emily realistic? Lisa wasn’t in the mood for realistic.

			“I know, I know,” she sighed. “But we’d agreed to see each other tonight. Doesn’t he know how to keep his word?”

			Emily chuckled. “His word? Look, honey, I’m not trying to be mean. I know you love him, and I know you believe the two of you are meant to be together, but be realistic, Lisa. He’s married. The best you can hope for is that he shows up at some point. He’s not reliable.” Emily paused in her advice column speech.

			“What?” Lisa asked, right eyebrow raised suspiciously at the quiet.

			“What, what?” Emily stalled.

			“What are you saying with the silence?” Lisa insisted.

			“Lisa, I’ve always been honest with you. I love you as a sister. You’re my best friend, and I’d do anything for you. But this isn’t a good relationship for you. It was fun in the beginning; it was harmless as long as you weren’t attached to each other, but this is getting serious with you. I’m afraid you’re going to be very hurt, and you’re going to hurt other people even more if you don’t stop and think about what you’re doing.”

			“I know,” Lisa uttered softly.

			“He’s not good for you, Lisa. He’s married; you’re married. Against my better judgment, I’ve stayed impartial about this affair for the last two years, thinking it would help you for a while as a distraction until you found your way back from the crushing sadness with which you’ve been living since the baby. It’s clear though that this has become more than a fling. If you’re so unhappy with Marcus, if you don’t love him anymore, divorce him and find someone who’ll love you back, with no strings or wives attached.” Emily paused and took a deep breath. “It’s 2008, Lisa. You’re a grown, professional, smart, forty-year-old woman. You’ve been through so much with all the miscarriages, and, after all that, losing your son. You’ve come a long way from those days. It’s high time you live a full life, and stop hiding in shadows.”

			Lisa cried quietly. Her friend was right: this was no way to live. Ever since her infant son had died, the only thing that had gone well for Lisa was meeting Adam. Being in love with him helped her forget the pain of her loss, the emptiness of her marriage with Marcus, and the unrelenting sadness that permeated her life. She had initially thought Adam was the answer, but two years was more than long enough to hide in dark train stations. Sending secret emails. Stealing time from work to have lunch. Sneaking off to motels. Never having any stability, lying to everyone, especially to herself. She lived in limbo.

			The first day she met Adam had been an ordinary day like any other. Marcus was away on a business trip, so she met friends at a bar in the city. The plan was to have just a couple of drinks, then dinner, then early back home.

			She had sat at the bar waiting for her friend Tina. A few minutes and a few sips of Cabernet later, Tina had arrived with some other friends from work—two men and two women. Lisa couldn’t even remember anymore who they were. Introductions all around, smiles and handshakes, everything cool for a Thursday happy hour. “Where’s Adam?” Tina asked the other coworkers. “Oh, he’s running late. You know Adam.” They shared a knowing chuckle.

			A few minutes later, something told Lisa to turn her head to the door just as a tall, dark-haired man walked into the bar. He commanded attention although Lisa couldn’t pinpoint why at the time. He looked around a bit arrogantly as if he were annoyed there wasn’t a group gathered at the door to greet him upon arrival.

			“Well, he sure is cocky,” she muttered to no one in particular. Fortunately, no one listened.

			“Hey, Adam, glad you could make it,” one of the guys yelled. “This is Lisa Williams, the friend I told you about.”

			“Hi. I’m Adam Scheiner.” He extended his hand. Lisa took it, surprised at how firm his handshake was. She was used to guys giving women a limp handshake as if trying not to hurt their hands. They lingered a bit with the handshake. Not perceptibly, but a second longer than necessary for an introduction. His hands were the softest she had ever held. He mustn’t have worked a hard day in his life, she mused.

			“You two have a lot in common,” said Tina. “Adam went to Columbia too, Lisa.” Tina patted the empty stool next to Lisa, smiling all the while. “Adam, sit down and regale Lisa with how you used to ignore the women at Barnard.”

			He sat down, not taking his eyes off Lisa and asked her what she was drinking.

			“Cabernet.”

			“Sounds good. I’ll join you.”

			Something about the way he said “I’ll join you” made her nervous. But he had such a genuine smile, she found herself relaxing.

			They started talking. She started feeling comfortable, like she had known him all her life, as if they had been friends forever.

			And then it seemed everything around them disappeared. The music stopped, the room got silent, no beers were poured, no waitresses walked around. The only people left in the world were them. They talked of college at Barnard and Columbia in New York City in the ’80s, of their jobs, of their families. About their love for The Beatles and classical music, about concerts, pop music, family, and traditions. They could have talked for hours, for days. They could have talked forever.

			He looked at this watch. “Oh, shit. I’ve missed my train.” He looked worried.

			“Take the next one.” Lisa was having too good a time to let him go just yet.

			“Next one won’t come for another hour.” Now he seemed more worried.

			“It’s OK. I have my car here. I’ll drive you home.” She hoped he’d say yes. She wanted to talk to him some more.

			“Nah. I couldn’t impose.”

			“Sure you could. I’m ready to leave anyway. I have a long day tomorrow.” Big fat lie.

			“Well, in that case….”

			The lie worked.

			***

			Another train pulled up to the station. The car emptied of passengers.

			Still on the phone, Emily cleared her throat. “Well?”

			“Nope, no Adam. It’s late. I guess I should give up.”

			“Wash your face, reapply your makeup, and forget about tonight for now. Tomorrow you’ll find out what happened.”

			They hung up. What to do next? Lisa knew she needed to leave this situation, but she didn’t know how. She had invested two years on this dream that he would one day leave his wife. But she hadn’t done anything to leave her husband either. Sometimes it felt like they were stuck on a merry-go-round—not going anywhere, not able to escape.

			If they had met when they were in college, they might have taken a class together, or bumped into each other at a concert, or been introduced by mutual friends on campus. There were a million ways they might have known one another when they were young and free. Lisa was certain they would have felt an instant attraction, gone on a date, started a relationship. They would have been inseparable. They would have recognized their souls back then, and they wouldn’t be married to other people now.

			Her attention was drawn to the radio. Wow, she hadn’t heard “Don’t You Want Me” in a long time. A blast from the past, it was just as annoying in 1982 as it was now. While she listened, another part of her continued the pretty dream. What would life have been like with Adam and her when they were little more than teenagers? What would she do differently if she knew then what she knew now? Her mind wandered backwards in time.

			“Don’t you want me baby? Don’t you want me oh oh oh oh?” The words were laughable and mesmerizing at the same time.

			Opening the window a crack to get some fresh air, she enjoyed the breeze on her skin, all alive and prickly, goosebumps all up and down her arms.

			Her thoughts were so vivid. She saw herself and Adam, like in a movie, sitting next to each other on the Low Library steps on the Columbia campus. She imagined a night much like this one, a little cool, not quite yet dark, dozens of kids hanging out, smoking. She could smell the smoke. How could she smell the smoke?

			Suddenly she felt cold and hot at the same time, her skin damp and clammy, as if she had a fever. Nausea churned in her stomach.

			She tried to change the radio station. No matter what station she tried, the same song was playing.

			“What the…?” The song seemed even louder now. “You know I don’t believe you when you say that you don’t need me…”

			Above the din of the music, she could hear the thump of her pulse in her neck. She sensed her heart racing. Her breathing quickened, and she felt like she was definitely going to throw up. She reached for the glove compartment, looking for one of the grocery bags she kept there for car trash collection. Her arm brushed up against the radio controls, and the volume went up even louder. She tried vainly to turn off the radio as she searched for the bag.

			Then there was silence and darkness.

			Her ears were buzzing. She blinked her eyes fast, trying to adjust to bright lights. That song was still playing, but she was sitting on the Low Library steps. She looked around, confused, not sure where she was and certainly not knowing why she was there. People were walking around, dancing, laughing.

			It’s much too late to find

			When you think you’ve changed your mind

			You’d better change it back or we will both be sorry.

			Don’t you want me baby?

			She hugged herself. Yes, she was still intact. She rubbed her stomach, still feeling a dull ache. She couldn’t understand. She had just been in the car, looking for a bag. How could she have been in the car and now she was here, on the Columbia steps? It looked like a party was going on.

			“This dream is really vivid,” she said to herself. Her friend Emily yelled back. “Yeah, it’s a real dream.”

			Lisa looked to her right. Why was Emily sitting here with her? “What did you say?”

			“I answered you. You said this dream is really vivid, and I agreed.” Emily looked confused. “What’s wrong with you? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

			Lisa stared at her. She thought she was losing her mind. Did she knock herself out in her car back at the station?

			Emily looked the same, only young again. Same curly unruly hair down to her shoulders and held back in a ponytail, soft brown eyes, short, with the loudest laugh and a huge smile that showed all her teeth.

			“How did we get here?” Lisa asked, afraid of the answer.

			Emily laughed. “Why are you acting so weird? We walked over here from my dorm. We’re meeting our friends, remember? Georgia, Donna, Elena, and Serge? We’re hanging out tonight.”

			Lisa couldn’t understand her friend’s answer. She continued to stare at her. These were all college friends. How could they go out tonight? What was going on here?

			Emily repeated, “Lisa Coronado, what is the matter with you? Did you hit your head or something?”

			“Emily, listen to me carefully. Something strange is going on. What day is it?” Lisa braced herself for the answer.

			“OK, you have lost your mind. Today is Thursday. Party night!” Emily looked ebullient. That alone was weird. Emily was never ebullient. She was a serious student. Her idea of partying was getting sandwiches from V&Ts deli and drinking Kamikazes in the dorm. But here she was, on the steps, dancing.

			“What’s the date?”

			Emily didn’t get a chance to answer. Just at that moment, Donna, Georgia, and Elena showed up on the pathway, at the bottom of the steps. Emily waved her arms hello, signaling them to climb. A few feet behind them, Serge headed towards them, talking to another guy.

			“Hi!” squealed the girls. Emily asked, “Who’s the guy with Serge?”

			Lisa looked towards Serge and noticed that he and his companion were ambling up the stairs with nary a care in the world. Lisa stood up to see above the crowd. She gasped, instantly knowing the answer to Emily’s question. She recognized that face, that build, the way he walked. His hair was dark, of course. Longer, untamed, unmanageable. But there was no doubt it was him.

			Serge smiled as he approached the group. “Hey, guys! This is Adam.”

			Lisa felt dizzy and swayed on her feet. Adam was closest to her and grabbed her by the arm, stopping her from falling down. “Whoa, are you all right?”

			She stared at him.

			How could this be? she thought.

			He repeated the question. “Are you OK?”

			She found her voice. “Uh, yeah, yeah. I’m fine.”

			“Good, ’cause I’d hate for you to fall into my arms before we’ve barely gotten to know each other.” He laughed. She loved that laugh.

			He stood there with a goofy sort of smile, a mixture of looking good and acting nerdy. “So, what’s your name? I couldn’t hear it since you were faint and all.” He laughed again. Lisa couldn’t stop staring at him. She looked dazed still, as if she were talking to a ghost.

			Emily came to her rescue. “Her name is Lisa. She’s not quite herself yet tonight. Too much studying before we got here and obviously not enough alcohol. Why don’t we head on over to the bar?”

			Adam didn’t take his eyes off Lisa while Emily was talking. “Yeah, I need something to eat before I start drinking. Want to come with me?” His question was directed at Lisa and Lisa only. She nodded dumbly. She didn’t trust her mouth to utter the right words.

			Emily came close to Lisa, leaned into her ear conspiratorially, and whispered, “He’s cute, but are you really going to pretend to faint around him?” She giggled.

			“Shush, he’ll hear you,” Lisa whispered back.

			Before she was able to say anything else, Adam grabbed Lisa’s hand and yelled out to the others, “Where are you all going after this? We’ll meet you. Lisa and I are going to get a bite first.” He gently pulled her with him down the stairs, barely waiting to hear the answer to his question. His hand was soft and warm, safe.

			Elena yelled out, “We’re going to the West End. You can eat there!” But Adam had his own plans apparently. “Go on! We’ll meet you later.” He gave no further explanation and skipped down the stairs, his hand gripping Lisa’s, pulling her with him. She said nothing, turned her head back for an instant, grinned at her friends, waved goodbye with her free hand, and followed him down the rest of the steps, headed towards the street. She didn’t care where they went, how long they’d be there, or if they ever came back.

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			Lisa had no idea what time it was. She didn’t know how long they had been sitting in this Chinese restaurant on Broadway. The vegetable fried rice and chicken and broccoli were delicious, but she remembered little of the meal. She’d been too busy making sure that she devoured every second being with Adam. She still wasn’t sure if this was a dream. Adam had just asked her a question and waited patiently for an answer. She came back to this present.

			“Hello…earth to Lisa. Did you hear me?” He chuckled. A goofy smile covered her face.

			“I’m sorry. I was daydreaming. What did you say again?” She didn’t know how else to disguise her complete infatuation with this boy who was not a boy to her. He had the same mannerisms as her Adam, but everything about him was fresh, new, unsullied by time. There was no tension in him. His voice was not as raspy now, and his face was young, carefree, no creases around his eyes, no gray in his hair. His eyes sparkled, laughter reaching them.

			“I asked if you were seeing anyone.”

			She wanted to answer, “Yes, you,” but that wouldn’t have made sense to him. Instead, she smiled sheepishly, “No, I’m not.”

			“Good.” He breathed a sigh of relief. “Then I have a chance.”

			“Are you always this direct?”

			“Not really, I’m actually very shy. But something about you. I don’t know what it is. I feel like I want to spend time with you, without interference, to get to know you better with no other guy distracting you.”

			He paused. “Hey, I didn’t offend you by taking you away from your friends, did I?”

			This time it was her turn to laugh. “Well, it’s a little late for that now, isn’t it?” She looked at her watch. Two hours had flown. Hadn’t it been just a few minutes since they had sat down?

			“Should we go find them? They’ll think I kidnapped you.”

			The last thing Lisa wanted to do was to leave this warm Chinese restaurant to find her friends. She was afraid any movement would wake her up, and then she’d lose this new Adam. He didn’t know her, but she knew him. She couldn’t possibly tell him; he’d think she was crazy.

			“I’m sure they’ll be fine without me for a while longer. Why don’t we go for a walk instead?”

			Adam got the check, and Lisa reached into her purse, ready to split the bill. “Put your wallet away,” he said. “I’ve got this.” He looked at her, his head tilted slightly, a half-smile on his lips. She wasn’t used to this treatment. In the other life, they usually shared costs to deter suspicion in spouses.

			“My father taught me that a gentleman always pays when he’s out with a beautiful woman.”

			“Thank you.” Lisa hesitated a beat. “For the compliment, too.” She leaned her head to the side and cupped her cheek in her hand, delighting in this moment. She was almost hesitant to talk, afraid to break the spell that had brought her here.

			“Come on. I’m sure you’re used to guys saying things like that to you all the time,” he said.

			Lisa shook her head. “Not at all. Why would I be used to that?”

			They got up from the table. Adam gestured to Lisa, “After you, m’lady,” with a fake British accent. As they reached the exit, he hurried in front of her to open the door. The evening was still warm, and the sidewalk not too crowded. Adam reached for her hand and gave it a squeeze. “Which way would you like to go?” he asked.

			“Let’s head towards Riverside Park. We can see the water from there.”

			They left busy Broadway behind, walking hand in hand, their pace even, unhurried. Around them, guys were carrying boom boxes, some with hair stuck up in triangles, others with long hair wearing peace T-shirts and combat boots. The women had big hair and faded wide bottom jeans. They passed phone booths with thick telephone books hanging from a hook. The cars were old, yet they looked new even with the bouncing puppy toys on the dashboard. There was not a cell phone in sight, and it seemed everybody was smoking—even inside the restaurants they passed.

			“So, tell me about yourself,” Adam said. “I want to know you.”

			“There’s not much to tell, Adam. I’m just an ordinary girl, you know. My dad died when I was young, raised by a single mom with a strict upbringing. You know, the usual.” She talked quickly, nervously. She tried to gloss over what she knew of her life because she wasn’t even sure who she was here. She knew Lisa in her marketing/advertising world, but who was this college Lisa? Had she traveled backwards? How? Was this a dream, and if it was, how long could she make it last?

			“There’s nothing ordinary about you, Lisa. I’ve only known you for a little while, and I’m already taken by you.” When they reached the park, they leaned on the railing overlooking the river. It was a clear night, so they could see the lights from the buildings across in New Jersey reflected in the water. The hum of cars traveling on the West Side Highway was a constant background noise. The park was busy. Others had the same idea to walk on a warm evening.

			Adam put his arm around Lisa’s waist, holding her close. She leaned her head on his shoulder, enjoying the warmth of his embrace. They stayed quiet until Adam pulled away and started walking again.

			“Let’s play a game,” he said. “If you’re on a deserted island, and you could have one movie to watch, what would it be?”

			“Hmmm. A movie?” she asked. “How could I watch a movie on a deserted island with no electricity? There’s no logic to that.”

			Adam laughed. “Use your imagination, girl!”

			Lisa scrunched up her face in deep thought. “All right. Favorite movie. It’s a Wonderful Life.”

			Adam sounded intrigued. “Not my choice for an empty island, but I could watch it a few more times. Why that one?”

			Lisa smiled. “Because George Bailey gets to see how life would be without him.”

			“Aha, second chances.” Adam pondered. “I think Mary Bailey and that love story were the nicest parts of that movie.”

			“What a romantic,” Lisa said with a teasing note.

			He looked down sheepishly, like a dog caught chewing on his master’s slipper. “Yeah, I confess. I’m a sucker for romance and the ladies.”

			Lisa stood on her tip toes and kissed his nose. “You’re sweet, you know.”

			“Aww shucks. You say that to all the guys.” He reached down to her face and tenderly moved the hair out of her eyes. They stared at each other, not blinking.

			Lisa remembered their first kiss as adults: stolen, dangerous, bristling with the secret excitement that comes from forbidden fruit. Her mouth had melted into his, and their lips became soft, gentle turning ardent. A moan had escaped her throat, and he’d chided her with “Let’s not get too passionate. I’m heading to a train,” as he had pulled away, opening the car door. She remembered how she had wanted to kiss him for the rest of her life. She had imagined what it would be like, but the real thing had been nothing like the imaginary one.

			And now she was here, hoping, anticipating a second first kiss.

			“Come here,” he whispered. Lisa obeyed; her face upturned. Adam reached for her chin, lifted it gently, and pulled her face towards him. Lisa closed her eyes, the picture of the Adam she knew mixed up with the Adam who was here. She could smell his cheek, that fragrance that was uniquely his—clean, tangy, citrus, summer, spring, and fall. There was no winter in his aroma. She felt odd, remembering him as a grown man, yet feeling their nineteen-year-old mouths together now. No deceit clouded the taste of his lips. For an instant, she disappeared in this new yet familiar embrace. Who was she right now? Her pulse quickened, and the saltiness of his tongue brought her back to the present moment.

			He pressed his mouth against hers, tenderly, sweet. His lips lingered, as if getting to know hers with this gesture of affection. Her mouth responded, opening slightly, still relishing this moment. She remembered having told him at least once before, “I love to get lost in your kisses. Time is suspended.” And here, in this now, her mind swirled between past, present, and future. She could feel his hands on the small of her back, pulling her closer. Her mind was blank—no words—just feeling a sigh from the beginning of time. Now it was her turn to pull him closer still.

			In that embrace, she felt that chemistry between them, that feeling of being home. This is where she needed to be to make things right. She was getting a second chance.

			Lost in his kiss, she didn’t notice the car that had pulled up to the corner and parked by a fire hydrant. The windows were rolled down, and music blared from the radio inside.

			You know you don’t believe it when you say that you don’t need me.

			Don’t, don’t you want me?

			She felt that rush of nausea, and the blackness closing in around her. Shutting her eyes tighter, she battled the feeling that she was turning into nothing because she didn’t want to lose touch with Adam. She felt a sharp pain in the back of her head and released his mouth. Again, darkness blanketed everything.

			When she opened her eyes, she was alone, back at the train station.

		

	
		
			Chapter 3

			The next day, Lisa decided that whatever had happened the night before was just a figment of her overactive imagination, some sort of a half-conscious dream. She’d been working long hours and hadn’t been taking care of herself. She was determined to change her routines and practice self-care. There’d be no more secret rendezvous meetups. She was going to focus on herself and break up with Adam. In her heart, she knew this relationship was wrong, that she deserved better, and that Adam’s wife deserved better too. Not to mention Marcus. Without Adam taking up space in her thoughts and heart, she’d be able to think clearly, get a divorce from Marcus, and start a new life away from men who were not available. That was the honorable thing to do for everyone involved.

			At her office and in another boring meeting, Lisa’s phone buzzed next to her notepad. She took her attention away from the speaker and looked down. Adam was calling. She had been keeping an eye on the phone all morning, wondering when, or if, he was going to explain what happened the night before.

			She hit the Decline Call button with the “Can’t talk. Busy” message. After her decision to stop the affair, she wasn’t going to engage with him anymore until she was ready to speak clearly to him. She was grateful, though, that he wasn’t lying in a ditch somewhere. Maybe his not contacting her last night was a sign that she was now going to do the right thing.

			She tried to refocus on the meeting. The motivational speaker that her company had hired to inspire them to make stronger pitches to clients was not motivating her away from Adam thoughts.

			What was it about him that kept her tethered to him? This relationship wasn’t good for her. Emily knew and had been vocal about it. “You spend too much time thinking about him, Lisa,” was Emily’s usual admonition. “Adam is an obsession. And you’re forgetting the impact you’re having on others by continuing this ridiculous affair.”

			Long ago, she had aspired to greatness. She was going to work hard, become a wealthy partner, eventually open her own marketing firm, conquer the world, travel. She was going to do this while raising a family. Things hadn’t gone as she’d expected, of course. Seth’s death had interrupted her dreams of raising a family in a loving marriage. She and Marcus had become distant, lost from one another as if the baby’s death had created a wall between them that couldn’t be breached. And although she’d achieved the goal of partner, she wasn’t bringing in as much business anymore. She would set goals, but then she was too distracted to meet them. In the back of her head, she still had those big plans, but, somehow, they seemed to belong to someone else now. If she were to listen to this motivational speaker at all, she had not done enough for herself or her goals. She had abandoned her dreams. Nothing seemed to spark her interest anymore unless there was some connection to Adam. And life with him was full of lies. How was she supposed to grow as a person or in her business when her head was occupied with Adam—where he was, what he was doing, when she would see him again. And more often than she cared to admit—when would he leave his wife?

			Her phone buzzed again. This time it was Marcus. Her husband rarely texted. She declined his call too. There was nothing to say to him. Whatever he wanted likely involved him being away from home again.

			Unavailable men surrounded her. Why did she attract that? she wondered.

			She refocused on the meeting. Someone was blathering about setting goals and intentions and writing out a five-year plan. The phone buzzed once more. This time Adam was texting. “I’m really sorry about last night. I got caught up at work and then couldn’t call. Please forgive me. I really miss you. Meet me tonight for dinner so I can make it up to you.”

			Her heart raced a little at seeing his message. She was tempted to leave the room to respond, but she was determined to start a new life.

			When the meeting was finally over, in the quiet of her office, Lisa texted Emily. “Hey, want to have dinner tonight?”

			Emily replied quickly. “What’s the matter? Adam is busy?”

			Ouch, that stung. After a few seconds, there was another text from Emily. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to be snarky. Yes, I’m free, let’s have dinner. The usual place?”

			***

			Lisa and Emily had been dining at Scaramella’s for years. It was their favorite Italian spot, hidden in plain sight on a corner of a busy street in Dobbs Ferry, New York. Red and white tablecloths, red napkins, tables big enough to hold the vast plates of food. It was a family restaurant, despite the large bar in the front. Old men sat there watching baseball or football depending on the season. The single guys, the widowers, the husbands who wanted a meal while watching TV without children interrupting ate at the bar. The regulars sat at the bar ordering their usuals. Long ago, Lisa told Emily that maybe they should be eating at the bar. They were clearly regulars by now.

			The menu was large and full of daily specials. The staff had been the same for decades it seemed. Vito, the owner, knew them by name. Hostesses came and went as if through a revolving door. They were always pleasant and pretty in black dresses and red lipstick.

			Lisa arrived first. She stayed in her car waiting for Emily. She didn’t want to deal with Vito by herself tonight. Her phone buzzed with another text message. Adam had been texting all day, and she had been avoiding him. She needed space to figure out what was going on before she saw him again. That dream of him young and in college was too vivid. She couldn’t shake it. Emily might be able to help her sort out reality from wild imagination.

			Lost in her thoughts, Lisa didn’t notice Emily knocking on her car window. Startled, she jumped in her seat, took a breath, and got out of the car.

			“Hey, sorry I’m late. Why are you sitting in the car?” Emily asked.

			Lisa didn’t have an answer. “I don’t know. I wanted to walk in with you. Come on let’s go, I’m starved.”

			As usual, when Lisa and Emily arrived, Vito personally took charge of them. While he was taking them to their favorite table in the back, Carlo walked over to the bar to grab a chilled bottle of the Chardonnay they usually drank.

			Vito took their jackets. “You girls look good enough to eat. If I wasn’t a happily married man…. Madonna, what I wouldn’t give to be young and free again.” He talked with his hands, laughing at his own joke. Lisa and Emily joined him, giving each other the look that said, How many times has he said the same thing to us?

			Carlo came over with the wine, and a young new waiter brought bread and olive oil. Carlo was training him well. “So, what will it be today ladies? Did you look at the menu?”

			Lisa replied, “What for? You know we always order the same thing. Chicken paisano, Carlo. Why mess with perfection?”

			Carlo laughed. “You know that’s not on the menu, right?”

			Lisa scanned the menu again and snapped her finger on it. “That’s weird. It’s been in here for the past twenty years.”

			Emily chimed in, “You’re the one being weird, Lisa. I’ve never heard of that dish. We always order chicken parmigiana. Why would you change now?”

			Carlo shrugged his shoulders. “You’re such good customers, we’ll cook anything for you.” He opened their bottle of wine, poured, winked while he said “Saluti,” and left.

			“I don’t know what’s gotten into me,” said Lisa.

			Emily raised an eyebrow quizzically. “Well, maybe you’re stressed out and forgot. Pay it no mind. A glass of wine cures all memory ills.”

			Lisa wondered about the mix-up, but brushed it away to focus on her best friend. Here they could talk, laugh, drink wine, and not be bothered by the waiters until it was time to close. It was the perfect place where Lisa could share what she’d been feeling all day, this angst that she couldn’t understand, and the unsettling notion that she was losing her mind by thinking she was traveling into the past.

			“Well, what’s going on? I can always rely on you for some good drama.” Emily smiled. She cocked her head to the side and squinted behind her glasses. “Did you do something different to your hair?”

			“No, why?” Lisa replied.

			“I don’t know. You look different. Did you always part it to the side?”

			“It usually parts in the middle naturally, but today it parted to the side on its own. I don’t know why.”

			“Huh.” Emily tightened her mouth. “But you seem…I’m not sure of the right word. Worried, frazzled, annoyed. Which one is it?”

			“I’m all of them.” Lisa didn’t know how to start the conversation about the daydream last night.

			“Did Adam ever show up?”

			“No. He never called or texted last night. He called and texted me today, but I didn’t respond. I needed time to think and talk to you.”

			“I don’t know what to tell you….” Emily’s voice trailed off, then gathered strength. “What do you see in this guy?”

			“Lots of things. Plus, I’m in love with him.” Lisa tried to sound confident but failed.

			“You’re not convincing me that you’re in love. I think you’re just infatuated and bored.” Emily continued to stare at her. “Are you sure you didn’t do something else? You look different.”

			“OK, I have to talk to you about this dream I had. I think I’m losing my mind.” Lisa told her the story of the steps, of the song “Don’t You Want Me” that she’d been listening to just before she was transported to the past. She regaled Emily with the history of the band called The Human League and of its lead singer, Philip Oakey. She told her everything, including finding herself back in the train station. When she was done, Emily was still silent; in fact, she was quiet for a long time. Dinner arrived. Emily picked up her knife and fork and started eating.

			Lisa was nervous that her friend would think she had finally cracked. “Aren’t you going to say something?”

			“I’m not sure what to say. You tell me you went back in time, you were aware of who you were then, and now you remember it all. Sounds like a bad trip on drugs, Lisa. Did you tell Adam about this?”

			“Of course not! He’ll think I’m nuts.”

			Emily laughed. “Honey, maybe you are.”

			Lisa was annoyed now. She’d poured out her heart, and her best friend was laughing. She laid her head in her hands in despair. “I don’t know what to think anymore. Maybe I need a vacation.”

			Emily put down her fork and gripped Lisa’s hand. “Maybe you need a break from this guy. This could be your subconscious telling you to let him go. He’s no good for you. He’s never going to leave his wife.” Emily stopped talking and took a deep breath. “Plus, there’s Marcus to consider. He doesn’t deserve this from you, Lisa. No matter what happened with Seth, you shouldn’t keep punishing Marcus. It’s not fair.”

			Lisa’s eyes welled up, and she slammed her hand on the table. “Stop talking about the baby or Marcus. You know that subject’s not up for discussion.” In a stern tone, she continued. “Plus, you don’t know what Adam will do. You just don’t know him. He loves me.”

			Emily raised her voice in response. “Well, if he loves you then why am I the one having dinner with you and not him? Why is he still married? And now you’re having these delusional hallucinations, or dreams, where you’re going back in time. This is your mind playing tricks on you. Why don’t you take a break from him and go away for a little while? Maybe a vacation by yourself so you can figure out what you really need.” Emily meant well, but she was starting to annoy Lisa. All this good advice was far from good.

			Dinner finally over, Lisa turned down Carlo’s offer of coffee or tiramisu. “Since when do you pass on dessert?” Emily said.

			“I’m just not feeling right. I need to go home and walk the dog. Poor Jojo’s been alone for a long time tonight. Marcus left me a voice message that he’s going away on a quick business trip to Boston.” And maybe, she thought, this will give her a chance to clear her head.

			Emily and Lisa walked to the parking lot and said goodbye as usual—a big hug and “Text me when you get home so I know you’re OK.”

			***

			Lisa sat in her car after dinner with Emily, checking for text messages and listening to voicemails before she headed out onto the highway. She didn’t want to deal with Marcus’s recent renewed attempts at closeness, his eyes piercing hers sometimes as if he knew she was up to no good. At the very least, she owed him the courtesy of returning his call, especially since she had ignored his text message.

			Frowning, she listened to the voicemail, her guilt adding to the sadness in his voice. “Hi. I called to tell you I have to go to Boston for a couple of days. That deal I’ve been working on is blowing up. I’m going home now to pack then I’m headed straight to the airport. The company’s sending their plane to pick me up. Sorry for the short notice. I’ve called the dog walker and made arrangements in case you’re home late tonight. I’ll call you later.” She was right when she told Emily she’d be alone for a few days without intrusions or guilty associations near her. While in the beginning of their marriage, Marcus’s work had been a curse with the long hours and responsibilities, now it was a gift of freedom.

			He was a lawyer at a large firm representing corporations and foundations. His strength was in creatively resolving problems. At six foot three, boasting a muscular build, dark wavy hair with a shock of white by the forehead, and green eyes, Marcus commanded attention when he walked into a room. Men and women were mesmerized when he smiled and started talking.

			Her head shook at the incongruity of her husband’s talent. How was it possible that he was such a good communicator with strangers and clients, yet in a relationship he was incapable of understanding her perspective? He worked crazy hours, and she had all kinds of late meetings, so a week could easily pass without them running into one another. Lately she wondered whether he had a woman somewhere. Between his travels and her absences, he certainly had plenty of opportunity.

			She listened to his message a second time to make sure she had gotten the details of his being gone. There was a sad note in his voice. She’d detected it in the past but often ignored it. Today, a pang of regret wouldn’t let her skip over it. She found herself remembering how good it had been in the beginning. They had been nearly inseparable after Emily introduced them. She had been dogging Lisa for weeks to meet this handsome guy who worked with her. Lisa wasn’t disappointed when she relented and went on a blind date with him. They connected, they dated, and she was smitten. And so was he. They wrote each other letters, the old-fashioned type on pretty stationery, mailed with a stamp. She got him into reading fiction. He got her to watch sports. On Sundays they would go to a local bar with friends to have beers and watch football. They had fun together. They had each other.

			After about five years, she called him unexpectedly one morning while he was at work. “Hey babe. Want to meet for a drink at Martini’s? This afternoon?”

			“I have to work late. Don’t you?” he replied.

			“Come on, live a little. You already know you’re going to become a partner. Plus, one drink at Martini’s will make you work harder tomorrow.” She laughed. “Please?” She remembered intentionally using her silky voice, the one he couldn’t resist.

			Later that afternoon, she watched him through the storefront window at Martini’s. He was nursing a beer and looking at his watch, probably irritated that she was late. She remembered the details of the day as if it had been yesterday. It was one of those picture-perfect Manhattan days when the weather was just a blend of warm and cool, sunny and breezy, the kind of day every movie director wishes she could film. Lisa remembered sauntering in as if she had not a care in the world. “What are you drinking, sailor?” she asked as she put her arms around his waist while he sat on the bar stool. She smiled and batted her lashes.

			He smiled back, returning the hug. “The usual beer ma’am. Would you like one?”

			“Hmmm…I’d love one, but I can’t. I’m drinking for two, you see.”

			Thinking back to that day, Lisa noticed she had almost forgotten how brightly he smiled when he realized the significance of her announcement.

			After announcing to the bartender that he was buying a round of drinks for everyone in the bar to celebrate that he was going to be a father, he leaned over the bar, took a maraschino cherry from one of the containers, popped off the fruit and twisted the stem into a ring. “Babe, will you make me the happiest man on earth and marry me?” He was choked up, tears threatening at the corners of his green eyes. God, Marcus had the greenest eyes. Lisa felt they could see through her.

			She had laughed at the impromptu proposal. “Marcus, if you’re going to propose with a fruit ring from a bartender’s collection, you’ll have to get on one knee.”

			The whole restaurant cheered for them. Life was going to be heavenly.

			As if wanting proof that her memory was real, Lisa pulled out her weathered blue wallet and opened the little zippered pocket. In there, bent and dried, was the cherry stem that had once stood as proof of their love. She took it out gently, conscious of its fragile state, marveling even now how it had lasted in one piece for so long. For a brief moment, she actually missed Marcus. She even missed the person she had once been. How did their life get so empty?

			Everything with their wedding had worked out as planned, down to the honeymoon in Niagara Falls because Lisa was being careful and didn’t want to fly anywhere while she was pregnant. They drove all those hours, singing at the top of their lungs in their best shower voices. They had it all.

			Or so it seemed.

			Lisa’s mother was joyous at the wedding and later was thrilled to become a grandmother. She had started knitting baby clothes as soon as Lisa gave her the news.

			Lisa put the phone down a bit too hard, frustrated, and out of sorts. She pulled her hair back into a ponytail. When life was out of control, she could at least control her hair.

			Memories flowed in a torrent of despair. She and Marcus had returned from their honeymoon to find out her mother had had a stroke while she was home alone, cooking dinner for her and a neighbor, Bill, a widower who had just moved in next door. Bill found her on the kitchen floor, unresponsive. She was dead by the time the EMT guys arrived. When Lisa arrived the next day to visit her mother, she was already in the morgue. Bill was sweet and explained what happened and helped Lisa with the funeral arrangements.

			Her mother had died alone.

			Beyond distraught, Lisa had lost her compass and her best friend. Long walks with Emily helped, but only Marcus and the baby growing in her saved her from the stupor of grief.

			She was joyous each time the baby kicked. Albeit still grieving, she chose nursery furniture and baby clothes, read all the expectant mother books, prepared herself to be a mother in the absence of her own.

			But then more tragedies struck. She lost the baby, and then the next. With each miscarriage, she wondered if she was being punished for not being with her mother when she died. Tensions with Marcus were high. She was committed to being a mother, and he just wanted a happy wife again. Finally, after years of trying everything and failing, she lay in bed for months with her last pregnancy. She was determined that this one would live.

			The baby came three months early, in the middle of the night, when all bad things happen. Seth was tiny, little more than a pound of butter, and not much bigger than that. His foot was smaller than the first knuckle of Marcus’ thumb. They essentially lived in the hospital’s neonatal unit for five agonizing months. Lisa spent all her waking hours by the baby’s incubator. She quit her job. Eventually Marcus returned to work, but he was a fixture at Lisa’s side during all his nonwork hours.

			Seth came home in the summer, tiny and on medication, but improving. Life became a series of adjustments with a sickly child.

			Nine months after being home, Seth still had weak lungs. The pediatrician said that Seth would feel better if he had an operation to help his breathing. They did not have to do it now, but the benefits of the procedure increased while Seth was still small.

			Lisa hesitated, afraid of putting the baby at risk. Marcus, the optimist, said, “The doctor assured us he’ll be fine. Don’t you want to ease his breathing problems?”

			Marcus was persuasive.

			Lisa reluctantly agreed.

			The surgery was a complete success. Seth was scheduled for monitoring in the hospital for just a few days. The nurses convinced Lisa she didn’t need to sleep at his bedside. Marcus joined in their request. His words were still seared in her memory. “Babe, let’s go home and get some rest. He’s sleeping well; he’s in good hands. We haven’t slept in our own bed in days. We’ll be back first thing in the morning to take him home.”

			She relented, bone tired and believing all of them, especially Marcus.

			That night, Lisa woke up, cold sweat drenching her nightgown. The phone rang at the same time. Seth was in distress.

			She yelled at Marcus to wake up as she threw whatever clothes she could find over her nightgown. They drove in silence, running through every red light, barely slowing down to see what was headed their way.

			By the time they reached the hospital, Seth was gone. He had contracted a virus, one of those bugs that live in hospitals, the ones they warn you about. Stay out of hospitals, they say. That’s where you get sick, they say.
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