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 Chapter One

 


 


 


This slight rustle of the sheets
brought Cara out of her light sleep. Blinking her eyes, she looked
around for the source of the noise that woke her. There it was
again, only this time her eye caught the movement of Chris’s
fingers brushing against the sheets. She sat up straight, coming
fully awake now. This was the first sign of life—other than the
blipping of the machines—from her husband since she arrived at the
hospital in Germany three days ago.

Running to the door she called out,
“Nurse! Come quick, he’s moving!”

As soon as she saw the nurse was
coming, Cara went back to Chris’s bedside. Taking his hand in hers,
she said, “Wake up, Chris. Come on, you can do it.”

She had the answer to her plea when
she felt his fingers move in her hand. Her heart felt like it
jumped into her throat with renewed hope that her husband would be
all right.

Ever since the call from Chris’s
buddy, Steve, telling her of his injury, she’d been in a constant
state of fear that she would lose him before she even got to
Germany. It had taken her three days to get to here. The airfare
had been twice as much as usual on such short notice. Her credit
card was already almost maxed out and she had to call her parents
to ask for help with the airfare. Thank goodness they came through
for her. She threw some clothes together in a small carry-on bag
and left it to her mother to call the bank where she worked as a
loan officer and explain why she wasn’t coming in.

There was every chance that she’d be
losing her job now, but she didn’t care. Chris was far more
important than any job could ever be. He needed her now, and she’d
be damned if she didn’t go to him. It was bad from what Steve had
said; Chris had a 50-50 chance of surviving his injuries and it was
a pretty sure bet he was going to lose his leg.

Sure enough, by the time she made it
to Germany and rushed into his hospital room, the first thing she
noticed was how the sheet draped over his right leg with his foot
tenting it at the bottom of the bed. On his left leg, the sheet
fell to the mattress just above where his knee used to be.
Swallowing hard, all she could think of was how hard this was going
to be for her soldier boy.

The nurse entered the room and began
to check his vitals. She lifted his eyelid and shined her little
flashlight into his eye. Pleased with the way his pupil had
retracted, the nurse said, “I think the lieutenant will be waking
up shortly. That’s very good news.”

“Yes it is,” Cara whispered
as she tried to stop the threatening tears. The last thing Chris
needed to see when he woke up was his wife crying at his
bedside.

“I have to get back to
other patients,” the nurse said. “I want you to keep talking to him
and holding his hand, it may help him wake up. Use the call button
if he wakes up and someone will be right in.”

 


 


Cara started talking about absolutely
nothing important; what guy at work was trying to make the moves on
what girl and how she rejected him. She told him how she had
finished peeling the wallpaper in their second bathroom and what a
chore that had been. But it sure looked good now with a soft yellow
paint, white wainscoting and trim. And she’d done it all by
herself. Why, if she needed to, she could become a do-it-yourself
coach. She continued to chatter on about family members and their
friends. She worked at keeping all the news positive and upbeat.
There was no point in worrying him about the minor problems she’d
had while he was fighting that stupid ass war in
Afghanistan.

Watching his face carefully, she
wondered if she imagined the slight flutter of his eyelids. There
it was again. He was waking up! She squeezed his hand when his eyes
opened completely and said, “Looks like you found everything I was
telling you pretty interesting and decided to wake up.”

Not catching the confused look in his
eyes, she gently leaned down and kissed him. When she felt him push
his head into the pillow as if to get away from her kiss, she said,
“Oh god, did I hurt you? I’m sorry.”

Instead of answering, he licked his
lips as if to taste her kiss and looked around the room.

“Where am I?” He finally
asked. His voice was dry and gravelly.

“You’re in a hospital in
Germany; you’ve been injured.”

“And who are you? My
nurse?”

Even though he was looking straight at
her, Cara had to wonder if he had a vision problem that the doctors
had not yet discovered.

“It’s me, Cara. Don’t you
see me?”

“I see you just fine, Cara.
Nice to meet you, but other than your name, I still don’t know who
you are.”

A hard stone of fear settled into her
belly and she said, “Chris, I’m your wife.”

She thought she saw a flicker of fear
in her Marine’s eyes. It couldn’t be, he would never show fear—he
was the epitome of the few and the proud. Always strong, capable,
and ready to deal with whatever the problem might be.

The minutes of silence dragged on
until he finally said, “You called me Chris; is that my
name?”

“Yeah, babe. Don’t you
remember anything?”

He closed his eyes and she watched him
thinking until he was ready to speak again. “I remember driving and
then there was an explosion. We must’ve hit an IED because I saw
Ron blow apart into pieces. That’s it, I guess I passed
out.”

Cara remembered she was supposed to
use the call button for a nurse when he woke up. But she thought it
might be better if she went to the nurse’s station and explained
that he had very limited memory.

“I’ll be right back, honey.
I’m supposed to let the nurses know when you wake up.”

“I ain’t goin’
anywhere.”

 


 


The nurse at the station said she’d be
right in and when Cara told her Chris didn’t seem to remember
anything—didn’t in fact even know she was his wife—the nurse told
her memory loss was fairly common in the severely injured. Cara was
a bit taken aback how casual the nurse was about it all.

She went back to his room and he
looked like he’d fallen asleep again. Pulling up the chair close to
the bed, she sat down and held his hand while she waited for the
nurse. His eyes opened again and just looked at her. She smiled
brightly but could feel how tight it was and wondered if he’d think
it was a fake smile.

“The nurse said she’ll be
in soon. Are you in pain?”

He nodded and said, “Yeah, some. My
left leg hurts, but I can’t sit up to see what’s wrong with it. Do
you know if I broke it or is something else wrong?”

Should she tell him most of his left
leg was gone? She felt that information should come from a medical
professional, not from her. But then again, she was his wife. Who
better to tell him about the drastic change to his life?

He obviously saw the conflicting
emotions in her face.

“So tell me what my
injuries are. What’s wrong with my leg?”

“Chris…I don’t know how to
tell you.” She started crying, then wiped her eyes and said. “I’m
sorry, I’m trying to be strong.”

He squeezed her hand and said, “It’s
okay. I think I know what you’re going to tell me.”

Cara looked up at him and asked, “You
do?”

“I can move my right leg,
but the left one doesn’t seem to work. So you’re either gonna tell
me it’s so fucked up that I can’t move it, or that it’s not there
anymore.”

Bursting into tears again, she said,
“I’m so sorry, Chris. But we’ll get through this. I know we
will.”

“So which is it?” He
pressed for her to tell him how bad it was. “Do I still have a left
leg?”

The nurse chose that moment to come
into the room and in a cheerful voice said, “I hear you’re awake,
Lieutenant. That’s great news. Let’s check your vitals.”

“Wait,” Chris stopped her
before she began poking and prodding. “I want to know about my leg
and my other injuries. What’s wrong with my back that I can’t sit
up?”

“Lieutenant, you’re going
to have to wait for the doctor to come in and that should be
anytime now. He’ll explain everything to you.”

“Damn it! Would you just do
me the courtesy of telling me whether or not I still have a left
leg?”

Cara took his hand again, “Honey, I’m
sorry… There’s no easy way to say it. Your leg was too mangled—too
damaged—for the doctors to save it. I’m so sorry.”

She started sobbing again and put her
forehead down on the mattress.

“Get out, both of you get
out of my room.”

It sounded like he was talking with
his teeth clenched. Cara looked up and said, “But
Chris…”

“Sir, I need to check your
vitals first,” The nurse spoke at the same time as Cara.

“I said, get out.
Now.”

 


 





 Chapter Two

 


 


 


At last they were gone.
Chris took a deep breath and blinked his eyes several times. He
would not cry, dammit. Get it together,
Lieutenant. You’re a Marine and Marines don’t cry.

After a few more deep, calming
breaths, Chris began to assess his injuries as best he could. His
right leg seemed fine—he could raise it, he could bend his knee, he
could turn it side to side from his hip. He tried to raise his left
leg. It felt like he was lifting it, but there was something odd
about it. It just didn’t feel right. He glanced down the length of
the bed and saw where the sheet took a dip just above where his
knee should have been. He tried moving the remaining portion of his
leg. Nothing happened. It felt like he was lifting it, but it
didn’t move at all. The only thing he had accomplished was to
intensify the throbbing pain.

Move on, Marine. She
already told you the leg was too fucked up to save. Find out what
else is wrong.

Using his right hand, Chris felt
around his abdomen and found a large bandage on his left side. He’d
have to remember to ask what happened there. Sliding his hand up
his chest he found another smaller bandage. A few more Band-Aids
were on his left side and he assumed they were merely scratches or
at most cuts that required a few stitches.

He didn’t have much usage of his left
arm and when he turned his head and put his chin down to get a good
view, he saw it was heavily bandaged from his wrist to a few inches
above his elbow. There was no cast, so he figured it wasn’t
broken.

Continuing his search, he felt around
his neck and was relieved to find no bandages. As he skimmed over
his jaw and up to his cheek, his fingers felt some plastic tubing.
Following it, he discovered it went to his nose in one direction
and looped around his ears in the opposite direction. Oxygen, they
were giving him oxygen. A good size bandage was on his left cheek,
and when he touched it he winced from the pain.

Great, they’ll probably be
calling me Lieutenant Scarface. His
forehead was clear and he found no wounds on his head. He did have
a hell of a splitting headache. He just didn’t know if the headache
was caused by injury or the stress of discovering another new
nickname for him could be Lieutenant Hop-along.

Picking up the remote that controlled
the bed adjustments he raised himself to a sitting positioning and
found there was no pain. His unsuccessful attempts to sit up
earlier must have been due to fatigue.

He was tired and there were too many
thoughts running through his head. He would swear on a stack of
Bibles that he’d never laid eyes on the cute chick who claimed to
be his wife. What did she say her name was? Carol? Karen? He’d have
to ask her. His last thought before he drifted off to sleep was he
hoped she wouldn’t get angry that he couldn’t even remember her
name

When he woke up again, the first thing
he saw was his wife sitting in the chair on the right side of his
bed. She was asleep with her head tilted at an angle that he was
pretty sure was going to give her a kink in her neck. Yet he didn’t
want to wake her. If she really was his wife, then it would follow
that she loved him and had been worried about him. Besides, letting
her sleep gave him the opportunity to get a really good look at
her.

Her wavy light brown hair was streaked
with natural looking golden highlights. While it looked good and
very natural, he doubted that it was nature’s work. It had to have
been done in a…what were those places called? Something else he
couldn’t remember.

Continuing his observation,
he felt a strange desire to kiss the tip of her cute little
upturned nose. His gaze lowered to the full lips of her mouth. They
weren’t too full, just full enough to make him want a taste.
Where had that thought come from?

There wasn’t much else he could see.
The red plaid collar of her shirt peeked out from the top of a
cream-colored sweater that she had draped across her upper body.
Her legs were clad in denim jeans and when he twisted his torso
just a bit, he saw a pair of white tennis shoes on her
feet.

That twist of his torso caused him
more than a little bit of pain along his left side. His wounds and
stitches must have gotten a little tug. He closed his eyes and
dozed off again.

A little while later he felt a hand on
his right shoulder and turned his head to see the pretty girl
standing there

”Honey? The doctor’s here
and he wants to take a look at your injuries.” She smiled
encouragingly.

Damn, she sure was pretty. He turned
his head to the left, where Dr. Thometz was standing.

“Lieutenant, I need to take
a look at your wounds. I’m going to start with your arm, then look
at the various cuts and injuries on your side, and finally we’ll
take a look at that leg.”

“What about my cheek? I
felt the bandage there—is that a bad cut?”

“I’ve already looked at it
while you were sleeping. A sharp piece of shrapnel was lodged in
your cheek, but the medic got it out and treated it before you were
airlifted here. It’s healing nicely; it’ll leave a scar, but it
should be round and smaller than a dime.”

“Well, damn—I was looking
forward to my men calling me Lieutenant Scarface.”

The doctor raised his brow in a bit of
surprise and said, “It’s good see you have some humor about your
situation.”

“Yeah, well I kinda
surprised myself there,” Chris admitted. “But I do want to know
about my injuries. And when will my memory come back?”

The doctor spent a good amount of time
detailing the various wounds. Everything on the left side of his
torso should heal with no problem, barring any infection. His left
arm wasn’t broken but it had taken a lot of shrapnel and the muscle
and tendons were in pretty bad shape.

“We thought we’d have to
amputate, but we used parts from other areas of your body. We took
a vein from your right leg, and a tendon from the left leg. It
looks like it’s going to be all right but you’ll need extensive
physical therapy.”

The doctor went on to explain he’d be
fitted with a prosthesis on his leg and he would learn to walk with
it.

“I’ve already enrolled you
in a program that will give you a sophisticated prosthesis at
little or no cost to you. But it will also require a lot physical
therapy.”

Chris looked at the ceiling
first, then glanced over at Carol. Or Karen. Or whatever her name
was. She was watching him and her eyes looked concerned.
Does she really love me? And if she does, how
long will it last when I’ve only got one leg and who knows how this
arm is gonna heal? Do I love her? If I do, why can’t I remember
anything at all about her?

He turned back to the doctor and
asked, “And what about my memory? When will that be
back?”

“You should talk to the
neurologist about that. He can answer those questions better than I
can.”

“You must have some idea
though,” Chris pressed. “Can’t you just tell me how long it usually
takes for someone’s memory to come back?”

“Everyone is different,
Lieutenant. Much depends on why you lost your memory. Really, it’s
best if you speak to the neurologist.”

Chris nodded. He wasn’t going to get
anything out of this doctor as far as the memory loss went. He’d
concentrate on the information about his wounds. Physical
therapy—he just knew that was going to be painful.
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Cara wasn’t happy when the neurologist
wouldn’t be more specific. How long would it take for her husband
to be truly back; in mind as well as in body? He seemed like a
different person and she didn’t know if that was due to the memory
loss or if the time spent in Afghanistan had done it to
him.

She wanted him back the way he used to
be. In control, in charge and in command of everything. Now he just
seemed so unsure and confused. Not only did he not remember her,
but he didn’t know who he was. He didn’t know how to be himself
anymore.

Everything was harder for her when he
was deployed and she always felt more settled when he was home. He
was home now and she was anything but settled. She had no idea how
to act with him. She knew who he was, she loved him. Yet to him,
she was a stranger and when she said something or acted in a way
that he thought was too familiar—after all, he didn’t know her—he
would act almost offended. It made her feel unsure of herself. Like
she had to hope he’d fall in love with her all over again. What if
he didn’t fall in love with her again?

Being a taken in hand woman was never
easy, but when you were forced apart by circumstances you had no
control over, it was even harder. Would Chris want to resume their
domestic discipline lifestyle? It was obvious he’d forgotten all
about it. She wasn’t sure what to do—should she tell him? Or was it
better to wait until he at least remembered her?

Was it possible that whatever messed
up his memory also messed up his way of thinking and he wouldn’t
want to do domestic discipline anymore? That wasn’t something she
really wanted to think about. She wasn’t what she would call a true
submissive, but she liked having Chris as the head of their
household. She liked having some structure and a few rules to keep
her on track for meeting her goals.

By no means was their version of
practicing domestic discipline very strict. After all, she was an
independent woman and she wanted to be in charge of making
decisions that affected her career and other aspects of her life.
When Chris was deployed, which was more often than not, she had to
be able to make decisions concerning the house, finances, and other
things. If anything serious arose, she would send Chris an e-mail
and tell him what the problem was, give her opinion and how she
arrived at that opinion, and then waited for him to
respond.

Just this past summer, their air
conditioner had gone out and the service man said it needed a new
compressor motor. The cost of the motor was nearly thirty-five
hundred dollars and the cost of an entire new unit was just over
five thousand dollars. Their unit was almost twenty years old,
reaching the end of its life. It made sense to consider replacing
the entire unit rather than spending so much on a repair. The
temperature was up in the high nineties and she didn’t want to be
without air conditioning while she waited for Chris to make a
decision. So even though it was a stretch for their budget, Cara
had the unit replaced.

Afterwards, she had sent Chris an
e-mail and explained it all to him, giving him all the reasons for
her decision. She wrote how she knew this was normally a decision
they would make together with him having the final word, but
spending what could turn out to be several days without air
conditioning was something she knew he wouldn’t want her to have to
go through. It was nearly a week before he replied and told her she
had made the right choice. It made her feel good that he agreed
with her choice.

When a bad storm revealed a leak on
the roof of their patio cover, she had someone come out and give
her an estimate. The cost was expensive and not something she felt
they needed to do immediately. She told the repair man she would
discuss it with her husband and get back to him. Then she sent
Chris an e-mail about it and he responded by telling her she had
made the right choice again. He would be able to take care of it
himself when he was back home, saving them most of that expense. It
was highly unlikely that postponing the repair would result in much
more serious damage.

Then there were the few little things
she wanted to improve upon. She liked to drive fast, and she hated
being stuck behind other cars. Her style of driving consisted of
changing lanes frequently, always trying to get ahead of the car in
front of her. Even though she worked at keeping her speeding to
just five miles over the limit, thinking that would keep her from
getting a ticket, she often caught herself doing fifteen miles over
the limit. Her rapid lane changes had earned her two tickets in the
past for unsafe driving. Both times the police officer told her he
was doing her a favor by making the citation for unsafe driving
instead of reckless driving which would increase her fine. Speeding
tickets used to be quite common for her, but since Chris put a rule
into effect that would earn her a hard spanking if she got a
speeding ticket, she had worked very hard to cut back on those. Now
when the speed limit was forty, she set her cruise control to
forty-five and so far that had kept her out of trouble.

Another rule was her smoking. She
didn’t want to quit smoking, she enjoyed her cigarettes. But
smoking two packs a day was asking for trouble and so now her daily
limit was three cigarettes during the week and five on Saturdays
and Sundays. Every cigarette over the allowed limit earned her five
swats with a leather strap at the end of the week. It wasn’t so bad
if she just smoked one extra, but one extra every day would mean a
total of thirty-five swats. When it came to delivering swats for
excess smoking, Chris always made a joke about how he was going to
be sure to make them smokin’ hot. Her ass failed to see the humor
in his little joke.

Honesty and respect were two other
items Chris tended to be fairly strict about. In the beginning of
their marriage, there were a lot of little things Cara didn’t tell
him simply to avoid a possible argument. Some of those things
wouldn’t have even resulted in an argument, but she didn’t want to
see the disapproval and/or the disappointment in his eyes. It was
easier to just not tell him. In the end, that strategy hasn’t
worked very well. He seemed to always find out, whether it was
something she bought that put her over her budget or just having a
second glass of wine with the girls on her way home from work. He
didn’t want her to risk getting a DUI so he’d given her a one drink
limit when she had to drive herself home.

To her, those things didn’t really
seem dishonest. She didn’t lie, so how could it be
dishonest?

“You know I would
disapprove, so by not telling me about it makes it a lie of
omission. And that’s dishonesty,” Chris explained. “In fact, it’s a
double whammy. It’s disrespectful to be dishonest, so you’ve been
both. And that, my sweet little wife who doesn’t want to disappoint
me, gets you a trip over my knee.”

She’d given a great sigh, but she knew
he was right and she’d taken her punishment.

The respect thing was something she
had the most trouble with. She still struggled not to roll her eyes
whenever he said something she didn’t agree with. She was often
snarky and short with him at the end of the day. He didn’t like it
and he wanted it to stop. Those things would usually wind up
getting her five to ten slaps on her ass from his hand. Unless they
happened to be in the kitchen, which seemed to be more often than
not. Then he would grab a large wooden spoon from the container on
the counter and whack her bare ass with that. She hated the wooden
spoon, but she had to admit it was effective.

Finally, swearing was almost a way of
life for her. Just like she didn’t want to quit smoking completely,
she wasn’t willing to give up swearing either. But Chris drew the
line at her favorite word “fuck” and gave her five swats for every
time she used it in his presence. She had to do a bit of
negotiating to get him to allow her to continue to use the word
when he wasn’t around.

“But honey,” she began her
coercion. “Fuck is hardly a swear word anymore. It can be used as
so many things. It can be a noun, a verb, an adjective, just about
whatever you want it to be.

“Nice try, Cara. But it is
a swear word and I don’t want you using it.

“Chris, let me just give
you a couple of examples. If I said ‘Joe and Sue fucked,’ you’d
know I meant that they went to bed together. And if I said ‘Joe
really fucked Sue,’ you’d realize that Joe had done something to
hurt Sue. But if I said ‘Joe fucking loves Sue,’ it would simply
mean he really does love her. So how can you call that
swearing?”

Chris did see the humor in her little
example, and he went for a compromise, “Tell you what, babe. You
can use and say that word as much as you want when I’m not around.
When you’re with your little group of girlfriends, knock yourself
out. But I draw the line when you use it around me. You are a
Marine lieutenant’s wife and I can’t risk having us be at a
function with my superiors or subordinates with you using that kind
of language. Your ass will pay the price.”

Cara was happy with that. After all,
she didn’t want to embarrass her husband. She was pretty good about
watching what she said when she was at work and other places where
it wouldn’t be appreciated.
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In just a week Chris was deemed well
enough to travel and they returned to the United States where he
spent another three weeks in the hospital. Cara was there with him
for every procedure, every physical therapy session, and every
doctor appointment. Still, Chris couldn’t remember her.

 

Once he was out of the hospital, Cara
invited friends over to their small house and hoped he would
remember someone from the past. But they were all strangers to him.
When his parents flew up from their home in Florida, Chris didn’t
know who they were either. A week later they left, his mother in
tears and Chris feeling like a jerk for not knowing his own
mother.

Determined to make the best of the
situation, Chris tried to stay upbeat. He tried to look at his old
friends—whom he couldn’t remember—as new friends that he was
getting to know. It didn’t always work as most of the time it
seemed he had nothing in common with these old friends. He’d been a
Marine for the last 10 years and civilian life was not something he
could readily relate to.

He was discharged from the hospital
and after a week of being home with Cara, he began to wonder how
well they’d gotten along together. She smoked, though not a lot.
She swore, sometimes too much. At the same time, he felt he didn’t
really have any reason to be critical of her. When she wasn’t
working, she brought him his meals, constantly asked if there was
anything else he needed, and generally annoyed him with her
sweetness.

He didn’t understand why he was
annoyed; he should be happy she cared enough to take care of him
and make sure he had whatever he needed or wanted. He thought it
could possibly be a result of the fact that Cara slept in the guest
room instead of with him in their king-sized bed.

When the doctor declared him well
enough to do any activity he felt he could do, Chris took that
opportunity to find out why she wouldn’t sleep with him in the same
bed.

Over dinner that night, he said, “The
doc said I was cleared to do any activity I think I’m capable of.
The one thing I’d really like to do, I can’t because you sleep in a
different room.”

He thought the look on her
face was pretty close to horror and that was enough to make him put
his fork down, grab the crutches that were leaning against the
table, and hobble to his bedroom. Because that’s what it
was, his bedroom.
Oh, she came in to get her clothes out of the dresser or from the
walk-in closet. But she showered and got dressed in the guest
bedroom and bath. When his parents had come he had hoped that would
force her to sleep in the same bed with him, but they had stayed at
a hotel, keeping the guest room available for Cara.

Flipping on the television, he fell
back on the bed and worked on doing some physical therapy
exercises. They would help prepare what was left of his leg for the
prosthesis he’d be getting soon. But he couldn’t get that look on
her face out of his mind. Did his scars and his stump repel her so
much that the thought of sleeping with him horrified her? Was she
remaining with him only because she felt sorry for him? Because she
felt it was her duty?

Well, fuck that,
he thought to himself. If she didn’t love him
anymore, she didn’t have to stay with him. He’d find somewhere else
to recuperate and get back on his feet. On
his foot, he thought. There is no more feet, there is only one foot now.

He knew he was just feeling sorry for
himself. But who could blame him? The only people he could remember
were the buddies he’d been with when the IED had hit them and the
few people he met since then. Not a single prior memory had been
triggered by all the drives he and Cara had gone on as she showed
him around town and all their old haunts. Not one old friend coming
to visit had sparked a twinge of recollection in his
brain.

Sex been the last thing on his mind
while he was in the hospital and during the first weeks at home.
But lately, every time Cara walked away from him he couldn’t take
his eyes off the swaying of her ass. It was a mighty fine ass, and
he was relieved when his dick twitched letting him know it would
soon be ready for a little therapy of a different kind. It wasn’t
more than a few more days before that little twitch became a
full-blown hard-on.

He’d taken care of it himself by
hobbling on his crutches to the shower and jerking off. That had
been just over a week ago, and since then he’d had more than a few
similar showers. What he really wanted was to feel Cara’s body
beneath his. He wanted to touch every inch of her, to take a nipple
in his mouth and suck hard on it. He knew when he did that, her
back would arch and her hips would grind into his as she tried to
get his cock deeper inside her cunt. What he didn’t know was if
this knowledge was a memory or if he just instinctively knew it. It
didn’t matter, the look on her face tonight pretty much told him he
wouldn’t be getting a chance to find out.

There was a soft knock on the door and
then it opened. Cara stuck her head in as if she was
afraid.

“Um, Chris? Are you going
to come finish your dinner?”

“I’m not hungry.” He lied,
hoping his rumbling stomach couldn’t be heard by the door. Dinner
had barely started when he stalked off. Make that hobbled off.

She was hesitating at the door and
that made him feel like he should say something else. But what the
hell could he say? She was the one that looked freaked out at the
notion of sharing his bed. Apparently the idea of sleeping with a
one-legged guy with an arm that was still far from functioning
normally wasn’t something she was looking forward to. He supposed
the kindest thing he could do for her was to let her know she
didn’t have to stick around if she didn’t want to.

Cara cleared her throat and said, “You
need to eat, honey. I can bring your food in here if you don’t want
to eat with me in the kitchen.”

“Isn’t that the pot calling
the kettle black? You’re the one that doesn’t want to be near me!”
He hoped the hurt he was feeling wasn’t coming through in his
voice.

“What are you talking
about? How can you say that? You don’t even know who I am anymore
and I’ve done everything I can for you!”

“I can’t help it that I
don’t remember anything. But if you’re my wife and you love me, why
are you sleeping in the guest room?”

She looked surprised and said, “So I
wouldn’t hurt you! I was afraid of bumping into you while I slept
and causing you pain. And…and I thought since you don’t even
remember me, you wouldn’t miss me not being in the bed.”

He heard the tremor in her voice and
wondered if she was going to start crying. “I guess that’s as good
an excuse as any.”

Hating the bitterness he heard in his
voice, he looked away and said, “Look, let’s make this easy on both
of us. I don’t want you feeling obligated to stay with me. Hell,
who wants to be with someone that can’t even remember them? You can
go if you want.”

The sudden slamming of the door made
him turn his head back in her direction. He assumed she’d slammed
the door on her way out. But no, she was standing there looking
madder than hell.

“Go? GO??” She was yelling
at him. “Just where the hell do you think I could go? Huh? Are you
under some strange illusion that we have money coming out of our
ears that I can just up and go because you’re acting like an
asshole?”

“I’m acting like an
asshole? You’re the one that’s avoiding me!”

“Avoiding you! Are you
fucking nuts? I’ve done everything I can to help you remember. I
think I’ve been damn patient waiting for you to remember I’m your
wife. But you can’t even remember my name. One day I’m Carol, the
next I’m Karen, and every so often you get it right and call me
Cara.”

“Please don’t swear. I
don’t think ladies should swear.” He spoke in his Marine Lieutenant
voice and it seemed to startle her for a minute.

But then she just got madder and she
started in again on him.

“Ladies shouldn’t swear?
Well, let me tell you something, Marine. This fucking lady does
fucking swear when her husband is being a son of a bitch. Do you
have any clue how I felt when you announced that you can’t do the
one thing you’d really like to do because I sleep in the guest
room? Not once have you given me one damn little hint that you’d
like me to sleep in here with you. Not once have you touched me
except in passing. Now you want to jump my bones, but it’s my fault
you can’t because I won’t sleep in here? Don’t you dare put the
blame on me. If anyone is going to leave here, it’s going to be
you!”

She turned abruptly and ripped open
the door, slamming it again for good measure when she strode
out.

That turned out
well, he thought to himself. Had she really
expected him to ask her to sleep in the same bed with him? He’d
wanted to, God knew he wanted to, but it seemed inappropriate when
he didn’t remember her. It would be like asking a stranger to get
in bed with him.

Yeah, he’d wanted to touch her. There
wasn’t anything he wanted more than to be able to skim his hand
over the curves and the hills and valleys of her sweet body. But
just because she said she was his wife didn’t give him the right to
touch her anywhere he wanted to. At least not in his mind, not when
he couldn’t remember her.

Hell, he just messed up real good. Now
he’d alienated the one person who was sticking by him and doing her
best to make his recovery easy. And he’d been an asshole; she was
right about that much at least.

Now what? He needed to apologize. But
there was one more thing he wanted to do—get rid of the twitching
in the palm of his hand. Reaching for the little bell she put on
his nightstand so he could let her know if he needed anything, he
rang it as loudly as he could. He didn’t think she’d be able to
hear it with the door closed. If she was in the kitchen doing
dishes, she wouldn’t hear anything at all.

He waited five minutes and then rang
the little bell again. Another five minutes passed and he reached
for his crutch and used it to knock on the wall. Ten minutes passed
without her answering and he was beginning to think she’d left the
house when the door to his room suddenly opened and without coming
in she asked, “What?”

While waiting, Chris had sat up and
scooted back on the bed so he was now resting against the padded
headboard. “Come here, Cara. I want to talk to you.”

“I can talk to you and hear
you just fine from right here by the door.”

His voice became stern and he said, “I
may not remember you, but I’m pretty sure if I had a wife she
wouldn’t swear like a sailor or speak to me as disrespectfully as
you did. I’m also pretty sure my wife would come to me when I asked
her to.”

“And just how do you think
you would know those things if you can’t remember anything of your
past?”

“I just do. That’ll have to
be good enough for now. I owe you an apology. I’m sorry I
misunderstood your motives for staying in the guest room. But I
don’t think I was disrespectful, I was just giving you a way out if
you wanted to take it. And I didn’t swear at you. Now, once more,
I’m going to ask you to come here”

He gave her the same look he used on
his men when he expected them to obey his orders without question.
The way she hesitated at the door made him wonder if she had an
inkling of what he planned to do. And that thought made him wonder
if it was something that happened regularly in their marriage. He
was pretty sure he was right when his dick began to
stiffen.

“Cara, are you going to do
as I asked and come here?”

“Yes, sir.” She started
slowly walking to the right side of the bed.

Yes, sir?? He had a definite feeling
she knew she was in trouble and referring to him as ‘sir’ sounded
very normal to him, though that could be from being a Marine
officer. When she reached the bed, he saw her eyes go wide as she
finally understood what was about to happen. Besides scooting to
the headboard, he had also slid over to the edge of the bed. He
would have no problem pulling her over his lap and letting her legs
dangle over the side of the bed.

Putting his arm behind her lower back,
he bent her over and put his still-sore left arm across her upper
back to hold her in place. With his right hand he gently rubbed and
caressed from her lower back down to her upper thighs.

“Do you know what’s about
to happen, Cara?”

“Yes, sir.” Her voice had a
slight tremble to it.

“Tell me.”

“A spanking; you’re going
to spank me,” Cara replied, confirming for him this wasn’t the
first time she was being spanked.

“That’s right, and do you
know why I’m going to spank you?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Tell me,” Chris wondered
if he had to pull every answer out of her each time he spanked
her.

“Because I yelled at you,
swore, and was disrespectful.” She sounded contrite.

His hand slipped under the waistband
of her yoga pants and he pulled them down with her panties, baring
her beautiful creamy ass. When she gasped out loud, he wondered if
her spankings usually weren’t on her bare ass.

“Aren’t your spankings
usually on the bare?”

“How do you know you’ve
spanked me before?” She asked in a surprised voice as she turned
her head to look at him.

“You told me. When I asked
you if you knew what was going to happen and you answered in the
affirmative, I knew I’d spanked you before. But you didn’t answer
my last question; aren’t they usually delivered on your bare
ass?”

“Yes, sir. They
are.”

His right hand was still running over
her soft skin, grabbing a chunk of flesh whenever he reached her
rounded globes. When he felt her relax against his lap, he lifted
his hand and brought it down in a resounding smack.

“Ow! That
hurts!”

He smacked her hard three more times,
alternating cheeks. When she tried to lift her upper body, he said,
“Stay in position, Cara.”

“Yes, sir,” she whimpered.
“But it hurts.”

“I believe that’s the
nature of a spanking,” he replied as he delivered three more smacks
to each sit spot.

He continued spanking her, covering
every inch from the top of her ass down to the top of her thighs.
Watching her butt jiggle with each smack and seeing his hand prints
bloom a bright red on her ass and thighs caused his cock to grow
even harder.

She yelped and cried out several more
times before she went limp and started crying. Chris knew it was
time to stop and he lifted her up and settled her on his lap,
holding her close and letting her cry it all out.

“Shh…it’s okay, baby.
Everything is all right.”

He whispered soothing words in her ear
while caressing her back as he held her close. Cara snuggled in
even closer and wrapped her arms around his neck. His hand
continued to wander over her half naked body and soon found its way
under the top she still had on. He brushed against the side of her
breast and she released a small moan.

Cupping the breast and squeezing
gently, he then pulled her top over her head. Using only his good
arm, he reached around and unhooked her bra, letting the straps
fall down one shoulder before shifting her to get it off the other
shoulder. When she raised her face to look up at him, he couldn’t
resist those full lips. He bent down and kissed them, lightly
running his tongue over her lower lip.

Cara hungrily kissed him back, their
tongues demanding more. Her hand slipped between her hip and his
belly to find his hard shaft. Wrapping her hand around his hard
cock, she stroked up and down.

Somehow he knew if his hand slipped
between her legs, he’d find her sweet pussy soaking wet. Was it a
memory? He didn’t know or care at this point. Her legs opened wider
when he put his hand between them and he was rewarded with the
slick hot wetness of her pussy.

He tumbled her to the side and hissed
sharply when the stump of his thigh rubbed against the bed. She
pushed him to his back and straddled him, slowly sliding her sheath
down over his hard length. Supporting herself with her hands on his
chest, she rode him hard.

Cupping a breast in each hand, he
lifted his shoulders off the bed and took turns sucking each nipple
into his mouth while meeting every one of her downward thrusts with
an upward one of his own. He knew she was close when her head fell
back and he felt her pussy tightening around his dick.

Faster and faster they pumped, their
breath coming in short, quick gasps, until they came together and
clung to each other as if they could fuse their bodies
together.

Chris’s brain filled suddenly with a
myriad of images. Images featuring Cara and himself doing different
things. Hiking, playing in the pool, laughing together, sitting
side by side on the sofa watching television, and numerous other
activities. Images of his parents flashed through his mind and they
were in another location; a different house. He realized it was the
house he grew up in.

Minutes passed by while he tried to
sort out all the pictures in his head. Years gone by overlapped
with more recent events and some of it was confusing as he tried to
figure it all out.

He was still holding Cara when he
opened his eyes and said, “I remember.”

“Hmm…? You remember what?”
She murmured tiredly.

“Stuff. I remember
stuff.”

She sat up quickly and looked at his
face. “Really? What stuff? Do you…do you remember me?”

He saw the apprehension in her eyes
and thought it was a good thing that what he remembered included
Cara. It was obvious her feelings would be hurt if he remembered
other things but not her.

“Yes, I remember you. I
don’t think everything, but some stuff. Have we ever been
hiking?”

“Yes! We used to go camping
and we’d always hike. What else?”

“I’m not sure, it all
zipped through my mind in sort of a jumble. We played in a swimming
pool somewhere.”

“Probably your parent’s
pool in Florida.”

“There was some stuff about
their old house—the one I grew up in. And some things about me
being a Marine.”

She gave him a big smile and said, “I
bet you’re going to start remembering everything now. Do you
remember our wedding day?”

Chris shook his head. “No, I don’t
think so. But I do remember the first time I put you across my
knee.”

She laughed and said, “Do you remember
how mad I was?”

“Yep, and how disrespectful
you were in all your anger. I don’t remember if I punished you for
that. I think it might be a good time to remedy that right now.
Maybe spanking your ass today was what triggered the
memories.”

Cara giggled and said, “I think it was
the lovemaking that triggered it more than the spanking. But I’m so
happy you’re remembering things that I’ll gladly take another
spanking if it will help you remember more.”

“Hmmm, I seem to remember a
drawer that had certain useful items to help you curb that sassy
mouth of yours. Isn’t there a butt plug in there?”

She blushed a bright red. How she
hated that damn butt plug. And yet, the thought of it made her
pussy clench and she knew she would welcome it if he chose to use
it.

He turned serious and said, “We’re
going to be okay, babe. I think I’ve got a long road ahead of me,
but it’s going to be all right. I just need to know if you’re up to
sticking with me. Can you accept me the way I am now? Minus one leg
and an arm that I may never have full usage of again? I’d
understand if it’s more than you want to deal with.”

He held his breath while he waited for
her reply. He knew he loved her and he wanted her. He wanted her
for the rest of his life; forever.

With tears seeping from her eyes, she
smiled and said, “You can be a pretty dumb jarhead sometimes. I
love you, Chris. I love who you are. You’re gonna get a nifty new
leg and we’ll just keep working that arm until it’s as good as it
can be. I’d love you even if you had no arms and legs. You’re stuck
with me.”

Pulling his wife close to him, Chris
said, “And you’re stuck with me. For always.”

Resting her head in the hollow between
his shoulder and his neck, she drifted off to sleep. Her Marine was
home and that was all she’d ever need.
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