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CHAPTER ONE

Kate
Manhattan in winter can be beautiful, especially around Christmas when the decorations are out and the storefronts 
are dressed in beautiful holiday colors and scenes. It always lifted my spirits to go to visit the storefronts at Macy’s, 
and helped get me in the Christmas spirit, especially the years since my mother died. Christmas was such a big event 
in our family’s life and Macy’s was always a part of it. Not only did we shop there, we made a day of it, shopping, 
having dinner out, and then going to see the displays once the sun had set and the lights came on. 

On a day in mid-December, a week before Christmas, Drake, Sophie and I went out to do our trip to Macy’s 
and take in the sights. Sophie had gained a lot of weight over the past few months since she was so rudely brought 
into the world that day in July, almost nine weeks early. Breast milk seemed to plump her right up and now she was a 
bald little Butterball, as Drake called her. Even he was amazed at how well she’d grown. I thought that a preemie as 
young as her might have problems and would always be tiny, but Drake said it all depended on why the baby was 
premature. If it was not due to the baby’s health, but some external factor – like a crazy woman trying to run down 
her mother – there was no reason why Sophie wouldn’t grow quickly once she passed full term age. 

I was carrying not-so-little Sophia in a Snugli while Drake and I did some last minute Christmas shopping. 
“I have to get something for you,” Drake said, when we got to Macy’s and had spent some time together 

oohing and ahhing at the displays. “You two stay out here while I zip in and get my gift for you. I don’t want you 
peeking.”

“Okay,” I said and kissed him when he leaned in to me. Then he patted Sophie’s head and kissed her soft 
round cheek, which was rosy from the cold air. She was in a wonderful puffy cream and gold snowsuit and had a 
beautiful white angora knitted hat and scarf and looked like a cherub, her blue eyes already framed by long lashes. 
She was going to look like her father, if she ever grew any hair so we could tell what color it would be. 

I watched Drake enter Macy’s and then I wandered up and down the street while I waited for him to do his 
shopping, pointing out the window displays, even though Sophie was far too young to do much beside sleep or 
watch me while we walked along, a big yellow pacifier in her mouth, which she sucked intently. 

It was while I was staring at one scene with Santa and his elves, that I saw a familiar face in the crowd of 
people a few rows down the street at the next window.

Maureen. 
Beside her stood Liam, looking very healthy with his dark bangs and blue eyes, under a blue toque and scarf. 

Maureen was dressed to the teeth, with a lovely camel coat and cream cashmere scarf, her hair done up in a fancy 
updo. I looked around to see where Chris was, but he was nowhere in sight. I wondered where he was – was he inside 
as well, shopping for her and Liam?

That thought made me feel sad for Drake – how he’d love to be able to buy Liam a gift and give it to him on 
Christmas Day. I wished at that moment that something – God, or Karma or something would intervene and soften 
Maureen’s hard heart, but I wasn’t going to hold my breath. 

I wasn’t sure whether I should go over to them, but finally, I couldn’t restrain myself and so I threaded my 
way through the crowd until I was next to her.

“Maureen?” I said, smiling at her when she turned to me. She recognized me finally and then frowned. 
“Kate,” she said, her voice low. “Are you here with Drake?” She glanced around, as if worried that he would 

show up.
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“He’s in Macy’s shopping for a present for me, so Sophia and I stayed outside.” I turned to Liam. “Hello, 
Liam,” I said and smiled down at him. “You don’t remember me but I took a picture of you when you were in the 
hospital last year.”

“Hello,” he said, the perfect polite little boy, one hand gripped firmly in his mother’s. 
I glanced around. “Where’s Chris? Are you three in town for the holidays?”
Maureen pulled Liam against her. “Chris isn’t in Manhattan,” she said softly. “He took a job in Borneo. We 

didn’t go.” She nodded knowingly to me and I understood. She and Chris had broken up when Chris got a job and 
she didn’t want to go – probably due to Liam’s health. I could understand completely if that was the case. I wouldn’t 
want to take Sophie to a strange country that might not have the best health care system. 

I nodded and smiled. “I understand,” I said. “You have some family here?” I asked, trying to be polite and 
change the subject.

“Yes, my mom’s here now, so we decided to come for Christmas.” 
Liam stood there like a good little boy, looking up at me with those blue blue eyes that were just like Drake’s. 

It made my heart ache to see him so much like Drake and that his eyes and Sophie’s were so similar. 
“This is Sophia?” Maureen said, finally pointing at Sophie. She leaned closer and tried to see Sophie, who 

was facing me. “I heard she was premature and there was an accident? I read about the preliminary court hearing in 
the paper.”

I nodded. “Yes,” I said, not wanting to talk about the case. “She came about nine weeks early, but she’s doing 
really well now.”

“She’s beautiful,” Maureen said and I smiled, pleased that she was being nice to me instead of what I 
expected – dismissive and rude. “I’m so glad for you. I read there was some drama connected to her birth and the 
accident. That’s too bad,” she said and sighed dramatically. “I heard about Lisa at the hospital. Poor Drake. Poor 
you. Those who play with fire...”

My back stiffened at that. I wanted to say something nasty back to her, but not in front of Liam. Instead, I 
swallowed my hurt and smiled. 

“Everything’s fine now. We’re all fixed up and Sophie’s growing like a little weed.” I kissed her forehead and 
looked at Maureen, unwilling to let her nasty remark dampen my mood. Then, I looked down at Liam. “It sure must 
be fun to be visiting your grandmother for Christmas.”

Liam nodded. “I like the snow. Mom hates it but I like it.”
Maureen rubbed Liam’s head with affection. 
“I’m sure Drake would love to see Liam,” I said softly, not wanting to make Maureen mad, but she had to 

know that Drake would dearly love to see him.
“It’s too bad he can’t,” Maureen said and took hold of Liam by the shoulders. “We have to get going. Give 

Drake my regards.”
“Before you go,” I started quickly, wanting to invite her to our place. She stopped, a frown on her face. “Why 

don’t you and Liam come by to our place for some egg nog? Maybe my father’s for a drink? I know Drake would love 
to see Liam. If Chris is away, it would be a great opportunity.”

“Sorry,” she said, a quick shake of her head. “Not on the agenda.”
Then she was gone before I could say another word. At least she didn’t say something mean, commenting 

about Drake’s lifestyle or something equally nasty.
So it was that Maureen and Liam walked down the street away from Sophie and me, and they were soon lost 

in the crowd of people standing staring at the window displays while the sun set and the streetlights blinked on. A 
light dusting of snow fell and it was really quite beautiful with all the Christmas lights glowing in the chill air, the 
snow drifting down softly, and the yellow of the streetlamps.

Despite the beauty surrounding me, I stood staring blankly at the main window, not really seeing it because I 
was still so upset with Maureen, tears blurring my vision. Poor Drake. He sacrificed so much to help Liam and what 
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thanks did he get? He saved the boy’s life and was shut out as if he was a criminal. I hugged Sophie a little tighter, 
kissing her cool soft cheeks, unable to get enough of her, my beautiful little baby.

I wiped my tears away, not wanting Drake to find me all sad when today was a happy day. So when Drake 
finally reappeared and came over to us, leaning in to kiss me and then Sophia once more, I was almost completely 
fine. He always kissed us both each time we were separated for any length of time.

“There you two are,” he said and brushed a flake of snow off Sophie’s rosy cheek. “My two girls.” He kissed 
Sophie’s forehead once more. “The loves of my life.”

He looked in my eyes, and I felt my heart swell with love for him, but it only made me tear up even more. 
“Hey,” he said, frowning. “Why do I see tears?” He pulled me into his arms. For the first few weeks after 

Sophie was born, he was so worried that I’d experience post partum depression due to the accident and losing my 
ability to have another baby. I was fine, although I had a few blue weeks during which I cried more easily than 
normal but with some counseling and some help with Sophie’s early days, I was fine.

Drake held the two of us in his arms, repeatedly kissing us both, his eyes on mine, hoping to see that I was 
okay. I smiled finally to reassure him. 

“It’s nothing,” I said and laughed. “I just miss my mother. We used to come here every year...”
“I know,” he said softly and wiped a tear from my cheek. “I miss my father. We didn’t have this kind of 

happy tradition, but I always spent my Christmas Eve with him, going out for dinner and then to look at the lights.”
I laid my head on his shoulder for a moment of comfort, Sophie sucking away on her soother. 
Drake wanted to love so much, and it was just a crime that Maureen was so stubborn that she wouldn’t let 

Drake see Liam. I thought that now, with Chris not living with them any longer, she might be more willing to let 
Drake see Liam but she wasn’t. Her heart was still so damn hard towards Drake. It was completely unfair.

I looked up at Drake, with his plaid scarf and dark cloth coat, his dark bangs falling in his blue blue eyes that 
were so much like Liam’s, and my heart broke for him that Maureen was being so mean. How happy Drake would be 
to see his son...

I didn’t want to dampen the mood so I decided I wouldn’t tell Drake that I’d seen Maureen and that she’d 
turned down an invite until a more appropriate time. He seemed so pleased to be out shopping for Christmas 
presents and in a festive mood. I didn’t want to ruin it.

“So, are we going to Dad’s for supper?” Drake asked as we started walking down the street to where our car 
was parked.

“Yes,” I said and took his hand. “We can go any time. He’ll probably have his ear attached to his phone, but 
we’re always welcome to drop by early. I can help Elaine with supper and you can take Sophie to see Dad.”

“Sounds like a plan,” Drake said, almost beaming.
We had a lovely dinner with my Dad and Elaine. She made a roast pork and mashed potatoes with some 

carrots and peas – a traditional British dinner that her grandmother used to make for them when she was growing 
up. It was scrumptious, and had been seasoned really well. I got the recipe and we had a nice visit, with Elaine 
holding Sophie most of the time, except when my Dad insisted on holding her. It was quite the effort to get him set 
just right so Sophie could lie on a pillow on his lap with his good arm cradling her. It seemed to please him despite 
the difficulty and he spent time talking to her, telling her all about me when I was a baby, and how I was so quiet and 
good-natured.

When we got home after dinner, it was time for me to have a nice warm bath and get ready for Sophie’s final 
feed for the night. She had fallen asleep in the car on the way back and so I had some time to have a nice bath and get 
into my pajamas, which consisted of a new nightgown that had been designed so that I could nurse Sophie without 
any problem.

As I sat in the tub, I thought about Sophie. She was a good baby, from what I could tell from speaking with 
Christie about her kids. She didn’t sleep through the night and was up twice to feed, but I was becoming used to the 
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interrupted sleep. Drake always took one feed at night, so that I could get a full six hours of sleep before I had to do a 
shift, and each day I would pump a bottle or two so he could get one night feeding in and one day feeding. 

He didn’t want to be deprived of feeding her and I was happy to comply. Pumping meant I had extra milk so 
it kept my supply up. I had lost all the weight I gained during my pregnancy and breastfeeding meant I had to eat a 
bit more than usual, so I enjoyed the excuse to eat my favorite foods. 

As I washed myself, I felt so lucky that the accident didn’t deprive me of the ability to nurse Sophia even 
though there were several weeks when I first started out that I wondered if I could hack it. The pain was intense as 
my nipples became conditioned to nursing. For a week or two, until they toughened up and Sophie and I figured it 
out, I almost quit due to the pain. For a few days, I thought my nipples would come off they hurt so badly. But I 
managed despite the tears and soon, they stopped hurting almost like magic. I finally figured out how to get her 
quickly latched on and within a few days, the pain stopped entirely. I was able to nurse without tears in my eyes.

Now, it was so easy and my milk was flowing freely. As I stepped out of the tub, Drake helped me dry off.
“What do you think, Mrs. Morgan?” he said, standing behind me, his lips at my ear, his hands roving up my 

body to cup a breast. “Shall we take advantage of this time and fuck like bunnies?”
I laughed, my body responding to his touch. 
“Whatever you say, Doctor Morgan,” I said, closing my eyes as Drake pushed his hips against me. I wouldn’t 

mind getting in a quickie in before Sophie woke, but I had my doubts that we would have enough time. Sure enough, 
before Drake could even get undressed, I heard Sophie cry out and my milk started to flow, spraying out of my 
breasts like leaks sprung in a garden hose.

Drake and I laughed so hard as I grabbed some tissue and held the pieces over my breasts to stop the milk 
from spraying all over everywhere. 

“My god, you’re lush,” he said, wrapping the towel around me while I pressed the tissue against my nipples. 
“It’s such a waste that I don’t have a lactation fetish, because you would be my goddess.” He kissed me quickly and 
then pulled back, smiling. “You are my goddess even so.”

I grinned, my cheeks hot from laughing so hard. It amazed me that my body was so responsive to my baby’s 
cries. Our bodies were in sync, Sophie and I, with my milk being replenished just as she was ready for another feed. I 
was very lucky. Not all women could breastfeed.

So, instead of making quick love to my husband, I pulled on my nightgown and went to Sophie’s room, 
lifting her out of the crib and sitting in the glider chair beside the crib, the Jiminy Cricket bedside light on the night 
table casting a warm glow over Sophie’s bedroom. Drake followed me inside and draped a soft knitted shawl over my 
shoulders while I got Sophie situated and latched onto a breast for her feed. 

I sighed and leaned back once we were all set, and started to glide slowly back and forth while Sophie fed 
hungrily. 

“Do you want some tea?” Drake asked from the doorway. “I feel like a cup before we go to bed.”
I yawned. “Not for me, thanks. I’m way too tired.”
“Decaf,” he said. “You need to keep your fluids up.” 
“Okay, Doctor,” I said with a smile. He left me in the bedroom, listening to the sounds of the apartment 

while I watched Sophie feed. Drake was humming to himself in the kitchen while he made the tea. Outside, the 
sounds of the street filtered in through the crack in the open window. The streets were wet with slushy snow and I 
could hear cars driving through puddles and the occasional blare of a horn. In the distance, a siren blared and then 
grew silent.

When it was time, I unlatched Sophie and burped her, then got her onto the other breast. I sat back and 
began rocking again, the motion soothing to us both. Her eyes were getting heavy and I knew she’d fall asleep on the 
breast very soon. I had a system in place to remember which breast she ended on so that I would give each one equal 
treatment. That way, I would keep my milk production up for as long as Sophie wanted to nurse.
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When she finally stopped nursing and fell off the nipple, her eyes closed and her breathing slow and quiet, I 
put her up onto my shoulder for a final burp. Drake popped in and saw that Sophie was done. 

“Here,” he said and reached for Sophie. “Let me do that. You go and get your cup of tea.”
He already had a baby blanket over his shoulder and had Sophie up on his shoulder and was busy patting out 

a big burp that she slept through, her eyes still closed. 
“Like clockwork,” Drake said with a smile. He seemed to really enjoy taking her and burping her or walking 

her around when she was fussy and needed to be coddled a bit before she fell asleep. 
He loved being a father.
I loved to watch him. He seemed so at ease with a baby, no matter how small Sophie was when we brought 

her home. He wanted to be a pediatric neurosurgeon, and so it made sense that he felt comfortable with babies and 
children.

He’d be a wonderful father, despite all his fears that he would be like his dad.
I knew he wouldn’t be like Liam.
That made me remember my meeting with Maureen and little Liam. While I went to the kitchen and got 

my cup of tea, I thought about how to broach the subject to Drake. I knew I had to tell Drake that I saw them. I 
couldn’t keep anything from him, especially as important as that.

I returned to Sophie’s bedroom, my cup of tea in hand and watched as Drake placed Sophie back in her crib, 
tucking a rolled up blanket behind her back so she would remain on her side, and pulled the blanket over her. We 
stood in the doorway and watched her as she slept so peacefully.

“She’s a keeper,” he said with a smile, his arm slipping around my waist to pull me closer.
“She is.”
I smiled and we went out to the living room, where I plopped down on the couch and sipped my tea. Drake 

went to the sound system and put something soft on the playlist – something on an old Beatles album. Then he 
came back and sat beside me, pulling me onto his lap so that my legs hung over the end of the couch.

“I had hopes of making love to you earlier, Ms. Bennet. Are you too tired?”
“I’m never too tired for you,” I said, although I could have closed my eyes and fallen asleep right then and 

there.
“I don’t believe a word you say,” he said with a grin. “I saw you hide your yawn.”
I smiled guiltily. “I’m sorry, but I’m just exhausted tonight for some reason. Maybe the cold air. It often 

makes me really sleepy at night when we go out for an evening walk.”
Drake kissed my cheek with a grin. “I’ll have to remember that. No more evening walks when I want to make 

love to you.”
I felt so bad that I was going to deny him but at that moment, all I could think of was crawling into our bed 

and snuggling down into the covers.
“I’m sorry,” I said and made a pouty face. “It’s just I feel like I need to sleep when Sophie does so I can wake 

up and feed her. I can lie quietly while you take your pleasure,” I said, knowing full well Drake would never do that.
“Forget it, and don’t apologize,” Drake said and leaned in to kiss me. “I understand completely and you 

should sleep when she does. Besides, taking my pleasure always means giving it to you. Here,” he said and took my 
empty cup out of my hands, placing it on the side table. He stood up, letting me stand up slowly, but keeping me in 
his arms. “You go and get into bed. I’ll join you in a few minutes. I need to send an email and turn out the lights.”

I did as he suggested and went to the bathroom for a pee before giving my teeth a quick brush. Then, I 
crawled into the bed and waited for him to join me, my eyes growing heavy and my body ready for sleep. Then I 
remembered that I hadn’t yet told him about Maureen and Liam being in town. I had to stay awake so I could tell 
him.

When he finally came to bed, about fifteen minutes later, I had fallen asleep but woke up as soon as I felt him 
sit on the side of the bed. I rolled over and rubbed my eyes.
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“Sorry I woke you,” he said softly. 
“It’s okay,” I replied. “I wanted to talk to you before we go to sleep. Something happened tonight while you 

were in Macy’s.”
“What?” Drake said as he removed his watch and laid it on the bedside table. He frowned and lay down, 

pulling the cover over his naked body. He snuggled in beside me, our faces a few inches away on the pillows. He 
hadn’t yet turned out the bedside light so I could look into his clear blue eyes. 

“Maureen and Liam are in town. I saw them in the crowd while you were in Macy’s.”
“What?” he said, his eyes widening.
“Yes,” I said, remembering when I first saw them. “I went over and said hello. Chris and Maureen broke up 

when Chris got a job in Borneo. Maureen probably didn’t want to go because of Liam’s health.”
“Is he sick?”
I shook my head and reached out to brush a hank of hair from his face. “No,” I said and smiled. “He looks 

great. He’s grown taller and his hair has grown in. He looks so much like you.”
He raised his eyebrows at that and I felt so sad for him that he wanted to be a part of Liam’s life and couldn’t 

because of Maureen’s stubbornness. 
“I wish,” he said softly, but then he didn’t continue, avoiding my eyes.
“What?” I asked, moving closer to him, wanting to touch him, comfort him. 
He sighed and rolled onto his back. “I wish Maureen would let me see him. If Chris and Maureen have 

broken up, he has no father.” He turned back to look in my eyes, frowning. “I’m his father. I should have visitation 
rights.”

I nodded but I wasn’t going to tell him I invited them over. It would be just one blow after another. “You 
know you’d have the best lawyers in the country working to get you access, if you want to push things.”

He sighed heavily and stared up at the ceiling. “I don’t want there to be hard feelings between Maureen and 
me. I wish she could understand that I’m not some dirty old man who would corrupt him. I want to get to know 
him, and be his father. The way I should be.”

“You should be. Maybe you should call her, talk to her. She’s staying at her mother’s place for Christmas.”
“Maybe I will,” he said and took in a deep breath. “The worst she can do is say no again. Given it’s 

Christmas, maybe her cold hard heart will be filled with comfort and joy and she’ll let me see him.”
“Maybe,” I said and ran my hand over his bare shoulder. Of course, at that moment, I wanted to comfort 

him and so I snuggled in closer to him. His warm solid body felt nice against mine and my own body responded, a 
throb coming unbidden between my thighs. I ran my hands over his chest, and felt the nice swell of his pecs. 

He turned over and pulled me against his body, and we kissed. Soon, tenderness turned to need and my 
nightgown came off and before I knew it, I was on top of him, riding him, my hands on his chest for balance. My 
body must have been in serious need of release because it took barely any time for me to orgasm. When I came, I 
shuddered, crying out as pleasure spiked through my body. He took over and rolled me onto my back and finished, 
leaning over me, our eyes locked while he thrust. When he came, his eyes practically rolled up in his head, his face 
flushed with pleasure.

“Oh, God,” he groaned as he lay on top of me, panting in recovery. “That was...”
“So good,” I said, finishing his sentence, smiling. “Poor deprived daddy. Not getting enough sex because he’s 

up too late feeding his baby every night while his wife sleeps, and nothing kinky for months...”
He smiled at me and kissed me on the mouth, warmly. “Not deprived. Just in need. And very thankful, kink 

or not.”
We fell asleep in each other’s arms, and my last thoughts were of Drake’s wish to be Liam’s father.
It was my wish as well and as I lay in his arms and listened to him breathing so deeply, I tried to think of ways 

I could convince Maureen to let Liam know Drake was his father.
There had to be a way.
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CHAPTER TWO

Drake
The week before Christmas went by very fast. Once I knew Maureen and Liam were in town, I couldn’t stop 
thinking about the two of them, wishing that Maureen would break down and agree to let me see Liam. 

I called up Lara, to ask for her advice. 
“What do you think?” I said after telling her that Maureen was in town and that she and Chris had split. 

“Should I approach her for access? Do I need to get a court order or a paternity test?”
“You can file a statement of paternity, acknowledging your relationship to Liam. That should be easy 

enough, given you were the bone marrow donor and almost a perfect match.”
“People are almost perfect matches and are completely unrelated.”
“Yeah,” Lara said. “You could also petition to get a test. If you did, there would be no way Maureen could 

deny you access.”
I sighed, not wanting to get into a big court case with Maureen, especially now that the case against Lisa was 

being built and a trial was scheduled, but I really felt that Liam would be deprived without a father in his life. I was 
his biological father. I wanted to be more than just a sperm donor to him.

“I’ll try to reason with her,” I said, rubbing my forehead, not looking forward to her response. 
“Good luck with that,” Lara said, her voice doubtful. “Last time I had anything to do with her, reason was 

not her strong suit. More like irrational fear and loathing.”
“I have to try before I go to the courts. Maybe she’ll listen to reason now that she and Chris have split.”
“Let me know how it goes. I can start the process if you want to establish paternity.”
I thanked Lara and hung up, a knot of tension in my neck. So I was more than happy when Dave Mills called 

and asked if I wanted to meet him at the club for a game of racquetball. I needed something to release my tension.
“Hey, thanks for calling. It’s just what I need.”
“Anytime, Drake,” he said. “I’ll even let you beat me again, okay?”
I laughed. Dave liked to suggest that he let me beat him and I always played along.
“Thanks,” I said, smiling to myself. “I appreciate how generous you are.”
“Don’t mention it. Meet you there in fifteen?”
“Sounds like a plan.”
We had a great game, during which I actually let him beat me, because I was there to work out a few kinks in 

my neck rather than assert my dominance in the male pecking order. 
“Care to go out for a drink?” he asked when we were finished changing. “There’s a great new cigar bar 

around the corner. You’ve been so domestic lately, I haven’t invited you out, but Sophie’s old enough now to miss 
you for a few hours, right?”

I considered. Kate would have been alone with Sophie all day because I spent time catching up at the 
Corporation, meeting with financial people to go over plans for a new product line. 

“Maybe another night,” I said and clapped Dave on the back. I gathered up my things and pulled on my coat. 
“Kate’s been alone all day. She’ll need some adult company.”

“Tell her to get a baby sitter and come out with us,” he said brightly. “I bet she’d love to come out and see 
some other grownups.”

I shrugged, certain that Kate would not want to go out. “I’ll ask, but don’t get your hopes up. Maybe some 
other night between Christmas and New Year’s.”
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Dave nodded and led the way out of the club. “Whatever you think’s best. Just let me know what works for 
you. I’m in between lady friends this holiday season so I’m batching it up.”

We stopped on the sidewalk. “Do you have a place to go for Christmas dinner?”
“I sure do,” Dave said. “Going to the O’Rileys. Mrs. O invited me at Thanksgiving. Felt sorry for me.”
That made me feel better. “Mrs. O always puts on a great spread. I used to go there all the time before I met 

Kate. Great food. Great family.” I watched Dave. He seemed really up, despite the lack of romance in his life. 
“What’s up with this long dry spell between women? You considering the priesthood?”

He laughed out loud at that, and punched me lightly on the shoulder, his other fist up like he was ready to 
spar with me. “Just taking it easy for a while. Last one was pretty tough, so I’m feeling all wounded.”

I frowned, because I didn’t remember his last girlfriend – not that I remembered any of them, to be honest. 
“Which one was that? Sorry,” I said, my cheeks hot. “I don’t remember your last girlfriend...”
“That’s okay,” he said and tightened the scarf around his neck. “We were pretty serious for a while, but she 

went off to the West Coast for grad school and left me behind.”
“Sorry,” I said and squeezed his arm briefly. 
“Hey, Drake,” he said to me, glancing around. “There’s something I meant to talk to you about.” 
I looked for a place to stand. The late afternoon traffic was intense and the sidewalks crowded. Dave 

motioned to an empty doorway and we stood, our breath visible in the cold air.
“What’s up? Something at the Foundation?”
He scrunched his face up. “Yeah...” He inhaled through his teeth, making a hissing sound. “See, the publicity 

around the trial...”
“Yes?” I said, slipping on my leather gloves. “What about it?”
“Some of the board members are concerned...”
I sighed, a bad feeling coming over me. “Tell me.”
“Look, Drake, I don’t agree with them, but a few were thinking maybe we stick to using an image of your 

father instead of you. You know, keep your name off any promotional materials we use to attract new donors. Off 
the website. Some of Lisa’s friends have painted you as a sadist and well, the board members...”

“Jesus Christ,” I said and held up my hand to stop him. “Don’t worry. Whatever they want, I’ll agree to. It’s 
all about my father, not me.”

“I’m sorry to be the bearer of bad news, but they want to keep the Foundation squeaky clean and a sex 
scandal is really not the best for donations...”

I nodded but couldn’t meet his eyes. Ever since I became active in the BDSM community, I knew a day like 
this might come, but I had tried to be as squeaky clean as I could.

I failed, obviously. Now, I was getting blowback. I had a sick feeling in my gut about it and that, coupled 
with the presence of Maureen in town, conspired to totally ruin an otherwise decent day.

“No hard feelings?” Dave said, reaching out to lay his hand on my shoulder. “I thought it was petty of them 
but in this case, not all publicity’s good publicity.”

“I understand. No hard feelings. You use whatever image of my father you want for promotions. Take my 
image off the website. Keep me out of it completely.”

He nodded and we parted ways. I made my way to my car, which was parked in a parking garage a few blocks 
down the street, and sat inside, trying to absorb it all, manage it, deal with it in as emotionless a manner as possible.

Of course the board wanted to disassociate itself with any mention of my name. I was currently involved in a 
hit and run / attempted murder case in which my predilection for bondage and dominance was the subject of 
gossip.  Wealthy donors who otherwise liked to support medical charity in Africa would not want to have their 
names associated with me.

I sat in silence for a while, trying not to feel anything.
I failed at that, too.
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I drove down the street towards the apartment and stopped at a liquor store a few blocks away. My bottle of 
Anisovaya was almost empty and I had a need for something to take away whatever I was feeling. I pushed inside the 
small store and nodded to the owner, an old grey-haired man standing behind the counter. I was one of his regular 
customers, special ordering my Russian vodka from him. 

He smiled when he saw me. “Ahh, Mr. Drake,” he said and bent down under the counter. I had called a few 
weeks earlier and asked if he could order a few bottles for me. When he stood up, he held out two new bottles, one of 
Anisovaya and one of Stolichnaya. My favorite brands. “Just like the Doctor ordered.”

“Exactly what the doctor ordered,” I said with a smile I didn’t feel. I paid and left, then drove to the parking 
garage where I kept my car. After locking up, I trudged down the snowy street to the apartment, the sound of traffic 
on the street muffled by the snow.

I took the creaky stairs to the new second floor entry to our apartment and stood outside the door for a 
moment, trying to pull myself together before I saw Kate. She’d have been alone all day and would be happy to see 
me. I didn’t want to be a downer for her, so I took in a deep breath and opened the door, pasting on a fake smile.

When I saw her, standing in the living room with a sleeping Sophie on her shoulder, rocking slowly back and 
forth the way parents tend to do, I felt a real smile well up, replacing the fake one. 

Thank God I met her or I’d probably be having Christmas dinner with Dave at the O’Rileys instead of with 
my family, my beautiful wife and new daughter and my beloved surrogate father, Ethan.

It was almost enough to dampen the sadness I felt at being caught up in a scandalous attempted murder case, 
my otherwise good name dragged through the mud. I exhaled and stepped into the living room. When Kate heard 
the creak of the floor under my feet, she turned to the door. When her eyes met mine and I saw her smile, how 
happy she was to see me, and how warm and snug Sophie was in her arms, I have to admit that my throat choked up 
and I had to blink tears back.

“There you are,” she said quietly, coming over to me and leaning up to kiss me. I wrapped my arms around 
them both, my two girls, and kissed her, squeezing as tightly as I could without waking Sophie up, burying my face in 
the crook of Kate’s neck, inhaling the soft baby powder scent of them both.

If I didn’t have Kate...
After Kate put Sophie in her crib, she joined me in the living room for a quick toast. I brought out two shot 

glasses and poured us each one shot of Anisovaya, although she only got half an ounce instead of a full ounce. She 
didn’t drink alcohol on a regular basis while nursing, but I assured her that a single shot of Anisovaya now and then, 
especially just after a feed, would be no problem. 

“So, what’s the Anisovaya for? Did you have a hard day at the Corporation?”
I sighed. “It went fine,” I said. “I met Dave Mills after for a game of racquetball. I thought it was just because 

he missed me, but it was so he could tell me that the board of the foundation wanted to remove any mention of my 
name from its promotional materials, at least until the case and trial are over. You know,” I said, surprised at how 
much it bothered me, my throat tight. “Considering the publicity and Lisa’s lawyer painting me as a sadist who 
tormented her...”

She moved closer to me on the couch and snuggled up against me. “I’m so sorry,” she said and kissed my 
cheek, taking my hand and squeezing it. “This is so unfair to you. She’s totally lying. You had no relationship beyond 
a professional one.”

“She’s trying to claim I led her on. That I wanted her to get rid of you.”
Kate shook her head. “What did McDonald say to that?”
I leaned back and rubbed my eyes. “He said nothing, in his typically inscrutable way. I had a few character 

witnesses who agreed to talk to the police about my involvement in the lifestyle. Lara, for one. Even Lisa’s ex. He 
told McDonald that Lisa was unhinged, but McDonald isn’t giving anything away.”

The DA had charged Lisa with attempted murder as well as lesser charges, and a trial date was set for the 
new year. There had been a preliminary hearing to determine if charges would be brought and Lisa was indicted on 
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four counts. She had been admitted to the mental health ward and was undergoing testing to see if she was fit to 
stand trial. 

I wasn’t sure if she’d want to plead temporary insanity, or do some kind of plea bargain to a lesser crime. 
Time would tell but she came from a wealthy family and they could afford to hire the best lawyers to defend her. 
Luckily, we could as well, to defend my name and reputation.

“I don’t want to talk about it,” I said and put down my empty glass of Anisovaya. “I need you.”
I pulled Kate onto my lap, and she straddled my hips, her hands resting on my shoulders. 
“I’m yours,” she said softly. I sat like that for a few moments, running my fingers through her hair, which was 

long and straight, silky to the touch. She was so beautiful, and so patient, waiting for me to make my move, content 
for me to take what I needed, knowing that I would give her what she needed first.

“I love you,” I said, remembering how sad Dave seemed this afternoon when he was talking about being 
single. “I’m so lucky to have you and Sophie.”

“We’re lucky to have you.”
I pulled her down, one hand behind her head, and kissed her, the kiss soft and warm at first, just our lips 

pressing together in affection. The touch of her mouth on mine, the soft mounds of her even more-ample breasts 
against my chest, sent a jolt of lust right to my dick, and soon, as our kiss deepened and my hand slipped under her 
sweater to cup her breast, I was hard as rock. 

“Take off your sweater,” I said, leaning back. “Your bra as well.”
She complied without hesitation, slipping the soft cashmere sweater over her head. Underneath was a lacy 

underwire bra with cups that folded down when she needed to nurse Sophie. She had just fed and so her breasts were 
smaller, closer to her natural size. They were gorgeous and lush, and when she removed her bra, I couldn’t keep my 
hands off them, cupping each one, tweaking her nipples between my finger and thumb until they were hard.

When she first started to nurse, she wasn’t ready to respond sexually to stimulation of her breasts, but she’d 
grown more used to switching from earth mother to sex goddess. I watched her as I stimulated her breasts and she 
closed her eyes, her lips parted in pleasure.

“I’m so hard already, I want you to ride me right where you are,” I said, needing a fast release rather than our 
usual slow build up and leisurely fuck, bondage equipment not yet included.

“Whatever you want,” she said in a breathy voice. While she stood and removed her yoga pants and 
underwear, I unzipped and slipped my own pants and boxer briefs off, my erect cock leaning to one side, already 
leaking. I held it with my hand while she positioned herself on my lap.

“May I rub myself against you for a while first?” she asked, doing it anyway before I gave her permission. I 
smiled, enjoying the smallest quirk of her lips in a smile as she slid her folds against me. I closed my eyes, enjoying the 
sensation of her warmth against me.

“Who am I to deny you pleasure?” I said, stroking her clit with the head as she rose up.
Then I let her fuck me slow and deliberately until she came, my thumb on her clit, my free hand squeezing a 

breast, tweaking her nipple. Then I pushed her down on her hands and knees and took her hard and fast, needing 
every ounce of endorphins to get me through the night.
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CHAPTER THREE

Kate
It made me so mad to think of how Maureen was still unwilling to let Drake into his son’s life. When Drake went 
out to get us coffee, I called up my father and talked to him about the issue.

“He’ll have to go through a series to tests and interviews, to confirm his suitability for visits with Liam.”
I sighed. “Drake’s going to be a pediatric brain surgeon. If anyone can be trusted with his own child, it’s 

Drake.”
“Sorry, sweetie, but that’s not good enough. You know that and I know that, but we have to prove it to a 

judge.”
“I know,” I said with a heavy sigh. 
“Drake will have to prove paternity,” he said firmly. “Once he does, he can request a judge grant him access. 

The first thing is to talk to Maureen and see if she understands how important it will be for Liam to know his real 
father now that Chris is out of the picture.”

“I know, but will she? She hates Drake...”
“The law doesn’t care if she hates him,” he said. “The law only cares that he’s the boy’s father and is a 

member of the community in good standing.”
“He’s a pediatric neurosurgeon, for God’s sake,” I said, shaking my head. 
“What’s wrong with the woman?” my father asked.
“Old conflict.” I rubbed my forehead. “You’d think she’d want some help now that she and Chris have split, 

but no. I feel so bad for Drake.”
“Let me know what I can do. I have a few connections.” Then he asked about the case, but I had nothing 

new to tell him. 
“Tell me about this Lisa woman.”
I didn’t go into specifics. “Drake had a few encounters with her when he was single and never went any 

further than sex all of three times. She took advantage of that prior relationship to emotionally blackmail Drake, 
demanding to be treated as a special friend, and using the threat of exposing Drake’s past to force him to comply.”

I could hear my father sigh on the other end of the line. 
“We’ll deal with this, but the case won’t help Drake get access. It might really complicate things.”
“I was afraid of that,” I said and felt gloom descend over me. Drake might never get access because of the 

case. I could just imagine some case worker in a dingy office reading the headlines about Drake, the BDSM Doctor, 
and stamping REJECTED on his case file...

“Don’t you worry,” he said as if he read my mind.  “I have many connections and am friends with powerful 
people. We’ll make this work.”

“Thanks, Daddy,” I said and hung up. 
Thank God we had lawyers like my father and Lara in our private circle so we had good legal advice at least. 
I sat for a moment in silence, watching the snow fall outside my window. At least we’d have a white 

Christmas, but it would be a sad one for Drake if he couldn’t even see Liam...
I made a decision and went to some of the boxes in our storage room that Drake brought from his 

apartment. I remembered seeing some material in a file on his divorce when we were packing up his place so I spent 
the next hour looking for the file. I wanted Maureen’s maiden name so I could look up her mother.

Maybe she’d listen to reason...
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An hour later, I sat on the floor with the file in one hand and my cell in the other. Part of me hesitated to 
call, but the other part of me – the part that felt Drake was being treated badly – decided to take a chance and call. I 
found Maureen’s maiden name—  Becker – and her mother’s name on a wedding invitation.
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Mr. John Becker and Mrs. Brenda Becker

request the honor of your attendance 
at the wedding of their beloved daughter 

Maureen Becker 
to 

Dr. Drake Morgan 
on...

I searched for her mother’s phone number and dialed, not knowing what to expect. Would she hang up in my ear or 
would she listen to reason?

A woman answered, her voice warm.
“Hello?”
I took in a deep breath and started my spiel. 
“Hello, is this Mrs. Brenda Becker?”
“Yes,” she said. “This is she.”
“We’ve never met, and I know this call may seem out of the blue, but I’m married to Dr. Drake Morgan. I’m 

calling in the hopes of taking to you about letting Liam and Drake meet and get to know each other, as father and 
son. I know Maureen is in town for Christmas and that Chris and Maureen have separated. It would be really 
great—.”

“Let me stop you right there,” Mrs. Becker said, her voice firm. 
“Okay,” I said, biting my bottom lip, waiting for her to give me a hard time. 
“I’m completely sympathetic to Drake seeing Liam. Unfortunately, Maureen’s very stubborn and nothing I’ve 

said has seemed to work. I’m trying, honestly, but she’s still so adamant that Drake is a bad influence, although I’ve 
never understood... I always liked Drake.”

“Did Maureen tell you why she thinks he’s a bad influence?”
There was a brief pause on the other line.
“Well...” Brenda said, her voice trailing off. “She said he was into some kinky stuff and felt he was an 

inappropriate parent. I tried to tell her that it was more important what kind of father he was, not what he did in the 
bedroom, but she’s like her father. Very stubborn. I tried... We’d love for Drake to get to know Liam, especially now 
that Chris and she...”

Her voice trailed off and she exhaled as if she’d given up. 
“Anything you could do to convince her would be great,” I said. “Drake saved Liam’s life and I think it 

would be wonderful for them to get to know each other. Even if Liam doesn’t learn about Drake being his father this 
year, at least try to convince Maureen to let Drake see him. Invite Drake over for a visit if she’s concerned about him, 
and let Drake see how he’s doing. I saw him the other day and he’s grown so much.”

“He’s doing really well,” Brenda said, a smile in her voice. “We’re so thankful that Drake did the transplant. 
You can’t imagine how shocked we were that Drake was the father, although I always thought how much he 
reminded me of Drake.”

“Liam does look a lot like Drake,” I said and smiled to myself. “I was able to get a photo of Liam for Drake 
and he cherishes that picture. It sits on his desk and I often catch him staring at it. I just feel so helpless, like I know 
what the right thing to do is, but I can’t do it.”

“Let me see what I can do,” she said and I could hear determination in her voice. “I’ll try to arrange 
something. We’re having a Christmas Eve get together with just family and I’d love if Drake could come over before. 
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Maybe five o’clock? I know that Maureen is going to be out with some of her old girlfriends from the hospital in the 
afternoon so if Drake came by while she was out...”

I frowned. “Do you think that’s wise? Won’t it make Maureen really mad if she finds out.”
Brenda sighed. “Yes, but if she won’t listen to reason, I’m willing to take that risk. Let me see how things go 

and I’ll call you back.”
I gave her my cell number and my email and we said goodbye. I sat on the sofa, looking out the window, 

wondering if I was going to regret doing contacting Maureen’s mother but something had to give. Drake should be 
spending time with Liam now, while he is in Manhattan. Maureen had to grow up and do what was best for her son, 
not what was best for her.

Drake arrived home a little later and bent down to kiss me when he came into the living room.
“What have you been up to?” he asked, plopping down on the sofa beside me. “You have this look in your 

eye.”
“What look?” I said, trying to look all innocent.
“That look,” he said with a laugh. “Is it the gift you got me for Christmas?”
I smiled and slipped my arms around his neck when he pulled me onto his lap.
“Something like that. It’s a gift I want to give you, but things might not work out. Best laid plans and all 

that...”
“You don’t have to give me a gift,” he said and kissed me. “Just being my wife and the mother of my child is 

all I need for Christmas.”
He laid me down on the couch and kissed me once more, his kiss warm and loving. He pulled away and 

brushed hair off my forehead, smiling as his gaze travelled down over my face and down to my cleavage.
“How close to a feed are you?” he asked, and I knew why he was asking. If I was too close to a feed, my 

breasts would be filled with milk, which would leak out during stimulation while we were having sex. 
“I fed her before you went out, so it’s been over an hour.”
“Good,” he said and pulled down my sweater to bare one well-supported breast in a nursing bra. “I can 

nuzzle you without getting sprayed in the eye.”
“Oh, Drake,” I said and made a face, my cheeks hot. “That’s so... non-sexual.”
“Don’t kid yourself,” he said and laughed. “There are grown men who would pay lots of money to be sprayed 

with milk during sex.”
We laughed together and I got over my reticence when he started to nuzzle my neck, one of his hands 

slipping down between my legs to stroke me over my yoga pants. 
“Can I convince you to let me fuck you before she wakes up?”
“Have you been a very good man this year?” I said playfully. 
“Very very good,” he said and narrowed his eyes. 
I closed my eyes and let him take me where he wanted me to go, and over the next hour, he proved that he 

was right. 
He was a very very good man.
The next day passed with no word from either Brenda or Maureen and I was beginning to give up hope that 

Brenda had any success with her very unreasonable and stubborn daughter.
Finally, Brenda sent me an email and I opened it with trepidation. 
I covered my mouth and my eyes filled with tears. This would be the best Christmas present Drake could get 

this year and I couldn’t wait to tell him. Then I had an idea – I printed a copy of the letter off and decided I’d slip it 
into a big empty box filled with tissue paper and put it under the tree. Drake would open it up on Christmas 
morning at my Dad’s place and it would make his day. Hell. It would make all our days.

I smiled to myself as I searched through the pantry for an empty box, so pleased to be able to give Drake this 
gift on Christmas day.
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CHAPTER SIX

Drake
The Thursday before Christmas, I spent my afternoon at the Foundation, finishing up some paperwork for a project 
in Africa providing equipment and supplies to a field hospital near the war zones in Sudan. Dave was there, updating 
me on his work, and after the business was finished, I said goodbye and made my way to a jeweler not too far from 
the 8th Avenue apartment to see about my gift for Kate.

It was the same jeweler I got Kate’s new collar from – a family business that went back to the 19th Century 
and was owned by old Mr. Naismith. This time, I was getting her a locket with an inscription on the back.

We bent over the locket, which was underneath a magnifying glass. The locket was an antique that I bought 
on auction at an estate sale. It was gold and had delicate filigree engraving on the front. Oval in shape, it was on a 
thin gold chain and would come to rest right above Kate’s delicious cleavage. The locket opened and I wanted to put 
in a photo of Sophie and one of Kate’s mother, but I was having difficulty getting images of the right size. Mr. 
Naismith said he’d resize the ones I did bring in. 

“So did you decide on an inscription? It can’t be too long,” Mr. Naismith said as we examined the locket. 
“There’s not much room.”

“I have,” I said, remembering Kate’s favorite song in the band’s repertoire.  “And I love her.”
“Ahh,” Mr. Naismith said, nodding. “Beatles. Great choice. Great song.” He smiled and peered down at the 

locket. “It’ll be tight, but I’ll make it work.” 
“I know it’s late but I really appreciate your work.”
“No problem,” he said and waved his hand. “You’ve been a very good customer this past two years. I’m glad 

to do this for you. It’ll be ready tomorrow afternoon. We’re open until five thirty.”
“I’ll be back,” I said and we shook hands.
Then I went out into the snowy Manhattan evening and home to my beloved wife and my sweet baby. 
The next day, I swung by Naismith’s to pick up the locket and Mr. Naismith came out from the back of the 

store with the locket in a nice black velvet box, displayed with the locket open so I could see both tiny pictures 
inside. We stood at the counter and I bent down to examine the locket under his magnifying glass. One was of 
Sophie at about three months, taken a few weeks ago and the other was from a family Christmas picture, taken 
before Kate’s mother died when she still had a full head of hair. I turned the locket over and saw the delicate script: 
And I love her...

It was beautiful. I hoped Kate would love it as much as I did.
“Thank you so much,” I said to old Mr. Naismith. I was so pleased with the results. I shook his hand and 

clapping him on the back when he came around the counter to hand me the box.
“My pleasure.” 
I tucked the box into my jacket pocket and left, satisfied that my gift shopping was all done and I had the 

perfect gift for Kate. I’d put the other gift under the tree – a beautiful cream satin and lace nightgown and robe and a 
pass to the day spa she went to. 

Kate had been a bit bedraggled after the accident and with establishing nursing, and getting used to Sophie’s 
sleep and wake and feed schedule. I wanted to pamper her and had ordered a day trip to the spa for her and Elaine 
and Christie, so the three of them could relax while I looked after Sophie. I included a gift certificate so Kate could 
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buy whatever spa things she wanted – creams, lotions, and all the other products that they sold at the spa. I wanted 
Kate to feel pampered and like a queen when she returned.

I wanted her to be able to slip into bed with that beautiful full length lace and satin nightgown with 
spaghetti straps and a low bodice so I could very slowly and very deliberately run my hands all over it, and then strip 
it off her before making her come very hard while restrained with my new lamb’s wool cuffs for her wrists and 
ankles. They would be under our tree, not Ethan’s on Christmas morning. I realized they were as much for me as 
Kate, and smiled when I thought about reintroducing a bit of kink back into our sex life, now that Kate was pretty 
much fully recovered from the accident.

Until now, I had been so careful with her, not demanding anything from her, letting her take the lead when 
it came to reestablishing our sexual and D/s relationship in the bedroom. She was ready to begin again, and so was I, 
warming to the thought of tying her up one day soon after Christmas when I felt and she felt she was ready.

When I arrived home that night, Kate was smiling, and Sophie was bright eyed and smiled when she saw me. 
Seeing the two of them like that and having them greet me when I got home after being away all day did something 
to my insides. I almost felt like I had to pinch myself to be sure this wasn’t just some fantasy I’d concocted when 
trying to get through the day.

It was real. Kate and Sophie were real.
“My two loves,” I said, and after I hung up my coat and shucked off my boots I went right over to them, 

pulling them into my arms for a hug and kisses. “How did I ever get so lucky? What did I do to deserve this 
happiness?”

“You were you,” Kate said and kissed me again. “You deserve to be happy. You deserve a family who loves 
you totally and completely, Drake.”

I squeezed her and then took Sophie from Kate, carrying her to the kitchen while Kate went to the stove and 
tended something in a pot.

“What’s for dinner?”
“Braised beef shanks Cuban style,” she said. “I’ve been watching Anthony Bourdain and it looked so good, I 

had to try it. There’s mashed potato with garlic and fresh steamed broccoli.”
“Sounds delicious. What about Sophie?” 
“She’s too young for beef shanks,” Kate said and then turned around to give me a huge grin before turning 

back to the stove. 
“Oh, you,” I said and pinched her ass. “You know what I mean.”
“It’s the breast for her,” she said and took Sophie from my arms. “I just need to feed her and then she’ll go 

down for a nap. Then we can eat.”
“I want to eat you,” I said and pulled her against my hips. She laughed and wriggled out of my arms, and I 

managed to tickle Sophie as Kate went by. I was rewarded by a big smile.
“My girls,” I said, following Kate to the living room. Kate too a seat on the sofa and opened her sweater, 

pulling down the flap that covered her nipple. She had a breast pad on marked with an X so she could keep track of 
which breast Sophie fed from first. Finally, she got Sophie settled in the crook of her arm, fed her a nipple and 
Sophie was off, one hand on the soft swell of Kate’s breast, her eyes latched onto Kate’s. 

What a beautiful sight. It actually choked me up with happiness, seeing the two of them doing so well. Only 
a few months earlier, it could have all ended in tragedy.

Christmas was on Sunday and Christmas Eve fell on Saturday. 
“Are we going to St. Stanislaus on Christmas Eve?” I said, stroking Kate’s hair. “I really loved it last year.”
“I’d love to. We’ll have supper at my Dad’s as usual and then open a present. Then we can go to the cathedral 

to listen to carols.”
“Sound like the perfect Christmas Eve.”
I smiled and leaned in to kiss Kate, and couldn’t imagine that anything could make me happier.
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I raced around on Christmas Eve day and did some last minute shopping, picking up some wine for 
Christmas Eve dinner at Ethan’s and then some fresh cream and a loaf of baguette from our local grocers, and some 
bagels from the deli down the street. Then, I went home and changed into a suit and tie for dinner at Ethan’s.

Kate was wearing a nice new black taffeta dress with bare shoulders and a built in bra, plus black sheer 
stockings, her black lace garters and thong underneath.

“I feel way too sexy, Dr. Morgan,” she said as she pulled up one nylon and attached the garters. 
“I know,” I said with a lascivious grin. “I remember another day several years ago when I first saw your 

garters. I think I was a goner that moment. Yep,” I said and licked my bottom lip slowly when she met my eyes. 
“Captured and tamed at that precise moment.”

“You’re crazy,” she said with a laugh. “It took more than that.”
“No,” I said and shook my head. “Seriously. I had two prospective subs lined up, both of whom were very 

desirable, but all I could think of was you and those bloody knees and torn nylons with your black lace garters...”
“Really?” she said and stood up, straightening her dress. “Two?”
“Yes,” I said, remembering them. “I turned them both down because what I really wanted was to capture you 

and debauch you, convert you to my depraved ways so I could tie you up and make you scream out my name.”
I grinned at her and she smiled back, wagging her eyebrows. “Caught, debauched and converted,” she said 

with a light laugh. She came to me and slipped her arms around my waist, pulling her hips against mine. “Waiting 
impatiently to scream out your name again and again.”

I pulled her into my arms and we kissed. On her part, Sophie bounced in her bouncer on the change table, a 
wet drooly smile on her face. I held my hand beside my mouth and whispered, pretending to keep Sophie from 
hearing. 

“Tomorrow night, if you’re up for it. I have something special planned...”
She grinned. “I’m almost always up for it,” she said, grinning as she leaned up and kissed my jaw. 
Dinner at Ethan’s was perfect, as usual. The apartment was decorated perfectly, and the meal was delicious. 

Besides Ethan and Elaine, Heath and Christie were there with their two kids, and so with Kate, Sophie and I, we 
were a very loud and happy dinner table. Sophie took turns sitting on Kate’s and my lap, and occasionally, when she 
got fussy, spent time on Elaine’s. 

Ethan sat at the head of the table, with Kate on one side and Heath on the other, and we took turns speaking 
about our years, and our hopes for the future.

Kate took my hand. “I couldn’t be happier,” she said. “Life’s good.”
I squeezed, smiling at her. “Life’s the best.”
We opened presents after dinner and Kate was very happy with her gift of the nightgown and robe and the 

spa passes as well as the locket, which she got all teary over. She got me a great volume of Sherlock Holmes stories, 
which she saw me eyeing during a trip to the bookstore. That plus several framed rock posters for my office featuring 
Cream, The Beatles, The Stones and a few others. I couldn’t wait to hang them, and listen to their music while I 
worked on my fellowship research paper.

Once we were finished, and after tea and coffee, we made our way to St. Stanislaus’s for late mass and the 
choral music Kate loved.

It was perfect.
Christmas morning, I didn’t think I could receive a better gift than having her and Sophie in my life.
I was wrong.
We sat beside the tree and I handed her the gift of lamb’s wool ankle and wrist cuffs. She wagged her 

eyebrows and leaned over to kiss me.
“So this is what you had planned for tonight, hmm?”
I grinned. “Guilty as charged.”
I watched her finger them, slipping one cuff over her wrist and testing how it felt.
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“I’m looking very forward to Master D making an appearance,” she said and scooted over to kiss me. “He 
must be feeling very deprived with his very vanilla lifestyle lately...”

“Not at all,” I said, and took her chin in my fingers, turning her to look in my eyes. “I thought you might like 
a little spice now and then. I’m perfectly happy the way things are, but don’t want you to feel cheated out of the man 
you married.”

“I don’t feel at all cheated.” 
We kissed and then Kate took out a present that was below the bottom branches of our Christmas tree. I 

almost didn’t see it.
“This is for you.”
“Another present?” I asked and took the present, which was wrapped in plain paper. Inside was a boxed Iron 

Man doll. “Iron Man?” I said, confused.
“Read this,” Kate said and handed me a card. I opened it, wondering what it might contain. 
“What’s this?” Inside was a folded letter and when I read it over, I felt confused for a moment.
Hi, Kate,
Just a note to say everything’s on for Drake’s visit Christmas Day. I spoke with Maureen and although she was 

upset, I was able to shame her into letting Drake come by for a visit before supper. She’s going to talk to Liam first and 
break the news to him that Chris was not his biological father but his father by marriage. You can bet that it will be 
difficult for him to learn but I think she finally realizes that Chris is out of the picture. It’s Drake or no father for Liam.

Please let Drake know and we’ll see you on Christmas Day. Feel free to come along with Drake. Maureen will be 
here, and will want to be present while Drake visits. Just so you know.

So glad you called since this is best for everyone involved.
Brenda
A shock of adrenaline went through me. “Does this say what I think it says?”
She nodded, smiling, tears in her eyes. 
“Yes. The present is for Liam. We can wrap it before we go.”
“What?” I said, my heart speeding up. 
“Maureen’s mom was able to talk with Maureen and convince her that this is the right thing to do for Liam. 

We’re invited to come over this afternoon. Maureen's going to talk to Liam before and let him know that you’re his 
biological father.”

I shook my head, unable to believe it was real and not a fantasy. 
“Today? This afternoon?” I read the letter over again, still in disbelief. 
She nodded. “Yes. Before dinner. Around five o’clock.” Then she covered her mouth with a hand, her tears 

spilling out over her cheeks.
I pulled her into my arms and buried my face in the crook of her neck.
I must admit I had a few tears of my own.
Later, I stood in front of the floor-length mirror in our bedroom and adjusted my tie “How do I look?”
I chose my slate grey suit and blue tie coupled with a crisp white shirt. 
“You look fantastic. But don’t worry. You could be wearing jeans and a t-shirt. Liam won’t care what you 

look like.”
“I want to impress Maureen so she’s happy she agreed to the meeting.”
Kate tucked my kerchief into my pocket and brushed hair off my forehead. “You look like a rich, well-

educated, highly skilled pediatric neurosurgeon. You’ll do fine. Just be yourself.”
“Maureen hated my self.”
“She didn’t hate you. You two weren’t right for each other.”
I sighed, a bit nervous but very happy about being able to visit with Liam and for him to learn I was his 

biological father.
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What would he think?
Kate took my hand and led me to the door where Sophie sat in her car seat, snoozing, her pacifier in her 

mouth, sucking on it even when asleep. She looked like a cherub with her plump pink cheeks and long dark 
eyelashes, a white angora mouse ear hat tied around her tiny chin. She was wearing her white snowsuit and looked 
totally adorable.

I slipped on my coat and boots, picked up Sophie’s car seat and Liam’s freshly wrapped Iron Man doll, and 
we were off.

Maureen’s mom was staying in an apartment block not far from Central Park. It was early 20th Century and 
had an elevator that took us to the fifth floor apartment in the rear of the building. As we stood outside the door, I 
could hear strains of some Nat King Cole Christmas music on the sound system. I looked at Kate, our eyes meeting. 
My throat was choked, despite feeling like I could yell out loud with glee. 

“This is it.”
She leaned up on her tiptoes and kissed me. “You’ll do fine. Smile.”
I smiled. I was going to finally be formally introduced to my son.
My son... Liam. I was glad Maureen named him after my father because he was the only son I’d ever have.
I squeezed Kate’s hand and she knocked at the door. I heard the music stop and then footsteps on the floor 

behind the door. The light from the peephole was temporarily blocked and then the bolt was turned, a chain was 
removed, and the door swung open.

It was Maureen’s mom, Brenda.
“Drake!” she said and held open her arms for a hug. I leaned in, surprised by the warm reception, and we 

hugged briefly. Then Brenda turned to Kate. “You must be Kate. So glad you took the initiative and contacted me. 
This is going to turn out to be a great Christmas after all. Liam was pretty upset to not have Chris here, but with 
Drake coming, he may feel happier.”

“Does he know?” I asked softly, handing her the present. 
“Yes. Come in,” Brenda said and reached out to take the present. “You two take off your coats and boots and 

come on inside.” Brenda pointed to the closet on her way by. “Hang your coats there and come into the living 
room.”

I helped Kate off with her coat and then slipped out of my own, unbuttoning my jacket and smoothing my 
hair.

“How do I look?” I asked Kate when she was done with her boots.
“You look mahvelous, dahling. Mahvelous.” She grinned and I caught her reference to Billy Crystal’s 

character Fernando. 
I laughed out loud at that, and it dampened down some of my nerves. “You’re too young to know that 

reference.”
“I have a father who loved Saturday Night Live. We watched re-runs and so I know them almost as well as 

him.”
I picked up Sophie’s chair and we entered the living room and there, on the floor, was Liam, playing with a 

model train set, which he was busy constructing.
Brenda stood there, looking ever inch the matronly grandmother, her hair frosted and wearing a navy blue 

dress and black patent leather shoes. Kate was beautiful, wearing a black sweater dress that hugged her curves very 
nicely but demurely. In her arms was a placid Sophia, dressed in a black velvet and lace dress that made her look like a 
little porcelain doll.

“Where’s Maureen?”
“She had a previous engagement,” Brenda said simply. She motioned to the sofa. “Kate, please come in and 

sit down. Drake, I’d like to introduce you to Liam.” She turned to Liam and gestured at him to stand. “Liam, this is 
Dr. Drake Morgan. Your mother told you about him earlier.”
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Liam stood and wiped his hands when I extended mine to shake. 
“Hello,” he said, and I took him in – black hair, skin fair like mine, his eyes very blue and rimmed by thick 

dark lashes – the Morgan trait. “You’re my biological father.”
“That I am. You’re my biological son. Pleased to meet you.”
We shook and then I let go, not knowing what else to say. Brenda handed Liam the present. 
“Here’s a present from Drake and Kate, Liam. Why don’t you open it?”
Liam took the present eagerly and sat down on the floor, ripping off the paper without hesitation.
“Wow,” he said and held up the boxed Iron Man figurine. “It’s Iron Man!”
I helped him get the figurine out of the box. “Here you go.”
He examined it, looking at all the joints and moving his arms and legs around. 
“Thank you,” Liam said. Then he flew Iron Man through the air, making a whooshing sound. 
Brenda asked us how our Christmas was, and I said things went very well, but in all honesty, I couldn't focus 

on the conversation. I turned and watched Liam with his Iron Man figurine. I noticed the train set and decided to 
use it to break the ice.

“That’s a nice train set. Can you show it to me?”
“Sure,” Liam said and put Iron Man down beside the train station. He sat down on the carpet next to the 

train. I knelt beside him, going down on one knee so I could be closer. “I got it from my grandpa and grandma for 
Christmas. It’s a Thomas the Tank Engine set. I watch Thomas on TV.”

For the next hour, Liam showed us all his Christmas gifts and talked about moving to Manhattan and about 
the hospital, where he’d been for tests. While he and I talked, Brenda engaged Kate, asking her about Sophie and 
how she was progressing. I tried to listen in with one ear, but wanted to focus on Liam.

“My mom said you’re the man who gave me stem cells.”
“I did,” I said, smiling. “We were lucky that we were a match.”
A silence passed between us and I felt as if Liam wanted to ask something but held back. He fiddled with 

Iron Man. 
“Do you have any questions about me? Anything you want to ask? It must be really strange to find out I’m 

your biological father.”
He flew Iron Man through the air, making a sound like a jet engine. Then he put the figurine on the floor 

and regarded me with a steady gaze. 
“Are you going to marry my mom again now that my dad, I mean, Chris is gone?” he asked. 
I felt the room go silent and Brenda and Kate turned to listen. I glanced at them and then turned back to 

Liam.
“No,” I said softly. “We got divorced before you were born. I’m married to Kate now. Sophia is our daughter 

and your half-sister.”
“I have a half-sister?” he said, frowning. Then he turned and looked at Sophia with renewed interest.
“Yes,” I said. “She’s my daughter and you’re my son, so you two are half-brother and half-sister to each 

other.”
“Will she come to my birthday party?” he asked, his face brightening. “We don’t know anyone here.
“Of course she’ll come if you want her to.”
“She’s kinda young to play with my toys, but she could hold something.” He examined his pile of toys and 

handed her a stuffed Minion. “Here,” he said. “She could hold this.” 
He stood and handed the toy to Sophie, who was busy sucking away on her pacifier. When he got closer, she 

smiled broadly. 
“She likes me,” Liam said and turned to me. 
“She does,” I said and smiled, my chest tight with emotion.
“Here you go, Sophia,” he said. “Here’s a Minion. He’s Herb Overkill. He only has one eye.”
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Sophie had already developed her grasping ability and took the toy readily from Liam. Immediately, the 
pacifier dropped out and she lifted the Herb Overkill to her mouth, wanting to taste it like everything else she got a 
hold of.

“She’s trying to eat it,” Liam said with a laugh. He pointed at Sophie and turned to me, smiling. “Babies 
always try to eat everything.” 

“No, no, sweetie,” Kate said and tried to take the toy away. “You shouldn’t get Liam’s toy all wet with drool.”
“That’s all right,” Liam said magnanimously. “She can have it. I already have another Herb Overkill. It’s a 

present.”
I smiled and ruffled his hair. “That’s very nice of you, Liam.”
“She is my sister.”
“She is,” I said and felt a choke in my throat.
Another few moments passed with the three of us adults watching as Liam showed Sophie one toy after 

another and she tried to grab each one in turn. Finally, he showed her Iron Man.
“No, you can’t eat Iron Man,” he said when she tried to grasp it as well. “He’s too strong. He’d break your 

teeth.”
“Luckily, she doesn’t have any teeth yet,” Kate said with a smile. “We won’t let her get Iron Man all wet.”
The front door opened and all of us turned to see Maureen enter, her arms full of a big bag of wrapped 

presents. 
“I’m home,” she said and put the bags down, then removed her coat and boots. “You’re still here.”
Kate looked at me, raising her eyebrows. “We should go,” she said. “Sophie needs a feed.”
“Yes,” I said with reluctance. “We should be going.” I turned to Liam. “It was really nice to meet you. I hope 

we can get to know each other better now that you’re living in Manhattan.
“Will you bring Sophia?” Liam said and handed Sophie Herb Overkill once more.
“We sure will,” I said and smiled. “Maybe next time you could come to our house.”
“Maybe,” Maureen said and stood behind Liam, her hands on his shoulders. “We’ll have to do some 

planning about this.”
I nodded, glad she was being so reasonable about me seeing Liam. “Whatever you think is best.”
She nodded, and I could see reluctance in her eyes. Still, she agreed to give me access, and I didn’t want to do 

anything to ruin things.
Kate put Sophia’s snowsuit back on and got her into the car seat while I pulled on my boots and coat. Liam 

came to stand at the door, Iron Man clasped in his hand, watching while I got my scarf tied.
“Well, Liam,” I said, smiling at him when I was finished. “I’m really glad I met you. I hope we can see each 

other again soon.” I looked at Maureen, who stood wringing her hands. 
“Yes,” she said. “I’ll call you and let you know when is good. Sorry I didn’t get back in time to visit.” She 

forced at smile at me and Kate, but I could see she was only too happy to see us go.
We waved at Liam and left the apartment, Brenda winking at me as she closed the door.
Kate and I went to the elevator and we stood there in silence. I felt a strange mix of emotions – elation, 

sadness, hope. Elation at finally getting to meet Liam and letting him know I was his biological father. Sadness that 
I’d missed so much of his life up till then. And hope that I’d be able to establish a real relationship with him. That I 
could be a real father for him, even if we didn’t all live together. 

“That went well,” Kate said and smiled up at me. 
“It did. It went very well.” 
The elevator bell rang and the doors slid open. We entered and took the elevator down to the main floor, 

then left the building, walking hand in hand to our car, which was parked in a parking garage down the street.
“I got my wish,” I said to Kate as we reached a small park beside the garage. 
“I’m so happy for you, Drake,” Kate said, tears in her eyes.
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“Thank you,” I said, my voice breaking. “It was all because of you that I even had the chance to see Liam.” I 
leaned down to kiss her. “I love you more than anything.”

“I love you more than anything.” 
We kissed warmly for a moment and then I glanced up at the darkening sky, and took in a deep cleansing 

breath. The streetlights had begun to blink on around us, casting shadows on the snow-covered sidewalk. 
Above me, a few clouds hung low and soon, a light dusting of snow began to fall.

THE END
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