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C H A P T E R  1

Kate

What possible Christmas gift could you buy a man like
Drake? He had enough wealth to buy a small country, although
you’d never know it from the rather ordinary lifestyle he adopted.
I thought he was worth millions, but it was far more. He never
told me exactly how much until we signed a pre-nup, and then I
had no choice but to look at the legal papers and calculations.
Even for me, who had grown up around old money, it was a huge
amount. The corporation was doing exceptionally well.

As a result, we could have lived anywhere in Manhattan – a new
apartment, the most expensive penthouse with a view of Central
Park, but Drake wanted to move in to the 8th Avenue apartment
and make it our own. Drake sold his apartment in Chelsea, and I
gave up my tiny one-bedroom in Harlem and slowly, over the
next couple of weeks after we returned from our honeymoon in
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Nassau, we got the place in shape. We hired professional clean‐
ers, donated most of the old furniture to a local charity, gave the
place a fresh coat of paint and updated the kitchen with new
appliances and a nice granite countertop on the island, but that
was about it.

Although not huge, the apartment was big enough for now.
Drake wanted to combine it with the apartment below us and
make it a two story, but that would wait until the tenant moved
out. Drake didn’t want to kick him out, so I guess some of his
father’s socialism rubbed off after all, although Drake would
never admit it.

I was happy to be with Drake wherever we chose to live but
8th Avenue was special. Not only did we start our relationship
there, it also had such sentimental value for Drake. I liked to see
him sitting in the huge overstuffed chair by the sound system,
listening to his music mixes while reading over files or keeping up
on the latest surgical developments in the medical journals.
Sometimes, I’d stand in the kitchen and watch him sitting there
and think of how lucky I was that I wore those high heels over a
year earlier and that I took a chance and contacted ‘Mistress
Lara’, despite my fears. I had begun to doubt if I’d ever find
someone I could love passionately and completely. Then I
met Drake.

That sunny Sunday afternoon in early November, I leaned
against the dining room table and watched Drake sorting through
a box of Liam’s things. Dressed in a white cable knit sweater and
faded jeans, he looked especially handsome. His hair had grown a
bit longer, and fell into his blue eyes and down the back of his
neck. My heart did a little flip flop when he glanced up and saw
me watching him and smiled.

He was mine.
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“Find anything interesting?” I said, drying my hands on a paper
towel after rolling out pastry for a curry pie I was making. Drake
had been putting off going through Liam’s personal possessions
for weeks, as if it was too painful to consider, but now he was
down to the last box.

He exhaled loudly. “A lot of old designs he was working on
before the company took off. I didn’t realize he was such an
inventor. He was always trying to improve surgical implements.
He had these old notebooks, and wrote about what parts of a
surgical procedure could be automated and what required a
surgeon’s judgment. It obsessed him. I had no idea…”

I glanced over his shoulder at the intricate drawings. “He was
really skilled.”

Drake nodded. “I wish I’d known him better. He was so busy, I
was so busy. We hardly saw each other except once or twice a
year at Christmas or in the summer.”

“You didn’t talk on the phone?”

“He wasn’t big on talking. He tended to want to do things –
tinker with his car, fiddle with his designs. He was pretty closed.”

I sat down on the side of the chair beside him. “I wish I’d
known him.”

He smiled. “He would have been very chivalrous and charming
at first but he would have closed up eventually. He was too self-
contained.” Drake said nothing for a moment, staring off into the
distance as if remembering. “Don’t let me ever get like that. If I
ever seem distant, unconnected, or closed off, tell me, okay?”

He turned to me, his blue eyes dark under a frown.

“Of course,” I said.
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“Seriously, Kate. I don’t want to fuck up again. Don’t ever hesi‐
tate to tell me if I do something to upset you.”

I nodded, and put my arm around him, leaning my head against
his shoulder.

“It’s sad you didn’t get a chance to visit his grave in Africa when
we were there. I feel bad about pulling you away before your
term was up and before you had the chance to go to the Ethiopia
like you wanted.”

He closed the box. “We’ll go one of these years. Maybe when
you’re finished your thesis.”

“Whenever you want.”

He leaned over and kissed me. Then, he pulled me into his arms
and we sat nestled together and listened to the Beatles, a mix of
their hits from the 60s. One of my favorite songs came on – one
that had so much meaning to me. “And I Love Her”.

“This is my favorite.”

“I know,” he said and squeezed me.

“I want to come and listen to Mersey some night when you’re
playing it.”

“We’re playing new material now, but I’ll see what I can do.”

I smiled. That was a huge thing for Drake – letting me in to his
life so completely that I had an open invitation to go to hear them
play. I hadn’t gone yet, wanting to leave it as his “with the guys”
thing, but I had gone with him to the O’Riley’s for Sunday
dinner.

Now, with Thanksgiving was fast approaching, I was already
wondering what I could get for Drake for Christmas. He had
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everything he could want. He lacked nothing – nothing except
his father.

It was then, as we sat in the living room sorting through Liam’s
things, that I decided I’d buy us plane tickets to Ethiopia, hire a
guide to take us to the Bale Mountains where Liam’s plane
crashed and then the Harenna Forest where Liam’s ashes had
been buried. It wasn’t too far from there to Kenya, and the
Loisaba Lodge north of Nairobi. We could stay in the lodge for a
week and sleep under the stars.

Drake had talked about a trip to a warm climate in February and
was going to arrange his schedule so that we could go for two
weeks. I wasn’t taking any classes and was focused on writing my
thesis and doing research, so I could take time off with no
problem.

So I had one gift out of the way. We promised to only buy two
gifts for each other. It wasn’t that we couldn’t afford to buy more
but I wanted the gifts to be personal and special – not just
spending money for its own sake. Now, I had to figure out what
else to get the man who had everything. Not quite as easy a task
as I first thought.

Drake

Out of the blue, late in the afternoon while I was at the hospi‐
tal, a colleague I hadn’t spoken with for at least several months
called me, his name showing up on my cell. I was sitting in my
office, poring over patient files in preparation for the next day of
surgery and pulled out my cell from my pocket, thinking it might
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be Kate but it was Jim Kerrigan, an oncologist who helped with
Liam’s treatment earlier in the year.

“Drake, I thought I’d let you know that Maureen and Liam are
back in town for a follow-up and because Liam is having a few
issues with his liver enzymes. I know she’s pretty sticky about you
becoming involved, but I thought you should know just in case
she hasn’t told you. It’s his nine-month check and they have him
in the children’s ward to treat the liver issues.”

I rubbed my forehead, biting back a bitter comment. “Thanks,
Jim. I appreciate the heads-up. You’re right about Maureen. She
doesn’t want me to see him.”

“Not really fair, in my opinion, considering you saved his life…”

“There’s not much I can do, and I don’t want to cause any real
issues in their family. I’ll call her and see if I can at least see him
from a distance.”

Jim sighed audibly and I could tell he didn’t agree with Maureen
on the need to keep Liam from any contact with me so he
wouldn’t be confused.

“If worse comes to worse, you let me know and I’ll see what I can
do to facilitate a meeting. She stays with him pretty much 24/7
but there might be an hour here and there where she leaves him
alone. If so, I’ll give you a call.”

“Thanks,” I said, a sense of gloom settling over me. “I appreciate
it.”

I ended the call and sat staring out my window at the courtyard. I
was furious that Maureen was in town with Liam, and with Liam
being sick but she hadn’t contacted me to let me know. Liver
complications after bone marrow transplant could be life threat‐
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ening. As his biological father and as the one whose stem cells
saved his life, I should at least be told.

I called Maureen’s cell. Surprisingly, she hadn’t changed the
number, although she didn’t answer and my call went to voice mail.

“Hi, Maureen. I hear through the grapevine that Liam is here for
his nine-month check and is having problems with his liver
enzymes. Can we talk? You have my number.”

I hung up and then, despite knowing I shouldn’t, I left my office
and went to the children’s ward. I wouldn’t barge in on Liam, but
I would go to the waiting room and let the nurses know I wanted
to speak with Maureen.

On my way, and to my surprise, Maureen called. “Drake? Who
told you we were here?”

“Who told me doesn’t matter,” I said, fighting to keep control over
the tone of my voice. “What matters is Liam. I want to see his
chart, and talk to his team. Considering I saved his life, it’s the
least you can do if you won’t let me see him personally.”

There was silence on the line. I climbed the stairs and waited. I
could practically hear steam coming out of her ears, but she held
her anger in.

“I don’t want him becoming confused, Drake. He’s only known
one father all his life. Chris.”

“Chris is his father. I know that. I just want to see him. I could
pretend to be just another doctor checking on him.”

She didn’t say anything for a moment. “You can look at his files
and talk to whomever you want. I’ll think about whether you can
see him.”
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“Thank you,” I said. “I’m coming up right now.”

“Don’t come into his room,” she said, her voice raised. “I don’t
want anything to upset him.”

“I won’t,” I said, trying to keep my calm doctor voice, but it was
hard. I wanted to shout at her. “I promise.”

I rounded the corner to the Children’s ward, past the brightly
decorated wall and play area to the small waiting room across
from the nursing station. I went up to the counter and said hello
to the nurses there. Just then, Maureen came down the hall from
one of the isolation rooms. She arrived at the station and stood
beside me, and by the expression on her face, I could tell she
wasn’t at all happy.

She turned to the nurses, who sat staring up at us. “Dr. Morgan
has my permission to look at Liam’s files and speak with any of
you regarding his care. He is not allowed to visit Liam unless I
say so.”

The nurses glanced at me, expressions of surprise on their faces.

The charge nurse handed me Liam’s file. “Thank you,” I said.
“I’ll sit in the waiting room and read.”

“You can go into the conference room if you want,” Cathy, one of
the peds nurses said. “It’s more comfortable and there’s a desk in
case you want to make notes or anything.”

“Okay. I want to make copies of some of the reports and then I’ll
be out of your hair.”

“Be my guest.”

I turned to Maureen. “Shall we talk?” I motioned to the confer‐
ence room.
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“I was busy reading to Liam,” she said. “’The Lion, the Witch
and the Wardrobe’. Maybe later.”

I nodded. “Call me later and we can talk, either in my office or on
the phone.”

She turned and went back down the hallway to Liam’s room
without another word, but by how stiff her back was, I could tell
she was holding it in.

“Do you mind?” I said and pointed to the photocopier in the
alcove off the nursing station. “I’ll make a copy for my own files
and then I’ll be gone.”

“Sure, Dr. Morgan,” Cathy said. “If you need anything, let me
know.” She smiled warmly at me and I was sure I had her on my
side, if things got sticky with Maureen.

“Can you page me if anything happens with Liam? Any time.”

She nodded and I went to the photocopier and made my copies.
Then, without seeing Liam, I went back to my own office and sat
down to read the files.

According to his notes, Liam’s oncologist wasn’t too concerned
about the liver enzymes and admitted him as a precautionary
measure, to monitor his meds and to facilitate tests that would
take place over the next day or two.  So I relaxed a bit, my sense
of alarm decreasing just a bit. I lost track of time, reading the files
and speaking with his oncologist, and didn’t realize it was well
past eight. I usually was home at seven thirty for dinner with
Kate. I pulled out my cell and there was no message from her so I
called.

She answered on the second ring so I knew she was waiting
for me.
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“Hi, love,” I said, smiling when I heard her voice. “I’m sorry I’ll be
late getting home, but I’m at the hospital still. Maureen brought
Liam back in for some tests and he’s been admitted to the chil‐
dren’s ward. I’ve been reading over his files and talking to his
doctors and lost track of time.”

“Stay as long as you need,” she said, her voice soft. “I’m fine here
on my own. I’ll put your dinner in the oven to stay warm.”

“What’s on the menu?”

“Just roast chicken and the usual suspects. Potatoes. Vegetables.”

“Sounds delicious. I won’t be too long,” I said. “Maybe another
hour. Thanks for understanding.”

“Drake, of course I understand. He’s your son. I’m surprised
Maureen is letting you see him.”

“She’s not. At least, not yet. I hope to wear her down with my
charm and debonair demeanor.”

She laughed at that. “Worked on me.”

“See you later. I love you.”

“I love you, Drake.”

I hung up, a warm feeling in my chest, that was a relief after the
revelation of Maureen and Liam’s return to Manhattan without
letting me know.

It was while I was researching liver complications post-bone
marrow transplant that Jim called once more.

“Maureen left for dinner,” he said, his voice conspiratorial. “You
could pop down and meet me in his room. I’m going in to do a
check on my patients and so I’ll be there anyway.”
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“Jim, I hate to put you in this position.”

“The boy is your damn son,” Jim said sourly. “It’s the least I can
do. Come in the back hallway. The nurses probably won’t see you
if I distract them. Come right now, if you want to pop in and
see Liam.”

“I’m on my way.”

I put my white lab coat on and hung my stethoscope around my
neck and made my way back to the children’s ward using the rear
entrance, hoping that none of Liam’s nurses saw me in the mean‐
time. When I came up the rear stairs, I opened the door and
checked down the hallway. Sure enough the portly figure of Jim
was standing at the nursing station, and he was no doubt regaling
them with his southern charm.

I was able to slip down the hall to Liam’s room and pop in unde‐
tected, going through the anteroom and suiting up so I wouldn’t
pass on any germs. Liam was looking really good, compared to
how I last saw him and I felt a tug at my heart to see his face
when he glanced up from a comic book in his hands.

“Hello, young man,” I said and went to the side of his bed. “I’m a
doctor at the hospital and just wanted to check how you’re
doing.”

“I’m good,” he said and put down his comic while I placed the
stethoscope over his heart and listened to his breath sounds and
felt his pulse with the other hand. Everything was fine, and I
noted they had an IV line in but he was on fluid restriction due to
fluid retention. “I’m here for tests,” Liam said. Matter-of-fact.
“It’s been nine months since I had my transplant.”

“You’re a very lucky young man,” I said, smiling at his grown-up
tone. “How are you feeling?”
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He shrugged. “A bit tired, but that’s because our plane was late.
I’m okay.”

“Good,” I said. I felt his abdomen, and noted that his liver was
slightly enlarged, which was common when the liver was
affected. Liam was on anti-rejection drugs and would be the rest
of his life. There were occasional complications a while after
transplantation.

Jim popped his head in and smiled at Liam. “Well, hello there
young man,” he said with his warm southern drawl. “How are
you doing?”

“I’m fine,” Liam said, eyeing his comic as if he wanted to get back.

“My spies tell me that your mom is coming back up with some‐
thing from the cafeteria. I thought I’d pop in before she gets back
and see how you’re doing so I don’t keep you from your treats.”

I took that as my cue to leave and so I turned to Liam and felt his
forehead, brushed his hair, which was now a few inches long and
dark like mine.

“Glad to see you’re feeling better,” I said to him. “Have a good
sleep tonight.”

He nodded, very solemn as if it was doctor’s orders instead of me
trying to find something else to say to him.

I turned, my throat choked, and placed my hand on Jim’s shoul‐
der. “Really, really appreciate it, doctor,” I said softly.

“My pleasure,” he said, nodding knowingly.

I opened the door and checked the hallway, but it was empty, so I
slipped down the hallway to the stairs back to my office, my heart
in my throat. Just as I was opening the door, Maureen called out
to me.
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“Drake!”

She rushed down the hallway towards me and so I stopped at the
door and braced myself for her wrath.

“What the hell, Drake? Here I try to be nice and let you read his
file and you disobey my orders and go in and see him anyway?”

I clenched my fists without thinking and then tried to relax,
taking in a deep breath. “I’m not into obedience, Maureen.”

“Obviously,” she said. “Do I have to get another restraining
order?”

My blood pressure was sure to have spiked at that, adrenaline
flooding through me. “Of course not.”

“What did you say to him?”

At that precise moment, Jim left Liam’s room. Maureen saw him
and her face was one of shock.

“You!” she said and glanced between the two of us. “Here I
thought you understood my reasons for not wanting Drake to get
involved.”

Jim straightened up to full height, his blue eyes hard. He took
hold of his lapels like an old southern gentleman and held his
chin up.

“Drake’s the boy’s biological father and saved his damn life. I saw
that as a good enough reason for him to pop in. He was there for
only five minutes and never said anything about who he was.”

Maureen looked at me and then at Jim. “If you even dare try to
see him again, I will get a restraining order.” Then, she pushed
past Jim and into Liam’s room.

I shook my head. “Jesus Christ.” I stood with my hands on my
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hips and stared at the ground, trying to control my emotions.
“Sorry about that, Jim. Hate to get you in trouble.”

“She doesn’t have a restraining order against you. You’re a
consulting doctor. And his damn father. It’s no trouble at all.”

“I better run,” I said and opened the door to the stairwell. “Don’t
want to hang around and risk further wrath of the mother.”

“You take care, now.”

I left Jim standing in the hallway, his pride still bristling, and
went back to my office. By the time I arrived, my adrenaline was
burned off and I was left a bit weak, my heart pounding.

Damn her! The boy was my son. He had more than my DNA.
He had my bone marrow. I saved his life and she wouldn’t even
let me see him. At that moment, my emotions overwhelmed me,
and I sat with my head in my hands.
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C H A P T E R  2

Kate

Drake arrived home later than usual, and drunk, Ken
having dropped him off sometime before midnight. That wasn’t
like Drake – he rarely drank too much, and was always in control
over himself. Ken looked at me sheepishly while I grabbed Drake
by the shoulder and helped him in.

“I’m sorry,” Drake said to me.

“He’s really sorry,” Ken said, his own words slurred. “He had a
fight with Maureen and she threatened him with a restraining
order.”

I helped Drake to the sofa and then went back to the door where
Ken was leaning against the doorjamb.

“Thanks for bringing him home. I hope you two took a taxi.”
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“We did,” Ken said and smiled crookedly. “Take it easy, buddy,”
he said to Drake, who was leaning back on the sofa, his eyes
closed, his jacket still on. Drake didn’t say anything, just waved
his hand in response.

Ken left and I closed the door behind him, turning back to a very
quiet Drake. Had he fallen asleep? How drunk was he?

I knelt down in front of him and removed his shoes, one after the
other. He cracked his eyes open and watched me.

“That’s what I like to see – you on your knees before me.” He
grinned.

I smiled in return, glad that he still had his sense of humor. “Any
time,” I said wryly, “oh, Lord and Master.”

“Master sounds good,” he replied and closed his eyes once more.
“Not much of one tonight. Sorry but I needed a drink and didn’t
want to bother you so I went to O’Riley’s. I know you’re working
on your paper.”

“It’s okay.”

Then, I removed his gloves and pulled his arms out of his coat
sleeves before nestling next to him.

“Tell me what happened?”

He shrugged and slipped his arm around my shoulders. “Nothing
really to tell except I snuck in to see Liam and Maureen threat‐
ened me with a restraining order. Can you believe it?”

I shook my head. “No, I can’t. The boy is yours, Drake. You saved
his life. The least she could do is let you see him.”

“My thoughts exactly. I had a little help from Jim Kerrigan, one
of the oncologists who treated Liam. He let me sneak in while
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Maureen was down in the cafeteria getting something to eat but
she came back sooner than we thought.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “She’s going to do her best to keep you from
him. Maybe when he’s more grown up and is ready to understand
things, she’ll let you two meet.”

“I’ll miss his entire life,” Drake said, his voice cracking with
emotion.

“I know,” I said. “I’m sorry. Let me get you a drink of water and
some Tylenol. You should go to bed.”

I helped him up and he walked with me to our bedroom. Once
there, I sat him on the side of the bed and began to undress him.
 He watched me closely, but whereas he would usually get a
gleam in his eyes when I undressed him, the gleam promising me
a great deal of pleasure, he didn’t have any kind of gleam
that night.

“You’re so good to me,” he said.

“I am,” I said and smiled, wanting to lighten the mood. “It’s only
because I love you.”

He pulled me into his arms at that. “I love you.”

We kissed, but it didn’t develop into anything more. Once he was
naked, I rolled him into bed and under the covers. He sighed
heavily and snuggled down into the thick coverlet.

“Don’t fall asleep yet,” I said and leaned down and kissed his
cheek. “I have to get your Tylenol and water.”

I left him and got a glass of water and the pills, and then returned.
He sat up briefly, took the pills and drank down the entire glass.

“When’s your next surgery?” I said, feeling bad that he had to

THE GIFT

17



work in the morning.

“None tomorrow. Just a class and office hours.”

“That’s good,” I said and took the empty glass away. “Go
to sleep.”

“I love you,” he said once more.

I kissed him and pulled the covers up around his neck. “I
love you.”

I left him in the darkness, my paper waiting on the desk. It would
be a few more hours before I could go to sleep because I wanted
to get my first draft of my chapter one in to my supervisor before
the end of the week. I went back to my desk and sat staring at the
paper, reading the same paragraph over and over again, unable to
focus, my thoughts on Drake and his son and how sad it was that
he would miss Liam’s childhood.

The next morning, after Drake left, I sat with my coffee
staring at the screen on my laptop, searching for the right guide to
take us to visit the Harenna Forest and the crash site in Ethiopia,
and then, to the Loisaba Lodge in Kenya. There was so much I
wanted to do in Ethiopia on top of visiting Liam’s grave. I wanted
to go to the Great Rift Valley and see if I could visit a paleonto‐
logical dig site at Oldupai – maybe the site where they found
Lucy – the oldest human ancestor. I remembered Drake saying
Ethiopia was Liam’s favorite place and so I wanted to visit.

I contacted several outfitters who hired out guides for Oldupai
and Harenna, and arranged to visit to Liam’s grave during the
first week of the trip and the second week spent in Kenya. I was
lucky to get two guides at such a late date, for the guides usually
booked months in advance.
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I wondered about visiting with Michael and Claire in Nairobi
while we were in Kenya. I had such a bad experience with her
and did not want to have to see her again, but I’d suffer to make
Drake happy if it meant Drake and Michael could get together
and have a nice visit. Claire’s machinations had nothing to do
with Michael and so I didn’t want to come between the two men.

Then, I turned my focus on flights and hotels on the way there
and back. Drake said the last two weeks in February might be a
good time since a lot of people planned holidays during that time
period in anticipation of March break. I took a chance and picked
two dates for departure and return and soon, I had picked our
flights and printed off our itinerary and digital tickets. I was
excited for it would be a meaningful trip for us both. 

So I had one present taken care of and now I wondered what else
I could get for Drake for Christmas. I wanted something else to
put under the tree. Finding another gift was going to be hard.
Drake lacked nothing. What did he want? I thought about what
was missing in his life. He had everything else he could ever want
in terms of possessions. No clothes, no toys, nothing.

The only thing I could think of was that he was missing his
mother in his life and of course, Liam, his son.  I doubted there
was anything I could do about either. Maureen and Chris were so
antagonistic towards Drake that they would never let him be a
part of Liam’s life. I thought maybe Maureen might give me a
photograph or two of Liam that Drake could keep but I was
afraid of causing problems. Still, it was worth a try. I knew that
Drake probably had Maureen’s number on his cell and so I
decided to see if he had her email or phone number in his
contacts. I hated to be sneaky, but if it was going to cause prob‐
lems, I hoped I could keep it limited, so Drake wouldn’t get upset.

I planned to take Drake’s phone and check his contacts when he
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was in the shower later that night. I’d call Maureen and see if
she’d at least agree to send a photo or two that I could have
framed.

That left only Drake’s mother, Louise.  I only learned her name
because I saw Drake’s birth announcement in an old photo album
we found when we were sorting through his father’s things after
we were married. A small card with elephants and balloons, with
a blue “It’s A Boy!” and the details inside – Drake Liam Morgan,
son of Liam and Louise Morgan…

I wondered about Louise, for Drake had no photos of her, nor any
mementos. It was as if she never existed. I hoped Drake would
open up about her after we were married but he seemed to keep
that part of his past buried down deep. He had no siblings and
whatever uncles or aunts existed, Drake never visited. I had the
sense Drake was actually a very lonely man at the base. It felt so
wonderful to become his wife and to be one of the very few
people to really get close to him. He’d been so restricted in his
relationships since his divorce. I could see him blossoming as a
man and as a human since we met, and he was already pretty
special as a person before. A talented neurosurgeon and musi‐
cian, a philanthropist, and a professor of surgery.

He had the professional part of his life all figured out. It was his
heart that he kept protected. Slowly, I thought I saw that part of
him open up as well. I’d do everything in my power to make him
as happy as he could possibly be.

Later, when Drake came home, I snuck to his desk while he was
in the shower and picked up his cell, scrolling through his
contacts in search of Maureen’s cell number. I found it, and
wrote down her email as well. I’d see if she’d agree to send a
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photo of Liam that I could have framed for a gift. I was probably
crazy thinking that she’d be willing, but a part of me felt I had to
try. Although Drake never knew Liam, he had saved the boy’s
life. Giving Drake a photo of him was the least she could do.

At least, I thought so. Maureen might have a different idea.

The next day, when Drake left for work, I sat at my desk and
wrote Maureen an email:

Dear Maureen:

I HOPE you don’t mind that I’m emailing you, and I understand
you don’t want Drake to be a part of Liam’s life. I know he cares
deeply about Liam’s welfare – so much so that he agreed not to try
to make contact with Liam or force things with you even though he
could. He knows you and Chris are great parents and the last thing
he wants is to disrupt things and upset Liam. I was hoping that
you’d agree to send me a photo of Liam that I could have framed
for Drake as a gift. I know it would mean the world to Drake.

THANKS and I hope all is well with Liam.

KATE

I sent it off, feeling a bit anxious that she’d get mad and make
a fuss. Still, Drake deserved to have a picture of his own son,
especially since he saved Liam’s life. If Maureen wouldn’t do at
least that for Drake, she was some kind of bitch.
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I waited all day for a response, but gone none and so I wondered
if perhaps the email was one she didn’t check often. When I
checked my phone, I saw that my email had been bounced. She
must have deleted that email address.

The only alternative was to send her a text to the phone number
on Drake’s cell. The text didn’t go through. She really didn’t want
Drake in her life if so.

I was angry that she’d be so cruel after what Drake did for them.
Then I had a brainstorm. I’d go and meet Drake at the hospital
and drop by the children’s ward before and see if I could speak
directly to Maureen. I feared that she’d be hostile seeing me, but
hopefully, she’d understand and it might mean I could get a photo
of Liam for Drake.

I texted Drake and let him know I’d be in the neighborhood and
that I’d meet him at the hospital and we could come home
together. He was pleased and suggested we stop off for dinner on
the way home and I agreed. Now all I had to do was get to the
hospital with some time to spare, and check in at the children’s
ward to see if Maureen was there. With my heart in my throat, I
took the subway north and then a bus east to NYP, hoping that I
wasn’t making a huge mistake.

The children’s ward was as I remembered it – brightly
colored walls with Disney characters and a playroom filled with
all manner of toys. There were no children playing when I
arrived just before seven at night. The ward was quiet, and the
waiting room was empty. I went to the nursing station and asked
one of the nurses if Maureen was there seeing Liam and she
nodded. I didn’t want to interrupt her visit but I thought I’d walk
by and let her know I was there. My heart was pounding as I

S.  E.  LUND

22



walked down the hallway, peeking inside each room in hopes of
seeing her and sure enough, at the end of the hallway in an isola‐
tion room was Maureen, Chris and Liam, his little body on the
bed between them. He looked so small and frail, but his hair had
grown in and it struck me how much like Drake he was. I could
see that Maureen might hope he was Chris’s son for Chris was
very much like Drake as well.

I stood outside the room, watching, and finally, Chris looked over
and saw me. It took a moment, but then apparently, he recog‐
nized me. He frowned and said something to Maureen, who
jerked her head around and saw me, an angry expression on her
face. She stood abruptly and then Chris grabbed her arm.

He came out instead of her, but she stood watching me, frowning.
On his part, Liam was unaware, and was busy playing with a
Gameboy so whatever drama was taking place, he didn’t seem to
notice.

Chris left the room and then came out of the anteroom, his gown
still on.

“What are you doing here?”

“I sent Maureen an email but she must have changed accounts.”

Chris glanced back in the room, and shook his head. “What’s the
matter? Is something wrong with Drake?”

“No,” I said and wondered exactly how to frame my question.
“I’m here on my own. Drake knows nothing about it. I wanted to
ask Maureen if I could get a picture of Liam for Drake. I thought
I could frame it and give it as a gift for Christmas. Liam wouldn’t
have to know anything about it. Drake doesn’t know anything
either or he would have said no, but I thought I’d ask.”

Chris looked exasperated, his eyes dark under a furrowed brow.
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“Maureen and I don’t want Drake involved in Liam’s life. I
thought you understood that.”

“I do, and Drake does as well,” I said, “but I know that Drake
would treasure a photograph of Liam. He saved Liam’s life.” I let
that sink in for a moment. “The least you both could do is let him
have a picture of his son.”

“Biological son, nothing more,” Chris said tersely.  “I’m his father
and have been since he was born.”

“Of course,” I said quickly. “And Drake knows that. He thinks
you’re both great parents and has agreed not to try to become
involved in Liam’s life. But still, a picture wouldn’t hurt. Liam
doesn’t have to know anything about this.”

Chris exhaled loudly. “I’ll talk to Maureen, but I really think
you’re imposing on our good nature to ask.”

“You didn’t hesitate to impose on Drake’s good nature when you
needed a donor. This is the least you could do,” I said again,
affronted that they were both so uncaring and unappreciative of
what Drake had done.

“Go and wait there,” Chris said, pointing to the small waiting
room off the nursing station. “I’ll talk to Maureen.”

I nodded and left, making my way back to the waiting room. I sat
so I could watch the hallway and saw that Chris went back inside
the room and then they both came out, their gowns still on. They
stood outside the room and spoke together, leaning in close.

Maureen had her hands on her hips, and didn’t look at all
pleased. Finally, she stomped down the hallway towards me
while Chris went back into Liam’s room.

“I can’t believe you’re really here. You have a lot of nerve.”
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That was all she said and then she stood and glared at me.

“I’m no threat,” I said, holding my hands up. “Drake doesn’t
know I’m here. He has no interest in bothering you or Chris or
Liam. I’m doing this for Drake so he has something to remember
Liam by. Just a photo. I could take one with my iPhone and be
gone in three minutes.”

“What am I going to tell Liam?”

I shook my head, trying to come up with something on the fly. “I
don’t know—tell him that I’m a journalist writing articles about
kids who have survived cancer.”

She shook her head and stared at me for a moment.

“Three minutes,” she said and turned on her heel. “And if you
even dare come back and try to see Liam, I’ll call the police.”

I followed her down the hall and into the anteroom where I put
on a gown and mask, before entering the room through a door.

Liam was sitting up on his bed, his Gameboy on the table. Chris
stood when we entered.

“Liam, this lady is going to take a picture of you for a magazine
article she’s writing on kids with cancer,” Maureen said. “Is
that okay?”

“Sure.” Liam glanced at me and the resemblance to Drake hit me
right in the gut. Those pale blue eyes and dark eyelashes…
Drake’s son. Of that there was no doubt. It made my chest
constrict.

“Hi, Liam,” I said and smiled at him. “I’m just going to take a
quick picture and then I’ll be gone.”

I stood at the end of the bed and Maureen fussed with Liam’s
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pajama top and smoothed his hair, which had a bit of a rooster
tail in it from lying down. I zoomed in the image and snapped a
picture, then another and another just to be on the safe side.

“That’s all I need,” I said and smiled again. “I’m on my way.”

I tucked my phone away and left the room, returning to the ante‐
room to remove the gown and mask. Maureen followed me, but
didn’t remove her gown or mask.

“He’s still sick and will always be fragile but I guess Drake can
tell you about that. Please, tell Drake that just because I let you
take a picture it doesn’t mean I want him to be in Liam’s life.
Drake didn’t want children when we were together so he can’t
expect me to be happy if he tries to insert himself into Liam’s
life now.”

I turned to her, my anger getting the better of me. “Do you blame
him for not wanting a family? He had no mother for most of his
life. His father neglected him. He was raised by nannies and
housekeepers.”

“I know, I know,” Maureen said, raising her eyebrows. “Poor little
rich boy. I know the story better than anyone. I actually met Liam
and he was a sweetheart. Charities in Africa, donating his time
and skills. I don’t know how the hell he produced someone
like Drake.”

“What do you mean, someone like Drake?” My blood was boiling
at that point. “Someone like Drake saved Liam’s life. Someone
like Drake is so good, he didn’t want to impose on you and Chris
and be involved in his own son’s life even though he saved it.”

“That’s because he knows he could never be a real father.”

I felt tears spring to my eyes, my heart pounding from anger.
“You’re wrong.”
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Then I turned and left, unwilling to speak to her for another
moment.  I walked down the hallway, trying to get a grip on my
emotions, as I was meeting Drake in a few minutes and didn’t
want him to see that I’d been crying. I popped into one of the
public washrooms and held a wet paper towel to my eyes, trying
to stop the tears.

Finally under some kind of self-control once more, I left the
washroom and made my way through the hospital to the wing
with Drake’s office. I popped my head into his office and saw he
was busy flipping through papers in a file.

“Am I too early?”

He glanced up, his eyes lighting up when he saw me. “Never.
Come in. I’m just putting some lab results back into files. We can
go right away.”

I came in and watched the screen, which showed some OR tech‐
nicians cleaning up after a surgery. “Was that your OR?”

He glanced up. “No,” he said. “I was just watching while I was
reading over files.” Then he looked at me, frowning. “Are you all
right? Your nose and eyes are red…”

“Allergy attack. Something must have bothered me. I think I
sneezed ten times on the way over.”

If Drake doubted my fabricated explanation, he didn’t show it,
and I heaved a sigh of relief. I wanted to keep the photo secret
until Christmas day when I’d give him the photo under our
Christmas tree.

“Let’s go,” he said and closed the file before coming to my side.
He pulled me into his arms and kissed me, and I melted into his
embrace. Of course, being in his arms like that brought out my
emotions and my silly tears started again. I tried to cover my eyes
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and turn my head away, but he noticed and pulled back,
frowning.

“Hey, hey,” he said and took my face in his hands. “What’s
wrong? Don’t tell me it’s allergies.”

I half laughed and half-sobbed, coming up with something on the
fly. “I was just thinking of poor little Liam and my emotions got
the better of me. Plus, I’m a bit PMS…”

His face softened and he pulled me close once more, his face in
the crook of my neck, his lips pressed there in a gentle kiss.

“Sweet sweet Kate…”

He held me for a moment and then pulled back again, wiping the
tears off my cheeks with his fingers. “I’ve been talking to Liam’s
doctors and nurses, and he’s going to be fine. He’ll be staying for a
couple more days and then will be discharged home.”

“That’s a relief,” I said, hoping that he bought my story about
being sad for Liam instead of Drake.

Drake leaned down and kissed me, the kiss tender. “You are
an angel.”

“Hardly,” I said, immediately feeling guilty that I’d lied to him
about why I was crying. I’d confess when I gave him the picture.

“You are,” he said and pulled me into a quick hug. “Now let’s go
and get something to eat. I’m starved. You need a Marguerita to
improve your mood. How does that sound?”

I forced a smile. “Sounds like a plan.”

In the middle of the night, Drake turned on the bedside light
and snuggled closer to me.
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“Kate?” he whispered, kissing my shoulder. “Are you awake?”

I yawned and rolled over to face him. “I am now. What’s the
matter? Can’t sleep?”

He pulled me into his arms, his chin resting on the top of my
head. “Something like that. I woke up and can’t stop my mind
from working.”

Usually, that meant he wanted to make love, but I felt no erection
pressing into my belly. I ran my hand up his back. Maybe he was
still upset about Liam and wanted to vent. We’d had a very enjoy‐
able meal at our favorite restaurant and opened a bottle of wine
when we got home, talking in quiet voices about Drake’s child‐
hood before Louise left. He had some happy memories but they
were few for it was obvious that she couldn’t adjust to the loss of
her first son.

Drake had been in a very thoughtful mood that night and I
thought he’d want to make love but he hadn’t.

Now, he couldn’t sleep.  “Too much alcohol?” I said, wondering if
he wasn’t feeling well from the wine.

“No,” he said and stroked my cheek with his thumb. “To many
thoughts.”

“What’s on your mind?”

He sighed heavily. “Kate, I don’t want to wait to have a family. I
want a child now.”

My eyes widened at that and I didn’t know what to say. We had
talked about having children when we first discussed marriage,
but that was a few years off when I was finished my thesis and we
had done some more travelling. I pulled back and looked in
his eyes.
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“What made you change your mind?”

He shook his head, a sad expression in his eyes. “I realized when I
saw Liam at the hospital and today when you were crying about
him that life is too short to put off things that you want. I want to
have children, Kate. I want a real family – like you had with
Ethan and your mom and Heath.”

I didn’t say anything, wanting to give him the chance to speak
and explain how he felt.

“I know you wanted to finish your thesis first,” he said carefully,
softly, “and I wanted to go back to Africa first, but there are no
guarantees that we will even be able to have children.”

“Go on.”

“Something could happen to either of us and that would be it –
waiting would mean we’d never have had children or be parents.
You can always finish your thesis, and I can always go to Africa
but we can’t always have children. I realized that I’ve missed
every milestone with Liam. I’ll miss every milestone to come. I
don’t want that to happen to us.”

I pulled him more closely into my arms and kissed him, happy
that he felt able to reveal his fears to me. He was so afraid of
turning into his father, but I knew then that would never happen.
He wanted to be like my father, the co-head of the household,
involved and engaged in his children’s lives. As much as I
rebelled against my father, I knew he was always there like a
fortress around our family, ready to protect us. I realized that
after his stroke, and after how patient and understanding he was
with Drake and with me.

If anything, Drake ran the risk of being too much the opposite of

S.  E.  LUND

30



his father, and not having any fun in his life for fear of being like
the carefree neglectful Liam.

“You’re not saying anything,” Drake said, pulling back to look in
my eyes. “I want you to be completely honest with me. Tell me
what you think about it. I need to know.”

“I want to make you happy,” I said, running my hands up his
chest, his skin warm. “I want to have your children, if we can.”

“And your thesis?”

“I can still work on it while I’m pregnant, silly,” I said and smiled,
squeezing him. “I’m working on the first chapter already. As long
as I’m not sick as a dog, I should be able to finish it before the nine
months are up.”

“Ten months,” he said. “It’s really ten months from your last
period.”

“Yes, Doctor,” I said and laughed, squeezing him again. “What‐
ever you say.”

“You’re serious?” he said, searching my face as if he didn’t believe
me. “You’re willing to try? Now?”

“Right this minute?” I said, smiling coyly. “My period is due
tomorrow or the next day so, you’re out of luck for two more weeks…”

He laughed and pulled me into his arms. “Don’t take your birth
control once your cycle is finished. You won’t likely get pregnant
right away, because you’ve been on the pill for a while but it’ll be
fun to try.”

“This is all because of what happened with Liam? Have you
really thought this through?”
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He rolled onto his back and stared at the ceiling, his arm still
under my neck. I snuggled closer, my hand on his chest.

“I realized when I saw him on the hospital bed that he looked so
much like me with his dark hair and blue eyes. I felt such incred‐
ible love for him at that moment, even though I don’t even know
him. I knew I’d do anything for him, even stay out of the picture
until he was old enough to understand.”

He turned to look in my eyes. “I was afraid I wouldn’t be able to
love children because I felt so neglected by my mother and father,
but I was wrong. I could love children. I want them, sooner than
later. We never know how much time any of us have. I don’t want
to wait in case there’s no tomorrow.”

“Oh, Drake,” I said and snuggled even closer, squeezing my arm
around his waist, my eyes filling with tears at his confession. “We
don’t have to.”

He leaned down and kissed me and then he fixed me with his
eyes. “I want you to think about this for the next week, and if you
change your mind, I’ll understand. I’ll be sad, but I’ll
understand.”

“I won’t change my mind,” I said. “I want everything with you,
Drake. I want you to be the father of my children.”

He kissed me then, warmly, deeply, and I thought he might want
to make love, but he never made the first move and so I lay in his
arms, filled with emotion for this wonderful man I had all to
myself. He wanted me to have his children. He wanted us to be a
real family. I wanted to give him that – something he never had
growing up, despite all the wealth and privilege.

We fell asleep in each other’s arms, the light from the street
filtering in through the curtains at the window.
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C H A P T E R  3

Drake

TWO WEEKS LATER…

I checked my watch and saw that it was almost three o’clock, so
I picked up my cell and called Kate.

She answered, her voice sounding slightly teasing. “Doctor
Morgan, how unexpected to get your call.”

“Mrs. Morgan, I have an hour off between appointments and
want to rush over and ravish you. My calculations say you are
more than ready. This is day fourteen since the start of your last
menstrual period.”

She laughed on the other end of the call. “Yes and we’ve done it
twice a day for the past three days, but I’m always more than
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ready for you, Doctor. I’ll be waiting. Do you have any specific
requests? Blindfolded in the living room? Bound in the bedroom?
On my knees in the pantry? Or the usual?”

“In this case, the usual. You, naked on the bed with a pillow
under your round little ass, waiting and filled with lust.”

She laughed lightly. “You’re enjoying this aren’t you? I thought
you wouldn’t because it’s very very vanilla. Where’s Master ‘D’
been hiding?”

I chuckled. “The way I’m feeling, Mrs. Morgan, is very very
kinky, but a very specific kink. One that involves bareback and
impregnation. So, still kinky after all, I guess.”

“I never thought of it that way,” she said and I could hear the
smile in her voice. “I’ll be ready and waiting. Filled with lust.”

“Legs spread,” I said, already imagining the visuals. “I want to see
my target as soon as I walk in the bedroom.

“You won’t look in my eyes first?” she said with mock disappoint‐
ment. “A lady doesn’t like to be ignored…”

“Mrs. Morgan, I assure you, I won’t ignore you in the least. I’ll be
looking at your sweet little naked pussy, because I am going to eat
you and make you beg for release, then I’m going to fuck you and
then I’m going to make you come really hard.”

“You talk so dirty, Doctor Morgan, I hope your secretary isn’t
listening at the door. I do believe I’ll be more than ready.”

I imagined her precisely in the position I described, naked, her
legs spread wide to reveal herself to me.

“I’m counting on it.”
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By the time I arrived at the apartment, I was hard as a rock.

I ran up the stairs to the third floor and struggled with the key in
the lock, cursing when I couldn’t get it to open right away.
Finally, it caught and the knob turned. I quickly removed my
boots, then my coat, scarf and mitts, throwing them on the chair
in the entry.

“Mrs. Mor-gan,” I said, rubbing my hands to warm them up. I
began removing my shirt, unfastening the cuffs and then
throwing it on the sofa on the way in to the bedroom.

There, on the bed lay my beautiful wife as I requested, naked, on
top of the coverlet, a pillow beneath her buttocks, her legs spread
wide. I noted a flush to her cheeks, and a shy smile on her lips.

“Doctor,” she said softly. “I’m very ready for you.”

“And I,” I said, unbuckling my belt, unzipping my pants, “am
more than ready for you.”

I slipped out of the pants and then removed my boxer briefs, my
erection jutting out, already leaking. My socks remained as I
crossed the hardwood floor to the bed.

“Your socks?” she said, eyeing my feet as I came to the bed.

“It’s all the rage in gay porn, or so I hear.” I bent down and
slipped out of the socks. “Besides, the floor is damn cold.” Then I
sat on the bed beside her, my eyes roving over her naked flesh,
spread out for my personal enjoyment.  “God, Ms. Bennet, you
are luscious.”

“Ms. Bennet?” she said in mock affront. “I’ll have you know I’m a
respectable woman now.” She smiled, her eyes twinkling
mischievously.

“I’ll have to debauch you, in that case.” I lay on top of her and
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kissed her, silencing her playful banter with my mouth, my
tongue finding hers and sucking it into my mouth, the sensation
making my cock jump against her.

“Mmm,” she murmured. When I pulled away, she glanced down
at my erection. “You sure you don’t want me to suck you for
a while?”

“Nope,” I said and shook my head. “I want every drop inside of
you where it belongs. Now, spread those legs a little wider.”

She did, and I knew her well enough that my ordering her around,
and her being so exposed would arouse her. When I bent down to lick
her, she was already nice and wet, moisture glistening on her flesh.

“You like this, do you, Katherine?” I said while I pressed on her
thighs to open her even more. I didn’t expect her to answer, and
when I glanced up, she was lying with her eyes closed, her mouth
open, gripping the bed sheets as she waited for me to actually lick
her the first time.

“Look at me,” I commanded.

She opened her eyes quickly and glanced down, meeting mine. I
wanted her to watch me eat her. I wanted to watch her watching
me. I wanted her to feel carnal, wanton in her enjoyment of my
mouth on her. Bending closer, I ran my lips all around her groin,
her inner thigh, and everywhere but her pussy, my whiskers
brushing her skin, eliciting a gasp from her.

When I finally ran my tongue over her, from the entrance to her
body to her clit, she groaned and her hips thrust up, pressing her
pussy against my mouth. I took her into my mouth and sucked,
running my tongue all around her clit, in a slowly building
rhythm. I wanted her ready, then I wanted to fuck her, come
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deep inside of her and then make her come so that her body
accepted it all.

I’d make her lie with her hips up for an hour, hoping to impreg‐
nate her although I didn’t expect it. Not yet. It might take six
months, considering that she was on birth control for several
years.

Then I shut off the doctor hoping to ensure a healthy pregnancy
and became the horny husband, incredibly turned on by the
thought of impregnating my beautiful and loving wife.

I understood in that moment something profoundly masculine –
the desire to impregnate my partner. To claim her body with my
seed. To join together completely and fully, our mutual pleasure
bringing forth a new generation.

My arousal from seeing her respond to my mouth and tongue, my
arousal from the thought of impregnating her, my arousal at the
prospect of orgasm, all of it incredibly intense – more intense
than ever before.

I rose up and kissed her deeply, passionately, devouring her
mouth. Then, I leaned on my hands so that I was directly over
her, my face inches from hers. She was so damn beautiful, her
cheeks pink, her lips slightly plumper, her eyes languid from
arousal…

“My God, I love you.”

I kissed her again before she could answer, not needing to hear
her say the words back to me in that moment, certain of it. I
grabbed my cock and guided it inside of her, then began to thrust,
keeping her hips as high as I could, propped up by my thighs. I
was intent on coming as soon as I could and then I’d make her
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come with my fingers, her contractions ensuring that my semen
would be drawn up into her womb.

I had to shut off all thoughts and turn myself over to her body, to
the sensations of her warm wetness, tight around me, milking me
with each thrust until my orgasm began, the pleasure white hot,
burning through me as I ejaculated deep inside of her, my whole
body trembling.

I panted for a moment, recovering my breath, and then reposi‐
tioned myself so that I could keep stimulating her, keep my cock
in her, thrusting very slowly, my cock still semi-hard. She didn’t
last long and soon, a sexual flush spread over her chest and neck
and I knew she was close.

“Come for me,” I said, stroking her clit with my thumb.

“Oh, God,” she gasped and then she came, her body tensing,
clenching around me.

I kept simulating her, wanting to prolong her pleasure as much as
possible, but then she reached her threshold and pushed my hand
away, her eyes closed, panting softly to catch her breath.

I slid out very carefully, not wanting to see and enjoy my semen
dripping out of her as I usually would. I wanted every drop to
remain inside. Satisfied, I collapsed onto her for a moment,
wanting to kiss her once more and feel her body beneath mine.

“Stay like this for at least an hour,” I said after I kissed her several
times in a row, her mouth, her nose, her cheeks, her forehead. “I’d
like to stay but I have office appointments.”

She smiled, her eyes still closed. “What do you think your
patients would say if they knew what you’d been busy doing for
the previous hour?”
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“Hardly an hour,” I said and checked my watch.” More like seven
minutes.” I chuckled and pressed my forehead against hers,
loving her sense of humor. Loving everything about her.  Wishing
this moment could last all day.

“I have to go,” I said softly. “I wish I could keep you company, but
I have to run.”

“What time should I expect you? Will we have another round
later tonight?”

“Count on it,” I said and rose up off the bed and padded to the
bathroom to wash up and brush my teeth. “We’ll have more time
tonight,” I said, calling from the bathroom, “but there’s something
hot about a little afternoon delight.”

“I’m glad you enjoyed yourself,” she said from the bedroom. “We
aim to please.”

I finished brushing my teeth and then got dressed once more. I
felt Kate’s eyes on me as I dressed.

“Can you give me my laptop? There’s no reason why I can’t work
on my paper for the next hour.”

“I’m crushed,” I said in mock hurt. “I thought you’d be content to
consider how hot a lover I am and how erotic it is to be impreg‐
nated by your husband.”

She laughed out loud at that, and so I bent down on my way out
and tickled her ribs, enjoying her giggles and attempts to
avoid me.

“Ut, tut, tut,” I said and made sure she was back into proper posi‐
tion. “Remember—stay like that for at last an hour.”

“I will,” she said and pouted. “Bring me my laptop. And pull the
covers over me. It’s cold in this old apartment.”
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I went to her desk and brought it back, handing it to her before
kissing her on the mouth once more.

“I love you, Kate,” I said, and looked in her eyes, wanting her to
know it.

“I love you, too, Drake,” she replied.

Then I kissed her once more, because I couldn’t stand not to.
Finally, I tucked the blankets around her, and then I left.

I went back to the hospital, saw a few more patients for an hour
and then I slipped out of the hospital before five to go and put the
finishing touches on my gift for Kate. I wanted to find a special
keychain and so I went to the art galleries around the neighbor‐
hood, looking for something artsy. I found a stand of keys in a gift
shop at the Met, and one had a few beautiful key chains with
images of Monet and Degas. What would Kate like the most?
 Then I saw a couple by a nineteenth century artist named
Waterhouse that reminded me of Kate’s drawing of a Knight and
Lady and I had an idea…

I told the clerk about my idea and she suggested I get one of the
key chains that had removable images in it. I could substitute any
image I wanted, and personalize the keychain to suit Kate’s tastes.
I paid the clerk and carried my present off, excited to see her face
when she opened her present on Christmas morning.
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C H A P T E R  4

Kate

Two days before Christmas, Drake came home later that
normal and while he was in the shower, washing away his day at
the office, I went to the kitchen where I had prepared a couple of
chicken breasts, rice pilaf and some salad ready for our dinner,
and busied myself setting the table, pouring Drake a glass of
white wine.

I hadn’t been feeling all that well on and off for the past few days
and Drake had told me about the flu going around so I stayed in
my gown and slippers, lying on the couch, taking medicine for my
aches. Drake finished his shower and slipped on his dressing
gown before joining me in the dining room. He came over to me
and took the glass of wine and we toasted each other and had a
sip. I grimaced at the taste and put my glass down.

“You don’t like the wine?”
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I shook my head. “No, it’s not that,” I said. “I have a bit of a
headache. Wine isn’t the best cure.”

“I know what cures headaches,” he said and smiled
mischievously.

I laughed but pushed him away playfully. “I don’t think so,” I
said. “Not tonight at least.”

“How are you feeling?” he said, his face concerned. He pulled
me into his arms, brushing my hair back from my face, pressing
his lips against my forehead. “You don’t have a fever.”

“I’m fine, Doctor,” I said and smiled at him “Just a little under the
weather. Plus I’m probably PMSing.”

“Yes, you’re due about now, aren’t you?”

“My period’s a bit erratic since I quit taking the pill.”

He nodded. “A lot of women don’t ovulate for months after they
stop. Your body is probably adjusting. You stayed up really late
last night working on your paper. I thought you were finished.”

“Revisions. I want to get it done before Christmas so I can relax.
 I hand it in after the new year.”

He leaned over to kiss me. “Good.  What’s for supper? I’m
starved.”

I dished out the food and took only a very small portion for
myself. I wasn’t all that hungry, but I got Drake talking about a
patient he’d seen in the OR who needed to have emergency brain
surgery and he didn’t seem to notice how little I ate. I took our
plates off the table before he could comment and then we went to
the living room where we snuggled together and listened to
some music.
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We fell asleep a few hours later, and ever the sensitive soul that
Drake was, he didn’t even think of making any advances towards
me, knowing I wasn’t feeling very well.

On Christmas Eve day, after Drake left for the hospital to
check in on his patient who was in medical ICU, I had to rush to
the washroom and throw up my breakfast. Luckily, I hadn’t eaten
very much—a bit of oatmeal and some tea. I frowned and
Googled the flu to see if vomiting was one of the symptoms and
sure enough, the strain going around did often cause nausea and
vomiting. Still, I’d never been sick like that before with a flu so I
sat down and looked at my calendar on my iPhone. My period
was due on…

I checked and double-checked. My period was due a week ago.
I’d been so busy working on my paper and Christmas shopping,
I’d completely forgotten. I ran to the bathroom drawer where I
had a couple of pregnancy tests stashed and took one out of the
box. First Response was supposed to detect the hormones
involved in early pregnancy before your missed period so I hoped
it worked, although I didn’t expect to be pregnant so soon after
stopping the pill.

“Here goes nothing,” I said to myself and sat on the toilet.

Later that afternoon, I finished wrapping presents. A
collection of Nat King Cole CDs for my father, a Jamie Oliver
cookbook for Elaine, some toys for Heath’s kids and a set of
espresso cups and saucers for Heath and his wife. We agreed as a
family to keep our presents under $25, donating the same
amount to the Food Bank and the local Catholic Mission for their
Christmas Eve dinner for the homeless. Drake and I donated
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money to a charity that gave goats and chickens to families in the
hardest hit countries touched by war and famine in Africa. We
had so much, I felt it was necessary to give away twice as much as
we spent on our own families. Even that would be a drop in the
bucket compared to the need out there, but at least it was some‐
thing. Besides, Drake donated so much of his time and money
already, but that only showed how much was needed.

I thought of Alika and Maya and my time at the UN camps in
Niger, wondering how they were doing, hoping everything was
okay with them both. I thought about Liam, who had been
discharged and went back to California with his mother
and Chris.

All of it conspired to bring tears to my eyes, and I laughed at
myself for being so emotional, but I always felt that way during
the past few Christmas seasons. Not unhappy, but nostalgic for
the years when my mother was alive and we spent Christmas Eve
eating Polish food and opening presents, as was the tradition on
her side of the family. My mother and father would take me to
the local Catholic Church where we’d do a late Mass at 6:00 p.m.
at St. Stanislaus Bishops and Martyr’s Church in the Lower East
Side. Then, we’d have a special feast of twelve dishes, including
the traditional borscht, pierogi, mushroom soup, cabbage rolls,
carp, herring and sauerkraut along with several desserts, like
kutia, piernick, as well as poppy seed cake. Then, we’d troop back
to St. Stanislaus for the carols, where I’d soak up the beautiful
music and stained glass wonder of the old Cathedral.

After she died and my father started seeing Elaine, we stopped
going to mass on Christmas Eve, and celebrated a more tradi‐
tional American Christmas. We had a big meal on Christmas Eve
as before, but now it was ham and potatoes, with cake and cook‐
ies. We still opened a few presents on Christmas Eve, because it

S.  E.  LUND

44



had become a tradition that was hard to break, but I missed the
rest of it – mostly, my mother.

Family truly was everything, the core of a person, who they are. I
thought about poor Drake, who had a completely different kind
of upbringing. How would he react to my family’s Christmas? I
thought he’d probably eat it up like candy.

I’d give him the tickets to Africa as my Christmas Eve gift and
keep the others for Christmas morning when we were alone.

My father called me after lunch. Drake made a quick stop off
at the hospital to check on patients, and so I was alone.

“Are you feeling better?”

I took in a big breath. “I’m a little better now.” There was no way
I was going to admit I’d thrown up my breakfast for then he’d be
all concerned.

“You two coming over tonight I hope. Heath and the kids will be
here. I’d like to be able to go to St. Stanislaus but I’m not really up
to it.”

“I’m pretty sure we’ll come.”

“It wouldn’t be the same without you and Drake.”

“We’ll be there,” I added. “I don’t have a cough or anything so I
think I’m just tired from staying up late all week to finish the first
chapter of my thesis.”

“That’s my little workaholic. We’ll see you at 6:30 for cocktails
and dinner at 7:30 as usual.”

“Okay, Daddy. See you then.”
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Drake arrived back at the apartment at about five, smiling,
excited about dinner at my father’s. He put some music on the sound
system, an album titled “Christmas” by Mannheim Steamroller.

“My father wasn’t much on Christmas, calling it a capitalist plot
to separate people from their money but before he became such
an old curmudgeon, he used to play this at Christmas.”

While the music played, he had a quick shower while I did my
hair. He chose a grey suit, a white shirt and black tie, which made
him look like a million—or a billion—dollars. He finished
fastening the top button of his shirt while I stood in the bathroom
doorway and watched him.

“Do you approve, Mrs. Morgan?” he said, quirking an eyebrow
at me.

“Very much so.”

He came over to me, his tie still undone, and pulled me into his
arms. I was still in my gown and hadn’t yet finished dressing,
waiting for my curling iron to heat up.

“I wish we could have a little afternoon delight before we go to
your father’s.”

I shook my head and pressed my hands gently on his chest. “Too
late now. You’re all gussied up.”

“I could bend you over the vanity and have my way with you…”

Drake bent down and kissed my neck, one had slipping beneath
my robe to caress a breast. It sent a jolt of lust through me, but at
the same time, my stomach was still off.

“Maybe when we come home,” I said and pushed him away.
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“Still not feeling well?” he said and frowned, his expression
changing to serious doctor mode.

“Just a bit off. I’m good enough to go tonight. I wouldn’t want to
miss it.”

He nodded. “We won’t stay long.”

I smiled and went back to my hair. On his part, Drake sat on the
edge of the claw foot tub and watched me finish.

“We’re bringing a gift over to open for each other, right?”

I nodded, my eyes on his in the mirror. “Yes. One present for
each person there. It’s a tradition in the Polish community to
open gifts on Christmas Eve. We used to do it when my mother
was alive.”

Drake nodded. “I think my father was more suited to Festivus.
The airing of grievances.” He laughed at that, and I smiled,
recalling the Seinfeld episode.

“No airing of grievances tonight. My father would never hear of
it. Christmas Eve is for happiness and joy.”

Drake smiled. “That sounds wonderful to me, a kid who never
really got Christmas. I’ll be like a little kid again.”

I turned back to the mirror and curled another lock of hair,
hoping that Drake was pleased with his tickets to Ethiopia to see
his father’s grave.

Dinner at my father’s was perfect. The apartment on Park
Avenue was decorated beautifully – Elaine really had a great eye
for style even at Christmas. Choral music played over the sound
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system, and the smells wafting from the kitchen made my mouth
water, so I knew I was definitely feeling better.

We sat around the table, my father at the head, Elaine at the
other end, Heath, Christine, the kids and Drake and I around
them. The meal was fabulous and everyone seemed really happy
and excited for Christmas. The kids especially, particularly
Colin, Heath’s oldest. At six, he was really knowledgeable about
Christmas and was particularly pleased that we would be
opening presents on Christmas Eve.

When dinner was finished, we made our way to the living room
and the presents wrapped under the tree. Colin acted as Saint
Nick’s elf and distributed the gifts to each person.

I watched excited as Drake took his gift. He waited to open until
everyone had their gifts and then we all opened at the same time.

Drake turned to me, wanting to watch me open mine. “Go
ahead,” he said, eagerly.

“You, too,” I said, wanting to watch him open his gift.

“Let’s do it at the same time,” he said. I nodded and together, we
unwrapped each other’s gift.

Mine was a small white box wrapped in a gold ribbon. It had to
be jewelry. When I removed the lid, I found a keychain inside
with a single key and on the chain itself was a small plastic fob
with a miniature photo of my drawing Knight and Lady.

I peered at it in wonder. “That’s my drawing.”

“The very one,” Drake said, looking up from his gift. I’d wrapped
the tickets inside a big box filled with tissue so he still hadn’t
found them.

I held up the key. “What’s this for?”
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“Your new studio.”

“What?” I turned to him. “Where?”

“In Chelsea. It’s a penthouse loft and it has several smaller offices
inside. You could have other artists share it with you if you
wanted.”

“Oh my God, Drake,” I said and covered my mouth. He took out
his cell and called up his photos.

“Here, take a look.”

I took the cell from his hand and scrolled through the images.
The space was big and bright, with hardwoods and exposed
brick, and huge windows. There was a sink and island. It would
be perfect.

I leaned over to him and put my arms around him, and he put
down his present and hugged me back.

“I want you to be able to go there whenever you want and work
on your art.”

I looked in his eyes, and shook my head, unable to speak for a
moment. “Thank you,” I whispered, tears blurring my vision. “It’s
beautiful.”

He smiled and I let go, handing the keychain and Drake’s cell to
my father so he could see.

“Wonderful,” my dad said, winking at Drake.

Then I watched as Drake continued to search through the
tissues. He finally found the tickets and itinerary and opened
them.

“What’s this?” he said and opened the itinerary. It detailed the
flight to Ethiopia and the trip to the crash site with a guide.
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Then, a flight to the national park in Kenya and our stay at
the lodge.

“This,” he said and held up the tickets. “This is…” He didn’t say
anything else but pulled me into his arms, his face pressed into
my neck. I knew he was overcome with emotion as he said
nothing more, just held me for a long moment.

Finally, he pulled back and I could see his eyes were wet. “This is
the best present ever. Thank you.” He kissed me, then kissed
me again.

“What is it, Drake?” my father said.

Drake handed my father the tickets and he examined them,
peering at them through his reading glasses perched at the end of
his nose.

“Very thoughtful, dear,” he said to me, nodding. “Wish I could
come with you, pay my respects.”

I nodded, but was too overcome with my own emotion at seeing
Drake with tears in his eyes that I couldn’t speak.

“Why is Uncle Drake crying?” Colin whispered to Christine.

“Because he’s happy,” she whispered back.

“I don’t cry when I’m happy,” Colin said, matter-of-fact.
“I laugh.”

Drake looked up at that and laughed. “I’m happy,” he said to Colin
and rubbed his head affectionately. “Just a sentimental fool.”

Colin shrugged and seemed satisfied, then turned back to his own
toy – a radio operated drone, that Heath had flying around the
room, knocking into things and causing a bit of a ruckus.
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Drake pulled me into his arms and we sat together, our gifts in
our hands, and enjoyed the company.

We left my father’s later than I planned for I was feeling like a
new woman, my stomach settled and in a good mood from the
evening. As we drove back to our apartment on 8th, I sighed in
contentment.

I checked my watch – it was after eleven.

“We could go to St. Stanislaus and listen to some Christmas
music if you’d like,” Drake said. We’d spoken about it back at my
father’s apartment, reminiscing about Christmas when my
mother was still alive.

I wasn’t sure I wanted to go, but at that moment, I thought it
might be one of the Christmas traditions I’d like to keep up, even
if I was no longer a practicing Catholic.

I nodded. “That would be nice.”

And so, we brought in Christmas Day at the cathedral, sitting in
the back pews, taking in the glorious flying buttresses, the dark
woods of the altar, the gilded balusters, the stained glass and the
beautiful voices of the choir as they sang songs from my mother’s
homeland.

Christmas morning dawned brightly, the skies clearing
and the sunlight falling across the dark hardwoods in our
bedroom. I checked the bedside alarm clock and saw that it was
close to noon. Drake was still asleep so I slipped out of bed and
went to the bathroom, then I went to the kitchen to start coffee.
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We’d go over to my parents for Christmas dinner, but would
spend the day to ourselves.

I stopped and glanced at the Christmas tree in the small living
room – there were only two presents under it – one from Drake
to me and one from me to Drake – a framed photo of Liam I had
prepared while Drake had been away at the hospital checking on
his patients.

I hoped he liked it. I was sure he would treasure it and it would
be a complete surprise.

I bent down and picked up the gift from Drake and was exam‐
ining it when I heard his voice.

“Hey, no peeking!” He was dressed in his robe and was standing
in the kitchen, pouring himself a cup of coffee. “At least wait for
me before you open it.”

I laughed and waited for him to join me on the couch, my own
cup of coffee in hand. I took a taste but it suddenly turned my
stomach and so I put the cup down and swallowed hard, hoping
Drake hadn’t noticed.

He came over and sat beside me, handing me the gift. “Now you
can open it.”

I forced a smile and swallowed down my nausea. The wrapping
paper was white foil with gold doves on it and the ribbon was
gold. I untied the ribbon and removed the paper and frowned. It
was a CD and when I turned it over, I saw that it had a picture of
Drake playing a guitar in a dark room – maybe O’Riley’s.

“Is this a recording of you playing?”

He nodded. “Ken recorded me and burned the CD. It’s my
favorite song.”
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I looked up at him, tears in my eyes, for I knew that his music was
his last bastion of bachelorhood – the one place I hadn’t been yet
other than the night he played for me.

“Can I play it now?” I said, my voice emotional.

“Be my guest,” he said, smiling softly.

I went to the sound system, my hands shaking a bit, and slid the
CD into the old CD player.

Soon, the strains of an old Beatles song played over the speakers.

“And I Love Her” – the song he played for me that night so
long ago.

I went back to him and sat on his lap, kissing him deeply, my
hands holding his face. “I love you so much.”

“And I you,” he said and kissed me again. We sat like that for a
few moments and listened to the song.

When it finished, I took my gift and gave it to Drake. He took it
gingerly and carefully removed the paper, turning it over and
then seeing the image of Liam, his face like a miniature Drake,
with clear blue eyes and thick dark lashes meant more for a girl
than a boy. His black hair still a bit mussed, despite Maureen’s
hasty attempt to smooth it.

“Oh, my God, Kate,” he said, holding it up close, his eyes moving
over the image. “How on earth did you get this?”

“I asked Maureen for a picture for you and she agreed.” I didn’t
tell him anything else, because he didn’t need to know how upset‐
ting it was to get it.

“It’s amazing,” he said and pulled me into his arms. “It’s the best
gift I’ve ever received. Ever.”
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I smiled and hugged him tightly. He pulled away and seemed
mesmerized by the photo, shaking his head slowly.

“I’m surprised she gave it to you, considering how she feels
about me.”

“She’s thankful that you saved Liam’s life.”

“She said that?” he said and turned to me, his eyes wide.

“Yes, of course,” I said. I didn’t add the rest of what she said that
day. Drake didn’t need to hear it.

Drake put the picture on the coffee table, standing it up using the
built in stand in the frame. “I’d like one for my office. Can we
make a copy?”

I nodded.

He pulled me back into his arms and we sat like that for a few
moments, enjoying the silence, the warmth from the morning
sun, which fell across the floor and onto the sofa.

“Honestly, Kate, this has been the best Christmas ever. Serious‐
ly.” He pulled back and looked into my eyes. “I feel as if I have a
life now. A real life. Before I met you, I was just living.”

I nodded. “Me, too.”

My eyes were wet and he smiled and leaned in to kiss me.  It was
then I pulled out the final gift for Drake. A long white box
wrapped in a shiny red ribbon.

“Here,” I said, my voice choked. “One more gift.”

Drake frowned. “Hey, you,” he said and took the present. “We
agreed only two presents each. Why did you get me another
one?”
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“It’s for both of us,” I said as he pulled the ribbon off the box.

“Both of us?” he said, his expression one of curiosity now. “A set
of gold pens?”

He removed the wrapping and took the lid off. Beneath the lid
was a layer of batting, and then he removed that, eager to see
what it was.

He picked it up. My pregnancy test.

Positive.

He turned to me and the look in his eyes was all I needed to send
me over into full-fledged tears.

“Oh, Kate,” he whispered, his own eyes wet. He pulled me into
his arms, his face buried in my neck, and said nothing, squeezing
me tighter and tighter.

Nothing needed to be said. Words seemed trivial compared to the
emotions I knew we both were feeling and so we sat there in the
apartment on 8th Avenue, wrapped in each other’s arms, the noise
from the street filtering in under the open window, the church
bells ringing in the distance.

THE END
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