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CHAPTER ONE
 
 
My first time in Africa was completely different.
Back then, Nigel was my guide and his approach to life was the opposite of Drake's. If one word could describe Nigel, it would be 'ebullient.' Nigel couldn't get enough of life and he faced every situation with a palpable hunger for new experiences. When we landed in the small airport during our trip to Mangaize, Nigel had a bull-in-a-china-shop demeanor. Born into privilege, and a television personality used to handlers and assistants, he expected people to cater to his needs chop-chop. Nigel was taller than everyone around, with a huge booming voice that commanded everyone's attention. He got it. All eyes were trained to him as we walked through the terminal that day over a year earlier.
If one word could describe Drake, it was 'restrained.' Calm and methodical, Drake anticipated everything. Getting our carry-on bags ready once the plane finished taxiing down the runway. Thanking the steward in a quiet respectful voice. Leading me down the off-ramp into the terminal, one hand holding mine, always slightly ahead as if to protect me from the onslaught of people waiting to greet loved ones. Glancing back at me with a soft smile on his face, his excitement visible but contained. 
We stopped in the main arrivals foyer. Drake put our carry-on bags down and pulled me into his arms, his chin resting on the top of my head.
"We're here," he whispered, squeezing me. I hugged him back, my breath catching in my throat from my own building excitement. Then he tilted my chin up and kissed me tenderly. When he pulled back, he ran a finger over my bottom lip, touching the tiny scar. "I thought I'd be here by myself when I accepted Michael's offer back in December. I'm so glad you're with me, future Mrs. Morgan."
"I'm so glad you asked me." 
I smiled, the newness of that idea – of being Drake's wife – still a bit strange to me. We stood for a moment in an embrace while people walked by, surrounded by the sounds of happy voices and laughter as families and friends reunited. I fingered the ring on my left hand and buried my face in Drake's shoulder.
"I guess we should get our bags," he said and ended the embrace. "Why don't you have a seat and wait for me. I'll get a cart. Michael and Claire should be here soon."
I nodded and sat in a chair by the floor-to-ceiling window, watching as Drake made his way to the baggage area, pushing a cart in front of him. While he waited, I observed him leaning against the cart. Dressed in a white linen shirt untucked over dark jeans, his black hair slightly below his collar, he looked as if he was posing for some high-end men's fashion magazine. 
He stood out from the rest of the crowd in so many ways. The public Drake was a hotshot young neurosurgeon specializing in delicate robotic surgery, a philanthropist donating equipment and time in Africa, a guitarist for a retro-60s rock band. The private man, the secret side of him, was the sensual 'Master D' who loved bondage and dominance, who controlled his lover's sexual response and whose kink was leather. I was attracted to both sides of him, a thrill in my belly at the thought of his sexuality and of his need for control in the bedroom, a squeeze in my chest that he wanted me as his wife. Apparently, he'd overcome his reluctance to become emotionally involved with a woman again and wanted to marry me.
Still, it was hard not to let his dominant personality affect our non-sexual relationship. He so easily took control in everything, so self-contained, secure, and confident. He said he wanted me to be my own woman, but what did that mean? I was still finding out. This trip to Africa and our engagement would be a time of discovery. When I lived with him, what would I find?
He watched as the baggage began to emerge onto the carousel, and after several moments, he picked up a suitcase that I recognized as his own. He turned to glance where I sat and smiled as if to say it wouldn’t be long. When he pulled my bag off the line, and hoisted it onto the cart, I waited for his return. 
It was then someone walked up to him and extended a hand – a tall African man in his fifties with grey peppering his short black hair, and a European woman, her dark hair streaked with grey and pulled back into a bun. As I watched, Drake embraced the man, and the two clapped each other on the back. 
He had to be Michael Owiti, Chief of Surgery at the Aga Khan Hospital where Drake would work, and Dean of the Faculty of Medicine at the Aga Khan University Medical College where Drake would teach. The woman would be his wife Claire, a pediatrician who was currently managing the hospital's pediatrics program. Drake spoke to the man and then he embraced the woman. Drake turned and pointed to me, and the two of them looked in my direction, smiling as if excited to see the reason Drake decided to flee Manhattan.
I stood and smiled, waving hesitantly, anticipating the three of them joining me for introductions. Michael strode over to me with his wife trailing behind him.
"There you are, lovely Miss Katherine," he said in an-almost perfect British upper-class accent with a touch of the local flavor, his arms extended. "Welcome to Kenya!" 
He didn't embrace me, but instead, took my hand, his huge hands enclosing my much smaller one completely. He shook, and smiled widely at me. I couldn't imagine someone with such large meaty hands doing delicate brain surgery on children but according to Drake, he was an artist.
"Nice to meet you," I said, my cheeks flushed. "You must be Dr. Owiti. Drake spoke so highly of you."
"Please, call me Michael. And Drake has spoken so highly of you as well," Michael said, wagging his eyebrows. "My wife Claire and I have been so excited to meet the woman who finally stole Drake the Rake's heart. We thought he might be a playboy forever after the divorce, but you proved us wrong."
"Drake the Rake?" I said and laughed, turning to Drake expectantly. Drake draped an arm around my shoulders and pulled me against him, grinning widely. 
"That was his nickname for me when we worked together a couple of years ago." 
I smiled at Michael, surprised he'd bring up something so personal, especially about Drake's past. Then, Claire walked up and smiled at me, extending her hand. Her smile was wide but it didn't seem to reach her eyes, as if she was evaluating me. We shook while Michael introduced Claire as his wife of nearly twenty-five years, whom he met in college in London.
"We met in a philosophy class on Heidegger," Claire said, her own British accent impeccable. "Back when Michael was still a rebellious son trying to be anything but a doctor, the way his father wanted and expected."
"Sounds familiar," I said, remembering that Drake had tried to avoid a career in medicine as well. "Drake studied psychology before he became a surgeon." I turned to Michael. "Philosophy is a long way from neurosurgery. How did you end up studying the brain?"
"The philosopher is obsessed with the theory of the mind; the neurosurgeon with the brain. It's actually a very easy jump."
I nodded and the four of us made our way to their car, which was parked outside the exit. While Michael loaded our suitcases into the trunk of the black Mercedes, Drake opened my door. He leaned closer and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek.
"Drake the Rake, hmm?" I said quietly when he pulled away. 
His eyes twinkled. "Michael's exaggerating of course."
"You must have been seen as a rake, for it to be your nickname, though." 
He grinned. "I was notorious. But Michael had better stop telling tales or he'll scare you off."
"Not likely," I said. "Drake the Rake is pretty mild, considering the other nicknames you have." 
"It is mild. And I'm the farthest thing from a rake now. I'm a committed monogamist soon-to-be newly-wed husband."
Once we were all in the car, Michael drove off, merging into the traffic on Mombasso Road expressway with an ease I couldn’t imagine ever developing. 
"You know, Katherine," Michael said. "When I first heard that you'd broken poor Drake's heart back in December and he wanted to come to Kenya to escape, I was so happy for myself and for our hospital, although of course I felt bad for Drake. I'm very glad you two worked things out because I was feeling very guilty that my happiness came at Drake's expense." 
"I'm glad as well."
Drake turned to me and squeezed my hand. 
"How is that young son of yours?" Claire said, turning to face us from the front seat. "We were so surprised to get the news, and so worried for you about his diagnosis. Your last email said that he was doing well, that the graft was taking and he was improving."
"He's doing very well. I wouldn’t have left if there was any doubt, but they'll keep a close eye on him for the next weeks and months."
"We didn't expect that you were bringing Kate with you, you bad boy. You never told us that in your emails!" Claire looked back at me, a tight smile on her lips. "He kept the fact you two reconciled a secret. We only found out a few days ago. Imagine our surprise that you were back together."
Drake held my hand up. "And engaged." 
Claire smiled, but I couldn't help but think the smile was forced, as if she didn't really feel happy about it.
"And engaged?" she added and hit Michael's shoulder. "Did you know this? Why didn’t you tell me?" She turned back to us. "How quick was that?!" 
Drake smiled and shrugged. "Sorry I didn’t tell you sooner about Kate, but I was pretty preoccupied with Liam for the past month so I wasn’t thinking about coming here," Drake said to her. Then, he turned back to Michael. "You didn't have to pick us up," he said. "We could have taken a taxi to the hotel."
"Nonsense," Michael said, shaking his head. "The driver would take you all over the place to extend his fare and then give you the wrong change. Claire and I are only too pleased to give you a ride to the hotel. I hope you're not too tired, because we have the new student – faculty mixer tonight at the faculty club. I thought we'd go, and Drake could meet the new students and a few of the residents, have a glass of wine and some appetizers. Then we'll take you out for some good street food, and give you a proper introduction to Nairobi."
Drake turned to me and took my hand. "What do you think? Are you up to it?
I smiled, trying to look pleased, but I was tired. 
"Of course we can go. Don't want to keep you from your students."
Claire turned to face us from the front seat. "Oh, by the way, Drake, you'll never guess who decided to come back to Nairobi for specialization in pediatric neurosurgery." 
"Who?" Drake said.
"Sam Cuttington."
Drake said nothing for a moment as if surprised. He cleared his throat. "When did this happen?"
"Only recently," Michael said from the front seat. "We contacted Sam at Christmas that you were coming to teach the robotic surgery class, but didn't hear back until now. Sam's a great student and wants to specialize in robotic surgery. We'll all work closely together."
Drake nodded, and then looked out the window. He was strangely silent. I squeezed his hand and he turned and smiled at me, but his expression was forced.
I wondered who this Sam was and why Drake seemed uncomfortable.
 
 

 
The trip to the boutique hotel, Hemingway's, was uneventful, despite the traffic on the expressway. We arrived at the hotel, which was on a large green expanse set in the middle of Nairobi. The hotel was new, but looked like an estate from the British raj where its namesake might have stayed. Surrounded by trees and lush green fields, the white colonial had a large outdoor pool and faced the Ngong Hills in the distance. Drake had kept it secret, wanting to surprise me. 
The hotel was beautiful.
Our suite was larger than my apartment in Manhattan, with a top-of-the-line bathroom, all marble and glass, a canopy bed with thick pillows and duvet, and living room area richly appointed in British colonial style. We even had a butler who would take care of all our needs while we were staying at the hotel. He took us to our room and filled us in on the services available during our stay. 
The views from our suite were spectacular and as the sun began to set, the orange-white light fell across the room in a large swathe. I could imagine waking up to the bright sunlight in the morning. Maybe a swim in the pool before breakfast. I could almost feel the stress of the past weeks in Manhattan, while we waited to hear Liam's prognosis, melt away as I gazed out the patio doors. 
Claire and Michael waited in the living room while Drake spoke to the butler. I freshened up in the bathroom, changing into something a bit dressier, selecting a black sundress before fixing my hair. When Drake was finished, he joined me, having a quick shower. When he was done, he pulled a towel around his waist and came to me as I stood by the sink and fixed my makeup.
"So, what do you think, Ms. Bennet?" He took me in his arms. "Does the hotel meet your expectations?"
I slipped my arms around his neck. "It's fantastic. Looks like a place Hemingway himself would stay, except brand new."
He kissed me warmly. "Good. I want you in the lap of luxury while we find a place to live. You've been working hard at college for five years and now it's time to relax and do whatever you feel like. Paint. Sightsee. Go on safari."
"What about you?" I said, running my fingers through his still-damp hair. "You've been working hard at your surgical practice, your foundation, the business, and your band…"
"I only worked as hard as I wanted. I want you to rest, sleep in as late as you want. Stay up as late as you want, painting or writing. Whatever your heart desires."
I smiled. "I might like to do some wildlife art while I'm here. When I was in high school, I did a lot of bird paintings so it makes sense to paint wildlife since we're in Africa."
"I'd love to go on Safari," Drake said. "Maybe some weekend when I'm not on call. Claire and Michael will know some good places to go and good tour guides."
I pushed a hank of hair from his forehead. "I'm pretty tired. I hope we won't be out late."
Drake shook his head. "Don't worry. We'll go to the mixer, go for some local food and then come back early. I think I might like a late-night swim in the pool, though."
"Sounds good to me."
We kissed. As we stood in each other's arms, enjoying the connection, I remembered his response in the car to the news that Sam was coming to take his class.
"You didn't seem all that pleased that this Sam fellow was coming back to the college to work with you and Michael."
Drake shook his head. "Not a he." Drake brushed the backs of his fingers against my cheek. "Samantha Cuttington, one of Michael's former students."
I frowned. That could only mean one thing. There was something between them.
"Tell me," I said, a chill going through me as I fought my urge to feel jealous.
"I met her when she was a resident two years ago. I volunteered at the hospital for a couple of months. At Michael's request, I was here to help deal with a backlog of cases the foundation brought in from Somalia. It was before my father died. We," he said and shrugged. "Sam and I had a fling."
"A 'fling'? I didn't think you had flings."
"I don't. Sam and I," he said and hesitated. "We went out a few times, had sex a few times. But she wasn't interested in anything to do with BDSM so nothing more developed."
I nodded, trying to stay calm while a surge of jealousy went through me despite my best efforts. Drake pulled on a white dress shirt and dark tie. I thought Drake had only been with submissives after his divorce and entrée into the world of kink. I played with the collar on Drake's shirt, straightening the tie knot. "So you broke up." 
"There was nothing really to break. It was only a few times."
"How many is a few? Twice? Three times?"
He shook his head. "I can't remember exactly. I was here for almost two months. Maybe a dozen times." He finished fastening his cuffs and then focused on me, a frown on his brow. "There was nothing other than sexual release for me, Kate. She's not my type and was very upset at the thought I was into D/s."
"You must have liked something about her. I thought you only had submissives."
"I do, I did only have submissives. She was here when I was here, and well, it was just opportunity…"
"Did she feel that way? That it was just opportunity?"
He shrugged. "She wasn't happy when I left without continuing the relationship," he said. "She thought she'd be enough to tempt me to give up my kinky ways. She wasn't. End of story."
"You're not very kinky, Master D. She must be pretty vanilla."
"She's pretty dominant herself. We clashed."
"Not enough to keep you out of each others arms."
"Too much to keep me with her."
I exhaled. "Did Michael know about you two? Does he know about you being part of the lifestyle?" 
"We tried to keep it private because I was in a supervisory role, even though I was only here for two months." Drake paused for a moment, frowning. "I don't think Michael knows about my lifestyle. I want it to stay that way, Kate. It's not that I think it would matter. It's not something I want getting around." 
"Of course," I said. "I know that better than anyone. But she knows…"
"Look," Drake said and took hold of my shoulders. " That was a couple of years ago, before my father died. I've moved on. She's moved on and so there's nothing to be concerned about."
"It sounds like she came back to study with you."
"She came back to study with Michael. He's the one who specializes in pediatrics. Let's forget about her and what happened and enjoy ourselves."
"I'm sorry." I held up my hand and forced a smile, swallowing my jealousy, trying to be a grownup about it. "You don't have to say anything more. I was surprised, that's all."
He shook his head. "You have nothing to worry about. Like I said it was just sex. Plain old vanilla sex out of convenience."
He bent down and kissed me again and despite everything, a sense of gloom settled over me. He'd be working with a woman he had once been sexually involved with. I couldn't imagine that it would be a good thing that Drake would be her teacher but I had to trust him. He loved me...
We went out to join Claire and Michael.
 
 
 

 
 
The drive to the college was an event in itself.
"Hang on," Michael said, a wicked gleam in his eyes. "This could be extra fun."
Drake took my hand and smiled. "You haven't lived until you've survived driving in Nairobi."
"Oh, God," I said, biting my bottom lip. I glanced out the window at the cars beside us. "I'm used to Manhattan traffic."
"Don't worry." Claire turned to face us from the front seat. "Michael's an expert. He's been driving in Nairobi most of his life and took his driver's license here so he knows the roads, the traffic and how to deal with the idiots."
I nodded, my body tense. Around us, the traffic was heavy, the other drivers variously hooting, honking and flashing their lights at us and everyone else on the road, overtaking our Mercedes on the roundabouts, and generally making rude gestures at each other. It felt like we were in a video game. I doubted anyone obeyed the rules of the road, such as they were.
We arrived at the Aga Khan University Medical College faculty club where the mixer was being held. When we arrived, the party was in full-swing, with a dozen or so bright faced medical students standing around with drinks in hand. The students were of all nationalities and cultures, some dressed in traditional costumes, bright and colorful, or typical European clothing off the rack. 
Drake had changed into his deep grey suit, white shirt and black tie. His hair was freshly washed and was a bit wild, long below his collar. Although his eyes were bleary, he looked amazing, as usual – as if he stepped out of a GQ cover shoot instead of having arrived at the hotel an hour earlier, following fifteen hours of international flights. A few days worth of scruff covered his oh-so-square jaw.
Heads turned when we walked in the room, and I could see a few of the female students raise their eyebrows when they saw him arrive with Michael. Yes, he was that good looking. He made women's heart race. I knew it, having been with him enough in public to detect the subtle change when he walked into a room. He was gorgeous. 
I felt a twinge of pride surge through me at the thought that he was mine – but he was also theirs. He would be their instructor for the semester. I knew I shouldn't be jealous – Drake was a serial monogamist, as he said himself. Still, these young women were in his field. They shared a passion for medicine. A few of them were stunning.
But he picked me. He asked me to marry him. I kicked myself mentally for being so insecure and made a promise to myself that I would not be jealous.
We walked up to a group of students, and Michael introduced us. One by one, Michael led Drake to the individual students, and he spoke with each one, shaking their hands, listening to them introduce themselves, talk about where they were from and what their interests were. 
Claire took my arm and led me over to a table with assorted canapés and glasses of wine. I stood with Claire and, together, we sipped our wine and watched Michael and Drake work their way through the various groups.
"Drake really loves to teach, doesn’t he?" Claire said to me as we watched Drake speaking to a group of students. 
"He does."
Just then, the students all laughed at something Drake said and I wondered which one was Samantha Cuttington. I was curious to see which of the students Drake been involved with, which one he had sex with. 
Stupid. I had to stop beating myself up like that, but it was hard, knowing that one of those women had been with him before me. This 'Sam' woman shared something with him that I never would. She was a physician. These students would be spending long hours with Drake doing what he loved the most – surgery. 
The more I watched how the women responded to Drake, smiling, blushing, the more I felt like I was on the sidelines of Drake's life. Surgery and teaching were at its center.
"Get used to it," Claire said to me, one hand on my arm. She must have sensed my unease.
"To what?" I said, turning to her, smiling, trying to sound unconcerned. 
"Being second fiddle. Surgeons can't help it, Kate. Surgery is such an exacting specialty, and neurosurgery, especially pediatric neurosurgery, is even more demanding. It requires so much of their time and energy. I hope you don't mind my being so forward, but if I were you, I'd get as busy as you can as soon as you can, so you don’t miss him too much. Drake said you're an artist. Take a class. I bet you could register for an open studio course through the fine arts institute this week and start right away. You'd meet other students that way."
"The arts institute?"
"The Nairobi Institute for Fine Art. It's a fine arts college. It's where you want to go if you want to be around artists. Every semester, a few faculty members teach open studio art classes and you might be able to get into one even if you don't register for a program. I'm on the board and do some volunteer work so I could probably take you there, introduce you."
I watched as a couple of female medical students whispered to each other, their eyes widening meaningfully as they watched Drake. 
"I would like to take an art class." I swallowed my jealousy once more and pasted on a fake smile when I turned to Claire. "Drake told me he'd be really busy. I've been spoiled, having him all to myself for the past few months. You’re right. I'll need to take a class to occupy my time or I'll feel really neglected."
"He won't be neglecting you," Claire said. "This is what it's like, being with a physician, especially a surgeon. You learn to adjust or it won’t work out. Find your own passion and pursue it. You're a painter. The Nairobi Art Institute is connected to the artist collective. We could see if we can find you a space so you can get busy and meet some of your fellow artists. There are a few expats here so you might even make a few friends."
I nodded and forced another smile, surprised that she felt so able to offer me advice when we'd only met. I watched Drake and Michael as they continued to move around the room, greeting different groups of students. Claire and I were all but invisible. I had a feeling the entire evening would be that way. 
A while later, I slipped out of the main reception area to find the washroom. I went into a stall and after a moment, I heard the door open and other people entered. Two separate voices.
"God, he's so gorgeous," came one voice. "Is he taken?"
"He came with some woman but they're not married."
"I didn't see. Which one? What did she look like?"
"I don't know – shorter. Big tits. A mousy little thing. Not as attractive as he is, that's for sure. He could do much better."
"Oh, God," the other woman said. "I don't think I'll be able to concentrate during morning rounds."
"You think you got it hard," the other woman said and laughed ruefully. "I'll be working under him every day. It'll be torture."
"Under him?" They both laughed. "You had an affair when he was here before, right?"
"We did, but he's a bit of an Alpha male and I told him I had to be his equal and dumped him. He kept bothering me to stay together but he was too controlling for me. Besides, he was technically my superior so we were risking it. But he is damn gorgeous. Too gorgeous to ignore."
"I know, right? He's far too handsome. Too bad he's taken."
"He's not married so…" 
"You are so bad," the other woman replied and they laughed again. "I'm glad you talked me into coming here. I think it'll be fun."
"It's going to be very fun. He's really fun once you get a few shots of vodka into him."
A chill went through me. They had to be talking about Drake. That had to be Samantha. I leaned down as far as I could and looked under the door of my stall as the two women gossiped about Drake. I could make out two sets of shoes – one pair of tan sandals and the other black pumps. I heard water run, and the women laughed and then left the washroom together.
I finished and washed up, looking at myself in the mirror. Was I mousy? I was on the short side, my head coming up to Drake's shoulder unless I wore heels. My breasts were on the larger side. My hair was brown. I wasn't beautiful in the classic sense, but I wasn't ugly either, my features soft, young looking for my age. 
But mousy? 
She definitely sounded as if she wanted to try to rekindle their old relationship. 
I felt like I could cry, my old insecurities about being so short resurfacing, wishing I had inherited my mother's stature, black hair and dark eyes, so at least I could call myself dark and sultry but instead, I looked like my father. Short. Brown hair. Nondescript hazel-green eyes.
I left the washroom feeling angry with myself. Those women were jealous – Sam was jealous that Drake was taken. She had her chance and turned him down.
I went back to the main reception area. From the table of canapés, I watched Drake and Michael. They seemed to be enjoying themselves immensely, although I did see Drake yawn once, hiding it behind a hand. 
He turned away from the group and seemed to seek me out. When our eyes met, he raised his glass and smiled briefly. I knew he was very tired and probably could only think of going home, but he was dutiful and followed Michael around, speaking with this or that student, trying to look enthusiastic. 
Claire joined me once more and we spoke about looking for a house, but the entire time I couldn't get Sam's words out of my mind. The term 'mousy' keep coming back to me. Then, I forced it out of my mind and tried to focus on the conversation with Claire. 
I told her we'd be looking at houses and hoped to move in as soon as possible – maybe by mid-month. I was eager to get a home and make it mine. 
"How do you manage, with Michael having such a full schedule?"
Claire turned to me. "I'm used to a crazy schedule but I gave up my practice when we had children. Now I work part-time at the hospital. The rest of the time, I work hard at making the most comfortable home I can for Michael and our kids. The two youngest are still with us, but the two oldest are off at college now. Frankly, I'm so busy with my own work, I barely notice Michael's gone. We fall into bed together at the end of a long day and the only thing we're thinking about is sleep. If you stay with Drake, I imagine that's the way it will be with you as well, once you have children."
If you stay with Drake… 
I nodded, but in truth, I saw family as a long way off. I had to finish my Masters degree. Maybe get a job at a newspaper or magazine. I wanted to work on my art and see how far I could go with it. And I wanted to spend time with Drake, as a couple. Children, if and when we had them, would be a long way off.
I turned from Claire to the table of snacks and noticed Drake was standing with the two young women I'd seen earlier whispering together. Were those the two who came into the bathroom? Then I saw the woman's shoes – one had tan sandals and the other black pumps like the ones I’d seen in the washroom. Which one was Sam?
The two women stood with him off to the side and spoke, their faces and hands animated as they discussed something – I couldn't imagine what – robotic neurosurgery? Their backgrounds? His background? How I was far too mousy to be his fiancée?
I was beginning to feel like I should have stayed at the hotel and let Drake go by himself, for it was clear that neither Michael nor Drake were going to spend any of their time with us.
Claire came to me and took my arm, pulling me over to the bar. 
"You look bored. Have another glass of wine, Kate. Have some of these delicious appetizers."
I followed her for a moment but continued to watch as Drake spoke to the two women. They all laughed together and then the woman with the black pumps leaned closer and touched Drake on the arm. At that, my body tensed. That had to be Samantha Cuttington. She was everything I wasn't – tall, blonde, beautiful. An amazon. Not mousy, in other words.
"I think I'm going to go and speak with Drake," I said, but Claire grabbed my arm. 
"Oh, let him speak with his students," she said. "They're all so eager to meet him and talk to him about their work and their classes."
I stopped for a minute and considered. I didn't want to intrude but one of those women was Sam. I wanted to meet the woman Drake once slept with.
"I'll be quick," I said and left Claire standing by the table of canapés.
I walked over to where Drake stood with the two women. One of them – the tall blonde with ice blue eyes – saw me coming and stood a little straighter. 
Drake saw me next and smiled. "And here she is," he said, holding his arm out to me. I stepped into his embrace, and felt a thrill when he pulled me closer and kissed me on the mouth. I was glad that he was willing to show me affection in front of everyone and couldn’t help but smile inwardly when I saw the tall blonde's response. She smiled, her smile tight-lipped as if it was forced.
"Kate, may I introduce Sam Cuttington and Camille …" he hesitated and turned to the woman with dark hair. 
"Johannsen," Camille said, giving me a quick perfunctory smile. 
"Camille Johannsen," Drake said. "I was telling Sam and Camille that you're an artist and won the Columbia School of Journalism Medal for your thesis work on Mangaize."
 "Nice to meet you both." I smiled at each of them. I turned to Drake. "When you get a chance, can you come speak to me?"
"What is it?" Drake said, frowning. 
"Nothing urgent," I said quickly. "When you get a moment." I smiled at the two women once more and kissed Drake again, standing on my tiptoes to do so. He slid his hand to the low of my back and held the kiss for a moment.
I left them standing there, and on my way back to Claire, had to wrack my brain for some reason to have Drake come by alone. 
When I arrived back at the table, Claire was watching me.
"What was that about?" she said, her eyebrows raised.
"I wanted to remind Drake that I promised my father a quick Skype session so he knows we got in all right."
"Oh," Claire said and smiled quickly. "Have one of these." She pointed to a tray of some kind of hot appetizer a waiter placed on the table. "They're to die for." She picked the tray up and held it out as if to tempt me.
"Thank you," I said and took a canapé. 
 
 

 
 
So, while Michael and Drake entertained the students with tales of their surgeries, Claire and I drank wine and ate canapés but at least I had made my presence known to Sam Cuttington. Drake hadn’t been shy – perhaps even welcomed the chance to show me off.
For the rest of the time, Claire kept me occupied, regaling me with little tidbits of information about the residents and faculty at the Medical College while Drake and Michael moved around the room. Her stories were amusing but I was tired and couldn't wait to get back to the hotel room. I sighed heavily and leaned back, sipping my wine. Soon, we'd leave and he'd be all mine once more. I couldn't let myself get jealous so fast. It wasn't Drake's fault that he was so good looking.
Drake was speaking to Sam, leaning against a couch, his arms crossed. Then, he stood up and led her over to Michael, who was busy speaking with a small group of students. Drake, Michael and Sam conferred amongst themselves for a moment and then Drake left them and came over to where Claire and I were seated.
"Hey," he said and leaned down to kiss me on the cheek. "How are you two doing? Bored out of your minds?"
"Pretty much," I said, unable to keep an edge out of my voice. Sam glanced over at us expectantly.
"Sorry about that. Listen," he said and sat beside me, one arm around me on the back of the sofa, his thigh pressed against mine. He turned to Claire. "I hate to have to do this, but could you take Kate back to the hotel? Sam has a patient who came in this afternoon that she'd like us to check on. A motor vehicle accident, open skull fracture. Really unstable. Pediatric, so Michael's needed. Michael wants me to come as well."
I glanced at Drake, frowning. "Isn't that more for trauma surgeons to deal with?"
Drake shook his head. "They work on the rest of the body. We work on the brain. We'll check in and make sure everything's OK. Michael's on call this weekend, so…"
Claire stood up. "I'll leave the two of you alone. I'll go speak with Michael."
Drake stood when Claire did but then he sat back down beside me. 
"I'm sorry to do this," he said. "I know you're tired."
My cheeks were burning, but I couldn’t seem to stop myself. "She's beautiful, isn't she? She reminds me of Maureen. Definitely not a mousy little thing…"
"Mousy? Who's mousy?" He glanced at my glass of wine. "How many of those have you had?"
"Two, but who's counting?" I replied in a tone that sounded like a spoiled child. I tried to stop myself, but couldn't. Sam... Samantha's words kept returning to me – mousy...
He shook his head, smiling. Then he looked in my eyes, his blue ones twinkling. 
"Ms. Bennet, I do believe you're tipsy." He reached to take my glass of wine away. "I think you've had enough."
"I decide if I've had enough," I said, cradling the glass against my body. "We're not Total Power Exchange, in case you forgot."
"How could I ever forget? I'm flattered that you're jealous, but Katie," he said, leaning in close, his breath warm on my neck, "you have no reason to be. It's you I want to ravish when I get back to the hotel tonight." His breath was warm on my neck and instantly, my body responded. "It's you I want to tie up and torture with pleasure."
That sent a surge of desire through me. "I'm sorry," I said, feeling small. "She's very attractive." 
"Kate," he said, his voice indulgent. He shook his head, smiling. "There's nothing to be jealous of. It's you I want. It's you I love."
"She's going to be your student?" I said, my jealousy slowly waning, growing smaller and smaller with each passing moment. "You'll work with her every day?"
Drake shook his head. "She came here to learn robotic surgery. That's what I'm teaching."
"So, you'll work with her."
"Kate…" He rubbed his eyes and exhaled heavily. I could tell he was getting upset, his earlier amusement replaced by frustration. "This isn't like you."
"I've never been face to face with one of your former lovers before. My green eyes got the better of me."
"I love your green eyes," he replied, his voice low. "But you have no reason to be jealous. What happened to make you feel so insecure?"
I shook my head. "It's nothing. I'm sorry," I said, and stopped myself.
"No, tell me. Complete openness, remember?"
I sighed. "When I was in the washroom, she came in with Camille and I overhead them talking about you. Sam said I was a mousy little thing and that you could do a lot better. That's what happened."
 "What?" he said, shaking his head. "You are not mousy. You've got chestnut brown hair with gold highlights. You've got wide green eyes. A hot little body and make-me-delirious breasts. And I couldn't do a lot better. You're the best. The crème de la crème. Seriously. This is the wine talking."
"In vino veritas," I said, holding up my glass. "In wine there is truth. Isn't that how the saying goes?" I took a long slurp of my wine. I knew it was more than I could handle normally, but I was already past the point of no return. 
"You want the truth?" Drake said, his voice quiet, deep. 
I nodded and leaned in as if to hear a secret. "The honest truth, yes. Tell me, Drake. What is the truth?"
"The truth, Ms. Bennet," he said and leaned even closer. He brushed the backs of his fingers against my cheek, and then touched the scar on my bottom lip. "The unadorned truth is that I was thunderstruck that night I met you and found out who you were."
"Thunderstruck?"
"Yes. When I bumped into you at the bar, I wished that you were a sub because I thought you were perfect. Petite. Lovely. So sexy in your little black dress. Nice rack."
He grinned at that and I couldn’t help but smile back. 
"Then, when I found you at your father's apartment with your knees all bloody, I thought you were a lovely little thing, one of the hired help, who coincidentally happened to have been at the same bar as me. Ethan always kept Katherine away from everyone so I didn’t think you'd be at the fundraiser. I didn’t know you were her."
I frowned, the word 'thunderstruck' bouncing around in my mind. "What does that mean? Thunderstruck?"
"I was struck," he said, a slow smile spreading on his mouth. "By the lightning bolt, as the Sicilians call it."
"The lightning bolt?" I repeated dully. 
"If you read Puzo's The Godfather, you'd know that word. Michael Corleone was struck by the lightning bolt when he first saw Apollonia – his future wife. That's how I felt when Dave introduced you. I thought you were delicious looking when I first saw you, but when I learned you were Katherine… Thunderstruck. Completely infatuated. I felt actual physical despair because I couldn’t imagine that you'd be a sub and so we'd never be able to get together. Then it was you with Lara… I was smitten, Kate, and it's only become more intense the longer we're together."
It finally seeped through to my wine-fogged brain what he meant. 
"Thunderstruck, hmm?" I said, my jealousy and hurt fading away, replaced by warmth for Drake and a feeling of complete and utter disgust with myself for being so petty.
"Yes, thunderstruck. I still see women, of course, but to me they're pale shades in comparison to you. You're Katherine. My delightfully disobedient and un-submissive sub-in-training. My delicious little morsel of womanhood. Who," he said when I turned my face away, my cheeks hot. "Who understands my love for Africa. Who cries during musical performances. Whose heart I'm still trying to win completely." He took hold of my chin so that I had to look into his eyes. "The love of my life."
"Oh, Drake…" Tears stung in the corner of my eyes and I felt so stupid. "You have won it."
"No, I haven't. If I had, someone's cruel and incorrect words wouldn't matter. You wouldn't be jealous."
I slipped my arms around his neck and squeezed him. 
"I was worried you'd grow bored with me and she'd be there, waiting…"
"What?" He pulled back and frowned, then shook his head slowly, a frustrated grin on his lips. "How could I grow bored with you when I've barely trained you? You've barely submitted to me. I didn't think you really wanted it, so I haven't pushed. I've totally indulged you, Kate. If I wasn't in love with you, you'd be regularly on your knees to me, saying nothing, complying immediately with my smallest demand – unless you wanted a good barehanded spanking."
"If I did want to submit more, would that make you happier?"
"No, no," he said, inhaling deeply. "I'm happy with you the way you are. I don't want to change you. I want to know what you need, and then I want to give it to you exactly the way you want it. I still haven't determined how much of a submissive you are. How much dominance you need from me to be completely fulfilled. It'll take time but we have the rest of our lives."
I smiled and brushed a strand of hair from his eyes. "You really need a haircut, but I think I prefer you with your hair a bit longer."
He smiled back. "If you like it longer, that's the way it's staying. We aim to please." With that, he grinned wickedly, his eyes twinkling, and I knew what he was referring to. "You have no reason to be insecure. I'm yours completely, Ms. Bennet. What more must I do to prove it?"
"Nothing. Forget it." I sighed. "I'm tired and excited and feeling a bit vulnerable. That's all."
"We have the entire weekend to spend together. Once we find a house, we can spend some time alone or we can do some furniture shopping. Whatever you want. I promise. Tomorrow, I'm all yours. Every single inch of me." He said that with a grin, emphasizing inch. I knew what that meant.
I leaned my head against his shoulder. He knew exactly what to say to make it all seem so right. He pulled me more deeply into his embrace and I started to relax, a feeling of warmth spreading through me. He kissed me, slipping his tongue between my lips briefly, before leaving me to rejoin Michael and his resident. Claire was quick to return and sat beside me once more, taking Drake's place.
"Everything OK?" She smiled at me. 
"Yes," I said lightly. 
"Good. Let's go. I'm going to take you out to my favorite African fast food restaurant."
I nodded and stood, adjusting my skirt, and taking my bag. As we left the room, Drake glanced back at me, touching his lips briefly as if in a kiss. He smiled and the gesture sent a thrill through me. But I couldn't help notice how attentive Sam was, watching us both closely. She was smiling slightly, as if she was happy to be working with him again. I couldn't help it – I had these visions of her changing her mind about kink, seducing Drake, and of them getting together. She was a neurosurgical resident. Right up his alley. It made sense that people in the same field fell in love and got married. I wasn't in his field at all.
I bit back my jealousy, which rose up from somewhere deep inside despite everything Drake had said moments earlier, and left the club, following in Claire's perfumed wake.
 
 

 
 
Claire and I grabbed some chicken from a fast food restaurant in downtown Nairobi before she drove me back to the hotel. We ate in the room and then she said goodbye, promising to take me shopping on a day she had off, show me where it was safe to shop and where to buy food. 
I Skyped my father before eleven as I had promised, so he got it before he went to his club, letting him know we'd arrived safely and were in our hotel. He seemed preoccupied with his nomination business and looked a bit tired, but it was very early back in Manhattan. 
I spent the rest of the evening alone, surrounded by the opulence of the hotel, watching cable television news, reading the daily paper. Then, I had a long bath, preparing myself in case Drake was in the mood when he returned. I didn’t expect he would be because we'd both had such a long day with the trip and the mixer, and he'd spent hours at the hospital, but just in case, I wanted to be ready. 
Drake was late coming home. I was in bed reading a paperback I bought in the airport when I heard the hotel door open. 
"There you are," I said when he entered the bedroom. He came right over to the bed and leaned down to kiss me. "Sorry I'm so late on our first night in Nairobi," he said as he started to undo his tie. "The patient decompensated and we had to go in and operate to remove a subdural hematoma to relieve pressure on his brain. Poor kid. Don't know why parents don’t put their kids in proper car seats. If they saw what I saw on a regular basis, they'd never get in a car without one."
I put my book down. "That's so sad. Will he be OK?"
Drake shrugged as he removed his cufflinks and unbuttoned his cuffs. "If he survives the night, his chances are good. The next few hours will be critical. It was nice to be in surgery again, but I was exhausted, so I was glad I was only watching." He finished undressing and then went to the bathroom where he washed his face and brushed his teeth. 
When he was done, he turned off the lights in the rest of the suite and crept into bed beside me.
"I'm exhausted. Go ahead and keep reading if you want, but I have to crash."
"No, that's fine," I said and put my book on the nightstand. I turned off the light, a bit sad that he wasn’t in the mood. I slipped back under the covers and lay in the darkness. Drake snuggled closer to me, his arm around my waist.
"You know I wish I could fuck you, Ms. Bennet," he said, a note of humor in his voice. "But I'm afraid I'd fall asleep in the middle and since I'm such a deep sleeper, you'd be trapped beneath me all night and suffocate…"
I smiled in the darkness. At least he still had his sense of humor. "Don't worry," I said, biting back the small tinge of disappointment. "I can wait. I went a whole year without sex before I met you. What's one night?"
"Oh, God, one night is far too long…"
He pulled me more closely against him and sighed heavily. He kissed my neck, my jaw and then my lips. 
"Tomorrow. I promise. I'm going to make you come four times. You're going to be sore, and so satiated that you beg me to give you a break."
I smiled and buried my head in his shoulder. He kissed me softly and then stroked my cheek. "Goodnight, my love," he said.
"Goodnight." 
Then I turned over so that he lay behind me, one hand around my waist, the other hand beneath my breast. In mere minutes, I could hear he was asleep. I lay in the darkness, his warmth permeating my body, and thought about the evening. Despite being tired from all the wine, I couldn't fall asleep, the image of him in such an intimate pose with Sam at the party, how she'd leaned in close to him, all smiles, touching his arm, plaguing my mind's eye. She was beautiful, smart, and was a surgeon. She'd had sex with him before. She'd be with him more than I would be during the next few weeks while he shadowed Michael at the hospital. 
I had to trust Drake that he truly wasn't interested in her. It was nothing. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER TWO
 
 
We slept in late, and when I woke, Drake was lying beside me, facing my back, one arm curled under his head, a pillow on top to block out the light. Despite the chill from the air conditioning, he was uncovered, his body so beautiful in the morning light. 
I stretched and slipped out of bed, careful not to wake him. I went to the bathroom, showering quickly. Then, I brushed my teeth and slipped back into bed beside him, my back still facing him. I pulled the sheet over my naked body and lay with my eyes open, unable to fall back to sleep, wondering what the day would bring and what Drake had planned. He'd been to Nairobi several times over the years and knew the city pretty well, thanks to the good hosting skills of Michael and Claire. He knew the tourist traps and the local hangouts. As usual, I felt in good hands with Drake. So competent. So in control.
Long moments passed as I waited for Drake to awaken, and finally, I heard the sheets rustle and he slipped his arm around me and pulled me against his body. Immediately, my body warmed at his touch, the warmth from his bare skin on mine.
"Good morning, future Mrs. Drake Morgan."
I smiled and lay on my back, turning to look in his face. "You mean Ms. Katherine McDermott, future wife of Drake Morgan, M.D."
"You're not going to take my name?" His voice was light, but there was a note of hesitancy in it. Drake was always so playful, I wasn't sure if it was mock or real.
"We never really talked about it." I watched his expression. "I always swore as a modern feminist that I'd never take on a man's name if I married."
His eyes were hooded, the slightest smile on his lips. "You don't appreciate patriarchal traditions?" I could hear barely suppressed mirth in his voice.
"I'm not a possession."
He said nothing for a moment and I waited, my breath held. The mood in the room had chilled suddenly. 
I exhaled finally. "Do you want me to take your name?"
"Of course. As my slave, you must take on your master's name…"
I frowned and stared in his eyes. Then, he burst out laughing and tickled me. I squirmed under this touch, and giggled uncontrollably.
"I'm kidding," he said. "I always assumed you'd keep your own name so I was only playing around when I called you Mrs. Drake Morgan. It's the most formal thing I could think of at the time."
When he stopped tickling me, I took in a deep breath.
"I'm serious, Drake," I said and reached out to brush a hank of his hair from his eyes. "What do you want?"
"I want you to be mine completely, but that's more a matter of the mind and soul. A name is just a name and if you don't feel it, taking on my name would mean nothing."
"I thought you wanted me to remain my own woman. Those were your words."
He exhaled. "Of course I do. But one who gives herself to me completely. That's what marriage is. Complete and total exclusion of all others. We are each other's property. No one else's."
I nodded. "I will and I do."
"Good. Whatever you decide about taking my name is fine, as long as you marry me." He pulled me closer and kissed me softly on the lips. Then he pulled back. "Hey, no fair! You already showered and brushed your teeth."
I grinned and slipped my arms around his waist, nuzzling his neck, kissing the skin beneath his ear, enjoying the smooth skin of his back beneath my hands. "Early bird gets the fresh breath."
He tickled me again and I squirmed, laughing as I tried to wriggle away from him. Then he rolled out of bed and strode to the bathroom, his morning erection delicious looking. I felt a twitch in my groin at the sight of his naked butt through the bathroom doorway as he stood at the toilet. He had such a wonderful body, his muscles smooth and well-defined, but he wasn't too cut so that he looked like granite, like some bodybuilders. He had some flesh on his body, the way I liked it. 
"How often do you work out?" I called from the bed. 
He turned to the sink and washed his hands. "Before I met you? Couple times a week. After I met you? Zero. I'll have to use the university weight room and track if I don't want to become a fat old man."
"You'll never be a fat old man, Drake. You're too conscious of your health. Besides, I saw pictures of your father when he was in his fifties. He was still well built and trim. You'll be like him."
"Hope so." 
He turned on the shower and stepped in. When he was done drying off, he returned to the bedroom and practically jumped onto the bed. He crept over and lay on top of me, his hair still damp and hanging in his eyes, his thick black eyelashes wet and clumped together. His body weight feeling very delicious, the touch of his naked skin on mine arousing me even more, a twitch between my thighs, a surge of desire in my body.
"I hope you're not teasing me, Doctor Morgan," I said, my voice a bit breathless, "Coming back here still wet and naked and lying on top of me. I hope you intend to follow through."
He pulled away, an expression of mock-affront on his face. "Whatever could you possibly mean, Ms. Bennet? Me tease you? Not follow through? I would never be so cruel…Don't I always finish what I start?"
"You do. You always please me. I hope I always please you as well."
"You do," he said and kissed my shoulder. "But there is one thing I’d like to try that I haven’t."
My eyes widened. "And that is?"
He grinned evilly and pressed his lips next to my ear. "Big." His lips brushed my cheek, his tongue slipping out to touch my neck.
My eyes widened. "Oh, God…" I burst out laughing at that. 
"Kate, don’t laugh at my desires," he said, his face suddenly serious. I immediately felt very bad for having laughed at his confession. 
"I'm sorry," I said and touched his cheek. "I told you already that he won’t fit so it would be a waste of time."
He stared at me without moving. 
"I tried, believe me," I said, not wanting to ruin the mood.
"You had orgasms with it."
"Yes, but that was purely clitoral," I said. "I never got him inside."
"I could get it inside of you." His eyes were half-hooded.
"No, I don’t think so. You haven't seen it. Waaay too big."
"You want a friendly wager?" he said, his voice slightly husky. "I'll bet you three free orgasms that I can get Big inside of you and make you come when I do."
I looked at him, my mouth open. I narrowed my eyes. "That's a win-win for you because you know you'll give those orgasms regardless. Besides, it would hurt."
He shook his head. "No, it wouldn't. I'd have you so worked up that when it was finally inside, you'd come immediately."
I smiled and turned away. "I don't know…" 
"Is this a hard limit, Ms. Bennet?"
"When you call me Ms. Bennet, I can’t be a sub."
"I know," he said, smiling guiltily. "Katherine. Is it a hard limit?"
I looked at him, noting the seriousness in his expression, and finally, I shook my head. 
"Of course not. If you say I'll enjoy it, I know I will. You've always been right. I trust you completely."
He nodded. "Good," he said, sounding pleased. "No wager, then. You packed it in the boxes we had sent here before we left?" 
"Yes."
"Good," he said again. "Our boxes are already in storage. When I get it, I'll show you just how good it can make you feel."
 Then he kissed me and I was swept up in his passion, all thoughts of whether Big would fit or what name I'd take when I married him erased by the heat he aroused in me with his touch, and the tiny kisses he pressed against my cheek, down my neck and throat. When he reached my breasts, he moved his lips over each one, burying his face between them, his hand squeezing one, my nipple caught between his thumb and finger. My back arched when he sucked it, his lips tender, his tongue warm and wet. Jolts of lust surged through my body as he sucked and squeezed my breasts, and I groaned, pressing myself against him.
"That's what I want to hear," he murmured against my skin as he traced a line from my nipple to my belly, circling my navel. I exhaled and writhed beneath his mouth.
He pulled his mouth away and glanced up at me. "I'm going to have to restrain you, Katherine, if you don't lie still."
"I can't…" I gasped when he flicked his tongue lower, my body jerking in response. 
"Hold onto the headboard," he said. "Keep your legs still."
I complied, trying to keep still as he demanded, but I couldn't stop moving as his tongue sent stabs of pleasure through me. My body shuddered with each touch, and it didn’t take long before I lost whatever control I still had.
"Sir, I'm going to…"
He didn’t stop as he usually would, so he could build me up even more before he gave me my release. Instead, before I could even think, he was inside of me, shoving into me fully. He laid on top of me, resting on his elbows, his arms on either side of my head. It was almost enough to send me over, but he didn’t move. He merely lay there, fully inside me, and kissed me.
I squeezed myself around him, needing the stimulation, but he stopped me, breaking the kiss. 
"Stop," he said, his voice deep and warm. "Lie still."
I tried, my body vibrating with need.
"What are you…" I started to ask, my mind spinning, confused.
"Shh," he said and kissed me once more, his tongue finding mine, sucking mine into his mouth. We lay there for several long moments, his mouth on mine, his body covering me, filling me entirely. 
I wrapped my legs around his waist.
"Don't move," he said again. I stopped, waiting, so in need of more stimulation. 
Anything.
We lay there a few moments longer and I was practically panting. Finally, he began to thrust slowly, deliberately slowly, his face over mine, his eyes burning into mine. 
"Sir—" I started to say, but he covered my mouth with his, drowning out my words. He thrust hard and deep and I went over, pleasure spreading down my legs and up into my chest, my breathing erratic. My muscles clenched around him as he thrust harder and faster. Then he came as well, his body tensing, his face a grimace of pleasure.
We lay with our limbs entwined for a few moments, both of us breathing heavily.
Finally, he slipped out of me, leaving me empty, but he remained on top of me, my legs around his waist, arms around his neck.
"Sir, we've become very vanilla," I said, smiling against his shoulder.
He pulled back, one eyebrow quirked. "Not enough kink for you, Ms. Bennet? It sure felt and sounded like you enjoyed it."
"I did," I said, biting my bottom lip. "But is it good enough for you?"
"Being with you, any way I can be with you, is good enough for me. But I'll make a special trip to the hardware store next weekend so we can play a bit once we get our own place. I promise…" He glanced around the room. "This bed is no good for bondage, and I don't want the butler to find any spreader bars or other implements of pleasure so we'll have to make do with plain old dominance. But you have to learn to obey, Katherine, or I'll have to stop being so indulgent and smack that pretty pink ass of yours."
"Am I bad sub?" I said, batting my eyelashes playfully. 
"You are very bad," he said and kissed my neck. "I’d deny you an orgasm in punishment but you're far too responsive and would come despite my best efforts."
I sighed and squeezed him more tightly. "Do you think there are dungeon parties in Nairobi?"
"There are dungeon parties wherever there are enough kinky people. I happen to know there are dungeon parties here because I went to one when I was here before. Do you want me to find out when the next event is scheduled?" 
"I want you to be happy, Drake. If you need more kink, more D/s, I'm game."
"I am happy," he said and kissed me. "I have everything I could want. You're here with me. I have a teaching job and a surgical slate. I'm working with an old friend. Being able to help out here in Africa." He shook his head slowly. "You don’t have to worry about that. The only thing that would make me happier would be to know that you couldn’t be happier."
I smiled. I felt the need to say I couldn’t be happier too, but I didn't say it. There was a lingering bit of doubt inside of me about whether I could be happy here. Not with Drake – he was everything I could imagine in a man. But being here. Being thousands of miles away from my family and familiar places. Being out of school. No job. No classes.
Drake would be working twelve-hour days and being on call on the weekends. I would have to make my own life if I didn't want to feel lonely and neglected.
"You make me happy," I said finally. He nodded, but there was an expression in his face that I couldn't name – something between disappointment and acceptance. 
"It's only six months," he said and kissed my chin. "Before you know it, we'll be returning to Manhattan and will start planning our wedding."
I smiled. We hadn't even found a place to live yet and he was already thinking ahead to our wedding. That tiny seed of doubt withered a bit at that and I sighed, relaxing into his warm embrace.
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Later, after we showered together and dressed, we went to the restaurant for breakfast and as I sipped my second cup of coffee, Drake called our Real Estate Agent Jan about appointments to see houses.
Drake slipped his cell into a pocket. "Jan has three lined up for this afternoon. I thought we might spend the day in bed, but I'd like to jump on this, get a place as soon as possible. Michael wants me to start at the hospital on Monday. Classes start the following week and I have lots of work to do to get ready."
I sighed with contentment and watched him finish his breakfast, deciding what I'd do with myself while he was gone. In Manhattan, I had my own life to keep me busy. Here in Nairobi, I would be busy setting up our house or apartment and then thinking about my art. I knew no one except Michael and Claire but there was a local chapter of Doctors Without Borders in Nairobi that I could join. I could volunteer, do office work, work on the newsletter. I'd see what they needed. I would meet some local people that way. Claire had spoken of open studio classes at the Institute. I'd check that out as well. There'd be students my age who were busy working on their art. 
It was then I felt incredibly lucky, with so much free time and absolutely no responsibilities other than making Drake happy when we were together.
He looked up at me from his food. "What are you thinking about?"
I smiled. "About the open studio courses at the Institute that Claire mentioned to me. I want to check it out, see if they have space. I have that series of paintings to finish that I started in Manhattan. Plus, they have studio space for students. "
Drake made a face, trying to hold back a smile. "Not more nudes of me sleeping I hope."
"No," I said with a grin. "You naked in the bath. You naked sitting on the couch. You naked standing at the window, drinking a coffee…"
He laughed. "Can't I be wearing some boxers or something? Not everyone wants to see my parts."
"The collection will be for me. And maybe I'll let you wear some boxer briefs. No tighty whities for you."
"Never," he said, making a face of mock horror and holding up his fingers, crossed as if to ward off a vampire. Then he was more serious, a frown creasing his brow. "But I thought we'd find a house with space for a studio. You wouldn't have to worry about finding space anywhere or working out a schedule."
I smiled when the waiter poured more coffee, and while I stirred in some sugar, I thought about my response. "That would be nice, but part of the reason you work at a studio is to meet other artists. Be inspired by their work."
"You mean like the three stooges at the studio in Chelsea?"
"They weren't stooges!" I said, remembering my brief time at the studio. "Well, maybe Jules…"
"I must confess I really didn't feel comfortable with you being alone with three men," Drake said, his voice a bit hesitant.
"Drake," I said, a tiny bit of amusement at his jealousy building in me. "I have to have a life for myself, like you have. Maybe I should be jealous of you with all those pretty young OR nurses, not to mention young aspiring female brain surgeons…"
"Ha!" He shook his head. "Skilled OR nurses are hard to find. They tend to be very bossy. They run the OR, in case you didn't realize it. We surgeons come in when they're all ready and do our bit and then leave. As to the surgical residents, most of the time they're far too exhausted to have affairs. Don't let the television shows fool you." He took my hand. "You have no reason to be jealous."
I smiled at his descriptions. "Neither do you. I doubt there are many gorgeous brilliant talented and sexually dominant artists who could hope to hold a candle to you, Dr. Delish. You don't have to worry, either."
"Well," he said. "If you really want to explore the local artist hangouts, if you really want studio time somewhere, I won't stop you. But I reserve the right to be jealous if your fellow artists are too attractive."
"I reserve the right if the OR nurses and residents are sexy young things."
"Agreed."
He said it and I could see him trying to force a smile. I hoped he wouldn't be jealous. Couldn't he understand that I had absolutely no interest in other men at all? It was like they were neutral, not even fantasy material. Drake was everything to me. He was warm and strong, sexually experienced and skilled, intelligent and caring. He was all I needed or wanted. He had no reason to be jealous at all.
Then I realized that maybe, just maybe, that’s the way he felt about me.
 
 
 

 
 
After we finished, we took a stroll on the grounds, checking out the local environment. The weather was warm, the sky clear except for a light haze and a few high wispy clouds. We could be in Atlanta or San Francisco. There was nothing to indicate we were in Africa and so while I felt comfortable, and not out of my element, I did want to experience Kenya and especially go on safari.
For the rest of the morning, what was left of it, we sat in our room and read the papers, a few-days-old New York Times, the London Times and a local Nairobi newspaper. I checked my email and found one from my father. He was extremely busy with his campaign, and although I had only been away from Manhattan for four days, I felt a momentary pang of regret that I wouldn't see him or Elaine for almost six months. When I did return at the end of July, he would be in full swing for the election in November. He had to win the nomination for the congressional district and was waiting on a key endorsement from a powerhouse in the Republican Party but it was pretty much assured he'd win. As a respected Justice of the Supreme Court of New York State, he had weight and was touted to easily defeat any rival who might also seek the seat.
My father was in pretty good shape for his age, but he had a serious belly on him and I worried about the stress of the campaign. I'd be there for the run-up to the election and would help him out if I could at any campaign functions, despite our political differences. He was a good man. 
Drake's cell rang and he answered. It was either Michael or the real estate agent and I listened to see who it was. 
"We'll meet you in the lobby in fifteen."
Drake ended the call and turned to me. "Jan will be here in fifteen to take us to our first appointment. A place in Kihingo Village."
"Where's that?"
"North and west of Nairobi's city center in Kitusuru. Gated, walled and really upscale. He has five houses available there, but we'll only see three today."
I nodded, wondering what it would be like to live in a gated community. Besides my own tiny apartment in Harlem, I'd lived in the same apartment in Manhattan since I was born and was free to go anywhere in the city I wanted using Manhattan's wonderful transit system. Nairobi wasn't safe, depending on where you were, and so it would take some getting used to.
 
 

 
 
Jan, our real estate agent, had moved to Kenya from Denmark a decade earlier. He had a thick Danish accent, and was very relaxed as he spoke about the community with rich expat Americans working at the University, area hospitals, or for one of the corporations located in Nairobi. We took his late-model BMW and he skillfully maneuvered the roads in Nairobi, taking us north to the Kitusuru Estates in the Kihingo Village where the first house was located. A guardhouse with a gate marked the entrance to the estate. Beyond the gate, the estate was lush and green, with mature trees and fields. 
We drove through the gated entrance of the community with huge houses and expansive lots filled with grass and trees and green spaces. There was even a man-made lake and picturesque bridges crossing streams. It looked like a very expensive suburb outside of any American city. Drake was right when he said we wouldn't even know we were in Africa.
The streets were wide and paved. A few children rode on bicycles, or played soccer on a pitch near the lake. It was quaint and I knew it would be quiet. We drove past a small shopping center with a large parking lot where dozens of cars were parked, shoppers walking to and fro with bags and carts filled with their purchases.
The houses were so much larger compared to what was typical in Manhattan. It was anything but what I was used to, having lived in Manhattan all my life. I couldn't imagine Drake and me living in a house so large. It looked more like something from Housewives of Beverly Hills. I didn't know how I'd fit in.
We stopped in front of a huge red brick house, the exterior elegant, and it seemed to be recently landscaped. It looked brand new.
"This one has four bedrooms and four bathrooms, a huge lot with a swimming pool, and there's a community tennis court, a track and shopping all within the compound."
I turned to Drake, who was eager to get out of the car and explore. "Do we really need a place so big?"
He took my hand. "No, but we can invite people to come and stay with us. Plus, you can use a room as a studio. I'll have an office and we could have a guest room."
I nodded, and took in a deep breath as we entered the house. Its huge entry was cavernous, with a chandelier in the circular foyer. The flooring was white marble tile and dark wood, the walls white, the appointments in burnished silver. I stopped in the entry and tried to imagine entering and not being impressed. 
We walked through the house, and I barely heard Jan as he described the amenities. The rooms were large with high ceilings, the great room vaulted with floor to ceiling windows looking out over the back yard, which was three times as big as the house itself. The bathroom off the master bedroom was a work of art, all marble and gilded faucets, mirrors and tile. Besides a huge bathtub, there was a two-person shower, all glass and tile, with several showerheads of varying purposes. The vanity was dark wood and had double sinks. 
Double doors lead to a patio off the master that adjoined the patio off the great room. Beyond the patio was the swimming pool. I could imagine sitting on the patio in the morning after a swim, reading the papers and drinking my morning coffee. 
Jan showed us the other rooms, and Drake claimed the smallest one as his office and the third was allocated as the guest room. Finally, we entered a room almost as large as the master bedroom.
"This could be your studio," Drake said, smiling indulgently at me. The room was filled with light and would be perfect for a studio. I already imagined where I'd set up my easel and table for my paints and supplies. The small powder room off the bedroom would be a great place to wash up after a painting session. A set of patio doors looked out over the lawn. There was a central green space separating the other huge houses, which were far enough away and shielded by trees and brush so that no one could look directly into the house or yard. 
Drake stood and watched me as I walked around. Jan remained back in the kitchen, speaking on his phone to check on our next appointment. 
"It's amazing," I said, standing in the center of the room.
"It is, isn't it?" Drake said, excitement in his eyes. "So much better than the studio in Chelsea and that tiny room you had."
I nodded. "I'd still want to get some studio space in the city," I said as I examined the closet. "Otherwise, I'll get really lonely with you gone all day."
"Of course," he said, but I heard hesitation in his voice. 
I went to him and slid my arms around his waist. "You don't sound very certain."
He shook his head and put his arms around my shoulders. He smiled lightly. "Of course I am. I can't keep you hidden away like some priceless jewel, now, can I? What kind of future-husband would I be? Typical masculine jealousy creeping in. Ignore it."
He bent down to me, his kiss warm. Then he pulled me into an even tighter embrace, lifting me off my feet. 
"I can't wait for us to make one of these places our home. Buying groceries, cooking meals together, swimming in the pool, walking the streets, sleeping in late on the weekends. Using these rain shower stalls. I can think of a thousand things to do once we're moved in and all alone."
I smiled up at him. "You can? What could you possibly mean?"
He grinned at me, his eyes twinkling. "I'll have to make a pit stop at the local hardware store for some rope and maybe a few hooks and padlocks. I can't wait to tie you up and keep you so sexually satisfied, you'll never want to leave the grounds."
"I can't wait either. But I'll still have to go out now and then..."
"Now and then." He squeezed me once more and then ended the embrace. We went back to the kitchen where Jan stood waiting for us.
"Well? What did you think?" Jan turned to me as if I was the one to decide.
"I can't imagine seeing anything more wonderful than this house."
"It is the nicest. But there are a few others I've arranged, so if you're ready, we can go."
We followed him out to the car, and I glanced back, wondering if we'd take this place or one of the other houses we were scheduled to see. I thought I could be happy here and really wasn’t sure if we needed to see other properties, but we'd at least look at them and decide once we had all the information.
The next two houses were smaller than the last, and lacked character. 
"Properties are really scarce this time of year," Jan said as we drove away. "These three are all I have in this area. We can see others tomorrow, but this is by far the nicest community in the city."
 
 
 

 
 
 
On our way back to the hotel, Jan drove us by the first house once more as if to entice us, but I needed little enticing. I could really see us there and couldn't wait to get into it. I'd see what else Jan had, but he said it was the nicest property he'd be showing us. Part of me thought we should take it and move in without seeing the others. 
Drake took my hand as we drove out of the gated community. He kissed my knuckles.
"What did you think?" His blue eyes searched my face.
"I loved the first house. I'd take it now, if it was up to me."
"My thoughts exactly," he said and smiled. "Jan, I think our minds are made up. We like the first house."
Jan laughed from the front seat. "I thought you'd like it. Consider it done. I'm the renting agent on that one and if you give me the deposit, it's yours. The current renters have moved out, but it has to be cleaned. You can have it in ten days once the paperwork goes through." 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Drake started at the hospital on the following Monday, doing rounds with Michael and meeting with his prospective patients. I was alone all morning and spent my time writing down a list of things we'd need to buy once we moved in. Mostly, things for our kitchen and bathrooms, cleaning supplies, toiletries, sheets and towels. Claire called and took me shopping in the afternoon since it was her day off. We went to a mall that she felt was safe. 
That night, Drake had to stay late to work with Michael, whom he was shadowing, helping out with Michael's young pediatric neurosurgery patients and any neurology patients who came in the Emergency Room, and overseeing the Residents. I waited for him, but finally was too tired to wait any longer and so I went to bed, turning off the light and lying in the huge bed alone. I missed him, despite my busy day.
Drake arrived at the hotel near midnight. He was quiet as he walked through the suite, and I knew he must be exhausted. He came into the bedroom and stood in the darkness, undressing. He must have thought I was asleep, as he didn’t come over or say anything. He went to the bathroom and washed his face and brushed his teeth, then came to bed naked, slipping beneath the sheets, moving closer to me but not touching me, as if he didn't want to wake me.
I lay in silence and pretended to be asleep. In truth, I would have liked it if he woke me up so I could talk to him, but he must have been too tired. Instead, I lay quietly and listened to his breathing, which was slow and deep. In a very short time, perhaps less than five minutes, I could tell he was asleep by how slowly and deeply he breathed.
I hoped every day wasn’t like today. I'd grown so spoiled, having him with me every day and night for the past two months. I knew I had to let him go and be a surgeon, for it was his calling, but I would miss him.
My art would have to fill up my time.
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER THREE
 
 
On Friday night, after a week of working twelve-hour days, coming home before midnight and crawling into bed beside me before falling fast asleep, Drake took the evening off. Michael made it a rule to take Fridays off unless there was an emergency and so he and Claire picked us up at the hotel to take us out for authentic Nairobi cuisine. We arrived in the city center without collision. Somehow, Michael managed to find a parking spot and we walked the rest of the way to the restaurant, whose hand-painted sign read 'Ranalo's' and featured a picture of a cauldron over a fire.
"They serve really great home-cooked food, local cuisine. You should try the tilapia – it's great and very fresh."
We entered the restaurant, with bamboo chairs and tables and whitewashed walls. The restaurant was busy, but we found a table with an umbrella on the patio, exposed to the night sky. Then, like at Katz's in Manhattan, we went to a cafeteria-style display and ordered our food. I chose the fresh grilled tilapia as did Drake, while Michael ordered the beef and Claire ordered a mixed grill plate. We paid for our food and then sat down to wait for the servers to bring us our meals.
While we waited, I observed the other patrons – a mix of Africans and Europeans, sitting at their tables, talking and laughing, eating the colorful aromatic food and drinking beer. The food smelled delicious and my stomach growled. 
"So Miss Katherine," Michael said to me as he sipped a beer. "Tell us what your plans are while you're in Nairobi. As you can see from this first full week, I'm afraid I'm going to be keeping Drake very busy with surgery and teaching. I've been working on him for years to come and help out here at the college, and now that I have him, I'm not letting go easily."
"I understand," I said, proud of Drake. "I'm going to spend time painting."
"Kate's an artist and plans on doing some wildlife art while she's here," Drake said, smiling at me as if he was proud.
"I've always wanted to focus on my art, but have been so busy with school I haven’t had the chance." 
Claire turned to me. "I can take you out on safari if you like. I know some great outfitters and tour guides. Once you get settled, let me know and I'll arrange things."
"Thank you," I said, a bit overwhelmed with everything. "I'd like that."
I turned to Drake and smiled at him. He squeezed my hand under the table. 
Then, two young women walked into the restaurant, their laughter loud. I peered at them and saw that one of them was Sam. One of her fellow residents was with her, and the two of them were all dressed up in pretty cocktail dresses, looking like they were out for a night on the town.
Drake saw her and I noticed a flash of displeasure on his face. Michael turned when Sam came over.
"Hello," she said. "Fancy meeting all of you here."
Claire turned around, her face all surprised. Michael and Drake stood, pushing back their chairs. 
"What a coincidence," Michael said, extending his hand to Sam. Then he shook the other young woman's hand. "Camille." 
"Someone mentioned Ranalo's the other day and I remembered how good their fish is," Sam said. She barely looked at me. "We finished up with a case and decided some fresh fish was in order." 
Then, she turned to Drake. "Drake, you know Camille Johannsen, from my hometown in South Africa. You met her at the faculty mixer."
Drake's face was a bit flushed, and his smile forced. "Of course," he said and shook Camille's hand. Drake fastened the button on his suit jacket. "You remember Kate, my fiancée."
I smiled and nodded at Camille and Sam. A round of 'nice to see you again' ensued and then Sam smiled at Claire. 
"Nice to see you again, Claire."
Claire smiled back but said nothing.
Sam turned back to Michael and Drake. "Well, we won't keep you. There's a table over in the corner we better snag if we want to eat."
Everyone smiled and nodded, and then both Drake and Michael sat back down.
"Camille is an outstanding new doctor from South Africa," Michael said. "She did her MD there and is here to specialize."
Drake nodded and took a sip of his drink. He seemed unsettled to see Sam again. Maybe she made him as uncomfortable as she made me. I took his hand under the table and squeezed. He turned to me quickly and his face relaxed a bit, the tension seeming to seep out of his brow. He leaned over and kissed me on the cheek.
Sam was a bad memory, nothing more. Drake was probably only concerned with how he was going to deal with her, given their history. I relaxed a bit and tried to enjoy the night.
Claire glanced at me and smiled, raising her glass.
 
 

 
 
The food arrived and was delicious, the fish so fresh and tasty, grilled with some vegetables on the side. I drank a beer, which was refreshing, and Claire and I spent the time listening to Drake and Michael catch up on their respective careers as neurosurgeons, and reminisce about old times.
"Tell me about your father," Michael said, his face losing it's perpetually smiling demeanor. "I know he died on a trip to Somalia. It must have been such a shock."
Drake nodded, now somber as well. "Even knowing he was putting himself in danger, I didn't expect him to die in a plane crash. I thought he'd get shot in an attack."
Drake was quiet for a minute, taking a long swig of his beer. 
"Tell me what happened," Michael said, his voice soft. "I read an article in a newsletter, but don't know the details."
Drake sighed. "He was flying with a nurse and a local physician to work in a field hospital with the Red Cross. The engine of their small plane failed and they crashed about ten miles from the runway. It took a few days to find the crash site. Luckily, they were still in the cabin or there might have been nothing left of them due to scavengers." 
"He's buried in Ethiopia?"
Drake nodded. "Before the accident, we talked about his final wishes, in case he was killed in the fighting. He said he wanted to be cremated and his ashes spread in Ethiopia, which was his favorite place. Told me to find a really big Baobab tree and spread his ashes beneath it so that his carbon would feed the tree. He was such a romantic at heart. I did that last year when I visited."
"Where was I?" Michael said. "I would have liked to go with you."
"You were at a conference in London."
Michael nodded and took a long sip of his beer. We were silent while the waiter took away our plates. 
Then Claire spoke, breaking the silence. 
"You wouldn’t think to meet Liam that he had such a soft heart, but he did," she said, turning to me, her expression wistful, a slight smile on her face. "He was so calm in an emergency, as if chaos made him feel in control. Many people panic when there's an emergency, but not Liam. He always thrived under those conditions."
"You knew him well?" I said, wanting to hear more about the legendary wild trauma surgeon. 
"I met him through Doctors Without Borders," she said. "We invited Liam to stay with us when he was in Nairobi."
"Liam made sure Drake came to Africa with him one year. We hit it off right away," Michael said, turning to Drake. "I've been trying to get him to come to teach at the college for years. I sure miss Liam, though. He'd stop in whenever he was in Africa. Made a point of visiting even though we have no wars going on, other than on the streets."
We all nodded, somber about the recent violence in Nairobi. 
"I tried to talk to Liam into working here in our trauma center, but he preferred the battlefield."
"His first medical experiences were on the battlefield in Vietnam," Drake said. "The streets of Baltimore were too tame for him. That's why he volunteered to come to Somalia. He went the way he would have wanted," Drake replied, a sad smile on his face. "Flying over Africa on his way to the battlefield. He was more afraid of dying an old man."
"Still, he had many good years left in him."
Drake nodded and we sat in silent contemplation of Liam, the man that played so heavily in Drake's life despite his benign neglect. I wished I had had the chance to meet him and wondered if I'd love him as much as everyone else seemed to. 
Claire turned to me. "We see Drake as the son we never had," she said, looking at Drake with obvious affection on her face. "We had four girls, so Michael felt quite indulgent towards Drake." 
I smiled. She felt a certain ownership of Drake. He was lucky to have a foster family like them. He had my father and Michael – he was a man who seemed to bring out the fatherly instinct in older men for some reason, perhaps because he missed his own father so much.
As we left the restaurant, past the line of patrons waiting to get inside, I felt really good about our trip to Africa. Other than the crazy traffic, the city felt like any other big metropolitan city I'd been in. There were many expatriate Americans in Nairobi and with Michael and Claire as friends, I relaxed a bit. Then, I glanced back once more and saw Sam and Camille leaning in close together as if sharing a secret, their eyes on Drake. 
 
 

 
 
 
The drive back to the hotel was a bit less eventful as people seemed to have returned to their homes and there was less general noise on the streets and intersections. Michael and Claire said their goodbyes and invited us to their home on the weekend for a nice meal and swim in their pool. We waved as they drove off. 
Now, we were alone, starting our new life in Nairobi. We stood in the entrance to the hotel and glanced up at the dark sky. The city lights blocked out some of the stars, but there were still quite a few blinking through the light pollution. 
"And now, Ms. Bennet, let's go to our room. I want a swim in the pool and then you."
I smiled as he took my hand, leading me into the hotel and down the hallways to our suite in the far wing, which overlooked a wide expanse of green and a copse of trees in the distance. I went to stand on the balcony to see what stars were visible. I took out my iPhone and Googled the night sky in Nairobi so I could identify the brightest stars. I could make out Vega and Altair due to the light pollution. Out on safari, the sky would be amazing. 
Drake came up behind me, slipping his arms around my waist, his cheek pressed against mine. He kissed my neck, his breath warm on my skin. 
“I missed you all week.”
I turned and faced him, my arms threading around his neck. “I missed you all week.”
“I’ll be away a lot at first,” he said, pulling my hips against his. “I promise I’ll do my best to make it up to you when I’m home.”
"I can't wait to go on safari and see the sky in real darkness.” I leaned my head against his chest, enjoying his warmth, the feel of his strong body against me.
"Once we get settled, we'll go, but right now, I can’t wait to blindfold you and restrain you. I have all kinds of plans for you, Katherine.”
I smiled to myself, my body responding to his words, heat rising in me because I knew what would come next.

"You still want to swim first?" I said, when he kissed my neck again. 
"Yes," he said. "I can wait a few more minutes to ravish you."
I laughed and we finally ended the embrace. We went to our suitcases and I stripped and put on my white bikini. It was the one I wore in the Bahamas and I wondered if Drake would remember.
"Oh, I like it," he said, his eyes moving over my body. "I seem to recall trying to take it off one afternoon and being rudely interrupted by your father…"
I laughed and tied the top, my arms behind my back. "No fear of that here."
"When you stand like that, I lose all interest in swimming, Ms. Bennet…"
"I can't help it," I said. "I have to tie up my top."
"I may have to untie it if you keep it up."
I turned away and smiled, enjoying his playfulness. We took towels and went to the outdoor pool, which was deserted at that time of night. Drake was eager and dove in without hesitation, while I sat on the side and dangled my legs in. 
"Come on in," he said as he treaded water before me. "It's heated."
I slipped in and ducked under to get my hair wet. Drake swam over and took me into his arms, and we floated together for a moment, him holding me up. The water was warm, not quite like a bath, but close enough to be comforting, relaxing.
"The view is nice," I said, slipping out of his arms and lying back, floating so I could watch the stars. 
"Yes, it is nice," Drake said, a hint of humor in his voice. He was a foot away, staring at me and I knew what he meant. 
"You get to see that view any time you want," I said in pretend protest. "Look at the sky for a change. The night's really clear."
Drake relented and floated beside me, looking up as well. He sighed heavily and I wondered if he felt it too – all the stress of the past few months draining away – Liam, Maureen, the worry about Dawn revealing Drake's lifestyle.
"This is like heaven," I said. 
"It is."
We floated in silence for a few moments, and then I thought about meeting Sam and Drake's student at the restaurant.
"Quite the coincidence meeting Sam there. Nairobi's a pretty big city."
Drake said nothing for a moment. "I doubt it was a coincidence. Michael must have mentioned it and she decided to show up."
I sighed, my suspicions being true. "Is she going to be a problem?"
"I hope not." He came over to me and took me into his arms so that I sat on his lap in the water. "I don't need any complications right now. I'll be busy at work, teaching and trying to keep you happy."
"Don't worry about keeping me happy," I said. "As long as you're happy and we have time together, I will be happy as well."
 
 

 
 
We returned to our room and I fought the desire to ask Drake about his plans for me. Instead, I merely allowed him to undress me without question, stripping off my bikini top and then slipping the bottoms down my thighs.
"You're so nice and smooth," he whispered once I was naked. He wrapped his arms around me from behind. I said nothing, smiling to myself, unhinged from the warmth of his lips on my skin as he kissed my shoulder and neck. I sighed as he lifted my thigh and slid his erection between my legs, rubbing it against me. He knew what to do to prepare me. 
"I found something," he said and whispered in my ear.
"What?"
"You'll see," he said and kissed me. "Katherine."
He left the bed and then returned a few moments later with a black handkerchief and cuffs in his hands. 
"Lie across the bed, and close your eyes." I complied, barely able to keep a smile off my face. 
Then he took the black handkerchief and used it to blindfold me. 
As usual, when I was blindfolded, I felt my body relax, even as my arousal increased. There was nothing I could do to stop what would happen next, other than to use a safe word, which I didn’t ever want to have to use. Then, he restrained my hands with the cuffs as he fastened them to the side of the bed.
He spread my legs wide and played with my clit, his thumb moving over it slowly, teasing me, building up the sensations. He slid his cock against me and I groaned when the tip pressed against my opening, wanting him to fill me up. When he entered me, I knew it wouldn’t take any time before I'd come and so I turned myself over to his expert hands, his nice thick cock sliding in and out of me, his fingers on my clit supplying even more stimulation. I moaned when he pulled out of me, wanting the stimulation to continue.
He paused for a moment and then I felt something cool drizzle over me. 
"Lie still," he said and stroked me with something – I wasn't sure what it was at first but then I recognized the feel of it. Big. 
I gasped. "When did you get it?"
"Katherine…" he said, stopping his movements. 
"Sorry, Sir," I said, making a face. 
"I went to our storage container. Now, no more questions."
Drake had promised to get it inside of me and that I would come when he did. I bit my lip, a tiny bit of fear in me at the thought.
"Don't be afraid," he said, his voice deep and warm. "Relax."
I tried, taking in a deep breath. He stroked Big over me, focusing on my clit. Then he slipped his cock inside of me, the two sensations enough to overcome my reluctance. He built me back up almost to the point of orgasm, and then stopped his motions, denying me. I moaned when he stopped thrusting. 
"You want it, Katherine?"
"Yes," I said, my body almost vibrating with need. "Please."
"Please, what?"
"Please, Sir."
He slipped himself out of me, his thumb on my clit and then pressed Big to the entrance of my body, which ached, needing something to fill it. As I expected, Big was too big, but Drake didn’t force it inside. Instead, he merely continued to alternate, as he entered me with this cock, slipped out and then pressed the tip of Big to my swollen flesh. After he did this several times, Drake had me so worked up that I thought I'd faint from desire, and that's when he did push Big inside me a bit farther. I panted, for Big was still too big, but I was gone at that point and Drake pushed it deeper, farther than it had ever been before, and when he stroked my clit, white hot pleasure surged through me, my body shuddering as I came hard, my orgasm tearing through me, making me cry out in shock.
"That’s what I want to hear," Drake said, his voice pleased. Then, he withdrew Big from my body, entering me again, his hands gripping my hips as he thrust hard and fast until his own release. He collapsed on top of me, his hands covering mine, his face beside mine, lips at my ear. We lay like that for a few moments, both of us breathing hard. Finally, he rose up and unfastened the cuffs holding my wrists above my head and removed the blindfold. Then he lay on top of me, his lips next to my ear.
"Told you." 
I could hear the triumph in his voice. On my part, I was still too busy recovering to respond, but I couldn’t hold back my smile. 
He rolled off me and lay beside me on the bed, a finger tweaking my nipple. 
"You came really hard." His voice sounded so pleased.
"I did," I said, smiling as he cupped my breast. "I've been denied for quite a while."
"Not denied," he said, his voice a bit wounded. "Kate, I've been busy…"
I turned to him and cupped his face with my hands. "I didn't mean it that way. I was kidding."
"No you weren't," he said and shook his head. "I feel like I'm neglecting you, and that's the last thing in this world I want to do, Kate. Even when I'm at work and busy, you creep into my thoughts and I think of your enticing smile, your green eyes, your incredible breasts, the way you moan when you come… Don't feel like I'm not thinking of you, wanting you, wishing I could be with you. I am."
"I know," I said. "I'm sorry. I didn’t mean to hurt your feelings. I think of you, too. Probably more than you think of me, because you're so busy. But soon, I'll be busy and I won't miss you as much."
"I don't want that," he said. "I want you panting with unmet desire for me when I come home." Then he grinned a little and kissed me. 
"When we go back to Manhattan, will you be as busy as you are here?"
Drake sighed and pulled me closer. "I'll probably play with the band a few times a week, but I won't be as busy with surgery. At NYP I only do the really specialized surgeries so my load is a lot lighter. I do more here because Michael needs someone to help with the cases he gets in from areas where there are few neurosurgeons. I probably will teach a class a year though. You know that I love to teach."
I nodded and remembered how he was teaching even while he did surgery that time I watched him operate on the man with Parkinson's. I thought of how he liked to explain everything to me when it came to BDSM. He was a teacher.
We lay in silence for a while and I felt bad that I'd ruined the mood by mentioning that I felt deprived. He kissed my shoulder and leaned over me. 
"Let's have a shower. I don’t know about you but I'm exhausted."
I smiled and followed him to the bathroom. After a quick shower during which he washed me tenderly, we went to bed, lying together naked, our limbs entwined. Soon, he was asleep beside me, his breathing deep and slow. I tried to shut off my brain but couldn't, thinking back over the evening and the chance meeting with Sam at the restaurant. It was a long time before I relaxed enough to fall asleep.
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER FOUR
 
 
The weekend went too fast and then the next week was the same as the first. Drake was gone at the crack of dawn and stayed at the hospital until late evening. I spent my time working on my art and when I needed a break, I contacted the local chapter of Doctors Without Borders to offer my services in case they needed anyone to write for their newsletter or in the office.
I spoke with the office manager, a woman named Jirani, offering my services as a writer or working in the office. She agreed to send me the newsletter so I could see the kind of articles published and decide if there was anything from my time in Mangaize that I wanted to rework for publication. She also agreed to provide me with the meeting schedule so I could attend and report on anything that was newsworthy.
I was pleased, and eager to put my journalism skills to work. The next meeting wasn't for a month, so I would spend my time going over past issues and working on a piece for the next edition.
Work on my series of paintings of Drake progressed during the day when Drake was away at the hospital with Michael. I worked on one piece of Drake in the huge claw foot tub, his skin luminous in the morning light, beads of water on his skin, his black hair wet, his eyelashes clumped and dark against his clear blue eyes.
As for Drake, he contacted me frequently, sending little texts throughout the day to let me know what he was doing and how things were going. 
 
So tired, and was hoping to come home early tonight, but we have some critically ill pediatric patients flown in from a war zone who need surgery and so I'm staying late with Michael again. I love you. Don't wait up.
 
We finished morning rounds. It's a great hospital but I wish I had my surgical suite in NYP here. Will have to call Dave Mills and get him to release capital funds to renovate.
 
Taking a short break after a long delicate surgery on a very sick child. I think I might do a sub-specialty in pediatric neurosurgery. Would mean another year training but after Liam's illness, I realized I really feel happiest when I'm working on children.
 
Great OR staff – all the brightest and best students work here after they graduate. A group of really professional nurses have been working in the OR for years. They're showing me how it's done. Reminding me in no uncertain terms who really runs this operating theater…
 
UGH. Hospital cafeteria food is the same all over the world. Consistently tasteless and flavorless. How is that possible? I thought in Kenya they'd have more flavorful food but I guess Americans have been here teaching the cooks. They must go to the same conventions… I can't wait for us to move into our place and cook fresh food… 
 
Speaking of eating, I am very much missing eating my favorite dish… YOU. 
 
GOD I miss you, Ms. Bennet…
 
Don't hate me, but I have to stay late again tonight… I'll make it up to you this weekend. After I sleep for 14 hours straight!
 
On Friday night, he and Michael took the evening off as usual. We went to the restaurant in the hotel, turning down dinner with Michael and Claire because Drake wanted to spend his time with me. I wore something Drake picked out for me – a black leather dress with a zipper up the front, that he made me unzip a bit so he could enjoy my cleavage. I wore my black lace garter belt and black hose with the seam, a pair of simple black leather pumps, and my black diamond 'collar'.
"Wear your hair up," he said as we dressed. "I want to see your collar whenever I feel like it. I feel so deprived, I need to remind myself that you really are all mine. But I have a special surprise for you tonight."
I smiled and styled my hair in an up do, leaving long tendrils, which I curled so that they fell softly around my face and down my neck. 
"You look beautiful," Drake said as he stood behind me at the mirror. "I've been so busy this week, we haven't even made love once since the weekend. I imagine you're feeling quite neglected, because I know I am."
"You've been late every night and have been exhausted when you get home. I understand."
"I need you all the time, Kate, but you know I don't like quickies. I'd rather save it up for a very sensual, very long, slow scene when we have time."
We turned back to the mirror as he finished brushing his hair. I looked him over. He wore his black leather pants and white linen shirt, untucked. 
"You look delicious," I said. "Entirely lickable. What's up with the leather pants?"
"Lickable, Ms. Bennet?" he said, quirking an eyebrow. "You like them, do you?"
I glanced at his body when he lifted the shirttail to expose the top of his pants, the thick black belt studded with metal, the happy trail leading down from his navel.
"I like very much…" I said, and turned back to my hair. "What's the occasion?"
He smiled and pulled on a black tuxedo jacket with satin lapels. 
"You'll see."
 
 

 
 
After a delicious meal of French food, and a bottle of wine, Drake took my hand and led me out of the hotel and to a waiting limousine.
"Where are we going?" I asked, as I got in the back. Drake slid in beside me, his arm around my shoulders.
"Shh," he said. "Katherine. You'll see." He kissed the top of my head and I realized I was to immediately fall into sub-mode. We were in scene. The limo drove off, no words having been exchanged between Drake and the man, who was behind a privacy screen. Drake had this all planned out. 
After we drove for a few blocks, he reached into a pocket of his jacket and took out my first collar, the thick black leather one with metal adornments.
"Here," he said. "Wear this above your public collar. It's appropriate where we’re going."
"Where—'" I started, but he stopped me, a finger against my lips. 
"Patience, Katherine. Be a good girl tonight or I'll have to spank your lovely tush and this time, it won't be for pleasure." He frowned down at me, and I tried to be somber and obedient but I couldn't help but smile with excitement. Then, despite his best efforts, he broke out into a smile as well.
"Oh, you…" he said and kissed me. "I'll never be able to control you completely, will I? Not until you're tied up and helpless…"
"Promise?" I said, grinning despite myself. He wrapped the thicker collar around my neck and it sat above the choker so that you could see both. 
"If you were anyone but you, I'd have to punish you for daring to anticipate and even ask for anything. You know you're supposed to submit to my will, which, of course," he said with a grin, "is focused entirely on fulfilling yours." He wagged his eyebrows at me, his eyes bright.
"I'm sorry," I said, and I meant it. I really was too excited to be in scene. I assumed we were going to a local dungeon party and my body responded already, warming at the thought of what we'd see and what we might do. "I'll be perfectly well-behaved wherever we're going."
"Good girl," he said and kissed me. Then he turned back to the window and watched the streets pass, a smile on his face as well.
"Where are we going?" I said, touching the thick leather of the slave collar and then the diamond of the choker. When he didn't answer, I quickly added. "I mean, what's the venue?"
"It's a dungeon party that's held once a month in a private club. I went once when I was here before. It's a kind of public service event to help introduce kink to the curious and novices. The other dungeon parties are private, by invitation only. Very exclusive. This one is very mild. It’s mostly the leather and Goth crowd. A few of the more hardcore kinksters do demonstrations. That kind of thing. There is public sex, though."
I smiled in anticipation, glad to see other people who were like us, although I suspected most of them would be more hardcore than we were. Still, it was exciting to go somewhere, especially a dungeon. And public sex… That always excited me. Although I might not want to do anything more hardcore, it all titillated me and I suspected I was quite a voyeur. 
"Will we," I said, unable to stop myself. "Do anything?"
"Katherine…" he said, and this time, he wasn't smiling. "Submit."
I sighed and turned my face away from him. "I want to be prepared," I muttered under my breath.
"I heard that," Drake said without looking at me. Then he grabbed me and pulled me over his knee, hiking up my dress, exposing my bare buttocks. I was so shocked, I barely knew how to respond, but I held back my protest and took it – three hard smacks against my butt. They didn't really hurt, but they got my attention. I bit my lip to stop from laughing and lay in wait for Drake to decide to let me up. He stroked each cheek for a moment and then kissed each one before slipping a finger between my thighs.
"Already wet," he whispered as if pleased. Then he pulled me up, helping me to adjust my leather dress, which had come askew. "Behave, or there's more where that came from."
"Yes, Sir," I said, emphasizing the sir a bit too much but I couldn’t help it.
"Good girl," he said and glanced out the window, but I could see him fight to maintain a straight face. 
We drove through the city to a warehouse in the central part of downtown, and down an alley. It was dark, with a few floodlights illuminating a door in the middle of the block. A few people stood outside and smoked, their clothing Goth-looking, leather, black lace, clothespins and safety pins adorning their ears, hair and clothes. 
The limo dropped us off and we went to the entry. Drake spoke with the doorman, who smiled and waved us in.
"Remember to wear a mask," he said as we passed by him to enter the club. "If you don’t, you have to sign a waiver."
Drake nodded and took my hand, leading me inside the darkened hallway that led to an open dance floor and bar, with tables and chairs. The place was crowded, and there were dozens of people dancing, maybe one hundred people in total. All of them wore simple little black masks like the ones children wear on Halloween. Laser lights played around the room, bouncing off walls in time to the beat. 
We both took a mask from a table at the entrance and slipped them on. He adjusted mine so that it didn't ruin my hair and then we entered the cavernous room. People writhed on the dance floor to something dub step, the music infectious, making me want to dance as well. While we stood there, Drake checking out the place, I started to sway my hips a bit, closing my eyes, letting the sound move me. 
"So, Katherine," Drake said when he leaned in close, his mouth next to my ear. "You feel like dancing a bit?"
I smiled when he wrapped his arms around me and led me over to the dance floor where we danced close together, gyrating against each other. I held my hands above my head like I was restrained as Drake held my hips, pressing himself against me, his mouth moving over my neck to my ear, which he bit softly.
Once the song finished and segued into something a bit more hip hop, we stopped dancing. 
I stood on my tiptoes, my mouth next to his ear. He bent down a bit to accommodate me. 
"Where's the dungeon?" I whispered, impatient to see the main event. 
"Katherine," he said, a frown on his face. But then he smiled just a bit. "So impatient for the main event?" 
I bit my lip, realizing I was being a bad sub. "Sorry, Sir," I said, and shrugged, smiling back at him.
"In the back," Drake said and took my hand. "Let's go." 
 
 

 
 
 
The room in the back was as big as the bar and dance floor, was painted black and inside the room were a series of black wrought-iron cages. The throb of music from the dance floor was muffled, as if the room was soundproofed. The music inside the dungeon was dark, something between dub step and plain old metal. I heard some screaming, and wasn't sure it was the music or a patron but it ended in a groan of pleasure, so it was a good scream, not bad.
Inside, people demonstrated a number of kinks – flogging over a pommel horse, nipple clamps and pussy whipping with a riding crop against an iron cross, and in one, two men were suspended by a series of ropes and pulleys, their bodies wrapped in a thin film of saran-like material. The denizens of the dungeon were dressed in various costumes – some wearing leather, others latex, while still others were decidedly Goth with long black clothes, high Doc Martens, white faces, and eye makeup on the men. 
While Drake went to get us a drink, which was perfunctory for observers but not required for participants, I stood and watched a Dom dressed in a long black leather trench coat pour hot wax on his sub's nipples. While I watched, men walked by me and looked me up and down, but I studiously ignored them all, not meeting their eyes. One young man about my age with spiky blue hair and dark eyes stopped and spoke to me, his accent very British. He wore black leather pants and a white t-shirt, over top a pair of suspenders.
"Care for a foot rub, luv?" he said. "You've got lovely looking feet."
"No thanks," I said and gave him a smile, trying to be polite. He shrugged and moved on to the next woman standing alone and I saw her turn him down as well. Finally, he met with someone who agreed, and the man knelt down right there on the floor and removed her shoe. He proceeded to rub her feet, and seemed to get really into it. 
Drake returned with two drinks in hand and stopped beside me, handing me one. It was a vodka tonic with lime. We toasted each other and took a drink.
"See anything you like?" he asked. 
I glanced around. There was nothing I wanted to try, but it all excited me – being around other people who were pursuing their kinks aroused me.
"I like to watch," I said and smiled up at him. "Even if I don't want to do."
"Voyeur, Ms. Bennet?"
I nodded and turned back to see the man rubbing the woman's foot, his face beatific behind the black mask. 
"That looks OK," I said and motioned the man. "My feet are killing me in these heels."
Drake laughed. "If she doesn't watch out, he'll ejaculate right here."
My eyes widened. "Really? I thought he was a sub, wanting to do submissive things, like service women."
"No," Drake said and shook his head. "He's a foot fetishist. He's turned on by women's feet. He's probably going to come in his pants."
I couldn't look away as the man's eyes rolled a bit in his head. The woman was busy talking to her partner and didn’t seem to notice. The foot fetishist suddenly fell forward, his face slack.
"Yep," Drake said, and turned to face me, taking me by the arm and leading me away. "Like I said."
"Oh my God," I whispered. "I can't imagine it being so arousing to touch someone's foot that you would actually come." I looked up at Drake, who was smiling, as if amused by my naiveté. "I mean, without his genitals actually being involved in any physical contact…"
"His pants are probably very tight. Some people claim to be able to make their subs come on command," Drake said, his eyes half-hooded. "But I always believed that was wishful thinking."
"You never tried?"
He shook his head. 
"I come in my sleep sometimes," I said. "And I'm not being touched."
"That's the power of your brain. I guess it could be taught, but I actually like to make someone orgasm by contact. The no-touching thing never appealed to me."
I nodded. 
As if to reinforce his preference for contact, he ran a hand up my arm and across the tops of my breasts. I shivered and glanced around. There were a few people watching us, probably wondering what kind of kinks we had. I looked away and focused on Drake's eyes. He touched my collar, then the choker, and finally ran his fingers over the tops of my breasts again. I could feel my nipples harden against the leather.
"I wish you were wearing spandex so I could see your nipples," he said. 
"Everyone else could see them, too."
"That's the idea."
I inhaled at that, not quite sure what I felt about other people watching us.
"You like the idea that other people would see my nipples?"
"I'd feel very proud that you're mine. Every man in the place would be jealous, wanting to be the one with you."
He stared at me, his gaze moving over my face and body, as if he was considering something. He placed two fingers against my neck as if taking my pulse.
"That excites you," he said, softly, but loud enough so I could hear him over the sounds coming from the various players. 
"It scares me."
"Sometimes, you misinterpret arousal for fear. I suspect that's what happened with Flyboy. You thought you were afraid, but you were really aroused and perhaps too self-judging to recognize it. Plus, he was a novice and didn't know how to properly introduce kink into a relationship."
"Whereas you're an expert," I said and leaned closer. 
He smiled. "Not an expert, but more experienced." He finished his drink, put our empty glasses down on a railing, and took my hand. "Let's go explore. Besides the demonstrations inside the cages, there are both public and private rooms for people to use." 
He led me around, and together, we stood at each cage and watched the proceedings one by one. Drake kept my wrist in his hand, his fingers checking my pulse as if he was gauging my response. 
We went to a window and inside a room, a man and woman were having sex while she was suspended in a sling. She was blindfolded, her hands restrained above her head.
This aroused me the most. Not only watching them, wondering if she'd really come or whether it would be like in porn – merely a performance. I also wondered how it would feel, knowing people were watching you, being aroused by them watching you. 
Drake stood behind me and pulled me against his body. I felt his erection through his leather pants. 
He liked this as well.
He slipped one hand around my waist and bent down, his mouth at my neck, over my pulse. 
I shivered from his touch. 
Then, the woman in the window groaned, her voice audible over a speaker. The man thrust even harder, then pulled some chain that was attached to nipple clamps and she screamed out loud, her muscles all tightened, her body arcing, her thighs shaking. My own body responded to the sights and sounds, my flesh throbbing.
Drake pulled me away from the window and guided me to one of the cages, and while I liked watching as the woman was flogged while bent over a padded bench, it didn’t do to me what the previous scene did.
Drake stood behind me, his arms around my waist.
"Do you trust me?" he whispered in my ear, his voice deep, his breath warm on my neck.
I inhaled deeply. "Yes.”
 "You hesitated.”
 I turned and faced him. "Only for a moment. I wasn't expecting the question. Of course I trust you.”
 "This is your chance to back out," he said and then held out his hand. 
I took it, knowing I had to submit to whatever he had planned without question. My heart raced when he raised my hand to his mouth and pressed his lips against my knuckles. He looked into my eyes, his blue ones intense. 
 “I'm going to blindfold you and take you into a room.” 
I felt breathless as he led me through a set of doors and into a hallway. There were doors on either side. Some were closed, while others were open. Drake reached into the pocket of his suit jacket and pulled out the black handkerchief that we often used as a blindfold. He took my shoulders in his hands and bent down to look me squarely in the eyes. 
"On one side, the rooms are private. On the other side, the rooms are public, with a large two-way mirror that points out into the dungeon so people can watch and a microphone so they can listen. I'm going to tie you up, and I'm going to fuck you."
I nodded, my pulse fluttering. 
He wasn't going to tell me which of the two kinds of rooms he was taking me into. I didn’t ask, knowing enough not to despite my desire to know. I had to trust him. 
 He removed my mask and tied the blindfold around my eyes so I was in darkness, feeling a bit unbalanced, breathless, my body responding, my flesh swollen. He led me down the hall, turned me around several times so that I was disoriented. I had no idea which side of the hall had the private rooms or which ones had two-way mirrors. 
Finally, he led me into a room and closed the door. He left me standing alone, and I couldn't see what he was doing, but I listened and heard the scrape of metal against the floor. He must be positioning furniture – a table? A bench? I had no idea. 
He returned to me and moved me, taking my hands and fastening them together behind my back, using cuffs that were lined with lambs wool. Then, he kissed me, his mouth covering mine, his tongue penetrating my mouth, searching out my tongue, which he sucked.
He pulled back and ran his fingers over my cheek and down my chin to my throat. He touched the collar and then his fingers trailed lower to the zipper of my dress. He pulled it down slowly, until it was down to my waist. I shivered from the cool air touching my skin.
He kissed my throat and then pulled the neck of my dress down, exposing my shoulder, which he kissed. He repeated this with the other shoulder and then I felt my breasts completely exposed to the air, my nipples puckering.
"You are so fucking beautiful, Katherine." 
I gasped when his mouth closed around one nipple, sucking it into his mouth, his tongue swirling around the areola. 
"You have the most beautiful breasts," he said, his breath warm on my skin. "And they're all mine. If we were in a public room, other men would see you like this, see me sucking your beautiful nipples like this, and they'd be aroused, wishing they were the one touching you instead."
He took my breasts in his hands and squeezed while he sucked, moving from one nipple to another. I groaned and couldn't help but thrust my breast at his mouth, greedy for the sensations.
"You like that idea, do you, Katherine?"
"Yes, Sir," I said, barely able to speak.
"I thought so. I thought there was a bit of an exhibitionist inside of you. You want me to touch you, to kiss you, to suck you, to eat you, to fuck you, but the thought of other men, nameless, faceless men, watching us arouses you, doesn’t it?"
"Yes, Sir," I said and licked my lips. 
He continued to unzip my dress and soon, it was completely undone and open. I knew that if people were watching, they could see my garter belt and the tops of my hose, my shaved pussy bare. He went behind me and unfastened my cuffs, moving my hands in front of me, then refastening them together before guiding me to my knees. Next, I heard the clink of metal against metal – chain? My hands were pulled up so that they were above my head. 
The clink of his belt buckle followed, the zhrrr of his zipper. 
"Open your mouth."
I did, and felt something slip inside – Drake's finger. I closed my mouth on it and sucked, rolling my tongue around the tip the way I would if it was his cock. He removed his finger and then I felt something wet slide over my open lips.
"Lick me," he commanded, one of his hands behind my head to guide me. I complied, slowly running my tongue under the head, then licked his length, running along the rim, before tonguing the slit. 
"All over," he said, his voice low, slightly husky. "Suck me." I did as he commanded, running my wet lips over his length, from the base to the head, before sucking the thick head into my mouth. I received an appreciative groan from him. 
"Take as much as you can," he said, his voice a bit shaky. 
I relaxed my throat, taking more and more of his length into my mouth until the head pressed against the back of my throat. 
"Oh, God, that feels so good…" He began to thrust slowly, pulling out of my mouth completely and then pressing past my lips once more. I tried to offer some resistance to enhance his sensation, and he moaned. I gagged a bit when he went too deep when I wasn't prepared, and he pulled back, taking care not to push too hard. 
"I'm sorry," I said after I regained my composure. "I don’t want to disappoint you."
"Au contraire, ma petite chérie," he said. "You could never disappoint me. Only yourself."
He pulled out completely and left me on my knees, almost panting with desire.
Then, I heard the scrape of metal against the floor. He was positioning furniture. When he returned, he pulled me up and then raised the chain once more. Something pushed against my buttocks and Drake lifted me by the hips, positioning me so that I was perched on something hard, but padded, like one of the benches people used in the demonstrations. I knew my dress was open and my body, naked except for the garters and hose, would be visible.
He hoisted the chains higher and my arms lifted above my head so that they were taut. Then he spread my thighs and stood between my legs. He took each foot and lifted it so that it rested on his shoulders and began to rub his erection against me, slowly, teasing my clit with each thrust. The combination of sensations, the way I was helpless to do anything but respond, the possibility that people were watching us… I didn’t take long before the sensations built up and I came from the external stimulation alone, crying out, my body arcing in pleasure.
"That's so good, Katherine," Drake said and entered me before I was finished, and the added stimulation prolonged everything so that I came again, shuddering around his length. I gasped as he thrust harder and faster, and then he came as well, ramming into me as he ejaculated, his hands gripping my hips. 
Then he collapsed against me, his mouth by my cheek, his panting loud in my ear.
We remained in that position for a few moments, each of us recovering. He kissed my cheek, my chin, my forehead and finally my mouth, his kiss tender. His lips went once more to my ear and he whispered, as if he didn’t want anyone to hear.
"That was amazing... I needed that."
Finally, he pulled out, slipping out of my body and I could feel his come trickle out of me. He stood and I heard his zipper fasten, his belt buckle jangle and I knew he was watching it, enjoying the evidence of his total possession of my body.
Were others watching and enjoying as well?
I had no idea, but the mere fact that they might have been was part of what pleased me and I felt a huge blush spread over my cheeks at that realization.
I was an exhibitionist… Who would have ever thought that I, meek and mild Katherine McDermott, would get off on the idea of people watching me have sex with my lover?
 
 

 
 
 
Drake didn’t remove my blindfold until we were in a washroom so I still had no idea whether we were in a private room or public. Either way, it had been very exciting and enjoyable. We stood together and he used wet paper towels to wipe me down, carefully cleaning me, providing me with the aftercare I needed after such an intense – for me – scene. 
"You were magnificent, Katherine," he said, his eyes twinkling from behind the mask he still wore. "You never protested once or failed to comply or showed hesitancy."
I smiled at him, my cheeks hot. "I'm surprised I didn't run away."
He shook his head slowly. "The fact you responded to the public sex the way you did suggested to me that you'd secretly enjoy it, but that you could never do it on your own volition. That's why you have me," he said and smiled.
"I have you for more than just pushing my limits," I said. "But you’re right. I could never suggest it myself."
He grinned. "So I'm more than merely a bone to you?"
"That and much more," I replied and ran my fingers through his hair. It was a bit damp from his exertions but he looked happy. I was happy.
"You’re not going to tell me whether it was public or private, are you?"
"Nope."
He zipped up my dress when he was finished cleaning me off, leaving the zipper low enough to show considerable cleavage. 
"You are so mean…"
He laughed out loud at that. "I know what you need, Kate. Let's leave it at that."
"Damn you!" I said and playfully pounded his shoulder. "I want to know!"
"You'll never know. I'm very good at keeping secrets."
"I'll deprive you of sex until you tell me," I said and gave a fake pout.
"Ha!" he said and tickled me, making me squeal and try to avoid him. "You'll deprive yourself then. You're as horny as me."
I twisted away from his searching fingers and laughed, protecting my waist with my bent arms. "All right, all right. Stop!" I said, giggling. "I won’t ask. You'll tell me if and when you think I should know."
His fingers stopped and instead, he pulled me against his body and kissed me tenderly. 
"Oh, Ms. Bennet," he said and brushed an errant strand of hair from my cheek. "How happy you make me."
He pulled me into his arms and, together, we enjoyed the embrace.
 
 

 
 
On the way back to the hotel, we nestled together, my head leaning on his shoulder, his arm around mine, fingers playing with my collars. "I'm so surprised that I got off on the possibility we were being watched. I'm so inexperienced."
"I knew it was possible that first time we were at the dungeon party in Yonkers."
"Did you like that I had little experience or was it a drawback?"
He smiled and brushed the tops of my breasts, which bulged out of my dress. 
"Don't kid yourself. Every man wants to be the first to introduce his lover to something pleasurable. I enjoy your inexperience. Your response when you enjoy something you didn't expect is a real turn-on for me."
I watched out the window for a moment, thinking about what he'd said. "And once we've done everything and tried everything? You won't get bored?"
He turned to face me. "Kate," he said, shaking his head softly. "After we've tried everything you want and I want, then we perfect it. Believe me, it takes an awful lot of practice to perfect any one thing. And," he said, leaning closer, touching my bottom lip with a finger. "And once we perfect something, then we enjoy the perfection. Stop worrying."
I sighed. "I know," I said, frowning. "I'm sorry. I should enjoy, right? No analysis?"
He nodded and kissed me softly before turning back to watch the streets outside the limo.
"I'm that girl, aren't I?" I said, sighing
He turned back to me. "What girl?"
"The girl who thinks too much."
He couldn’t hold back a grin. "That's my girl. D/s is intense. Everything feels much more significant. It's hard not to over respond." He then he turned to me, a serious expression on his face, but I could see mirth underneath, barely suppressed. "It'll pass. It's the high from the orgasm. I've read that the testosterone in semen gives the woman a bit of an energy boost, and drains it from men so it makes women wake up, their minds race while men fall asleep. …"
I smiled, leaning my head back to take him in. He was so gorgeous, so strong, so knowledgeable. I was so lucky.
"That's what I wanted to see." He took me in his arms and kissed my forehead. "You can't resist me. I don’t want you to. I like when you comply with me, Kate, so tonight I feel like you and I passed a threshold in our relationship."
"Really?" I said, surprised.
"Yes. Once you gave in, you allowed me to make all the decisions about what we'd do. No questions."
"It's not really fair," I said, smiling. 
"What's not fair?" Drake said, pulling back a bit. 
"You know," I said and put a hand on his chest. "You know my mind. Sometimes, I think you know me better than I know myself."
He smiled and trailed his fingers down my cheek to my throat, and then my collar. "I know you, Kate. I told you that the first night we were together. I meant it."
"How do you know me?"
"Your father talked a lot about you. He described you to a 'T'. He understands you far more than you realize."
Then he wrapped his arms around me and held me. The music on the satellite radio playing in the limo was something jazzy and mellow, and Drake held me close for the rest of the drive.
"I missed you all week, Katie," he said, his voice deep and warm.
I said nothing for a moment, enjoying the mood. Finally, I took in a breath. 
"I missed you, too." I tried to pull away but he held me firmly. 
"No, stay like this," he said, pulling me closer. "What made you so insecure, Kate?" he said finally. "What happened to you to make you doubt how much a man would desire you?"
I didn't know what to say in response. How could I explain? I tried to find something in my past that could account for it, but there was nothing. I was never abused, I was never shamed outright for anything. I was very well taken care of. There was this weakness in me, somewhere deep inside, that made me doubt that a man could love me. Really love me. He might like to have sex with me. He might like to parade me around as his conquest. But really love me?
"I don’t know," I said and sighed. "Daddy issues?"
He pulled back and looked in my eyes. "Your father loves you so much, Kate."
"I know that now, but I guess I always felt like second best next to Heath. Like I was of no consequence. My father was always doing things with Heath, taking him to games, playing ball with him, showing him off like he was his little clone. I felt like nothing."
He shook his head and then pulled me back against him. "I'm sure he never meant to make you feel that way. He's very proud of you. He kept you away from us bachelors because he knew you were worth more than being arm candy on some hungry dog's arm the way you could have been."
"Arm candy? Me?" I said and laughed. "Hardly."
"You don’t think you qualify as arm
candy?" he said, his voice disbelieving. "You are the definition of arm candy to me, with the delicious advantage of being brain candy and heart candy. I wish you knew that. I'm going to spend the rest of my life making sure you do." 
I smiled against his shoulder and squeezed him a bit tighter, my chest tight, my throat constricting. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER FIVE
 
 
A few days later, Drake had a day off so we could do some shopping. I woke early and had a shower while Drake slept. After I finished up in the bathroom, Drake had a shower, and we sat in the living room and had our breakfast, brought in by our butler, the food hot, the coffee fresh. Later, we sat on our small patio and enjoyed the view of the estate, the wind a breath of warm air, the sky clear except for a few high clouds. In the distance, the Ngong Hills were dark against a bight blue sky.
Drake turned to me. "We get the place next week. What do you say we ask Jan if we can go to the house and take some measurements? We could go shopping for furniture."
"That sounds nice," I said, smiling. "Where do Kenyan's shop for furniture in Nairobi?" 
Drake shrugged. "I have no idea."
I picked up my cell. "Claire will know. I'll call her." While I made my call, Drake read the local papers. 
Claire answered on the third ring. "Kate. Nice to hear from you," she said her voice sounding pleased. "What can I do for you?"
"Drake and I chose a house and we want to do some shopping for furniture. We get possession next weekend so we want the furniture to be delivered before we move in."
She gave me a few suggestions, and I scribbled them down on a hotel notepad on the desk. 
"Thanks so much," I said, glad that we knew someone in the city. 
"Make sure to invite Michael and me for dinner soon," she said and laughed. "I'm eager to see your place. If you want, I can take you to the Institute tomorrow and you can try to register in an art studio class like we discussed. We can go for lunch and then I can take you over to the Institute. I have some overtime banked so I can take it tomorrow." 
"That sounds great," I said, a surge of excitement in me at the prospect of taking a studio class. "Drake will be working tomorrow, so I'm as free as a bird. I'd love to."
I ended the call and turned to Drake, who was looking at me expectantly.
"Well?" he said, putting his paper down. "What did Claire say?"
"She gave me a few ideas of where to shop." I handed him the list of stores.
"What else did she say? It sounded like you two were going to get together."
I shrugged. "She suggested that I register in a studio art class through the Institute. That way I'll meet some students. Maybe make a few new friends who share my love of art."
He nodded, but said nothing, his brow furrowed. A moment passed. I thought he'd have something more to say about it, but instead, he was strangely silent.
"You don't mind, do you?" I said, noticing his reticence. I sat beside him, my thigh pressed against his knee.
He opened his paper to another section, and didn't meet my eye. "Why would I mind? You love art. You should do art."
I sighed. "You seemed, I don't know, a little hesitant."
Was he jealous of my time away from him? It didn't seem like the Drake I knew and loved. He wanted me to be independent outside of our D/s relationship in the bedroom.
He exhaled, and turned to me, his face a bit guarded. "I thought having a studio in our home would allow you to paint as much as you want. That's all."
"It will, but we'll be here for six months. You'll be away all day every day and on call every three weekends. I need to make a life here for myself apart from you. If I take a class," I said, trying to make it sound harmless, rational. "I might meet a few students I can have coffee with now and then, when you're busy and at the hospital or teaching. With Dawn and me on the outs, I have no one else but you."
"Sure," he said and put his paper down, reaching out to take my hand. He squeezed it, his face earnest. "I will be very busy, especially at first. But I want us to be together when I'm not working. I don't want to compete with anyone for your time and attention. When you agreed to come with me to Africa, I had visions of you waiting for me in our house, pining away for me, dressed in something revealing, nice and wet for when I returned home at night… You know, typical male fantasies…"
I laughed at that. "Don't worry," I said, a little thrill in me that he wanted me all to himself. "When we've been apart, I'm always ready for you." 
He kissed my knuckles. 
"When you're free, I want to be with you." I squeezed his hand back. "At your beck and call." I wagged my eyebrows suggestively.
"At my beck and call, hmm?" he said and grinned wickedly. "I like that. Reminds me of your slave-girl persona. I'll hold you to that, Ms. Bennet."
I was going to make a crack about him holding me to it any time he wanted, but instead, I smiled. 
We dressed and ordered a taxi service suggested through the hotel. Our butler gave us the name of the service the hotel used for its foreign guests, and soon, we were in a late model SUV maneuvering through traffic on our way to our first destination. 
Claire had provided us with the names of several furniture stores that catered to the expat crowd, and we spent the rest of the day picking out a sofa and love seat, an overstuffed chair and ottoman, coffee tables and end tables and lamps for our new home. By the end of the afternoon, the taxi was filled with packages and we were both exhausted and in need of a drink.
"Let's have a swim, and then a drink before dinner," Drake said as we drove back to the hotel. "I'd love it if a certain slave-girl gave me a nice full body massage tonight. All that shopping used muscles I haven't used for a long time." 
"Your wish is my command," I said, smiling and bowing in mock servitude. "The hotel has a spa shop with lots of essential oils and lotions. I'll stop in and get a nice massage oil on our way to the room."
"Sounds amazing," he said as our taxi arrived at the entrance to the hotel. 
A doorman helped us with our packages and as Drake and our butler took them back to the room, I stopped in the spa shop and sampled some massage oil and lotions. The woman in a brightly colored spa uniform helped me, suggesting I take a few tools with me to enhance the experience. I picked an oil with a coconut scent and a wooden massage ball. 
I arrived back to the hotel room only to find Drake on the phone, his cell to his ear, one hand on his forehead. I put my package down and went to his side. He looked in my eyes, and shrugged. 
"Sure," he said, his voice weary. "When should I be there?"
He listened some more and I had a bad feeling about our nice evening.
"OK, fine. See you then." He ended the call and exhaled heavily. "Sorry about this, but we have a patient…"
"Let me guess," I said, a knot of disappointment in the pit of my stomach. "A pediatric trauma case."
"You got it. I'm meeting Michael at the hospital. The child's being air lifted in from a car accident and we're meeting the helicopter. I'm sorry," he said and pulled me into his arms. "Sorrier than you can imagine. I'm exhausted already. Can you manage until I get back?"
"Isn't someone else on call this weekend?"
"Cardoso's sick. Michael's taking his call."
I sighed. "How long will you be?"
He shook his head. "I have no idea, but depending on what we find, surgery could be a few hours. We'll probably stay at the hospital until the child stabilizes. You should go ahead and order dinner in. I'll grab something at the hospital with Michael."
I nodded and squeezed him. And then, the green in my eyes intensified. "Will his resident be operating with you?"
"Sam?" he said, his voice light. "Yes, of course. She scrubs in on all his cases."
I turned away, hiding my frown. 
"Kate…" He turned me back to face him. "We already talked about this. How can you still be jealous after last night?"
I shook my head. "Ignore me."
"You have no reason to be insecure. Sam's a resident. A fellow surgeon. Female surgeons are almost never submissive, so even if I was looking, she wouldn’t be on my radar." He pulled me hard against his body, his eyes intense. "And I'm not looking, so you can relax. No one but you is on my radar. I'm all yours. Every inch of me."
His expression took my breath away and I melted against him, a surge of desire going through me as I thought about all his inches. 
"I love every inch of you, Dr. Delish," I said, trying to lighten my mood. "It's just that I know other women would love you as well."
"Other men would love you, too, Katherine," he said, his voice firm. "Admit it, we're both catches. We caught each other. It's settled." He grinned at me.
I smiled back, the last vestiges of my jealousy dissipating.
Drake kissed me firmly before he left the hotel. "Make sure you have that massage oil on hand when I get back. I have a feeling I'm going to need it."
 
 

 
 
 
I had a quick swim in the hotel pool and after I lay in the warm sunshine for about half an hour, I went inside our room and had a shower. I was sitting in my robe, examining the room service menu when the room phone rang. I picked it up and checked the call display, thinking it might be Drake saying he would be coming home sooner than thought.
It was Claire. "Kate, I know you're all alone tonight. Why don't you come with me to the Art Institute? There's a faculty exhibit of work to welcome the new art students. There's a wine and cheese reception. You could meet some of the other students."
"I don’t know, Claire," I said. "I'm not even registered."
"That doesn't matter. I know the Dean. He'll be there and will be only too happy to see a new foreign student. Your fees are many times higher than those of Kenyan residents."
"I don't know…"
"Michael and Drake will be very late, Kate. Don’t expect Drake home until closer to midnight, if these things go as they usually do. We'll go out, have a glass of wine and some snacks, meet a few people, and then you and I can go for dinner together. Better than eating all alone in your hotel room."
"If you think it would be OK," I said, a twinge of excitement at seeing the faculty member's artwork. Plus, the chance to meet a few students would be nice. "I don’t want to impose."
"It wouldn’t be imposing. Now, put on a little black dress and I'll be by in fifteen minutes."
Claire seemed as if she wouldn't take no for an answer, so I did as she suggested, and dressed in my only little black dress, put on some heels and made sure to wear my diamond choker. No one would know what it meant, but I wanted to make sure I wore it at all times when in public even though Drake wouldn’t see me. I'd see myself in any mirror, and it would make me feel good, possessed. Loved.
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER SIX
 
 
We drove through the city to the Institute of Fine Arts, located in a middle-class suburb of Nairobi. As we arrived, I took out my cell for in my rush to get ready, I'd forgotten to leave Drake a text message that I was going out with Claire. When I found my cell at the bottom of my bag, it was dead. 
"My battery died," I said. "I forgot to leave Drake a message. Can you leave one for me?"
Claire waved her hand. "Don't worry. I'll leave Michael a message once we get to the college and he'll let Drake know you're with me."
I nodded, happy that Drake would know I was out with Claire, in case he tried to call me. 
"Why don't you use my charger?" Claire said and pointed to the iPhone charger in her car. I nodded and attached my phone to the charger. It would draw a charge off the battery while we were at the reception.
The party was held in a room decorated in bright colors, the artwork on the walls mirroring the brightness of the decor. A couple dozen people were present, dressed up in cocktail dresses, traditional African clothing, and a few sober suits. The mix of Africans to Europeans was about three to one. 
Claire marched right up to a tall African man with long dreads, wearing something I'd expect to see in an art studio in Manhattan - jeans, a plain white t-shirt and a thick black belt. They embraced and spoke to each other softly before turning me. I stood a few feet away, waiting to be introduced.
"Nial, may I introduce Kate McDermott. Kate, this is Nial Mbuno, one of the faculty members here at the Institute. Kate's an artist from Manhattan who's here for six months and would like to take a studio class if possible. Is it too late to register?"
Nial looked me over and smiled, extending his hand. "Our classes are pretty full, but there are a few open studio classes you could take. What are you interested in? Drawing or painting?"
"Either," I said, feeling a bit shy. Claire was making me out to be something I wasn't. 
"Did you study in Manhattan?"
I nodded. "Columbia. A few art classes. My major was journalism."
"Good," he said, nodding. "Come in and meet the other faculty members. Some of the senior students are here as well. Enjoy."
We spent the next half hour examining the artwork on the walls and eating canapés and drinking wine. The art was amazing and varied, everything from abstract works to extreme realism to impressionism. 
While Claire spoke with Nial, I stopped and examined a series of works by an S. deVilliers. It was quite dark in content, featuring people in various shabby locations in what I imagined were the slums of Nairobi. Old men sitting on oil bins in front of shacks, their faces weatherworn, and their bodies bony under clothes that were too big. Small children picking through mounds of garbage in the slums outside the city, walking beside rivers of sewage with sticks in their hands. The backgrounds were drab grey, but the colors in the trash were overly bright, almost neon. 
I felt someone behind me and thought at first it was Claire.
"Rather grim, isn't it?" a male voice said, the accent sounding slightly British with some kind of twang I couldn't identify.
I turned only to find myself looking into the brown eyes of a tall very handsome man with longish blond hair bleached by the sun, considerable growth of fair whiskers on his very square jaw. He glanced at me briefly and then turned back to the painting, his expression very studious.
"It's dark in subject matter," I said, cocking my head to the side. "But the colors in the trash are so vivid. Like it's purposeful." I pointed to the painting of the children. "Contrasting the darkness of the content with the brightness of the colors. The children's clothes are grey, but the trash is bright, and the sky is so blue behind the mountain of garbage."
"You think it's deliberate? A statement?"
I nodded. "Probably something about consumerism. All the brightly colored packaging from wealthy people's trash, but the people affected are dull. They almost blend into the dirt."
"Are you an art student here?"
I inhaled. "Not yet, but I'd like to take a class. I haven’t registered because I'm too late, but Nial," I said and then thought better of it. "Mr. Mbuno said I might be able to take one of the open studio classes."
"I hope so," he said and I thought there was a hint of something suggestive in the tone of his voice. "Most of the students in the studio classes are older, housewives, seniors. It will be nice to have someone younger."
"You teach here?"
"Yes," he said but before he could introduce himself, he pointed to my collar. "That's a lovely necklace you're wearing. Is it symbolic? Chokers aren't really very fashionable these days. They're mostly from the Victorian era. Or the 60s."
"It was a gift and it is symbolic."
He nodded, waiting for me to explain. "Symbolic of?"
"It's private."
"Ahh," he said and smiled. "From a lover, then."
I nodded without speaking, not trusting my voice. 
"Hmm," he said, raising his eyebrows. "A symbolic choker around your neck. From a lover… Are you a submissive?"
I stared at him for a moment, not knowing what to say, my cheeks heating. "A what?" I said finally.
"Never mind," he said, almost under his breath. "It's very lovely. Suits you. Long chestnut brown hair parted in the middle, green eyes and a black choker. Very retro. Very sixties, free love, the Age of Aquarius and all that."
I fingered the choker, wondering why he'd suggest I was a submissive only because I wore a choker. Sure, they weren't in fashion, but still… Then, it struck me. I wore this choker to the dungeon.
A shock went through me. The last thing I wanted was to meet someone from the dungeon, especially around Claire. I decided to try to divert him with a different explanation. 
"The diamond is a teardrop. It's in memory of my dead mother."
He raised his eyebrows at that. "Really?"
"Yes." 
"You sound American," he said, tilting his head.
"I'm here from Manhattan. With my fiancé, who gave this to me," I added, hoping he wouldn’t get any ideas. 
"Hmm," he said and smiled, his eyes half-hooded. "Your fiancé, you say? I guess that means I'll have to stay away. Message received, loud and clear although it's a shame. I think you and I have a lot in common. Is he here?" the man said, glancing around. 
I shook my head. "No, he's at the hospital on call tonight."
"A doctor, then?"
"Yes," I said, not wanting to give more information away than I had to.
"Glad for you. Pity for me. I don’t suppose you have an open relationship?" 
I turned to him, my face hot. "No," I said adamantly. "We don't. We're monogamous and committed."
He made a face of surprise and stepped back, holding his hands up as if in surrender. 
"Can't blame a man for wondering."
"It's very rude of you to ask such a forward question before you even know me."
 "Sorry if you took offense, but that's the kind of man I am. Forward. Honest. You know us dominant men," he said and wagged his eyebrows. "When we see what we like, we usually do everything we can to get it."
"I'm not available," I managed, my heart racing at his comment about being a 'dominant' man. 
Then he bowed his head slightly and moved on, his hands behind his back. He left without asking my name and I was glad, for if he had been at the dungeon, I wanted nothing to do with him. I wore a mask, but my choker was so unique that if you saw it once, you'd remember it.
If he was a teacher at the Institute, I had no interest in taking a class from him. He was far too blatant about the idea of being with me and mentioning submission – to a complete stranger! Then I wondered if Drake had taken me into one of the public rooms after all. What if this man had seen me blindfolded, restrained and having sex with Drake?
A chill went through me. I stole a look at him over the rim of my drink. He was very well-built, dressed in a pair of dark gray slacks and a black turtleneck, which made his white-blond hair stand out.
"I see you met Sefton," Claire said, sidling up to me, raising her eyebrows. 
"Sefton?" I watched him speaking to a small group of people near the table with canapés. "You know him?"
"He's only one of the most famous artists in residence the Institute has ever had. South African, from a very powerful Afrikaner family, owned a lot of land under Apartheid." She pointed to the picture I'd been examining. "That's one of his."
I turned back to see the name of the artist whose work I was admiring when Sefton spoke to me. 
S. deVilliers.

Sefton deVilliers? 
"He's the artist in residence at the college this year?"
"Oh, yes," Claire said. "The college has been very lucky to get him. His work has been an embarrassment to his family, who pretty much renounced him because of his politics."
"Are his pictures about South Africa? I thought they were about Nairobi."
"No," Claire said, taking a sip of her wine. "Soweto. The black township outside Johannesburg. His family disowned him after he married an African woman. An activist he met while scouting out subjects for his artwork."
I nodded and thought about his pictures. They couldn’t be seen as anything but political in content, the intent to criticize life in modern South Africa.
"He's from the deVilliers family," Claire said, making a face of wonder. "Very powerful in the former government of South Africa before the end of Apartheid. A more distant relative of a politician, but not the immediate family."
"How do you know him?"
"I don't, but I know of him." She smiled. "My family moved to England during the riots, long before Mandela was released. I know South Africa. I love art. So I knew of Sefton and was part of the committee to invite him to be our artist in residence."
"You said his wife?" I asked, thinking of what he'd said to me about staying away because I was engaged. 
"He's a widower. His wife died a few years back of breast cancer."
I turned and saw him standing in the far corner, speaking to a woman wearing a colorful dress. 
"He's remained steadfastly single ever since," Claire said, continuing her description of my would-be suitor. "Despite having hordes of young female fans, I may add. Some of his work has been used for CD covers for African musicians and so he's quite famous in local music circles. He's very good looking, in case you didn’t notice."
"You think so? "
"He is." Claire smiled suggestively, and I smiled back, but her expression bothered me. I wasn't in the market and although I noticed handsome men, my mind didn't go any farther.
A few moments later, while I was standing examining another work, Sefton joined me once more. I turned to him, and looked him in the eye. 
"You're awfully cheeky to pretend those paintings weren't yours."
He shrugged, a guilty smile on his lips. "It's the only way I get an honest response to my work. If people know who I am, it's all praise and ohhh, and ahhh. I hope you don't mind too much, but I was pleased to get your very thoughtful insights. A lot of people don't get it."
I shook my head. "Claire told me you're from South Africa."
"Johannesburg, born and raised. Lived there all my life."
We stood in silence for a moment. I felt awkward, not wanting to speak with him, but not wanting to appear rude or make a scene.
Finally, he changed the subject.
"Claire says you spent time in the relief camps in Niger and wrote about it for your honors thesis."
"Claire's been gossiping about me, has she?"
"Only on my insistence. I like to know about potential…" he said and paused, as if searching for the right word. "Students. Helps me understand their needs."
"Yes, I was there for a while," I said, reading a double meaning into everything he said. "Mangaize."
He nodded his head but said nothing else.
"I'm teaching an open studio class at the Institute. You're welcome to join. There's always room for one more easel, especially for someone as lovely as you."
I was flattered but still felt uncomfortable that he might have been at the dungeon the other night and saw me there. I was certainly not going to take his class. He was far too suggestive. It wasn't that I felt attracted to him, for my every thought and sense was focused on Drake, but I didn't want Sefton's attention. I felt certain he would always be flirty, trying to get what he wanted.
"Thanks for the offer. If there's nothing else, I'll consider it."
"Ahh," he said. "If there's nothing else available?" He shook his head softly. "I'm used to being first choice. I'm crushed, Ms. McDermott." With that, he bowed, a sly smile on his face and left me standing alone.
Claire came back to my side immediately. "So, will you take a class with Sefton? I spoke to him about your interest in taking a studio course. Did he offer you a spot?"
"He did," I said, but shrugged. "I'll think about it."
"You should say yes," she said, her voice surprised. "Goodness, Kate, he's the best. He's the college's artist in residence. It's a privilege to be in one of his studio classes."
"He's," I said and looked over at him. "He's a bit too flirty."
"So?" she said, her arms crossed. "You're engaged. You're not dead. Really, Kate, most art students would be thrilled to be invited to take part in his class."
I inhaled deeply, debating whether I should. Drake would never approve if he knew that Sefton might have been at the dungeon and knew he'd been flirting with me. 
"I'll think about it," I said, but it was only to get her to stop pestering me about it.
"Kate, take my advice, offered in all sincerity," she said, taking a sip from her wine glass. "Keep busy. Keep so busy you barely notice that Drake is gone so much of the time. And he will be gone so much of the time."
"I have a lot to do getting the house set up."
"That grows old really quickly. Take the class. Keep yourself as busy as Drake is. That way, you'll appreciate him even more when you two are together. If he thinks you're busy as well, he'll feel lucky to have time with you." She took my arm and leaned closer as we walked around the room. 
"Being married to a surgeon, especially one as highly specialized as Drake and Michael, means long hours alone," she said as we stopped in front of a painting. "Build your own life and do it right away or you'll grow very sad and lonely very quickly while you're here. Believe me, I learned from experience."
I knew Claire was right. But I would never take Sefton's class. Maybe he could be completely professional but I wasn't sure I wanted to take the risk and have it go sour, have him thinking it meant anything. 
I watched him as he circled the room, speaking with small groups of faculty and students. Everyone seemed drawn to him, eager to speak with him. His works of art were impressive and I felt I could learn from him but the fact he might have been at the dungeon and knew I was a submissive… There would be no way to keep a professional tone in our relationship.
Why couldn't men take women seriously? Why did they have to immediately think of getting into our panties? I wasn't some empty-headed coed looking to party. I was serious. I had talent I wanted to develop and an artistic voice I wanted to hone. I didn't want some gorgeous man flirting with me all the time. I had one at home who did much more than flirt. 
I didn't need any man's attention but Drake's.
 
 

 
 
About half an hour later, after I'd met a couple of other faculty members and a few students, Claire came back and took my arm.
"Hungry for something more substantive? Nial and a few of his students are planning to go to Splendid for a meal. A favorite with expats. We've been invited."
Despite the canapés I'd eaten, I was hungry for something meaty. 
"Sure," I said, wishing I were back home with Drake. I liked Claire, but she had this way… A bit bossy, a bit cheeky. She was very friendly and knowledgeable but was a real social butterfly like the society ladies I'd met through my father's charities in Manhattan. But she was Michael's wife and Drake seemed to love Michael like an uncle. I wanted us to get along.
We made our way to the door and while Claire spoke with Nial, Sefton came over to me. He extended his hand to me. 
"Glad to meet you, Kate," he said, all business and proper now that we weren't alone. "I hope you find a class to take, but if you don't, I'd be only too happy to have you in my studio course."
I didn’t want to shake his hand, but I also didn't want to insult him in front of the others so I offered my hand simply to be polite. He took my hand in both of his and shook.
Nial came over and smiled. "So, I see you two have met. Sefton has a studio class you could take."
"I've already tried to tempt her into taking my course."
"That's wonderful, Sefton." Nial turned to me, his eyebrows raised. "Sefton's offering an open studio class for students who have more experience than our usual first year students and experience painting."
I nodded, pulling my hand from Sefton's.
"Are you coming to Splendid with the rest of us?" Nial asked.
I turned to Claire. She was smiling. "Yes, we're leaving now."
"Good," Sefton said and turned away. He motioned to a few other people who I assumed were joining us. "Let's go. I've made a reservation."
We left, and I was not happy that Sefton was coming to dinner. If I had known he was, I would have turned down the invitation but it was too late now. I'd be spending the meal hoping Sefton wasn't going to give me too much attention, but with other people there, I expected he'd be the center of attention. 
I hoped.
 
 

 
 
We drove in separate cars to a small restaurant with a decidedly European feel to it. I grabbed my cell from the charger and followed Claire into the restaurant. As we exited the car, a couple of people from the exhibition joined us and one of them, a female faculty member from Egypt, began speaking to me about the restaurant. I didn't have time to check my mail or messages for fear of appearing impolite.
"Splendid is popular with European ex-pats and has food you'd find in London or Paris, so I come here a lot," she said as we discussed the décor. 
Splendid was like any restaurant I'd find back home, with white tablecloths, candles on the tables, rich mahogany floors and crystal chandeliers. A room in the rear of the restaurant with a long table was reserved for us and we arrived first. We took seats in the back of the table against the wall and waited for the rest of the party to arrive. One by one, the faculty from the Institute arrived and took places around us, and I was glad I wouldn't have to sit next to Sefton. When he arrived with two other young men, he sat directly across from me, but I was determined that he would not intimidate me.
We spent the first half hour reading the menu, getting our drinks and talking about the local news reports about recent violence in the city. Sefton studiously ignored me, as he was fielding questions from others present about his recent work with a local Nairobi band, doing artwork for their new CD. He was intent on meeting my eye although he didn't engage me in conversation, and that was fine by me. He seemed pretty full of himself, speaking animatedly about his work, his studio class, and his experiences.
Our food was French, with small portions of very artistic and flavorful meats and vegetables, paired with a glass of wine. It was delicious. 
Finally, about an hour in, after my second glass of wine, not counting the one back at the Institute, I went to the washroom. 
On my way out, I met Sefton, who was also leaving the men's room. He stopped in front of me.
"Your … fiancé wasn't able to join you tonight?" he said, his hands in his pockets, a grin on his face. 
"He's got a trauma case and will be working late."
"Pity," Sefton said. "A doctor's work hours are horrible, or so I've heard. It must be hard, having an absent partner. I'd expect it gets pretty lonely. If you were mine, I wouldn't let you out of my sight."
I frowned at that. "He does important work. I have my own life. Besides, he makes up for it," I said and pushed past him. "If you'll excuse me."
I left him standing by the door to the washrooms. He had a lot of nerve. 
Once back at the table, I exhaled and took a sip of my water, deciding to avoid my wine. Sefton returned and sat back down across from me. I hoped he'd ignore me, but he didn’t. Instead, he looked directly at me, his chin resting on his hands.
"So, Ms. McDermott from Manhattan. Tell us all why you're here in Nairobi, of all places? I heard that your father was a Justice on the Supreme Court of New York."
I turned to him, and noted a cold look in his eye, as if he was trying hard to appear professional. I spoke briefly about my father and how I'd come to Kenya with my fiancé, a neurosurgeon at the Aga Khan University Hospital who worked with Claire's husband. 
"We'll all be very curious to see your work," Sefton said. "So we know where you fit in at our little college. What kind of work do you do?"
All eyes turned to me. The only images I had on my iPhone were those I took of the nudes of Drake lying on the bed in the Manhattan apartment. I pulled out my cell and saw that there were four text messages from Drake. I had turned off my ringer earlier in the evening and forgot to turn it back on. 
"Excuse me for a moment."
I checked Drake's texts.
 
I'll be home a bit earlier than we first thought, because our patient has stabilized. I hope you're waiting for me, all hot and bothered, Ms. Bennet. I want to take advantage of every spare moment we have because the way Michael works, it's only going to get busier…
 
The text was an hour earlier. The next text was fifteen minutes later.
 
I'm on my way back to the hotel. I hope you get this and are waiting for me, eager as I am. Text me when you get this.
 
The last text was from half an hour ago.
 
Where are you? Did you and Claire go out? I called Michael but he's not answering. I'm at the hotel waiting… 
 
The last text was from only minutes earlier.
 
Kate, where are you?
 
I turned to Claire. "Did you call Michael and tell him we were going out?"
She made a face of surprise. "Oh, damn. I forgot all about it." Then, she took out her phone and shrugged, a sad expression on her face. "Michael called and I must have had my phone on mute. He and Drake finished early."
I texted Drake right away. 
 
I'm sorry. Claire and I went to a faculty art exhibit at the Institute for Art. We're out with a group from the function for dinner. Our meal is almost finished so as soon as we're done, I'll get Claire to drop me off. So sorry I missed your texts and phone calls but my cell died. I can't wait to see you and see what you have planned…
 
"I'd really like to get back," I said to her, my voice almost a whisper. "Drake had no idea where I was. Michael didn't tell him where we were."
She made a face. "Drake's a big boy, Kate. He'll be fine. Have a cup of tea."
"You said you'd call Michael and get him to tell Drake where we were. He spent the evening worrying about me."
"I forgot," she said, waving a hand in dismissal. "He's a grown man. He'll get over it." She poured me a cup and I wanted to scold her but of course, didn't want to cause friction between us for Drake's sake. I sighed and gave in. I added some milk and sugar to my cup, resigned to wait a bit longer before we could leave. 
During a break in the conversation, Claire leaned over to me. 
"Show Sefton a picture of one of your paintings."
As the waiters took our dessert orders, I pulled up my images and selected the one of Drake on the bed, before passing the phone to Claire, who looked at it and made a face of surprise.
"Oh, it's Drake nude. Tastefully done, mind you. Very nice." She glanced up at me and smiled, before passing the phone directly to Sefton, who examined it closely. He smiled softly, and looked up, catching my eye. 
"Technically, very skilled. Nice feel to the piece – warm. So that's the fiancé? How big is it?" he said, raising his eyebrows. 
"How big is what?" I said, frowning. What did he mean? Was he being suggestive?
"The canvas, of course."
My cheeks heated. "Nine by six."
"Quite big," he said and smiled. For a moment, I thought I saw his tongue pressed against the inside of his cheek.
If he was asking how big it was, there was no way he saw us having sex in a public room at the dungeon. I relaxed a bit. Perhaps he only saw me at the party. Perhaps Drake didn't take me into one of the public rooms after all…
He passed my phone to the next person and so my phone made the rounds, everyone looking with interest at my art. My cheeks were blazing hot from the innuendo he made, and from the attention, but I was proud of the painting. It was beautiful, with the light making Drake's fair skin look luminous. I wish I had an image of the full nude to show Sefton, so he'd know how big Drake was. Then, I felt a bit foolish. That would bring me down to his level. 
We finished our dessert and I felt restless, but Claire seemed in no rush to leave. I checked my cell but there was no message from Drake. I hoped he wasn’t mad.
Finally, we paid our bill and people began to leave. As I was walking from the room, Sefton caught up with me and stood close to me. Too close.
"Glad to know what the competition is," Sefton said, a sly grin on his mouth.
"What do you mean by that?" I said, frowning.
"Oh," he said and made a face of mock guilt. "I mean competition in the art world, of course. What else could I possibly mean?"
I forced a smile. "Nothing." 
"I hope you're able to join my class. That is, unless your fiancé has you all tied up."
I said nothing in reply. He was obviously referring to bondage. It had to be. When I turned to the door, he was right there, holding it open for me. His face was unreadable. There was no amusement in his eyes. He looked calm. 
Dammit.

I was even more convinced that I shouldn't take a studio class from him.
"You're very talented, Kate," he said. "I'd be honored to have you as a student. Seriously, you're good. It's nice to surround yourself with talented people. They inspire you to improve."
"I'll consider it." Of course, I had no intention of taking his class.
"Please do." 
And then, he went to a woman I met earlier, an African woman named Niara who was beautiful with long braids and a colorful dress. He put his arm over her shoulder and they left the restaurant together.
"That's a surprise," Claire said to me as we left the restaurant behind them. "He's usually not that demonstrative with Niara."
"They're together?"
"Oh, yes. They've been seeing each other quietly for several months since he arrived in September of last year but he's not monogamous. Quite the lothario. A bit like Drake used to be."
I frowned. Drake the Rake is what she and Michael had called Drake when we first arrived in Nairobi. Still, it was impolite to refer to it, even jokingly. 
I left the restaurant, exhaling with relief. 
I couldn't wait to get back to the hotel and Drake.
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER SEVEN
 
 
Claire dropped me off at the front entrance to the hotel and I made my way to our room. I was glad to see Drake, though I felt guilty that I hadn't been there waiting for him, especially considering how much I'd missed him all week. 
He was sitting in the darkened living room, facing the patio doors when I entered. 
"There you are," I said, coming around to stand in front of him. He was dressed in a hotel bathrobe, and had probably had a shower after coming home from work.
"I wish you'd texted me that you were going out with Claire," he said, his voice soft, with a note of impatience in it. "I was worried something happened to you."
"I'm sorry," I said. "Claire was supposed to phone Michael. He was supposed to tell you."
"You could have texted me." 
I shrugged. "My phone's battery was dead because I forgot to charge it. We let it charge in Claire's car. Then I forgot…"
He didn’t say anything for a moment, his gaze moving over my body, my clothes.
"So you went out to the Institute? You're out pretty late."
"I told you we went for dinner after. I thought we'd be back before you and Michael got finished at the hospital."
He nodded. "You look lovely."
"Thank you," I said and turned in a circle, holding out the skirt of my dress. "I wish you could have been there with us. Claire's fun, but she's quite a social butterfly so I spent a lot of time alone, looking at pictures by myself. But at the dinner, I did show some of the faculty my painting of you and got a few nice comments."
"Which picture of me? Not the full-frontal…"
"No," I said and sat on the couch beside him, leaning in close. "The more respectable one. I wouldn't want to make the male faculty jealous or the female faculty interested."
He laughed softly, but then was silent for a moment. His gaze moved over my face, and he brushed a strand of hair back, then touched my collar. 
"I was upset that you were gone when I got back here. I was really looking forward to seeing you."
I sighed. "Drake, I'm so sorry. I thought Michael was going to tell you I was out with Claire. I thought you two would be really late. Besides," I said, remembering what Claire had said earlier. "I have to make a life for myself while you're busy at work." 
"I want you to have your own life," Drake said. "But how would you feel if the tables were turned and it was me who never called or texted you when I was going to be late? If you waited for hours to hear from me?"
"It was thoughtless of me. I was a bit intimidated by Claire. She has this way…"
"When I'm free, I want you to be here. I don't want to wonder where you are. When I want you, I don't want to have to wait while you're out partying with people I don't even know."
"Drake…" I shook my head, wanting to reassure him that it was nothing. "It won't happen again. I'll make sure to send you a text if I'm going anywhere from now on so you'll know. My phone…"
He nodded and brushed his fingers over the tops of my breasts. "I feel like I should punish you," he said, his voice soft.
I bit my lip. I didn't like that idea. I thought I had things covered with Claire calling Michael. 
"It wasn't my fault that Claire forgot to call Michael…"
"You could have called using the hotel phone and left a voicemail. Or used your laptop before you left the room. You could have called me as soon as your phone was charged."
I exhaled. He was right. I could have done any one of those. "Claire called and I was rushed…"
"It would have saved me worrying. I had these images of you having been abducted, raped, or in a car accident somewhere on the Mombasso road."
"I'm sorry," I said and cupped his cheek, leaning in to kiss him. He didn't kiss me back. "I didn't even want to go, but Claire has this way about her."
He nodded, his eyes half-hooded. "Sometimes, your submissive side extends beyond sex."
I sighed. "With really dominant people, yes. Sometimes it does."
"Maybe I should exert more control outside the bedroom."
I shook my head. "No," I said, the thought upsetting me. "I don't want that. You don't want that."
"I want us to work as a couple," Drake said, his voice still soft, so in control. "Maybe you need me to take more control. Especially in a new place where nothing's familiar."
I stood up, feeling a strong need to change the subject and mood. I didn't like the way the conversation was going. TPE scared the hell out of me.
"I don't want TPE." I went to the patio doors and glanced out at the sky. Drake stayed on the couch. 
"Our relationship can be anything we want it to be. It doesn't have to be total. It could be partial power exchange, in some situations and settings. Or only in the bedroom. It's whatever makes us both happiest. Maybe you need me to be more in control. Not totally, but more. I feel like you should have thought about me first when you decided to go out. You should have called me. Left a message. Even if you'd left a damn post-it note on the mirror, I wouldn't have been so upset."
I felt so confused, so upset at the thought of yielding more control to Drake. But at the same time, if I was honest, there was this tiny part of me that thrilled at the thought of Drake taking more control with me. I squashed it down. I couldn't be that kind of woman. I had most of a Master's degree in Journalism from Columbia University. I had non-fiction articles published in the school's student newspaper. I was an artist. 
I wasn't one of those women…
The kind of woman who wanted their lover to be in control at all times, who decided everything for them. 
"I am not O," I said, my voice firm.
He shook his head. "Of course you're not O. You're Katherine Marie McDermott. Very complicated, passionate, talented. You're also turned on by sexual submission to a dominant man. You need it to feel safe and free. You need a strong dominant man who frees you to feel whatever you can without judgment. I won't judge you, no matter how much control you need to feel from me."
"You always said you didn't want a submissive woman. You want a woman who submits in the bedroom."
He exhaled. "I want you, Kate. Whatever you need." He stood up finally and came to my side, standing close to me. He touched my hair, ran his hand over it and down my back. "I want," he said and pressed against the small of my back, pulling me against him. "I want you. You need D/s. Tell me it wouldn't make you feel insecure to top me."
I sighed. I tried to imagine ordering Drake around. I tried to think of him being submissive while I took the lead. It felt wrong.
"Am I right?"
I nodded but I didn't say anything. I thought we were coming to a place of comfort, with the degree of D/s between us about right. He always took control and the lead. I wanted him to take control. I liked going into subspace when I was tied up and helpless. I also liked the spontaneous sex we had without bondage or blindfolds.
"I thought we were doing really well. I thought you were getting what you want from the relationship."
"Kate, this is what drives me," he said and took my face in his hands. "I want to give you as much dominance and control as you need to be happy. I want to be the man who fulfills you, whatever that means. If you need me to take more control, I will. Gladly." He stroked my cheek with a thumb, his eyes on mine. "Tell me what you need, Kate. I'll give it to you exactly the way you want it."
I inhaled, my breath shaky. "I don't know what I need. I only know I want you."
"You have me. But I don't feel as if I have you yet. Not completely."
"You do have me. I love you."
"If I had you completely, you would have done everything you could have to let me know you'd be out. You would have thought of me first, and left a note, left a voice mail. You would have called as soon as your phone was charged. Instead, you had excuses for why you didn’t."
I felt like screaming. "I didn't even want to go out, but I did because Claire said I had to make my own life apart from you. That you’d be away so much that I'd become sad and feel neglected if I didn't. I went out with her because I felt I had to." 
Drake left my side and went to the bar fridge in the kitchen area. He took out a small bottle of bourbon and poured the contents into a glass. Then, he went back to the sofa and sat on it, his feet up on the coffee table. I followed him and stood beside him, waiting for him to say something.
He said nothing for several moments, sipping on his drink. 
"Say something."
Finally, he spoke, his voice controlled. "What should I say, Kate?"
"How are you feeling?"
He shot back the bourbon and placed the glass carefully on the coffee table.
 "I'm upset," he said, his voice low, controlled. Matter-of-fact. "I'm upset that you went somewhere without telling me yourself. That you didn't make the effort. I'm upset that this whole evening has gone to shit and I was looking forward to spending it making you come several times."
That sent a pang of guilt through me and I didn't know how to respond. I merely stood there, waiting.
"Don't be mad at me," I said finally, still feeling a need to defend myself. "Me not leaving a note was thoughtless, but Claire was outside and I didn't want to keep her waiting. Then she forgot to tell Michael…"
When I said it, something nagged at me. Did she forget? Or did she not tell Michael on purpose? I pushed that thought out of my mind. It was far too Machiavellian.
I exhaled, frustrated that he was making more of this than it really deserved. "I guess we have to agree to disagree, then."
"I guess we do, but I still think I should punish you."
"No," I said, anger bubbling up inside of me. "Our power exchange only extends to the bedroom and I haven't agreed to change it. This has nothing to do with our sex life."
"It does have something to do with our sex life," he said, his voice a bit louder. "I wanted to fuck you senseless, Katherine." He stood up and faced me, his expression stony. "I'm not fucking you senseless, am I?"
"You could if you weren't so mad over nothing."
Then he pulled me against his body, one hand tangling in my hair, gripping it, pulling my mouth against his, his lips pressing mine open, his tongue finding mine, sucking it into his mouth possessively. With the other hand, he hiked up the hem of my dress, his fingers sliding up my thigh to my buttock, squeezing it, pulling me against his hips, his erection hard against my belly.
I moaned into his mouth as his fingers slipped around and under my panties, unerringly finding my clit, which throbbed with need. I felt instantly wet, my body swelling, preparing for him. I wanted him inside of me, thrusting hard and fast. He must have wanted the same thing, for he turned me around and pushed me down so that I leaned against the back of the sofa. He used his knee to spread my thighs, lifting the skirt of my dress, pushing it up over my back. Then, he practically ripped off my panties in his haste to remove them. 
Before I could do anything, he was inside of me, his cock thick and hard. Then he lay over me, his face by mine, his cheek pressed against mine. He was breathing hard, his fingers stroking my clit. I groaned and moved against him, wanting him to start thrusting.
"I'm going to fuck you, Katherine, and you're not going to come, do you understand?"
"Then why are you touching me?" I said, my body clenching around his hardness, straining for sensation. "I need to come."
"I like to touch you. You do need to come," he said, his tone dark. "Your clit is nice and hard, and you're so wet. But you're not going to come, Katherine. I'm going to punish you for not contacting me yourself so I'd know where you were. I'm going to fuck you until I come inside of you and then, I'm going to deny you release."
I said nothing, for I was so ready, so close that I knew I'd come very quickly, with barely any need for him to even touch me.
He removed his fingers from my clit and began to thrust, hard and fast, the fingers on one hand biting into my hip so that it hurt a bit, the fingers on his other hand tweaking one nipple. All those sensations together pushed me even closer to the edge and I moved back against him each time he thrust. 
"You're not going to let yourself come, Katherine, do you understand?"
I said nothing, meeting his every thrust with my body, tightening my muscles around him. He groaned, inhaling sharply. 
"Don't let yourself come," he said again, his voice shaky. He was close. I could tell he was as close as I was. I didn't agree with his desire to punish me, so I did nothing to prevent my enjoyment of what he was doing. Soon, I felt the pleasure build in my body, deep in my groin, and I moaned.
"Don't come," he said, barely able to speak.
"I can't stop…" 
Then, pleasure erupted through me and I went over the top, my body convulsing around his cock as he thrust all the harder, desperate for his own release. Soon, I felt him tense against my body as his orgasm began, ramming himself into me, grunting with each ejaculation. 
He leaned over on top of me as both of us recovered, our bodies remaining together, my arms on the back of the couch, his on either side of them. His face was next to mine, his breath coming in short gasps. I heard him lick his lips and wondered what he'd do now that I'd disobeyed his order not to come.
"I'm going to have to find some other way to punish you," he said, and I could hear a hint of humor in his voice. "You're too damn responsive."
He kissed my shoulder and then I felt him slip out of me. I always hated that moment, wanting him to stay inside longer. He stood up straight and when I tried, he held me down, his hand on the small of my back. I knew what he was doing – watching his come dripping down my thighs.
I said nothing, biting my lip to stop from laughing. Finally, he let me up and I went to the bathroom to clean up. I started to undress, unzipping my dress. He stopped me, taking over. He took hold of my zipper and pulled it all the way down. I removed the dress and hung it up in on the back of the door and then removed my bra. My panties were still on the floor in the living room where he'd dropped them.
 As I cleaned myself quickly with a washcloth, he stood in the door, his white bathrobe open to reveal his now-deflating erection, which was still impressive. He was so damn gorgeous that it was hard to be mad at him. 
He watched me run a quick bath. I stepped inside the tub and sank down once the water was high enough. Then, I started washing my body, using the fragrant soap I found wrapped in pretty pastel paper.
"You're not going to say anything?" he said, a curious expression on his face as he watched me move to my knees, washing myself completely. He didn't sound angry. Nor did he sound amused. 
"That was good," I said as I stood and used a pitcher to rinse off my body. "I needed that." 
He shook his head slowly while I got out of the tub and wrapped a towel around my body. 
"What am I going to do with you, Ms. Bennet?"
I grabbed my clothes and brushed past him, smiling. "Anything you want."
He followed me into the bedroom and watched while I hung up my dress in the closet.
"Anything I want, hmm?" he said, his voice now clearly amused.
"You're the Dom."
I dried my body off, wiping my arms and then my torso, before drying off my thighs. He stood a few feet away and watched.
Before I could put on my nightgown, he grabbed me and pulled me over to the bed, then he pushed me down onto my back. He lifted me up onto the bed farther so that his mouth was right over my pussy.
"What I want is to eat you and make you come again." 
I closed my eyes and covered my face with my hands so he wouldn't see me smile.
Then he did exactly what he wanted. 
 
 

 
 
Later, as we lay together naked, our limbs entwined, he kissed my neck. 
"So, other than the fact that you should have called me sometime during the night, how did your evening go? Did you meet other students?"
I sighed. How would I tell him about Sefton?
"It was OK."
"That doesn't sound like much of a ringing endorsement."
I took in a deep breath. "To tell you the truth, it wasn't much fun. I felt uncomfortable a lot of the time."
"Why?" He brushed a finger over my bottom lip. "What happened?"
"Claire went off and was a social butterfly. I was stuck with this man who made a few strange comments and innuendo. I only wanted to come home and wait for you but I was trapped."
"What man?" he said, his voice soft.
"Sefton deVilliers," I said, instantly regretting that I mentioned Sefton, but I remembered the fiasco with Kurt back before we left Manhattan. "He's the artist in residence at the Institute. He's offering an open studio course and offered me a spot but I don't know if I want to take the class from him."
"Why?"
"He made me uncomfortable. I told him I was engaged to you so he'd stop."
"Was he at the dinner, too?"
"Yes," I said, feeling a weight of guilt descend over me. "He was a bit suggestive…"
"Suggestive?"
I turned to him. "He asked me if I was a submissive."
"What?" Drake frowned and I felt his body tense under my hands. "How did that come up? What did you say to him?"
"Nothing," I said, feeling a bit defensive at this tone. I touched my collar. "He saw my choker and asked me what it meant. Do you think he was at the dungeon the other night and saw me, recognized my choker?"
"I don't know why else he'd think you were a submissive," Drake said, his voice low. "He must have been there." He shook his head and rubbed his eyes as if he was really tired. "That was presumptuous of him and not acceptable. People in the lifestyle usually only meet through known contact routes – online websites, personals, or through friends who are in the lifestyle. You don't ask a stranger and even if you've seen someone at an event, you don't mention it unless you're close enough. It's respect for privacy. Besides, we were wearing masks. That means we don't want our participation in the event to be publicly known. He knew that if he was there."
"He's a buffoon," I said, remembering Sefton's tone with me.
"He is." Drake was silent for a moment. "Did he say anything other than that?"
I shook my head. "No. He made a few comments when he saw my painting of you that at first I thought could be taken two ways."
I told Drake about Sefton's comment about the size of my painting and how he wanted to know what the competition was.
"So I take it we weren't in a public room," I said, my voice soft because I knew he wanted to keep that a secret. 
"Why do you think that?" he said.
"Because if he saw us having sex, he would know you're big."
"I'm neither going to confirm or deny that," he said and shook his head. "He's not going to spoil the experience for you." 
He inhaled deeply and stroked my hair as I lay beside him, my arm across his chest, my face pressed against his shoulder. "Might want to keep your distance from him," he said. "I'd advise against taking his studio class. Not because I don't trust you," he said and turned to face me. He tilted my chin up so I had to look in his eyes. "I may get jealous, but I know you love me. Still, you don't want to feel harassed. You want someone to appreciate you for your talent and not because you are the most delicious bit of womanhood around."
He smiled briefly and kissed me. He was right. Sefton definitely made me feel uncomfortable. I didn't want to have to fend him off all the time, or listen to his flirty personal comments. 
"I'll check with Nial Mbuno, the Dean of the Institute, about other open studio classes."
Drake nodded and pulled me against him. 
Before too long, he was asleep, but I lay awake for a long time, thinking about what happened between us, and about Mr. Sefton deVilliers. He had to have been at the club and saw me there. Perhaps he didn't see Drake and me having sex, but saw me at some other point and recognized the choker. I tried to push the thought out of my mind, because it was going to drive me crazy trying to sort through all the possibilities.
Finally, even my eyelids became heavy, and in the warmth of Drake's arms, I drifted off to sleep.
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER EIGHT
 
 
The next week passed slowly, with Drake once again shadowing Michael at the hospital and teaching at the college. Like the first week, Drake returned to the hotel late every night, missing supper, and falling asleep soon after. He had a drink of hot tea before sleep and a few times we went for a swim, but we weren't very intimate during the week, especially compared to our first months together. 
I spent my time on the net, looking at images of local artists and their work, after I found a studio class that I could take so I could avoid Sefton's. I was able to speak with Nial Mbuno about another studio class offered by one of the faculty members, and Nial agreed to speak with the instructor, Talia Abasi, a local artist who also taught life drawing. She had space in her class for me, but it wasn't a painting class. It was a drawing class with live models. I hadn't taken a drawing class for a few years, so it would be a challenge. 
Moving day arrived and I was so eager to get out of the hotel. Although our suite was fantastic, I wanted a kitchen so Drake and I could cook together, and I wanted our own bedroom so I could have a real chest of drawers and closet. I wanted our own place. 
Our home away from home.
On the day Drake had no classes, he took the day off, so once we were showered and dressed and ready to go, we took a taxi to Kitusuru Village and met Jan at the house to pick up our keys. The movers from the furniture store brought our purchases, and set up the bed. Drake had filled the taxi with our luggage and the housewares we'd bought and we spent the morning getting things moved into the house and put away.
After the movers finally left, and we were alone, I was in the bedroom making the bed when Drake walked in the room, and came up behind me, slipping his arms around my waist. 
"We're finally here, Ms. Bennet," he said, his lips pressed against my neck. "Our own house. I can't wait to make it our home. Buy some groceries. Cook a meal. Christen the bed."
"Christen the bed, you say?" 
He pulled me more tightly into his arms, planting a very warm and wet kiss on my neck. 
"What do you say we get a taxi and go for lunch and then hit the market?"
I squeezed his arms around me. "Sounds wonderful."
 
 

 
 
 
The taxi driver was a friendly young man with a bright smile named Jomo, who spoke impeccable English with a British accent and gave us a running commentary as he drove through the streets of Nairobi. A student at the University of Nairobi, he spent some time in the US and was pleased to talk about Manhattan, where he'd attended the Model United Nations. He took us to a local hangout where they had great fish. There was a market nearby and the driver gave us his card and told us to call him when we were ready to go back to our house. 
We sat at the tiny restaurant that was nothing more than a single room with a service window. There were already many customers and so we stood in line with the locals, waiting to place our order. Then, we sat at a picnic table on the sidewalk and ate our fish with chapattis and vegetables. 
Once we were done, we strolled down the street to the open-air market and checked out each stall, selecting fresh produce and meat. The market was busy, with many women carrying brightly colored cloth shopping bags over their arms. We bought several bags of food and then called Jomo for our return trip. We sat on a bench by the market and waited, watching the people as they bought their goods, arguing with the shopkeepers over prices. 
"You didn't haggle over prices like the locals do," I said, poking Drake in the ribs. 
"I don’t really get the money system yet," he said and laughed. "Maybe we should have asked Jomo to be our agent. We probably overpaid for everything we bought today."
I shrugged. "Maybe, but we can afford it."
"Who knows? I may have paid a small fortune for those vegetables. We should probably shop at the mall until we get to know prices and the money a bit better."
There weren't a lot of Europeans in the city, so we were pretty visible, and a few small children stopped as they walked by us with their mothers. They stared at us, smiling, until the mothers pulled them along. "Mzungu," one small girl said as she stared at us.
I knew that it mean 'white person' in Swahili. 
"We're curiosities," I said, waving at one small girl with big brown eyes. 
"Definitely." Drake smiled and waved at her as well and then she was pulled away, back into the throng of people streaming through the market.
Jomo drove up a few moments later, glad to see us, and took us to another furniture shop so I could buy a table for my studio and some shelves for supplies. Finally, we stopped at a computer store at a local mall and Drake picked up something he needed for his class. Then Jomo took us back to our new home. He helped us with our bags and Drake gave him an extra large tip for being so helpful. He promised to be our personal taxi driver whenever we needed one, if he was available. It was nice to have someone we could trust to help us navigate the city.
After hauling in our bags and putting food away, we collapsed on the couch and I couldn't imagine cooking. 
"I wish we were back in Manhattan," Drake said. "So we could order delivery from Marcellus or go to the bagel shop across the street from your apartment."
"There's that bag of potato chips," I said, yawning. "We could eat that. No cooking. No cleaning."
Drake pulled me into his arms and kissed the top of my head. "What happened to our plans to cook real food?"
"Exhaustion happened. I think I could go to bed and stay there all night. Like John Lennon and Yoko Ono," I said, smiling up at Drake. "Only we wouldn't be protesting anything except sore muscles."
Drake laughed. "The pool guy was here. Luckily, Jan thought of everything. We could go have a swim, then eat the bag of chips and listen to some music. I doubt I'll be able to stay awake much longer than nine o'clock, the way I feel."
"Sounds like a plan."
 
 

 
 
Later, after our swim, with glasses of soda water and orange juice instead of wine, which Drake thought would make him too tired, we sat on the couch and listened to some of Drake's music on the new sound system he'd bought. He had to look over some notes for his lectures in the morning and so I took out my laptop and tried to work out a schedule for the next month, so that I would keep myself busy. 
"Oh, I completely forgot," Drake said and then reached into his briefcase to pull out a brochure with an image of giraffes and elephants on the cover. "This is the one," he said, pointing to the third safari option in the brochure. "Claire gave it to me." He handed it to me and I checked the description. A safari for artists and photographers, it was on a weekend at the end of March. 
"Our schedule for that week's ER call was posted and Michael and I will be on call but you could go with Claire. She's an amateur photographer and wants to go to get some good wildlife photos. Michael promised to arrange it so we can all go together to a regular safari, but Claire would love to go to this one, according to Michael. I know you wouldn't want to miss an artist safari."
I smiled at Drake, thankful that we had Michael and Claire to rely on. I was eager to go on safari, and Claire was pleasant enough to be with, despite her gossipy ways. Knowing her way around and how to get what she wanted, she'd be useful on safari. 
After another hour passed, with Drake yawning widely, we decided to go to bed and did our usual preparations, undressing, washing up and brushing our teeth side by side. It was all very domestic. 
We fell into bed, and Drake pulled me close so that I snuggled into his arms. 
"Good night," I said to him as he lay behind me, one of his arms around my waist, his hand cupping one of my breasts. 
"Good night my love," he said, barely able to stifle another yawn. "Sorry to be so unromantic, but I'm almost asleep with my eyes open."
"It's OK. So am I." I turned my head to face him and he kissed me, warmly, his mouth lingering on mine for a moment longer. Then I turned back and closed my eyes. I couldn’t help but remember what Claire had said – that she and Michael fell into bed late at night, too exhausted for anything but sleep. 
As I listened to him breath so slow and steady behind me, I hoped his schedule loosened up a bit in the coming months so that we'd have more time to enjoy each other.
I missed the intensity of our scenes and wondered when we'd be able to go to another dungeon party. Hopefully, Sefton deVilliers wouldn't be there.
 
 

 
 
My first studio class was the following Wednesday and I was getting excited about it, looking forward to doing some life drawing again. On the Tuesday after we moved into our house, I pulled out my pencils and charcoals, a kit to carry my supplies and a small black leather portfolio to carry my sketchpads and artwork. I sat on the couch and sorted through my art case, touching everything, eager to get started. I felt like a real art student again and was so glad Claire suggested the Institute. 
At about six, after I had a very light supper of poached eggs on toast and an orange, I had a nice warm bath and prepared myself, shaving everything in case Drake had enough energy and was in the mood. I put on a very skimpy sundress and waited, eager to see him after my day alone.
 Drake called about seven o'clock to say he had a late surgery and would probably not be home until after ten o'clock at the earliest. I felt a pang of regret for once more I'd spent the entire day alone, eating my breakfast, lunch and supper by myself. I sighed and plopped down on the couch, preparing to watch satellite television. Something on the National Geographic channel about the rainforests of Borneo. I tried not to get upset, but I was lonely for Drake. I wanted to at least talk to him. I hadn’t spoken to a single soul all day, except the television news reporter when I commented rather rudely on something he said. 
That was it – my day in my new home. In Nairobi. Alone. 
I went to bed around ten thirty, too tired to wait up in the living room. I was determined to stay awake though, wanting to greet Drake when he arrived home, but I must have fallen asleep, for the next thing I knew I woke up to Drake snuggling in close beside me, the lights out, the room in total darkness.
"You're home," I said and turned to face him. He'd brushed his teeth and I could still smell mint on his breath. "What time is it?"
"Eleven fifteen," he said and kissed me. "Sorry to wake you up. I tried to be quiet but I tripped over a box when I turned off the lights."
"Are you all right?' I wrapped my arms around his neck. "I missed you so much. I realized I didn't speak to a single soul today, until now."
"I'm sorry," Drake said and snuggled closer. "Your first art class is tomorrow. You'll meet some other students there, maybe make a friend."
He kissed me once more, as he stroked my hair. I waited for him to do say something to indicate he was in the mood for sex, but he said nothing. He snuggled in closer to me, kissing my shoulder. 
Finally, I couldn't hold back. If he wasn't going to initiate anything, I still wanted to talk with him. 
"How was your day?" I said, resigning myself to another night without sex.
"Busy. Had my class. Then a demonstration of robotic techniques to some visiting neurosurgeons from Ethiopia. Then OR time. Then, I had to cover for Michael. He went home sick with a cold so I scrubbed in on his cases."
I nodded and ran my fingers through his hair. Then it hit me – Drake had stayed late to take over Michael's cases. That meant he worked with Michael's residents. That meant he spent the evening with Sam.
A surge of jealousy went through me, but I squashed it. I was not going to be that kind of woman. I was going to assume that Drake couldn’t wait to get home to me. He was tired from his busy schedule. I said nothing for a moment, swallowing back my urge to ask about Sam.
Drake must have sensed something for he pulled me closer, and when he spoke, his voice was soft. Almost soothing as if he knew I needed it. 
"I'm sorry that you've been alone all day. I promise I'll make it up to you tomorrow."
I smiled in the darkness, knowing that he'd probably be unable to do so until the weekend, but at least the sentiment was there. I had to get used to this. Being separated from Drake and missing him very much was going to be my new reality.
 
 

 
 
I woke in the middle of the night to the sounds of a guitar coming from somewhere in the house. I felt the bed beside me and Drake was gone, the sheets and coverlet pulled back where he would have lain.
He must have had a hard time sleeping and got up to play for a while, like that time on 8th Avenue when we were first together.
I got up and tiptoed out of the bedroom, searching for him. The sound came from the butler's pantry off the kitchen. The room was about six by ten, and was windowless, with an overhead light fixture and shelves on the walls. I opened the door to see Drake sitting on a stool, his back turned toward the door, his guitar in his arms, playing some song I didn't recognize. He looked up when he noticed me and stopped singing and playing.
"Hi," I said and smiled. "Sorry to interrupt."
"No, that's fine. Sorry I woke you."
"You couldn’t sleep?" I said and went to him, laying a hand on his bare shoulder, his skin smooth under mine. I stroked his neck and he looked up into my eyes, and then closed his, smiling while I ran my fingers through his messy hair, which fell over his eyes.
"Nah," he said. " I'm exhausted but at the same time, I can't fall sleep."
"Insomnia," I said, and leaned against the wall across from him, my arms behind me. "What were you playing? That was nice."
He shrugged and picked out something melodic. "A song that reminded me of you and of us. It's by a musician from LA I found a while ago when I took a break from my father's music. The song is called See You Again by Jason Falkner." 
"Keep playing," I said. "It was nice and I hardly ever get to hear you sing or play."
He did, starting from what I assumed was the beginning. The song was about how life can be so intense at times, it's hard to take. The lyrics made my throat close up. The song reminded him of me, of us. 
His voice was firm and clear and he sang with confidence, enjoying the music. Of course, being the silly woman that I was, my eyes filled with tears, especially at some of the lyrics and the fact it made him think of me and that's why he wanted to play it. 
"That's so sweet," I said and went to him when he finished, kissing him, my hands on his shoulders. 
"I miss you," he said. "I'm so busy now, but I won't be this busy the whole time we're here."
"I know," I said, stroking my fingers through his hair. "I miss you, too, but I'll survive. My first class is tomorrow. I can't wait and expect I'll be busy from now on with my art."
He nodded and strummed the guitar. "Well, I guess I should put this away. My first surgery is early tomorrow." He put the guitar away and we went back to bed.
Beside me, Drake tossed and turned. I wondered what it was that was keeping him from sleep. Finally, after about half an hour, he was still, his breathing deep and slow. 
It took me a long time to fall asleep, excitement about my first class making it hard to let go.
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER NINE
 
 
 
The next morning, I got up when Drake did, showering while he made coffee. I dressed in my cute little flowery sundress that I had hoped would entice him the previous night.
He held me at arm's length and looked me up and down. "Ms. Bennet, you make it very hard to leave you all day when you wear that dress."
I held the skirt out and smiled, curtsying. "You like?"
"I love. You're not wearing it to your art class are you?"
"Of course not," I said, and turned in a circle. "I put it on to show you what you missed yesterday. I'll wear something more appropriate to an artist's studio. My overalls and a t-shirt."
"Whew," Drake said and mock wiped his brow. "Thank God, or someone would definitely steal you away from me. But please wear that tonight when I come home. No matter how tired I am, I'll have to ravish you if you're wearing that."
I laughed and leaned against him for another kiss. "You ravishing me is my one desire."
Then he really had to go and waved to me as he closed the door.
Once again, I was alone. But at least I had the first studio class to look forward to. 
 
My class didn't begin until 10:00AM so I had plenty of time to get ready. I ate my breakfast and dressed in my work clothes, which consisted of an old pair of denim overalls and a black t-shirt underneath it. I pulled my hair back into a ponytail and put on a pair of high-tops to complete the ensemble. I looked like an art student. I needed some artsy earrings so I chose a pair of hand-made dangling earrings I bought at a flea market sale in Harlem several years earlier. 
Yes, I did look the part. Even my black choker fit the 60s vibe.
Then, I called Jomo and waited for my ride to the Institute and my first class, my stomach filled with butterflies.
Jomo was helpful as usual, telling me about the Institute and how many famous African artists had been through its doors in the past. 
"Who is your teacher?" he asked as we drove through the busy streets of Nairobi. 
"Talia Abasi," I replied. 
He waved his hand at another driver and honked his horn before answering. I gripped onto the door handle as we went around a curve a bit more quickly than I would have liked.
"Oh, she is very good," he said finally.
"How do you know about her?" I asked when I got my breath back.
"She won a national medal for art. I saw her on the television."
I nodded, glad that my teacher was well-regarded in her own country. Sefton was the artist in residence and was also renowned, but the last thing I wanted was to be trapped in a class with him. I could imagine him strolling around the studio, checking out every student's work, making suggestive comments that would drive me crazy as I tried to figure out if he was being rude or if it was my own overactive imagination.
Jomo dropped me off at the Institute, an old five story colonial building built during the Raj, which had been converted into a school. Outside, on the lawn, were a series of shed-like storage containers. Inside were artist studios, the walls covered with brightly colored paintings and prints. 
I walked up to the old building, my stomach tight, and entered the cool dim interior. The artwork and photos of former students lined one wall.
A banner above the office, in what I assumed was Swahili and English, read, 
 
"Art is a lie that lets the artist tell the truth." Picasso
 
I went into the office and checked with the secretary, who had me fill out an enrollment form. She gave me directions to the studio where the class was being held. I went down the hallway, and took a staircase up to a studio on the top floor. The space was large with high multi-paned windows. The natural light would be amazing. Several students were already there, sitting on benches with easels attached, their portfolios and art cases on the floor beside them. In the center of the room was a platform about ten feet by ten, raised off the floor about two inches. That's where the model would pose.
The easels were arranged in a circle around the center of the room. On each easel was a pad of newsprint. The pages were large, about twenty-four by thirty-six inches. I took a seat at an easel bench closest to the door and sat down, my stomach still in knots. The other students present were a mix of ages. Two women looked to be in their mid-forties. They may have been returning to college to follow their dream after years caring for children. The other three were my age, dressed in clothes similar to mine – work clothes, that could be splashed with paint, or linseed oil or charcoal without much concern. 
There was a desk at the front of the room with a large old-fashioned blackboard on the wall behind it. On the board was written "Life Drawing 101" and below it, 'Talia Abasi: Instructor'. I'd seen a photo of her, and she was beautiful, about forty, her long braids pulled up into a high bun. In the photo, she wore a colorful dress, and was receiving the medal from the president of Kenya. 
I realized I was lucky to have found a space in her class. 
In the next ten minutes, other students entered and took up about half of the other twenty benches in the room. Then, a few minutes after ten o'clock, Talia arrived, wearing a long flowered dress, her hair up in a turban. She had dark horn-rimmed glasses on and wore a bright smile.
"Hello, class," she said in perfect British English with a strong touch of the local accent. "I'm Talia Abasi. You can call me Talia."
"Hello, Talia," several students replied. 
She bowed slightly. "Welcome to Life Drawing 101. In this class, we expect you to have some experience drawing with pencils and charcoal. The purpose is to allow you time with a model so you can learn to do a quick sketch, and then a longer study of the nude human body. This way, you will gain knowledge of the musculature, the structure and form of the body and will work with light and shadow, perspective and texture. I won't be doing any instruction per se, but I will be here to answer any questions, and provide feedback on your work. There are no assignments. This is an open studio so you can do as you like. After the first break, when our model starts doing longer poses, the painting class will be joining us to use the model as well for their painting studies."
I frowned at that. The painting class – was that Sefton's class? I didn't like the thought of his class joining us, nor did I want him to view my work. I didn't want to have anything to do with him.
Then, a woman entered from a side door wearing a robe. She looked to be part African and part Asian and had long smooth black hair that hung down her back. She was beautiful, with lush curves and coffee-and-cream skin. 
"Our model today is Mariko. She'll do a series of quick poses for you, then take a break, before taking one of three longer poses which you can use for studies." Talia turned to Mariko and bowed. Mariko bowed back and then walked to the center of the room where she stepped onto the raised platform. She removed her robe and stood before us naked, shaking her arms and legs as if to limber up.
Talia stepped closer to the circle of students. "Mariko is a dancer so she will be able to strike really flexible poses. She also has a lot of stamina, so she'll be able to move quickly from pose to pose. We're lucky to have her. Part of your tuition goes to paying our models but it's customary to leave a little something at the end of class for the model."
Then, Mariko began a series of quick poses, each one lasting no more than two minutes. We were expected to draw very quickly, trying to catch the basic form of her pose with broad strokes rather than fine detail. It was exhilarating. I had only taken a class with a nude model once before, so this was a treat. I did my best to capture the sweep of her pose as she bent and twisted and stretched in different ballet positions.
This went on for the first half hour. We got in almost thirteen poses before it was time for her to take a break. All the while, Talia circled the class, stopping to look at each student's drawings, commenting now and then on their progress, making suggestions. She stopped by my easel when Mariko was in a pose with her arms extended out in front of her, one leg held back behind her. I could see her in profile and tried my hardest to capture the whole pose, her leg bent slightly at the knee.
"Very nice," Talia said. "I can feel the weight in that leg. Good job."
I smiled, pleased that my instructor had a good comment for me. Then she moved on to the next student. 
Finally, Mariko stopped posing, put her robe back on, and then left the circle of easel benches for the side room. 
I wasn't pleased that, now, the painting class would be joining us for the rest of the period. I waited expectantly, hoping it wasn't Sefton, but his was the only other open studio class. I got up from my easel and went to the hallway where I had seen a water fountain, got a drink, then went to the washroom. When I returned, sure enough, Sefton was at the desk speaking with Talia. I took my place at my bench and turned over a fresh page on the newsprint pad, then took out my drawing pencils and sharpened them to ensure they were ready for use. 
I felt suddenly conscious of eyes on me and glanced up only to be staring into Sefton's very brown eyes. He was leaning against the blackboard, his arms crossed, listening to Talia speak about something. When our eyes met, a smile quirked on his lips. He looked very handsome, wearing a black long-sleeved t-shirt and faded jeans with black boots and a thick black belt. 
He nodded to Talia and touched her on the shoulder. Then, he came directly over to me, smiling.
"Well, Ms. McDermott, I see there was something else better after all."
I forced a smile and glanced away, my cheeks heating under his scrutiny. "I thought drawing might be a better start for me. I haven't been in an art class for a while…"
"May I see your sketches?" he said and bent down, his hand moving to the pad of paper despite my not granting him permission. I didn’t really want him to look at my work, but he was pretty insistent. He turned back the pages of newsprint and looked at each drawing. 
"Good work," he said. "You do well capturing the motion, the weight of the body, the tension. Perspective is good."
Then he returned the pad of newsprint to its place on the easel and folded his arms. "You don't really need practice."
"I think you can always use practice," I said, frowning. "I only recently started painting again after several years away and I'm a bit rusty."
"Not from what I can see."
"Thank you," I said, forcing yet another smile without meeting his eyes. 
"I see you're wearing your… choker again," he said, his voice light, soft enough in the hum of the other students talking that only I could hear. "Are you 24/7?" 
I glanced up at him. "No," I said, frowning. Then I caught myself. 
Damn…
"What do you mean by that?" I said quickly, but I knew he'd found me out. He knew I was a submissive. 
"Of course, I meant do you wear it 24/7…"
"Of course," I said, turning away from his half-smirk. "I don't wear it in the shower or swimming. But the rest of the time, yes."
He said nothing else. "Welcome to the Institute," he said finally. 
I glanced up and nodded. "Thank you."
Then he walked away, and didn't say anything else to me while the other students came in the room and took their places at empty easel benches. Mariko entered the room once everyone was settled and a janitor carried in a low cushioned bench covered in red velvet. Mariko removed her robe again, sat on the bench and half reclined on it, resting her weight on one elbow, her long hair falling like silk over her neck, and onto the settee. She lay on her side, one leg crossed over the other. She faced away from me so that I was looking at her back. 
"Students feel free to move your benches into a different position if you like. But you should challenge yourself to take the most difficult position to develop your skills."
I stayed where I was, although I would have liked to draw her from the front. Instead, I tried my best to block out my sheet of newsprint, turning it on its side. For the next half hour, we drew her in that pose before she shifted to another pose for the second half hour of long poses. Sefton and Talia walked around the students, watching us draw, commenting on the work. Luckily, Sefton didn’t stop and comment on mine, but Talia did. She had only good things to say, thankfully. It gave me confidence that maybe I really had talent to be developed and I could be an artist if I worked hard enough at it.
I went to the water fountain for a drink once more when Mariko took her next break. Before I could return to the class, Sefton caught up with me outside the door to the classroom.
"So, Kate McDermott from Manhattan, how's life with the neurosurgeon fiancé of yours? He must be very busy. Isn't there a shortage of neurosurgeons in Kenya? I think I read that somewhere."
I stopped and turned to him, keeping my expression pleasant although I felt frustration that he wouldn't let me be. "Life is great. As for Drake, he's very busy and that's why he's here. His friend is the dean of the medical college and asked him to come and help out, teach a class and take on a surgical caseload for a semester."
"How noble," Sefton said. "With you being so new to Nairobi, it must get pretty lonely."
"Excuse me," I said and pushed past him into the classroom. He wasn't my instructor so I didn't have to be polite to him. I didn’t have to stand around and make pleasant conversation with him. 
When I returned to my seat, Mariko came back into the room. This time, she sat on the bench, her legs crossed, her arms resting behind her, her head back. It wasn't an interesting pose from my perspective, but I stayed where I was and drew it anyway. I focused on capturing the arch to her back and the play of light on her hair. 
When the time was up, we all clapped for Mariko, who bowed slightly before leaving the room. Then, Talia passed a basket around and students dropped money into it. All I had was some American cash, which I threw in, figuring a twenty-dollar bill would be a nice tip. 
I put my drawings into my portfolio case and packed up my pencils. Then, when I was about to leave, Talia asked me to stay behind.
I stopped by the desk while she spoke with another student briefly. When the student left, Talia turned to me. 
"Kate, your drawings are very good, very technically skilled. I wonder why you're in my class? You should be taking a class through the university."
"The classes were full and I was late registering. I only started drawing and painting again recently so I'm pretty rusty and need practice. I'm happy to be in your class."
"I'm glad then," she said. "Sefton and I team teach a master class at night on Thursday. It might be better suited to your level of development. Most of the students in this open class are all weekend hobbyists."
I made a face, wrinkling up my nose without thinking. "I think I'll stick to this class, but I'm flattered that you suggested it."
"Oh, it was Sefton who suggested it. He tells me you’re a painter. The Thursday class is a painting class."
I shook my head and smiled. "Thanks anyway. I'll stick with this class if you don’t mind. No offense. I don't think I'm ready for a master class…"
"Sefton said he saw your work and you're very good."
"That's very nice of him," I said and then Sefton came up to us and stood close to me.
"It is very nice of me, but also very true. Show Talia the painting you have on your phone, the one you did of your fiancé."
I shrugged my shoulder and stepped back from Sefton. "You really can't see it well…"
"Please, I'd like to see it," Talia said and reached her hand out. 
Finally, I pulled out my phone and quickly brought up the image of my Drake painting. I handed my phone to her and she examined it, then raised her eyebrows. 
"I can see that you already have experience with nudes." She showed it to Sefton who nodded. Then he looked closer and smiled. "That's not the one I saw. The one I saw was a bit more… modest. That's quite the… painting."
I quickly took back my phone and saw that I'd shown them the full frontal nude of Drake instead of the more chaste version. My cheeks burned as I quickly pulled up the right image and handed it back to Talia. 
"That's the one I meant to show you," I said, smiling a guilty grin. "The other one is private."
Talia smiled and examined the other image. "Very nice. Kate, you really should take the master class. This class is below your skill level."
"I don't know," I said and backed away. 
"Think about it," Talia said. "You should be focusing on your painting. Your drawing skills are already well-developed."
"Think about it," Sefton repeated, nodding. "Seriously."
"I will," I said, and gathered up my things, leaving as quickly as I could. I was in such as rush, I banged into a bench with my portfolio, almost knocking it over. I turned at the door to wave goodbye to Talia and Sefton was standing with his arms crossed, smiling in that way. He knew he made me feel uncomfortable. I was sure at that moment that he enjoyed it.
 
 

 
 
I called Jomo and asked him to pick me up from The Institute. As I waited for him outside in the noon-hour sun, I hoped that Sefton wouldn't see fit to join me and pester me more.
Of course, he did. I saw him leave the building with his sunglasses on. When he saw me, he came right over.
"Ms. McDermott," he said. "May I call you Kate?"
I shrugged, refusing to say yes or no. 
"Kate," he said and smiled, glancing away as if he were amused by my reluctance to speak with him. "Are you waiting for that fiancé of yours to pick you up?"
"No, actually, I have a taxi coming."
"A taxi? Those scoundrels? Let me take you. Save you a few of your American dollars."
I saw Jomo a few blocks away, his distinctive old English taxi with a yellow stripe a now-familiar sight. I stood, glad he was almost there to rescue me from Sefton.
"Thanks, but my taxi is here."
"Send him away and come with me," Sefton said, waving to Jomo as he drove up. "I won't take no for an answer.
"Yes, you will." I pushed passed Sefton and opened the door to the back of the cab, so damn glad to see Jomo's face. 
"Hello, Miss," he said. "How was your class?"
"Great," I said and closed my door. Sefton leaned inside the open window. I frowned at him, hoping that my evil eye expression gave him the message. 
He merely smiled at me. Obviously, he knew I didn’t want his attentions but didn't care.
"Good to see you again, Kate. I guess I'll be seeing you every class for the next month or so, while my students work on their longer studies. And maybe on Thursday nights, too."
"Good bye," I said and turned back to Jomo. "Let's go."
Sefton pulled away, his hands held up as if in surrender.
"Au revoir, ma petite chérie," he said in perfect French. 
As we drove off, adrenaline jolted through my body. He had used a phrase very similar to the one Drake had used at the dungeon when I apologized for choking on his cock. 
I watched Sefton, who stood smiling, his arms crossed as if he'd won some kind of battle.
"Was that man bothering you, Miss?" Jomo said.
"He wanted to, but I'm not going to let him," I replied, although in truth, I felt like I could die of embarrassment at that moment.
"Very good," Jomo said, nodding as if he understood my meaning.
 
Jomo dropped me off at the house and I shivered as I entered the cool interior, but it was in part the result of my adrenaline rush wearing off. 
I walked through the rooms, touching the furniture, stopping to look at the boxes, which still had to be unpacked, trying to distract myself from the fact – the unmistakable fact – that not only had Drake had sex with me in the public room, but Sefton had watched. 
I went to my studio, found some tape and put my drawings on the wall, deliberately pushing that knowledge out of my mind. I spent the rest of the day putting away kitchenware and bathroom supplies, before sitting and searching through a few boxes of my art supplies that I'd packed up and sent over. Acrylics, brushes, paint pallets, and other materials. My cell buzzed around five thirty and I took it out of my bag and checked, hoping it was Drake.
It was Claire.
 
Hello, Kate. There's an artist safari coming up and I've been able to convince the guides to let us join it even though it's late. It's the weekend that the boys are on call, but this is the only art safari for the next few months. I'd like to book us a few spots now, if that's OK with you. What do you say the two of us go? It will be a grand time.
 
I texted her back.
 
I'd love to go. It sounds like fun. It's too bad the 'boys' are on call that weekend but maybe we can all go on a regular safari soon.
 
She texted back that yes, it was too bad that they were scheduled to be on call. I paused before responding. It was lucky that she knew some of the guides or else we would be out of luck for the safaris are booked months in advance. Since Drake and I had already spoken about the art safari, I replied and agreed that she should reserve our spots. 
 

 
 
 
Drake sent me a text before dinner, saying he hoped to be home a bit early as the hospital was pretty quiet and their surgeries were all finished and the patients were out of recovery. I was pleased. We might get to eat dinner together.
 
I'm on my way now. Have a shower and wait for me. After we eat dinner, I want to eat you.
 
I smiled to myself. Drake always started working me up even before he got home. I texted him back.
 
Do you want me to wear something special? Do something special?
 
I saw the indication that he was typing a reply and waited, chewing a nail, smiling. He typed for quite a while, but finally, the text message arrived.
 
Now that you mention it, I want you to be my slave-girl tonight. I know we're not 24/7 but for tonight, we can pretend that we are. I want you wearing your nylons and garters, but no panties. I want you to wear that sexy little flowered sundress. I want you to have your hair up and your collar – your thick leather collar – on. Be waiting by the sofa on your knees, like a good slave, your eyes downcast. I want dinner ready in the oven, so you can serve me. I bought some flavored vodka at the Junction and picked up some really soft rope that I plan on using to tie you up. And then, I'm going to ravish you, Katherine…
 
That sent a thrill through my body, heating my cheeks. I had a quick shower and dressed as he instructed, and spent the next half hour thinking about him, as my body responded to the thought that he'd planned a scene. I wondered what he'd want to do. It didn’t matter – whatever he wanted would be wonderful, but I was curious. His words about how he would treat me if I had been an ordinary sub, with me down on my knees frequently, were arousing. I wished he'd push a bit more for my obedience during sex. I liked Drake in Dom mode. I felt so secure, so uninhibited.
 After I prepared myself for Drake, I made my way to the kitchen and slipped some fresh shrimp into the oven, drizzled with lemon juice, olive oil, fresh grated garlic and salt and pepper. It would be ready very quickly once I turned on the broiler, and there was a fresh salad in the fridge. A loaf of artisan bread sat on the breadboard. There was chilled white wine in the wine cooler.
 I followed Drake's instructions, like an obedient 'slave-girl', and I was ready for him. Now all I had to do was wait for him to get home.
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER TEN
 
 
In about fifteen minutes, my cell phone chimed, and I checked. It was Drake.
 
Katherine, I'm on my way home. I just went through the guardhouse. Be waiting for me. Be ready for me. I'm more than ready for you…
 
I smiled to myself and texted him back.
 
I'm very ready for you, Sir.
 
I smiled, my body already responding. I wanted to feel his power and his dominance tonight. It would help me forget Sefton and the fact I had to tell Drake that Sefton had, in fact, seen us at the dungeon. 
I knelt by the sofa the way he directed in his text and waited, my head down. I closed my eyes and tried to focus properly, so that I was serious and not grinning like an idiot when he arrived. I did not want to spoil the mood he was trying to create. Instead, I thought about the letters he wrote to his novice subs and how much they had excited me when I read them what seemed like ages ago, but was really only six months earlier. 
Only six months?
He entered the house and I heard him shuck off his shoes and throw his jacket over the back of the chair, as he did every day when he arrived home. I kept my head bowed and my eyes closed, waiting for him to come to me and instruct me on what he wanted. I heard him unscrew a bottle top, the metal rasp familiar – he said he'd picked up some flavored vodka – did he find some Anisovaya in Nairobi? 
Footsteps on the hardwood between the kitchen and living room, and then the soft pad of his feet on the carpet came next. I knew he was standing in front of me for I could smell him – his cologne, a hint of that indescribable maleness. 
He took my chin in his hand and tilted my head up. I kept my eyes closed, and waited. He seemed to examine my face for a moment and then he kissed me, his kiss warm. When he slipped his tongue between my lips, I tasted something slightly tangy – vodka with green apple flavor – that must have been the flavored vodka he bought at the Exchange Mall on his way home. 
"I missed you today, Katherine," he said, his voice deep and warm.
"I missed you, Sir."
"You can open your eyes now." 
I did, blinking after keeping them shut for quite some time. When I did, I was staring into his blue eyes and once again, I was struck by how beautiful they were, so light blue, like faded denim, with thick black lashes and dark brows. A thrill went through me when our eyes met and I saw the intensity in his.
Then he lifted me up, his hands under my arms, so that I stood in front of him. He walked in a circle around me, examining my clothing. 
"Very nice," he said, running a hand over my shoulder and down over the bodice, cupping a breast as he did. "I like the way your breasts look in that. It makes me breathless."
He stepped closer. "In fact, it makes me want to do this," he said and pulled down one strap, exposing my shoulder. Bending down, he kissed my shoulder, and ran his lips and tongue over my collarbone and down over the upper curve of one breast. I gave a soft moan when he squeezed it and then pulled the fabric down further to expose the entire breast. 
"So perfect," he said, his voice a murmur of approval. "Breasts that demand attention." Then he gently pushed me back onto the couch and leaned over me, leaving a line of kisses down from my cheek to my jaw, then down to my breast once more. He sucked my nipple into his mouth, his tongue running in circles around the areola, then pulling on it with gentle teeth. I gasped and arched my back because it felt so good when he sucked once more, sending delicious little chills down my spine and right to my now-throbbing clit.
I thought he'd continue and that we'd have sex before we ate dinner, but instead, he put the strap back on my shoulder, covered my breast and smoothed my dress. Then he pulled me upright so that I stood once more before him.
"I'm starving. Let's eat."
I was shocked back to the present, having been lulled into a lust-filled reverie by his mouth and tongue and hands. I blinked a few times, and then inhaled deeply to get control over my arousal.
"OK…"
He cracked a grin. "A bit worked up are you, Ms. Bennet?"
"A bit," I said, unable to keep from smiling back at him. "Did you intend to work me up and then leave me unsatiated, Sir? Are you so cruel?" 
He took my hand and placed it over his erection, which was nice and thick and hard.
"I'm very cruel. I'm also too damn hungry to delay any longer."
I smiled. "Dinner is almost ready. There's salad in the fridge, a fresh baguette, and I only have to turn on the broiler and the shrimp will be cooked in ten minutes."
"Sounds delicious. Let me pour you a glass of wine."
He turned and led me to the kitchen, taking me by the hand. I followed him, surprised at how the evening was going.
"Am I supposed to stay in submissive mode through dinner?"
"Yes, Katherine," he said, his voice sounding a bit impatient. "That was the idea so watch that saucy tongue of yours. I'm only tolerating it because I'm so hungry. You do what I tell you, serve me when I tell you, comply without question to what I demand of you. That includes using proper forms of address…"
"Yes, Master," I said. "I haven't called you that for a long time and it feels pretty…" 
I hesitated, thinking I should shut my mouth and not make a comment. 
"Pretty what?" he said and stopped at the island in the kitchen, turning to face me, his arms crossed.
"Nothing," I said. "Master." 
He nodded. "Good. Now, I'm going to sit here at the island and watch you finish dinner. We can eat here. I don’t care about eating in the dining room. I want to drink my wine and relax, watch you serve me."
I smiled and proceeded to finish cooking dinner. This is what 24/7 couples did – they were in scene all the time, with the Master being served or serviced, and the sub always in proper sub form. I didn’t think I'd like it, but it was fun to serve him after being separated from him all day so I did my best to comply. I said nothing while I turned on the stove's broiler and proceeded to cook the shrimp. I already had plates and cutlery out, so it was a matter of taking out some new placemats we bought earlier in the week and set two places for us. 
 While I prepared dinner, I felt Drake's eyes on me, and I felt as if I were performing for him. What was he thinking as he watched me? Did he like this? Or was he doing this for psychological reasons? With Drake, I never knew if something was an expression of his desire or whether he did it to give me what he thought I wanted and needed.
"How was your day?" he asked while I cut up the baguette and placed the buttered pieces in a basket. "You had your first class. Did you enjoy it?"
I sighed. "For the most part," I said. I realized I'd have to tell Drake about Sefton. 
"What does that mean?"
I stopped what I was doing and looked in his eyes directly, even though I knew I shouldn't. Instantly, we were out of scene, out of our roles, and back into reality.
"My instructor's great," I said. " Talia's really talented and a good teacher. She said some really nice things about my work. She also said I shouldn't be in that class because it was below my skill level and she wanted me to take a master class she teaches on Thursday nights."
He raised his eyebrows and seemed pleased. "That's great. You are talented. Come here," he said and waved me over. I went to him and he pulled me into his arms, and onto his lap so that I sat on his knee. "I'm so glad for you that it went well." He kissed me, warmly, and then pulled away, brushing hair off my cheek. "What part wasn't so great?"
I hesitated. How did I put it?
"Sefton deVilliers brought his class into our room for the second part so his students could use the nude model. They're going to share the room with us during every class for a month or so." 
"Oh…" he said, his voice trailing off. He frowned. "Did he pester you?"
I nodded. "He commented on my choker again and then he asked me if we were 24/7."
"What?" Drake's face blanched. "He asked if we were 24/7?"
I nodded. "When I asked him what he meant, he tried to say he meant to ask if I wore my choker 24/7, but I'm pretty sure he really did want to know whether we are a 24/7 couple."
"Damn…" Drake rubbed his eyes. "Did he say anything else?"
"He tried to give me a ride home, but I had already called Jomo and luckily, he arrived and I was able to escape."
Drake shook his head. "Well, maybe you should drop the drawing class like your instructor suggested and take the master class on Thursday nights. I usually work late Thursday anyway, so I won't feel deprived of your attentions."
I bit my bottom lip and looked in his eyes. 
"What?" he said, frowning.
"Sefton co-teaches the master class…"
"Oh, no," he said, pulling away a bit, glancing at the window. "No." He turned back to me. "I don’t want you taking a class from him."
"I don’t want to either, but it's either take the day class or night class."
He took in a deep breath. "Maybe you should stay in your day class."
"Or no class at all," I added.
"No," Drake said and shook his head. "You have to take a class." He paused for a moment. "You said he was only going to share space with your class for a month?"
I nodded and played with his shirt collar. "Yes, for a month or so."
Drake sighed. "I'm sorry this had to happen to you. You see?" he said and bent down to look in my eyes. "You are a very delicious woman. Other men will want you. Will hit on you. I can see I'm going to spend a lot of my time away from you being jealous of their attentions."
"I don’t want their attentions, Drake," I said, protesting. "I only want yours. Honestly. I wish I'd never met him, he's so pushy and annoying and everything he says has a double meaning. He's so…"
"Dominant?" Drake said and cracked a rueful grin. "We tend to be persistent, we Doms, but usually only with those already in the lifestyle and only if we are certain of interest. To pursue someone who isn't interested is boorish." He took in a deep breath, and ran a finger over my bottom lip. "So you think he's a Dom?"
I hesitated. Now I knew he was.
"There's something else," I said, my voice soft.
"What?" When I hesitated, he turned my face to his, his expression dark. "Tell me."
"He said something."
"What did he say?"
"He called me ma petite chérie like you did while we were in scene at the dungeon." 
Drake closed his eyes. "Christ…"
"So, that means we were in a public room," I said it as a statement more than a question, my heart rate increasing at the thought. 
He shook his head slowly. "I'm sorry you had to find out like that. I wanted to wait until I felt you were ready to know. What a bastard he is… Now, there's no doubt he's a Dom and sees you as a potential conquest. He's a jerk, though, because as soon as he saw the collar and heard you were engaged, he should have backed off and been totally polite and respectful. And letting you know he saw you? You don't ask people if they're in the lifestyle. They tell you if they want you to know. You don't let on that you saw them at a function. Their careers may depend on anonymity. That's why I didn't pursue you when I first met you, despite being absolutely smitten."
"You didn't want to try to tempt me with beguiling tales of bondage and dominance?"
"Not on your life. Trying went disastrously wrong the first time I tried with Maureen."
I nodded, thinking of Maureen and how she'd responded so negatively to his attempts to add kink into their relationship. I thought about Kurt as well. 
"It's lucky for us both that I was already interested."
"If I had any idea you were…" He laughed. "I would have been on the case even sooner."
"On the case…" I smiled and snuggled into his arms for a few more moments. "The shrimp," I said and hopped up. I went to the oven and checked. It was time to turn them over and so I did, flipping them and pouring more fresh lemon juice over them. They'd be ready in a few moments.
"You were a project," he said as he watched me prepare a salad. "I had to plan for you, plot my way into your mind and between your thighs."
"Were you so Machiavellian?"
"Completely." He poured some more wine. "I intended to have you. I intended to take you off the market. I couldn’t stand the idea that some other Dom, someone who wasn’t quite as gentle as I am, might snag you first."
"I wouldn’t be with someone who was a sadist," I said. "Only someone like you."
"You'd be surprised how far someone can take you, Kate, if they're skilled enough. What if I had wanted to do more than we do now? Did you ever think you'd have sex in public, that you’d be on display for every kinkster in the place to see?"
I shook my head. "I never imagined it." 
"What if I wanted to flog you?" he added. "What if I wanted to gag you and do nipple torture or use clothespins on your labia? Would you run?"
I stopped what I was doing and glanced away. Would I try those things with Drake if he really wanted them? An unsettling feeling filled me. I might. 
"I probably would let you try, because I trust you enough that you'd stop if I didn't enjoy them."
"But you'd do it at least once," he said. "With someone who is really charismatic, you might do more than you would think, to please him and take the pain, especially if you were really submissive."
"I'd like to think I'd run screaming the other way."
"So would I," he said, his brow furrowed. "But getting back to Sefton, try to ignore him as much as possible."
"I'll try."
I took the shrimp out of the oven and placed them on a serving dish and we were ready for our meal. 
 
 

 
 
 
The dinner was nice and once we were done eating, we went to the living room to finish our wine.
"Come here," Drake said and motioned to the couch. He sat down in the center, his arms outstretched on the back. "On my lap."
I smiled and complied willingly, sitting on his lap, my legs on one side, my arms around his neck. We remained in that position for a moment, both of us smiling, remembering.
"I remember the first time you sat on my lap," he said. "I was so hard that night, hoping that you'd fall. Worried that you wouldn't."
"I'd already fallen," I said, "but I hadn't hit solid ground yet. It wasn't until you kissed me that I did. It was game over at that point."
"It was game over for both of us," he said, smiling softly. 
I snuggled into his arms for a moment, enjoying his scent, a mixture of his aftershave and his own maleness. "I seem to recall you saying something about being a slave-girl, with body lotions and massage oils…" A half-smile on his lips and a gleam in his eye told me he was ready for more than talk.
"We fall out of our roles pretty easily," he said. "I'm such a bad Dom."
"No you aren't." I pulled back and frowned. "You're exactly right for me." 
He nodded slowly. "We're right for each other. I should enforce my rules, be a little stricter with discipline though. To make things more enjoyable. Speaking of which, I want you to be my slave-girl for the rest of the night, Katherine…"
I smiled back. "Your wish is my command, oh Sultan."
He kissed me, his lips warm against mine, his mouth tasting a bit like wine. As soon as his tongue touched mine, a jolt of desire went through me and my body responded to the promise of his touch. 
He pushed me down onto the couch, his hand slipping under the hem of my dress, pulling it up so that he felt my garters and the tops of my hose. His fingers trailed up my inner thigh before slipping between them to test how ready I was. Of course, I was more than ready, my body responding to the very thought of Drake. 
"I want you to take me into the bedroom, undress me, and then I want a full body massage with some nice oil. I want you naked except for your hose and garters. I want you to do all the work. Ride me like a bull."
"A bull, Sir?" I said, batting my eyelashes, trying to sound coy. 
"That's right," he said, trying hard not to grin. "A bull. I'm going to enjoy watching you make yourself come on my cock." 
My eyes widened. I stood and took his hand, pulling him behind me as I led him to the bedroom. I was only too happy to be his little slave-girl for the evening. The thought he wanted me to ride him like a bull made me want to laugh but it also sent a thrill through me because it wasn’t something I would usually think of. The thought that he was making me do it made it particularly arousing. Like I was being a bad girl, wanton, to take my pleasure using his body while he watched.
I led him to the side of the bed and began undressing him, biting my lip, trying hard not to smile.
"You can smile," he said, a lilt in his voice. "Men like it when their lovers are pleased, excited, enjoying it."
I smiled widely at that and finished removing his shirt, throwing it on the bench at the foot of our bed. He was hard, of course, his erection straining against the fabric of his trousers, and so I knelt and ran my lips over his length, eliciting a soft moan of pleasure from him. I unzipped his pants while still on my knees and pulled down both his pants and his boxer briefs so that his cock fell out heavy and thick in front of me, moisture at the tip. I ran my tongue all over him, from the base to the head, before taking him into my mouth for a brief suck. He groaned when I took him inside as far as I could, swallowing around him and making a moan of pleasure myself, knowing how good it felt when I did.
I pulled away and he stepped out of his clothes so that he stood naked and magnificent before me, his well-muscled body, his smooth skin, his thick cock erect. Then, I removed my sundress so that I was naked except for the hose and garters, as he wanted. 
I pulled back the covers so that only the bottom sheet remained, for I didn't want the new quilt to get oil on it. Then, I pushed him on the chest softly. "Lie down, Sir, while I get the massage oil."
He smiled and crept back onto the bed, lying in the center, his hands behind his head. He watched as I went to the bathroom to get the massage oil I bought at the hotel spa and returned with it.
"On your stomach, if you please, Sir," I said, smiling. 
"Oh, I please," he said, his voice husky. 
He lay on his stomach, his head resting on his hands, and I crawled over top of him, straddling his hips, the bottle of oil in hand. I poured some of the oil onto his back and began rubbing it all over him, enjoying the firmness of his muscles under my hands. I spent time on his arms, neck and shoulders, knowing he must be tense after a long day of surgery, and he sighed heavily when I did. My hands moved lower, and I began working his lower back and hips, then his upper thighs, which were thick and powerful, before I worked on his calves. Last but not least I worked his glutes, which were firm and round. He groaned a bit at that, and I smiled. I slipped my fingers between his thighs and he spread them a bit so I could stroke his balls. 
It wasn't like Drake to let me do so much to him. Usually, it was Drake doing these things to me but I guess it was all right because I was acting as his slave-girl 
"Turn over now, if you wish, Sir."
"I wish you’d call me Master instead," he replied, turning over. "Master does rather go with slave-girl after all."
"Yes, Master," I said, although I was starting to prefer Sir.
I straddled his thighs once he was on his back, his hands behind his head so he could watch. His cock was very hard and erect now, and in his eyes was a look of pure lust. I knew he loved my garters and hose, and the fact that the rest of me was naked… I felt quite wanton as I leaned over him, my hands on either side of his shoulders and looked in his eyes. 
"Would you permit this slave to kiss you first, Master?" I said lightly. His eyes moved down my body as I leaned over him, my thighs spread wide, my breasts exposed as well as everything else.
"I would permit it," he said, a hint of humor in his voice. "Make sure you kiss all of me. Don't neglect the other parts."
"I would never dream of it," I said and bent down to kiss him, my lips pressing against his, holding there for a moment before slipping my tongue inside. He groaned a bit when I pressed myself against his erection, sliding along it.
"You like that, Master?" I asked, feigning surprise.
"I like it very much. Keep doing what you're doing, slave-girl. You're doing a very good job. Except you forgot about kissing all my parts. And the massage." 
I rubbed against him again. "Did I?"
He grinned widely at that and then groaned again, his eyes closing when I pressed against the tip especially firmly. 
Then, I took the massage oil and worked it into his chest and abs, my fingers trailing down over his pecs and stomach, tracing each hip crest, and then I worked on his thighs, aware of his delicious looking erection inches from my face.
"Sit on me now," he said, as if impatient to get to the fucking part. 
"But Master…" I said, a pout on my lips. "I haven't kissed all your parts yet."
I leaned down and ran my lips over his cock from base to tip, licking the drop from the head. Then I kissed it, before sucking the head in my mouth. He groaned and closed his eyes, smiling despite his best attempts to stop. 
"Now, Katherine."
I smiled to myself as I pulled off and then I rose up, back over his hips, and he held his erection out for me. I rested my hands on his chest and made a point of missing, rubbing myself against his length so that the tip brushed my clit repeatedly.
"Shameless slave-girl," Drake murmured. "Disobeying your Master's command."
"This slave apologizes, Master," I said, a bit breathless as I rubbed against him once more and he did nothing to stop me. "But she can't help herself…"
I continued to rub myself against him, my eyes closed, for it felt so good I couldn’t stop, enjoying the sensations. When I opened my eyes, I saw that Drake was watching, his eyes half-hooded as they moved from my breasts, which were hanging in front of his face, to my body where it met his cock, to my face. He really enjoyed this so-vanilla sex act. 
Then, he moved himself strategically so that when I pressed down again, he entered me. I gasped from the sensation of him filling me up so completely.
"Oh, God," I cried as he brushed against my sensitive spot inside. I was so ready, I knew it wouldn't take long.
"That's what I want to hear," Drake growled and took my hips in his hands as if to help me. I rode him like that for a few moments and it didn’t take long for me to feel the familiar build up of sensation that preceded my orgasm. 
"Master I — I'm going to..." I said, barely able to focus or breathe.
He leaned up and took my nipple in his mouth, sucking hard and that was enough to send me over and I closed my eyes, groaning with pleasure.
"Look at me," he said, his voice a low rasp as he took my hips in his hands and helped me thrust.
I forced myself to open my eyes and look at him as I came, watching him watching me.
I collapsed onto him and lay still, unable to keep moving. For a moment, he did nothing as I shuddered around his length. Then, before I had a chance to recover, he lifted me up and flipped me over so that I was now on my back and he was between my thighs.
He kissed me, his mouth covering mine, his tongue finding mine, sucking it into his mouth hungrily, as if he couldn’t get enough of me. His thrusts were slow and deep as he worked himself up to his own release, but he made sure to hit at an angle that brushed a spot inside me that reignited my arousal. Soon, the sensations were building once more, my thighs still around his hips, my feet digging into his thighs as I pulled him down to meet me with each thrust. 
"Come again for me," he said, his breath fast, a trickle of sweat moving down his brow.
As soon as I did, he did too, almost immediately as if he'd been holding back, his thrusts fast and hard. When he was finished, he collapsed on top of me, gasping in my ear. 
"God, that was good," he said, kissing my neck.
"You are good," I replied, smiling, my eyes closed. "Master." 
He chuckled, and I could feel the rise of his cheek in a smile. We lay in silence, both of us recovering, the beat of his heart slow and strong in my ears.
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER ELEVEN
 
 
The next day Drake stayed very late at the hospital to deal with a patient who took a turn for the worse, and I was asleep when he came home. 
I missed him terribly during the day, but spent my time working on a new canvas, building it from scratch using the tools Drake had packed away in one of our boxes from Manhattan. It wouldn't be quite as big as the one I had done of Drake before. Instead, it was a more intimate portrait based on a photograph I took of him leaning back in the bathtub, his arms on either side of the old claw foot, his head back, lips softly parted, his hair wet. He was so beautiful, his shoulders and arms so well-developed, his jaw square and covered with a bit of scruff. The perspective would be difficult, but once the canvas had been covered with a second coat of gesso and had dried, I could begin sketching out the drawing. 
I called my father using Skype and we had a quick chat about his campaign, which was closing in on the nomination meeting to determine if he would be the candidate. He was pretty confident but it was always possible that his opponent could drum up enough support at the last minute to win the most votes. 
"How's that man of yours?" he said in his gravelly voice. "Is he treating you like a princess?"
"Daddy," I said, my voice chiding. "I'm not a princess."
"Isn't he treating you well? I'll have to speak with him…"
"Father, he's treating me wonderfully. But he's awfully busy right now, shadowing Michael Owiti, his boss. He's teaching two classes and will be taking on a surgical slate of his own. I'm taking an art class at the Nairobi Institute for Fine Arts. The instructor is an award-winning artist."
"That's great," he said, his voice sounding pleased. "I'm so glad you'll get the chance to work on your art. I was a bit upset when you didn't major in art when you went to Columbia."
"You were?" I frowned. "I thought you wanted me to take journalism."
"I wanted you to take whatever you wanted to take, but I thought it would be fine art. When you said you were thinking of journalism, I tried to encourage you. Like any good father is supposed to do."
"I always thought you didn't want me to study art."
"Of course I did. Your mother followed her passion and was happy because of it. I wanted the same for you, whatever your passion was."
It felt so strange even now to be talking to my father about following my passion. That he even said the word 'passion' surprised me. As a former Marine and as a judge, he was so gruff and business-like most of the time. I had been misreading him all my life, certain he wouldn't understand me or what I loved.
"Can I have more than one passion?" I said. "I love art, but I also love to write."
"You can have as many passions as you want. Follow the one that feels the most urgent. The others will wait."
I nodded, smiling at his image on my laptop screen. His face was a bit grey, but maybe it was the lighting on his side.
"Are you feeling well?"
He pursed his lips. "A bit exhausted, as you can imagine. All this political bullshit, excuse my French, around keeping the base happy has me frustrated, but we'll get through this and onto the election soon enough."
"Take it easy, Daddy," I said, a sense of unease filling me. "Try to get enough rest. You know Grandma had problems with her heart." I thought of his mother, a tiny woman who had a series of heart attacks in her forties that left her with a failing heart and an early death in her sixties.
"My heart is like a racehorse's, so don't you worry your pretty little mind. I had a stress test and it was fine." He struck a pose, pressing a fist against his forehead to show his bicep. Then he laughed and turned back to the screen.
"If you say so," I said, unable to keep a smile from my face. "But you should still get plenty of sleep when you're under so much stress."
"Has Drake converted you into a nurse, my dear?"
I laughed. "No. This is your concerned daughter talking."
"I'll try," he said, making a face of disgust for a moment. "Elaine wants me to do yoga, of all things."
"You? Yoga?" I said and laughed out loud at the image of my father on a yoga mat in Downward Dog pose. "The world will surely self-destruct if that happens."
"You'd think so, but I did some meditation the other day so who can say what I might try now. Granola. Hemp seeds. Organic tofu, for Christsake."
I smiled at him and he smiled back.
"I miss you, Daddy. Give Elaine a hug for me."
"I miss you, too, sweetie. Say hello to that man of yours and give him a hug for Elaine and me. Love you."
"I love you, too."
I closed the window and sat back, smiling, a feeling of warmth flooding through me. Things were so much better with my father now and I owed it all to Drake. He made me see my father through different eyes – through the eyes of a grown man who needed a father-figure when his own father died. What I saw was a man with a very busy life and a family of his own, who took Drake under his wing, regardless. Who thought highly of me and who tried to protect me during my most vulnerable times when my mother died and when I came back from Africa with PTSD. Who only tried to encourage me when I expressed an interest in anything. 
It was me who felt I had to do things to please him, not him who expected me to do so.
 
 

 
 
 
The next day came and it was time for my life drawing class at the Institute. Drake was up early, as usual, showering and dressing while I lay in bed, snuggled under the covers. I peered at the clock – it was barely six thirty and Drake was standing at the side of the bed, dressed in a pair of black jeans, a white button down shirt open at the neck. His hair was still wet and wild, his eyes a bit bleary because he was home late. 
He bent down and kissed my cheek, his arms on either side of me, and then he nuzzled my neck. 
"Ms. Bennet, I look forward to the weekend when I can stay in bed with you and wake you up with a slow fuck."
I hid my face from him, and smiled. He kissed my cheek, my chin, and then my forehead before stroking my jaw. 
Then he was gone.
 
 

 
 
 
I dressed and prepared for my class, gathering up my supplies in my art kit, and called Jomo for my ride to the Institute. As usual, Jomo was exuberant and made pleasant conversation about the weather, asking me how we were liking the new house.
I went to the classroom and took my place at a bench, attaching the pad of newsprint to the easel, sharpening my drawing pencils. When Talia arrived, I went to her to ask about renting studio space.
"I heard that the Institute has some studio space available."
"It does. Do you need any? We rent out space here on this floor to students for a small fee. You have to share a space and share a schedule, but there's great light and lots of room for you to work."
"I'd like that."
"Good," she said. "I'll send you the prices in an email and you can sign up online, pay with a credit card or in person." 
"Thanks."
She smiled at me and then turned to the blackboard and started to write something. 
I went back to my bench and sat, waiting for the class to begin. A few of the other students arrived and a couple smiled at me, but that was it for interaction. We were all anticipating who our model would be for the day. 
A few minutes after 10:00, Talia went to the center where the model would pose and spoke to us.
"Today, I am pleased to welcome Janus, our model for the day. We have few male models, so consider yourselves lucky to have Janus today. We'll follow the usual procedure – quick sketches followed by two longer poses with a five-minute break between sessions. Enjoy and welcome Janus."
We turned to the side door and watched as a young man with very fair hair and pale skin entered the room, a robe around his shoulders. He nodded to us, and shook hands with Talia as she left the inner circle of easels. He dropped the robe and was naked except for a thong-like privacy garment that barely kept his genitals covered. He had a nice body, with well-developed musculature and the light played nicely over his skin so that we could see his muscles clearly. 
He did a series of athletic poses, mimicking various sports, like tennis and golf, then he continued with other positions of movement and action that highlighted his muscular build. We sketched away madly, trying to capture the motion and weight of his poses in a few broad strokes. He took a break in between the quick sketches and the first longer pose and I took one as well, leaving for the washroom and drinking fountain in the hallway. I smiled at a female classmate who was quite accomplished, a young African woman with short hair and artistic earrings, wearing a pair of painter overalls and a white t-shirt. 
As I stood at the fountain, taking a drink, I saw a pair of Doc Martens standing a few feet away from me. When I stood up, I was face-to-face with a smiling Sefton deVilliers.
Damn… I had almost forgotten him. Of course, he had to show up when I was unawares. I wondered what he'd have to say to me, and if he'd make any double entendres. 
"Hello, Ms. McDermott. Are you enjoying having a male model? You seem to like drawing them."
I forced a smile. "We're lucky to have a male model, according to Talia, so yes. I appreciate the opportunity."
I started to walk past Sefton, but he caught my arm. "I suppose your Doctor is too busy to do much posing now that he's working at the hospital. And teaching, so I hear."
"How did you hear about him?" 
"I have my sources."
"Why do you care?" I said and pulled my arm out of his hand. 
"I take an interest in all the artists in Nairobi. As the Artist in Residence, I like to get to know each one. Their quirks and unique interests. You, for example. You seem to be especially attached to that…" he said and touched my collar. "Choker." He accentuated the word and raised his eyebrows suggestively. "You were wearing something else around your neck the other night, if I recall…"
I frowned and my hands fisted as I fought to maintain control over my emotions. 
"Cut the crap," I said, finally fed up with all the innuendo. "If you have something to say, say it."
"All right," he said, his arms crossed. He leaned against the wall and regarded me. When he spoke, his voice was almost a whisper. "I don't meet many submissives. When I do, I have an undeniable urge to get to know them, and I meet so few who are also talented artists and lovely as well. Have pity on me, Kate," he said, grinning. "How can I possibly resist you?"
"It's not proper etiquette to acknowledge someone in the lifestyle unless they want you to. I don't want you to. My private life is none of your business."
"You made it my business by performing live in front of me and a few dozen others the other night. If you hadn't wanted an audience of appreciating men, your Dom should have kept things private."
"We were wearing masks. That should have told you we wanted our identities to remain private. What we do is personal, between us. Please don’t mention this again. You make me very uncomfortable." 
"If you insist, but you must understand I want you. I'll do pretty much anything to get you."
"There is nothing you can do to 'get' me," I said, angry. "So give up."
"Hope springs eternal. In my experience, submissives need a lot of attention or else they feel sad and neglected. If you ever feel neglected, you can give me a call. I wouldn't let you out of my sight if you were mine…"
"I'm engaged," I said. "You shouldn’t approach me, out me or make any suggestive comments."
"You're not married."
"Not yet."
"Exactly."
I stood staring at him, shaking my head. Finally, I gave up and pushed past him. He inhaled as I walked by and made a sound in the back of his throat.
I hated him.
 
 

 
 
 
Back in the room, Sefton's class had taken the empty benches. Janus returned and sat on a settee with no back, leaning to the side, his thighs spread, one arm on his hip. I decided not to move, too upset from my latest encounter with Sefton, my hands shaking. I tried to draw but my first attempts were ruined and so I had to turn the page and start over. Finally, after Sefton ignored me and spent his time commenting on his own students, I settled down and was able to get something down on paper but it wasn't my best effort.
Talia stood by me for a moment and watched me struggle with the pose, but said nothing. I wasn't sure if I could stand to deal with Sefton much longer. He'd seen us have sex. He clearly didn’t care that we were engaged. He clearly enjoyed upsetting me. 
During the second break, I stayed in my seat and thankfully, Sefton ignored me. He and Talia spoke to each other at the back of the class, and then they walked around the easels, looking at the drawings and paintings and commenting to each other. His class had the choice of sticking with the first pose and finishing it, or starting another pose to get the experience. I looked around at the paintings and wished I could be doing one instead of drawing, but it was still so great to be doing art, whatever the medium.
If only Sefton was out of the equation, I'd be fine. Then, I got mad at myself. He was a bastard and I shouldn't let him ruin my experience. He was the one who was being rude. I made a decision to ignore him from then on. I wouldn't let him invade my space or my thoughts any longer.
Towards the end of the morning, as I worked on the final pose, a profile of Janus from behind so I could catch the lovely lines of his back and buttocks, Sefton came to stand beside me, watching as I worked on the final touches.
"Very good," he said. "Proportions are perfect."
"Thank you," I said, for although I hated his innuendo, he was a very skilled and talented artist, and I appreciated his recognition of my abilities. 
He knelt down beside me and watched as I worked to finish Janus's feet, which I always found difficult. 
"You're wasting away here, Kate," he said, turning to look at me, his expression serious, no hint of a leer in his eye. "Technically, your work is exceptional. You have a very good eye for perspective and shading. You really should be in the Master Class. What can I do to convince you to attend?"
I shook my head. "Quit teaching it," I said, my voice low. 
"I can't do that. What else could I do?"
"Nothing." I glanced around, not wanting the other students to hear our conversation. "You make me very uncomfortable."
"I apologize if I make you uneasy," he said. "It's a bad habit of mine, pushing my luck. I don’t know why I'm like this, but I promise to keep myself in check if you'll take the class. You're too good to languish in this class."
"I'm happy to have Talia as an instructor."
"This is not a class with instruction, so you're missing out on a lot." He sighed audibly. "I could teach you so much, if you'd let me."
I turned to look at him, to see if there was that gleam in his eye, but there wasn't. He was being serious – for a change.
"Don't take that the wrong way," he said quickly, a small grin starting on his mouth. "I know, I know. You have a fiancé. You're taken. I promise I'll be totally professional, although it will be torture…"
I didn't smile. "I'll think about it. But only if you're on your best behavior."
"On my honor," he said, his hand over his heart. "I promise no more talk about your personal life other than to say that I don’t often meet someone who shares both my profession and my obsession. I find it hard not to pursue both."
He was a charmer, of that there was little doubt. I knew that if I had never met Drake, and I met Sefton instead, I would have been flattered by his attention. 
"So can I tell Talia that you'll take the Master class? I know she's looking forward to having you in it as much as I am. And I mean that sincerely, as a professional."
I nodded, finally smiling. "I'll consider it."
"Please do," he said and smiled back. Then he looked around and made a face. "Oh, there's a man here, standing over at the door, looking at us very intently. He looks, from what I remember, like your man."
I glanced at the door and a shock went through me.
It was Drake. He leaned against the back wall, a cup of coffee in his hand, his gaze fixed on me. Other than his dark expression, he looked delicious, dressed in his faded jeans, a white shirt and over top of it, his lab coat. He must have come on a break between classes or surgeries. I smiled and stood up. "Excuse me," I said to Sefton, who also stood. 
"Tell him not to worry," Sefton said, his voice conspiratorial. He took the opportunity to touch my shoulder. "I'll be a perfect gentleman if you take my class."
I went to Drake, searching his face to detect his mood. His face was unreadable, with the exception of his lips, which were pressed a bit thinner than normal. I knew he was upset at finding Sefton talking to me, the two of us smiling at each other.
"Ms. Bennet," he said, his voice soft. He took a sip of his coffee, as if trying to appear calm. "I thought I'd pop in and see what it is you artists do when you're not being watched. I take it that's your other suitor?"
"He's not a suitor," I said. "How long have you been here?" I put a hand on his shoulder to make a connection with him, show him and Sefton how I felt.
"Long enough."
I frowned. "What do you mean, long enough?"
"Long enough to know that he's got his eye set on you, Kate."
I forced a laugh, but it sounded hollow even to me. "He promised to be a complete gentleman and apologized for being improper."
"I'll bet he did."
"Drake…"
Drake exhaled loudly. "Kate, if you can't see his behavior for what it is, let me enlighten you. He wants you. He's probably decided to lay on the charm so he doesn't scare you off."
"He admitted as much." I shook my head. "He promised to be entirely professional."
"Of course he did. I did, too, if I remember correctly, and we all know how that turned out."
"What are you saying?"
He shook his head and glanced over my shoulder. I turned and saw that for his part, Sefton leaned against the wall by the huge bank of windows, his arms crossed. He stared across the room at me. When my eyes met his, he shrugged slightly, as if to say he wasn't at fault. 
If looks could kill, Sefton and Drake would have already slain each other. I could almost feel the sparks fly between them. Drake took a sip from his coffee, but his eyes never left Sefton. For a moment, I felt as if this could only end in some kind of confrontation, so instead of letting the two men stare each other down any longer, I put my hands on Drake' shoulders, deciding to make a public show of my affections to drive home to both Drake and Sefton where my loyalties and desires lay. 
I leaned up to kiss him but his body was rigid, his eyes half-hooded and I could feel the tension in his neck when I rested my hands around it. He didn’t bend down to meet me for a kiss so I had to stand on my tiptoes in order to reach him. He kissed me back, but it was perfunctory rather than heartfelt. 
Talia came up to us. 
"Kate, is there a problem? We're about to finish up."
I turned to Talia. "I'm sorry. This is my fiancé, Drake Morgan. He popped in for a moment."
Talia nodded, her expression one of polite impatience. "If you could wait outside, I find visitors tend to disrupt the class."
I looked back at Drake, who nodded. " Of course," he said. " I apologize."
He gave me a dark look and then went out the door, closing it softly behind him. I went back to my bench and sat down, my heart pounding. I tried to keep working on my drawing, but my hands were shaking from the adrenaline rush I had when Drake seemed so upset.
Finally, the class was over and we gave Janus a round of applause and passed around the hat for donations. I gathered up my pencils and art kit, and made my way over to the door, glad that the class was over but now I'd have to face Drake and try to convince him that there was no reason for him to be jealous.
Drake was waiting on the sidewalk, sitting on the curb, his arms resting on his knees. Jomo's taxicab was parked by the side of the road, Jomo leaning against it, chatting with Drake while they waited for me.
Drake stood when I walked up and dutifully took my art portfolio while Jomo reached out to take my art kit. 
We drove back to the house, the silence in the cab almost unbearable. Even Jomo was unusually silent. I thought Drake would come inside for a brief time so we could talk this out, but he didn't get out of the cab.
"I have to get back and scrub in for a surgery at 1:00."
I checked my cell. He didn’t have time. I had to lean into the car through the open window on his side. 
"I wish you wouldn’t leave like this," I said, emotion building in me, my heart pounding. I glanced at Jomo, who was busy putting in his earphones as if he wanted to give us privacy. "I don’t like to see you upset because of a misunderstanding."
"I understood perfectly, Kate," he said, not looking at me. "It's you who doesn't understand."
"Drake, don't leave things like this."
He shook his head, "We’ll talk later. Be waiting for me. In proper position."
"What do you mean?" I said, but then I realized exactly what he meant. He meant kneeling, wearing only my garters and hose, my head bowed. In submissive mode for a scene. 
"You know what I mean." Then, he kissed me briefly but intensely, one hand tangled in my hair, pulling me against his mouth. "I need to do a scene with you tonight to wipe his memory from both our minds. What do you think, Katherine?" 
"Whatever you want," I said, frustrated that he took things the wrong way with Sefton. 
"I want," he said. "I'll let you know later when I'll be home."
I smiled at him, forcing myself to mean it even though my chest was tight with emotion, my cheeks heating at the thought he took everything wrong. 
 He kissed me one last time, roughly, and then he tapped Jomo on the shoulder to indicate that he was ready and the taxicab drove away. 
 
 

 
 
 
As I expected, I was alone all evening once more. Drake texted me at seven to say he'd be late again because of an emergency head injury from a collision on the Mombasso Road. 
 
I know I intended to do a scene with you tonight, but once again, we have multiple patients and I have to stay until Michael is convinced they're stable.
 
I texted him back, trying to allay his fears about Sefton.
 
Drake, please don't take what happened at the Institute the wrong way. Sefton was apologizing for being improper with me and promised to be completely professional from now on. 
 
Drake responded immediately.
 
You're very naïve, Kate. But this is something I should have known I'd have to deal with. You're young and inexperienced in the ways of men, especially Dominant men. I'm sorry to have been so busy lately and that you feel neglected. I swear I haven't been worked like this since I was a resident. I don’t know where Michael gets the energy but he beats me in that department. He thrives on work, according to him. Says he feels 'alive' when he's working a trauma case. 
 
Don't think this is how our life together will be. It won’t. You're everything to me, and if you don't feel that, I've failed. 
 
I sighed and texted back, not wanting to argue with him, but wanting him to understand Sefton was nothing to me.
 
Please don't worry about Sefton. He's nothing to me. He's an art instructor who might help me improve. That's all. I love you.
 
I made some blackberry tea and waited for his response but there was none. He must not have received my text. I was determined to wait up for him in case he was in the mood when he got back, although I suspected that like every other late night, Drake would come home, undress, brush his teeth and crash. 
I watched the late news, tidied up the kitchen and then went to bed. I left the light on and read a book on my laptop, but soon, I was yawning and decided to put my laptop on the nightstand and close my eyes for a moment. I checked the clock and it read 11:13. Drake should be home any moment…
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER TWELVE
 
 
I didn't even hear him when he came in. 
When I next opened my eyes, I heard Drake in the bathroom, showering. The sun was rising and beams of light filtered in from under the drapes. I sat up in bed, surprised that he didn't wake me up. 
He came into the room, a towel around his waist and went to his chest of drawers.
"What time did you get in? I didn’t even know you'd come to bed."
Drake dropped his towel and slipped on a pair of navy boxer briefs. His hair was still wet.
"That's because I slept at the hospital."
"Drake… Not because of what happened?"
He shook his head. "There was a seven car pile up on the Mombasso Road and we had a multiple casualty event. I was in charge of three patients and had to watch them until they were stable so I stayed and caught up with some paperwork. I fell asleep in the resident's room and came home to shower and change clothes."
I glanced at the bed beside me where Drake usually slept. It was still neat, the covers tucked in.
"That's too bad," I said, and for a moment, I couldn't help but think of Drake spending the night with Sam. I pushed that thought out of my head and instead, watched Drake dress, pulling on a clean pair of trousers and shirt. "Why are you up so early? You have this weekend off."
"We're taking call for Keith."
I sighed. "I hope you got some sleep at least or your day will be a pain."
"A few hours."
He came over to the bed and leaned over me, his hands on either side of my body. He stared at me for a few moments, his eyes dark under a frown. Then, he took in a deep breath.
"I'm sorry I wasn't home last night," he said, his voice finally warm. "I can't really promise to make it up to you tonight, but I'll try."
I forced a smile and pressed my fingers against his lips. "Don't promise me anything. I know you have to do this. I'll have to learn to amuse myself when you're working late."
He sat beside me on the bed, his arms still on either side of me as if he was trying to keep me lying there, under his control.
"I'm sure this wasn't what you expected when you came with me. I'm sorry. This is important to me, helping Michael, teaching. But you are my love." He seemed really concerned, as if he thought I was unhappy. 
I shook my head, but in truth, I didn't know what I expected. All I knew was that I missed him terribly, but I didn’t want to upset him. 
"It's all right," I said, trying my best to sound nonchalant. "Things will get better soon enough once you're no longer Michael's shadow."
He leaned down closer and kissed my cheek, then my chin and then the tops of my breasts, pressing his nose between them and inhaling. 
"You smell so warm and delicious. I better go quickly or I won't be able to drag myself away from you."
I smiled when he kissed my breasts once more and then he was off, grabbing his suit jacket from the hanger in the closet. He stopped at the door before leaving and looked back at me. 
"If I can't make it up to you tonight, tomorrow night for sure," he said, raising his eyebrows. 
I shook my head. "No promises, Drake. We'll do what we can when we can. That's good enough for me."
He stood for a moment longer as if he was afraid to leave, but finally, he nodded and was gone.
I sighed and lay still under the covers, a mix of disappointment and sadness in me. I didn’t have class, so I planned on spending my day working on the painting of Drake in the bath. 
There was a bit of unpacking left to do in my studio, but other than some laundry, I was a free spirit. Sadly, my spirit wasn't as free as I was, and I didn't look forward to today, for I could tell Drake was not happy either.
 
 

 
 
 
Claire called around eleven, asking if I wanted to go for lunch to a local hotspot where all the expats liked to eat, since Drake and Michael were on call. 
"Sure," I said. "I need to get out and do something."
She picked me up at 12:30 and we drove to Serrano, a restaurant in downtown Nairobi that catered to the foreign crowd of tourists and conference attendees. The room was bright with mirrors on the walls and huge glass chandeliers. The main dining room was crowded, filled with Europeans, and the room was abuzz with conversations, the white-aproned waiters threading through tables with trays of food. 
Claire and I sat at a table for four that she had reserved off to the side of the room, so we were out of the main traffic area and the noise level was lower where we sat. 
"Tell me how your class has been going," she said and sipped her white wine, her eyebrows raised expectantly.
I spoke about Talia Abasi, my instructor and about the class design and intent. Then, I told her about Sefton deVilliers being there with his class for a few weeks.
"Really?" she said and pursed her lips. "I knew he was teaching a class but thought it was a master class."
"He does," I said. "I was invited to take the class but I decided to stay with Talia."
"Why aren't you going to take it?" she asked, seeming surprised and slightly disapproving.
I shook my head. "I was tempted," I said and pondered how much to tell her about Sefton's behavior. I couldn't really tell her anything. What could I say? That he was pestering me about my relationship with Drake?
I decided to tell her nothing.
"But I wanted to take the drawing class so I could get caught up," I added. "I haven't taken a class for several years."
"But to be invited to attend the master class! What an honor!"
I nodded, and drank my tea, hoping she didn't push it too much.
When the waiter returned with our meals, who showed up but Mr. Inappropriate himself, dressed in a fine light grey suit and white shirt, the neck open. He was alone and when he saw us, he made a face and then came over. A shock went through me – this couldn't be a coincidence. Claire must have told him. I watched Claire's face when Sefton arrived.
She seemed completely surprised.
"Sefton!" she said, extending her hand. He took it and kissed her knuckles. 
"Claire," he said, and then turned to me. "Ms. McDermott. What a pleasant surprise."
"Quite," Claire said and smiled at us both. "What a coincidence! Don’t you have an exhibition coming up?"
"All work and no play makes for a dull boy, or so they say." He turned and gave me a pointed look. "Luckily, my time is my own and so I can devote myself to whatever I fancy at the time, whether art or love."
Then the beautiful woman who Sefton had been with the night of the party entered the restaurant. She glanced over and saw Sefton, but strangely, she didn’t come over. Instead, she remained standing by the doorway as if waiting for Sefton to come to her.
"Speaking of love…" he said and smiled. "Good to see you again, Ms. McDermott. Claire. I better run. My…" he said and hesitated. "My friend has arrived." He bowed to us and then turned to join the woman.
We both watched as the hostess seated them at a table on the other side of the restaurant. 
"Of all the restaurants in a city like Nairobi, isn’t it a strange coincidence that we're here at the same time," I said, watching Claire.
"Yes," Claire said and smiled widely. "Serrano is very popular among the South African crowd. Of course Sefton would be likely to come here."
Claire smiled but said nothing more, taking another sip from her wine.
"That's his girlfriend?" I said, wanting to dig for information, but trying not to sound too interested.
"They're not really public about it. I think they're more casual than committed. You know artists," she said and wagged her eyebrows suggestively. "Free spirits sexually."
I made a face of surprise at that. "I hadn’t heard that."
"Oh, yes," she said and nodded. "Artists are the happiest with their sex lives. I read a study on it a while back. They're the best lovers, from what their partners have said."
I tried hard not to react to that, thinking that Sefton could only be a bad lover, given his lack of awareness of how rude he came off. I wondered what kind of Dom he was, suspecting that he was a bit of a sadist, probably delighting in administering pain. Or humiliating his partner.
"Interesting," was all I could say without being rude myself.
I watched as a waitress took their orders. They sat side by side, close to each other, the way Drake and I sat when we were out together. He draped an arm around the back of her chair and she seemed really pleased to have him so close. A tiny bit of envy went through me and I wished I were out for lunch with Drake, sitting like that, instead of with Claire. I sighed and resumed eating my salad, a hollow feeling in the pit of my stomach. Drake had been so busy trying to get caught up to speed at the hospital, taking on his class load, and shadowing Michael, that we'd barely had time alone together. 
I couldn’t wait for things to slow down for him so we could go out for a meal like this. I couldn't help but watch Sefton with his girlfriend who wasn't really a girlfriend. He was so attentive to her, stroking her cheek with a finger while he talked to her, his eyes on her face. She smiled and kept her eyes down and I wondered if she wasn’t a submissive…
Then, he turned to the restaurant, scanning the other diners and his gaze came to rest squarely on me. Our eyes met and I jerked my head away, but before I did, he caught me looking and started to smile as if pleased that I was watching him.
Damn… 
I was envious of the way he was treating his girlfriend. I was envious that she had her man's attention, the way I wished I had Drake's. Sefton had said that if I were 'his' – his sub in other words – he'd never let me out of his sight and I wondered if he was a Master to his girlfriend or just a Dom. Were they 24/7? Claire had said they really weren't a true couple but did she know about BDSM? If not, she could be completely wrong about them.
If Sefton was that woman's Master, he really shouldn’t be hitting on me, but then again, some in the lifestyle were polyamorous and had multiple play partners. I tried to block him out of my mind for he was taking up far too much of my mental attention.
"Penny for your thoughts?" Claire said, her eyebrows raised.
I shook my head. "You'd need a fortune for mine today." I said nothing more, forcing a smile.
"Sounds serious."
I sighed. "Not really. I miss Drake. He's been so busy…"
Claire patted my hand. "You'll get used to it. Luckily, you have me." She smiled widely at that. "I've been married to a surgeon for several decades and know how to cope. Before we had children, I had my own practice and was equally busy. Medicine isn't just a job, Kate. It's a lifestyle. It's a calling. It's hard for people outside to understand and adapt."
I frowned at the mention of lifestyle. Did she mean to use that word or was it a coincidence? 
"Does it get any easier?" I said, watching Sefton toying with his girlfriend's hand. I turned to face her. "Do you miss him less and less?"
Claire shook her head. "You still miss him, but if you keep yourself busy enough, you don’t notice it until he's with you and then you realize how much time you're apart from each other. Your relationship has to be really solid to withstand the separation. There are many temptations for both the doctor and for their spouse. You have to have a really strong bond to withstand them." 
I took in a deep breath and focused on my meal, trying to put Sefton out of my mind.
Our dessert came and I spooned the delicious crème caramel into my mouth, savoring the creamy texture and sweetness. 
We talked about the upcoming artist safari and then about Liam, Drake's son.
"How did you take that? Meeting his ex-wife and seeing his son? Must have been quite the surprise for everyone."
"Meeting his ex-wife and his son was a surprise, but what didn't surprise me was how Drake handled things. He was heroic," I said, remembering Drake's ordeal as he went through the prep for donation and then the donation itself. "He'll be a great father one day."
"How soon after you get married are you two planning on starting a family?"
I shrugged. "We haven't talked about it very much," I said. "Drake was always reluctant to have children because of the genetic link to childhood leukemia in his family. Plus, he never felt as if he knew what a good father was."
Claire frowned. "Liam was the best father he knew how to be, but he was such an adrenaline junkie, he had to be busy all the time. Drake will be a great father. He's solid. Dependable. But he is getting older, so he should probably have children soon." She looked me over. "You're at the perfect age to have children."
"I have a lot to do before I want to have children, if we do." I took a sip of my coffee, uncomfortable with this line of discussion. I wasn't sure if Drake and I would even have children for we hadn't really discussed it and I knew I didn’t want to even consider it so soon after Liam's illness. I had to finish my Masters, and I wanted to pursue my art. It was far too early to think about children. We weren't even married yet.
"Don't want to wait too long or else you'll be old when you need your energy levels to be at their highest. Some women make that mistake and then struggle with the demands of motherhood. If I were you, I'd have them right away. Drake isn't getting any younger."
I forced a smile. "Drake doesn't seem to be in any hurry to have children."
"I'm sorry," Claire said and smiled. "He's like my foster son. I have only his best interest at heart, so I hope you don't think I'm meddling."
"Of course not," I said, smiling once more, although I did feel like she was meddling. "I know you care about him. It's great that he has people who do, given how he was estranged from his mother at a young age and felt neglected by his father."
"Poor Drake," Claire said, sighing loudly. "We wanted to find him a wife so badly when he was here before. We thought maybe one of his students, or perhaps a nurse at the hospital… But here you are, his future bride, and not even in the medical field." She smiled at me, but I couldn't help but think it looked a bit forced. "You can imagine how surprised we were that you two got back together, and were getting married after such a short affair."
" Our romance was short, but we both felt the same way," I said, feeling a bit defensive and wondering whether she knew about Sam after all. 
A sense of disquiet settled over me, despite Claire's friendly behavior and smile.
 
 

 
 
We left the restaurant and I had done my level best not to watch Sefton with his girlfriend for it only made me feel sad that I was away from Drake so much.
Claire dropped me off at home and I spent the afternoon in a bit of a funk, not doing any work on my paintings, and instead, sitting in front of the television watching world news. 
My cell pinged and I checked my messages, expecting Drake. It was him, as I thought.
 
How are you, Ms. Bennet? Missing me much? I miss you…
 
I texted him back right away.
 
I miss you so much, you wouldn’t believe. When will you be home?
 
I waited for his response, watching the little dots indicating he was writing.
 
Home... I like the sound of that. Not sure yet when I'll be home. We're working through the supper hour due to an emergency that came in and threw off our schedule. Michael wants to take the residents out for dinner and then I'll be home. Don't wait up if you're tired.
 
I bit my bottom lip, upset that Sam was going to be having dinner with my fiancé instead of me. I wanted to ask Drake about it, but forced myself not to be small.
 
I'll try to stay up, but if I'm not awake when you get home, wake me up so we can at least talk a bit. I miss you so much.
 
Drake responded right away.
 
I miss you too. Think of me kissing you, you lying in my arms. I'll wake you up for at least a bit of affection before bed. I love you.
 
I smiled at that, my heart warming. Maybe he was over his jealousy from the previous day.
 
I love you, too.
 
Later, I glanced at my phone and saw that it was after six o'clock. I should eat, but I was still running on the fumes of my meal with Claire and wasn’t hungry. Instead, I made a bag of microwave popcorn and watched a movie on the movie channel. Pride and Prejudice, one of my favorites. It made me think of how Drake called me Ms. Bennet as a pet name after Dave Mills had called me that the first time I met Drake at my father's fundraiser in October. I was nothing like the sharp-witted Elizabeth Bennet, but it still pleased me that he often called me by that name. 
Filled with popcorn and tea, I went to bed early, and read a book about art history on my eReader, waiting for Drake to come home. It wasn't until after eleven that Drake arrived. He went to his office before he came to our bedroom, and he looked very tired, his eyes bleary. 
He came right over to the bed and bent down to kiss me. He smelled of beer and garlic.
"You smell almost good enough to eat and drink," I said when he pulled away. "Where did you take your residents for dinner?"
"This pub called The Butler's Pantry not far from the hospital. A lot of the staff go there when they get off shift. I had Guinness and bangers and mash, I think they call it. It's one of Michael's favorite places to eat after work. Reminds him of his days in London as a med student."
I watched him undress and thought of Claire's comment about Drake finding someone in the medical field for a wife. If he had, they would have at least been in the same predicament – working late, erratic hours, shift work. I felt suddenly out of my league and bit my lip, trying not to let my sense of inadequacy come to the surface. 
"I ate some popcorn and drank Earl Grey Tea for supper."
Drake turned to me and shook his head. "I'm so sorry," he said. "I felt bad going out for a meal when you were here all by yourself, but it's a bit of a tradition to take the residents out when you work them through supper. I had to go…"
I shook my head, smoothed the coverlet, trying to sound sincere. "Don't even think of it. You're a staff member now. You have to follow the traditions. I was fine."
I forced a big smile. 
Drake came over and sat on the bed beside me, dressed only in his boxer briefs. "No you weren't fine. You got by, but you weren't fine. I promise I won't neglect you this weekend. It's free and clear and I won't set foot in the hospital until Monday morning."
I put my arms around Drake's neck and he pressed his forehead against mine. 
"I shouldn't kiss you because I probably taste like Guinness. But wait for me. I'll go brush my teeth."
He left me on the bed and I put away my eReader and waited. I heard the water run as he brushed his teeth. He stood in the doorway to the en-suite bathroom and watched me as he brushed, white foam on his mouth.
"How was your day?" he managed around the toothbrush.
"Fine," I said. "Claire took me to lunch."
"How did that go?"
I shrugged. "The food was good. I ate too much. Sefton was there."
Drake stopped brushing and frowned. "He had lunch with you?"
I shook my head. "No," I said quickly. "He was there with his girlfriend."
Drake harrumphed at that. "Awfully coincidental. Nairobi is a big city."
"But the expat crowd is pretty incestuous, according to Claire."
Drake shook his head and went back to the sink. After he finished rinsing, he came to bed and crawled under the covers, snuggling close to me.
"And did he pester you? Or was he busy with his woman?"
"He was so polite when he came up to speak to us, I almost thought he was a different person."
"I may have to duel with him," Drake said, nuzzling my neck. "Rapiers at Dawn. Set him straight."
"He was fine, Drake," I said. "I told him to lay off, and it seems that he has."
"Good. But I'll still sharpen my sword."
I gasped when his lips trailed along my collarbone. Maybe there was enough energy in Drake that we might actually have sex.
Then he sighed heavily and laid his head on my shoulder, his arm around my waist, one thigh thrown over my legs. "I have to crash," he murmured.
"I know," I said and stroked his hair. "You've had a long day."
"I promise I'm all yours tomorrow night," he said again. "I feel so guilty leaving you alone all day."
"Don't feel guilty," I said. "This is your life. I want to be a part of it, whatever tiny little sliver of it you give me."
"Kate, you aren't merely a tiny little sliver in my life," he said, and rose up so that he was leaning over me. "You are my life. The surgery and teaching? They're my calling. I do both because neurosurgeons, especially those with a specialization in robotics, are in short supply. I'm needed. I feel like I can't say no when the need is so great."
"My need is so great, too," I said, smiling, thinking of the last time we made love. "Maybe I'll have to find a substitute. One named Robert, perhaps."
He frowned. "Robert?"
"You know, B-O-B." I smiled. "Battery Operated Boyfriend." 
He shook his head and finally, his expression changed, but he was still guarded. "I always think of it as Big. For a minute, I thought you were serious and was wracking my brain for someone named Robert."
"Drake, how could you even imagine?"
"I can imagine a great deal, Kate. You have to remember Maureen left me for Chris."
He bent down to kiss me before reaching over and turning off the bedside light. Then, he sighed heavily in the darkness. "I know it's hard, Kate. Bear with me. I'm doing the best I can. Things are really busy right now."
"I know. I'm doing the best I can right now, too."
We snuggled down together, him spooning up behind me, his arm around my waist, hand under my breast as he liked. 
Soon he was asleep, his breathing slow and steady. In contrast, I lay awake for a long time, wondering how long it would be before his schedule slacked off a bit so that we could spend some time together, he could make it home in time for dinner or he at least had enough energy to actually have sex. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER THIRTEEN
 
Drake woke me with kisses along the nape of my neck early in the morning. He lay behind me, his arm around me, fingers between my thighs stroking me, his body pressed against mine. His erection was hard against my back and his mouth moved over my bare shoulder, biting softly. 
I smiled, keeping my eyes closed, enjoying the sensations. I opened my mouth to speak but he stopped me.
"Don't say anything," he whispered, rolling me over in bed. He took my hands in his, raising them above my head. "I need you. I need this," he said, his voice a bit shaky from lust. "I don't want you using Big, Bob or your fingers when you have me."
He took the rope he'd bought the previous week and tied my hands to the headboard, and the feel of it tightening around my wrists did something to me and I went completely limp, my body relaxing as if I was freed from some burden. He took his black handkerchief and fastened it around my head, blindfolding me, and then left me alone on the bed. 
I waited, my heart pounding, my body warming at the thought he was going to do a quick scene with me before he left for the hospital – that he felt he needed to remind me that I was his and he was mine. He bent my knees, spread my thighs and propped my hips up with a pillow. Then, he began to stroke his erection against my flesh, teasing the entrance to my body, then rubbing the tip against my clit. I enjoyed the slow buildup of desire as he reached down and squeezed one of my breasts, tweaking the nipple. He bent forward and sucked, hard, his teeth grazing the hard bud, making my body arch with pleasure. 
"I want to try something," he said and left the bed for a moment. When he returned, he began sucking my nipples, and then I felt something cool and metallic enclosing one nipple. 
I gasped. A nipple clamp. I wasn't so sure I wanted to try them, but I took in a deep breath and waited, trusting Drake to know what I needed and wanted. 
While I focused on it, he sucked my other nipple and then I felt a clamp on it as well.
"There," he said. "How does that feel? Not too painful? They're not very tight."
"They're fine," I said, knowing that when he took them off was when I'd feel the most sensation as the blood returned and the nerves woke up. "I didn’t know you had any."
"I picked them up on the way home one day. You enjoy my teeth so I thought you might enjoy these. Now, shh."
He slid down my body, his tongue trailing across my belly and then between my thighs. I gasped when he flicked his tongue over my clit and my hips jerked involuntarily. While he licked me, he reached up and removed the nipple clamps, and in a few seconds, I knew why people used them – the feeling when the sensation returned was incredibly painful, but with his tongue between my thighs, sending jolts of pleasure through me, the two feelings seemed to magnify my arousal and I groaned when he slipped his fingers inside of me.
He murmured against my clit, and then moved up to suck my nipples, giving each one some attention while he thrust his fingers inside of me. I writhed with desire, wanting him to enter me.
Finally, he slipped inside of me, his hardness filling me, his fingers finding my clit and making me gasp.
"That's what I love to hear," he said, moving into a better position so he could thrust more effectively. "You gasping with pleasure."
He began thrusting, his fingers stroking my clit. Heat filled my body, desire spreading out from where his fingers were and down my legs, into my belly as my orgasm neared. 
He pulled off the blindfold and bent over me as he thrust. "Open your eyes when you come for me," he said roughly, exertion making him a bit breathless. 
I opened my eyes to watch him. His face was flushed, his hair falling into his eyes, his mouth open. "Tell me when you're going to come."
I licked my lips and concentrated on the sensations that were building in me. "I'm going to…" I whispered as pleasure exploded deep inside, my body shuddering around his length.
"Keep your eyes open," he commanded, and I tried, but could barely comply as my orgasm crested. I gasped, my body arcing from the white-hot pleasure that almost blinded me.
Then, he began to thrust faster, harder, his hands grabbing my hips, pulling my body to meet his with each thrust. Soon, he was groaning as he came as well, ramming himself into me with each gasp.
"Oh, God," he groaned. "So fucking good. Oh, God…"
Then he collapsed on top of me, his arms on either side of mine, his hands covering mine, which were still tied above my head. 
"I'd like to take more time for this," he said, breathing deeply, his lips nuzzling my neck. "But I have to run. Next time, we'll have a much longer scene."
We remained in that position for a few moments as he caught his breath, me smiling like the Cheshire Cat. 
I'd have to mention resorting to Big more often if that was the result…
 
 

 
 
 
We showered together, washing each other with soapy hands, enjoying the tenderness. Then, he shampooed my hair, lathering it and running his fingers through it.
"I could get hard again with those hands of yours touching me like that, Ms. Bennet," he said while I washed him, soapy hands slipping between his thighs to wash him thoroughly.
"You don't have time," I said. "I want you home for a nice dinner and then maybe a bath. I want to play slave-girl again and lick you all over. I'll be so hungry for you, I'll want to wash every inch of you."
"You talk like that and I won't be able to concentrate in the ER."
"Keep that thought for later tonight. What would you like for supper?"
"You mean, after I eat you?" he said, a wicked gleam in his eye. "I might like a nice piece of steak. We should christen that barbecue on the lanai."
"Your wish is my command," I said and kissed his wet shoulder as he turned off the faucet.
We dried off and while I brushed my hair, I watched his reflection in the mirror as he dressed, pulling on some clean boxer briefs and a pair of dark jeans and a deep blue shirt. He came back into the bathroom and while he brushed his teeth beside me, I admired how the blue of his shirt made his eyes even more noticeable, his black lashes still a bit clumped from the shower, his hair still wet and hanging in his eyes. 
"Enjoy yourself today," he said after he finished rinsing. He ran his fingers through his hair, watching my face in the mirror as I applied a small bit of mascara. "I hope he won't bother you." 
"I'll try," I said, sighing. "I won't let him. I'll think of coming home to you, enjoying you." 
He smiled softly and brushed hair from my cheek. Then he sighed as if he wasn't convinced.
I followed him to the living room where he put his shoes on. I glanced outside and saw a black Mercedes parked in the driveway. 
"I got a rental," he said as he stood beside me. "I'm going to brave the streets of Nairobi myself." He bent down to kiss me, his lips lingering over mine, one hand on my waist. "You look so delicious, naked underneath that towel, your hair wet, I may have a hard time leaving you."
I smiled. "I doubt that very much. You enjoy teaching too much to be distracted. I'm sure you have a few surgical patients with complicated cases to focus on."
He nodded and took the doorknob in hand, hesitating as if he wanted to prolong our goodbye. 
"I'll be thinking of you all day," he said finally, his gaze moving over my face before focusing on my eyes. "Keep reminding yourself it's only for a few more weeks. Besides, you have the safari next weekend. That's something to look forward to."
I leaned up and kissed him and then he left.
I spent the day by myself, working on the canvas I had started, and once more, Drake was late getting home. He texted me with apologies and said an emergency came in late in the afternoon and he'd have to stay with Michael to take care of it. 
I said nothing as he crawled into bed beside me. He didn't snuggle in close, probably not wanting to wake me and I didn't say anything, not wanting to keep him up any later than he had to be. He had to go to work in the morning, despite having pulled ER call all weekend.
One more day and one more night that I was alone. 
 
 

 
 
The next day, Drake promised he'd be home for dinner.
"I told Michael if I didn't, you'd divorce me before we were even married," he said as he bent down to kiss me goodbye.
"I'd never do that," I said. "Don't make me out to be the bad guy with Michael. If you need to stay, you need to stay. I know this isn't trivial."
"I'll do my best to be home at six."
"Do what you can," I said and tucked his hair behind his ear. "I'll be here either way, missing you."
He kissed me warmly and then left.
I had some time before Jomo arrived to take me to the Institute, so I had a leisurely breakfast and watched some news headlines before getting dressed in my usual art class attire – overalls and a t-shirt, my high tops and thick socks. I checked over my supplies in my art case and then headed outside to wait in the warm morning sun for Jomo to arrive.
I smiled when I saw his taxi coming down the street, pleased to see a familiar face.
"Hello, Miss," he said, smiling back as I entered the taxi and sat down. "Time for your class."
We engaged in the usual small talk on the way to the institute – the weather, the trials for the armed robbers who killed several people in an attack several months earlier, the upcoming elections in the USA. Jomo was well educated about world events and seemed particularly interested in American politics. I told him about my father and his hopes of obtaining a house seat in the fall. 
I said goodbye to Jomo, expecting him back at noon as usual and went to my class. We had a female model this time – an African woman with large curves and beautiful hair in braids that fell to her waist. She wasn't as athletic as the previous models, but she posed a particular challenge, getting her body proportions correct and showing the weight of her body in the different poses.
When Sefton's class entered after the first break, I was too busy enjoying myself to care much, but when I saw him enter, he seemed to search the class out and finally his eyes came to rest squarely on me. The look he gave me was so intense, I couldn't help but think he had some ill intent towards me.
He strode right over to my bench and stood much too close to me while I was busy trying to ignore him, removing my sketches from the newsprint pad, sharpening my pencils for our next longer study. 
"So, Katherine," he said, using my full name, emphasizing Katherine as if he knew that Drake used it when he was in scene with me. "I hear you're coming on the safari this weekend."
I frowned, a shock going through me. I tried not to show my concern and merely continued sharpening one drawing pencil, my eyes focusing on the lead.
"Yes, Claire's taking me."
"Your doctor boyfriend couldn't take some time off?" he said, his voice sounding slightly mocking, as if he was trying to upset me despite his recent promise to be professional. "How sad for you."
I glanced up at him, anger filling me. "He's got a very busy schedule, and is on call that weekend. He does really highly specialized robotic surgery and is in high demand."
"Probably just as well. He'd be pretty bored on an artist safari, don't you think?"
I shrugged. "He appreciates art. Is your…" I said and hesitated. "Friend coming as well?"
"Not this time."
I nodded and turned back to my supplies, upset that Sefton would be there, and not with his girlfriend. 
"I guess I'll see you then," he said, still standing beside my bench, despite how hard I was trying to be obvious about ignoring him.
Finally, I glanced up at him and forced a smile. "I guess so."
Then I turned back to my pad of paper, and he walked away.
So he knew I was going on the safari, he was coming along as well, and wanted to tell me. Did he want to ruin it for me? 
He didn't bother me the rest of the class and I was glad when Jomo drove up and took me to the butcher on the way home so I could pick up some steaks for dinner. I was relieved that there were no further awkward encounters with Sefton.
 
 

 
 
I spent the rest of the afternoon reading news headlines and my email from my father, which detailed his busy week in preparation for the upcoming nomination meeting. 
At about five forty-five PM, I got a text from Drake.
 
Particularly hard day at work. I'm going to be a bit late for supper as Michael is taking the residents out for a drink to help us all unwind. I'll be home around seven. I hope you're wearing that pretty little sundress I like so much… I need to get lost in you tonight.
 
I texted back a simple response.
 
I am, and I'm all yours. 
 
That seemed to please him.
 
Mmm…
 
I smiled to myself and put my phone away. He felt he had to go out with Michael and the residents after a hard day. I understood. Him being home at six or seven didn't really matter because he'd be all mine once he did get home. I had to use that as solace.
So, while Drake was out at a pub unwinding with his boss and the residents, I sat at home alone, a half-filled glass of wine in my hand, the channel changer in the other, and watched satellite television.
Seven turned into eight and then eight into nine-thirty. I kept checking my phone for another text message but there was nothing from him. Finally, before ten, Drake arrived home leaning on the shoulder of a very cheerful Michael, the Mercedes Drake had rented in the driveway, Michael's car behind it.
Drake was obviously drunk, smiling at me, his hair disheveled. 
"Hi, Katie. Sorry I'm so late but we had a few more than I thought," he said, his words slurred.
I frowned and turned to Michael. "I hope Drake didn't drive home like that?"
Michael smiled. "No," he said and pointed behind him. I checked out the Mercedes and Sam was getting out. "Sam was kind enough to drive Drake's car back."
Heat rose in my cheeks when I saw her. She walked up the driveway and handed the keys to Drake, who accepted them, a crooked smile on his face.
"Here you go, Doctor Dizzy," she said, smiling at him. She stood across from Drake, and she was almost as tall as him, her eyes almost on the level with his. She turned to me, an unreadable expression on her face. "At least he's a fun drunk," she said, smiling at me in a condescending way. "It's good to let your hair down now and then."
"Thank you so much for driving my car back," he said, before turning back to me. "Don't be mad," he said. "I forgot to eat lunch we were so busy and then I drank a bit too much…"
Michael assisted Drake into the house and let him sit on the sofa. Once he was seated, Drake let out a huge sigh, his head falling forward, chin to his chest.
Before he left, Michael turned to me, laying one arm on my shoulder. "Don't be too hard on him, Kate. He had a really rough day. Lost a pediatric patient he'd been caring for. It hit him hard. I think the boy reminded him of Liam. He needed to unwind."
Michael nodded as if that made everything right and left, Sam following him down the driveway to his car.
I closed the door and took in a deep breath. That did make it understandable, but I was still jealous that he'd been drinking and actually got drunk with Sam. I remembered her comment at the mixer that Drake was fun when drunk. I stifled that jealousy and instead went to Drake, sitting beside him. I took his hand and he glanced up at me, his eyes bleary.
"I'm so sorry, Katie," he said, his voice filled with emotion. "I know I'm really late. I didn’t mean to be."
"I know," I said and nodded. I leaned up to him and kissed his cheek. "Do you want me to grill you a steak?"
He shook his head. "Save them for tomorrow. I had a burger at the pub. I really need to crash."
He struggled up to his feet and swayed for a moment so I took his arm and led him to the bedroom. He went to the en-suite bathroom and leaned on the countertop for a moment as if trying to steady himself. Then, he brushed his teeth, watching me as I leaned against the doorjamb, watching him.
"Don't be mad at me," he said, his mouth filled with white foam. "I had a bad day."
"I know," I said once more. "Michael told me you lost a young patient."
He nodded and closed his eyes, standing still for a long moment as if fighting his emotions. 
"He made me think of Liam. Kate, I want a son but I'm afraid…"
I nodded and went to him, threading my arms around his waist, pressing my cheek to his back.
"Just because Liam had cancer doesn't mean all your children will."
"I couldn’t take it. It was hard enough with Liam. What would I do if it was our son that we raised? Or our daughter?" With that, he shook his head, his eyes tightly closed.
I couldn't image it. "It won't happen," I said, although I didn't know that for sure. It seemed unlikely that two of Drake's children would have leukemia.
Drake sighed once more and rinsed his mouth, then turned to embrace me. We stood in the bathroom for several long moments, holding each other and despite being stood up for dinner and sex, I couldn't be angry with Drake. Losing that young boy he was caring for hit him hard and he dealt with it the only way he knew at the moment. 
I started to take off his clothes, his jacket, undoing the cuffs of his deep blue shirt. He stood mute and watched me, his eyes on my face. 
"You're so good to me," he whispered. "I spent the entire evening with Sam and you aren't even mad."
"You were also with Michael and the other residents, right?" I said, keeping my voice light. "Why would I be mad?"
He shook his head. "I wish she wasn't here doing her residency. I didn’t want her to come. You have to know that."
"I do," I said softly and forced a smile. 
"Did Mr. deVilliers hit on you today?" he said, his eyes half-hooded while I removed his belt.
"Not really," I said, remembering that Sefton was coming on the safari.
"What does that mean, not really? Half-heartedly? I don’t like to think of him pestering you, Katie. I'd like to punch his lights out."
I laughed at that. "That's the booze talking. What was it this time? Guinness or vodka?"
"Both." Drake smiled a crooked smile at me. Then, he closed his eyes and swayed a bit, his face blanching. "Oh, God. Please leave, Katie. I think I'm going to puke…"
I put my arm around him and turned him towards the toilet. "I'll help you."
"No, no. Please go…" He made a face and leaned over the toilet. He coughed and waved a hand at me, as if to make me leave and so I did, closing the door behind me. 
"Let me know if you need me."
I heard him retch and then some sounds I didn't really want to hear as he vomited. He coughed and sputtered for a while and then I heard the water running in the sink.
"Oh, God," he muttered. 
"Can I get you anything?" I called through the bathroom door.
"A time machine so I can go back to before I drank those vodka shooters?"
I smiled. "No can do. How does sympathy and a cold cloth on your forehead sound?"
"That sounds good," he said and opened the door. His cheeks were flushed and he shook his head. "What an idiot. You'd think as a medical man I'd know enough not to mix booze."
"You’re also a human, underneath the godlike-persona of a highly specialized neurosurgeon. Come to bed," I said and put my arm around his waist. He threw an arm over my shoulder. Together, we walked to the bed. 
"Not so godlike when I'm puking."
"Not so much." I steered him to his side of the bed
Then, I finished undressing him, removing his shirt, jeans and socks so that he stood before me with only his boxer briefs on.
"I promised you several orgasms tonight, I seem to recall…"
"You can take care of that promise tomorrow," I said as I helped him lie down on the bed. 
I went back to the washroom and wet a washcloth for his forehead. 
"Right now," I said, draping it across his brow. "You should try to sleep. I'll bring a trash can so you can use it in the night if you need it." 
"Not very romantic, when your fiancé is too sick to make love," he murmured, his eyes closing as I covered him up.
I kissed his cheek and he made a kissing motion with his mouth but didn't try to kiss me. I turned the light off and went to the bathroom to do my own nightly ablutions. Poor Drake. I'd only seen him drunk a few times. He was a pleasant-enough drunk, not belligerent or whiny. Still, I wish he could go back in time and not drink the vodka shooters, but I could imagine him doing it to numb the pain. 
We always had tomorrow and the rest of the week to make up for this disaster of a date night.
Still, I lay awake for a long time that night, with Drake snoring softly beside me, thinking of Drake and Sam. I bet she was enjoying him, watching him get progressively drunker, losing a bit of that tight control he liked to keep over himself. Was she hoping he'd lose enough control that she could step in and take advantage? 
I imagined it – his voice would be a bit louder, his words less carefully chosen, his smile more free. 
I'd have to get him to drink a little more in my company now and then, so I could enjoy him when he lost a bit of control. Once more, I was jealous of Sam – jealous that she got Drake when he was a fun drunk, not one who was puking and falling asleep on the bed. She got to enjoy him at work, when he was doing what he did for a living, when he followed his passion. I got him the rest of the time.
It had to be enough, but there was a part of me that couldn’t help but feel like I didn’t get the best of him the way she did.
 
 

 
 
 
The next morning, Drake called Michael early and asked for the day off.
"I hate doing it," he said to me as I lay in bed beside him. "But I'm pretty much good for nothing."
He spent the morning lying in the shade by the pool with sunglasses on, drinking copious amounts of water and juice and generally taking it very easy. I joined him after my shower and a quick breakfast. 
"So tell me what an asshole I was last night," he said, a rueful expression on his face.
"You weren't an asshole at all," I replied. "You were a polite drunk, apologizing profusely for puking and otherwise ruining my date night."
"I'm sorry, Kate. I hate having to say sorry about something like that. Asinine."
Drake told me about his young patient, a boy with a rare brain tumor that pressed on motor nerves and gave him seizures and tremors. The tumor was inoperable, but they used chemo to shrink the size of the lesion and Drake performed deep brain stimulation to offset the tremor so the boy could at least eat and speak.
He was in for another round of deep brain stimulation when he died of a rare side effect, leaving Drake to console the parents. It brought up everything with Liam and so Drake had felt particularly helpless and even hopeless about prospects for him having a child of his own.
"After Liam, I'd hate to have another child with cancer," he said to me, taking my hand. We lay on two recliners in the shade of a tree by the pool, the warmth of the day starting to build. 
"Is it likely that another child of yours would have the same cancer?"
Drake shrugged. "Probably not, but stranger things have happened. I've seen so many rare and unexpected things in my career, I've learned not to count out any possibility, however remote."
I squeezed his hand. "We'll cross that bridge when we come to it."
He sighed and turned back to the view, rubbing his thumb over my knuckles.
I left Drake by the pool and went inside to work on the painting of him sitting in the bathtub. I had become completely immersed in it when I noticed him standing in the doorway watching me. 
"Can I come in?"
I smiled and turned to face him, my brush in hand. "Of course. I'm used to having other students around when I work so no worries. But no peeking."
"Aww, that's no fair. Let me see it!"
"You know the rules."
I stood and stopped him from coming around to see my canvas, my fingers threading through his. 
"When you're on the safari, will you be standing around painting live tigers and lions?"
I laughed and kissed him, one hand on his shoulder because he was still trying to glance over and see my painting.
"From what I've read, we'll be painting from a safe position and won't be in any real danger."
"Good." He nodded, trying to dodge around me. 
"Stop. You can't see it until it's finished. That's the rule…"
"No fair," he said and pretended to fight with me, but he didn't really try very hard. "The three stooges got to see your work in Chelsea. Why not me?"
"Because," I said and stood in between him and my canvas. "You're the subject matter. You can wait until I'm finished."
"Oh, all right," he said and I felt his muscles slacken. "If you insist."
"I insist.” 
It was then I realized that I hadn't told him about Sefton going on the art safari. Ugh. I hated the thought that he would be with us on the safari, but there was nothing to do about it except cancel and I really didn't want to do that either. I frowned, wondering how to phrase it.
"What's that look for, Ms. Bennet? Something bothering you?"
I sighed and put my hands on his shoulders, looking in his eyes.
"Drake, I have something to tell you…"
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER FOURTEEN
 
 
 
 
At the sound of my voice, Drake frowned, his eyes narrowing. 
"I'm afraid to ask what it is."
I sighed and ran my fingers down his shoulders to his hands, which I took in mine. "It's really not that important. Sefton deVilliers is coming along on the safari."
"What?" He glanced away and then turned his gaze to me, his eyes on mine. "This is too much, Kate. I could tolerate him being in your class because he's an instructor, but this?"
I frowned. "It's one of the few art safaris in the area. I can't control whether he goes or not."
"There's no doubt he's going in the hopes that he can seduce you while you're alone out on the savannah."
"The way Sam tries to get you drunk so she can take advantage of you?"
Drake frowned at that. 
"Drake, he has a girlfriend. Besides, if he is hoping to seduce me, he's going to be sorely disappointed, since I have absolutely no interest in him."
He exhaled loudly and pulled me into his arms. "Christ, and here I thought the safari would be a great chance for you to get away from it all, enjoy yourself when I'd be busy all weekend. Now, I don't want you to go but I also don't want you to cancel because of a buffoon."
"Maybe I should cancel. I can make up an excuse about being sick, or something," I said, unhappy at the thought of canceling but unhappy about Drake being unhappy.
Drake hesitated, and I could see him struggle with his words. "I don't like the thought of him being there, and I'm not there to get in between you two," he said and stroked my cheek. 
"I know," I said and laid my head on his shoulder. "I feel that way about Sam." We stood like that for a few moments. 
Finally, I looked up at him. "I have to live my life, Drake. I can't hide from people I don't like. I don't enjoy the idea that Sefton is going to be there, but he's more of an annoyance than anything else. He's not a threat to me or to us."
Drake nodded, but his expression was dark. He ran his hand over my hair and then forced a smile that didn't reach his eyes. "He's a jerk. I'm glad you told me about this. I would have been upset if you hadn't told me."
"I learned my lesson with Kurt. I'll tell you everything, and you'll tell me everything, right?"
"Yes," Drake said. "Perfect honesty and openness. If you feel something, you tell me. I need to know how you feel, and you need to know how I feel."
I hugged him more closely. I felt as if Drake was starting to trust me more completely and I him, but he was so busy with his work and teaching that I felt as if we were rarely together for very long. We rarely discussed anything or had time to be a couple.
 
 

 
 
 Wednesday was overcast, the sky filled with ominous clouds. Drake woke me before he left. He was already showered, dressed and ready to go, and I was still almost completely covered by the sheets, my face in the pillows.
"Hey, sleepyhead, I'm going."
He kissed my cheek, and then my shoulder. I rolled onto my back, the sheets pulling back to reveal my naked breasts.
"Mmm," he said, nuzzling first one and then the other. "How can I go to work when you're so warm and delicious looking?"
"I wish you could stay in bed with me all day, but I have my class."
"That bastard deVilliers gets to see you longer than I do. It makes me very jealous, Kate."
"You don't need to be," I said. "I tolerate him because he's a good artist and I can learn from him."
He frowned at that, but kissed my cheek, my forehead and my chin. "I don't want him teaching you anything."
"Drake…"
"I'm serious, Kate. Please stay away from him. Ignore him."
I looked in his eyes. "What if he has something helpful to tell me about my work?"
He shook his head slowly, as if fighting with himself. 
"I'll be home around eight, if nothing comes in." 
He stood and left me on the bed, going to the closet to pull out a jacket. He stopped at the door and glanced back at me, his expression thoughtful.
"Have a good day. I love you."
"I love you," I said, waving at him, and then blowing him a kiss. "Have a good day at work."
He left me on the bed, still wrapped up in the sheets, already filled with a sense of longing for him.
 
 

 
 
Class was uneventful. We had the same model from Friday and spent the time working on the studies from the previous week. It was nice to have a full hour to work on one pose. Sefton kept his distance and made no move to approach me or speak with me, so I was happy.
Thursday went by quickly, and soon, Friday loomed. Claire had sent me a long email with instructions for what I'd need to bring on the safari and I'd spent the week packing to make sure I had everything. My shots were all up to date and I was still taking my Malarone, so I was protected from tropical diseases. 
For his part, Drake was particularly attentive. He spent a very long time with me in a nice warm bubble bath, used a razor to shave me carefully, then used his rope to tie me up, blindfolded me and made me come several times before he found his own pleasure. Since Sefton appeared on the scene, Drake had not once been completely vanilla with me, as if trying to reinforce our D/s relationship. 
I was a bit surprised, for our sexual experiences prior to Sefton's advances, with the exception of the dungeon party, had been almost totally vanilla. As I lay completely bound, the soft ropes confined my hands above my head, my thighs spread wide, my eyes covered with a blindfold, I wondered if Drake wasn't doing this now to remind me that I was still his submissive, that he was my Dominant, and that he was still able to control me, make me respond to him the way he wanted. 
Whatever the case, I felt his intense focus on me when we were together, in scene or out of it, and it did make up, at least in part, for the time we spent apart. But we spent most of our time apart – him at the hospital or college, teaching or doing surgery and looking in on his patients and residents. Me alone at home, in my studio or at the Institute. The only time Drake and I were together and awake was when we had sex and now it was always a scene with me tied up and helpless.
 Clair and I were leaving with the group on a bus after lunch on Friday, so I had to say goodbye to Drake early in the morning when he was getting ready for work.
I got up when he did, and we shared a shower, washing each other, arousing each other so much that we had sex then and there in the shower. Drake left me in the stream of water while he retrieved a tie. Before he could wrap it around my head, I stopped him.
"It'll be ruined. We don't need one."
"I'll buy another one."
I put my hand on his. "You don't have to do a scene," I said, my voice soft. 
"Yes, I do." Then, he wrapped the tie around my eyes, making me a bit disoriented so that I had to rest my hand on his shoulders. "I can't tie you up in the shower, but I want you on your knees."
He helped me down onto my knees, guiding me with his hands under my arms, and I waited for his next order. 
"Put your hands behind you, and clasp them. Imagine that they're bound."
I did, and waited, the spray of water warm on my back, my lips open. I felt the tip of his erection press against my lips, so I licked him and then took him into my mouth. I sucked the head, my tongue swirling around the rim, and he began to thrust softly, sliding in and out of my willing lips. He grasped my head with a hand and guided me while he thrust, giving me a bit more each time. I did my best not to gag, and succeeded, wondering if he was going to finish in my mouth, but he didn't. 
He withdrew and then lifted me once more, kissing me deeply. I felt such need, I knew I'd come quickly. He turned me around and spread my thighs, pushing my upper body down so that I rested on my hands on the ledge that ran around the shower enclosure. Then, he took me from behind, his arm around me, his fingers on my clit as he thrust.
He kissed my shoulder as he stood over me and his mouth on my neck, his fingers on my clit, and his hardness inside of me, hitting me in the right spot all combined to make me come.
"Sir…" I managed, but he didn't say anything or stop and soon, my legs shook as I went over. He thrust harder, his mouth on my shoulder. When I began to shudder, he bit down on my shoulder as he came. It hurt, a lot more than I was used to, and I gasped. 
"Oh, God," he said when he saw the mark, touching it with his fingers. "Oh, Kate, I'm sorry…"
He helped me up, kissing the spot, before removing the blindfold from my eyes. I turned to him and he kissed me deeply, brushing the wet hair from my forehead when he pulled back.
"I hurt you," he said, shaking his head.
"You did," I said quietly and stepped out of the shower to check the mark in the mirror. I could clearly see his teeth marks. It no longer hurt, but was a visible reminder of his loss of control. I wondered if he wasn't subconsciously marking me, and a small part of me felt a sense of glee that he lost a bit of that rigid control. I didn’t like or want pain but it was accidental. 
"Marking your territory, Master D?" I said, catching his eye in the mirror.
"Kate, I didn't mean to bite that hard. I—"
"It's OK." I stopped him, my fingers against his lips. "Forget it." 
"It was sloppy of me," he said, hitting his forehead lightly with a fist. "It won't happen again."
He then took a bottle of hydrogen peroxide out of the cabinet and cleaned off the bite. 
"I hate to see you go away for the weekend," he said, his voice soft. "I'm so jealous right now that the bastard is going to be there instead of me."
I smiled. "I wish you were going to be there instead of him, too," I said and kissed him. "But you don't have to be jealous. I plan on studiously ignoring him all weekend." 
"Still, this is something I don't share with you. I'm jealous that any man gets to see your work before I do, watch you draw and paint."
I threaded my arms around his neck. "You have no reason to be jealous. He's just one of the instructors."
We kissed long and deep at the door when he was ready to leave for work and I felt sad that I was going away for the weekend without him.
"I'll miss you," he said, kissing me over and over again as if unwilling to let me go. "I love you."
"I'll miss you," I replied, my eyes filled with tears at the thought we'd be sleeping apart and I wouldn't see him for three days. "I love you."
"Oh, Ms. Bennet," he said and squeezed me, lifting me up off the floor. "What would I do without you?"
As he set me back down, he brushed his thumb over my bottom lip and gave me a little smile. Then he was gone. 
 
 

 
 
 
I cancelled my class on Friday because of the safari. A sleek Humvee bus picked me up at my door, the other seven people from Nairobi going on the safari already on board. I hauled my carryon bag to the bus driver, who put it in a compartment. Claire got off the bus to greet me, taking my hand and leading me to the back, where Sefton and two other students I recognized from his class were seated. He smiled at me in greeting but said nothing, however the look in his eye said everything, as if he'd won some kind of victory.
Claire introduced me to the small group, including the two students from Sefton's class. How Claire knew everyone, I'll never know but she seemed to be that kind of person. One student was from Sefton's home town in South Africa while the other was a native of Kenya, but who spent most of her childhood in England with her parents. She moved back to Nairobi to live with her grandmother and study art at the Institute. I said hello and we discussed the safari, what we expected and what we would likely encounter. 
The bus took us to an airport where a small passenger plane waited, the pilot and copilot dressed in crisp white uniforms, making them look as if they were straight out of British Imperial Kenya. We boarded the plane, and I sat at a window seat and watched as our baggage was loaded, butterflies in my stomach at the prospect of seeing the savannah. Claire sat beside me on the inside seat and Sefton took the aisle seat on the other side of her. The two seemed really friendly with each other and I wondered if Sefton knew Claire from home.
"Did you two know each other in South Africa?" I asked, keeping my focus on Claire rather than Sefton.
Of course, he leaned over the aisle, smiling at me. "Not personally, but our families go a long way back and Claire is active in the arts community here and there. She was the one to encourage the Institute to appoint me as the artist in residence. I owe it all to her." He leaned closer at that and kissed Claire on the cheek. I swear Claire blushed hard and almost giggled, which I thought was so out of character for her, but I had to admit that Sefton was extremely good looking – intimidatingly so. Put him in a set of camo and he could be an actor in a big budget action film, whether a warrior or pirate or outlaw. His muscles almost strained at the khaki shirt he wore.
I turned away, trying to push him and his grin out of my mind, focusing instead on the land surrounding the small airport. It was lush, the trees green against a clear blue sky. What I had come to expect for weather in Nairobi.
Finally, after about twenty minutes of waiting, the plane started to taxi down the runway and we took off, the roar of the twin propellers momentarily deafening during the ascent. We leveled off and I looked out the window at the scenery below. Thin wispy white clouds wafted by and the sun glinted off the wingtip. I took out the brochure and examined it, barely listening as Sefton and Claire talked about their former lives in Johannesburg. 
Our camp was in the Masai Mara National Reserve on the banks of the Mara River. On the first day, we would be taken to watch wildlife from a distance, take photographs or sketch. We would do this all Friday, Saturday and then most of the day Sunday, when we would return to Nairobi. The camp was made up of permanent facilities, with huge tents accommodating two to four people, a shared bathroom in each tent with hot and cold running water, and a common tent where we would eat. The food would be first-rate, there would be activities once we were done for the day, including games and music. Late in the evening, there would be an outing to watch the stars, and people could take astrophotography, if they desired, at a site specially designed for it. 
The site was well-established and had been in business for nearly forty years, so I relaxed and let the very expert guides take care of us. I felt I was in good hands. The only irritant, besides the mosquitoes, would be Sefton with his grin. Like the mosquitoes, there was nothing to do about him but ignore as best you could, although I read that the mosquitoes were worse at dawn and dusk. I wasn’t so sure that there would be any relief from Sefton… 
We landed at a small regional airport and then took buses the rest of the way down well-worn roads, finally arriving at our camp about two hours later. After we set our bags in the tent that Claire and I shared, which looked out over the Mara River, we had a light lunch in the dining tent. Even for lunch, we sat at tables dressed with white linen tablecloths, crystal and china, flowers and candles. 
The landscape was lush, green, and the weather was perfect – cool in the morning according to our guides, but warmer in the afternoon, so we were advised to wear layers that could be added or removed depending on the temperature. After lunch, Claire and I put on our safari clothes, our DEET to ward off the mosquitoes, and then we were off in small Jeeps with our guide, who helped us load our art supplies. 
Claire was an amateur photographer so she would go with the group of people there to take photographs. It would mean we would be separated for the afternoon, and that I would be spending my time with Sefton and his two students, but there was nothing to be done about it.
What I most longed to see – and draw – were the elephants. Ever since I was a child, I had a love of African elephants and had wanted to see them up close and draw them. Now was my chance and I didn't want to miss it. Excitement built in me that we would soon arrive at the location where we would set up for the afternoon. 
We found our spot at the edge of a forest where a small family of elephants stood. They seemed quite unconcerned about our presence – perhaps used to the many safari groups who came to the area. We set up our easels and I began sketching on my pad of paper, wishing I could get closer so I could see them in detail.
"Is this as close as we can get?" I asked our guide. He nodded, and pointed to several guards who had rifles in hand, standing as sentries. 
I wanted to do a closer study, but instead, would have to settle for more of a landscape with the small group of elephants located off center to create a pleasing composition.
Sefton came over to me and handed me a pair of binoculars. I had my own smaller pair, which I'd purchased before we left, but Sefton's were superior. 
"Here," he said. "Take these. You can see the detail better with them. This is as close as we can get without putting ourselves in danger. You could cheat and take a photograph of them, zoomed so you can see them more clearly and use it to draw from."
"That's a good idea," I said. I used my cell phone camera to capture a pleasing composition of a mother elephant and her offspring, which looked to be several years old or more due to its size. I knew from the brochure that African elephants gave birth every four or five years, so this one was a few years old. I thanked Sefton for the binoculars, and set about to sketch the background onto which I would transpose the elephants. I planned to draw the elephants larger and in more detail. 
For his part, Sefton spent most of his time talking with his students, who both spent their time drawing the larger landscape rather than focusing on the actual wildlife. One student used watercolors, capturing the pale blue sky with thin high clouds against the wide savannah of the Masai Mara. The other student focused on a tree nearby, capturing the branches and leaves in exquisite detail using pencil.
Sefton, himself, went off to the side of the clearing where we were located and spent his time drawing on a canvas I couldn't see from where I sat. He seemed to glance in the opposite direction to the rest of us while he drew, and I wondered what was his focus. He took some photographs and then spent his time sketching something, his head very close to his canvas.
Despite my unease with him, I was curious about what he was drawing because of course, he was a very accomplished artist. I had been impressed with his work before I knew who he was, and it was only his behavior towards me that made me despise him as a person. I didn't want any man to pursue me. I had Drake. The fact that Sefton knew about our lifestyle and continued to mention it bothered me. 
After about an hour of drawing, I stood up and stretched and took a short walk around the perimeter of the clearing where our group had stopped. I was pleased with what I had accomplished so far and hoped to use the photographs when I got back to Nairobi to do a large canvas using acrylics so I could capture the colors of the elephants and the landscape itself. The pencil drawing would serve as a study so I could work out the details of composition, texture and shade.
I went over to check out Sefton's canvas and was surprised. Of course, he didn't draw the wildlife. He drew people. His drawing was of one of the guards with the rifle slung over his shoulder, a wide-brimmed hat on his head, a cigarette hanging off his lip. 
"You're not interested in the animals?" I said, unable to keep myself from asking.
He said nothing for a moment while he worked on the guard's face. Finally, he cleared his throat. 
"I'm more interested in the human animal."
I nodded and said nothing else, not wanting to prolong the conversation. 
I returned to my own canvas and continued sketching, working out the proportions of the baby to the mother. In a few minutes, Sefton left his place and went around to check on the work of his students, stopping to speak to each one in a quiet voice. He was completely professional with them, not making any comments or behaving in any way that would be seen as improper. 
He came over to where I sat drawing and I felt his eyes on me from behind.
"Technically, you're very skilled," he said, his voice low. "The composition is nice, pleasing to the eye in terms of where you've located your subject on the page. You've captured the texture of the elephant's skin very skillfully. But what are you trying to accomplish with your drawing?"
I frowned, and stopped drawing, looking at the composition. It wasn't that I was trying to accomplish anything except to capture the elephants.
"I don’t know," I said, hesitating. "I like them and want to draw them as best I can."
"You could take a photograph if you want to merely capture the image. What are you trying to say with your art?"
I shrugged. "I'm not trying to say anything. I have a desire to draw them, that's all."
"A child has a desire to draw an elephant. The only difference between you and the child is that you're far more technically skilled. Art should be more than replicating nature because an imbecile with a camera can do as much. Art should be an expression of who you are as an artist. Who are you, Kate? What sets your work apart from everyone else who has technical skill?"
I shook my head. "I don't know…" I felt insulted and insecure at his comments. I considered my drawing. Yes, it was technically skilled. I already knew that. But he was right – beyond the technical skill, there was nothing different about my drawing than a photograph of the same scene. 
"Art should be transcendent," he said, his voice soft. "It should take the viewer somewhere that a photograph alone can't take them – into your soul as an artist. Otherwise it's mimicry and that's not art."
"So you’re saying I'm not a good artist?"
"No," he said and knelt down beside me, his eyes on the level with mine, his expression serious. "I'm saying that you haven't found your voice yet. Until you do, your art will be sterile and not fit for anything more than your own closet. To be put on display anywhere outside of your own home, it has to express something about your vision of the world, of the subject matter."
"You mean it has to be political – like your art."
"My art isn’t political. If it were political, it would be trying to get people to take action. I merely paint scenes that express my vision."
"I've seen your work. You always paint scenes of poverty or inequality or war. That's political."
"I paint human landscapes. The ones that interest me show the extremes of our lives. Poverty next to wealth, hunger juxtaposed against gluttony. My art is supposed to make you feel something. The judgment that it's political is yours." 
I examined the elephants standing in the small group by the trees. 
"What did you feel about them?" he said, his voice passionate. "Why elephants and not trees or the sky or the river? Why did you choose elephants?"
 Why did I choose elephants for my subject?
I shook my head. "When I see elephants, I think that they're such magnificent animals. They've evolved for millions of years, honed by evolution to survive in a harsh environment and we're killing them off, sending them to near extinction. For what?" I said, anger filling me. "For ivory? For jewelry, for piano keys? So we can brag that we killed such a large animal with an elephant gun? It makes me sick."
"There," he said and stood up. "That's your voice. What could you do to express that sense of outrage?"
I shook my head. "I don’t know…"
Sefton turned to look at the elephants. "When you figure that out, you'll have found your voice and maybe, you might produce something that is truly art. If you can't think of how to express your feelings with pencils or paint or clay, then stick to activism. Art is expressing your voice using artistic media. It's not mimicry." 
With that, he walked away from me and went back to his own work. I sat in stunned silence, pain filling me that he found my work lacking. My cheeks heated and it wasn't the African sun.
Was he right? Was my drawing fit for nothing other than my own closet? Was it nothing more than basic mimicry?
I felt completely disheartened at that point and drew half-heartedly. I wanted to rip up my paper and burn it. With a few sentences, Sefton had succeeded in completely destroying my view of myself as a budding artist. 
I watched the elephants for a moment, tears stinging at the corners of my eyes. Sefton was an accomplished artist. His art was on display in galleries in London and Paris and Manhattan. He was the artist in residence at the Institute. People used his art on album covers and posters, it was so popular.
He thought my work was technically skilled but not art. Mimicry.
The elephant mother moved closer to its calf, and rested its snout over the calf's head, in what could only be seen as an show of affection. The calf leaned in, as if it craved its mother's touch, its own trunk reaching up to touch that of its mother. The scene was touching.
 The elephants were so beautiful, and obviously intelligent in their own way, with their own feelings and emotions and desires. The trade in ivory made me sick – to think that people killed the matriarchs for their ivory, leaving orphans to grow up without their mothers when clearly they loved each other – in an elephant way. It made my gut clench. Few things made me feel a need for violence, but this was one. 
I removed my current drawing from the easel, and replaced it with a clean piece of paper. I picked up the binoculars and did a quick sketch of the mother and calf, focusing in on their bodies so that I could show their trunks, trying to quickly capture them as they touched. Instead of the elephants being small against a large landscape of trees and savannah, I decided to do a more intimate portrait of the two elephants. The entire page was elephant with no background.
To hell with Sefton. 
I wanted to capture that moment, to show that these animals cared about one another and that they enjoyed touching. There was no need for them to touch. They chose to do it. It affected me deeply to witness it and that was why I wanted to draw it. 
I took a photo before the elephants moved position. I'd do an acrylic of them when I went back to Nairobi, and I'd do it with as much detail and as much skill as I could. Whether it met the criteria for 'art', I didn’t care. 
 
 

 
 
We had a break for tea and a snack at mid-afternoon, and I took the opportunity to use the makeshift tent lavatory. When I came out, Sefton was talking to the guard he'd just drawn. The guard adjusted the rifle over his shoulder, pulled out another cigarette and lit it while Sefton spoke with him. 
Sefton turned and glanced at me as I passed. I felt his eyes on me as I returned to my easel with my cup of tea and sat examining my new drawing. The head and shoulders of the mother with the calf beneath her took up the entire paper. I had started to draw the detail of the mother's eye, capturing the long eyelashes, the tracks of moisture leading down from the corner of the eye. I grew hot enough from the heat of the late afternoon sun that I had to remove my shirt, which left me in the tank top I wore underneath, and fan myself for a moment to cool off before I continued to work on my sketch.
Sefton returned to my easel and stood in silence for a moment, watching me as I worked to capture the rough skin, with deep cracks and fissures.
"That's more like it," he said.
"What do you mean? It's still elephants."
"It is elephants," Sefton said, his voice chiding. "But at least now, you've made a choice and have chosen to show them doing something. Why did you choose that? There was a reason."
"I—" 
"No," he said before I could explain my choice. "I don’t want you to tell me why you chose that. I should feel it when I look at your drawing."
I took my hand away from the drawing and sat there like a lump, frowning when Sefton examined the page.
"Come on, Kate," he said, frustration in his voice. "Why won’t you take the master class? I would help you – we would help you. Push you to develop your voice. The drawing class with Talia is entirely unnecessary. You don’t need practice drawing. You need to paint. You need to paint and paint and paint until you find your voice."
"You want to know why?" I said, anger getting the better of me. "Because you make me uncomfortable."
I didn’t look at him but I heard him chuckle. 
"But you're engaged to that doctor," he said, his tone softly mocking. "You’re so in love, how could little old me make you uncomfortable?" he said and stepped closer to me. "Is it, perhaps, that I know of your inclinations?" Then he touched my shoulder where Drake had bitten me. I winced and pulled away from him, pulling on my shirt to cover it, forgetting that it was visible. 
"Stop."
"So you like it a bit rough, do you?" he said, his voice low. "Or does he?"
"It's none of your business," I said, angry that he was so forward. 
"Oh, Kate. There's so much I could teach you," he said quietly. "Why don't you take the master class?"
"Because you're inappropriate." I sat staring at the landscape, the warm wind ruffling a few loose strands of my hair, which was pulled back into a ponytail to keep it out of my eyes. "You're rude."
He knelt down beside me, facing me. I glanced at him and saw that he was smiling. 
"How am I rude and inappropriate? I'm only telling you the truth. I'm only being honest. For example, this fiancé of yours. Where is he?" Sefton said, glancing around, his hand making an arc in the air. "Why isn't he here, experiencing this with you? If you were mine, I would never leave you alone. I understand your desire to express something with your art, even if you don't yet know what it is. I also understand your other desires."
"Drake has his own life. He's a highly skilled neurosurgeon who—"
"I know who and what he is. My question is why a man who has you as his lover would let you go away for a weekend with a man who's been clearly interested in you."
"So you admit it," I said, turning to face him, my cheeks hot from the adrenaline that coursed through me. 
"Of course I admit it – a beautiful young and talented submissive who is also an artist? How could I not be interested? How could I not try to win you?"
I turned away. 
"It doesn’t matter how you feel. Drake and I are getting married so you shouldn't approach me, knowing I'm engaged."
He waved his hand in dismissal. "These are social conventions. Marriages fail. Engagements end. People are with other people for the wrong reasons. You think because he ties you up and gives you pleasure that he's the one? Tell me this – is he your first Dom?” He stared at me but I didn’t answer. “I thought so.” He smiled as if in triumph. “Do you really think that because he’s able to control you, dominate you, that he’s the one? Does he know anything about art?"
"He's a musician. He knows about the arts."
"I said, does he know anything about art? Can he understand your need to draw and paint?"
"He encourages me. He made sure we found a house so I could have a studio."
"If you were mine," Sefton said as if he hadn't even heard me. "I'd be able to teach you so much, show you so much. This doctor of yours is pretty busy, no? Always working, teaching, with his students. Not much of a life for you."
"I can't believe we're having this conversation," I said, indignation filling me. "I'm in love with Drake. That's the end of it."
"Whatever you say, Kate. But think of this – when you're all alone those days and nights when he's off working at the hospital or teaching or doing whatever else he does, what will you be doing all alone with your paints? If you were with me, we'd spend our lives together."
He stalked away, and I glared at his back.
My heart was pounding, my hands shaking. Who did he think he was to talk to me like that? Saying those things? He was a rude buffoon. A total jerk.
And yet… 
And yet he'd merely expressed the very fears I'd been having for the past couple of weeks while Drake shadowed Michael and I was alone at either the hotel or our new home. I would have to be alone a lot, if I married Drake. He'd always have his surgical practice, which, because of his specialized skills, would put him in very high demand. He had his foundation and he had his band. And he had the surgical implements business his father started…
Where would I fit in?
He loved me. I knew he did. I loved him. We'd find a way to share our lives. Maybe I wouldn't be with him as much as I wanted, but whatever time he had, I wanted to spend with him.
Sefton was a total jerk to try to come between us. He thought that because I was a submissive and an artist that somehow we were more compatible? There wasn't a bone in my body that was compatible with Sefton. I disliked him from the start and I disliked him even more now.
It was only late Friday afternoon and my safari was already ruined. I despaired about the rest of the safari, and regretted agreeing to come with Claire. How would I get through the entire weekend?
I sat fuming for a moment, my drawing forgotten in my funk. I closed my eyes and listened to the sound of the wind through the tall grass, rippling the leaves on the trees behind me. I breathed in the scent of the savannah – clean and pure, the air hot in the late afternoon.
I decided then and there I wouldn’t let Sefton ruin the safari for me. I had the new drawing of the elephants to finish. I was glad he challenged me, for I did think that the drawing I was doing now was better. He was right about art. It had to be more than picture-perfect mimicry. Any photographer could take that picture I was drawing before and it would be even more realistic. My work had to be more than a photographic reproduction of the scene before me. It had to speak to anyone viewing it. 
I had to find my voice.
I decided then and there that I would use Sefton. I didn’t like him. There was no way he could hope to seduce me so there was no risk in engaging him. If he thought he'd get into my panties, he was sorely mistaken. But he could teach me about being an artist. I could learn from him and Talia. 
I also decided then and there that I would take the Master class on Thursday nights. I did want to paint and I wouldn’t let Sefton's presence ruin it for me. He could imagine he was seducing me all he wanted. I wasn’t responsible for his desires. He wouldn’t have me as a submissive. But he could have me as a student.
I turned back to my drawing, newly determined not to let him ruin my weekend. I continued to work on the mother elephant, capturing the deep crags and fissures in her skin, the large warm brown of her eye, the huge pupil, the pits and marks on her skin. She was a magnificent animal, her body and behaviors honed by millions of years of evolution to withstand the harsh realities of the African savannah. How humans could wipe out her species without thought I didn't understand. I'd do my best to impart how I felt in my drawing, and later, my paintings. I decided I wanted to capture several photographs of the elephants closer up, using the zoom lens and do a series of works. 
If Sefton didn’t think it was art, he could go to hell. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER FIFTEEN
 
 
Around five thirty, the guide came to us and announced that it was time to wrap things up. 
I was pleased with my drawing, and had been able to finish a considerable portion of the work, including the entire mother elephant's face and trunk as it reached down to her baby. I'd work on the rest of it back home. We'd be going to another location tomorrow to see other wildlife and so I'd be starting another drawing. But at least I now had a vision for a series of paintings I wanted to do and would have lots to occupy myself back in Nairobi. I was actually excited about getting back to our house and to my studio so I could work on the painting.
I started to pack my pencils when Sefton returned to my easel and stood examining my drawing.
"It's quite good," he said, his voice soft, with none of the lip he'd used earlier.
"Thank you," I said, turning to look at it. "I'm happy with it. I'm going to use it as a study for an acrylic painting when I get back to Nairobi so thank you. I'm glad you said what you did about it."
"You're very welcome, Kate. I'm only too glad to be of service. In any way you need me."
He smiled at me, his smile suggestive but I smiled back, ignoring his comment. Then, I removed the drawing from the easel and slid it into my art portfolio, glad that I'd come to some kind of peace with myself about my situation, trapped with Sefton for the rest of the weekend.
"I've decided that I'm going to take the Master class after all. You're right. I do want to focus on painting. Drawing is only a way to figure out what I want to paint."
He made a face at that, his eyes widening. "Wonderful," he said, his voice a bit shocked. "You won't regret it. I think I can really teach you a lot if we work together. You already have very good technical skill and a very good eye. All you need is the inspiration and of course, lots of hard work, to develop your voice. But I warn you – I'm a very stern taskmaster."
I stopped him when he walked up to me, my hand on his arm. "You have to understand that I want you to teach me about art, help me develop my voice. I want to use you – your expertise. Nothing more."
"Oh, I like that. You using me…" He grinned.
"Sefton," I said, not letting him get to me. "Let me make this completely clear. Nothing is going to happen between us. Nothing. I'm in love with Drake."
"Clear as a bell."
Then, his entire demeanor changed. He became a total gentleman, helping me with my portfolio and case while I folded up my bench and easel and carried it to the bus. We loaded them onto the baggage compartment and he stood and motioned to the interior, letting me board before him. He sat next to me on the bus, and made small talk with me on the way back to the base camp by the Mara River.
Did he think that because I agreed to take the Master class that he had somehow won me over as well?
He was entirely mistaken. I wasn't leading him on. I'd been honest that I wasn't interested in him personally. 
He'd be my teacher. Nothing more.
 
 

 
 
 
Back at base camp, we met up with Claire and the other members of the safari who were in the photography group. Our evening meal would be served in an hour and so I had a nice hot shower to wash away the day's sweat and dust. When I was finished, I went to the tent so Claire could freshen up.
"How was your day? Did you enjoy the session with Sefton?" Claire said through the door to the bathroom as she changed clothes.
"I did," I said. "I'm glad he came along. He's really made me think about my art in a way I hadn't yet."
"Oh, isn't that wonderful!" Claire opened the door to washroom and smiled at me as if she was really pleased. 
"Yes," I said and joined her at the counter, pulling my hair up into a bun. "I'm going to take that master class after all, the one that he and Talia Abasi offer on Thursday nights."
"Good for you. You should be involved with other artists. Drake will probably be very busy the entire time he's here so it's good you're getting to know the community. They'll keep you busy," she said and patted my arm. "Out of trouble." She laughed and primped in front of the mirror like my best girlfriend.
Claire and I made our way to the dining tent where we were greeted by a hundred pillar candles, gleaming crystal and the scent of delicious food, savory with local spices. My stomach growled and I hadn't realized how hungry I was because I'd been so engrossed in my work.
Sefton sat with us and we had a lively discussion about development in Africa and how hard it was to find a balance between economic opportunity and destruction of the environment. The meal was delicious and I even had a nice glass of wine with my meal. Sefton tried to pour more into wine into our glasses, but I held my hand over mine.
"Sorry," I said and took my glass away. "I know my limit. I'm a very cheap drunk."
Sefton made a face at that, but didn’t push. Claire, however, had another glass and her voice became even more ebullient than usual, her cheeks flushed. All of us were a bit sunburnt from our day on the savannah, and the wine made everything more relaxed.
At about nine-thirty, our guide stood up and announced that if anyone was interested, he would lead a trek to the makeshift observatory that had been set up with a telescope and would spend some time looking at the stars. We were welcome to take photographs if we liked. This was something I looked forward to so I stood up and prepared to join the small group who was going with the guide.
"You like astronomy?" Sefton asked, standing up when I did.
"Yes. I have since I was a child. I was really looking forward to this since we first made plans to come to Africa. The skies at night are amazing."
"I think I'll join you," he said and turned to Claire. "Are you coming as well?"
She shook her head. "I'm too tired. I think I'll stay here and listen to the stories. You two go ahead and enjoy yourselves."
Claire smiled at me and I wondered what she thought of me going off with Sefton. If she disapproved, she said nothing nor did her expression speak of disapproval.
Before we left on the bus, I texted Drake, glad that one of the luxuries of the camp was cell phone coverage. 
 
Hi there. Had a great day drawing elephants – can you believe it? I'm really enjoying myself, and now we're going out to do some star gazing. Sefton is no problem and the only thing that would make this perfect would be if you were here to enjoy it with me. I can't wait for us to go on safari together some weekend when you have time off.
 
I watched and sure enough, he'd received my text. The three dots showed he was writing back, and I smiled as I waited for his response. 
 
That's great! I can't wait either. I'm so glad you're having a good time. I was worried that Mr. deVilliers would be pestering you and would ruin things. So glad things are good on that front.
 
I texted right back.
 
They are good. I'm not going to let him ruin things for me. How are things at work?
 
After a moment, he responded.
 
Hectic, as usual. Typical Friday night in Nairobi, shootings, stabbings, collisions, beatings. There is no risk that I'll be out of a job any time soon, sadly! Looks like I'll be up late tonight as we have a couple of trauma patients who will need emergency surgery. Wish I was looking at stars instead of patient charts…
 
I smiled.
 
I'm sure you love what you're doing. Tell me the truth – you love having to cut into someone's brain and fix things. :)
 
He responded right away.
 
You got me. It's a privilege to be working here, somewhere that I’m needed. But I miss you, Ms. Bennet.
 
That made my heart swell.
 
I miss you, too. Have to go now as our bus is leaving. I wish you were here… I love you.
 
His response sent a jolt of desire through my body.
 
I love you, too. How I miss you in my bed so I could touch you, kiss you…
 
I put my cell phone away and joined the others on the bus.
 
 

 
 
The trip to the observatory was short, and I was a bit apprehensive about going out in the middle of the African savannah at night, but I reasoned that this was done every safari and the guides were experts at what they did. I expected that I'd see glowing eyes in the distance as lions and other predators stalked us, but was too busy watching the guides set up the telescopes and the astrophotographers set up their tripods and cameras to worry too much. Sefton stood and spoke with one man who was talking about taking photos of the Milky Way while I watched a guide point the telescope to see the planet Jupiter.
The evening passed quickly, and we all got a chance to see the planet, even the giant red spot and I was glad that I decided to go, even though Sefton was there. He left me alone, spending his time with one of the other travelers who had a camera and was doing time-lapse photography. 
We trundled back into the bus and made our way back to camp, arriving before midnight. Claire was already in bed, her bed covered in a mosquito net. I washed my face and brushed my teeth and then crept into bed, pulling the mosquito net around me. I closed my eyes and drifted off to sleep. 
 
 

 
 
The next morning, I woke to the sounds of Claire in the washroom showering. I yawned and stretched, then lay on my back, my eyes adjusting to the light. I felt pretty good, despite the strange bed and sleeping alone.
Claire and I dressed and went to the dining tent for breakfast before we spent the day with separate groups again. This time, our small group went to another location and spent time watching and drawing giraffes, having found a small family group with a young calf. I used Sefton's binoculars to look at the baby, trying to decide what would be considered 'art' versus plain mimicry, Sefton's words to me from the previous day playing on my mind. 
Instead of trying to do a large picture, I decided to do some small studies so I could concentrate on the details of the giraffe's anatomy – the eye, the snout, the ear, the stumps that I took for horns. Small sketches so I could figure out the detail. I wouldn't try to do a full drawing that day, preferring to spend my time practicing. I'd focus on the elephant picture when I got back to Nairobi. 
On his part, Sefton spent his time talking with his students. I listened in now and then as he told them about his career and about his own path to being an artist. I thought he was a bit pompous, but he was merely answering questions, not volunteering the information. Plus, he had every right to be proud of his accomplishments. We paused for a meal, the guides bringing out tables and folding chairs and even white tablecloths. 
Sefton left me alone for most of the day, and I spent it pretty much in solitude. I wondered why he seemed to ignore me, but he did, and didn’t once come over to see what I was working on. It wasn’t that I wanted his attention. I was pretty much on my own all day, left to myself. The other students talked to Sefton or focused on their work and so I did as well.
In the middle of the afternoon, we moved to another location when the giraffes moved out of the shade and to a watering hole. We followed them and set up beside the small lake to see the animals that congregated there for water. There were wildebeests, giraffes and antelope. Apparently, there were crocs in the lake so the animals had to be on the lookout.
I sent Drake a text, suspecting it wouldn’t be sent until I returned to base camp.
 
I miss you. I drew giraffes this morning, and now we're looking at wildebeests at a watering hole. We ate our lunch at a folding table on the savannah with white tablecloth and china. I feel a bit like a member of the British Raj in Colonial Kenya. I wish so much you were here with me…
 
There was no indication that the text had been read and no sign of a pending reply so I returned to my drawings and worked until the sun started to fall behind the hills in the distance. Finally, it was time to leave for the day. I was very hot and very dry and sunburnt, despite the sunscreen we slathered on, my face hot, cheeks flushed. I was glad to get back to base camp and a shower before dinner.
Claire was already back and was ready for the dining room, having changed into a colorful tunic and pants with a leopard pattern, so she went ahead of me. I'd join her when I was dressed, choosing a white blouse and matching trousers so that every inch of me was covered up – especially my back and shoulder. 
On my way to the dining tent, I met up with Sefton, who had himself apparently had a shower, for his long fair hair was still damp. He was wearing a white shirt and cargo pants and his skin was burnt like mine.
"How was your day?" he said as he fell in beside me as I walked to the dining tent. "Are you enjoying your safari so far?"
I nodded. "So far, so good," I said. "I'm hot, tired and hungry though."
We sat with Claire and a few of the other travelers, and I was only too happy to drink a glass of white wine before our dinner was served. Sefton and Claire talked about South Africa, about politics there. Sefton was thoughtful and reasonable, betraying my view of him as an arrogant jerk. I kept quiet, missing Drake very much, wishing he were here with me. The meal was served shortly after the wine was poured and it was very good – roasted game with root vegetables and fresh chapattis. Claire became quite boisterous, downing several glasses of wine. She showed us all her photographs on her digital camera, and we all ooh'd and ahh'd over them. 
After a full day on the savannah, I couldn't wait to get to bed. I decided against going out to the observatory for a second night and instead, went back to my bed and called Drake on my cell phone. 
His cell went directly to voice mail and I saw there were no text messages from him and so I felt quite sad, and a bit lonely. He must have been very busy with calls in the ER. I went out to the tiny patio outside our tent and watched the night sky. We faced the savannah and the view of the sky was magnificent. Once more, I felt so lonely, missing Drake, wishing he had been able to come. 
Before I turned to go back inside my tent, I saw Sefton walk up, his hands in his pockets.
"Well, Ms. McDermott, how are you this lovely evening?"
I forced a smile, a little startled that he'd snuck up on me like that. "I'm exhausted after a day spent in the heat."
"I find I sleep really well out here," he said, not getting the hint. "The air is so fresh, and it's so quiet."
"It is."
We stood in silence and watched the sky. 
"Too bad your… man… wasn't here but I guess he has more important things to do back in Nairobi." I could smell the wine on him and his words sounded a bit slurred.
"Yes, and he does have something important to do this weekend. He's on call in the ER."
"Very important," Sefton said, a hint of humor in his voice.
"It is important."
"More important than experiencing this?" Sefton pointed to the vista with a sweep of his arm. "More important than you?"
"We both have our own lives."
"Of course. Too bad your lives are so different and so separate. What do you do – catch each other on the way to and from work? Not much of a relationship."
My entire body stiffened. I couldn't believe he said that to me… 
"You have a lot of nerve saying things like that to me."
"Why do you say that? I'm merely making an observation. Maybe you don't mind being separated from him all the time. But seriously, you and I have spent more time together this weekend than you and he have probably all week. Am I right?"
"Excuse me," I said and went inside my tent, closing the flap in his face.
"The truth hurts, doesn't it?" he said from outside the tent door. "You have to decide, Kate, if this is the kind of relationship you want to have for the rest of your life." He came inside the tent and I turned, angered that he had the nerve to follow me.
"Please leave," I said, alarm filling me. 
"If you were mine," Sefton said, "we'd spend all our time together. We'd be 24/7, because I suspect that’s what you really want and need." Then he grabbed me by the shoulders, pulling me against him. "If you were mine…"
I struggled to escape him, but his grip was hard, bordering on painful.
"Sefton, please…"
Then the tent flap opened and Claire poked her head inside.
"Oh," she said, ducking her head out. "So sorry…"
"No, Claire," I said, calling after her. "Come back please! It's not what you think." But she was gone, and I was left with Sefton, who still held onto me.
"Do I have to scream?" I said, holding his gaze.
He blinked a few times, as if deciding if he would push.
"Do I have to beg?" he said, his voice low.
"Begging wouldn't help. Please leave me now before you do something you'll regret."
He exhaled loudly and then released my arms. "If you change your mind, my tent is three doors down."
"I won't change my mind."
"I'll wait for you. If not tonight, some other night when you realize you're not meant for him."
I shook my head, not understanding how a man could get it all so wrong. He was drunk, but he was also delusional if he really thought I was meant for him.
Finally, he left me alone in the tent.
I sighed and sat on the edge of the bed, my knees shaking from adrenaline. I feared that if Claire hadn’t interrupted, he would have pushed even harder and I would have had to scream.
What the hell did he think he was doing? 
I took out my cell and checked once more to see if Drake had texted me.
He had:
 
Sorry I didn’t respond to your text but I was in a long very complicated surgery and then had to scrub in on another right away due to an industrial accident after a crane collapsed at a construction site. Several serious injuries. I'm exhausted and am crashing at the hospital. Hope you're enjoying yourself. I miss you.
 
I smiled.
 
I miss you so much. Sefton has been an asshole again. I wish you were here…
 
He texted right back.
 
I wish I was there to defend your honor, Ms. Bennet. I'd like to punch him in the face. If he persists, please talk to the tour guide and tell them he's harassing you. Give me the phone number and I'll call if you need me to.
 
Then, I felt bad, like a teenage girl who couldn’t defend herself. 
 
I'll ignore him. Don’t worry about me. Sorry I mentioned it. I’ll see you tomorrow when you get home from work. I love you.
 
I signed off after he texted back that he loved me too. I lay down on the bed, the mosquito curtains pulled around me, the sounds of laughter coming from the dining tent where the other travelers were having a late-night party.
Claire was going to be a problem. She had to have misinterpreted what she saw. I wanted to go to the dining tent and tell her what happened, but I didn’t want to make a scene. 
While I waited for her to return to the tent, I decided to take a quick shower, hoping to wash away my tension from the encounter with Sefton that almost went bad. 
Then, I lay on my bed again, the mosquito tent around me, reading on my Kindle. I looked at my hand. It was still shaking. 
Finally, well after midnight, Claire returned to the tent.
"Are you alone?" she said, searching around the tent as if expecting to find Sefton there.
I turned the light on beside the bed. "Of course, I'm alone. What you saw was Sefton being entirely inappropriate."
"What do you mean?" she said and half-stumbled over to her bed. She was drunk. "I know what I saw."
"No, you don't. You saw Sefton getting the wrong idea about his chances with me. I set him straight and he left."
"You both left the dining tent at the same time. Then, I saw you alone with him in your tent, and in his arms," she said, her face red. "That's what I saw. It speaks for itself. How could you do that to Drake? Why come all the way here only to take up with another man?"
"I didn't, I haven't! You don’t understand…"
"I understand well enough. What will Drake think about you being alone with Sefton in your tent late at night?"
" You've misunderstood—"
"If you won't tell Drake the truth, I will," she said and gathered up her things. "I'm going to see if there's another tent I can sleep in tonight."
"Claire!" I said, but she grabbed her bag and left, the tent flap closing noisily behind her.
I went to the flap and opened it, watching as she walked down the pathway to the main tent, where people still were partying.
Now what the hell was I to do?
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER SIXTEEN
 
 
I sent Drake a text.
 
Drake, something happened with Sefton and Claire completely misunderstood. Please, if you hear from her, don't believe what she says to you. Sefton came to my tent when I was here alone and grabbed me. He's under some delusion that I'm meant for him, but I sent him away. Unfortunately, Claire came in when he was holding my arms, and she misinterpreted everything. Now, she's sleeping somewhere else, angry at me because she thinks I've cheated on you. I haven't. You know I can barely tolerate Sefton.
 
Please answer me as soon as you get this. Please call me…
 
I didn't receive a text, and figured he must be asleep so I lay down on my bed and fretted until nearly three in the morning. 
When I woke, there was barely any time to get ready before our last trip to sketch wildlife. The small group of artists took a trip to sketch lions. I spent my time alone again and had no idea where Claire was. Sefton kept his distance, barely even glancing my way. 
I was miserable because of what happened and the fact that Drake hadn’t texted me back or called. I was honestly too nervous to do much drawing despite the guard's assurances that we were safe as long as we stayed on top of the vehicles. 
Despite everything, I tried to get something out of the ruined day. I spent my time drawing the male lion with scars on his face. The guide told us that meant he was an old male, and the scars on his face meant he was probably on his way out of the pride with only a few years left as its leader. I drew the scars, focusing in on his face, with the scar running down from his eye to his jaw. I tried to capture the look of fatigue on his face, as if he was tired of having to defend his position as top male. Sefton ignored me, as he had on previous excursions, so I was left with my own thoughts.
We returned to base camp at noon, had a nice meal in the dining tent, where I sat by myself, Sefton not even looking at me, while Claire glared at me from across the tent, and the rest of the time glared at Sefton. Finally, we packed up our things. I went to Claire before the bus left, deciding to confront her and try to set things straight.
She didn’t want to talk to me.
"Claire," I said. "Sefton had too much to drink and made an unwanted advance at me. I was ready to scream when you came in the tent so thank you. Nothing happened. I have no interest in him, but Sefton has an inappropriate interest in me."
"That's your story," she said, and shook her head. "Not Sefton's. All I know is what I saw with my own eyes. I knew you were wrong for Drake the moment Michael told me about you. You’re far too young and you have no idea what it’s like to be married to a surgeon. I don't know why Drake's with you other than you indulge his," she said and looked away, as if she couldn’t stand to look at me. "His peculiarities. They're dangerous and could get him into so much trouble. Ruin him." She glanced back at me, her expression accusing. "I'm glad at least we found out about you before you married him."
I threw my hands up in the air. It was no use trying to argue with her. I could tell she wasn't going to listen, no matter what I said. She'd made up her mind about me before she even met me. It was then I wondered if she hadn't been trying to undermine my relationship with Drake from the start, encouraging me to get my own life, keep busy, practically pushing me together with Sefton.
I sighed as she turned and walked away. 
Then I saw Sefton standing alone by the bus where our luggage was being loaded. I stomped over to him and faced him, angry.
"What did you tell Claire?"
"The truth," he said, his hands his pockets. "That you and I have a lot in common, and not only our love of art."
"That's not the truth. The truth is that you tried to push yourself on me and I refused. Tell her that. She thinks there's something more between us."
"There is," he said, stepping closer to me, reaching out as if to touch me. I batted his hand away. 
"Don't touch me," I said and glanced around. Of course, Claire was standing with a group of other people and saw us together. "Go and tell her the truth about what happened. Nothing. Tell her that there's nothing between us. She's going to tell Drake what she thinks she saw and it's going to cause so much unnecessary hurt."
"I told her nothing happened. I also told her that I wanted it to."
I stood and fumed, not knowing how to handle him. "Can't you understand that I don’t want you and won't ever want you? Especially if you let this lie stand and if you cause problems between Drake and me?"
"Never is a long time. But don't fret," he said and leaned down to me as if he was going to try to kiss me. I stepped back. He smiled. "I'll tell her that nothing happened. If your absentee boyfriend wants to hear it from me personally, I'll be glad to tell him. No harm done."
"You don't understand," I said, furious that he was brushing this off so lightly. "Claire has the wrong idea. She's concluded that Drake and I are wrong together and is using what she thinks she saw as a way to justify breaking us up."
"Maybe she's right about you two. Did you ever consider that?"
I shook my head. "Not for a moment. Tell her that you've pursued me and I've never shown any interest and have refused you. That's the truth."
"You're beautiful when you're angry," he said and once more, he tried to touch me so I turned away and left before any more damage was done. I stormed past Claire on my way to use the washroom once more before we left, tears of frustration and anger filling me.
I checked my cell while I was trying to regain my composure and still, there was nothing from Drake in reply to my texts. On the way back to the airport, I sat alone. Claire sat at the front of the bus and refused to even look at me. I didn't say anything to Sefton nor did he say anything to me. I was glad he studiously ignored me.
Besides the drawing of the elephants, the weekend had been a total disaster.
 
 

 
 
 
The flight home was uneventful. I was exhausted, and sat in the window seat on the plane, busy with my thoughts of our relationship. Yes, I would have to adjust to his busy schedule, but things would be better once we returned to Manhattan and Drake wasn't so swamped with work. Still, Sefton's words stung and his implication that I didn't matter enough to Drake for him to make time to come on the safari with me hurt even though I knew Sefton was wrong.
Drake would have loved to come but he couldn't. He'd made a commitment to the hospital and to Michael and had to follow through. 
In fact, Sefton's words made me realize even more just how lucky I was to have Drake at all. He'd given up his usual MO to be with me. He'd mixed up his meat and potatoes to be with me. I had to make a few sacrifices, too. Maybe we wouldn’t be together as much as either of us might like, but he was an adult with responsibilities. He was in high demand because of his specialized skills. Patients with debilitating and life-threatening diseases and disorders needed him.
I was a big girl. I could wait.
Luckily, neither Sefton nor Claire tried to engage me in conversation. I was too tired and upset to try to be pleasant. I had a headache from the heat and probably dehydration, barely able to wait to get back to our home and soak in a bath. I couldn't wait to see Drake, lie in his arms and lose myself in his touch. 
 
 

 
 
 
We arrived back at the small airport outside Nairobi and then were bused back into the city. 
When I still hadn't hear from him, I decided I'd take a taxi to the hospital and meet him there, unable to wait until his shift was over so I could speak with him about what happened, try to fix things.
The driver dropped me off at home and I stowed my suitcase and checked my cell once more. Then I called Jomo to take me to the hospital. Drake might be in surgery, but I'd wait. Who knew what damage Claire was doing with her own texts. My only hope was that Drake hadn't read any of his texts or heard my phone messages and I could speak to him first.
The red brick building where Michael's and Drake's offices were located was surrounded by trees, and had a lovely central courtyard. My stomach was filled with knots as I walked up to the staff entrance and asked the woman at the information desk where Drake's office was located. I went down the hallways, past the Accident and Emergency Department to the corridors in the wing where the faculty were housed. Drake had promised to take me to the inner sanctum one day, but was waiting for a weekend when he was off to show me his office and the OR where he worked. I peeked into Michael's office but he wasn't there, nor was Drake in his office, which was down the hall from Michael's.
I checked in with one of the receptionists at the main office and asked if she knew where Dr. Morgan was currently.
"You can probably find him in the on-call room in the A&E Department."
I followed her down a maze of hallways, anxious to see Drake, hoping he wouldn't be upset that I came to the hospital, but I was desperate to speak with him, make sure he didn’t misunderstand what happened. We passed some nurses, who were sitting around a conference table and went to a small windowless room off the hallway. The receptionist opened the door and there sat Drake on a chair in front of a table, dressed in pale blue scrubs, his head forward, rubbing his neck as if it hurt. I was about to say something when someone else came into my field of vision. 
Sam, dressed in similar blue scrubs. 
She went up behind Drake and put her hands on his shoulders and then began massaging his neck, leaning down to say something in his ear. It looked so completely intimate, a rush of heat went through my body. I opened my mouth, but nothing came out but a strangled gasp. 
The receptionist held her hand up to her mouth. "Oh," she said, her voice sounding a bit shocked. "Sorry to interrupt…" She turned to me and made a face, shrugging.
At that, Drake and Sam both turned towards us. While Drake was frowning, Sam's expression could only be one of triumph. 
I hesitated for a moment and then turned on my heel and walked down the hallway. I didn't know what I saw but I didn't like it. Not after being away from Drake all weekend, not after what happened with Sefton and not after what I suspected Claire had said to Michael, and perhaps to Drake, about what she thought she saw in the tent. The thought that Drake had spent his time with Sam, and now appeared to be getting some kind of solace from her, made my stomach sick. There she was, with her hands on him, alone in a small room in the depths of the hospital. 
It was too much for me to take.
Tears bit the corners of my eyes as I tried to find my way out of the hospital, re-tracing the way we'd come, but in truth, I had been far too focused on what I'd say to Drake to have noticed our path through the maze that was the hospital's corridors and I had no clue where I was.
I finally stopped at a bank of staff elevators and stood there, my fists clenched. I heard footsteps behind me and turned to see a pale-faced Drake rounding the corner. 
"Kate," he said and grabbed hold of my arm. "Why did you leave? What's wrong?" 
"You know very well what's wrong."
He frowned and shook his head. "It's not what you think."
"Isn't that what everyone always says when caught in a compromising situation?" I swallowed past the constriction in my throat, remembering what happened between Sefton and me. "What, exactly, do you think I think?"
"Sometimes it really isn't what you think." He exhaled loudly. "You saw Sam trying to give me a neck rub because I have a headache. She offered, I refused then she insisted, but you probably didn’t see or hear that."
"No, I didn't," I said. "All I saw was you alone in the staff room with Sam, leaning your head forward, rubbing your neck, and her massaging your shoulders."
He took my arms in his hands, trying to catch my eye, but I kept looking away, afraid that I'd start to cry if we made eye contact. 
"What you didn’t hear was that she offered to give me a neck massage when I complained of a headache because I was up all night. I said no, but she ignored me. I can't help that she did it anyway."
He took my face in his hands, cupping my cheeks. "Kate," he said, his voice soft, touched with pain. "It was nothing. Nothing happened. There's nothing between us."
I finally stopped struggling and looked in his eyes, my vision cloudy. 
"You didn't answer any of my texts. I thought you were mad at me."
"I haven't checked my phone for hours. I didn’t get your texts."
Then, I realized that Drake didn’t know what happened. 
"I'm sorry," I said and hit my head with a fist. "You have to understand how it made me feel to see you like that," I managed, my voice shaky. "I've been away all weekend, missing you so much, and what do I find but you alone with her. A woman you've had sex with. And she's giving you a massage." Then I took in a deep breath. "And something else. Sefton said and did some things to me this weekend and I…" I said, hesitating. "It looked so intimate I thought you were with her..."
"What did Sefton do?" he said, his face blanching. "Tell me." He pulled me to a set of couches in a tiny alcove and I sat beside him.
"I sent you texts about it. I think Claire misinterpreted…"
"Kate, you’re not making any sense. Tell me what happened."
I stared in his eyes, trying to get control over my emotions. 
"Sefton was drunk and followed me to my tent after dinner. He tried to kiss me, and Claire came in and saw. She thought we were together. I couldn’t talk sense into her. She said she thought you and I were wrong for each other. I figured Claire would have told Michael or even called you or texted you." 
Drake only frowned, his eyes half-hooded. "Go on."
I could see he was really upset. "I had to tell him I was going to scream if he didn't leave me alone. He finally left."
"Did he kiss you?"
"No, no," I said. "You have to understand. I did nothing to encourage him. You know how I feel about him. He's pushy and rude."
 "I knew you shouldn't have gone on the safari alone when I found out he was going, but I didn’t want to stop you. I knew how much it meant to you."
"I'm sorry," I said and tried to smile past my tears. "Claire knows about you."
Drake frowned. "What do you mean?"
"She said something about your peculiarities. Drake, she knows you're into kink," I said, my voice lowered to a whisper. 
He exhaled loudly and leaned back, running his hands through his hair. "I don't need this right now. Goddammit" he said, his voice almost a shout. He turned his face away from me as if he was too angry to look me in the eyes.
I stood and started walking, because I was getting too upset to sit there, afraid that he blamed me for everything. Afraid that Claire knowing about Drake's 'peculiarities' was a threat to him. 
He followed me, keeping a few feet behind. I walked aimlessly through the halls, having no idea how to leave the building. He seemed content to let me wander without stopping me, saying nothing, but kept close to me, as if he was giving me space and time to calm down. 
"You're going in circles," he said finally when I found myself back at the bank of elevators where he first caught up with me. I stopped and stood with my eyes closed, trying to breathe in deeply. "Kate, let me get my things and we'll go home."
I didn’t say anything. Finally, he heaved a great sigh and reached out his hand to me. I stared at it, not taking it.
"Let me lead you to safety," he said, a touch of humor in his voice. "This place is like the labyrinth in Greece. You could get lost and wander forever. I swear I've seen the Minotaur here once or twice late at night…"
I looked at him. He was smiling, his blue eyes crinkling in the corners. 
"Don't do that," I said, dragging my eyes away from him, frowning to keep from smiling. 
"Do what, Ms. Bennet?"
"Don't try to make me smile."
He stepped closer and ran his hand down my arm. "I don’t want you to be upset," he said, his voice soft. "I don’t want you to misinterpret what you saw. I want you to listen to me and to believe me when I say not to worry. I'm doing everything in my power not to misinterpret what happened with you and Sefton."
"When I saw you with her, both of you in scrubs, I thought you belong with her. She's tall and beautiful and a surgeon… And Claire said—" 
"Forget what Claire said. I don't belong with Sam," he said and pulled me closer, holding my face in his hands. He forced me to look in his eyes, and he had this look on his face. So strong. So… knowing. Like he knew me so well that he knew what I was thinking and feeling. 
"I know you don't want Sefton. You were ready to stay home because he'd be there, but I encouraged you. This is all my fault." Then he stroked my cheek. "Kate, I belong with you. I am with you. You have to understand that. Accept that you have nothing to fear from Sam. Or anyone. Do you believe me?"
"I do," I said finally, forcing myself to shut off my emotions.
"No, you don't," he said and took me in his arms, pulling me against his body. "If you did, you'd be putting your arms around me and kissing me."
I wanted to believe Sam was nothing to him, like Sefton was nothing to me, but I wouldn’t be able to get the image of her touching him out of my mind's eye.
Finally, he let go of me and took my hand, despite my not taking his. He led me down the hallways and back up to where his office was located. 
"Here," he said and closed the door. He pulled me over to a small couch, against a wall by a window that looked out over the courtyard. "Sit with me for a moment."
He sat on the couch, his arms spread out on the back – like he had that first night in my apartment. Seeing him like that aroused something in me that I couldn’t name – a sense of surrender that I fought despite my desire to comply. I stood in front of him, wanting to give in and sit on his lap like I knew he wanted me to, but for some reason, I held back and stood mute, looking around the small office. 
"Katherine," he said, his voice low, commanding. I dragged my eyes to his face. He leaned back, his eyes expectant, no humor in his expression any longer. "Sit with me."
"I've been sitting all morning."
"Poor excuse," he said, his voice sounding tired. Like he was fighting to be patient with me. "Sit on my lap."
"Why?" I said, still resistant. "So you can overcome me with your seductive Master D ways?"
"Yes," he said, a grin starting on one corner of his mouth. 
I looked straight at him. God, he was so damn gorgeous. His legs were spread wide, his arms out on the back of the couch, his head leaning back, his black hair a bit wild, falling on his forehead and down his neck. His eyes were bleary from lack of sleep. Underneath those blue scrubs, which made his eyes even more strikingly blue, his eyelashes more strikingly thick and black and long, was his deliciously firm and sculpted body. 
I was such a fool. 
I went to him and did exactly what he demanded, sitting on him, my thighs straddling his hips, my arms around his neck. I kissed him finally, emotions overwhelming me from being away from him all weekend, the things Sefton had said and done, seeing Sam touching Drake. I kissed him like my very life depended on it, my tongue finding his, and when it did, he groaned, slipping his arms around me, pulling me tightly against him, his sharp intake of breath making my insides melt. He sucked my tongue into his mouth hungrily and my entire body responded, shaking from the intensity of my love and desire for him.
He pulled back, breaking our kiss. "I'm so sorry she did that and you had to see it," he said, his voice filled with emotion. "She means nothing to me. Nothing. Only you. You're everything to me."
 He pulled me back into his arms, kissing me hungrily once more, his hands sliding up my back, under my shirt, one hand slipping around to cup my breast through my bra. 
"Oh, God, I missed you, Kate. I don't want you going away without me again. It was hell thinking of you alone with him where I should have been. I hated it."
"You seemed fine with me going despite him being there," I said. 
"I didn’t want to deny you the chance to go on safari." He ran his fingers through my hair. "I wanted to be with you on safari. I wanted to look at the stars with you – at night in the middle of the savannah. Instead, it was him." He shook his head. "I was incredibly jealous, but I knew I couldn't keep you from going, even if he was there. You're an artist and you need to do art."
I ran my fingers over his shoulder. "I don’t know if I am an artist." Sefton's words came back to me. "I don't know if what I do is really art." 
"How can you say that?" Drake said, frowning. "Your teacher invited you to take the master class. It means she sees you as an artist, even if you don't."
" It's OK," I said. "I'm trying to be an artist." I took in a deep cleansing breath. "Let's go home."
He nodded and kissed me once more. 
"Oh, Ms. Bennet," he said when the kiss ended. He smiled, touching my cheek with the backs of his fingers. "I missed you so much. I didn't want to go home and have to sleep alone in our bed. I couldn't face it so I stayed here and slept on a bunk. Don’t leave me ever again."
I smiled at that and kissed him. "I won't."
"I mean it," he said, his voice somber. "Promise me we'll never spend another night apart."
"Promise." I leaned down, nestling my face in the crook of his neck. Finally, he stood, picking me up in the process. I slid down his body with reluctance and he went to his jacket and removed his cell. He examined it for a moment.
"Claire texted me and left a voice mail. Do you want me to read them?" 
"If you want."
He held the phone in his hand, as if weighing his decision. Then he handed it to me.
"You read. You listen. Delete both afterwards if you want. I trust you." 
I took the phone while he went to the staff washroom and I read Claire's text. There was no phone message except my own, which I left intact. I wanted him to hear how upset I was.
As for Claire, her text was what I expected.
 
Drake, I don't know how to break this to you, but I tell you as someone who has your best interests at heart. I found Kate with Sefton deVilliers, one of the art instructors she's taking a class with, and they were alone in our tent and in each other's arms. You can imagine how shocked I was for we thought that she was so sweet and would be so good for you. I'm sorry to be the one to bear bad news. You can count on Michael and me to help if you need it at all dealing with this.
 
I handed the phone to Drake when he returned. 
"I didn't delete anything. I want you to know what she wrote and what I said." 
He read it and rubbed his eyes after. Then, he listened to my voicemail.
When he was finished, he slipped the phone into his pocket. 
"You said he had hold of your arms. Were you embracing?"
I shook my head. "No. He grabbed hold of my arm like this," I said and demonstrated. "It actually hurt. I thought he might force me to kiss him, or worse. He saw your bite mark when I took off my shirt during the mid-day heat, and he thought I was into rough play so there's no telling what he might have done if I hadn't threatened to scream."
He sighed. "I'm so sorry this happened to you. I'm sorry Claire misunderstood the situation and didn't try to help you. Michael's a very close friend of mine. I don't want there to be any hard feelings between us. I'm going to have to go in damage control mode with him."
"I'm sorry," I said, tears biting the corners of my eyes. 
"It's not your fault you’re so delicious," Drake said and pulled me into his arms. "I'm so glad you're mine."
We stood in each other's arms and his warmth, and the solidity of his body soon melted away some of my anxiety from the weekend, but a sense of dread lingered that Claire was going to be a problem. I hated the thought that the weekend might cause problems between Drake and Michael.
 
 

 
 
 
The drive home was quiet, as if both of us were still too emotional to speak. Despite the lack of conversation, he held my hand the entire time, his thumb brushing against my knuckles, his expression dark and needful when he glanced at me. It sent a jolt of desire through me to see his blatant need.
He parked the car and came around to open my door, always the gentleman, taking my hand and leading me up the path to the doorway. He kept my hand in his as he unlocked the door, and then pulled me inside, throwing the keys onto the dish on the table in the entry. I thought he'd pull me into our bedroom and maybe give me orders about how we were going to play out a scene, but instead, he merely pushed me back against the wall beside the door, taking my hands in one of his and raising them over my head so that I was effectively confined by him and unable to move. 
I started to speak, opening my mouth, but he silenced me, placing his index finger over my lips.
"Shh," he said, a look of such determination in his eyes that I stopped before even getting a word out. "No talking."
He didn’t kiss me. Instead, he ran his free hand down over my shoulder to cup a breast, watching my face the entire time, his eyes on mine. I closed my eyes when he squeezed my nipple through the fabric of my t-shirt and bra.
"Keep your eyes open and on mine."
I complied, opening my eyes to look into his, which were half-hooded. He was breathing faster, and I was as well, my lips parted. His hand moved down my body, over my belly, and then over one hip to my buttock, squeezing it, pulling me against him so that I could feel his erection against my groin. I rubbed myself against him wantonly, and he groaned, rubbing back. 
Then, without a word, he began undressing me, pulling at my t-shirt, releasing my hands to strip it off me with rough hands then throwing it on the floor before running his hands over my skin-colored lace bra that still covered my breasts. He kept his hips pressed against mine, but squeezed my breasts once more before pulling down the fabric to expose my nipples, which he pinched between his fingers and thumbs. I gasped in response and he glanced up from my breasts to my face, as if he enjoyed how heated my cheeks were. 
He bent and sucked on first one then the other nipple, and I writhed against him in response, my breath catching in my throat from the waves of pleasure that washed over me. He pulled off the tunic of his scrubs, struggling with the tie at the back of his neck, roughly throwing it on the floor before turning to my jeans, which he attacked with the same need, stripping them off me, his thumbs hooking my lace thong and pulling it down and off me so that I stood naked before him. He pressed me roughly against the wall again and kissed me hungrily, one hand slipping between our bodies to brush my nipples, trailing down to my now-bare pussy. He slipped fingers between my lips and moaned against my throat when he felt how wet I was. 
I was ready. 
He untied his scrub trousers and let them fall around his ankles, pulling down his boxer briefs to his knees. Then, to my surprise, he placed my arms around his neck and picked me up. 
He was going to take me right then and there.
I wrapped my thighs around his hips, groaning when he pressed his erection against me. He rubbed me like that for a few moments, kissing me all the while, his kiss hungry, his tongue searching out mine, sucking mine into his mouth. Then he took himself in hand and maneuvered me so that he could sink himself into me. I moaned when he filled me up completely.
He kissed me and we remained in that position without moving, our bodies joined. The kiss went on and on and my body ached for him to move but he didn't. Finally, I squeezed myself around him, wanting him to start thrusting but he merely made a sound in the back of his throat. I waited, my body vibrating with need, my breath fast, heart pounding. He didn't want me to speak and it was driving me crazy. Fuck me. Please…
I closed my eyes, gasping, waiting in delicious agony for him to start.
"Open your eyes," he said and I did, completely forgetting his command. I stared into his eyes as he looked down at me, his face red, his eyes darkening. Then, he began to move, slowly, agonizingly slowly, each withdrawal unhurried and each thrust deep, pulling almost all the way out before slamming hard back inside. He kept this almost leisurely rhythm, slow and deep, our eyes locked together. It was so intimate, I felt like he claimed me with each deep lunge, my soul bared completely to him, as if he could read my mind as he claimed my body. 
His pace quickened, and my body responded, the sensations building so I knew I would soon orgasm if he kept it up. I gripped harder onto his shoulders, gritting my teeth as pleasure overwhelmed me, my eyes closing.
"Keep your eyes open," he growled, thrusting faster. "Look in mine."
I tried my best, but the pleasure was so intense, I saw him only through my eyelashes as my orgasm crested and my body trembled with pleasure. He thrust hard and fast, and soon, his face contorted, his own teeth gritted and then he came as well, thrusting hard and deep, once, twice, three times and stopped deep inside of me, his face slackening. He gasped, his mouth pressed against my shoulder, kissing his bite mark tenderly. 
Finally, he lifted his head, moving his lips along my chin before kissing me deeply. When he pulled away, he stared in my eyes, frowning.
"Don't ever doubt me," he said, his voice deep, firm.
"Don't ever doubt me."
He nodded, then he sighed heavily and leaned back down to my shoulder, kissing the mark there gently once more. 
I ran my hands through his hair and closed my eyes.
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
 
 
 
I lay in the suds-filled bathtub, wrapped in Drake's arms, my arms around his neck. Scented candles provided the only light besides what came in from the window, but the sky was rapidly darkening. 
"Tell me everything he said and did."
"Do you really want me to?" I said, shaking my head, brushing a hank of his black hair from his forehead. 
"Tell me, Kate. We need complete openness and honesty. I need to know what he did and how you felt."
I tried to hold back a smile. "Most men avoid talking about feelings at all costs."
"They didn't study psychology like I did." He ran a finger over my wet shoulder and down to the cure of my breast. "Men want to do, and believe me, I want to do. I want to go and punch his lights out. We usually don't want to talk. But I know women talk things out. So talk. Tell me."
I sighed, not really wanting to go over it all again.
"Come on," he said and shook my shoulder gently. "Tell me. I won't get mad or upset."
I told him everything, from the moment we left to the moment I saw him at the hospital with Sam.
"Sounds passive-aggressive. Or else he thinks you're attracted to a sadistic Dom who likes to humiliate a submissive. Some women respond to that kind of behavior. I know you don't but he doesn't seem too bright if he was treating you like that."
"He actually suggested that he and I would be 24/7 if we were together. That I needed it, even if I didn't want to accept that fact."
Drake shook his head. "No, and that's how I know he's not a good Dom. You're not the type for TPE. I'm not the type for TPE and that's why we're good together. I might be able to do it for a weekend for fun and games, role playing, but not all the time."
I exhaled and sank lower in the water, my hands on his strong shoulders. "I might like roleplaying TPE for a weekend, too, but not all the time. Pretend I was your slave girl. That kind of thing but it would only be an act for fun. It wouldn’t be real. And no humiliation. I do that enough on my own."
"You don't humiliate yourself."
"In my mind I do. Like today, when I walked away. I should have gone in the room and pushed Sam out of the way, put my arms around you and kissed you in front of her. Claimed you as my own. But instead, I ran away like a child because I was afraid you'd read my texts and Claire's and were turning to her for comfort."
"You were vulnerable because we'd been apart all weekend and you’d been hounded by Sefton. You were emotional and couldn't face a confrontation. You didn't humiliate yourself."
"Sam was probably laughing at me."
"Why would you think that?"
"She wants you, and don't you think otherwise. That first night at the student-faculty mixer, she admitted as much."
"What?"
"She said that you weren't married and pretty much indicated you were fair game…"
He made a face of disapproval. "She'd be wrong." He touched my cheek, a smile slowly starting on his lips. "I just haven't made you a respectable woman yet."
I bit back a smile. "Drake, no single woman goes up to a single man as good looking as you and offers to give him a massage without wanting more… You're very naïve," I said and sighed in a mock-resigned manner. "She wants to jump your oh-so-desirable bones, Doctor Delish."
Drake laughed, throwing his head back. He looked back at me, the corners of his eyes crinkling. "You think she's still lusting after me after all this time? She knows I'm a Dom and that I don't want a purely vanilla relationship. She's far too dominant herself. She has an icicle's chance in hell of ever getting me. You've got me, Ms. Bennet, by the mind, heart and balls."
I smiled at that, my breath catching in my throat when he leaned down and kissed me. I reached one hand down, trailing it from his hair to his chest, where I placed my hand over his heart and then down over the crest of his hip.
"I do, do I?"
He moaned softly when I cupped him with my hand. "Most assuredly you do. Now, don't touch me there unless you mean serious business and plan on being fucked hard."
He quirked an eyebrow at me, his mouth turning up in a lopsided grin.
When I ran my hand along his quickly-hardening length, my fingers slipping around the head, he inhaled sharply and leaned down to me, his lips hovering over mine.
"I take that as a yes," he said and covered my lips with his and soon, once more, I was lost, all thoughts of Sam and Sefton swept away by the strength of our mutual passion.
 
 

 
 
Although the safari had been a momentous failure, one good thing had come of it. Sefton had unsettled me about my art and now I knew I had to take myself more seriously, think about what I wanted to do as an artist. I had him to thank for that and so even though it was a hard lesson to learn, I wanted to settle back quickly into my routine glad now that I had the time to focus on my art. 
Each morning of the weeks to follow would be a common routine. I would kiss Drake goodbye in the early morning, get up leisurely and either work on my paintings in my studio or attend the drawing class at The Institute. Drake would work all day and into the evening, missing supper as usual, but soon, before I knew it, we'd be moving back to Manhattan and life would become a whole lot slower. Once back in Manhattan, Drake would still teach, perform surgery and occasionally play in his band, and of course there was the foundation and the business. Still, he wouldn't take on a full caseload and wouldn't be working so late every night or so frequently on the weekend. His call schedule would be much better – one in six weekends rather than one in three. 
Besides, I'd be busy finishing my MA and working on my art. 
I was more hopeful now than I had been that we'd make it work. 
The first day back in class, I was worried about how things would be with Sefton, after the disastrous time on safari. I went to class with a sense of foreboding, but was determined not to let him bother me. Class went on as usual, with the first half hour devoted to quick studies of a middle-aged African woman with salt and pepper hair and ample if sagging curves. She had the most placid expression on her face, as if posing naked in front of a dozen students was the most natural thing in the world.
Sefton's students came in and took their places after the break, and I waited to see what kind of reception I’d get, if Sefton would apologize for his drunken pass, or act as if nothing had happened.
By the end of the class, after he'd ignored me completely except to compliment my final study of the model, I knew which approach he'd taken and I was relieved. 
He acted as if nothing had happened. It meant I could keep taking the studio class, but I wouldn't take the Master Class just to be on the safe side. When class was over, I spoke to Talia to let her know I couldn't take the Master Class after all. I didn't say why. She seemed genuinely upset and told me that if I changed my mind, there would be a spot for me.
I felt immensely pleased that she was so willing to accommodate me, and as I walked down the hallway to the elevator, I thought I'd escaped Sefton. Before I could leave the building, he caught up with me in the empty hallway. When I reached the elevator, and stepped inside, he stepped in behind me.
"So, Ms. McDermott," he said, standing much too close to me. "Have you recovered after the weekend? Claire seemed rather upset to find us together in such a compromising situation."
"There was nothing compromising about it. You were drunk and you made an inappropriate pass at a woman engaged to be married. That's all. And yes, I did recover and everything's fine with me and Drake, if that's what you wanted to know."
"Pity," he said and leaned closer to me, his arm resting on the wall of the elevator. He bent down and touched a wisp of hair that had fallen out of my ponytail. The elevator came to the main floor and the doors started to open, but Sefton was blocking my exit. "Remember what I said. If that boyfriend of yours ever leaves you wanting more, I'm in the wings, waiting. I could teach you so much…"
"Please let me by," I said, trying to force my way off the elevator.
The next thing I knew, Drake was in the elevator, knocking Sefton against the far wall. I gasped, shocked by the sudden movement of the two men as they struggled. Finally, they stopped. Drake had Sefton pinned against the elevator wall, his forearm pressed against Sefton's throat, one of his fists poised in front of Sefton's face.
"You almost broke my nose," Sefton said, his voice horrified. He felt his nose with a free hand. Blood smeared his fingers.
"You'll be waiting nowhere near Kate, if you know what’s good for you, or you'll have more than a broken nose," Drake said, his voice low and menacing. 
"Is that a threat?" Sefton said, his voice strained. His face was pale, his teeth gritted.
"It's a promise. You leave Kate alone or Kate and I will be making a trip to the police station to talk about what happened during the safari." 
Then Drake stepped back and adjusted his shirt, the sleeves of which had pulled back in the struggle. He turned to me, one arm slipping around my shoulders, pulling me against him and out of the elevator. We walked down the hallway, my heart pounding.
"Drake…"
"Let's get out of here," he said, kissing the top of my head. "No arguing. I had the element of surprise going for me, and if I almost broke his nose, it was totally by accident. He's a big fucker and I don't know if I could beat him if he wants to fight."
We picked up the pace, Sefton walking behind us, his footsteps audible in the silence of the hallway. 
"I could have you charged with assault for that," he called after us.
"Kate could have you charged with assault," Drake said. 
Sefton said nothing in reply.
Relief and amusement bubbled up inside of me that Drake had bloodied Sefton's nose. Drake and I broke into a run after he pulled me through the doors and out to the street where the black Mercedes sat in wait. I laughed so hard as we tumbled into the car.
"That was awfully Bruce Willis of you," I said, my knees still shaking from the adrenaline that coursed through me.
Drake started the engine. "Yippee-ki-yay, motherfucker!" he said, grinning widely as he and squealed the tires and sped off. 
I glanced back to see Sefton standing at the entry to the Institute, watching us, his fists clenched.
 
 

 
 
 
The next day, I arrived home in the afternoon after a trip to the mall for groceries to find that our answering machine was blinking to indicate we had a message. I frowned and checked my cell, but the battery had died sometime during the morning. I plugged it in to charge it and listened to the message on the answering machine. 
"Kate, it's Elaine," she said, her voice sounding near tears. "Your father's in the hospital. It's bad, sweetheart. He's had a stroke, an intercerebral hemorrhagic I think they called it. They have to do surgery to remove a clot. He's paralyzed on one side, and he's in a coma. I guess the stress of all these months with the election coming… I'm sorry to break this news to you in a message, and I hate to interrupt your time there, but you should come back as soon as you can, just in case."
I clapped a hand over my mouth to stifle a sob. Just in case… I knew what that meant.
I called Drake at the hospital immediately. The phone rang twice and then a female answered.
"Dr. Morgan's office."
It was a woman and I recognized the voice. Sam.
"This is Kate. Please put Drake on the phone. Tell him it's important."
There was a pause. "He's busy with a patient right now. I'll tell him to call you back."
I was about to hang up when something stopped me. "What are you doing in his office?"
"I don't think that's any of your business," she said, her voice full of affront. "But, since I work with Drake, I was working on a patient file."
"Tell him my father had a stroke and I need him to call me right away."
I hung up, my hands shaking, angry that Sam was in his office answering his phone, scared that my father was going to die before I got back to Manhattan to see him and say goodbye. 
I checked my watch. It was seven hours behind in Manhattan so it was early morning. I called Elaine but her phone went right to voicemail so I went online and searched for the first international flight out of Nairobi to New York City. I could leave that night with a stop in Amsterdam and then New York. Then, I ran to my bedroom and started to pack a small bag with my toiletries and some underwear and a change of clothes. Manhattan was cold, so I'd have to borrow something warm from Elaine.
I called Elaine's cell and got her voicemail again but this time I left a message saying that I had a flight out and would be there late Friday night. I'd take a taxi right from the airport to the hospital.
Finally, I sat on the couch, a tissue in my hands, fighting panic while I waited for Drake to call. I pulled out my laptop and researched strokes while I waited for Drake to call or come home. In about an hour, my cell rang. I checked the call display and saw Drake's name. I took in a deep breath and answered.
"Drake…" I said but couldn’t continue because of the choke in my throat.
"Kate, I'm so sorry… Tell me what happened."
I took in a deep breath and tried to get hold of my emotions. "I haven't spoken to Elaine yet but she said he had an intercerebral hemorrhagic stroke. I left her a message but she hasn't called back. I have a flight out tonight and will be in Manhattan tomorrow before midnight."
"Did you book two tickets? I'm coming with you."
"You have class tomorrow and surgery and I could only get one ticket on the earliest flight out. You can come later. I have to leave right away."
"I want to come with you," he said. "Let me find a flight we can take together."
I exhaled. "Not if it means I have to wait another day, Drake. I have to go right away. Elaine said I should get back as soon as possible. Just in case." I stopped and covered my mouth, my emotions overcoming me once more, a sob bursting forth despite my best efforts. 
"Oh, Katie…" Drake said, his voice soft. "Let me check to see if I can find us seats together. I'll cancel class and see if MacMillan can scrub in on my cases tonight. Give me a bit of time to work things out and I'll be home."
"You don’t have to come with me," I said. "I know your patients have been waiting so long for their surgeries. I can go by myself."
"No," he said firmly. "You forget that Ethan is like a father to me. I want to be there to see how he is. I want to be there with you."
"OK," I said, when I realized he wasn't going to change his mind. I was glad he'd be going with me. All I could think of was leaving right then and there, going right to the airport and waiting for the flight, even though it was hours away. Having Drake with me would make me feel less panicky.
After I hung up, I went to the kitchen and made myself a cup of hot tea and waited for Drake to come home. As I was sitting down in the living room with my tea in hand, the landline rang. I got up and saw that it was Elaine.
"Elaine!" I said, my voice breaking immediately. "How is he? Is he still alive?"
"He's going in for surgery," Elaine said, her voice shaky, tired. "His neurologist said they have to go in and fix the bleed. Only time will tell if he has any permanent damage."
"Oh, God," I said, tears finally breaking through, slipping down my cheeks. 
"They have to remove the clot and do surgery. If he wakes up, he probably will recover. Maybe not fully, but he should recover some of his abilities."
"What happened?"
"He went to bed complaining about a really bad headache. In the night, he got up to go to the bathroom as he usually does and when he came back to bed, he had trouble speaking, and his face was drooping, one side looked like it had melted. Then, he fell to the floor and had a seizure. I just knew he was having a stroke and called 9-1-1 immediately. Thank God he had to get up to use the bathroom because the doctors said if he hadn't, he might not be alive. He might have slept right through it. They did a CT and say he had a hemorrhage deep in his brain due to an AVM – an arteriovenous malformation. Probably had it from birth but it only ruptured yesterday. I've been here since the middle of the night. Sorry I didn't answer your phone calls but I fell asleep in the waiting room and got your message when I woke up just now."
"No, don't worry about me. Is Heath there?"
"No," Elaine said, her voice falling. "He's in Haiti, doing some reconstruction work. I called him, and he'll come as soon as he can, but he might not get here for a few days."
"Drake and I will be there as soon as we can," I said. 
"OK, sweetie. I'll text you with any news. Let me know when you're scheduled to land. I can have the limo meet you at the airport and bring you straight to the hospital."
I reluctantly said goodbye and hung up. Then I sat and fought my tears.
 
 

 
 
Drake arrived about an hour later and came directly to where I was sitting, in the living room, my laptop on my lap as I scanned research articles about AVMs. He sat beside me and put my laptop on the coffee table before pulling me onto his lap, my legs across his thighs the way he did that first night in November. My arms slipped around his neck and he kissed me warmly before pressing his forehead against mine. 
"Have you spoken to Elaine?"
"Yes," I said, my voice breaking. "She said he had an AVM."
"I know," Drake said, nodding. "I called the hospital and spoke with Aaron Clark, Ethan's neurosurgeon. He's still critical, but Aaron's hopeful they will be able to take the pressure off and minimize any damage."
I buried my face in Drake's neck and couldn't hold back my tears, not caring any more to be strong now that Drake was with me. I wiped my eyes, and looked in his. "Did you get tickets?"
He nodded. "Two. First Class on Swissair with a layover in Zurich. We leave here at 12:20 a.m. and get to La Guardia at about 8:30 tomorrow night. It was that or wait until morning and take a flight to Amsterdam with a shorter layover, but I thought you'd rather get going as soon as possible."
I nodded and wiped my cheeks, trying to get a hold of myself. "I can't bear to sit around, waiting. I couldn't sleep anyway."
"I'll give you a sleeping pill," he said, his face serious. "You can sleep on the plane. I got us a hotel room for the layover so you can rest if you want."
"Thank you," I said and kissed him tenderly, so thankful that he'd gone out of his way to adjust his schedule so he could go with me and he'd made all the arrangements. My mind felt like it was going a thousand miles an hour as I thought about my father, worried about him, and wondered if he'd make it through the next 24-hours, the time it would take to get to Manhattan.
"Most patients with a first AVM stroke survive," Drake said, his voice soft. I nodded, my body relaxing a little bit as he stroked my cheek. "Are you hungry?" he said and ran his hand over my hair. "Can I fix you something to eat?"
I shook my head. "I couldn't eat anything right now." I forced a smile. "Go ahead and fix something for yourself. I'll have another cup of tea."
Drake fixed himself some leftover lasagna from the previous week that I had frozen and together we sat and discussed my father's case and prognosis. He'd spoken with my father's neurologist, having previously been on a first-name basis with him. The neurologist was hopeful that the bleeding had stopped and that once the pressure was relieved, my father's symptoms would fade and he would recover.
For the rest of the evening, until it was time for us to leave for the airport, we sat on the couch together, me with my laptop and him with his arms around me, explaining things to me as I searched. I was glad that Drake had chosen to take the first flight that left Nairobi on a carrier we preferred for I didn’t want to stay in the city any longer than necessary. As we left for the airport to catch our flight, I looked back at the house and wondered when I would return. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN
 
 
Drake gave me some Valium and I slept most of the way from Nairobi to Zurich and then a few hours at our hotel, which was located close to the airport. I was more awake on the trip from Zurich to New York, my stomach in knots as I thought about my father and how he was doing. I'd received an update from Elaine that my father had emerged successfully from surgery, and that he had regained a brief period of consciousness before lapsing back into a coma. 
Only time would show how much permanent damage my father's brain had received and whether he would regain consciousness and be able to function normally.
When we finally touched down at La Guardia, I could barely stand to wait for our luggage and get to the hospital so I could see him for myself. Drake grabbed a sandwich at one of the airport restaurants as we passed by and in the limo, he handed me one half, demanding that I eat at least that much. I hadn't been able to eat the meals provided on the planes, my stomach nauseated.
I complied, barely tasting the egg salad but suddenly, my stomach woke up and growled. I didn’t realize how hungry I was. I washed the sandwich down with some bottled water and wiped my mouth, glancing out the limo window as we drove towards NYP, where my father was being treated. 
Drake knew his way around, of course, so he led me down hallways to the ICU. We went straight to the waiting room and Drake spoke to the duty nurse, who went and told Elaine that we had arrived. Only one person was allowed to visit my father at a time, so after Elaine came out to greet us, after we hugged and spoke for a while, I headed for his room.
"Prepare yourself, Kate," Elaine said, taking my hand and squeezing it. "He looks pretty bad. Very pale, and his face is paralyzed on the left side. He's still drifting in and out of consciousness but talk to him. Tell him you're here and that you're praying for him. It will comfort him if he can hear you. Be positive. He needs to be encouraged to choose to live."
She nodded to me and I hugged Drake once more before I went in.
The room was dim despite the bank of telemetry that was monitoring my father's condition, the glow of the lights from the equipment the only light beside that filtering in from the hallway. Elaine was right – my father looked extremely frail lying on the bed with the head raised, electrodes leading from spots on his chest to a machine, a blood pressure cuff on his arm, an IV in his hand. An oxygen cannula led from an outlet on the wall and threaded around his head and beneath his nose. His faded green hospital gown was pulled down a few inches below his collarbone. His hands were on either side of his body, but one was bent in an odd way, almost curled in on itself. 
His face was a study in contrasts – one side was the father I loved and was beginning to know as an adult – bristly greying hair cut in whitewalls Marine-style, thick greying eyebrows, strong beaked nose, a deep crevice on the side leading down to jowls on a once-strong jaw. He looked, at least on that side, like the father I knew, only pale, sleeping, a bit of salt and pepper stubble poking through because he hadn't shaved. His head had been shaved on one side and was bandaged.
The other side of his face was a whole different story and I was amazed to realize how important the facial muscles were to how we appeared. My father's face actually looked as if it had melted, like warm wax drooping down the side of a candle. His eyelid drooped over the bottom of his eye, his cheek was flat, his mouth turned down, drool collecting in the fold beside the corner and down to his jaw. He looked as if he were in pain.
I covered my mouth with a hand and tried not to cry.
After I moved to the side of his bed, the good side, I took his hand in mine and leaned over him, planting a kiss on his forehead.
"Hi, Daddy," I said, forcing my voice to be calm. He didn’t need to hear me crying, in case he was awake but unable to respond. "I'm here. Drake and I came as soon as we heard you were sick." I squeezed his hand and stroked it. He didn't squeeze back. 
"I'm going to talk to you even if you can't respond," I said, my voice becoming stronger. "The nurses told us that you may be awake and aware but unable to say anything or show you can hear, so I'm going to assume that you can hear me, OK?" I squeezed his hand again, and pulled up a chair so I could sit beside him.
And then I told him everything about Africa from the day I left Manhattan with Drake to the moment I arrived home from class and found Elaine's message. I told him about the hotel and how it was named after Hemingway and resembled a plantation from the British Raj era. I told him about our home in the city and my studio, and how the stars were so bright at night even in the city. I told him about the crazy drivers on the Mombasso Road, about Jomo, my favorite taxi driver, about my art class, my instructor Talia, and how I was invited to take the Master Class. I told him about Sefton, the Artist in Residence at the Institute and that he was one of the instructors who encouraged me and made me think seriously about my art and what I wanted to accomplish. 
Finally, I told him about the safari and the animals I had drawn and the painting of the mother and baby elephant I was planning. 
I didn’t tell him anything personal about Sam or Sefton at first, because I didn't want to upset him. Not now, when he was so frail, almost hanging between life and death. But while I was telling him all the good things about my time in Africa with Drake, those other facts haunted me. I kept seeing Sam with her hands on Drake, alone in the small windowless room at the hospital where they both worked, leaning over and saying something to him with her mouth by his ear. I remembered her cutting comment about me in the washroom that first night we were in Nairobi and how Sam hoped she and Drake would get back together again, not caring whether he was engaged. 
I kept remembering the pain when Sefton grabbed my arms, the look in his face as he insisted I was meant to be with him, not Drake. I kept hearing Sefton question why Drake wasn't with me on safari, insinuating that Drake's priorities were wrong, and that Sefton would never put me second to a job. I didn't believe him, and I knew that Drake's work really was important – life and death for some of his patients – but it still forced me to think about what I needed in a relationship. 
So even though I thought my father shouldn’t hear my worries and fears, I knew better. He needed to know everything – not what I thought he wanted to know. That was my mistake with him all my life, second-guessing what he thought about me instead of paying attention to how he really felt – that he wanted me to be happy and fulfilled and would support me in anything I chose. 
So instead of pretending everything was perfect, I told him the truth.
"I need you to live, Daddy," I said, my throat choking with emotion. "So if you can hear me, please fight to get better. I need to have you in my life. I want to be able to talk to you and listen to your advice. You're a judge and you have such a great mind. Please," I said, squeezing his hand once more, wishing he could squeeze it back. "Please stay alive. I want you to walk me down the aisle if—" I said and then stopped myself. "When Drake and I get married. I want you to be alive if – when I have a child so you can sit him on your knee and play with him the way you played with Heath's children."
I stopped at that and covered my mouth for a moment, fighting tears. 
"I still need you, Daddy." 
And then I told him the truth. I told him how both Sam and Sefton had, in their own way, made me question my relationship with Drake – not my love for him or my desire for him – those were certain. What happened with Sam and Sefton made me question whether I could be happy with the kind of life I would lead as Drake's wife. Long days when he was at the hospital, teaching or in surgery, late nights when he did evening rounds to check on his patients, weekend call when he covered the ER in case neurosurgery patients arrived and needed to be seen. Seeing him for a few minutes before bed, a few minutes in the early morning before he went to work, and three weekends out of four when he recovered from the hectic week. 
Would that be enough for me or would I feel neglected, as if I was an afterthought, something of lesser importance in his very important life?
Was Sefton right? Did his patients and his practice and teaching mean more to him that I did? I wished I could talk to him and have my father counsel me because part of me thought, yes, if Drake did really love me, he would work less. He would have tried to get out of on-call duty that weekend so he could come with me on the safari.
I told him about Sam and how Drake had a previous a sexual relationship with her that she seemed intent on rekindling, despite knowing he was engaged. I told him how Drake seemed unaware of it and unconcerned, brushing aside my fears and jealousy. How she had undermined my self-confidence with her cutting remark about me being a 'mousy little thing' and how I had found her trying to give Drake a massage. 
I told him about Sefton and how he had been so rude, making comments about my relationship with Drake that were completely inappropriate, how he knew private details about our relationship, and how he alluded that I would be happier with him if he was my fiancé instead of Drake. I told him how almost attacked me. How he had challenged my view of myself as an artist, suggesting that my work was technically skilled but not really 'art' and how that had thrown me, making me re-evaluate my self-concept as an artist. I also told him that, perhaps, his comment had led me to re-evaluate my drawings and possibly -- probably improve my piece.
"So you see, Daddy," I said, his hand in both of mine. "I need you to get better. I need you to recover so you can be around for a long time."
I sat with him for a while, my stories finished and watched him breathe, listened to the sounds of the ICU, the beeping from machines and alarms, the hiss of ventilators for the patients who were intubated. 
Finally, Elaine came to the door and opened it, peering in at me.
"Honey, they need to do a check of his vitals. Come on out and have some coffee. You must be thirsty."
I nodded and leaned down to kiss my father and then I followed her out of the room. We embraced outside the door while the nurses went in to do their check.
"Come on," she said as she took my hand and led me to the waiting room where Drake sat, a coffee in his hand. 
Drake stood and came to me, pulling me into his arms, rocking me slowly in comfort. "How are you?" he said in a soft voice. He pulled back, brushing hair from my forehead. "Why don’t you let me go in and visit him for a while. Have something to eat."
"That's a good idea, Kate," Elaine said. "Let Drake go in for a while."
I nodded and let go of him, following Elaine to a coffee shop that was still open so I could get a sandwich. We sat at a small table and I forced the food into my mouth, forced myself to chew and swallow but my throat was dry and I had to wash everything down with iced tea.
"Drake spoke with Dr. Clark, your father's neurosurgeon, while you were in with him. Drake's really pleased with him and says he's one of the best. We're so lucky to have him as Ethan's doctor. He really is one of the tops in the field in all of the US, even the world, according to Drake. He's been so devoted to Ethan, dropping in frequently to check on him and to reassure me."
I nodded and sipped my iced tea, thinking about my father's neurosurgeon and how people must feel towards Drake the way Elaine felt towards Dr. Clark. We mere mortals were so reliant on the expertise of these specialists to save our lives or make them more livable. It humbled me a bit to realize this. I had always been impressed with Drake, with how in-demand he was because his skills were so rare and specialized. Now I understood it from the point of view of a patient who must be like so many of Drake's patients, waiting to find out how a loved-one is doing, hoping for the best outcome.
"If Drake's pleased, then he must be good," I said, feeling somewhat more calm knowing that Drake was confident in the neurosurgeon's skill.
"I'm so glad that Drake was able to get away," Elaine said. "To drop everything on such short notice and come to Manhattan." She shook her head as if in amazement. "I can't tell you how relieved I feel to have him here. He's such a source of information and he has such a great bedside manner."
I smiled. "Drake loves Ethan like a father," I said and Elaine nodded. "I was going to leave him in Nairobi but he insisted on coming. He got someone to teach his class today and was off this weekend anyway so all he had to do was find someone to scrub in on his cases on Thursday night. I expect he'll go back as soon as he knows Daddy is stable."
"Still," Elaine said. "It's amazing that he did. I can't thank him enough. For the short time you were in with your father, Drake was able to explain everything to me in layman's terms and alleviate my concerns. He said that he would read your father's file and talk with everyone on his medical team and have a report for me."
"He's wonderful," I said, my throat constricting. 
"He's a keeper," Elaine said and smiled, repeating the words she'd said to me that fateful day when I was first with Drake. "I said that before and I'll say it again. I know it won't be easy to be married to a specialist who is in such high demand as Drake, but he loves you, Kate." She took my hand and squeezed. "He dropped everything to come here with you."
"I know," I said and squeezed her hand back. "He is a keeper."
We walked back to the ward and I glanced in through the window on my father's room. Drake was sitting where I had sat, my father's hand in his. He was talking to my father, and I wished so much to hear what he was saying. Was he telling my father about our life in Nairobi from his point of view? What would he be telling my father? About his new job, about his class, his patients, our home? 
I sat in the small waiting room with Elaine and waited for him to finish his visit, closing my eyes and listening to the sounds of the hospital. Elaine was on her phone speaking with one of my father's supporters, relaying information about his condition, her voice hushed as she said he probably wouldn't be able to run in the election after all.
That admission made me choke up and finally, I couldn't hold it back and tears rolled down my cheeks. Elaine saw and reached into her bag to hand me a tissue. I mopped my eyes while she said goodbye to whomever she was speaking, and finally, when she hung up, she put her arm around my shoulder. 
"It's OK sweetie," she said, her own voice cracking. "He's in the very best of hands and now he has Drake to watch over him. We have to hope and pray for the best. He's in God's hands now."
I nodded, but I didn't believe in prayer or God – not after Mangaize, my faith dying along with all the tiny babies. I wanted to believe. It would be so much easier to believe, but I couldn’t. I said none of that to Elaine, not wanting to push my own doubts and lack of faith on her. Instead, I nodded like a good girl and forced a smile. She had enough to worry about without adding me to her list.
"When's Heath getting here?" I said. "I tried calling but Christie didn't answer."
"She's staying with her family in Hawaii, and Heath is trying to wrap up his work in Haiti, but he's so busy, he can't just leave."
"What? His father had a stroke – of course he can leave. Drake left!"
"Don't be mad," Elaine said. "Before he went unconscious, your father told me he didn’t want you or Heath to come."
"What?"
She nodded. "He only wanted you back for his funeral. I disobeyed his wishes and called both of you. Heath decided to say and finish his work before coming."
I shook my head, angered that my brother didn’t come right away. I couldn't understand how he could stay away, with my father so ill, even if my father wished it. 
Drake finally emerged from my father's room, wiping his own eyes briefly before pulling me up from the chair and into his arms. He buried his face in my neck and squeezed me tightly. 
"Are you scared, too?" I said, rubbing his shoulder. "I thought you really liked Dr. Clark."
Drake pulled back. "Of course I'm scared, but Aaron's the best for this kind of injury. Ethan's bleed was deep in the brain. It still all depends on whether the ablation was successful and that will only be clear in the next twenty-four to forty-eight hours."
I nodded and hugged him more closely. "I'm so glad you were able to come after all."
"Of course I'd come. Ethan is like my own father."
We sat in the waiting room while Elaine went back in with my father. 
"Wait here for a moment," Drake said and went to the nursing station. He spoke with the duty nurse and used the house phone. He spoke for a while to someone and then thanked the nurse before returning. 
"You must be tired. I've been able to finagle one of the extra on-call rooms for you if you want to rest for a few hours. There's nothing much else to do here."
"What about you?" I said, rubbing his shoulder. "You must be just as tired."
"I'll lie down a little later. I want to go meet with Ethan's nurses and read his chart first."
"OK," I said. I went to the room and spoke to Elaine, telling her what we were doing. She waved me off and said she would stay in the waiting room as she had done the previous night. Her place was with my father.
Drake took my hand and led me through the halls to the small room with a set of bunk beds and a night table and lamp. Here, tired residents went to take a sleep break on their long shifts. It was free until much later and so we had it for the entire night.
I lay on the bed and Drake pulled the blanket up over my shoulder. He kissed my cheek and tucked the blanket in.
"I'll be in later to check on you or let you know if there's any news." I nodded and I was so tired, I was almost asleep before Drake even left the room.
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER NINETEEN
 
I slept the entire night through.
When I woke, I sat up and switched on the bedside light and checked my cell. It was 7:39 in the morning. At least nothing bad happened in the night or Drake would have woken me, but I felt very guilty that I alone was able to sleep. Drake hadn't come in to sleep nor had Elaine.
I found a bathroom down the hall and quickly washed my face and used a travel toothbrush in my toiletry kit to give my teeth a quick brush. My hair was a mess, so I pulled it back into a loose bun, and scrubbed my face with cold water. 
When I made my way back up to the ICU, I caught sight of Drake speaking with a doctor wearing scrubs, a cap and a white lab coat. He had glasses and greying hair and looked to be in his fifties. It must have been Dr. Clark. The two men spoke together, Drake standing with his arms crossed, listening and nodding while the other man relayed information, ticking things off on his fingers. I stood off to the side and tried not to distract them, but instead, listened in to see if I could hear anything. 
"…likely some permanent damage … extensive rehabilitation… no cognitive impairment but we won't know for sure until later…"
I heard Drake thank the man, whom he called Aaron, and the two men shook hands. Dr. Clark rested his hand on Drake's shoulder.
"He's strong and generally fit so if there's no complications in the next day or two, he should do fine."
Drake caught sight of me and waved me over. I went to his side and faced Dr. Clark.
"Kate, this is your father's neurosurgeon, Dr. Aaron Clark. He's probably the very best in the entire country in dealing with your father's kind of stroke. Aaron, this is Kate McDermott, Ethan's daughter and my fiancée."
Dr. Clark extended a hand and smiled warmly at me. "Your father is a strong man. I hear he's a former Marine. They're tough as nails so I expect him to pull through. Despite the second bleed, everything looks pretty good, so as long as the next few days are without any major complications, he should be fine."
"Thank you so much," I said and shook his hand. "We're so lucky to have you."
"Glad to be of help."
"You look very tired," I said, noting his bleary eyes, which were bloodshot. "Were you up all night?"
He smiled. "Had an emergency surgery overnight. I'm on call this weekend and sometimes I don't make it out until Monday morning. Depends on what comes through the door." He turned to Drake once more and extended his hand. "Well, I have to go check in on a patient. I'll let you know if anything changes."
Drake shook his hand again and then Dr. Clark was off, stopping in at the nursing station to speak with the nurses. I watched as he walked away down the hall, urgency in his step, his white lab coat billowing out behind him as he went through the doors to the other ward. That was Drake when he was on call, visiting patients and their families, checking in on the most critical cases to see how they were doing, consulting with the medical team, scrubbing in on a case that interested him or taking a case when it was busy. 
I remembered what I said to Sefton about Drake – his job was important. It was more than a job and not something like being an artist that you could do at your own schedule. Drake held people's lives in his hands. He was responsible for the survival of a beloved father or mother, curing a child's debilitating disorder, restoring them to full function – for some of them, maybe for the first time in their lives. As we stood in an embrace, doing nothing other than enjoying the contact, I felt so lucky to have him here with me, to help Elaine and me sort through my father's care and recovery.
But I also knew that he had to go back as soon as my father was no longer critical. Drake had students waiting for his insights, for his expertise. He had patients who waited months – some of them years – to see a neurosurgeon with his very unique skill set with robotic technology. 
I looked up at him, emotions for him filling me – gratitude that he was here, that he was so competent, that he was so willing to take control and make sure we were looked after. That he knew enough to be able to reassure us about my father, his condition and his care.
"I love you," I said, my voice catching. 
He leaned down to kiss me, his lips tender against mine. When he pulled back, a hint of a grin started at the corner of his mouth. 
"Not that I'm complaining, but to what do I owe this declaration of your love, Ms. Bennet?"
I shook my head, unable to speak for a moment as emotions overwhelmed me. Finally, I responded, my voice breaking. 
"I'm so glad you're here. I don't know what I'd do without you. I'd be frantic."
"Of course I'm here," he said and frowned, as if he was perplexed by my words. "Do you really think I would have stayed in Nairobi?"
"But you have skills that are so specialized and in demand. You have students who expect you to be in class to teach them. And you have patients like my father, and families who rely on you to save their lives."
He chuckled for a moment, shaking his head as if he was surprised at my words. "I am pretty fabulous, if I say so myself."
"You are," I said, and punched his shoulder playfully. "You're amazing, Drake Morgan."
He touched my cheek. "How could I send you off by yourself, all the way from Nairobi to New York, in the state you were in, alone? How could I not come with you, find out for myself how your father was so I could help you deal with whatever happened? I couldn't stand to be back there not knowing anything. Not able to see for myself. Not able to be with you." He shook his head. "Nothing could have kept me from coming with you."
With that, he kissed me warmly, and soon the warmth became more passionate as if his emotions overcame him. He pulled me closer, his arms squeezing my body against his.
"I love you," he said to me, his eyes burning into mine. We stood there, forehead to forehead, arms around each other.
"Hey, you two lovebirds," Elaine said from the waiting room entry. "He's waking up."
I let go of Drake immediately and followed Elaine, a jolt of adrenaline flowing through me, making my heart pound. 
"That's good, isn't it?" I said to Drake, who followed me. He reached out and took my hand. 
"Yes," he said. "It's a good sign, but don't be upset if he has trouble speaking at first. There will probably be lingering effects from the stroke. It may take a while for his speech and other functions to come back fully."
I looked through the window into my father's room and saw the nurse was talking to him. His eyes were half-open, and she was checking a monitor, recording something on a small piece of paper.
"What's she doing?" I asked Drake.
He watched her for a moment. "Recording his vitals."
When the nurse came out, she smiled at us. "One of you can go in with him. Don't try to make him speak too much. He can only whisper." She walked away with a smile.
Elaine and I looked at each other. "You go," we both said at the same time.
"I think we can break the rules this once," Drake said and shoved us both in. He stood in the doorway and watched as Elaine took one side of the bed and I took the other.
"Hi, Daddy," I said and leaned down to kiss his cheek. "I'm so glad you're waking up."
He turned his head slightly, but his eyes remained half-closed. 
"Chatty Kathy," was all he said, referencing the talking doll he gave me as a child, which he inherited from his sister when I was born. His voice was like gravel, but I could swear one corner of his mouth, on the good side of his face, was turning up a bit in a smile. 
"You heard what I said?"
"Every word," he replied in a raspy voice. His eyes were closed but he was smiling. I glanced over at Drake, who was grinning, his arms crossed.
I leaned down and pressed my forehead against my father's cheek, smiling, emotions threatening to overwhelm me. I held them in check because I didn’t want him to see me cry.
"Sorry I talked so much, but I wanted you to know how much I need you."
"Wasn't going anywhere," he managed, talking out of one side of his mouth. I glanced up at Elaine and she was covering her mouth, her eyes teary.
Then, the nurse returned and leaned in, giving Drake a mock-serious frown.
"Dr. Morgan…" Then she turned to us. "OK, you two. Only one at a time."
I kissed my father on the cheek. "I have to go now, Daddy, but I'll be back later. I love you."
"Love you," he managed. I squeezed his good hand and then left Elaine alone with him. Drake put his arm around me and led me over to the waiting area for family. He pulled me into his embrace and I didn’t care anymore about trying to stay strong. I cried into his shoulder, my tears of relief falling unrestrained. 
"It's OK," he said and rocked me in his arms. "He's going to be OK."
I hugged him even more tightly, unable to imagine life without either my father or Drake, glad that, at least for now, I didn't have to.
 
 

 
 
Elaine returned after about half an hour. Drake and I had gone to the cafeteria and came back with a cup of coffee and a Danish for Elaine, who was notorious for liking sweets for breakfast. 
"Oh, thank you," she said and flopped down on the sofa, the coffee in one hand and Danish in the other. She leaned her head back and sighed heavily. "I'm exhausted." She took a bite of the Danish and chewed and neither of us said anything for a moment. 
"Oh," she said and sat upright. "The nurse said they'll be moving your father to the neurology ward later today. He's getting a private room with one of those recliners, so I can sleep in the room with him. It'll be so much better than trying to sleep on the cushions from these couches."
I nodded and felt the couches, which were really two-seater chairs with removable foam cushions. 
"We should go and stay at 8th Avenue," Drake said, running his hand down my hair. "It's pretty close and we can run back really quickly if needed."
I nodded, glad at the chance to sleep in the bed there. I had so many wonderful memories in that apartment. I hoped that when we came back, that's where Drake and I would live.
"I'll speak with the residents and see if the extra room is vacant tonight and you can sleep there if you want," Drake said to Elaine.
Elaine shook her head. "I'll be happy to sleep on the recliner in the room with Ethan. We haven't slept apart since we started to live together and I'm not going to start now." 
"You haven't been apart a single night?" Drake said as he sipped his coffee. "That's amazing."
"We haven't. I've gone to every convention and meeting he's had and he's attended all my family reunions. We've been so lucky that my work has never gotten in the way."
We sat in silence for a few moments, and all I could think of was that I would have to send Drake back to Nairobi, and that we would be separated. There was no other option. I couldn't leave my father until he was back home, and Drake could only afford to stay away for a couple of days.
I took Drake's hand in mine. "Drake will have to go back to Nairobi soon, so unfortunately," I said and looked at him. "We'll have to be separated for a while."
"What do you mean?" he said and frowned. "I'll stay until you're ready to come back. Ethan should be out of danger in a couple of days."
I shook my head. "I won't be going back for a while," I said, my voice soft. I hadn't realized he expected me to go back with him so soon. "But you have to go back. You have students and patients waiting for you." I took his hand and squeezed, forcing a smile. 
"I don’t want us to be apart," he said, his voice low. 
"We won't be apart for very long."
"How long?" he said, frowning.
"Not long," I said, my voice light. "When Daddy's back at home and everything's set up for his rehabilitation."
"That could take weeks."
"Katie, you don't have to stay," Elaine said, her voice calm. "I can take care of your father. We'll hire private duty nurses, and will have the very best care. You should go back with Drake."
I shook my head. "No," I said. "I can't go back until I feel sure Daddy's OK. I'd fret and worry if I went back to Nairobi now. I'm alone all day when Drake's at work, and he works late every night. He's also busy on weekends grading and is on call once every three weeks so…" I shrugged. "I'm not going back until I feel completely satisfied that he's doing well. Drake will be fine. He's so busy, Elaine. Busier than he would be if he was here working. You don't know what it’s like."
Drake said nothing, his expression dark.
"Well," Elaine said and looked from my face to his. "You two will have to sort that out between you, but really, Kate. There's no need to stay."
"It will only be for a couple of weeks." I turned to Drake. "You understand."
"Kate, I don't want us to be separated," he said, his voice very soft. He glanced at Elaine and she stood up. 
"I'll leave the two of you alone." 
I watched her leave, and then turned back to Drake.
"I don't want you to stay here without me," he said, his voice wavering a bit. "I can take this week off if we're back by next Sunday night. Michael's taking my classes, and Barnes is doing my slate for the week. I want you in Nairobi with me. We should know by Saturday at the latest how your father's doing."
I smiled at him. He really couldn't understand how I felt. "What if he had a relapse? I can't be going back and forth."
"If you have to fly back, it's no big deal," he added. "We can afford it."
"It's not that," I said. "You have to go back. You're needed there. I'm extra. I'm not needed there. My father needs me."
"I need you."
I smiled and ran my fingers through his hair. "I'd be sick with worry if I went back too soon. I'd have nothing to do but sit around and think of all the bad things that could happen."
He said nothing, but his usually soft lips were pressed thin, his face blanched. 
"Drake, you'll be really busy when you take on a full surgical load. Michael said he wants the two of you to go to the outlying provinces to do surgeries in the smaller centers during the breaks in the semester and you agreed. That would mean you'd be away for a week at a time and I'd be all alone…"
"I can't help that I'm so busy. The patients," he said, his voice low. "They've been waiting so long for this surgery. And I want you to come with me when we travel."
"I understand that," I said and took his hand. "But I can't leave here until I feel really certain that everything's OK. I read the articles on this kind of stroke. The risk of a re-bleed is still very high in the first few weeks after surgery. I'm not going to fly all the way to Nairobi and then worry every day and night that he's going to have another bleed and I'll have to fly back."
"That's too long. The semester will almost be over by then."
"Don't you understand? I'll feel useless there. All I have is my art and even that’s in question after the safari," I said, frustrated that he didn't get it.
He exhaled loudly. "What did that bastard Sefton say to you?" He leaned closer to me, his expression intense. "He must have said something to make you feel this way. It's like you're using your father's stroke as an excuse to stay here and not come back with me."
I closed my eyes. Maybe I was. All I knew was that I couldn't imagine leaving my father until I was certain he had recovered and was out of danger.
"Drake, my father and I only became close recently and then he almost died. I can't leave until I know he's no longer in danger."
"I can't stand the thought of going back without you."
I smiled softly. "I know. But you have to go back. And I have to stay. We'll only be apart for a few weeks."
"Elaine and Ethan were never separated."
"Yes, but her father didn't almost die while she was half way around the world!' I said, finally overcome by frustration that he couldn’t understand. "What if your father had survived the crash and you had to leave Manhattan and go to Africa to see him. Would you have left him there and returned after only a week?"
He shook his head slowly. "OK," he said, his voice low. "All right. I understand." He glanced away from my face, staring straight ahead, a muscle twitching in his jaw. "You're not ready to commit to me completely yet. You're still torn between your father and me. But there will come a time when you have to choose, Kate. Me or him."
"I'm not doing that!" I said, filled with exasperation. "I'm not choosing him over you. And don't you ask me to do that. I will be with you – in a few weeks." I sighed heavily. Why did he see it as all or nothing? "I'm afraid he'll die when I'm away and I won't get back in time to say goodbye." Tears sprung to my eyes at that. I sat in silence for a moment, breathing fast, my heart pounding. 
"That won't happen."
"You can't promise it won't."
I looked at him, so confused and upset. Then he took my hand. 
"You're not happy in Nairobi."
I sighed. It wasn't that I was unhappy – not really. It was that I couldn't imagine going back and being alone all day and evening with my father's health still so unstable. 
"You're away so much. I'm alone so much. I have no one to talk to. Besides my few canvases, you're everything. At least in Manhattan, I have family and friends," I said, trying to make him understand. 
"Dawn is hardly a friend," he said quietly.
"Well, acquaintances," I admitted, since Dawn and I were on the outs. I stared at Drake, and he was visibly upset. "At least I'll have someone to speak to. I go days sometimes with no one but you to talk to. You talk to people all day. You’re probably never alone. Then you come home and I'm craving a conversation with you, but you're so late and you're so tired, we barely speak. Drake," I said, my voice lowering. I hesitated, because I knew I probably shouldn't say what I was going to say, but I said it anyway. "You probably see her more in a day than me."
He actually cringed at that, his expression changing to something like pain. 
"Kate…"
"It's true," I said, defensive already. "Tell me it isn't true."
He merely shook his head and glanced away for a moment as if it was hard to look in my eyes.
I was so tired and had been through so much, I couldn’t think. "Your work is so important. You have to go back. I have to stay."
"You're important to me." He glanced up at me. "Do you understand that?"
"Yes," I said, looking away from his too-intense expression. "Of course, I'm important to you. I'm right there, just below your career, your patients and teaching."
 "There's no below, Kate. You're on the same level."
I stared at him, hoping that was true. 
"Do you believe me?" he said, taking my hand once more, rubbing my palm. "Do you believe that you're as important to me as my career and my patients and my teaching?"
"If you say so."
"That's not a resounding yes." Then he exhaled slowly. "This isn't getting us anywhere. If you don't feel that I value you that highly, I'm doing something wrong. Kate, you're everything to me. I couldn't imagine not being with you, not loving you, not having your love."
He said it with such emotion, that I felt incredibly guilty for doubting him. 
"I agreed to go to Nairobi when I thought you no longer wanted to be with me," he said. "I made a commitment to Michael and he planned the year based on my coming, arranged the class schedule so that I'd teach the surgical courses, and contacted patients who needed my skills to come to the hospital. I want to spend more time with you, but I can't let Michael down."
"Of course you can't!" I said, my emotion finally spilling over. "I don't want you to. I don't expect you to leave Nairobi. My God, Drake. I know how important this is to you and to Michael, and to all your patients. But you have to understand that my father is sick and could die. I can't leave until I feel certain that he's going to be fine. I can't go back and sit all alone in Nairobi while you're away working, doing what you have to, doing what you love. I'd be so unhappy…" 
"I understand." He stroked my hair, his gaze moving over my face. "You're upset now, because of what happened. You can't think rationally. Promise me this," he said and leaned closer to me, taking my hand, his face so serious. "Promise me that if your father is doing really well next Saturday, and if Aaron says you don't have to worry, that you'll return with me to Nairobi. If anything happens, you'll be on the next flight back, I promise."
I examined his face, his blue eyes so intense, his face pale. I tried to see my way to promising. 
"I promise that if Aaron is happy with my father's progress, and if I feel that I can leave on Saturday, I will," I said finally.
"Thank you," he said, his voice filled with emotion.
"But," I said and pulled my hand back a bit. "If I don't feel that I can leave, you have to let me stay without any complaints."
I could see him grind his teeth for a moment. He nodded. "Agreed."
Elaine walked up at that point. "Either of you kids want to have coffee with Ethan? He wants some and needs help drinking it."
"I do." I smiled and stood up, glad to be able to leave the heaviness of the conversation with Drake to see my father. Before I could follow Elaine back to my father's room, Drake grabbed my hand and remained sitting. He stared up at me, my hand in his, his expression earnest. 
"I'm sorry you're not happy in Nairobi. Don't give up on us, Kate."
I stopped and frowned. "Why would you think that I might give up on us? I'm staying because of my father, not because of you or how things are in Nairobi. If this never happened, I would never even think of coming back here until you were done with your term at the college."
He kissed my knuckles, and nodded, but I could tell by his expression that he didn't really believe me.
I knelt between his knees and slipped my arms around his waist. "Drake, it isn't that I'm not happy in Nairobi. It's just that I couldn’t imagine being there while my father's life is at risk. I'm happy there, but if I thought my father was dying…"
"I know," he said and smiled, but I could tell he was forcing it and that he didn't really believe me. "I'm being selfish. I want you there all the time. That's all."
Finally, he bent down and kissed me, his lips pressed against mine, lingering there as if he didn’t want me to leave. He pulled away and helped me up.
"You better go help your father with his caffeine fix."
I kissed him once more and then left him in the waiting room.
 
 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER TWENTY
 
 
My father's condition improved a tiny bit every day and soon, he was sitting up and dangling his legs over the side of his bed. He wasn't ready to walk yet because the weakness remained in his body on the left side. He could do very little other than kick his legs and move his arms around to get some circulation to his limbs. He was still struggling to eat, his mouth not working properly, half of his face still drooping and his eye watering. He sat in bed with a tissue in hand, wiping at his mouth and eye.
When we met with Dr. Clark, I asked him how long the paralysis would last.
"Difficult to say. The swelling is decreasing a bit each day and as long as no further bleeding occurs, your father should regain almost full use of his arms and legs. The swelling will fully resolve within a month or so, and then we'll know how much use he'll regain."
"What are the chances of another bleed?"
He pursed his lips. "Each year, he has a five to twelve percent chance of another bleed compared to someone who has never had a stroke like this. We think we got all of the malformation, but there could be an area that is still susceptible to bleeding. Only time will tell if we were completely successful."
Drake wanted me to go to the apartment on 8th Avenue with him, but I decided to stay at the hospital and sleep in the extra resident's room. Drake didn’t like it, but he relented when he saw that this was not a point of negotiation. I didn't want to be woken up in the middle of the night by a phone call and have to drag myself to the hospital in the cold. I wanted to be right there, in case anything happened.
On Thursday, we spoke with Dr. Clark again.
"Kate's afraid that her father may have another bleed and so she's staying here at the hospital, but she's not sleeping well," Drake said, his arm around me. "Is there anything you can say to alleviate her fear?"
Dr. Clark frowned and shook his head. "I really don't expect anything more at this point," he said. "Your father's made steady progress and the likelihood of another bleed at this point is very slim. Not zero, but I don't expect it. You should feel comfortable going home tonight. His vitals are all fine and the swelling is going down a bit each day."
Dr. Clark turned and walked away, leaving Drake and me alone in the waiting room.
I turned to Drake and forced a smile, my arms crossed. "I'm fine here."
"You have to get used to being away from all this," Drake said, his expression stern. "Ramp down the anxiety a bit. Being here surrounded by nurses and medical personnel all day makes your father seem more frail than he really is. Aaron doesn't expect anything more to happen. Come with me to 8th Avenue. We can have a nice warm bath and I'll give you a massage. You'll sleep like a baby."
I turned away, feeling a bit resentful that Drake was trying to make me leave when I didn't want to but I'd been using the resident's shower and washroom for several days. I had to admit that it would be nice to have an actual bath. 
I sighed and relented. "I'll come home with you tonight but if anything happens, I'm staying at the hospital."
"Good," he said. 
And so, late that night, after my father had turned off his light and after Elaine and Drake and I had a late cup of tea while we discussed how the day went, Drake drove us back to the apartment on 8th Avenue. When we drove up, I felt a sense of excitement and nostalgia for the building. It was here that Drake and I really started as a couple. I remembered how excited I would be to meet Drake there and how he'd be waiting for me expectantly, a smile breaking out on his face when he saw me coming up the stairs. As we were parking in the lot down from the building, I took his hand and squeezed. 
"So many good memories here."
He smiled and kissed my knuckles. "The best. I feel like when you walked up those stairs the first time, my life started again after being on hold for five years."
I said nothing, for my throat had choked up. He leaned over in the car and kissed me tenderly. 
We walked down the street to the building, the night cold due to a freak storm, steam rising from the manhole covers, a thin dusting of snow having fallen earlier in the afternoon. Drake put his arm around my shoulders and pulled me closer to keep me warm while he fumbled to find the right key to open the front door.
We went up the flights of stairs to the third floor apartment, butterflies in my stomach to be back at 8th Avenue after being away. Drake turned the key in the lock and then before I could step through the doorway, he stopped me and lifted me into his arms, carrying me across the threshold. I laced my arms around his shoulders and buried my face in the crook of his neck, smiling, remembering him carrying me that first time. He closed the door with his foot and then carried me all the way back to the bedroom before depositing me gently on the bed. The apartment was dim and so he went around and turned on a few lights while I removed my coat and boots, dropping them on the floor beside the bed.
I heard the water running in the bathroom. He was running us a bath as promised. My body warmed at the thought, for we hadn't had sex since we left Nairobi. I swung my legs over the side of the bed, but Drake peeked into the room and shook his head.
"You stay there and let me take care of you. You've been neglecting your health for the past week."
I sighed and lay back, closing my eyes. He wanted to take care of me? I'd let him. I surrendered myself over to him – whatever he wanted, I was willing to accept. He went to the living room and turned the music system on, playing some soft classical music – Debussy. I smiled. He knew what I loved.
Finally, he came back over to the bed after removing his coat and boots, and started to undress me.
I tried to help him with the buttons on my cashmere sweater but he stopped me. "Let me do this, Ms. Bennet. You’ve been such a devoted daughter, you've hardly done anything for yourself. Let me pamper you."
I stopped trying to help and lay limp while he removed each article of my clothing, one piece at a time, kissing my newly exposed flesh. When I was down to my bra and panties, he leaned over me, his hands on either side of my head and kissed me warmly. 
"I've missed you," he said, his voice husky. "I often thought of sneaking into the resident's room and waking you for a quickie but I didn't have the heart to interrupt your sleep. You look so tired and stressed out."
I sighed as he picked me up and carried me into the bathroom. "Frankly, sex is the last thing on my mind and has been since I got Elaine's message."
"I know. I won't push you. Let me take care of you."
I slipped out of his arms until my feet touched the floor, saying nothing while he stripped off my bra and panties so that I stood naked in front of him.
He said nothing, and then helped me into the bath, before rolling up his sleeves and kneeling by the tub.
"You're not going to join me?" 
He shook his head. "This is all about you, not me. If I was to get in with you, I wouldn't be able to hold back."
I smiled and watched him as he took a bar of soap and started to lather up his hands. He washed my shoulders and neck first, then my arms. He rinsed me off with a pitcher of clear water, and then proceeded to wash my feet, one at a time, then my calves and knees. I watched him the whole time, my eyes never leaving his face. He studiously avoided my eyes, and I could see he was trying hard to concentrate on what he was doing. 
"Kneel," he said and helped me into a kneeling position. Then he washed my breasts, his hands lingering over them, stroking them as if he was trying to ignite enough desire in me that I'd ask him to make love to me. I merely watched and enjoyed his strong surgeon's hands. He then washed my back and buttocks, sliding his hands between my thighs to wash me there, his eyes on mine, his breathing increasing. Finally, he rinsed me off once more and helped me out of the tub. I couldn't help but notice his erection straining at his jeans, but said nothing. He used a soft towel to dry me off, wiping my skin with gentle but thorough hands. Then, he led me to the bed once more and after he pulled back the covers and laid a large beach towel over the sheets, he helped me to lie on top of it on my stomach.
"Massage time," he said. I sighed and laid my head on my folded arms, waiting for the massage to begin. He removed his jeans but nothing else, his button down shirt still on with the sleeves rolled up. He straddled my thighs, poured some oil onto my back and began massaging me, his hands firm but gentle. He started at my neck and slowly moved down, over my shoulders and down my spine. He did a really thorough massage, and seemed knowledgeable about how to do it. I dozed off, I was so relaxed, and when he finished my back and started to turn me over, I blinked awake. 
"Falling asleep on me, are you?"
"You give good massage," I replied, smiling, my eyes closed.
"Could you fall asleep right now?"
I yawned and nodded, snuggling down into the sheets. "I'm so tired…"
I heard him sigh, but instead of trying to get me into the mood, he merely pulled the covers up over me and left me on the bed. I was too relaxed to even speak and lay in the warmth of the bed, my muscles all relaxed, my breathing slow and deep. I heard the splash of water as he got in the tub and then after what seemed like only minutes, the lights dimmed in the apartment and the music stopped. When he crawled into the bed, naked, I was drifting off. I turned on my side, my back to him and he spooned against me, his arm around my body, hand under my breast as he always liked to lie. I felt his erection pressing against my back, but he did nothing. 
"Good night, my love," he said, and kissed the back of my neck.
"Good night," I murmured, feeling safe and warm and relaxed for the first time since we arrived back in Manhattan.
 
 

 
 
After another long day at the hospital, during which time my father seemed to improve steadily, so that he was even able to stand for a few minutes with the help of a walker, we took Drake's car back to 8th Avenue and this time, because I had such a good sleep the night before and was relieved to see my father doing so well, I responded when Drake took me in his arms and kissed me deeply. Soon, we were taking off each other's clothes, impatient to be naked, him walking me backwards to the bed while I unbuckled his belt and unbuttoned his jeans. 
"God," he said, his voice breathless. "I feel like a teenage boy with his first girl."
"You don't feel like a teenage boy," I said, my hand stroking along his hard length. "You feel like a very excited man."
 "I am very excited, Ms. Bennet. So excited, I think I have to tie you up to keep you from interrupting me with your social commentary."
Just when Drake kissed me again, his hands slipping up my naked body to cup my breasts, the phone rang. I immediately jerked back into full consciousness and tried to get up, but Drake held me. The answering machine clicked on at the third ring. It was Elaine. 
"Drake, Kate, please call me right away. Ethan had another seizure and they've taken him down to get a CT."
I scrambled out of the bed to get to the phone but the answering machine clicked after she hung up and I picked up the receiver, gasping in dismay.
"Damn," Drake said and was immediately all business. He began buttoning his shirt. I was shaking already, my legs weak from fear.
"Oh, God," I said and looked in his eyes as I pulled on my bra, which he handed me. "He's had a seizure? Why? What would cause that? Another bleed?"
"Hard to say. After a hemorrhagic stroke, a patient is at a greater risk of developing seizures," he said, reaching for his jeans on the floor. "The area of the brain affected by the stroke sometimes misfires, leading to a seizure."
I stopped him as he bent to pull on his own clothes, my arm on his. "Will he die?"
He pulled up his jeans and shook his head. "If this is only a seizure and not the result of another bleed, he most likely will survive. But I can't say for sure unless I know the cause of the seizure. He's got the best surgeon in the country looking after him. If anyone can deal with this, it's Aaron."
I finished dressing, and then went to the washroom and brushed my hair back, fastening it into a loose bun. My gut clenched, a sinking feeling filling me. This was bad.
I felt tears threaten, but bit my lip to stop them. When I left the washroom, Drake was already in his boots and coat. He held my coat out for me. I pulled it on without a word and together, we went to the car.
We didn't talk on the way to NYP. Instead, we held hands, taking comfort from each other. I wanted to pray, but had so little faith that it felt false, but I did recite the 23rd Psalm, which I had learned as a child and which had always comforted me regardless of whether I believed it. 
Once we arrived on the ward, there was nothing to do but wait for Elaine to return. She'd followed my father to the radiology department to wait while he had his CT. Drake spoke to the nurse, who said that they got the seizure under control and were doing the CT to check for a new bleed or swelling on the brain that might have caused the seizure. Drake sat back down with me and I couldn't help but feel as if I were being punished for leaving the hospital and enjoying myself with Drake.
"I shouldn’t have left the hospital," I said, emotions overcoming me finally. "I should have stayed here."
"Nonsense," he said softly and put his arm around my shoulder. He lifted my chin with a finger and looked in my eyes. "This had nothing to do with you or me. It was a complication, not punishment from God. It was a setback. A certain percentage of people who have one event will have another. Usually, most don't. Ethan did. The surgeons will go in and fix it. End of story."
I nodded, but didn’t believe him, still too shocked to think rationally, despite my best attempts. 
Elaine returned about a half an hour later and slumped down onto the couch across from us.
She leaned her head back and sighed heavily.
"How is he?" Drake asked. 
She rubbed her eyes and then sat up. "He's OK. There wasn't another bleed, so that's good. There was some swelling in the brain around the malformation, so they've got him on a medication to stop the seizures and reduce the swelling. They're going to keep him really sedated for a while, so he can recover."
"He's going to be OK?" I said. 
She nodded. "Dr. Clark said this does happen and they have medications to deal with it. He said Ethan should recover from this in a few days and then we can start over."
I nodded and relaxed a bit, the tension draining out of me. Like Drake said, a setback. Not a life threatening one, but a complication from the bleed.
We sat in silence in the tiny waiting room, our minds all preoccupied with my father, his progress over the past days and how he'd do now, after this lapse. 
 
 

 
 
In about an hour, they took my father back to his room on the ward. We took turns visiting with him, and I held his hand once more and told him that I needed him to get better and be there for me.
It was late Friday night when I finally said goodnight to my father and went out to the waiting room.
"We might as well go back to the apartment," Drake said, but he said it in such a way that suggested he knew I wouldn't be going back.
"I'll sleep in the extra resident's bunk, if it's available."
He sighed. "I'll go check."
Drake left me alone, and I went to the family bathroom and brushed my teeth. When he came back, he handed me the key to the room. 
"At least let me sleep in there with you," he said. "I don’t want to go back to the apartment alone, especially on our last night here."
"You mean your last night here. I'm not going back, Drake. I thought you’d already realize that. I can't go back to Nairobi now. Not after this setback."
He sighed and stared in my eyes, as if searching for some hint that I might be persuaded otherwise.
There was no way.
"No," he said and made a chopping motion with his hand as if to cut off further discussion. "I don't want us to be separated. I told you that when I gave you that collar, and I meant it. You're father's better. Aaron said so."
"Drake," I said, exasperated with him. "I have to stay."
"I have to go back. I've already taken a week off…"
"That's your choice."
He said nothing. Instead, he glared at the far wall, a muscle in his jaw pulsing. Finally, he exhaled heavily and his shoulders sagged.
"My flight leaves tomorrow morning at 7:00, which means I have to be there at 5:30. I have to go to sleep now, if I'm going to make it. I want to sleep with you."
Together, we walked to the resident's on-call room and while Drake brushed his teeth in the staff washroom, I took off my pants and socks, and got into bed wearing only my t-shirt, bra and panties. I slipped as close as I could get to the wall, my back to the room and waited for him to join me.
When he finally turned off the room light, I felt him creep under the covers and slide over closer to me.
He wrapped an arm around me from behind, his mouth pressed against his bite mark on my shoulder in a kiss.
"I hate this," he said, his voice soft. "I hate leaving you. I hate going back to our home without you."
"I can't leave now."
"You could if you wanted," he said, his voice tinged with hurt.
"You could stay."
Drake tossed and turned beside me, his sigh of exasperation mirroring my own. Finally, perhaps an hour later, I heard his slow, deep breathing and knew he'd finally fallen asleep.
In contrast, I laid awake most of the night, fear for my father's life robbing me of sleep.
 
 

 
 
The alarm on Drake's cell went off, the beep beep beep waking me from a dead sleep. He sat up and stretched, yawning before switching on the bedside lamp. He left me alone in the tiny room while he went to the washroom to freshen up. I sat up in bed and then pulled on my jeans. Part of me felt sad that he was going and I wouldn’t see him for a while, but the other part of me, the frightened daughter of a seriously ill father, could only think that I had to stay no matter how upset it would make me to be separated from Drake.
When he came back, I went to do my own freshening up. When I returned, he had two cups of coffee for us, fixed as I liked it, and together we went up to the ICU to check on my father before Drake took a taxi to the airport. According to the nurse at the desk, my father had a good night, with no further seizures and we would be able to see him after morning rounds.
"Can I pop in before I go?" Drake asked, leaning over the counter, his expression earnest. "I have to leave now to catch a plane and won't be able to speak with Aaron."
The nurse hesitated for a moment, but then she nodded. "Sure, Dr. Morgan. If you were still working here, he might even be one of your patients, so go ahead."
Drake slipped into the darkened room and stood by the bed beside my father. Elaine was slouched on a chair beside the bed, asleep. As I watched through the window, Drake took my father's hand in his, his fingers around my father's wrist. He glanced at his watch. He was checking my father's pulse. I saw my father waken and turn his head slightly.
Drake leaned closer and spoke to my father and I wished so much to hear what they were saying. Then Drake leaned closer and kissed my father on the forehead. He kissed my father… The unaffected side of my father's mouth turn up in a smile. His lips moved a bit and Drake leaned down as if to listen more closely.
 Drake loved my father, of that I was sure. That's why I couldn’t understand how he could leave now, leave me and my father when everything was still so uncertain. When he turned and left the room, I couldn't look at him for fear I'd break into tears. He stood in front of me for a few moments, not saying anything, waiting.
Finally, he sighed. "Are you even going to say goodbye?" I shook my head, biting my lip to stop from crying. "Kate, come back with me now. I have two tickets."
"I can't. I have to stay."
"I have to go."
 I still wouldn't look at him because I felt the need to sob, and I hoped he would go before I broke down in front of him. 
He reached down and lifted me up, kissing me deeply, his arms wrapping around me in a tight embrace, his breathing fast as if he was really upset. Finally, he pulled away and set me back down without looking at me, which was just as well, because my vision was completely obscured by tears. 
He grabbed his coat and left. And then, I broke down and cried like a baby.
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE
 
 
My father was sedated for most of the next day, the medication used to control his seizures making him too sleepy to even talk. Other than relieving Elaine when she needed a break, I sat in the waiting room and read books and watched videos on my laptop, but I couldn't concentrate and would read the same page over and over again as I waited for news on how my father was doing. I didn't get to actually speak with my father until the third day. Most of the time, I let Elaine stay with him and didn't ask for any time with him. I'd relieve her when she was tired, for she'd slept on the chair in his room every night and was exhausted. 
After morning rounds, while he'd been ferried here and there by orderlies for various tests, I went in to see him. 
The first barely audible words out of his mouth were a scolding.
"Should have gone," he said and gave me his version of the evil eye with the one eye that was still open. "Belong with Drake."
I took his hand and smiled, so glad to hear his voice even if it was feeble. 
"I would have been unhappy to leave you here and go back to Nairobi. I had to stay."
"He's your life now," he said, his voice raspy, his words slow. "Not your old man."
"You're my father. You can bet if Liam was still alive and in your position, Drake wouldn't be going back to Nairobi."
My father didn't say anything at that. 
"Score," I said and licked my finger, making a point in the air.
"Not good to sleep apart."
"I had no choice," I said, wiping away some drool that had accumulated in the corner of his mouth. "I want to be with Drake, but circumstances forced me to stay."
"No," he said. "Heath's back. He can give Elaine a break. You should go now."
"Heath's not back yet," I said, still angry at my brother for not returning from his trip to Haiti at the first news of our father's illness. 
"Go to him," my father said, his voice insistent. 
"Why is it you men think you should make all our decisions?" I said teasingly. "I can decide for myself what I'll do."
"Don’t kid yourself," my father said, his eyes closed, but the good side of his mouth turned up a bit. He spoke softly and very slow, struggling with each word. "When men like Drake and me love someone, we can't stand to be without them."
"Men like Drake and you?" I said, smiling, my voice mock confused. "And what are you and Drake like, if you don't mind me asking?"
"Alpha males. Old Silverbacks," he said, his voice filled with humor. "Drake's technically too young to qualify but still. We like to be in control, in charge." He took in a few deep breaths as if speaking even at a whisper was an effort. "Domineering sonsabitches. I'm surprised he let you stay."
"What was he going to do, kidnap me? Force me onto the plane?" I tucked the blanket in around him, smiling to myself. Was my father admitting that he was a Dom like Drake? Or a dominant man? "I have my own mind you know."
"Don’t I know it," he said. "Willful child. Could never control you so I gave up when you demanded that you ride Heath's bike instead of the small one we bought you with training wheels."
I laughed out loud at that. "I'm hardly willful."
He smiled, his eyes closed. "Whatever you say. I think Drake would have something to say about that assertion."
"I'm sure he would. But still, no matter what you or Drake say, I couldn't leave you. Not when you're like this."
He took my hand. "Let's you and me make a deal," he whispered and I had to lean down to hear him. "Let's have a really nice talk, reminisce about our lives, talk about your future and then, I want you to book the first flight to Nairobi." 
When I started to protest, he squeezed my hand. 
"Listen to me," he said. "I hate you two being apart because of me. Life's too short to be separated from the ones you love for even one night."
"You're someone I love."
"Drake's your life now, not me. Go to him." He pulled on my hand so I had to lean closer. "Promise me."
I sighed, exasperated. "You're still not well enough…"
"Promise me."
 I exhaled heavily. "I'm not making any promise."
"Listen, I don't plan on dying anytime soon," he said, a gleam in his eye. "But if I do, I want to know you're with Drake when you get the news and not moping around hospital hallways alone. I saw you alone for too many years."
"That's why you didn't want Heath to come back immediately?" 
My father nodded. "He's in Haiti working with the homeless. He's due back soon enough. But I'm glad you were here. Thanks for helping Elaine while I was out of commission. And it was good to talk to Drake." 
"What did you two speak about?"
"Not telling. You can ask him when you go back."
I leaned down and kissed his forehead. "I can see that you two will gang up on me when we come back to Manhattan."
"Count on it." He smiled at that and then sighed. "I need to rest my eye a bit, sweetheart."
I squeezed his hand once more. "OK. I'll come back later for that talk."
"I'm not going anywhere."
I left him, glancing back when I reached the door. He looked frail, pale against the white sheets of the bed. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
I was sitting in the waiting room reading a magazine while my father slept, and heard the click of a pair of boots on the floor. I glanced up to see Dawn walking down the hallway from the elevator. A surge of adrenaline went through me. How should I handle her after what happened between us? 
A strange expression crossed her face when she saw me but then it was replaced by one of grief.
"Oh, Katie," she said and came to me when I stood up, her arms open. "I'm so sorry to hear about your dad." She hugged me tightly and I let her, willing to hold my anger towards her at bay when my father was so ill. She sounded genuinely sad and I knew she was truly upset. My father had been like a parent to her for years, when her own family was living far away. "It came as such a shock," she said and pulled away, wiping her eyes. "I heard it on the news that he had to pull out of the race."
I couldn’t speak, covering my mouth with a hand. We sat on the couch and I cried quietly, the events of the past few days overcoming me once again. She put her arm around my shoulder while I told her what had happened during the past week, the stroke and the seizures. She listened and nodded, because she understood much of what I said due to nursing school. She was almost ready to graduate and had finished a surgical rotation.
"You went to Africa with Drake," she said. "I spoke with Elaine, but I swore her to secrecy," Dawn said, looking around the floor. "Where is he?"
"In Nairobi," I said.
"He went back already?"
"He had to go back," I said, feeling a bit defensive. "He had classes and a surgical slate…"
"Of course," she said and smiled, but I could see sympathy for me in her eyes. "Elaine said you were engaged and that you two were really happy. She also said that Drake was really in love with you and you were in love with him."
"We are," I said, smiling despite everything – all my anxiety, fear and my sadness about Drake fading. I held out my hand to show her my ring. She took my hand and examined it, a tight-lipped smile on her face.
"When are you getting married?"
I shook my head. "We don't have a date yet, but probably within the year."
She smiled and continued to hold my hand. "I missed you."
I smiled back, tears filling my eyes. "Me too." It was all I could say without bursting into tears. I had missed Dawn. We'd been like twins since grade school, going through everything together. Not having her to talk to and help me through all this was a hole in my life that Drake alone couldn't fill. 
"When are you going back to Nairobi?" she asked.
"When my father's back at the apartment."
She made a face. "That might be a while if he needs rehab. They'll keep him on a ward while he's recovering until they feel he's well enough to go home. It could be a few weeks."
I nodded. "I know, but I can't leave him here. I wouldn't be able to sleep or be productive or enjoy anything at all if I was in Nairobi and he was here, still at risk."
We talked about my father's case, and the care he'd require. She promised to check in on him once he was back at home. 
Finally, she stood up. "I have to run," she said. "My shift starts soon and I need to go home and change."
"Thank you for coming by," I said and stood up as well, honestly pleased that she had stopped by, even if only for a few moments. 
"How could I not come and see how your father is? He was like my own dad for years." She stared at me, her eyes searching mine as if for forgiveness. "You were like a sister to me. Closer than my own sister." 
"Sisters," I said, taking her hand, remembering how we'd pretended to be sisters when we were both geeky pre-teens in public school. 
She didn't apologize for what happened between us, or for what she tried to do to Drake's career. I didn't invite her back to the hospital. Instead, she left with a smile on her face, but in her eyes, I saw regret. It was almost enough for me to forgive her, but not quite. She'd have to do a lot more to right the wrong she'd done to Drake and me, but I was glad she stopped in. 
It felt like she'd chipped away a little of the wall between us.
 
 

 
 
My father and I had our talk later that night. Since he was doing so well, they moved him down to the surgical ward. I was able to sit in his room and reminisce about old times, talking about anything and everything that came to mind. 
He seemed to want to talk about Drake and me, and told me once again how he'd been recruited by Liam to watch over Drake during his college days, when Drake was in medical school. How he'd lost track of Drake for a while until Liam died, and how he'd met up with him again at the funeral and decided to adopt him as a kind of foster son. How he planned on living long enough to see me married and having Drake's babies.
"But first you have to get back to Nairobi," he said, a mock-stern expression on his face. "Your mother and I spent quite a lot of time apart, doing this event and that event, going on separate vacations when our interests diverged, and when she got sick, and then when she died," he said and closed his eyes as if it still hurt. "I regretted every moment away from her. Don't make the same mistake I made. When I met Elaine, I vowed to never spend a night apart from her if I could help it."
I never knew he felt guilt and remorse for all the times he'd spent away out of choice rather than out of necessity. It gave me a new perspective on his relationship with my mother and with Elaine. 
"I want no regrets when I die," he said, holding my hand, his expression serious. "That's why you should go back. Book a flight tonight for tomorrow. Get there as soon as you can. You never know when life can take people away from you. Don't spend any more time away from Drake than you have to."
I squeezed his hand. His words and his tone filled me with emotion and I had to wipe tears away. 
"It's too soon," I said, fear for him filling me. 
"Do it," he said, his voice emphatic. "Now."
That night, I sat in the small waiting room and fought with myself, torn between waiting until my father was better and going straight back to Drake. He'd texted me briefly to let me know he'd arrived safely and I'd responded, but now, I felt an ache deep in my chest at the thought of us being apart. 
When Dr. Clark came down the hallway that night, I stopped him and asked him how my father was doing.
"Much better," he said. "No one can be one-hundred percent certain in these cases, but we've got his seizures under control and the swelling is down considerably."
I thanked him and returned to the waiting room where I sat alone, and allowed the internal battle to continue. I checked my cell and there was a text from Drake.
 
I miss you.
 
I broke down at that and cried, all alone in the small waiting room, glad that no other family members were around. 
When I'd regained control over my emotions, I picked up my cell again and responded.
 
I miss you.
 
Then, I booked a flight to Nairobi. 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO
 
 
The flight was scheduled to leave the next night a few minutes before ten. As I went to sleep in the tiny on-call room, remembering how Drake and I had slept together that last night, I missed him so much I ached. I didn't call him or text him about my decision to return, wanting to surprise him. My texts merely talked about how my father was recovering nicely and how we'd been able to spend some really quality time together. 
The next day, I spent with my father and Elaine, talking about my art, about my plans when Drake and I returned.
"When are you two tying the knot?" he said, his one good eyebrow raised expectantly. "I don't want to wait too long."
"We haven't set a date," I said. "Sometime within the year."
My father nodded. "Do I get to hold a huge society wedding, with five hundred people and a huge venue or are you going to insist on one of those justice of the peace weddings?"
"You want me to have a big wedding?"
"You're my only daughter. I expect to have a huge reception at the club with a band and free booze and dancing until the wee hours of the morning."
"Yes," Elaine said, smiling, her face bright. "We have to have a wedding at the club. Your father was so excited that you two got engaged. I swear he was more excited about planning it than I was."
I laughed and squeezed her hand. "OK," I said. "But no church for me. I want a quiet ceremony in the apartment."
"But—" my father started. 
I held up a hand and interrupted his protest. "If you want a huge reception, I get the quiet wedding at your apartment."
"Oh, all right." He smiled at me. "But no scrimping on the reception. I insist." 
 
 

 
When the time came for me to take a taxi to the airport, my father insisted I take the limo service. I agreed and said goodbye to Elaine, who had tears in her eyes, before bending down to kiss my father's forehead. I felt so close to tears, I had to bite my lip to stop from sobbing out loud. Now that it was time to leave, I regretted agreeing to go so soon for he still looked so frail. But his words about relationships made sense to me. Drake was my future. My father would be there, too, but in the background. I had to put Drake first and make a life with him. 
Drake had to be my priority now.
My flights were a blur of sleep and brief bursts of activity as I changed planes. The connecting flight to Nairobi was thirty minutes late, meaning I'd get home in the late afternoon. I figured Drake would be working late and so I'd be able to surprise him, waiting for him when he returned late that night.
Once I disembarked and retrieved my luggage, I called Jomo and waited for him to pick me up and take me home. It meant I had to wait an extra ten minutes, but I didn’t care. I wanted to give Jomo the business and ensure he kept loyal to Drake and me for our stay in Nairobi. He had always been so nice and helpful, and I trusted him.
We drove up to the house at around four in the afternoon and I was surprised to see Drake's car in the driveway. There appeared to be more cars than normal on the street bordering our house, and I wondered what was going on that made the neighborhood so busy.
I walked up to the house, my plans to surprise Drake when he arrived home from work changing to surprising him when he was at home and not expecting me. When I walked up to the front door, I saw it was open. Through the opening, I was able to see Sam standing in the entry, a black suitcase in her hand. She was wearing casual clothes, jeans and a t-shirt, and her hair was up in a ponytail. She looked completely relaxed and at home – in my home. In Drake's and my home.
She saw me and a strange expression came over her face.
"What are you doing here?" she said, her voice surprised. "I mean, you're back," she added.
I stared at her, my eyes moving from her face to the suitcase she held in her hand. A wash of adrenaline flowed through me and my knees wobbled a bit. I felt like lunging at her, smacking her across the face. 
“Yes, I’m back. What are you doing here?”
She frowned and glanced back inside before turning to me. “How could you do this to Drake? I knew you were wrong for him when I heard about you.”
“What do you mean?”
“If you loved him, you wouldn’t do this to him. You don’t understand what it means to be a surgeon.”
“I’m not wrong for Drake,” I said, my anger getting the better of me. “He loves me and asked me to marry him.” I shook my head, confused and angry that she was saying those things to me. I turned and went back down the walkway to the street but Jomo had already gone.
What the hell…
I sat on the low stone wall that surrounded the property and stared out at the quiet street. I felt sick to my stomach, but my mind fought with itself over how to interpret Sam's presence during the middle of the day at my house and what she had said. Why she had a suitcase in her hand. 
Did she think I shouldn’t marry him because I wasn’t in medicine?
Then I noticed a truck parked at the side of the road in front of the house. The sign read "Mbecki's Cartage". Was Drake having something delivered? 
I heard Drake before I saw him, heard his voice at the door calling my name, but the blood was pounding in my ears and I didn’t turn to look at him. I felt his presence before I saw it, and then he sat down on the wall beside me, leaning over, his elbows resting on his knees.
"Kate…" he said, his voice soft. "I didn’t want things to happen like this."
"Like what?" I glanced at him, but didn't linger on his face for fear I'd burst into tears. 
"I didn't think you were coming back so soon," he said.
"Obviously."
Then he reached out to take my hand. I let him, waiting for him to explain what was going on. Trying not to come to any conclusions of my own. 
"You should have called me."
"I guess I should have," I replied, not helping him out any and not responding to his touch. 
"As soon as I got back, I gave Michael my notice and some of the residents are here to help me pack up the house."
A shock raced through me. I turned to him, searching his face. He was calm, his face placid. 
"What?"
"I'm coming back to Manhattan."
A sense of relief so profound flowed through me, that I felt as if I could collapse. He pulled me onto his lap, so that I straddled his hips, my arms around his neck.
"You should have called me," I said, shaking my head. "I would have told you that I was coming back to you."
"I thought you wouldn’t come back for weeks because of your father."
I shook my head. "I realized that you're my life now. I couldn’t stand to be apart from you even one more night."
He closed his eyes and then pulled my hand up to his mouth, pressing his lips against my knuckles. When he looked back up at me, his eyes were wet. 
"I gave Michael notice because I realized you’re my life and I couldn’t stand to be apart from you even one more night."
Then, I wrapped my arms around his neck more tightly and kissed him, our lips pressed together hungrily. We remained locked in each other's arms, Drake squeezing me so tightly, I felt as if I might break. Finally, he pulled back and looked at my face, brushing hair from my forehead. A smile started on his lips. 
"Why did you leave just now? What were you thinking?" he said, his eyes on mine. "You had to know there was nothing going on between Sam and me."
“She blamed me for your decision. Said I couldn’t understand what it was like for you as a surgeon. That I was wrong for you.”
"Damn,” Drake said. “I’m sorry about that. Of course, you would have to see Sam first before me."
"I would," I replied. "You can imagine my surprise. When I saw her, I had this insane urge to run at her and claw out her eyes."
Drake laughed out loud at that. "Catfight?" he said, his voice sounding relieved. "I should be flattered, but really, Kate. I'm sorry you had to see her first. I didn’t ask for any help, but the residents volunteered to come and help pack up, and she invited herself along with them. I was going to return without telling you, surprise you."
I nodded, glad that I hadn't let my mind go where it could have. 
"I hope you never ever worry about me," he said, his voice soft. "I'm yours, entirely, Ms. Bennet." He smiled at that, his eyes narrowing. "Every single inch."
I couldn't help but smile back. 
"Call Michael and ask for your job back," I said and squeezed his hand. "We haven't even gone on safari together yet. We haven't slept out under the stars like I wanted us to."
"He may hate me," Drake said, humor in his voice. "He called in a locum tenens to help take on my caseload, and he was going to teach my classes himself."
"Then, I'm sure he'll be glad to hear you're staying."
Drake squeezed me again, his face in the crook of my neck, his breath warm on my skin. 
"What will I tell him?'
I laughed, and took in a deep breath. "Tell him you were temporarily insane but that you recovered your senses."
Drake sighed. "I guess I'll have to go in and stop the wrecking crew. Luckily, they haven't even started dismantling the kitchen."
"They'll all hate me," I said, not looking forward to having to face any of the residents. 
"Nonsense," Drake said, smiling. "They'll be happy I'm staying. Besides, what the hell do we care what anyone thinks? It's what we think that matters."
"Will Michael give you your job back?"
Drake kissed my cheek. "The locum will want to keep a caseload so he'll get his salary, but I'm sure Michael will be glad that I'll take the classes back. I'll help Michael out where he needs me. It'll be fine. We'll stay and with the locum in place, I won't be nearly as busy."
We sat with our arms around each other and enjoyed the connection. After a few moments, Drake took out his cell and called Michael. He put the phone on speaker and had a smile on his face.
"Hey, boss," he said, humor in his voice. "Is there any chance you can rip up my letter of resignation?"
"What?" Michael said, his voice sounding shocked. "What happened? Why?"
"Kate came back and surprised me and she wants us to stay. So," Drake said, smiling at me, a finger touching my bottom lip. "Can I have my job back?"
"Are you kidding me? Of course you can!" Michael said, relief evident in his voice. "I was dreading having to take over your classes. The students would be so disappointed to have an old geezer like me for their instructor instead of you. But Wangai will want to keep the locum. You won't have any OR time unless you want to help me out. I'm sure we can find plenty for you to do."
They spoke for a while about logistics and when they were finished, Drake took my hand and pull me to the house.
“Wait here,” he said. I stood on the front step and waited, wondering what he was going to do. In a moment, he appeared with Sam and closed the door behind him.
He came to my side and slipped his arm around my waist. 
“Sam, Kate told me what you said to her. I want you to understand that Kate is perfect for me. I’m in love with her and she is with me. We’re getting married. We’re very happy.”
Sam stood there, her face getting redder and redder by the second.
She turned back to the door without a word and went inside. Drake turned to me and shrugged. 
“She had to hear it.”
Then Sam came back outside, her bag in her hand and stomped down the sidewalk to her car.
When she drove off, Drake turned to me and exhaled heavily. "I can relax," he said, grinning. "Now that there's no fear you two will get into a catfight, although I must confess there's a little part of me that would have enjoyed it."
I laughed and slipped my arms around his waist.
 “I’m sorry about all this,” Drake said, nuzzling my neck. “I hope once you’re wearing my ring that people will stop trying to meddle in our lives.”
“Me took.” I kissed him. “Thank you for confronting her. I don’t want any more uncomfortable moments like that. I don’t think I could survive another one.”
He smiled and led me inside to make the announcement that we were staying. The remaining students whooped out loud when they heard, then clapped, obviously happy that Drake was staying.
"I'll order pizza," he said to them. "Do they even make pizza in Nairobi?"
The students laughed and what had started as an afternoon to help Drake pack up our home's contents turned into a party of sorts, to unpack the contents again and celebrate Drake's change in plans. The students didn't even seem to mind, especially once Drake brought out the beer from the fridge.
 
 

 
 
After the students left, Drake and I were alone in the middle of the living room, breaking down the boxes the moving company had provided. The beer and pizza had been consumed, and all that was left was a bottle of Anisovaya that Drake had special ordered from a liquor store in Nairobi. I sat on the couch beside him, nestled against his body, and we toasted each other before shooting back the vodka, the sweet taste of anise so familiar and bringing back so many good memories.
"I had an interesting experience when I got back to the city," Drake said, his voice sounding conspiratorial. "I happened upon Claire and Sam having lunch together. Claire was Den Mother to the residents at the hospital, but I didn’t realize she and Sam were especially close. One of the OR nurses and I got to talking about office politics. Seems Claire and Sam became pretty good friends when Sam was here before. Apparently, Claire wanted Sam and me to get together and wasn't happy when we broke up. In fact, Claire said something to Sam even before she got back from the safari. Sam seemed to think you and I would break up."
"I knew it," I said, a shock going through me. "I mean, I didn't know it, but I felt something was off with Claire."
Drake nodded. "She called me and left a message on voicemail wondering if I had received her text about you and Sefton. I texted her back saying that I had, that I had spoken with you and cleared everything up. It was all a misunderstanding. She never responded."
"Do you suppose Sam told Claire about your lifestyle?"
"If they know, neither Michael nor Claire said anything." Drake shrugged. He said nothing for a long time, staring off into space. His jaw was clenched and a muscle in it flexed.
I kissed his jaw. "She wanted you to be with Sam instead of me."
Drake exhaled. "Too bad for her then," Drake said and turned to face me. "I'm glad you're not in medicine. It would drive me crazy to come home to more of the same. Neurosurgery is intense and I need to escape. I escape into you."
He kissed me, his hands on either side of my face. 
When he pulled back, he wrapped his arms more tightly around me. 
"I haven't found my passion yet," I said, remembering how Sefton had made me doubt my art.
"Not painting?"
I shrugged. "I have to rethink what I'm doing."
He caught my eye, frowning. "Don’t let Sefton undermine your confidence. Both your teachers asked you to be in the Master Class. That's a huge compliment. Obviously, you have talent."
"Talent isn't enough. You have to have a voice."
"Kate, forget all that mumbo jumbo Sefton said. All that really matters is that you love what you do. You looked so happy that day I saw you in the studio after a long day painting. I think you have found your passion. You have to let yourself enjoy it and don't let what others think affect you. You can't ever really know what other people are thinking. You can only know yourself and how you feel. That's what matters."
We sat in silence for a long time, enjoying the silence but I couldn't escape the notion that what other people thought about you did matter. My gut tight at the thought that people – especially Claire and Michael – might know about our lifestyle. It shouldn't matter, but people could be so small and judgmental.
"How will Claire knowing about us affect your relationship with her and Michael?"
Drake took in a deep breath. "I'll wait and see if she does or says anything else. But maybe from now on, turn down her requests to go out or do anything."
"But what about going on safari? She said she and Michael would arrange something for the four of us. Should we refuse to go with them?"
 Drake shook his head. "I don't want my friendship with Michael to be strained, so I'd be willing to go on safari with them, but don't get too friendly with her, in case she really is that manipulative."
I nodded. In truth, I didn't really want to spend time with her, especially if she knew about Drake and was gossiping to anyone about us. 
But it did all finally make sense to me – Claire so willing to dole out motherly advice to me about my relationship with Drake, warning me to get my own life, keep busy, always talking about how often Drake would be away. She even seemed to push me together with Sefton…
"She was trying to break us up," I said finally. Looking back over everything, it was as clear to me. Claire wanted Drake to be with Sam – a fellow surgeon, not some grad-student artist wannabe. "She always said these things that made me feel insecure about our relationship. I took it as friendly advice from someone with experience, but now that I think of it, I think she was laying a foundation of doubt in me."
"I still can't believe it," Drake said, his voice sounding hurt. "I hope Michael wasn’t part of this. I don’t believe he'd go along with it, but still… to be so unaware of what your spouse is doing."
"You said he's very busy."
He shrugged. "I'm glad you're here," he said and pulled me onto his lap. "We were each thinking the same thing, not wanting to be separated any longer."
"We were," I said and smiled, my throat choking a bit. I nestled my face in the crook of his neck, warmth for him flooding through my body. Then I pulled back. "What were you and my father talking about before you left?" I said, looking into his eyes. "I asked him but he wouldn't tell me. He told me to ask you."
Drake smiled, his expression thoughtful. "I told him," he said, speaking slowly as if he were trying to compose his response. "I told him to make sure and get better because he was like the father I wished I'd had and I didn't want to lose him, too."
A surge of emotion filled me. "What did he say?"
"He said that I was like a second son to him. He admired my father, loved him like a brother. He saw a lot of Liam in me and was so glad that you and I fell in love but that Liam's one regret was that he failed to put my mother first in his life instead of his career. He said I shouldn't make the same mistake. He was right. That's why I decided to come back to Manhattan. I didn't want to make the same mistake my father did."
I squeezed him more tightly, for I could hear the emotion in his voice. 
"I can’t believe you would have really left Nairobi. I'm glad I came back when I did. I'd feel terrible if you quit because of me."
"I'd only leave because of you, Kate. I realized that I can't stand to be apart from you. I don’t have to be, and I don’t want to be. I want to be like Elaine and your father. Not one night apart by choice. Do you understand?"
"I understand," I repeated and then our mouths met in a kiss, our lips pressed together, and the kiss became more intense until neither of us could keep our hands off each other. 
Then Drake pushed me down on the couch, my hands beside my head, his fingers lacing with mine. 
"I love you," he said, his eyes holding mine, his expression so intense. "Never leave me again." 
I couldn't respond, my throat choked and my eyes filled with tears. The fact that Drake was willing to give everything up to return to Manhattan to be with me so I could stay and care for my father, that he'd even consider doing so, finally registered in my mind. All the concern and worry I'd felt since coming to Nairobi, about Sam, whether I was good enough for Drake, and whether we'd be able to work things out, faded into nothingness. 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE
 
 
 
The next two weeks passed quickly as I tried to get back into my routine, filling my days away from Drake alternating between working at home in my studio, shopping in the local market, and taking my art class with Talia Abasi. 
Drake also had to adjust to his new schedule. He didn’t work as much as he had previously, for his slate had been taken over by the locum tenens. Instead of his own slate, he took over part of Michael's so Michael could get his backlog of cases down to more manageable levels. Drake still taught his classes and was away several nights a week, but was home more often. 
For his part, Sefton kept his distance, and I was glad. He made no move to talk to me and avoided even commenting on my artwork for the next two weeks. 
When Friday's class came around, Talia announced that this would be the last time the painting studio class would join us, and I heaved a heavy sigh of relief. Even though Sefton hadn’t pestered me since the incident in the elevator, it was still tense when he was in the classroom, as I wondered if and when he'd decide to say or do something to provoke me.
After the first break, I went to the washroom and was completely surprised when he was waiting outside the door to our classroom. I frowned and tried to walk past him, but he grabbed my arm.
"Stop," he said. "I want to apologize for what happened."
"Apology accepted," I said, wanting to get this over with so I could escape any further interaction with him. I tried to pull my arm away but he kept hold.
"No, wait," he said and stepped in front of me, preventing me from entering the class. "I want to say something."
I stopped and exhaled. He let go of my arm and stood there, slipping his hands into his pockets. 
"I'm not a psycho, or anything, Kate. You have to understand that beautiful women artists who are also submissives are pretty rare."
"You already said that to me." I tried to pass him, but he stepped once more in front of me. "It makes no difference whether you're a psycho or not. There's nothing between us. Nothing more needs to be said."
"I'm trying to explain."
I stopped and looked at him, exasperated at his determination.
"Claire told me that there was trouble between you and your man. I wanted to see if I could be there in case things didn’t work out with him."
"Claire said what?"
"She said you were having problems and that you weren't certain that you’d marry him. She didn’t go into details, but that she thought you were unhappy, because your fiancé worked so much and you felt neglected. That you'd already broken up once."
"That's a lie," I said, even though I had felt neglected at times. " There are no problems between us. We're very happy. We just became engaged—"
"She said that the relationship was shaky. I wanted you to know I'd be there in case things didn’t work out. I was trying to lay a foundation between us so you wouldn’t just run back to America if you two broke up."
"When did she say this to you? At that first exhibition?"
He nodded. "Of course, when I saw you there, and realized who you were, I asked Claire about you since you came with her. She told me about you and your doctor. She made me think your relationship was soon to break up so…"
I fumed, my fists clenching. That bitch…
"She was lying," I said, barely able to keep my voice under control, I was so mad. "She didn’t want me to be with Drake. She wanted Drake to be with another doctor who was once his student, so she was probably hoping you'd flirt with me."
"Oh. Well, once I thought your relationship was on the rocks, I was determined to be there to catch you when you fell. Obviously, I didn't do a very good job reading you."
"Obviously."
"Tell me this," he said, stepping closer. When I stepped back, he sighed. "If you'd been here on your own, with no boyfriend or fiancé, would you have been interested in me? If you knew I was in the lifestyle?"
I glanced away. "I can’t say," I said, not wanting to answer. "Right now, I'm so happy with Drake that other men don't even exist. I don’t think of men that way."
He sighed. "Well, don't say I never tried. And don't forget about me, just in case things don't work out with Drake. I think I'd be good for you."
"Excuse me," I said, and finally, he let me pass. I went back to the classroom and sat down at my easel, picking up my pencils to prepare for the first long study of our model. My hands shook from the realization that Claire had been manipulating things behind the scenes, both with Sefton and Sam. She was so conniving… 
I felt so bad for Drake – to know that his boss's wife was trying to break us up – that she knew about our lifestyle. It must be a big source of worry. Did Michael know? Did he feel the same as Claire? 
Neither of them had said anything to Drake. I always felt such warmth from Michael when we were together, I couldn't believe for a moment he was part of Claire's schemes to get Drake with Sam. 
I was glad things were resolved with Sam and Sefton, but still, there was a lingering sense of darkness inside of me that someone would interfere so much in our lives. Before we left Manhattan, Dawn had been intent on breaking us up, hurting Drake. Now, we'd run into Claire, who way overstepped her bounds with us.
As much as I wanted to remain in Africa and try to enjoy myself, Claire would always be this black mark on our time there.
When Drake arrived home that evening, just after eight and we sat down to eat our meal, I brought up what Sefton had said to me.
Drake frowned when I recounted what Claire had said to Sefton about our relationship being on the rocks.
"What?" Drake said and paused, his fork halfway to his mouth. He put his fork down and frowned, his eyes dark. "I can’t believe she'd do that."
"She did, or else Sefton is lying. But considering what you heard from the nurse at the hospital, I believe him. He's probably embellishing, but I think she hoped that Sefton would get in between you and me."
Drake took a long drink from his glass of wine. "I wonder if I shouldn’t have a little talk with her the next time I see her."
I reached out and touched his arm. "No, don't," I said, my voice soft. "I don't want any hard feelings between you and Michael. It's best you let this die a natural death. We still have to go on safari with them."
"How can we even socialize with Claire after this?"
I squeezed his hand. "We don't have to invite them over, and I'm sure Claire won't be inviting us over anytime soon. Let's just let this go."
Drake nodded, but I could see he still wanted to confront Claire. 
 

 
So it happened that on the following Tuesday, when I was out shopping at the market near the compound, I saw Claire standing at a stall examining vegetables. Although my first instinct was to walk away, I knew I had to do something.
I took in a deep breath and walked over to where she stood, examining something green that I couldn't identify.
"Claire," I said and stood beside her.
She turned and saw me, her eyebrows rising. "Kate…"
We stood in an awkward silence for a moment, and I debated what to say next.
"I spoke with Sefton deVilliers last week," I said, soldiering on despite the tension in my gut. I hated confrontations, but I felt I had to say something. "He told me that you thought Drake and I would break up soon and that you practically encouraged him to pursue me."
Claire frowned and put the vegetable down. She set her mouth as if she were ready to fight. 
"You broke Drake’s heart in Manhattan," she said and when I started to speak, she held her hand up as if to stop me. "He told Michael about you, and Michael was worried for him – so heartbroken about the end of your relationship. You seemed too young and fickle for someone like Drake, who's a rock. You can't understand what it's like to be in medicine. You have no idea of the demands. You have to understand, I had Drake's best interest in mind…"
"No," I said, angry. "You had your own idea of what was best for Drake in mind. Drake doesn't want someone like Sam. He told me the other night that he's glad I'm not in medicine. He likes to leave his job behind at the hospital, and come home to something completely different. That means me."
She said nothing, but her face was red. 
"Anyway," I said, hoping to smooth things over a bit for Drake's sake. "Drake loves Michael as a friend and admires him as a colleague. I hope this doesn't come between them. They seem to work really well together, and I won't do anything to prevent that. I hope you won't as well."
Claire's mouth opened and she sputtered. "Of course, I would never… How could you think…"
Then I turned and walked away without looking back.
 

 
Later, when Drake and I were lying on the couch watching something on television, I brought up my run in with Claire. I recounted the conversation word for word so he knew what we'd said to each other.
"How did she seem?" he said, stroking my hair. "I wonder if she'll say anything to Michael."
"She seemed insulted that I would suggest she might get in between you and Michael. Let's hope that shuts her up."
He sighed and kissed my forehead. "I've had my fill of interfering friends. When we go back to Manhattan, I want us to marry right away so we can end any speculation about our relationship – with anyone."
" Should we invite Michael and Claire?"
"Of course. I want to invite Michael. Claire can come if she wants, but I have a feeling she'll be unable to."
"I'm sorry," I said, truly sad that all of it happened. "I wish things could have been different between the four of us."
"Me, too."
He kissed me, his lips covering mine, his passion for me apparent in his quickening breath, and the hard length of him pressing into my belly. My body responded to his warmth, his strength so arousing. Under his expert touch, all the concern and worry I'd felt since coming to Nairobi, my insecurity about whether I was good enough for Drake, if I was right for him, if he was right for me, and whether we'd be able to work things out to make a future together, faded into nothingness.
Drake pulled away and met my eyes. "We have each other," he said and stroked my cheek. "We love each other. Madly. Deeply. In the end, that's all that matters to me."
"Madly," I said, echoing his words, tears springing to my eyes. "Deeply."
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

EPILOGUE
 
 
 
 
Seven Months Later
 
A year to the day I met Drake at my father's fundraiser, I was in my parent's bedroom at their apartment on Park Avenue.
The master bedroom was huge and decorated in a sparse Zen décor but today, it was crowded. My father sat in his wheelchair and presided over the final touches to my 'costume' for the day – a floor-length white wedding dress with a corset-style bodice, a sweetheart neckline, the sheath covered in French lace, the skirt A-line with a long pleated train that spread out behind me a full five feet. It was far more than I had wanted, especially for a small ceremony at my father's apartment in Manhattan, but he had his ways of convincing me. He helped me pick it out when Drake and I returned from Africa. 
"What do you think, Daddy?" I asked, turning around in a circle in front of him. When he got tears in his eyes, and covered his mouth with a hand, I knew I made the right choice.
"Beautiful," he managed, blinking his eyes.
"Oh, Daddy…" I went to him and kissed his cheek, taking his good hand in mine and squeezing. He'd never recovered the full use of his left side, the paralysis lingering longer than we anticipated but he was getting therapy for it and had been making slow progress month by month. His name had been removed from the ballot, but he was determined to try once more in two years. 
He wouldn’t walk me down the aisle, but he'd wheel me, and that made me very happy.
When we were alone, I sat on the bed beside him while he sat in his wheelchair, adjusting his cuffs. 
"What did you and Drake talk about before he left Manhattan to return to Nairobi?" I had already heard Drake’s side of the conversation, but I wanted to hear it from my father.
 He tilted his head, a faraway look in his eyes.
"He told me to get better. That I was too young to kick the bucket just yet and that he didn’t want to lose the only father he had left." He turned to me and smiled softly. "I said a bunch of really melodramatic stuff that men of our nature don't really like to admit to, stuff about love and family and loyalty, and all that crap. You know."
“No I don’t know. Tell me!” I smiled and shook my head. "You’re both old softies at heart."
"I'll deny that to my dying day," he said and laughed. “But I did tell him that in the end, all the money and power and influence, the career accolades and accomplishments are worth nothing without a woman you love who loves you back. Without love and family, a man’s life is nothing. In the end, it’s love that makes a man happy. I said that if he loved you, he’d put you first.”
“Oh, Daddy,” I said, tears in my eyes. “That’s so wonderful.”
“I meant it,” he said. “Obviously Drake realizes it’s the truth. Hold on tight to him, sweetheart. Love him more than anything.”
“I will. I do.”
Outside the bedroom, I heard the harpist start to play music, signaling that the few guests who were attending must be arriving. 
"Guess it's almost time," my father said, his voice filled with emotion. "Better finish up your primping and preening and visit the powder room before we get started."
I smiled through my tears and stood up, deciding to take his advice.
As I waited to use the en suite bathroom, I thought about the wedding. I had insisted that we have less than a dozen guests, most of them friends of my father's and colleagues from Doctors Without Borders. Nigel and his partner were attending as was Dave Mills. Michael had flown in from Nairobi the night before, but strangely, Claire had been unable to come. I felt bad that Dawn wasn't attending, but we hadn't been able to reconcile, despite how happy I was with Drake. It was a hole in my life that would never be filled. Lara attended, demanding to have some role, since it was she who selected Drake for me based on my profile at FetLife. 
I wanted to spend the previous night at my father's so Drake and I could follow protocol and not see each other for the 24-hour period prior to our wedding, but Drake wouldn't hear of it.
"I said I didn't want us to be separated again, and I want it to stay that way," Drake said when I suggested spending the night at my father's. "To hell with your silly superstition. I'm a scientist, and there's simply no convincing evidence that allowing the bride and groom to see each other before the ceremony leads to a failed marriage."
"But it’s a tradition!' I protested. 
"It's a tradition based on a time when the bride and groom had never even seen each other. It was intended to prevent one or the other from running off in horror when they did. We've both already seen every single naked inch of each other so there's no fear of that. Besides, look what happened to my first marriage. We followed all the rules."
I couldn't argue. Drake had a traditional wedding with Maureen, and had been apart for the night before the wedding. It did nothing to protect their marriage.
I relented and stayed with him the night before the ceremony, but I made it a point to not look at him that entire evening and when we made love, he blindfolded me, which, luckily, was not a departure from the norm given the nature of our bedroom games. Drake tried to make me look him in the eye, but I was successful in avoiding it, studiously keeping my eyes squeezed shut even when he tickled me, making me silly with laughter afterward. 
I got up really early the day of our wedding, didn't even look at him once my eyes opened, and before he woke up, I carefully slipped out of the 8th Avenue apartment we now shared. I knew that if I didn't, he'd force me to look in his eyes to make a point. 
I didn't want to take chances with Fate, as much as I knew he was right.
So it was that I hadn't seen Drake for almost twenty-four hours when our late afternoon ceremony at my father's apartment approached. Elaine, Heath's wife Christie and I had been sipping champagne cocktails while we dressed to take the edge off our nerves, and so once Elaine was finished with my hair, attaching the veil to a clip in my up do, I had to use the washroom. 
Christie was inside the en suite, so I slipped outside the bedroom to the main washroom down the hall, holding my dress up so I didn’t trip over it, but I stepped on the tulle and I fell against the wall trying not to rip it, my dress bunched up around me. 
"Oh, Damn…" I muttered as I tried to free my foot from the fabric.
It was then Drake appeared, ruining my plans to avoid seeing him until I walked down the aisle. All I saw was a flash of sober black, a white bow tie, black shiny hair and blue-blue eyes beneath thick black lashes, but it was enough to know it was my husband-to-be. The man who could still take my breath away, he was that gorgeous.
I groaned and squeezed my eyes shut.
"Dammit!" I said, covering my eyes with a hand. "I didn’t want to see you yet!"
"Well, nice to see you, too, Ms. Bennet," he said, his voice filled with humor. "Falling over in the hallway are you? I don't see any high heels on you this time. Or any bloody knees and hands but I do hope you're wearing some nice garters and stockings…"
I grinned at the reference to that first time we met, but kept my hand plastered over my eyes so I couldn't see him. "Only my usual deft footing to blame, I'm afraid. Please go away so I can go to the washroom without seeing you."
"You already saw me," he said and I felt him trying to free my foot from the hole I had made in the tulle despite my efforts to avoid it. He took my hands in his, prying them away from my eyes. I kept my eyes shut regardless. "If you’re right, you might as well accept that our marriage is over, and we might as well break up right now."
I opened my eyes at that, only to see his huge grin. 
"I knew that would work," he said and held me out at arm's length. He turned me around in a circle, the train of my dress twisting so that I had to bend down and fix it. When I stood back up, the train in my hand, his eyes moved over me, stopping on my cleavage, which the strapless bodice was unable to entirely keep restrained. He made a little sound in the back of his throat when I fixed it, pulling the bodice up a bit to cover myself. 
"Is that better?" I asked, adjusting my breasts.
"You look…" he said and shook his head slowly. "You look like you're covered in icing sugar and ready to be licked all over. How will I make it through the night?"
I smiled, pleased that he approved. "Do you like it? My father picked it out."
Drake clicked his tongue. "The man has wonderful taste." He moved closer to me, his arms slipping around my waist, pulling me against his body. "Speaking of taste, I want one…"
He kissed me, his mouth covering mine, his lips warm and soft. His touch sent a thrill through my body, igniting a fire that I knew wouldn’t soon burn out. His hand slipped over top of my dress, up from my waist to my bust, his fingers tracing the upper curves of my breasts. 
"It's a beautiful dress, but to tell you the truth, I can't wait to strip this off you."
Then he reached into a pocket in his tux and handed me a white jewelry box with a white ribbon tied around it.
"Your neck is bare..." he said and caressed my collarbone. 
"As you commanded," I said. The previous night, he'd instructed me not to wear my collar. I wondered why at the time, but now I knew. He had something else for me to wear.
"Since you slipped out this morning before I was able to give this to you, I had to sneak past the guards to get this to you before the ceremony."
I took the box and untied the ribbon, my fingers trembling. Inside was a necklace in white gold, the necklace encrusted with tiny diamonds, a large red teardrop diamond dangling from the center.
"Oh, my God, Drake." I held the box up, the diamonds sparkling in the light. 
"Come here," he said and pulled me into the bathroom and in front of the large mirror. He took the necklace from the box and went behind me to place it around my neck. The large diamond hung below my throat. 
"It's beautiful," I whispered, barely able to speak.
"Look at yourself," he said, his face next to mine. "You're beautiful, future Mrs. Katherine Marie McDermott Morgan."
I smiled at him in the mirror. He seemed really pleased that I decided to take his name and keep my father's as well. I realized that it was the perfect compromise. It touched me deeply that he wanted people to know I was his wife.
"Hopefully, every man you meet will think this necklace is just an indulgent extravagance on my part, but this is your new collar." He adjusted it on my neck. "Now you'll truly be mine," he said, his voice soft. 
 "I already was yours, Drake," I said, choking up.
I looked at my reflection – my hair was done in a soft up do, the veil behind me, the necklace around my throat, the lace of my dress catching the light. Drake stood behind me, his eyes moving over my reflection, his expression one of pure possession. He moved his hands over my shoulders and down to my hands, threading his fingers through mine, his eyes meeting mine in the mirror.
Then, he released my hands and slowly turned me around. He pulled me into his arms and kissed me. 
He'd broken all his rules for me, to be with me, to have me.
I was his and he was mine, completely.
 
 
 
 
THE END
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

To my dear readers:
 
Now that you have finished my book, won’t you please consider writing a review? (US Store: http://tinyurl.com/UUSA2014
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