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May 30, 2002, Lyndon, Kentucky. 

Something woke her up. Her body froze as she held her breath, searching for whatever it was that woke her. Nothing was out of order, and there was no sound. She rolled over to her right side, hoping to fall back asleep quickly.

That’s when it happened.

She felt wet between her legs. As the wetness grew, a strong, fishy smell filled her nostrils. Her water broke. The baby was coming.

The woman climbed off the bed and stripped out of her nightgown and underwear. She padded to the dresser and pulled out clean, dry underwear, bra, and socks. Once the undergarments were on, she strolled to her closet, pulled a maternity dress off the hanger, and slid it on.

She picked up her cell phone from the charger and called for a Lyft. She grabbed the overnight bag by her bedroom door and walked out. In the living room, she tossed her phone into her handbag. Hearing a vehicle pulling up, she grabbed her bag and purse, opened the door, then turned to lock it before hurrying to the Lyft.

“Miss Wolf?” the driver asked.

“Yes. I’m in labor. Please drive quickly,” Miss Wolf explained as she climbed into the back of the car. 

“I’ll get you there as fast as I can. I’m Earnie, by the way,” Earnie replied as he shut her door and climbed back into the driver’s seat.

It began to rain.

“Please slow down, Earnie,” Miss Wolf begged as the car went into a slight skid on the wet road.

“Yes, ma’am,” replied Earnie, slowing the car slightly, “How far apart are your contractions?”

“They are coming every,” she stopped talking to breathe through another contraction, “every five minutes.”

“We are almost there, ma’am,” Earnie said.

A few minutes later, the driver pulled up at the emergency room entrance, threw the car in park and opened the door. He ran inside the hospital.

“I’ve got a lady in labor in here,” Earnie yelled as he entered.

An orderly grabbed a wheelchair and followed Earnie to his car. Earnie opened the door for the orderly.

“Ma’am, I’m going to help you inside. We’ll get you in a labor room right away,” the orderly said.

“Thank you,” she panted.

Miss Wolf crawled out of the back of the vehicle and sat gingerly in the wheelchair, groaning through another contraction.

Her stomach constricted; she recognized her growls without being aware of doing so. In years to come, she’d forget those moments as effectively as formatting a hard drive, but she’d always recall the love she felt for her baby and her future precious children, each born in perfect love. With each contraction came a pain that dominated her whole body. In those points in time, for those milliseconds that dragged out into infinity, there was nothingness. She could hear screaming from other rooms, yet she made almost no sounds at all. 

When the pain passed, it was only for a minute or so, and she sucked in deep cleansing breaths. The nurse let her know that it was time to push. With a throaty snarl, she pushed and then was told to stop. One push was plenty. She felt the baby crowning, the hot stretching of flesh, and held her breath. Without any further effort, the baby slid into the hands of the nurse. 

Newborn cries fill the room, and she bursts into tears of relief and joy. 

“You have a beautiful son,” the nurse said as he was whisked away.

Through her fatigue, she grinned and let her gaze roam from the nurse’s face to take in the minor miracle of her son.

Miss Wolf’s body stiffened suddenly as she cried out. As her muscles convulsed, her body and neck arched. Alarms from the machines rang through the room. The seizures had caused placental abruption. 

“We’re losing her,” a doctor said.

“I can’t stop the bleeding.”

“Blood pressure is 160/100,” a nurse informed.

Blood started coming from her eyes, ears, nose, and mouth. The doctors worked diligently, trying to save the woman’s life. The machines showed the flat line of her heart.

The staff tried harder to bring her back. Thinking of the poor baby boy who would grow up without his mother. 

“She’s gone. There’s nothing else we can do,” the doctor said after thirty minutes. “Does anyone know if she had a husband in the waiting room?”

“She came in alone.”

“Someone find her records and see if there is anyone to claim her body and the baby.”

Three days later, after being unable to find any family, the baby was delivered to his first foster home.

May 30, 2002, Louisville, Kentucky.

Martin and Camille were lying on the couch, watching movies and relaxing. She had no signs of labor, aside from minor cramps that she wasn’t worried about. 

Camille had to pee badly. She got up and walked through the dining room, heading to the bathroom when she felt as if something would pop. She took another step and…

“Umm, Martin! I think my water broke,” Camille called.

She continued to waddle to the bathroom. Martin looked at her like she had two heads because he felt she should have been freaking out, but Camille was calm.

“Julian, call for the doctor,” Martin yelled to their butler. “Camille’s water broke.”

Martin raced to their bedroom and grabbed the overnight bag. He found Camille standing by the door, slipping her shoes on. He pulled on his raincoat, then helped her into hers. Then Martin opened the door, allowing her to step out onto the porch. She waited for him to lock the door, then followed him to their Buick.

The pregnancy had not been an easy one. No one warned her morning sickness could last for five months. It was like constant stomach flu. Twice already, she’d been in the hospital hooked up to a drip for rehydration, but apparently, that was more common in twin pregnancies. Maybe she was letting the stress of the unknown things that could happen during labor get to her. She had researched online and found several first-time moms were worried about labor and delivery. 

Martin and Camille were out of their minds and worried as the due date for the twins grew closer. The nursery had been completed. The babies were healthy; they would have two new family members by mid-June. She remembered the day Martin was watching the screen during her ultrasound, and the babies moved in her womb. Then Martin fainted. 

They arrived at the hospital quickly. The rain stopped as Martin parked their car, hopped out, and sprinted around the Buick to Camille’s side. He opened the door and helped her out. He reached into the back seat for the bag. Martin then helped Camille walk around to the emergency room entrance.

“I’m Martin Dekker, and this is my wife, Camille,” he explained. “Doctor Duffy is meeting us here.”

“We’ll get you checked in,” the nurse said. “By the time we have your wife in her room, the doctor should be here.”

“I’m here,” Doctor Suzanne Duffy called.

Suzanne met them at the entrance, rubbing her small, plump white hands with an air of calm importance. 

“How are you feeling, Camille? How far apart are the contractions?” Doctor Suzanne Duffy asked.

“I am doing as well as expected. The contractions are four minutes apart,” Camille answered.

Martin couldn’t believe the size of the needle for the intravenous line. He could feel the blood drain from his face as he saw them insert it into Camille’s arm. Even though he was afraid of needles he refused to pass out.

“Your water definitely broke, and you’re dilated four centimeters,” Doctor Duffy said.

Suzanne hooked a fetal monitor around Camille. The monitor showed that the contractions were coming every four minutes. Camille tried to call her sister to let her know, but her hands were shaking too much, and she kept misdialing. Martin took her cell phone from her and called her sister. Then he called his parents.

“Someone is eating chocolate. Tell them to stop! The smell is making me nauseous,” Camille complained.

“I will go find out who it is,” the nurse offered.

As another contraction hit her, Camille squeezed Martin’s hand tighter, but he didn’t complain.

Suzanne calmly checked the dilation. “It looks like your babies are coming faster than I thought they would, but you’re not quite ready.”

“What about my epidural? You said I could have an epidural,” Camille asked.

“Sorry, it’s too soon. You’re not dilated to a six yet,” Duffy replied before walking out of the room.

Camille started to hold her breath during the contractions. Martin kept reminding her to breathe like they had learned in birthing class.

When Camille dilated to six centimeters, Doctor Duffy prepped her for her epidural. Martin couldn’t believe the size of the needle for the epidural. He could feel the blood drain from his face as he saw them insert it into Camille’s back. He refused to pass out again.

Camille sat up and leaned against Martin. The pain was so intense that she couldn’t get comfortable. Doctor Duffy got the epidural in place when Camille had the sudden urge to push.

“I think I have to push.”

“Hold on, Camille, I have to get this in.” Once the epidural was in place, Suzanne checked her. She saw Camille had gone from six to ten centimeters in a matter of minutes.

“It’s time to push. Martin, please stand behind Camille and hold her up to help with the pushing. Camille, push and hold for a count of ten.”

After pushing for the third time, the first baby was crowning and ready to slide out.

Martin gasped and went pale when Doctor Duffy tugged his son out. He stared with awe as the shoulders came out.

The baby boy was quiet. With tears in her eyes, the nurse took the tiny baby into the next room as the doctor worked with Camille. She prayed to the gods that her baby would be okay. 

The baby boy finally let out his first little cry, and the nurse’s heart melted. Slowly, the baby began to improve, taking better breaths and moving his limbs. 

Newborn cries fill the room, and Martin bursts into tears of relief and joy. He turned his glossy eyes to her and, in a voice that almost broke, said, “We have a beautiful son.”

“The second baby is breech and stuck. Camille also has a placental abruption,” said Doctor Duffy.

“What exactly does that mean?” asked Martin, terrified.

“Placental abruption is when the placenta detaches from the uterine wall before delivery. It’s also more likely when carrying more than one baby. In multiple pregnancies, abruption may occur just after the first baby has been delivered vaginally. Once abruption has occurred, the other baby may have to be delivered by cesarean section,” explained Doctor Duffy. “Camille needs help in the next twenty minutes, or she and your son won’t make it.”

Before he could ask any more questions, they wheeled Camille through a set of double doors and into surgery. When Martin tried to follow, the nurse pushed him back. 

“You can’t come with her. We are getting Camille sedated and prepped for an emergency C-section. All you can do right now is pray,” said the doctor.

As Martin waited, his parents and Camille’s sister, Carmen, arrived. Another agonizing hour passed before the doctor finally came out to talk to them. They all glanced up expectantly as the doctor strode toward them and quietly gave them the news. 

“Camille hemorrhaged during the C-section. She’s lost a lot of blood, but she should mend completely. Your son is too small, so he will have to stay in the NICU until he can breathe on his own and add a few more pounds. I’m sorry, but the other boy didn’t make it. Martin, you may see Camille now,” Doctor Duffy explained.

Martin held Camille as she cried over the loss of their second boy, Trevor.

Over the next few years, Martin and Camille grew apart. The loss of one of their boys and Camille not being able to have more children drove a wedge between the couple. 

They were divorced by Tanner’s fourth birthday.
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July 2024 

“What you’re saying is that the teacher had a different woman each night of the week with whom he was having sexual relations?” Sherrif Mullins asked.

“Yes,” Madeline confirmed.

“But he was a married man,” Sherrif Mullins reiterated.

“The ladies knew he was married but didn’t know he was sleeping with the others,” Madeline continued. “He was a regular Casanova.”

“No! No! No! This is all wrong,” Camille cried as she deleted the scene she had been writing.

Author Camille Dekker had signed a new six-year contract with her publishing house. A book a year. One hundred fifty thousand dollars in advance for each book, plus royalties. The books came out simultaneously in e-pubs, hardback, paperback, and audio versions. She jumped in her seat when the phone in her home office rang.

“Hello?” Camille asked as she picked up the phone and placed it to her ear.

“Hey, Camille, do you have a minute?” her assistant, Sharyn, asked. “I have the confirmation for your trip to the Readers Take Virginia in Vienna next weekend.”

“Will you email it to me, please? I’m behind in my writing A Writer’s Love.”

“Sure thing,” Sharyn replied. “Sent.”

“Thanks,” Camille replied absent-mindedly. 

“Mom, are you here?” Tanner asked as he entered the house.

“I’m in my office,” she answered. “Tanner is here. I got to go.”

“I thought you were picking him up at the airport,” Sharyn observed.

“Oh, crap. I forgot. I’ll let you go.”

Camille hung up the phone and rose to greet her son. She met him in the hallway just outside of her office.

“I’m sorry, Tanner, I forgot you were flying in today,” Camille said as she hugged him.

“It’s okay, Mom. I know how sidetracked you get when you’re writing.”

“It’s not okay. You’re my son and are my top priority.”

“Mom, I’m twenty-one and have been living away from home since I left for college three years ago. I took a Lyft from the airport,” Tanner chuckled. “It’s totally fine.”

“I could use a break. Have you eaten? Are you hungry?”

“I could eat,” Tanner smiled. 

“Let’s go to Ramsey’s. I bet you are craving their chicken and dumplings,” Camille suggested.

“Yes! And their cornbread.”

Ramsey’s, a restaurant owned and operated by Rob Ramsey, has been around for more than thirty years. They enjoyed the one on West Zandale Drive. Using old wooden tables, a mixed match of China created a generally comfortable, eclectic atmosphere.

Camille smiled when she saw her favorite waitress, Tia, emerge through the kitchen’s swinging doors. Her long red hair was pulled back into a tight bun. She stopped at another table and set plates before the diners before turning and approaching their table with a bright smile.

“How are you this afternoon, Camille?” Tia asked.

“I’m fine, thank you. Tia, this is my son, Tanner. He’s been away to college and is home for summer break.”

“Nice to meet you, Tanner.”

“Thank you, Tia. Nice to meet you as well.”

“Have you had a chance to look at the menu?”

“Yes, I think we’re ready to order,” Camille replied.

“What can I get for you?” Tia asked as she pulled out her order pad and pencil from her apron pocket.

“I’d like the open face pot roast. Can I change the mashed potatoes with fries?”

“Sure thing.”

“Great. Plus, iced tea. No lemon. Sugar,” Camille replied.

“I’d like the chicken and dumplings, cornbread, and an iced tea. Lemon is fine, but no sweetener,” Tanner gave his order.

“I’ll be right back with your drinks,” Tia said before returning to the kitchen.

A few minutes later, Tia returned with their iced teas.

“Your meals will be up soon,” she said after she placed their drinks on the table. Then she headed off to check on her other tables.

The two of them sat and ate and chatted about the upcoming book signing. Tia came out of the swinging doors with their lunch. She quickly placed their plates in front of them.

“Anything else I can get you?”

“No, thank you,” they said in unison.

“Well, enjoy your meals.”

Tia stopped by their table several times, asking if she could get them anything else or looking to see if they enjoyed their meals. When she saw they had finished eating, Tia took their plates and left the bill.

“Do you need anything at the store before we head home?” Camille asked after paying the bill.

“Yeah. I lost my toothbrush at the airport. I was one of the lucky ones who had their bags searched. My toothbrush fell onto the floor,” Tanner replied.

“I would have tossed it too. Well, let’s get going.”

When they returned home, Tanner took his luggage to his bedroom and unpacked. He carried his dirty clothes to the laundry room and proceeded to wash them.

Camille went back to her home office and pulled up her store. She processed orders and sent invoices before checking her author email account. She replied to several emails from fans, and then she opened the last email. It wasn’t a fan letter.

The person claimed she was his mother. Camille replied, stating that the person had to have mistaken her for someone else. She was surprised to get a reply almost instantly.

Camille Dekker, you are my mother. 

I was born on May 30, 2002, in Kentucky.

I was raised in foster homes until I turned eighteen. 

People told me that my mother died during childbirth. 
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