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	“Oh, damn! Just what I need today. What the heck is he doing here?”


	Greta Lipinski peered through the peephole in her door at the man standing outside in the hallway. This was all she needed on such an important day, the head of the clinic gracing her poor excuse of an apartment. She squinted one eye and peeked again. It looked like Dr. Thurston! Naw, it couldn’t be. Maybe it was some salesman or fanatic peddling his beliefs door to door who happened to look like Dr. Alec Thurston. A single woman couldn’t be too careful nowadays. With a flip of her finger, she had her “dog” barking from a cassette player duct taped to the wall near the door. She grabbed her portable phone, one finger balanced on the first nine, and leaned toward the peephole again.


	Oh damn, no mistaking the spotless, wrinkle-free Dr. Thurston. “Obviously from the Connecticut Thurstons,” she muttered in a poor excuse for an English accent. The doorbell rang again, and Greta debated about pretending she wasn’t home. But darn it all if her curiosity as to why the head of the OB clinic would be ringing her bell didn’t have her glaring through the peephole again. He stood there in his camel overcoat and brown leather gloves, probably Italian and had to have cost a bundle. Close to his chest he clutched something. She squinted more. Looked like a scrunched up brown paper bag.


	She did not want Dr. Thurston here. Not today. Not on this very special day.


	Whoever heard of the boss making a house call? All she could think of was how two weeks ago, when she’d started her new job at his clinic, he’d made her feel like a jerk. He was so arrogant in the way he’d asked about her credentials. He was so nosy questioning about her family. Heck, he’d even asked if she was married, although it clearly said single on her job application. Besides, Greta thought as she continued to debate about pretending she wasn’t home, that kind of information was off limits to ask an employee, but she needed her job and thought better than to question the good doctor. He certainly came across as righteous, telling her that he had to assign her to one of the other doctors—as if she wasn’t good enough to work with him. Turned out to be the best thing that could have happened to her even though it rankled as to why he never gave her a reason. Maybe she’d ask him now—if she ever let him in.


	It wouldn’t hurt to let him wait. Maybe he’d go away she told herself. But after a quick peek through the peephole, she knew he wasn’t going anywhere. At least she’d done herself proud when he’d questioned her about her credentials. She’d said how she put herself through nursing school working as a part-time waitress in a pizza parlor. He’d given her the once over and looked as if he’d never eat pizza again—that is, if he ever had. Probably the only things this doc put between his thin lips were prime rib, a lobster or two, and, of course, anything cooked with those weird looking mushrooms that pigs sniff around the ground to find. Or pesto. Greta hated pesto.


	Well, he might be ringing her bell, but he sure didn’t ring her chimes.


	Since it wasn’t some serial killer out there, she set her phone down and unlocked the top lock. As she made her way down to the second deadbolt, he pressed the bell again. Curling her lip, she called out, “Hang on. Hang on.” Doc Thurston was not known around the clinic for his patience.


	She pulled open the door, took one look at him and felt her forehead wrinkle, her lips purse. Dr. Thurston looked…nervous. Geez, she’d never thought someone made of upper crust got nervous. Especially a doctor with credentials up the whazoo. “What brings you down to this neighborhood?”


	“Hello, Miss Lipinski—”


	“That’d be Ms.”


	“Oh, of course, Ms. Lipinski—”


	“Greta. Call me Greta.”


	There was actually a bead of sweat on his upper lip—in the middle of winter? In Connecticut? This was too too interesting. Beat the heck out of watching Titanic on video for the third time. All she liked was the music. But she forced herself to watch it each time, hoping that they’d hurry up and sink the damn ship faster than three hours. During the sinking, she’d eat an entire bag of microwave popcorn followed by a few moments of depression, thinking she should have just added it to her hips. She didn’t even want to think of her hips right now.


	“Is your dog—”


	She stepped aside, one hand holding the door open. “Dog is…off—out! If you’ve been fully inoculated, you can come in.”


	He looked perplexed. Usually she’d call it confused, but someone with Doc Thurston’s attitude probably got “perplexed.” The poor thing could only stare at her. Obviously the well to-do had a different sense of humor. “It was a joke, doc. My place is clean, but not the Ritz. And I actually don’t have a dog. It’s a long story.” He smiled, although she’d bet a month’s salary that he’d forced it through his stiff upper lip. “Please come in. Let me take your coat, and don’t look so worried. I never remove that white paper the cleaners staple onto all the hangers.”


	“I won’t be staying that—” Before he could finish whatever he was saying, he looked around the room. He’d given her place the once over in the most polite way she’d ever seen.


	She followed his gaze and tried to see her apartment from an outsider’s eyes. Bedroom-style floral wallpaper hung in the entire studio room, peeling off in various spots. She’d tried to cover them with pictures, but the air was so humid sometimes that the paper found its way to curl beneath the frames. Then the air would get so dry, the paper would shrivel up in the corners. Eggshell colored paint cracked off the trim. Her lovely brass bed couldn’t be transformed into a daybed since she couldn’t waste money on the pillows necessary for the disguise. Poor bed looked pathetic. Metal cabinets lined the kitchenette, and her table doubled as a bookshelf on one half. Geez, what a dump! Oh she kept it spotless all right, but there wasn’t much to work with. “This place is temporary.”


	“I see.”


	“No, really.” For some odd reason she needed to make him understand. “I’m saving to buy a small house in some family-type neighborhood. You know, with sidewalks and trees.” What the heck is wrong with you, Greta? Why do you care what he thinks?


	“That would be nice.” He grabbed tighter on the bag he held. Greta wondered if she should start to worry. What the heck was in his bag? His lunch? A bomb? Maybe a bottle of wine costing less than a hundred bucks so he felt the need to hide it.


	She wasn’t a nervous type by nature—or else she wouldn’t live in these outskirts of New Haven. The extra locks on her door were to appease her mother—the queen of worriers. Not that her mother came to see her down here, usually Greta had to traipse the hour to the quaint shoreline town to visit her folks. But every time she did, every other Sunday like clockwork, her mother would ask about Greta’s security. So, she used the three locks, the timer on her lights, and the piece of wood in the tract of the sliding glass doors. She never could lie to her mother—except as a teenager a time or two. The canine cassette was the Queen’s idea, too.


	“Can I get you something?” Prozac perhaps? This uneasiness was so unlike the doctor whom she’d seen running the clinic with a clichéd iron fist.


	“No, thank you, Ms. er…Gretel—”


	“Greta.”


	“I am sorry. I should have remembered from your job application. That’s Polish, isn’t it?” The sweat beads on his upper lip seemed to multiply.


	“Please at least take off your coat, Doctor Thurston. It’s like June in New Orleans in here. I don’t have a separate thermostat to regulate the heat myself, and when Mrs. Cranston, the elderly woman downstairs, cranks up the furnace, my place becomes a veritable sauna. And yes, I’m Polish and make a mean sauerkraut. Pork and brown sugar’s the secret. But, of course, you didn’t come here for my recipe.”


	He didn’t seem to care what she’d just said as he looked at her legs. “I was wondering why someone would wear shorts in—” His gaze traveled up to her thighs. “—January.”


	Greta shivered despite the fact that by the temperature up here, Mrs. Cranston’s arthritis must have been giving her the dickens today. “You know, sometimes I just open a window, but the snow flurries made that seem like a bad idea this morning. I did that once and had to shovel it off the window ledge. Did it stop yet?” She went to look outside.


	“Yes, it has.”


	“Oh boy.” She leaned against the wall, arms folded—a position she’d developed in childhood. Somehow it gave her strength. Okay, she admitted, her mother always called it obstinate. “I’m guessing that gold Mercedes is yours?”


	He stepped forward. “It is.”


	As he looked out the window, part of his breath frosted the pane, and the other part warmed Greta’s cheek. Suddenly, the room grew warmer than if Mrs. Cranston had cranked up the furnace. Geez, maybe Greta should have worn something cooler than shorts—like a bathing suit. That is ridiculous. Him blowing his 98.6-degree breath on her just made her feel warmer, she told herself, not the fact that he was so near and packaged so damn well.


	“Is my car blocking something?”


	“Hm? Car?”


	He gave her a curious look and drummed his fingers on a nearby table. Guess it didn’t matter if he added to the scratches. If he were any of her typical dates, she would have thought the term “odd look” applied. But, once again, the good doctor warranted a different vocabulary—his expression she had to say looked “curious.”


	“You mentioned my car, Greta.”


	“Oh, yeah. No, it’s not blocking anything, but…it is insured. Right?”


	“Of course, but…I’m not following you.”


	He leaned closer. She felt sweat bead on her upper lip. Then, to top it off, his shoulder brushed against her arm. Damn it, why did Mrs. Cranston choose today to be so cold that Greta had worn a sleeveless top? Thank goodness he’d pulled away so fast. She didn’t take his action as an insult—as if he thought something was wrong with her. Nope. Since he’d moved so fast, at least now she didn’t have to feel the little tingle that he’d caused by the quick brush.


	A horn honked outside followed by an expected shout, then a crunch of metal. That scenario was common on this street, so Greta ignored it. Alec looked more confused. “Don’t worry.” She looked out the window. “No one’s hurt, and I don’t blame you for not understanding my insurance question, doc. It’s just that not many Mercedes park on this street. Actually, I’m not certain that any Mercedes have ever driven down this street before.” I only hope yours is all in one piece and still there when you leave. She chuckled, and he actually made an attempt at another smile.


	Alec found himself staring at Greta. He told himself it had to be because of her rambling on about his car and whatever she’d meant about being inoculated. But as a bead of sweat tickled its way down his lip, he tasted the salty liquid and knew her skimpy shorts were partly the cause of his confusion. The woman would never make it at one of the cotillions held at The Westwood Country Club.


	Still, he couldn’t help but stare.


	“Are you certain I can’t get you something. A cola? Diet’s all I have.”


	He realized his mouth was dry when he watched her flip her head backwards, obviously to get her hair off her shoulders. Raven. That was how he would explain the color of her hair if someone asked. The darkest black, the shiniest shimmer. It fell in what he would call ringlets, although he felt certain a feminist as Greta would call it something else. No matter the term, it made her skin look whiter than the snow dusting the window ledge, and her eyes a shade of violet he could only compare to that actress. Elizabeth something.


	“Doc? The cola or what?”


	She’d pulled him from his foolish thoughts, thank goodness. “Cola, please. Diet is, well, I never drink diet anything, but it will be fine.” Why on earth did he say that? He should not be taking the time to drink a beverage. But it was too late to decline. As he watched her move toward the kitchenette area, he noticed she looked much taller out of her nurse’s uniform. She wasn’t thin, but he didn’t like that emaciated look anyway. Her hips were well rounded and would probably feel soft to lie next to. Oh God, he groaned to himself. It was nerve-racking enough to have had to come here, but to feel as if being in the same room with Greta Lipinski made his IQ drop about a hundred points and his libido shoot up to Full Speed was ridiculous. He had to tell her about their dilemma and leave—fast.


	But first, he had to drink a diet cola.


	Greta didn’t feel the need to excuse herself since the kitchen was part of the living room. She ducked her head into the cabinet above the sink and wished she’d taken her mother’s advice about housewares. Her friends couldn’t care less if their glasses matched as long as they shared the same year of wine. But serving even cola to someone like Dr. Thurston should be done in matching glasses. What the heck was she thinking? It didn’t matter. What was he going to do, fire her for serving his cola in a Winnie-the-Pooh glass?


	Surely he wouldn’t have come here to fire her?


	She needed her job more than anything right now. No way could she fulfill her dream without the money to put healthy food on the table. Making a mental note to eat more vegetables, drink plenty of milk, skim because of her hips, she poured the drinks and turned toward Dr. Thurston. He still had on his coat and held the stupid bag. Okay, it must not be a bomb unless the guy had come here on a Kamikaze mission. Naw, fancy-smancy doctors didn’t do Kamikaze. Besides, his practice was flourishing. She’d at least give him credit for his abilities. Dr. Thurston was a leading fertility expert throughout New England.


	“Have a seat, Dr. Thurston.” She handed him his glass and noticed that he stiffened at her touch. Or, maybe it was the Winnie-the-Pooh glass that had shocked him.


	“I think you could call me Alec, under the circumstances.”


	He took a sip of cola and flinched. Damn, she forgot the ice. “Circumstances, huh? That brings me to the question—why are you here, Alec?” It felt strange calling him that.


	Now he drummed his fingers on Winnie’s head. She’d never taken the time to notice how Alec’s dove gray eyes deepened when he drummed his fingers. That had to mean something, like a gambler’s pupils constricting when they bluffed. But she had no idea what bluish-gray to gunmetal steel meant. Maybe nerves. Nerves were blamed for everything.


	“I came here…this is very difficult.” He released his hold on the brown bag. She readied to duck.


	Pulling herself straight since there was no explosion and he, again, gave her a perplexed look, she said, “So what’s in the bag?”


	“Oh, God.”


	This was turning weird. Maybe she should insist they watch Titanic? Or, if she was sensible like the Queen, she’d insist he leave. “Are you all right?”


	He sucked in another breath, and she hoped his lungs didn’t dry out from the heat.


	“I am…not a people person, Ms. Greta.”


	“Just Greta, and I sorta noticed that at work. But you’re one hell of a doctor.” Surely he didn’t come here to tell her his shortcomings?


	“Thank you, but my…our professional lives are not involved in this.”


	“Involved?” Geez, that must mean something about their personal lives was. “Look, Doc…Alec, I’m not into beating around the bush. You have to admit it is kinda odd you turning up on my doorstep today.”


	He sank onto her bed that served as a daybed. She thought his bag would fall to the floor, but he did a pretty good recovery of the near fumble to save it. “I know. Believe me, I’d love not to have to have made this trip over here.”


	“Geez, thanks, doc, and I was gonna ask you if you wanted to watch the Titanic video I’d rented.” She sat on the arm of the overstuffed chair near the window and ignored a lump beneath the fabric.


	“Oh, no, thank you anyway. I won’t be here long enough, but I did love that movie. Very disappointing when it ended. I meant no insult to you earlier although you must admit, Greta, we don’t exactly have much in common. That is, anything in common.”


	“You came here to tell me we are not attracted to each other? Look, doc, you don’t have to tell me the obvious. We’ve barely spoken ten words at work.”


	“I am making a mess of this.”


	“Apparently.” She took a swig of cola and watched more beads of sweat appear on his upper lip. “Ice?”


	“No, it’s fine. Look, I came because of the procedure you had this week—”


	“What?! Wait a damn minute. Is that why you’re here?” She leaned near and grabbed his lapels, changing the look on nervousness on his face to one of fear. “How did you know? I thought things were confidential—” She released her hold, but keep her gaze locked onto his. “Something’s wrong?”


	He could see fear in Greta’s eyes as he made a mess of this visit. Her facial expression hardened as if her heart were beating too fast. Alec felt like a creep. “Please sit down. There is a problem, but not with the actual procedure.”


	“I still can’t believe Dr. Masse told you I was artificially inseminated.”


	Alec sighed. “He had to.”


	She curled her lip. “Had to? Why? Oh, God, was there a problem with the donor, and Dr. Masse had to inform you since you’re the head of the clinic? Not HIV? Hepatitis? A family history of mental illness? I knew I should have postponed my procedure when so many of the staff was out sick with the flu. That temp who helped Dr. Masse made me nervous. What’s the problem?” Geez, she sounded like the Queen.


	He couldn’t help himself as he watched the poor woman near hysterics. So, he stood and touched her arm. Alec wasn’t brought up with much physical contact from his parents, and other than coming here today, soothing Greta, holding her like this was difficult. But she seemed to calm for a few seconds. “First of all, have you done a home pregnancy test yet?”


	“No. I was going to today. This was my special day, but with the snow, I hadn’t gotten to the pharmacy yet.”


	“I see.”


	Before he could go on, she interrupted, “You probably already know this was my third try at getting pregnant. Of course you do. You seem to know a lot about me.” She refused to tell him that was all she could afford after using up most of the money she’d been saving for a down payment on a house to have a baby instead.


	“No, I—”


	She pulled away from him and leaned against the wall, her arms folded almost in defiance. “Well it was. I’m a firm believer in three strikes and you’re out.”


	“So this is your last opportunity to conceive.”


	She looked at him oddly. “To have a baby. Three times has to be a charm. It cost…let’s just say I needed extra stuff, like tests and surgery that my insurance wouldn’t cover. Those bums.”


	“I see. So if the procedure worked—”


	“Don’t look so upset. I won’t sue no matter what’s wrong with my baby.” She leaned inches from his face. “Is something wrong?”


	“If, in fact, you are pregnant, the baby should be quite healthy by all accords.”


	“Then what is the problem?”


	“First of all, and I know this is asking a lot, but could you—” He held out the brown bag.


	Greta hesitated. Man, she wished she was alone watching the Titanic right now. She wouldn’t even care if it took all day to sink. Then again, as weird as this day was going, she wished it would end now. Alec shook the bag a little so she took it before he got a cramp in his arm. “What’s this?”


	“You may open it.” Before she looked inside, he sat down again. He almost looked dejected for some reason. And he did look odd sitting here in his coat, sweating in the eighty-degree apartment on a bed that wanted to be a daybed.


	She peeked into the bag. “Another bag? You’ve given me a white pharmacy bag?”


	“There is something…inside that one. I know it’s not exactly what a gentleman would usually bring a lady—”


	Oh great. He had to hide his “gift” to her in a brown bag. She reached in and pulled out a box. “Gee, how thoughtful. A home pregnancy test. And I usually just bring wine.”


	“Could you use it…now?”


	She felt as if she woke up in the middle of a nightmare. One with Dr. Thurston sweating in it and sticking his perfect nose where it didn’t belong. “I have to tell you, doc, this is so so weird—”


	“I need to know if the procedure worked.” His expression became hard. “It is imperative.”


	“And if it did, my baby really would be…all right?”


	“I can only assure you that the sperm came from very healthy stock. To any degree of certainty, Ms. Lipinski, I’m just as sure as if you had conceived naturally.”


	“I’m taking that as a ‘Yes.’ And stop saying conceived as if it’s a dirty word. I didn’t meet a man I wanted to spend my life with, and, since I’m knocking on the door of thirty, chose to have a baby on my own. Women do not need men. You know it’s done all the time in this day and age. Heck, I’ll bet some of your patients aren’t married or don’t have a Significant Other.”


	“That may well be true.” He gave a telltale sigh. “The age of feminism and all.”


	“I’ll ignore that comment and not get into some heated debate with, I’m guessing, an old fashioned conservative like you. Republican, I’m also guessing. Man, you sound like an old fuddy-dud, Alec, and you’re what? Thirty?”


	“Five. Thirty-five.”


	“You need to lighten up before life passes you by. I’ll excuse myself to use this.” She grabbed the pregnancy test from the bag. “But not because you asked me to. Today was my special day, so I’m going to see if I’m pregnant.”


	Alec groaned.


	Greta chose to ignore the fact that he obviously didn’t approve of a single woman having a baby. Well, that was no skin off her teeth. It didn’t matter what he thought, and he was convincing that the baby would be healthy—all she cared about. And right now, she couldn’t care less why Alec Thurston sat on her bed, hoping her test was negative.


	“Are you finished yet?” he called from outside the bathroom door.


	What a pain. She wasn’t embarrassed to be doing the test on the other side of the door since he was a cold-fish doctor. So, she opened the door as she stood by the sink. “It’s cooking. You musta bought last year’s model. These things usually work faster.” She refused to let the memories of standing here all those other times waiting to see if her dream was going to come true ruin this moment. And, she refused to let the man approaching her ruin it either. Although that was going to be a major feat.


	Alec came closer behind. “May I?”


	“Watch? Sure…if you keep your negative vibes to yourself. You know I believe in things like Karma, Fate, Yin, Yang.”


	“I have no doubt about that.” She looked at his reflection in the mirror as he remained behind her. He still looked nervous and this time tapped his fingers on the doorframe. This was so unlike the man whom she’d caught staring at her more than once while she was working—and then would nonchalantly look away. And this was so unlike the man whom she found herself staring right back at each time—until she convinced herself that a pretty package bears caution. Okay, that was another thing she learned from Her Highness. Greta forced herself to look down at the test.


	Alec’s heart felt constricted as if his chest were too small. Then, he looked into the mirror and had to shut his eyes, but not before he noticed a glimmer of tear dulling the violet of Greta’s. They made him think of pansies wilting in the heat of her apartment. When he opened his eyes, she was staring down at the pregnancy test, a pensive look filled her face. He could see the hopes of a lifetime in her eyes—her future, her…child’s.


	And with all his heart he wished they could be praying for the same results.


	But, although he couldn’t lie to himself, he also couldn’t help himself. He reached out, then pulled back. A tear ran down one corner of her cheek, and, despite the force it took him to move closer, he placed his hands on Greta Lipinski’s shoulders. “This is all quite nerve racking.”


	Before he could pull back, she collapsed into his arms. She felt much softer than he’d expected. Maybe because of her savvy he thought she’d feel different—harder. He had no doubt an independent woman, who disregarded how other’s viewed her choice, would be firmer, unyielding. But Greta’s full breasts pressed into his chest—and he moaned. She felt wonderful.


	Suddenly she pulled away, turned. “Pink!” she screamed, spinning around and slugging him in the chest. “It’s pink!” She grabbed the lapels of his coat and pulled him closer. “I’m pregnant!” Then, she seized him by the shoulders and kissed him straight on the lips, not giving him time to pull back. With a force that shocked him, she danced him around the tiny bathroom, then stilled. “I don’t understand why you came here today, doc, but thank you, thank you, thank you,” she muttered against his lips.


	Alec sucked in a breath and let it out on a slow drift of air as he pulled free. He reached up to touch his lips and nearly forgot why he had come today. But it didn’t take long for his mind to face the stark reality. His world now crashed in around him.


	“So, doc, will you at least take off your damn coat and celebrate my good news with me?”


	Alec stared at Greta’s glowing face. “Our news, Greta. Our news.”
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	Greta stared at Alec, feeling her forehead wrinkle until it hurt. From the minute she’d seen him through the peephole of her door, he’d managed to confuse her. And right now, thrilling in the discovery that she was finally pregnant, she didn’t want to be confused. “My news you mean.”


	He stood, silent.


	“Oh, I get it. You mean since you run the clinic you feel as if each case belongs to you, too—” He shook his head. How she wished she could shake some explanation out of him, but right now she was giddy with excitement and not thinking too clearly or maybe she could put two and two together and get something other than a million. “All right then, you must mean since you bought the pregnancy test—” His reaction, bland as it was, said that wasn’t the reason. “Wait, I get it. Since you run the clinic every success is a feather in your—”


	He shook his head yet again. Finally he looked ready to speak. First, though, he drummed his finger on the sink until she said, “Please,” touched his hand, and finished with, “Don’t annoy me, Alec. I’m too happy to have my bubble burst.” She looked down at her hand because it felt warm where she’d touched him, and it dawned on her that it was nice to have someone there to share her good news with—even a mixed up doctor.


	He pulled his hand away and tucked it into his coat pocket. “During the proce—”


	She couldn’t help herself. Suddenly she reached up and touched his lips to silence him. “Please do not say another word—and I gotta tell you—I’m dying here not knowing what you’re talking about, but until you take off that coat, shut up!”


	He peeled off his coat as if the material had fused to his body. Beneath, he wore dark tailored slacks, and a shirt that looked like mohair—or whatever the male equivalent of that material was—charcoal gray that made his eye color change yet again, this time deeper. She was no expert on men’s clothing, especially expensive ones. Still and all he looked as if he could model in GQ in one of those special programs where they featured single professionals. Stiff-lipped, upper-crust Dr. Alec Thurston leaning against a post fence in the New England countryside, golden leaves falling behind. The caption would read, “Thirsty for Thurston?”


	“Where can I hang it, Greta?” “Hm? Hang?” This was bad daydreaming about Dr. Thurston. “Oh, your coat. I don’t have a hall closet. Actually I don’t have a hall. Drape it over the bed frame.” She felt a smile cover her lips and a warm feeling surge to the depths of her toes when she realized she really was pregnant.


	Alec slung his coat over the bed frame. Greta was actually surprised that he didn’t fold it neatly. Something really was sticking in his craw, but she didn’t care right now. “So, for our celebration we’ll have…let’s see I haven’t had a chance to go to the store recently. How about microwave popcorn and more diet cola?” He nodded as if she’d just offered him gruel. “Oh, wait. I should drink milk and avoid caffeine. You should point those things out, doc. Even though you don’t have a stake in this baby—”


	Alec felt as if a trap door had opened inside his abdomen and his stomach had fallen through. In a matter of minutes he’d gotten to know more about this woman than any lady he’d ever known. Not that he was anymore attracted to Greta Lipinski because of today, but looking at her now, glowing like a golden ember in her joy, he felt a surprising closeness to her.


	As well he should.


	At any minute he expected her to spin across the room like a detached whirligig spun out of control, so he took her by the arms before it was too late. “Sit down, Greta.”


	“I thought we were going— Hey, if you don’t want to celebrate with me, that’s fine. It’s not as if I can’t entertain myself—”


	“Sit.”


	“Geez, does the term party-pooper mean anything to you?” She sat.


	He took in a breath, tapped the headboard of the bed she’d sat on and looked toward the window. “The baby is…mine.”


	She sounded as if she were choking.


	He rushed to her ready to slap her on the back. But she must have read his mind and gave him a don’t-you-dare look. “Are you all—”


	She pushed at his chest and stood. In a cracked voice she managed, “What in the hell are you talking about?”


	“Please, sit down and let me explain.”


	“I’ll stand. Explain. I’ll be in labor in nine months you know.”


	Alec remembered how nervous he’d felt taking his first oral exam in medical school, but the sensation in his gut back then couldn’t hold a candle to how he felt right now. “I guess it is best to get it all out in the open at once.”


	“That’d be my first choice, doc.”


	He ignored her sarcasm, not blaming her a bit although he knew the women he usually dated would never come up with some of the things that came out of Greta’s mouth. Actually, he found her dry wit, her quick answers, refreshing. She certainly seemed independent and strong willed. Still, he admitted, it all gave her character. Once someone got to know Greta Lipinski, they’d probably like her immediately—as demonstrated by how well liked she was by the clinic staff. He, however, hadn’t gotten to know her, until now. “I really wish you had—you should have canceled your procedure that day—”


	“Don’t scare me!”


	“I’m not trying to. The baby is in no danger, I assure you.” She looked appeased by that so he continued, but not before moving a bit away—enough so she couldn’t reach him. He thought he’d noticed her clench her hand into a fist. “The nurse that was pulled from the hospital’s float pool the day of your procedure had worked in our clinic a few times. Otherwise we wouldn’t have let her there that day. But, you know it is the height of flu season and the number of workers affected this year is near epidemic.”


	“Glad you decided to get it all out in the open so fast. Cut to the chase, Alec!”


	“There was a mix-up because of her…she actually had a fever, too, and the sperm used to artificially inseminate you was—mine.”


	Her eyes flew open wider than saucers. “Oh God! You’re one of those quacks who uses their own sperm…Oh God! How many women have you— How gross! How immoral! You should, no I should call the police—” She wagged her finger toward him.


	“No! My God, Ms. Lipinski, I would never do that. The temp nurse misread an “m” for an “n.” Why would I inseminate any woman when I don’t want children…ever?”


	He might as well have slapped Greta across the face with that revelation. She’d stopped her hand midair as if she were frozen by his words, then put it down without a thought. “So, what you’re telling me is that the baby I’m carrying right now is your child—and you hate children.”


	He couldn’t make his voice come out any louder than a whisper, “I don’t hate children. I’m just not…father material.”


	She pushed passed him and collapsed onto the bed, her feet slung over the side. Looking up to the ceiling, she said, “So, God, I guess this is your idea of a joke? Here I get the genes of a crackerjack doctor, not a bad looking one at that, and he doesn’t want kids. And, he knows I’m carrying his when this is all supposed to be confidential. Thank you.” She crossed her legs. “What I’m having a hard time wrapping my little brain around, Alec, is why in the hell you donated your sperm!”


	He wished she wouldn’t shout but figured if he mentioned it, she’d only get louder. “I…didn’t.” He came near and sat on the bed. Thankfully, she didn’t hit him or push him off. “Greta, there has been a terrible mistake. We need to talk about what we are going to do.”


	She shoved a pillow over her face. Through mumbled speech she said, “So, talk.”


	“Well, there aren’t too many options in my opinion.”


	She peeked from the side of the pillow. “And if you are going to suggest a—”


	“I’m Catholic, Greta, and don’t believe in…. Every day I work to bring children into this world—to other couples. No, I’m not suggesting you end your pregnancy.”


	“Our pregnancy,” she mumbled.


	“You know, Greta, I came here with all kinds of suggestions, but for the life of me, I can’t think clearly right now.” He slumped down onto the bed next to her.


	It wasn’t any sexual move. Actually, she looked from beneath her pillow to see him glaring up at the ceiling, his legs crossed but not looking very comfortable. She only hoped a paint chip didn’t fall into his eye. Doctors needed their eyes.


	“Well, I can’t say this news hasn’t sent me into a panic. I mean, geez, Alec, I should be jumping around here for joy. Do you know how long I’ve waited for this baby?”


	“No. How long?”


	“That’s a rhetorical question. I don’t need to go into details for you. You already know it’s my third and charmed try. Okay, two years, three tries, stacks of money that the insurance didn’t cover for tests and surgery since my procedure was elective.”


	Flipping the pillow onto the floor, she turned toward him. Someone might consider this a compromising position, but right now sex was the furthest thing from Greta’s mind. Of course, now she wouldn’t have to worry about getting pregnant by some jerk. No, she only had to worry about what she was going to do about this jerk and her baby. His baby.


	The Queen will be thrilled about her grandchild’s heritage.


	“Don’t jump in your condition, Greta.”


	She raised an eyebrow and at this close distance Alec came across a bit blurry, but he really wasn’t acting like himself. She’d have expected a much more take-control attitude from him. Turning back, she joined him in looking at the ceiling, hoping that God would send Greta one of her signs so that she’d know everything would be all right.


	“Well, the only thing I can come up with is that you’ll have to…move in with me,” he said.


	That’s not exactly what I had in mind, God. “Move?”


	“Certainly you can’t live in…well, one room for a baby and mother. There isn’t even room in the bathroom for a changing table.”


	She chuckled. “Who would have thought a guy like you, no insult intended, would notice things like that? Truthfully, doc, I hadn’t thought about where I’d put a changing table. But, I’m not moving.”


	“You’ll have to once we get married.”


	The bed shook. At first Alec thought it might be an earthquake but reminded himself that this was Connecticut. Then, he heard a strange sound and realized it was Greta—laughing so hysterically that he nearly fell off the shaking bed. “Why is that so…you are having my baby, Greta.”


	“Yeah,” She sucked in a breath. “Wow. That wore me out. As I was saying, yeah, a baby you don’t want.”


	“Regardless. I always do the right—”


	She pushed up on one elbow. Regardless? Who said that anymore? “If you say do the right thing and marry me to give our kid your last name, I’ll push you onto the floor and if you break something, I won’t even feel bad.” With one finger she poked him in the side. “This baby is mine. Okay, so you were the donor, but big deal. There are hundreds of men’s “donations” in that lab. They don’t get any claim on the babies—and neither do you.” She poked harder for emphasis.


	“Ouch!” Alec grabbed her hand. He readied to argue with her, but when her fingers wiggled to free themselves from his hold, he once again thought of how it felt to hold her. Her skin was softer than any women’s he’d ever held. Hell, Thurston, forget her silken skin. “It’s…it is different. I didn’t voluntarily donate anything.”


	“That’s right. You still didn’t fess up as to why the temp nurse got a hold of your “specimen.”


	“That doesn’t matter—”


	“Look, Alec, you’re not getting away with secrets. Not after the bomb you just dropped on me. Fess up.”


	He sighed deeply and a pensive look covered his face. If she hadn’t known him from work, she’d almost swear she noted a sadness in his eyes. “I’m scheduled for a vasectomy next week. Dr. Paterson insists men my age freeze their sperm, in case.”


	“But for you there wouldn’t have ever been any ‘in case,’” she said softly.


	“Greta, I can’t go into why, but believe me. I never would have needed that specimen.”


	She rolled over and said, “Just leave. I’ll quit my job at the clinic and get a job at St. Raphael’s Hospital. That way, we’ll never have to see each other again. You must have friends there. Call in some favors. I can’t be without a job. You can forget that all of this happened. Have one of your fancy lawyers write up some papers. I’ll sign anything that says I’ll never ever even think about you being my baby’s father let alone tap you for money. Oh, and add a part that says I will never make it public knowledge—and that you will never lay claim to my child.” Tears stung her eyes and all she wanted was to be left alone. “Please, leave.” She felt the bed shift and knew he had stood.


	“It’s not good for you to get upset, Greta, so I’ll leave.”


	“Thank you.”


	“I don’t mean for good. This all has to be worked out. I’m going to get something for us to eat. Are there any places nearby—”


	“Not that you’d want to enter.”


	“Then, I’ll be back in awhile. Why don’t you just rest. I’ll show myself out.”


	Greta heard him take his coat down, walk across the room and open the door. Before he closed it, he must have turned around because she could hear him clearly as he said, “I am sorry for all of this, Greta. Truly sorry.” Then, the door shut.


	And that’s when her tears came.
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