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Author’s forward: 

 

I am not and probably will never be a professional writer.  I have however had a great time, trying to tell 

a tale creatively that I have not had an opportunity to do since Freshman College Creative Writing class, 

over 38 years ago.  Yes I’m sure I need an editor.  After self-editing this story well over a half-dozen 

times, declaring it ready to publish, then sharing it with someone I trust to give me an unabashed 

critique and edit, the value of an editor seems obvious.  I thought seriously about placing this in non-

Erotic at first, but as the story grew, I realized, I wanted to at least try a sexual encounter to provide the 

proper denouement to the plot.  Having voyeuristically read on this site for several years, I finally felt 

compelled to write this and at least get one story “published,” to get it out of my system.  This is my first 

story, that I will endeavor to get “published.”  I admit this is long and does not contain barn-burning 

sexual scenes that scorch reader’s hands as they turn the pages.  But, it is a heartfelt, warm, hopefully 

romantic story, with many elements based on truth rather than fiction.   

Thanks for reading, and taking the time to offer any constructive feedback you, my dear readers, deem 

helpful.  Oh and if you could vote too, that would be much appreciated so I have some sort of objective 

barometer by which to gauge reader satisfaction. 

I do have several other stories in-progress.  Whether those stories see the light of day depends on your 

feedback.  Enjoy! 

 

Introduction 

At thirty years old, I took stock of my newly divorced situation.  I had my BMW M3 convertible which I 

had paid for in cash, right before I got married to my now ex-wife Cynthia.  I had a comfortable 

apartment not far from the bank where I worked, a thousand in savings, about five-hundred in checking, 

what remained of half of my 401K, my clothes, my job at the bank, and now thankfully, my sanity thanks 

to my divorce.  Time to start over. 

---------- 

My name is Tim Cramer.  What I look like is a banker, which is what I am.  I’m just an average guy of 30 

that is still in shape due to my workout regimen, about six feet tall, 180 pounds.   

I thought my first wife was the only woman I would ever be with, my entire life.  That was so far from 

the truth that I still think I had a few screws loose to marry her in the first place.  You might be surprised 

to learn, that I divorced my wife because we were having money problems.  Laugh if you will, but that is 

the truth.  It’s hard to picture a banker having money troubles.  But, people are human with foibles.  My 

ex-wife liked to spend money to excess.   



Three years after the divorce, I met a woman named Natalie at a Chamber of Commerce luncheon 

hosted by the Mayor in our relatively small suburb of Pittsburgh, PA.  Natalie was seated at my table.  

Admittedly she was gorgeous.   

Perhaps gorgeous doesn’t fully describe Natalie. She was stunningly beautiful.  She’s a natural red-head 

with deep auburn hair that is slightly longer than shoulder length.  Her hair has a natural curl too.  She 

stood approximately 5 feet 6 inches tall with chocolate brown eyes.  She was perfectly proportioned.  

Her voluptuous bosom narrowed to a thin waist with perfectly toned legs that showed her hourglass 

figure.  Since my divorce, I didn’t seem that interested in women any longer, preferring instead to 

remain the consummate bachelor focusing on my career.   

Throughout lunch she would sneak furtive glances my way, which I casually returned with a smile.  I 

detected no wedding ring on her finger however, I was still “gun shy,” as my Father would say about 

engaging with the opposite sex.  I took no action that day other than to politely introduce myself to 

Natalie as she was seated at our table, preferring instead to simply move along in my single 

uncomplicated life.  The luncheon ended with speeches.  I never gave Natalie another thought as I 

departed other than noticing she was an extremely attractive woman.   

About the time I met Natalie at the luncheon, my financial future brightened by taking a step in the right 

direction.  I had taken a huge chance on a retail store that catered to up and coming urban preppy 

women entering the workforce.  Working in business required women to dress in the latest business 

suites.  College age women’s wardrobes consisted of shorts, T-Shirts and ripped jeans.  The store, was 

not my idea, but instead I supplied the capital to launch the business by cobbling together my meager 

savings, loans from banks, as well as from my family.  For me, it was a huge risk, in that I felt like I had 

gone “all in” to see the business become successful by leveraging my financial posture to the limit.   

The store sold trendy but tasteful business clothes for women.  I stopped by from time to time simply 

observe the interactions of the patrons and sales staff.  I offered limited advice to the store manager 

occasionally since, as a banker, I had limited experience in women’s fashion.  In general, I remained 

quiet in the background, perfectly content to collect my monthly check plus interest from the store 

owner. 

About a year after the store opened, I noticed a change in the clientele that frequented the store.  It 

started out as twenty something young women entering the workforce for the first time in a real job.  

The clients gradually increased in age.  After reviewing the sales demographic data of the first year, the 

average age for a shopper had advanced to mid-thirties.  The twenty something crowd was still a 

mainstay, but the older patrons seemed to appreciate the finer quality wools and designer brands the 

store stocked.   

The effect of the age change in customers was dramatic.  Sales started taking off via word of mouth.  

Before long it was the chic boutique in town where women’s business clothes were a must have.  Having 

seen bust and boom times in the past as a banker, I took it all in stride until I got a call from the store 

manager indicating a high end retailer from New York was interested in speaking with the investors.  I 

informed the manager that I would be happy to speak with them since I was the sole investor. 

A few days later, I received a call on my cell phone while at my day job as assistant manager at the bank.  

I had an office so privacy was not a concern.  The caller identified herself as Natalie Goldman.  The name 



sounded vaguely familiar but I couldn’t place it.  The voice on the phone even sounded remotely 

familiar.  She expressed interest in talking with me in person over dinner one evening in the next week 

as her schedule permitted.  I agreed and asked her to call me with her plans at least a day in advance so 

I could ensure my schedule aligned with hers.   

At this point, I had no idea what she wanted to talk about.  She didn’t elaborate on the phone.  I was 

intrigued by the discussion and the voice on the phone.  Throughout the rest of the day, I tried mightily 

to remember back through my past for a name that resembled Natalie Goldman.  I couldn’t come up 

with anyone. 

Natalie phoned on Friday two days after our initial phone introduction saying she would be arriving the 

following Monday afternoon.  She wanted to know if I could I arrange to meet her at the airport.  I 

agreed.  She shared her flight plans with me via e-mail that afternoon.   

Being a banker, I tend to run toward the boring, conservative, less cosmopolitan dresser that befits 

bankers.  Monday, I had dressed in my light grey flannel suite, blue button down pinpoint oxford shirt, 

with red regimental striped tie to accent the suit.  I had polished my black wing tips Sunday as I did every 

weekend.  I felt confident, but looked conservative.   

Around three thirty, I left the bank to meet Natalie at the airport which was a short twenty minute drive.  

I parked my BMW M3 Cabriolet, then hustled into the terminal to greet her as she deplaned.  I wasn’t 

sure if Natalie was staying or catching a later flight that evening, nor even what she looked like, since I 

never did recall the connection with her name.  I decided to wait at the exit from security looking for 

someone that looked like they were looking for someone.   

I needn’t have worried.  As soon as I saw Natalie walking down the terminal aisle in her muted pastel 

yellow business suit, I immediately recognized her as the woman from the luncheon a year earlier.  As 

she got closer, I think the recognition dawned on her as well.   

“Tim, so nice to meet you, again.”  Natalie said extending her hand, as she smiled while walking up to 

where I was standing. 

“The pleasure is all mine Natalie.  Welcome to Pennsylvania.  Do you have any luggage?”  I inquired 

while shaking hands and taking in the total package.  Red hair flowing effortlessly down her neck around 

her shoulders as I remembered, fantastic legs clad in stockings with three inch yellow pumps.  She still 

didn’t have a wedding ring.  What did that say about my state of mind I wondered? 

“I do have just an overnight bag.  If you don’t mind, show me the way to baggage claim.  It’s been a 

while since I’ve been here.”  I’m sure she remembered me from the Chamber luncheon over a dozen 

months ago.  I offered her my arm, which she gladly accepted.  We walked in casual silence to baggage 

claim. 

Upon retrieval, she asked, “So where can a girl get a good steak in this town?”  I immediately thought, a 

girl after my own heart, albeit through my stomach.   

“I know just the place.”  I replied confidently. 

We walked to the car again in silence.  I opened the passenger door for her, then helped her in.  She 

smiled as I put her overnight bag in the trunk.  The restaurant was a local steakhouse, certainly nothing 



upscale as I was sure Natalie was used to in New York, but the food was great.  All hand selected steaks 

plus all the trimmings one could imagine were on the menu.  The one claim to fame this small 

establishment did boast was a very extensive wine list.   

I ordered a reasonably priced bottle of Pinot Noir.  Once I had ordered the wine, Natalie launched into 

her pre-planned speech, I assumed since she delivered it in non-stop fashion.  In summary, she 

represented the high end retailer she mentioned previously was interested in buying the clothing store.  

They were also interested in keeping me as “Consultant”, to ensure success since I had a vested interest.  

I was flabbergasted to say the least. 

“So Natalie, let me make sure I understand.  You, or rather the company you represent wants to buy the 

clothing store in which I’ve invested.  Are you prepared to make me an offer tonight?”  I asked flatly. 

“I can see you don’t beat around the bush.  Yes, we are prepared to offer you two-point three million for 

your investment.  It’s a pretty standard business valuation of two and half times annual store sales 

which we’ve only estimated at this point.  Considering the store has only been operating a little over a 

year, the offer is quite generous.”  She stated rather calmly as if she were buying a latte at Starbucks.   

My eyes glazed over.  I had invested nearly five-hundred thousand a little over a year ago, thinking that 

was way too much even then.  Now my ship had just arrived at port carrying one-point-eight million 

dollars in profit after I paid the loans.  I took a sip from my wine.  I leaned in conspiratorially, “You, my 

lovely lady have yourself a deal.  Where do I sign?”  Natalie blushed I suppose either at the ease by 

which I agreed, or the “lovely lady” comment.  I knew what I had in the business, and I knew my payback 

period was much longer than it took for her company to stroke a check with six zeroes at the end, so I 

simply took the money without negotiation.  In hindsight, I probably left money on the table by 

accepting the first offer.  But, considering the risk to my personally leveraged capital another few 

hundred thousand dollars just didn’t seem worth it. 

“Thank you.  For accepting the offer and for the compliment.”  She replied while still blushing.  She was 

probably hoping I didn’t change my mind.  I had no intention of that, but wanted to press a little on the 

consultant position she mentioned previously. 

“Aren’t you forgetting something Natalie?”  I asked, toying with her just a bit.   

Again the blush accentuated her freckles across the bridge of her nose making her even more adorable.    

She stumbled and stammered, “I, I don’t know what I could have forgotten?” 

I decided to let her off the hook a little.  “How about the part where I become a consultant to your 

company -- the new owners of my upscale women’s boutique?”  I prodded.  “But you know I have a full 

time job and can’t dedicate myself to a full time consultancy to the store.” 

Natalie recovered nicely, “well yes, there is that.  The job pays two-hundred thousand a year, and I guess 

I just didn’t see it as that significant of an undertaking to continue doing what you have been doing for 

the store.  I was aware you worked for the bank.  The offer is two-hundred thousand a year, plus 

expenses. But, you must remain here to oversee the operations and transition for one year.  You also 

must report back to headquarters monthly.  If those terms are acceptable, then I can have the papers 

drawn up and overnighted to you by the end of the week.” 



I nodded my head.  “That’ll be great.  I’m looking forward to having my attorney review them.  Thank 

you.”  I replied sincerely.  Our steaks had arrived at the perfect time.  The waiter served Natalie a petite 

filet mignon, with a stuffed baked potato loaded, while I had the bone in rib eye with broccoli.  We both 

proceeded to dig into our steaks and sides saying little more until about half way through dinner. 

Natalie broke the silence, “Are you married?  I don’t see a wedding ring but of course today that doesn’t 

mean much, which is why I asked.” 

“Divorced going on four years now.  Money issues.”  I stated firmly, then laughed.  “But, I guess that is 

no longer a concern now, is it?  If only… if only she could have waited.”  I mused out loud. 

Natalie smiled acknowledging what I’d said. I probably wouldn’t have money issues now or in the future 

if I acted as a trusty steward for the windfall I had just earned and gratefully accepted.   “What do you 

intend to do with your profits?”  She asked innocently. 

“Well I rolled the dice a little over a year ago.  It worked out quite well. What if I just did it again?” 

“Wait, what? You would open another women’s clothing store?”  She seemed surprised as she asked. 

“No, not another women’s store, but why not a men’s store offering similar fashions?”  I challenged her 

a little. 

“You know that could work.  If you essentially did the same thing for men you’ve done for women, I 

might be back again next year with another offer.  That is just the type of thinking the company I work 

for is interested in.”  Natalie was animated as she spoke, perhaps for the first time realizing there might 

be something more to me than a drab banker.  I knew I was solid, in not only my thinking but my 

outlook.  Perhaps Natalie just got her first glimpse. 

She seemed to look at me differently than a back-woods business associate in which she had just closed 

a transaction.  Her eyes took on more clarity as she finished her meal.  I noticed her change in demeanor 

when she smiled.  Her smile extended to her eyes whereas before her smile was superficial.  Something 

in either the tone of my voice or confidence I exuded had excited her apparently.     

As we made small talk after dinner over coffee, I noticed it was getting late.  I waived the waiter over, 

but Natalie paid the check.  Since taking off early today I needed to get in to the bank early to catch up 

tomorrow.  I asked Natalie where she was staying.  She said there was a Hyatt at the airport and asked if 

I could drop her.  I agreed, and we exchanged numbers. 

The drive to the airport was quiet once again, my thoughts filled with setting about putting a new 

business together.  I have no idea what Natalie was thinking until we were almost at the hotel.  “Would 

you like to come in for a night cap at the bar?” 

I debated declining due to my early call at the bank tomorrow, but thought why not?  I’m a newly 

minted millionaire.  I could afford to have a drink at the bar with a beautiful women.  “For the privilege 

of having a drink at the bar with a beautiful lady like yourself, I would be honored.  Thank you.”  Natalie 

was caught a little off-guard by my response.  She smiled and this time the smile did reach her eyes.   

“That’s great Tim.  Thanks for dinner and the lovely conversation.  I’ve enjoyed myself.  I’ll just grab my 

bag and check in, then meet you in the bar if that’s OK?”  She asked as if it were a question, but it was 

really just announcing her intentions.   



“Sure, I’ll save you a seat.”  We parted with her going to check in, while I headed to the bar.  I ordered a 

Woodford Reserve Bourbon and waited. I was about half finished with my drink when she arrived with a 

flourish. 

“There that didn’t take long.  Did you miss me?”  Natalie came whisking into the bar like she owned it 

dressed in a knee length black skirt, white tunic top, and at least four inch black high heels.  She had 

removed her stockings I noted.  Clearly a change from her earlier pastel yellow suite.  She had also 

refreshed her makeup too.  Her lips looked a little redder than before with a little more blush to her 

cheeks which wasn’t from embarrassment.  Her hair was brushed out, with what seemed like more curls 

hanging over her shoulders. 

“I can honestly say, I did miss you.  You’ve changed, but the change is fantastic.  You look amazing 

Natalie.”  I gave her my honest impression. 

She blushed again. “Well thank you again for the compliment.  I had been traveling in those clothes all 

day, and just needed to get out of them.  Thank you for indulging me.  Now how about a Chardonnay 

please?” 

“Coming right up.”  I signaled to the bartender, and placed the order. Natalie took a seat next to me.  

She was seated looking ahead over the bar.  After I placed the order, she turned on her chair so our 

knees were touching.  I must admit, it did send a spark through me, when they touched.  I wasn’t sure I 

wanted to get involved with this woman or any woman for that matter.  That was especially true 

considering the fact she just negotiated the deal.  Being with a bank, we had a strict no-fraternization 

policy between staff at the bank in any capacity.  I decided to just play along and flirt for the rest of my 

drink, then take my leave as a gentleman.  Apparently Natalie didn’t get the memo. 

“You know, you’ve been the perfect gentleman all evening.  Opening car doors, restaurant doors, 

escorting me around, pleasant conversation.  Are you always this way or are you going out of your way 

to be nice to me because of the offer we just agreed on?”  Natalie’s words struck me as a little odd.  I 

wasn’t sure why it really mattered, why I did things, but decided to answer her honestly anyway.  The 

bartender arrived with her wine.  She took a healthy swallow, then leaned back in her chair obviously 

waiting for my answer. 

“Actually, in this day and age, believe it or not, chivalry is not dead.  I like to think I’m a kind caring 

person, and always do my best to show consideration towards everyone.  Being a gentleman is part of 

that where ladies are concerned.  Of course it sure does make it easy to be a gentleman to a drop dead 

gorgeous woman like you.”  I finished looking directly in her eyes which danced down to my hands and 

back up to my eyes in an instant.  I think she looked a little scared.  I would hardly think that she had 

never been told she was beautiful before.   

Gaining a little control, Natalie replied.  “You know, I did my research on you before I came here.  You 

surprised me.  I suppose I figured you would be a little different being from a smaller town as a business 

owner than what I was used to.  I thought you were going to be all full of yourself as a successful 

entrepreneur.  You know, big fish in a little pond?  Maybe you would even be a little like the guys in New 

York – on the hunt for their next notch on their belt with any woman they met. But you’re not anything 

like them.  You’re genuine and I think sincere.  Those are two qualities, I’ve not seen much in my time in 



New York.  I like it.  I like you Tim Cramer.”  She finished with a flourish taking another healthy gulp from 

her wine. 

“Well thank you Natalie.  I appreciate it.  And for the record, I like you too.  Well I should probably get 

going.  It’s late, and I’ve got an early day at the bank tomorrow.  I just want to tell you, that I have 

thoroughly enjoyed your company this evening.  And, if you are ever down here in my neck of the woods 

again, please call me.”  I stood, dropped two twenties on the bar, then leaned down and kissed her on 

the cheek.  “And thank you for the wonderful offer for the store.  Your company won’t regret it.”  

Natalie just sat there with her mouth agape looking confused.  Maybe none of her dates ended this way.   

I ended up at home in no time, fast asleep dreaming of the payoff and how to do it all again. 

Surprisingly, Natalie sent me a text about seven the next morning.  I was just about to head into work, 

so I was already showered, shaved and ready to go.  She wanted to have breakfast before her flight at 

ten.  We agreed to meet at the restaurant in her hotel from last night.  I arrived fifteen minutes later. 

She waived me over to her table.  Natalie, was dressed in jeans, short black boots with a white tank top 

around which a red blazer accentuated her shoulders.  Her hair was up in a bun today.  I noticed the 

dark outline of a lacy brassiere under the white tank top but otherwise nothing overtly sexual.  The look 

was casual geared for travel, yet somehow flirty.  I asked if I could join her.   

After I sat, she ordered more coffee for the table.  I looked the part of banker again today, with a dark 

blue pin-stripe suit, lighter blue tie, and white shirt.   

After the waitress left, Natalie launched into her what I now guessed was well rehearsed speech she 

didn’t get give last night.  “You know Tim, you ran out on me last night.  You didn’t give me a chance to 

properly thank you for any of your hospitality yesterday.  That wasn’t very nice of you.”  After which she 

frowned.  Although it looked more like a playful pout. 

I wasn’t going to play, “Natalie you’re welcome.  You did thank me.  That’s all the thanks I needed.  I’m 

glad we could conduct business last night and close the deal.  Thank you for your professionalism.  I 

assure you, I enjoyed myself immensely last night as I mentioned.” 

“You are very frustrating Tim Cramer.  Here I am trying to get to know you better, and all you can do is 

say ‘Thank You’ and ‘You’re Welcome’.  What’s a girl got to do to get your attention?”  Natalie now 

sounded a little frustrated. 

“Natalie, I apologize if at any time I lead you on.  That was not my intention.  You are an extremely 

attractive and beautiful woman.  Any man would be thrilled to spend time with you.  You’re smart, 

witty, and did I mention beautiful?  All fabulous qualities in my book.  What are you looking for?  For me, 

this was a straight business deal nothing more.  I left the emotional entanglements when I divorced my 

wife.  I’ve not really wanted to get back on the emotional roller coaster again.  The landing really hurt 

the first time.”  I said as honestly as I could without hurting her feelings. 

I could tell what I said firmed up Natalie’s resolve.  “OK.  I’ll buy your divorce was painful.  Would it help 

to know I went through a similar experience?  And yes, it was painful for me too.  Let me ask you 

something?  What are you looking for?  I know what I’m looking for now and my first husband wasn’t it.  

That doesn’t mean I’ve given up looking however.”  She paused, then continued, “look, you’ve already 

acknowledged I’m attractive – your words, not mine – I find you equally as attractive and a person I 



want to get to know better.  If you’re worried about emotional entanglements, I assure you, I am 

discreet and low maintenance.  What would be wrong with taking a chance to find out what could be?”  

She stopped to let that percolate. 

I had to admit, there was appeal to her offer.  But let’s face it, she was in New York, I was in 

Pennsylvania, what were the odds of a successful long distance relationship really happening.  I wasn’t 

quite sold yet.  Natalie sensed my hesitation apparently deciding to go for the close.  “I’ll tell you what, 

you are going to have to come to New York to sign the final contracts anyway.  The ones later this week 

will be a Letter of Intent.  Then we’ll have to perform due diligence and financial analysis to ensure the 

deal is accretive.  It will likely be another two to four weeks before we can consummate the 

transaction.”  She emphasized the word ‘consummate’.  I could almost feel the word dripping sexual 

innuendo as she said it.  This was one hot woman that appeared to have her sights set on me.  I waited 

what seemed like an eternity when it was only about thirty seconds for Natalie to continue.  “Plan a trip 

to New York in say three weeks from this Friday for a long week.  Arrive Friday evening and leave a week 

from that Sunday.  That way you’ll see two weekends in New York.  You can stay at hotel, or you can 

stay with me at my condo in Manhattan, your choice.  What do you say?  And before you answer, I do 

have two bedrooms, so if you would prefer, you can sleep in the guest room, although that isn’t my first 

choice.” 

I was floored.  This beautiful woman just asked me to spend a week with her in her condo and indirectly 

in her bed.  She could tell I was considering her offer by my pensive look.  I’d never really thrown caution 

to the wind like I had with this latest business venture which turned out pretty damn well in my opinion.  

But did I really want to take a chance on getting to know this lovely creature sitting across from me at 

breakfast?  After I asked myself that question the answer came to me easily.  “Natalie, I would 

absolutely love to spend time with you in New York.  For now, if it’s OK with you, I’ll bunk out in your 

spare bedroom.  I need to take any relationship slowly if it’s going to succeed.  You have to understand 

something, I intend to make the next trip around the sun with a future partner go for more than one lap.  

I’m not looking for a one night stand or even a one week stand.  It has to be ‘forever and always’ as my 

Mother used to say.  Make sense?”   

A visibly relieved Natalie smiled saying, “I absolutely get it.  I feel the same way.  I just couldn’t let you go 

last night or this morning without telling you how I felt and that I want to take a chance.  I hope after 

your week with me, you’ll feel the same.  But if you don’t, it was worth taking a chance to find out.  I 

can’t wait.  Book your flight, send me your travel plans, and I’ll be there to get you at the airport.” 

I nodded my agreement.  We finished our coffee and breakfast that had been served while Natalie was 

proposing her idea to me.  I picked up the check and paid.  As I was getting up to leave Natalie also rose.  

She walked around to my side of the table and kissed my cheek, just like I had done the night before.  

Her lips were warm on my cheek.   “There is a promise there with my kiss.  A promise for more of the 

same and a chance.  That’s all I can offer.  Take care Tim Cramer, until we see each other next.”  She 

walked behind me leaving me standing at the table in wonder what I had just gotten myself into.  Oh 

well, being with an amazingly attractive woman for a week couldn’t be all bad I thought.  Especially one 

that saw what she wanted and went after it. 

The weeks seemed to drag on from breakfast that Tuesday morning to the Friday three weeks hence of 

my departure for New York.  Work at the bank, was typical.  I droned through my daily workout regimen 

at the gym, visiting the clothing store a few times.  I received and overnighted the signed Letter of Intent 



back after my lawyer’s cursory review that everything was in order.  I had to wait another two weeks 

until my flight left bound for New York, New York.   

I had been to New York several times over the years, but it never really made much of an impression on 

me other than it was expensive, noisy and over-blown in every way.  Not a very attractive description of 

one of our nation’s gems of a city.  At the times of my visits I thought it was dirty, cold and unattractive.  

As we were banking in over the water towards LaGuardia on final approach, I reminisced about past 

visits to the ‘Big Apple’.  This trip I vowed would be different, if only for the company I was planning to 

keep.  There certainly wasn’t anything about Natalie that was unattractive or cold.  Rather there was 

beauty and hot fire to consider remembering her last kiss on my cheek.  I was hustling out of the 

terminal towards baggage claim when Natalie caught my eye.  I smiled as she was running up to greet 

me.   

“Hi, I was a little late getting here.  I thought I was going to miss you.  I’m so glad I didn’t.”  She rushed 

into my arms and kissed me on the cheek.  “That is just part of fulfilling my promise from last time.”  She 

disengaged from my arms standing back to take in my fully dressed form in jeans, polo shirt, and boat 

shoes.  She must have liked what she saw, “You look great Tim.  Thank you for coming.  You won’t regret 

it.” 

Natalie looked good too.  She was dressed in white capri pants, white flats, with a sleeveless pink 

blouse.  “Thanks Natalie.  I appreciate your invitation.  And you look pretty great yourself.  Now let’s 

collect my bag then you can show me all the charms of this wonderful city.  I must admit the times I’ve 

been here in the past, haven’t been especially memorable nor worthy of return.  Somehow I suspect this 

time my experience might be a little different, courtesy of a very charming host.” 

“Thank you.  You’re right about that.  I’ve got an adventure filled week planned.  But tonight, I’ve 

planned a quiet dinner at home – just the two of us.  I just want to talk about you, me and chances.  I 

cooked and before you say anything, you need to taste it first.  I’m really not a bad cook.  Deal?”  She 

winked at me.   

“Deal Nat.  Would you mind if I called you that?”  Answering her question with one of my own.   

“Nat huh?  Seems a little forward, but I like it.  Does that mean you think we could be more than 

business associates?”  She asked very plaintively and tentatively. 

“Let’s see how the week goes Nat.  You know where I stand.”  I didn’t want to shut her down, but didn’t 

want to build any false hopes with her either.   

“Fair enough.  I see I have my work cut out for me.  OK.  I can live with that.  Off to the condo.”  Just like 

that, we were idling along with the rest of New York traffic slowly approaching our destination.  The 

conversation had been light about jobs, her work for the clothing conglomerate, and my position at the 

bank.  It wasn’t particularly personal, but that was the whole point of starting from scratch to get to 

know someone better.  It builds in layers. 

I drew a few conclusions about Nat during that ride to her condo.  She was deeply committed to her 

career and success much like I was.  She didn’t see a glass ceiling for women so long as they were willing 

to fight men on equal footing.  She was tough in business, but tender in other ways.  When we arrived at 

her condo, a cat greeted her, then quickly exited when he/she saw me on Nat’s heels.  Nat, turned 



around and said, “That’s JJ, he’s shy but once he rubs up against you a few times, he’ll be fine.  Just give 

him a chance to get to know you.  You and he will be best buds.  If you’re lucky, and he really likes you, 

he’ll sleep with you.  Just watch his claws, they are like little razors.”  Fair warning.  I stored that away 

for later use.  I wondered if I detected an allegory regarding us, with her description of JJ’s predilections.   

“Let me show you to the guest room.”  Nat motioned and I followed bag in hand.  I was glad she 

respected my prior wishes and hadn’t tried to put me in her bedroom.  It showed a level of respect I 

appreciated. 

We made our way back to a comfortable looking living room, kitchen area complete with a large wrap 

around bar.  The bar was ‘L’ shaped, with the short end overlooking the sink into the dining room. The 

long end overlooked the living room.  A very workable design I thought.  I took a chair on the long side of 

the bar in the middle just watching Nat finish preparing dinner.  “Care for a drink or glass of wine?”  Nat 

asked. 

“I’ll have whatever you’re having.”  I quickly replied. 

Nat smiled, while reaching in to the wine holder for a bottle of Pinot Noir.  “Would you do the honors, 

while I pull the dinner together?”   

I came around to her side of the bar opening drawers looking for a corkscrew, finally finding one.  I 

opened the wine to let it breathe.  I located two glasses from overhead observing Nat while she finished 

coating the vegetables with what looked like goat cheese and almonds.  From the smells, I could tell 

dinner was going to be something special.   

After about six months of eating my own cooking post-divorce, I decided to take a cooking class to learn 

the basics.  I liked it so much I went back for the advanced class.  I was no Emeril Lagasse, but I could 

skillfully prepare a dish or three.  I might get a chance to demonstrate some of those cooking skills for 

Natalie this week.   

She had prepared a roasted rack of lamb that was finished and resting comfortably on the side board 

next to the stove.  There was also what looked like red potatoes in the broiler just about ready to come 

out.  With the green bean accompaniment, dinner would be nothing less than gourmet.  On the table 

were two candles that I offered to light once I finished pouring the wine.  Setting the wine down at the 

two placemats at the dining room table, I lit the candles.  Nat reached around to turn an overhead 

chandelier on with a dimmer switch, setting the illumination to roughly that of the candlelight on the 

table.  The setting was about as romantic as you could get.   

It was then I noticed, the small gift wrapped box sitting beside one of the placemats.  Nat noticed me 

looking at it strangely.  “That’s for you.  Help me get everything on the table, then you can open your 

present.”  I dumbly complied, helping move the vegetables, lamb and serving pieces onto the table, 

while Nat served the red potatoes into a dish already on the table.  She motioned for me to sit.  I stood 

behind the opposite chair waiting until she stood next to it.  I moved the chair out to help her sit.  She 

smiled the entire time.  “Did your Mother and Father teach you those kind of manners?  I have never 

met anyone that paid attention to what they were taught growing up still doing it, like they would get 

punished if they didn’t.  You are amazing you know that?  A girl could get spoiled around you.” 



“Nat, remember what we talked about last time we were together?  Being considerate is not a character 

flaw.  It’s inbred in my nature.  I act this way even if no one is looking.  Dinner looks fantastic and smells 

even better.  Thank you.  This is a lot of trouble.  I just want you to know I appreciate it.” 

Nat picked up her wine glass.  “A toast to my new friend Tim Cramer.  Thanks for taking a chance --

Salute!” 

“Cheers!” 

“Would you like to open your present?”  Nat asked playfully. 

“I would, but I didn’t get you anything.  I’m slightly embarrassed.”  I modestly replied. 

“Nonsense, I asked you here, under no false pretenses other than to get to know you.  You are my guest 

for the next week.  I wanted to get you something.  Please accept it for what it is.  A token of my 

appreciation for you spending time with me.  For taking a chance.”   

It was her words again that resonated.  ‘Taking a chance.’  What were we taking a chance on?  Us?  Sure 

in some universe I could see myself with Natalie.  But given her extremely generous offer to come to 

New York just to spend time with her, I thought there must be some ulterior motive.  I agreed to open 

the present. 

Upon opening my present, I was surprised. It was a Stainless Steel men’s bracelet with chain embedded 

around black links.  It was masculine, casual, yet classy I noted as I slipped it on my wrist.  It looked great 

on me.  “Natalie, thank you seems like just platitudes, but no one has ever given me something like this.  

I’ll treasure it.  Thank you.”  I finished quickly, before the pollution in New York that had collected in my 

eye, started running down my cheek.  Natalie smiled a broad smile that did indeed touch her eyes.  It 

touched me too to see her happy.  I knew then the week in the New York, was going to be more than 

just a week in New York.   

Dinner was fantastic as I predicted, but the conversation with Nat was even better. 

Natalie married her first boyfriend.  He was extremely fun to be with according to her, but 

inexperienced about life or how to be an adult.  He had no sense of responsibility.  Natalie wanted 

stability along with a partner that would work right alongside of her, sharing their mutual success.  Her 

first husband wanted to party as much as possible while working as little as possible.  It was just a 

doomed relationship from the start.  Their views were so diametrically opposed, there was no hope for 

them to align on the same direction.  It was North and South, East and West for their entire four year 

marriage.  Towards the end, it sounded like Natalie suspected that her husband was cheating on her but 

didn’t have the time or energy to try and prove it.  At that point, she had already emotionally cashed out 

of their relationship and simply filed for divorce under “irreconcilable differences.”   

It sounded like both of our respective divorces went about as well as divorces can go I suppose, but we 

each took away our own ‘lessons learned,’ about how we would do it differently next trip around the 

sun.  I shared my own version of Divorce 101 with Nat over dinner as well.  It was ugly with my ex-wife 

trying to get the maximum amount from the man she claimed she loved above everyone else.  It 

damaged me emotionally, of that I have no doubt.  Sharing all this with Nat was cathartic and cleansing 

in its own right.  I would guess she felt the same way as she shared her story.  I had to admit, Natalie’s 

core values in what she was looking for in a partner, were surprisingly similar to my own. 



Upon finishing our meal, I automatically stood to start clearing the table.  She looked at me 

dumbfounded for just a moment.  I continued clearing dishes.  “Is this all part of the Tim Cramer that I 

wanted to get to know better?  Because if it is, I like what I see.  Here, let me help you.”  Nat got up 

grabbing plates and serving bowls in each hand.  We both were headed to the kitchen.  We got to the 

opening between the kitchen and dining room and couldn’t fit through it at the same time.  I looked at 

her, and she smiled indicating I should go first to alleviate the traffic jam.  I think I knew at that point, 

she was something special I needed to hold onto if I could.   

We cleaned up the dinner dishes then retired to the living room to finish off the wine.  I was intrigued, 

by the shear gumption Nat showed by inviting a virtual stranger to stay with her for a week.  I felt like I 

was being courted.  She was certainly making all the advances.  Not me.  What did all that mean?  I still 

preferred to be friends with her I told myself but could imagine possibilities.   

“Nat, dinner was outstanding.  Thank you.  It was perfect.  You are an excellent chef.”  Natalie, beamed 

at my words of praise while blushing slightly.  I loved her pink cheeks when she blushed. 

“Thanks Tim.  Would you like to hear what I have planned for us this week?”  She quickly changed the 

subject from her cooking skills back to the topic of us.   

“Sure.  What did you have in mind?” 

“Well, it is June and the weather is very nice so I thought tomorrow we’d take a walk in Central Park, 

maybe even have a picnic in the grass.  How does that sound?” 

“Sounds great.” 

“I’ll get some coffee going.  Why don’t you have a seat on the couch?”  She titled her eyebrows and 

down quickly, twice mischievously.  What a shameless flirt she was turning out to be.  I was starting to 

like being wooed.   

I took my place on the couch to wait while the coffee brewed.  I had a moment to think about what I 

wanted to do next with Natalie and my life.  I knew living the life of single man was not my ultimate 

destiny.  I wanted kids at some point.  And I wanted an “all-in” partner that I trusted.  But what I really 

wanted to know, was what Natalie wanted.  It almost felt like she had a school-girl crush on me.  Natalie 

was beyond that stage in life I thought.  Maybe as she said when we were in Pennsylvania, she just 

didn’t like the men in New York.  Or, maybe they just treated women differently. 

Natalie was a very confident woman.  She didn’t back down.  She saw something she wanted and was 

decisive about getting it.  If that’s how she felt about me, then it was a forgone conclusion from her 

perspective she would have me or at least do her best to be with me.  Why?  It certainly wasn’t about 

money.  The business transaction that brought us together, was funded by her company.  Perhaps she 

got a bonus for closing the deal. But there wasn’t anything directly related to money for her in taking a 

chance to get to know me better.  I sat still puzzled as Natalie brought two cups of coffee in on a tray 

with cream and sugar.  I guess she remembered I liked both from our dinner a few weeks ago.  She sat 

on the couch a safe distance from me, and kicked off her shoes to tuck her feet under her.   

“Thank you Nat.  And again, dinner was fantastic.  You really are a great cook.”   

“Thanks Tim.  So are you up for a picnic in Central Park tomorrow?”  Nat asked excitedly. 



“You bet.  Sounds great and I think the weather will be gorgeous.  They are calling for highs in the mid-

seventies which will be perfect.  Let me know how I can help.”  I replied. 

“Excellent.  Now that tomorrow’s plans are hashed out, let’s talk about why you’re really here.” Nat 

looked sternly at me while sipping her coffee.  I felt a shiver run down my back just from her tone and 

facial expression.  I knew she was kidding however.   

“OK.  I’ll play along.  Why am I really here?  Let me guess.  You’re secretly a vampire and going to wait 

until I fall asleep tonight to indoctrinate me?  No that’s not it.  You’re really hosting a Tupperware party 

and everyone is expected to place an order?  They are going to pop out of the bedroom any minute 

now.”  I retorted with my own playful banter.   

Nat laughed, “Not hardly.  But you never know.  Seriously, there really are no nefarious reasons Tim.  It’s 

really simple:  I like your company.  Let’s just enjoy the week we have together.” 

I relaxed into the couch.  I could do that.  I could for once in my stuffy banker’s personified life, relax 

with a gorgeous fun woman and just enjoy it.  “Nat I would like nothing more than to do just that.  So 

tell me all about Natalie Goldman.  I want to know if I need to sleep with the garlic tonight.”  I laughed.   

“Well we talked about our divorces, which by the way, was very freeing for me.  So thank you for that.  

You’ve met JJ, you know about my work.  What would you like to know?”  Nat lobbed the ball right back 

at me.  I could see this might be a little bit like cat and mouse, where I was the mouse.   

“Well we could start with where you grew up, brothers, sisters, Mother, Father, or I could just kiss you.” 

I think Nat was a little startled.  “Ah, well, yes I could tell you all about my family I suppose.”  She 

stammered.  She didn’t really say yes or no to my implied question, so I leaned forward and kissed her 

on her soft warm lips lightly.  She set her coffee cup on the table while backing away from the kiss.  Her 

eyes filled with fire.  I wasn’t sure if she was mad or full of lust by her look. 

“Oh Tim, do you have any idea how badly I wanted you to do that?”  I didn’t, but I had wanted it too.  I 

had no idea why.  It just felt right.  Now I was afraid since it was what we both wanted it was going to go 

too far too fast.  Her eyes glanced at my lips and I could tell she wanted more.  I leaned forward and 

kissed her again with more urgency, while placing my arms around her shoulders to hold her.  She felt 

really good.  Her skin was soft but her musculature underneath was firm from whatever her exercise 

routine was.  But as her lips parted her tongue briefly snaked out meeting mine.  It was electric.  My 

tongue came out to play as well.  I felt it.  I was sure she did too.  Just like that spark, when our knees 

touched at the bar in Pennsylvania.  I pulled her close to me as we broke the kiss.  Maybe we could be 

more than just business associates.  Maybe friends or even more.   

Nat just buried her head into my shoulder.  She put her arms around my chest as we held each other.  It 

felt safe for both of us I guessed.  It did for me.  I felt happy for the first time about another woman 

since my divorce.   

“I had no idea, but I knew I wanted to kiss you when you left Pennsylvania last time.  I hope it wasn’t too 

forward of me?”  I answered her question with one of my own speaking very softly into her hair.   

“God no.  Just hold me for a while Tim.  You just feel so good.  Better than I imagined or hoped.  You 

smell delicious too.  I don’t want this moment to end.” 



I scooted over closer to her on the couch without breaking contact with her.  With as much passion as 

was raging within both of us I suspected it could have been a short trip into either of her two bedrooms.  

I think we both felt the carnal lust pulsing through our veins.  I thought back to the conversation we had 

about taking it slowly while watching things develop.  Still thinking that was the right path I settled down 

to relax.  The wild endorphin rush of kissing someone passionately for the first time subsiding, although 

the warmth of peacefulness remained.  

“Nat, remember when I said we need to take it slowly?”  She nodded her head on my shoulder.  “I still 

think we should, but please don’t believe for a minute, that I don’t have feelings for you or I didn’t love 

that kiss.  As first kisses go, it was right up there at the top of my list. Probably even the very top.”  I 

grinned as I said those words, knowing, she could feel my body language expressing my true emotions. 

“Tim, I know I’m not a teenager any longer, but I felt my knees go weak from that kiss.  My God, I’ve 

never felt anything like it.  It was like I was floating outside of my body watching a Bogart and Bacall 

movie while they were kissing.”  Pulling away from my shoulder, she continued almost in lawyerly 

fashion.  “So, just to summarize, you have my explicit permission to do that again anytime, frequently 

I’m hoping.”  She giggled.  She had a great laugh.  I decided I wanted to hear her laugh more. 

“Nat, you have my word as a gentleman to do that often.”  I beamed at her.  We both sat back on the 

couch grabbing our coffees as we went.  Nat picked up a remote and turned on a stereo somewhere in 

the condo.  There were speakers all throughout the condo singing soft tones of ”Moon River.”  For now, 

we both seemed content to just sit together on the couch enjoying our coffees. 

“I’m going to go change in to my jammies, if it’s OK with you Tim.” 

“OK, I think I’ll do the same.” 

We both retired to our respective bedrooms to change.  I hadn’t had a chance to inspect the guest room 

or unpack, so took a few moments to look around at the surroundings.  Tastefully decorated as I would 

have expected, with a queen size bed, dresser, small walk-in closet.  Colors were a muted pastel green 

with darker green accents on the comforter.  There were photographs of Natalie with friends, male and 

female hanging on the walls.  Of the pictures taken with her female friends, she seemed open, alive, 

uncaring almost.  While those pictures with her and male friends appeared closed, guarded and 

suspicious.  I wondered why?  I had to admit a slight twinge of jealousy while staring at the pictures of 

her and her male friends.  Why was that I wondered? 

I changed into some cargo shorts and a T-shirt.  I was already sitting back on the couch when Nat joined 

me.  She had changed into a long T-Shirt, with white short shorts, but still maintained her modesty.  I 

was glad she chose the more modest attire so she didn’t fan the flames any more than they already 

were.  It would have been so easy earlier to get wrapped in the heat of moment with her, ravaging her 

on the couch.  As she sat down, my phone chirped while vibrating in my pocket. 

I took out my phone holding it up for Nat to see, and answered it mouthing, “Sorry” to Nat. 

“Hello.  Tim Cramer speaking.”  I didn’t even bother looking at the caller ID.   

My Father came to life, although he sounded very strange to me. 



“Tim, your Mother had a stroke.  We’re at the hospital now.”  He broke down in desperate sobs.  Trying 

to pull himself together he finally continued.  I mouthed, “My Dad” to Natalie.  “They don’t know if she 

is going to make it.  We were sitting in the living room watching TV.  She said she felt a little dizzy, then 

passed out.”  My Father was racing to get the words out.  My mind was racing to comprehend what he 

was saying.  Natalie was biting her lip, by now understanding since I hadn’t said anything the 

information being relayed was not good.  “I called 911.  I didn’t know what to do.  The ambulance 

arrived in about ten minutes.  We’ve been at the hospital a little over an hour.  I just finished with the 

Doctor.  I had to call you.  Tim, she might not make it.”  He broke down again crying openly over the 

phone. 

“Dad, Dad… please.  Look I’m up in New York, but I’ll get a flight home as soon as I can.  Tonight if 

possible.  Please try to hold it together.  I’m on my way.  Call me if anything changes.  I love you Dad.”  I 

pressed the end key, as my Father was still crying. 

My phone was in my lap.  I just sat there stunned.   

Natalie had already gone into her bedroom returning with her iPad.  “We need to get two tickets home 

right away.  I’m on it.”  Natalie announced.   

That shook me a little.  “Nat, I need to get home as soon as possible, you don’t need to go.”  I said a little 

less enthusiastically than I felt.   

“Bullshit.  If nothing else, I’m going because I want to be with you to support you.  You need support 

right now even if you don’t know it.”  She angrily spat back at me, causing me to recoil a little at her 

forcefulness.   

“Look, I’m a low maintenance girl.  I keep a bag packed in my bedroom, in case I need to fly out for 

business.  I’m all set to go anywhere on a moment’s notice.  You haven’t even unpacked.  Go grab your 

things and we’ll take a taxi to the airport.  By the time you’re ready I’ll have a flight and taxi on the way.  

GO!”  She barked. 

I wasted no time gathering what little I had unpacked, thinking about the last time I saw my Mother.  It 

was a month prior at the monthly barbeque.  She and Dad hosted one almost every month when the 

weather was warmer, for the neighbors, plus a few of their close friends.  Family was always invited.  I 

decided since I hadn’t seen them in a few months it would be nice to drop in for a visit.  My Mother was 

always trying to fix me up with one of her neighbor’s daughters.  Not that I minded.  My Mother and 

Father always had my best interest at heart.  I chatted with them, had a beer, some barbeque and 

quietly excused myself, kissing my Mother and Father on the cheek as I left telling them I loved them 

both and would see them soon.  That had been five weeks ago now.   

I gathered up and repacked my bag after slipping on some jeans for traveling with a fresh polo shirt.  I 

emerged from the bedroom, suitcase in hand, looking for Natalie.   

Nat came out dressed in jeans, with a pullover NYU sweatshirt carrying her suitcase.  “Cab should be 

arriving any minute.  I got us two tickets on the last flight out tonight from LaGuardia to Pittsburg.  It 

leaves at eleven.  We’ll have to hurry, but I think we can make it.  C’mon, let’s go downstairs to the 

lobby to wait for the cab.  I’ll call my girlfriend Karen to take care of JJ.” 



We quickly exited her condo, locking up on the way out heading for the lobby of her building.  By the 

time we got downstairs, the cab was waiting.  It was five after ten.  The cabbie put our bags in the trunk 

while we got into the back seat.  “LaGuardia as fast as you can!”  Natalie shouted as the driver was 

getting into the cab.  He slammed into drive wasting no time accelerating away from the curb. 

It took us forty minutes when Nat was driving last time.  I hoped the cabbie did as well or better.  It was 

going to be close no matter how quickly we got there. 

He pulled up a short twenty-five minutes later in front of the USAIR terminal.  Nat had downloaded the 

boarding passes to our respective phones during the cab ride. 

We grabbed our bags literally running, each carrying a bag in one hand, while holding each other’s hand 

through the airport through to security.  At this time of night on a Friday, it wasn’t crowded.  I was 

grateful.  We sailed past security to the gate.  We walked onto the plane with ten minutes to spare.   

After we stowed our bags, we took our seats.  I let out a pent up breath of air in a sigh.  Natalie grabbed 

my hand.  It felt wonderful.  It was comforting.  My thoughts were jumbled in my mind.  I had just 

started to get to know a charming beautiful woman, but now my Mother was at death’s door.  There 

wasn’t much I could do for my Mother at this point.  Her care was in the hands of her Doctor’s.  I was 

however, very appreciative of the woman sitting beside me holding my hand.  I squeezed her hand, 

nodding my appreciation to her in unspoken terms.  She seemed to understand. 

Nat smiled at me, “Tim, we made the flight.  Try to relax a little until we get there.  You must have a 

thousand thoughts running through your mind.  Try not to dwell on them until you know the whole 

picture.  I’m here to support you.” 

“Thank you.  You’re right I do have mind full of mush right now.  But I do know I’m grateful to you for 

being here.”  I realized I hadn’t told Nat what happened to my Mother, so I explained it to her.  She just 

nodded her understanding of the facts relayed by my Father.   

It was a quiet flight for both of us.  I was in my own little world thinking of all the possibilities and 

scenarios regarding my Mother.  I had no idea what Nat was thinking, but she seemed perfectly content 

to pass the time without idle chatter.  That seemed to speak volumes of the type of person she was – 

mature.   

We touched down at the airport in Pittsburgh about thirty minutes past midnight Saturday morning.  We 

were on our way to long term parking to retrieve my car when Nat said, “Tim, I had time on the plane to 

think about things.  You didn’t ask me if I would go.  I just told you I was going.  I know I can be too 

focused on the outcome of things.  I tend to push forward even though it might seem to others that I’m 

just a bull in a china closet, but I do care.  I care about you.  I would understand if you had second 

thoughts about me being here.  It was just my first reaction to supporting someone I care about.” 

“Nat, thanks.  I’m glad you’re here.  Enough said.  OK?”  I was still stressed over the situation and hope 

Nat didn’t take my terseness as a lack of approval for her to be here.   

“OK, I feel a little better.  Thanks.” 

We arrived at the hospital a little after one Saturday morning.  My Father was in the room with his head 

resting on her bed, holding my Mother’s hand when I walked in.   



I whispered quietly after closing the door, “Dad, it’s Tim.”  My Father’s head rose from the bed.  He 

looked at me with glassy eyes.  I could tell he had been crying.  It broke my heart to see him next to my 

Mother with lines, tubes, monitors, and gadgets everywhere crowding her space in the small room.  He 

gently let go of my Mother’s hand motioning we should talk outside.  I bent over and kissed my 

Mother’s cheek while speaking softly.  “Mom, it’s Tim.  I’m here.  I love you Mom.”  She didn’t respond.   

Nat was outside waiting on one of the chairs, when my Father and I emerged.  I knew this would set my 

Father back a little seeing someone he didn’t know, so I quickly made introductions.  Natalie held onto 

my Father’s hand while I made the introduction.  He seemed to take comfort in having a female touch.   

My Father relayed the same story he told me previously on the phone to both us with a few less tears 

this time.  I assumed before he was still in shock, but had time to process things in the past few hours.  

My Mother’s prognosis was certainly not positive.  Until, or if, she awakened there was no way to assess 

the damage the stroke had caused.  They had done multiple CAT scans to pinpoint the section of her 

brain that had the clot, but could only guess at the degree of paralysis to some or all of her right side 

based on the location.  Sadly, in the case of stroke victims, there are no warning signs.  Some are mild, 

others debilitating, yet others so massive, they might lead to death.   

The Doctor had assured my Father she was in no pain, although I struggled with that concept, since I 

couldn’t know her state unless I talked with her, which seemed highly unlikely.  The Doctor said she 

could awaken at any time, but couldn’t give any specific timeline.   

I asked my Father to take Natalie home to get some sleep, while I stayed with my Mother in the hospital.  

Neither Natalie nor my Father wanted to go at first.  I stood firm that I would notify them the minute her 

condition changed in any way.  I could see the worry on my Father’s face, along with the concern on 

Nat’s face.  I shrugged leaving them both standing in the hallway to decide. 

Nat stuck her head in the doorway about two minutes later and quietly said they were going to go.  I 

came to the door.  Nat brushed a hair out of my eye.  She kissed me on the lips.  “I’m going to take your 

Father home.  He’s like a zombie.  I think I convinced him he was no good to anyone in his condition.” 

I nodded.  “Nat thanks.  You can sleep in my old room down the hall from my parents.  Dad will show 

where it is.” 

“We’ll be back first thing in the morning, but you better call if anything changes.”  It sounded like she 

was speaking to me like my Mother.  It caused me to get a little glassy.  I kissed her forehead and 

thanked her for being with me.  She squeezed my hand as she parted. 

Returning to the room, I sat with Mom much the same way my Father had, my head down, holding her 

hand.  I’m sure I dozed off several times throughout the night.  Since it seemed the nurses were in every 

fifteen minutes to check something it was an extremely long night. 

My cell announced a text about seven in the morning.  It was Nat, asking if there were any changes.  I 

replied that things were unchanged.  Nat and my Father had been up since about six.  They were going 

to bring me a change of clothes.   

They arrived about thirty minutes later with breakfast.  It was shift change at the hospital, so the nursing 

staff going off duty, meets with the oncoming shift to ensure proper instructions have passed between 



them during a group huddle at the nursing station.  Nat, my Father, and I sat in my Mother’s room 

eating our breakfast sandwiches drinking coffee.   

My Father was the first to speak.  “Have we seen a God Damned Doctor in here yet this morning?”  He 

asked a little angrily.   

I knew my Father was just venting.  It would be better to absorb his venting than mirror it back to him.  

“No Dad.  But they are doing shift change now, so I would expect someone soon.  Mom hasn’t changed 

since last night.  I’ve been here the whole time.  I’ve spoken with each of the nurses and they all 

indicated she’s comfortable for now.”  My Father looked at me like I had lost my mind.  Nat looked 

concerned at the exchange, but gave me a brief smile indicating it was the right course of action to take 

with my Father.   

No one in our family had a great deal of experience with Doctors or hospitals.  Our family had lived a 

relatively trouble free life health-wise.  My Mother of course had me and my sister in a hospital but that 

had been well over thirty years ago.  Except for my Father visiting my Mother on the birth of their 

children, neither one of them had seen the inside of a hospital since.  All good as far as I was concerned, 

but it left my Father in a state of continuous agitation due to unfamiliarity with the surroundings.  

Understandable. 

My Father was not a patient man to begin with.  He never liked to wait to be seated at a restaurant, for 

more than five minutes even if he didn’t have reservations.  He bulldozed his way through life like he 

and my Mother were the only two people that existed.  Everyone was to be at their service.  My Mother, 

the much more patient of the two, did her best to corral my Father’s impatience, with modest success.  

I’m sure if the inevitable happened and my Mother died, he would be next to impossible to control.  I 

wondered if I inherited those same traits.  Time would tell I suppose, but it didn’t seem like I had. 

While I was off staring into space, a young Doctor maybe my age entered carrying my Mother’s chart.  

He pushed his glasses up from his nose to greet us as we all stood.  He appeared thoughtful as he 

scanned the chart.  I was hoping for any piece of news that was positive. 

“Mr. Cramer, I’m Doctor Morton Frederick.  I’m the cardiopulmonary surgeon on rotation this weekend.  

I’ve reviewed your wife’s charts.  Who are the other visitors here please?” 

My Father quickly replied.  “They are all family.  This is my son Tim and his girlfriend Natalie.”  I had 

introduced Natalie as a friend to my Father last night.  I suppose in his mind anyone that would 

accompany me from New York to Pittsburg under difficult circumstances qualified as girlfriend in his 

book.  I couldn’t argue with that logic.  It did have a nice ring to it. 

“Very well.  As I’m sure the attending told you last night, your wife had a stroke.  We can’t determine 

the results until she awakens, but I can tell you the source.  Based on the EKG, your wife has a mild heart 

condition affecting the mitral valve.  When the valve doesn’t fully close, there is build-up of blood that 

gets over-aerated via the lungs.  It develops extra air bubbles if you will.  When the valve reopens it 

allows the blood to flow again with the air bubbles suspended.  As over aerated blood travels 

throughout her system an air bubble can lodge anywhere.  In this case it lodged in her brain, and cut off 

the blood supply to a portion of it.”  The Doctor stopped, looking for confirmation from one of us that 

we understood what he had said.  I nodded for him to continue before asking my questions.  My Father 

and Nat looked at me like I was the teacher’s pet understanding everything he just said. 



The Doctor continued. “I can fix the heart valve relatively easily.  It’s an easy procedure as surgery goes.  

It would be best to do that sooner rather than later to prevent any more occurrences.  I’m more 

concerned however about the lasting damage the original stroke may have caused.  And of course we 

won’t know that until she regains consciousness.  My recommendation is that we proceed with the 

surgery this afternoon.” 

“Doctor, what are the chances that my Mother’s condition will worsen if you perform surgery?” 

“The procedure itself is very simple and done through insertion of an instrument through the artery in 

the groin.  It is not invasive from a surgical perspective.  It is successful 99 times out of 100.  Only in rare 

circumstances would the procedure need to be redone.  Although as with any surgery, there are risks of 

infection and anesthesia.  But the positive outcomes far outweigh the risks.”   

“What if we don’t go ahead with the surgery?” 

“Not my first choice, but of course that’s up to you and your Father.  I can tell you that for sure if it is not 

repaired it will cause another stroke at some point.” 

That put the point of the spear to the heart of the question.  It was a non-decision in my mind.  I put my 

arm around my Father and Nat at the same time.  I hugged them to me for support. “Dad, I think we 

need to go forward with the surgery.”  He agreed.  The Doctor nodded.  “I’ll go make the arrangements.  

We’ll talk about Mrs. Cramer’s prognosis after the surgery.  Please try to relax.  I know that’s not easy 

right now.  This is a very straightforward surgery.”   

I could see tears in Nat’s eyes.  I think my Father and I were almost cried out by now.  I let go of Natalie 

and hugged my Father.  Nat reluctantly let go when I went to hug my Father, then put her arms around 

my back and we shared a group hug.  It was better with her here, I had to admit.   

The surgery was set for one o’clock Saturday afternoon.  As the Doctor had said, it was without 

complication.  She was back in her room by four in the afternoon.  Now she was recovering from the 

anesthesia, the outcome of her stroke still unknown.   

We all stayed right there in the room with her until about eight that evening.  She hadn’t changed 

condition remaining lifeless in the bed with lights and monitors beeping steadily.  It was one of the most 

depressing times of my life.  I felt utterly helpless.  My stomach growled.  It must have been a 

sympathetic vibration but it sounded like Nat’s growled just after mine. 

“Look, why don’t we get something to eat.  None of us can do anything for Mom until she wakes up.  

None of us has eaten since this morning.  We’ve got to keep up our strength for her.”  My logic seemed 

to prevail.  One by one we left the room my Father being the last.   

I suggested the bar across the street would work since it was close.  The nurses had our cell phone 

including Nat’s.  We stoically walked across the street to the bar.  It looked like many of the hospital 

staff were here.  Probably another shift change I guessed.   

We got a table.  My Father sat on one side while Nat and I took the other.  We all ordered a burger, fries 

and iced tea.  The mood was somber.  Nat held my hand under the table.  I felt comforted by her 

proximity as well as touch.  My Father just wrung his hands while we waited for our food.  My Father 



cleared his throat.  He took a drink of his tea composing his thoughts.   His hand shook as he brought the 

glass to his lips.  I guess he was just trying to take his mind off our situation. 

“This is a hellava situation for us to meet isn’t it Natalie?”  I thought the question might take Nat a little 

off-guard but she stood right up to my Father with what I thought was a fantastic answer. 

“Mr. Cramer, I appreciate what you must be going through with your wife.  I had an aunt that passed 

away not long ago.  Tim and I had planned to spend the week in New York.  When he got your call last 

night I could tell the news wasn’t good just like in my aunt’s case.  There was no question in my mind 

that I would be there with Tim.” 

“That sounds serious Natalie.  Tim is it serious?  Not that I have any opinion about it, it’s just I’ve never 

heard your name before last night.  I can tell you have feelings for my son.  God knows you must, or you 

wouldn’t have dropped everything to fly here last night with him.” 

I wasn’t sure how to respond to my Father.  On one level I felt myself falling in love with Natalie.  If for 

no other reason than her sense of family.  More importantly her sense of self-sacrifice of her time to 

support me was telling.  My Father was right, what woman who doesn’t have feelings for me, would pick 

up in a moment’s notice during a crisis, to be with someone they hardly knew.  Maybe Natalie’s feelings 

ran deeper than I thought.   

“Dad, Nat and I met about a year ago at a luncheon here in town.  It wasn’t until about a month ago that 

Nat and I got together to close the deal on the clothing store.  She invited me up to New York so we 

could complete the sale and get to know one another better.  I know I have feelings for Nat.  Hell I guess 

if I admit to myself, I had feelings even as far back as that luncheon.  I just chose not to act on them I 

suppose.  I can tell right now, she’s definitely someone I want to get to know.”  I replied confidently 

looking directly at Natalie.  Nat blushed.  It was the most open conversation we’d had about “us” since I 

had arrived in New York. 

“Mr. Cramer…“ My Father interrupted Natalie. 

“Please Natalie, call me Jake.” 

“Jake, you and your wife have done an outstanding job raising Tim.  Aside from Tim being very 

handsome, one of the first things that struck me about him was how he handled himself.  He is a true 

gentleman.  He opens car doors, restaurant doors, pulls chairs out for me.  He probably rescues cats out 

of trees if the situation calls for it.  I found after that first dinner when we discussed the clothing store, I 

missed having him do those things for me.  I couldn’t believe it myself after only one dinner that I would 

miss his gentlemanly ways, but I did.  I genuinely liked him and decided to take a chance by inviting him 

to New York so we could finish the contract.  I was hoping for more time with Tim to see if we could 

connect and become friends.  While I know these are not ideal circumstances, I feel something for Tim 

I’ve not felt in my entire life.  I’m not sure I know what it is to put a label on it, but I do know that I don’t 

want to let Tim go without finding out.” 

My Father’s emotions must have been all over the place.  He started crying right then.  “I only wish my 

wife – Suzy could see and hear this.  God, she may never come back to us.  What am I going to do?” 

“Dad, Mom is a strong woman.  You know it and I know it.  She’s coming back.  Let’s trust the Doctors 

and pray for the rest.  Somehow it’s going to work out.” 



Our food arrived.  We ate in relative silence.  Not much more to say about Mom other than we were all 

in her corner rooting for her.  We walked back to the hospital.  I checked in at the nurse’s station and 

found the same crew from the prior night on duty.  They recognized me.  They reported no change in 

Mom’s status since we left for dinner.  I went back to inform my Father and Nat. 

“Look there’s been no change with Mom.  Everything is still stable for now.”  I paused.   

“I’m going to stay here tonight.  You and Natalie go home to get a little sleep.  Come back in the 

morning.  I just need to be with her.  God that woman is everything to me.  Bring me some clothes when 

you come back tomorrow morning.  Would you?” 

“Sure Dad.  We’ll be back around the same time tomorrow.  Let me just kiss Mom goodbye.” 

I kissed my Mother good bye.  Nat hugged my Father.  She was endearing herself to not only me but my 

Father as well I could tell.  We left the room together. 

On the ride home, Nat opened up a little to me.  “You know Tim, I know this a very difficult time for you 

and your family.  Somehow, I don’t know, I feel a part of it, through you.  It feels strange, almost like 

we’re connected in some way.  I don’t know, I can’t explain it.  It must sound crazy.  I feel like I can feel 

your Father’s pain through your pain.  And it hurts me when he’s in pain the same as you.” 

“Nat, I never meant for our time together to be spent like this.  I just – I just have my Mother and my 

Father on my mind right now.  Look, what I said before isn’t the whole truth.  Yes I have feelings for you, 

but what I admitted to myself before I said that was I thought I was falling in love with you.  I don’t want 

to scare you and this might just be the emotions given the situation, but you’ve shown me more love 

and support in twenty four hours, than I ever experienced with my first wife.” 

Natalie was quiet and didn’t respond right away.  I’m sure she was shocked at my revelation.  We 

arrived at the house a few minutes later.  Nat knew her way to the bedroom.  I followed along locking 

doors along the way.  I wanted to grab a few things so I could sleep on the couch.   

“Where do you think you’re going?”  Natalie asked me. 

“I’m going to make up the couch and sleep downstairs.  Why?” 

“I see your Mom’s situation must have upset you more than I imagined.  You’re not thinking clearly.  OK.  

Here is how it’s going to be.  Go take a shower, while I turn down the bed.  You are sleeping in your own 

bed tonight.  And guess what?  This isn’t open to debate.  Oh and by the way, I’ll be there right next to 

you.  No discussion.  Now Go!”  Natalie barked liked she had when we were in New York preparing to 

come here.  What a diamond I found with strength I could only imagine.   

I went off to shower and shave since it had been over thirty six hours since I had done both.  Fifteen 

minutes later I felt normal again.  I entered my old room.  The side lamp was on, but the overhead light 

was turned off.  I was dressed in gym shorts and a T-shirt.  Natalie was sitting on the bed with an arm full 

of clothes patiently waiting until I finished.  She had turned the bed down and gestured for me to get in, 

then headed for her own shower. 

In what seemed like record time, for a woman anyway, she returned to the bedroom in a T-shirt of her 

own and her short-shorts.  Modest, but it was easy to see her breasts were unrestrained as she entered 

the room.  I felt a twinge in my manhood.  I was dead tired.  I think Natalie sensed it as well. 



“Tonight, we are going to sleep together and I do mean sleep.  While the thought of jumping your bones 

is intensely exciting to me right now, you need some sleep.  We’ll have time for that other stuff later.  

Comprende’?” 

“Yes Mam.  I’ll be good.”  Nat slipped under the covers pulling them up over both of us.  I just laid back 

with my head on the pillow.  I felt her hand on my chest as she reached over and above me while she 

kissed me goodnight.  I can’t remember her turning out the light.  I slept like a log. 

I remember having this intensely erotic dream where I was a sheik.  There were beautiful harem girls all 

around with one in particular that was dancing over me wearing veils.  The more she danced the more 

veils she shed until she was only down to one covering her face.  Although the last veil was still 

translucent I could make out her face.  Her face looked like Natalie.  I came awake with a bit of start 

quickly reminding myself I was sleeping with someone.  That would have been hard not notice since she 

was wrapped around me with her arm over my chest and her leg draped on my thigh.  I now felt the 

effects of the dream or maybe it was my sleep partner.  I was fully awake all over including my lower 

regions.  I tried not to rustle too much, not wanting to wake Natalie, but she stirred. 

Nat pulled her leg up into a stretch with her knee touching the bottom of my sack in an almost cat like 

stretch.  She leaned forward kissing me, my eyes now fully awake.  “Good morning sweetheart.  And I 

like how you feel when I sleep with you.  And I mean all of you.  Let’s check on your Mom.”  I sighed in 

quiet anticipation knowing any time with Nat was going to be great. 

“I’ll let my Father know we’re on our way.  Let me grab a couple of his things.”  I grabbed a fresh pair of 

jeans and clean polo shirt from my suitcase, while Natalie rummaged through her own suitcase for 

something to wear.  I slipped off to the bathroom to change.   

We met in the hall fully clothed.  I got a change of clothes from my Father’s room while Nat raced 

through her morning routine in the bathroom.  She emerged fresh faced looking brighter than I felt even 

after having a relatively good night’s sleep.  I guess the events of the past thirty six hours or so were 

catching up with me.   

“Let’s pickup breakfast on the way to the hospital like I did yesterday.  There is a little place your Father 

showed me.  Besides, their coffee isn’t too bad.”  I quickly agreed. 

We piled into the car and I followed Nat’s directions to the breakfast diner. 

We bought almost a repeat of yesterday’s breakfast with the addition of some fruit we could all share 

and a muffin for everyone for later.  After yesterday’s long day, there was no telling when we might get 

a chance to eat again after breakfast. 

We arrived at the hospital a little after seven in the morning.  I know my Father must have been 

exhausted.  I gingerly entered the room to find him asleep in the chair right next to the bed holding my 

Mother’s hand.  The scene touched me for sure.  Nat was right behind me.  We decided it might be best 

to eat breakfast out in the hall this morning to give my Father a break from the room for a few minutes.  

I gently roused him from his sleep.  He looked up sternly at me, quickly putting the pieces back together 

acknowledging he understood where he was and why I was there while looking at my Mother with a 

question in his eyes.  I just shrugged not knowing anything more than he did.  I motioned with my head 

for him to join us outside the room so we could talk. 



Once outside the room, Nat had set all the food and coffee out on our make-shift breakfast table of 

chairs in front of each of us in the hallway.  He thanked her while I went off to check with the nurse’s 

station hopefully just prior to shift change.  I found Cathy, the same nurse that had spoken to me last 

night still on duty.  She indicated relatively little change in my Mother’s condition, but her vital signs 

were improving.  Her heartbeat was stronger, respiration more even, and blood pressure stable.  I was 

thankful for her update and told her so. 

I returned to our breakfast table to relay the news about Mom’s condition.  “She’s stable and 

improving.” I summarized without going into details.  We went back to finishing our breakfast. 

As Nat and I were cleaning up from breakfast, Dr. Frederick made an appearance.  He pushed his glasses 

up on his nose again like yesterday but this time he actually smiled at us.  “I think your wife Suzy is 

making progress Mr. Cramer.  Her vitals have improved, which is excellent.  It’s still too early to tell, but 

her condition has definitely improved.  I don’t want to get anyone’s hopes up, too early, but I’m pleased 

with her progress and the results of the surgery.”  He finished with a smile again.   

I felt somehow buoyed by his remarks.  It might the first time in two days that we received good news.  I 

hoped so for my Mother’s sake, and my Father’s.   

My Father hadn’t said anything, so I replied, “Thank you Doctor.  Is there anything we can do?  Or just 

wait and see at this point?” 

“In cases like this, the body goes into a healing mode to shield itself from further trauma.  It needs a 

settling period to make sure when it awakes there is no more trauma or the initial cause of the trauma 

has passed.  I wish I could give you a more definitive timeline, but I just can’t.  I’m sorry.  The hospital 

has all your contact information, why don’t you just go home and let us continue to care for your 

Mother.  There really is nothing you can do for her.  I promise, we’ll call you as soon as anything 

changes.  At least consider it.”  And with that he was gone. 

I looked at Nat, then my Father.  Nat looked encouraged, my Father looked defeated.  I guess I felt numb 

and helpless.  Nat picked up with her take charge attitude.   

“C’mon guys, let’s take care of you so you can take care of her when the time comes.  Let me drive you 

home so you can get some rest.  I’ll stay awake to catch any phone calls that come in.”  I looked at my 

Father and he looked at me through tired, weary eyes tacitly agreeing to Nat’s suggestion.  We each said 

goodbye to Mom in our own way. 

Arriving home, Dad headed for his room.  I guessed he would want a shower and shave like I had the 

night before so I left him to it.  I wanted a little alone time with Nat. 

“Nat, I need to tell you how much I appreciate you being here with me.  It means the world to me.  It 

really does.  Anytime you want to or need to go home, believe me I’ll understand.   This is much more 

than anyone would have thought a first date entailed.”  I smiled trying to add a little levity to an 

otherwise very tense moment.   

“Tim, let me help shape your thinking here, since you still seem a little out it.  I’m here of my own free 

will because I too seem to be caught up in this whirlwind called your family.  Any man that loves his 

family as much as you do, deserves at least that much support from a friend.  Right now, I consider 

myself that friend.”  I started to respond when Nat held up her hand in a gesture that she wanted to 



finish. “Look, life is precious, it’s here, it’s now, and happening in the present.  What you shared with me 

last night about thinking you were falling in love with me, sealed the deal for me.  I’m in this for the long 

haul.  I don’t care about anybody else, as much as I care about you and your family right now.  Call me 

crazy.  Call me a lunatic.  But if you think for one minute I wouldn’t, or couldn’t be here with you right 

now, then you are the one that’s crazy.  What I’m trying to say Tim, is I’m crazy in love with you.  So 

much it seems that I feel your pain vicariously.  I feel the pain of your Mother and your Father through 

you.  Sure I see it firsthand with your Mother lying there, and your Father’s anguish as a result, since I’ve 

been here, but when you hurt, I hurt.  I can’t explain it.  But I can tell you I don’t like it one damn bit 

when everyone is in pain.” 

I struggled to get the words out, but I did.  “Nat I may have fudged a little last night when I said I was 

falling in love you with you.”  Natalie immediately recoiled thinking the worst that I was going to recant 

my earlier words I was sure.  I continued by grabbing her in my arms, “I am in love with you make no 

mistake about that.  But there is more…  I love you Natalie Goldman. God it felt good to finally say that.”  

Nat immediately relaxed in my arms.  It was like she turned into a wet noodle as I hugged her close to 

my body.  I could smell her hair, feel her presence right there all around me.  She slowly reached her 

arms up to hug me closer as she regained her strength.  She felt warm, all over.   

She whispered in my ear, “If you ever do that to me again I swear I’ll bury you in the backyard and 

nobody will ever find you.  It’s a good thing you’re a decent man, Tim Cramer, and that I know it.  

Otherwise, you would be one sorry sack of shit right now.  Oh, and for the record, I love you too.”  

Natalie bit my ear.  Not hard, but enough to grab my attention. 

She withdrew from me slightly and gave me a full on kiss that melted my underwear.  My thoughts were 

swimming between her, my Mother and my Father.  Under different circumstances I would have picked 

her up and carried her off to my bedroom like a caveman to make passionate love to her.  Now wasn’t 

the time and we both knew it.  She broke the kiss first.   

When we broke our kiss, I softly told her, “Natalie, I’m sorry, I don’t ever want to have secrets from you.  

It was important I shared my feelings with you.  I hope you understand how conflicted I am due to the 

speed with which this is happening.  I barely have time to process it.” 

Natalie smiled at me with a thousand megawatt smile, then started to break down in a laughing fit.  I 

couldn’t help it, I started laughing too.  Before long we were both grabbing our sides from laughing or 

crying so hard it hurt.  It was probably the tension of my Mother’s condition.  It could have been the 

realization of new love forming.  Who knows?  But it was therapeutic.  We calmed down.  I took her 

hand, leading her to the sofa in the living room. 

“Tim, I’m worried about your Mother obviously, but your Father is really hurting.  What can we do?” 

“I wish I knew.  Let’s let him sleep for a while.  If his night was anything like mine last night, he didn’t 

really get any sleep.  The nurses were in every fifteen minutes.  I swear I don’t know how anybody gets 

better in a hospital.”  I said a little frustrated.   

“I’m going to take a nap on the couch for a bit, why don’t you join me?  Then I’ll make us some lunch 

and we can head back to the hospital.” 

For a chance to hold Nat in my arms again, even on the couch, sounded great to me.  I readily agreed.   



We cuddled together and did actually sleep for about thirty minutes before I felt Nat stretch her long 

legs over mine.  She was sleeping with her back to the couch spooned into me.  I was facing the outside 

of the couch.  I turned my head to hers.  She kissed me on the lips.  My troubles seemed far away for 

just a few seconds while we kissed.   

“It’s almost one, let’s go make some lunch.  I’ll get sandwiches going, you get your Dad up.  Deal?” 

Reluctantly I agreed, groaning as I stood.  I went to my Mother and Father’s room pushing the door 

open.  I found my Father in his boxers and T-shirt draped across the bed face down.  I leaned over and 

tapped him lightly on the shoulder.  He immediately came full awake and rolled over.  “Is something 

wrong?  Did the hospital call?”  His questions came out at rapid fire machine-gun pace.   

I calmed him down.  “Dad, nothing has changed.  We haven’t heard from the hospital.  We’re going to 

have some lunch, then head back to the hospital.  Come on, get some clothes on and come downstairs.  

I love you Dad.  It’s going be OK.”  He nodded as I left the room.  I don’t know if I was as confident as I 

sounded. 

I remember growing up.  My Father and Mother both were always there to comfort me whenever some 

childhood tragedy struck.  It could have been falling off my bike, or losing my first girlfriend; both my 

parents would always be there to tell me it was going to be alright.  I always believed them, like I hope 

my Father believed me now. 

Nat was coming along well in my parent’s workmanlike kitchen.  I helped her finish the sandwiches with 

some pickles, chips and drinks.  I set the plates on the table in our dining room on my way to check on 

my Father.  He was just coming down the steps dressed, when I noticed him.  It looked like he had 

shrunk from his normal 5’10” stance.  He was hunched over coming down the steps unevenly.  This 

event with my Mother had taken its toll on him.  “C’mon, Nat made sandwiches, everything is ready.”  I 

helped him the last few steps.  

We all sat at the dining room table in a melancholy funk.  Nat had made ham and cheese sandwiches.  

Not surprisingly, they tasted great.  Maybe it was her company that added the flavor.  I know I could 

never thank her enough for being with us throughout this ordeal.  We ate lunch in relative silence.  It’s 

tough to make lighthearted conversation when someone else’s life is unknown.  As we finished lunch, it 

was clear to all of us, we needed to be back at the hospital.  I cleared the lunch dishes, while Nat 

freshened up in the bathroom.  My Father went out on the deck.  He was probably going to smoke.  It 

was clearly a bad habit, he hadn’t quite quit yet, but was much improved since I grew up.  This was the 

first time I suspected he was out smoking.  I knew now wasn’t the best time to remind him of kicking 

bad habits.   

My Father opened the sliding glass door and came back in closing it behind himself.  The smell of fresh 

cigarettes strong on him as he closed the door.  I gave him a sideways glance.  I guess he saw my 

disapproval, but brushed that aside.  “Are we going back to the hospital? I want to get going soon.”  My 

Father announced grabbing his wallet and keys from the side table next to the door.  I sensed his normal 

impatience and anxiety. 

“Yes, let me just get Natalie, and we’ll go.”  I called up the steps for Natalie.  I heard the toilet flush then 

the rush of water in the sink.   



“Son, not that I’m prying, but why is she here?  This is a family matter.  She may be your girlfriend, but 

she’s not quite family yet.  It’s not that I mind, she’s been great.  Clearly she’s a looker too, but what is 

she to you?”  I didn’t know it, but Natalie was standing at the top of the steps listening to my Father 

asking his questions. 

There it was, in black and white, summarized by my totally non-politically correct Dad.  “Dad, you know 

what?  That may be the easiest question you ever asked me.  Up until a few hours ago, it may have been 

difficult to describe what Natalie was.  Now it’s simple.  I love her, and I’m going to be with her the rest 

of my life.  Any more questions?”  I smiled like I had just announced I was running for President.  He 

looked at me with a blank stare on his face then relaxed. 

“Good.  I’m happy for you.  She seems like a great gal.  She seems to feel the same way about you, in 

case you hadn’t noticed.  You just take care of her like I tried to take care of your Mother.” 

I started running up the stairs to see what Natalie was doing when she quickly came around the corner.  

“Oh there you are, we’re ready to head to the hospital.  Are you all set?” 

“Yes, let’s go.”  I noticed she had a broad smile on her face.  I couldn’t understand why.   

We arrived at the hospital around two in the afternoon.  Half-way through the day shift.  I checked with 

the nurse’s station.  No change in my Mother’s condition.  She had now been unconscious for almost 

two days between her stroke and surgery.  I was starting to lose patience and faith. 

“Why don’t you sit and talk with her Tim? I did that for my aunt.  It seemed to help.  I’ll keep your Father 

company out here.  Go!”  Natalie barked her last word with drill Sargent like precision.   

I entered her room.  She looked so frail in the bed with all the medical apparatus surrounding her.  

Although when I looked at her, she almost seemed to have a little smirk on her face.  I was sure it was 

just the angle from which I viewed her.  I sat beside her in the chair my Father occupied just this 

morning holding her hand.  It was all a one sided monologue on my part just imagining the questions my 

Mother would ask me.  I could hear her in my head.   

“Mom, I love you so much.  God, you have to come back to us.  It’s not your time yet. What would Dad 

do?  You know I caught him smoking this afternoon?  I thought you broke him of that habit.  I know, old 

habits are hard to break.  I’ll bet Natalie could break him.  Who is Natalie?  Great question.  You haven’t 

officially met her yet, but she’s met you.  Well… she’s a wonderful woman I met not too long ago.  I can 

hear your question Mom.  Why haven’t I told you about her?  Right?  I guess I was a little afraid to tell 

you.  Well I don’t know why I was afraid, but today it became very clear to me that I love her.  I told her 

too.  Maybe that’s why I was afraid to tell you.  I didn’t want to jinx it.  But here’s the best part.  She said 

she loves me too!  How crazy is that.  We love each other Mom.  Hell, I don’t know where it’s going.  She 

lives in New York.  She’s beautiful Mom.  You’ll love her when you meet her.  She’s smart, funny, and oh 

yea she cooks too.  She’s very successful at work.  How about that?  All the things Cynthia wasn’t.  Do I 

want to marry her?  Was that your question?  Yes.  No, I don’t know how she feels about it.  She was 

married before, just like me.  She might be OK with getting married.  We’ve been so worried about you 

to even talk about anything like that.  No I don’t know how she feels about kids either.  Jeez, I know you 

want grandkids, but give me a chance would you?  Yes I want kids.  Am I sure this time?  Yes.  You’ll see.  

As soon as you meet her I know you’ll see how great she is.  I know I’m sure you’ll feel the same way.  

But you have to promise me you’ll meet her.  Will you promise me?  You have to get better.  We’ll get 



you the best care possible.  I promise.  Dad?  He’s a wreck, what did you expect?  I’m glad I’m here.  I 

know, you were always the strong one.  But you always let him think he was.  Why did you do that?  Do 

all women do that?  Rhetorical Mom, no need to answer.  Chrissy is overseas again.  Yes, I promise to 

call her as soon as I can.  Yes I agree, I need to tell my sister all about Natalie.  You remember your 

promise Mom?  You’re coming back to meet Natalie right?  Maybe you and Chrissy can meet her 

together.  Maybe you could go to lunch sometime.  Promise me Mom?  Thank you.  I’m going to hold 

you to that promise.” 

I looked up and saw Natalie staring at me in disbelief from the doorway which was partially open.  She 

must have been listening at the door.  She looked so sad I just wanted to take her in my arms to comfort 

her.  She stepped towards me whispering, “That was the most loving, articulate one sided conversation I 

ever heard.  Oh Tim, promise me, you’ll love me half as much as you love your Mother.”  She started 

sobbing.  I held her tightly.   

“Nat, my Mother and Father mean the world to me.  You are now part of that circle of close family just 

like my sister Chrissy, who I haven’t even told you about yet.  She’ll love you, by the way.  She’s traveling 

on business over in Europe.”  I saw over my shoulder my Father coming back in the room.   

As he entered, I detected the smell of fresh cigarettes on him.  “Dad, the smoking isn’t going to help you 

or Mom.  I overlooked it this morning, but no more OK?”   

He could tell from my look I was serious.  He nodded, resuming his spot beside my Mother holding her 

hand. 

My Mother twitched.  I caught the movement out of the corner of my eye.  Natalie saw it too.  My 

Father felt it.  Her hand moved.  I had a genuine smile on my face.  I knelt down on the other side of the 

bed to hold her hand taped with IVs.  “Mom, it’s Tim, and Dad is right here.” 

The hand I was holding twitched in my hand. “Nat, go get the nurse and Doctor.  Hurry!  I think my 

Mother is waking up.”  My Father was crying again.  Nat raced from the room screaming for a Doctor or 

a nurse. 

I continued holding my Mother’s hand like my Father.  My Mother’s eyes slowly started opening.  I’d 

never been so happy in all my life.  My Father got up and tried to start hugging her.  I cautioned him with 

strenuous hand motions for him to be careful.  Duly chastised, he sat back down again.   

My Mother’s eyes were now almost fully open.  I was sure she was confused, about everything that had 

happened.  We could explain it to her in time.  I wanted to see if she recognized us.  “Mom, can you 

squeeze your right hand if you can feel me hold your hand?” 

She squeezed my right hand very weakly.  It was barely perceptible, but still there.  It meant her brain 

was still fully functional by my layman’s definition.  I breathed a small sigh of relief.  “Mom, Dad is 

holding your other hand, can you squeeze your left hand to let Dad know you can feel his hand?  

Squeeze your left hand Mom.”  I implored her a little more urgently.   

She squeezed his hand.  I saw the delight in his eyes.  I could only hope it was stronger than when she 

squeezed my hand.  The Doctor had said the paralysis might be on her right side.  Nat returned just a 

moment later with a nurse in tow.  “OK, I need everyone to let me examine the patient.  I’ve already 



called for the Doctor.  You all need to go outside for a minute.  I promise you all can see her soon as I’ve 

examined her.  Now scoot.” 

We all left single file out the door.  My Father was last to go, sniffling and wiping his nose on his 

handkerchief.  He almost ran into the Doctor on the way into the room.  “I’m going to run some 

neurological tests and let you know how things are.  Just sit tight, this won’t take long.”  My Father 

nodded his understanding.  He joined us on our chairs in the hall.   

I reached out to hold Nat’s hand to my right and my Father’s to my left.  “Let’s all be focused on the best 

outcome for Mom right now.  I’m feeling more positive than I have since this began.”  I trailed off.  I felt 

confident somehow that my Mother was back.  I don’t know how.  Maybe it was my talk with her in the 

room just a few minutes ago.  While I was sure she couldn’t hear me, I could feel her emotions coming 

through me while I spoke with her.  I took strength from both Nat and my Father.  Enough that I could 

weather anything the Doctor told us after his examination.   

As I finished that thought, the Doctor emerged, with a blank unreadable face.  I started to panic slightly, 

until his expression changed to a slight smile.  I immediately relaxed.   

“Mr. Cramer, your wife is fully awake.  She is partially paralyzed on her right side, mostly her right leg, 

and some in her upper body, but her neurological tests indicate she can recover from the stroke.  She’s 

very weak.  Given physical therapy, and time, she should be able to resume normal activities.”   

My Father immediately stood and hugged the Doctor.  I’ve never seen my Father so demonstrative with 

anyone, especially a stranger.  It surprised me.  “Can I see her Doctor?  I have to see her.”  When the 

Doctor nodded, my Father was like a little kid, granted an extra thirty minutes of TV time before bed.  It 

was clear to any observer, that my Father loved my Mother without any conditions.    

“Yes, but she must rest.  I’m not going to prescribe anything for her, other than blood thinners, to 

minimize the chance of blood clots, but you all have to let her rest.  Please do your Mother and me a 

favor and go see her, but don’t agitate her.  Tell her you love her and make your goodbyes quickly.”   

We didn’t need to be told twice.  My Father was first, heading back to the room followed by Nat.  I 

stayed behind to thank the Doctor.  “Tim, your Mother is very weak on her right side.  It’s going to take a 

lot of time to regain usage.  She’s going to be in a wheel chair for at least three to six months.  She’ll 

probably walk again, but it is always going to be with some type of assistance.  She’s going to come out 

of this, but not without some difficulty as well as some long term effects.  I’m going to need you to break 

this gradually and gently to your Father.  In his state, it doesn’t appear he can hear all the facts flat out.  

Take care of him.  He’s going to need you and your wife’s support to get through this just as much as 

your Mother is.”  I digested the facts, but chose not to correct him in his erroneous conclusion that 

‘girlfriend’, as she was introduced by my father, equaled ‘wife’ in regards to Natalie.  If I had anything to 

do with it, she would become my wife, I vowed to myself.   

I entered the room.  My Father was seated again on my Mother’s left side, with Nat holding my 

Mother’s right hand.  She seemed remarkably lucid given the circumstances.  But that was my Mother.  

Strong beyond all measure.  I bent down and kissed her forehead.  Her lip turned up on the left side 

forming a snarling smile.  I took it for the smile it was.   



“Hi Mom.  I was just in the area, and thought I would stop in to say hello.”  I smiled with my arm around 

Natalie’s shoulder.  “It looks like you’ve had the pleasure of meeting Natalie Goldman.  I’m glad, she’s 

been here with us since Dad called Friday night.  I told you all about her earlier.”  My Mother titled her 

left lip into a smiling gesture again almost like she knew or could remember my one sided conversation 

with her.  Natalie looked surprised, but I guessed she heard my soliloquy with my Mother earlier.  My 

Father seemed to just be happy my Mother was conscious.  I felt more confident than I had felt since 

this began. 

“Mom, you need to rest.  We’ve talked to the Doctor and he thinks you’re out of the woods.  You just 

need to rest, and he gave us explicit instructions to let you have it.”  I said this more for Nat and my 

Father than my Mother.  She was barely holding her eyes open.  The excitement of seeing everyone 

again, including someone new like Natalie who was totally new to her must have been confusing.  

“Dad, Nat and I will wait out in the hall while you say good bye to Mom.” My voice made it clear he had 

a few minutes with Mom then I expected him to join us to go home.   I was going to heed the Doctor’s 

advice even if it didn’t agree with my Father’s wishes.  I firmly touched Nat’s shoulder and she stood 

following me out of the room, gently closing the door on her way out.  

Once in the hall, I said, “in case I haven’t told you lately, I’m so grateful for you being here with me and 

my Father.”  She wanted to say something, but I held up my hand.  “This isn’t the right place or time to 

talk about the future for us.  But you need to know that from the bottom of my heart I see a future with 

you.  Without you, it would just be meaningless.  Take that to the bank.  Mine preferably.  I love you.”  I 

finished with a little humor to trying to defuse the tenseness I know we all felt.   

Natalie put her arms around my neck pulling me down to her to meet her at eye level.  “Tim Cramer, I 

love you for all the good times we’re going to have, all the bad times we have to go through together, 

but most importantly for all the wonderful times in between.”  She kissed me fully on the lips hard, 

slipping me her tongue which fired me up from my already adrenaline overdosed body.  My Father came 

out of the room looking like a huge weight had been lifted off his shoulders.  Nat and I broke our kiss.   

“Let’s go home kids.  I need a drink.  It looks like you two need a room.”  My Father announced 

nonchalantly as he exited the room heading for the elevator.  Nat and I held hands following closely 

behind.   

We picked up carry-out Chinese food on the way home.  It was around six when we arrived. My father 

headed straight for his chair as soon as we got in the door.  “Tim, fix me a drink, would you?”  My father 

commanded.  I knew what he wanted.  He wanted about five ice cubes in a low-boy old fashioned glass 

with NBG filled to almost over flowing.  Nothing but Gin.  Beefeater.  Nothing but the best 94 Proof 

alcohol for my Father. 

“OK Dad.”  Ever the compliant son I was.  

“Nat, would you like anything to drink since I’m pouring?”  I yelled into the family room.  We were all 

going to decompress at our own pace.  Nat was opening the Chinese food containers on the coffee 

table.   

“Yes.  Do you have any wine? If not, I’ll take a Bourbon, if you have any.”  She yelled back to me in the 

kitchen.  I knew my Mother drank Sherry, while my Father drank gin and bourbon.  Growing up, we 



almost never had wine in the house.  I decided not to even bother looking for wine knowing my Father 

always had bourbon.  I poured two Jack Daniels on the rocks. 

I brought my Father’s drink first, since he surely needed it.  I also brought three plates, forks and 

napkins.  I returned again with two glasses handing one to Nat.  My father had already had a few sips of 

his Gin.  I missed his classic shiver after he took the first sip.  I guess Nat witnessed it.   

I did feel like drinking to something but wasn’t sure what an appropriate toast might be.  “To better 

times for Mom. Cheers!” 

No one objected voicing their own “Cheers!” in return.  We drank.  We spooned Chinese food.  We all 

finished eating quietly thinking our own thoughts.   

The room was eerily silent.  Natalie broke the silence.  “I’m going to go take a shower before bed.”  She 

got up from the couch, then bent over and kissed me on the lips.  She took the rest of her drink with her.  

She winked at me from the stairs.  My father witnessed the exchange.   

I would have liked nothing more than to join her in the shower.  That just seemed inappropriate in my 

Father’s house.  Plus the shower was too small.  I decided to have a few words with my Father while Nat 

took her shower.   

“Dad, I talked to the Doctor while you were with Mom.”  My father’s eyes immediately refocused like 

lasers on mine.  “Look, relax.  She is going to recover like the Doctor said.  It’s just going to take time.  

This isn’t like having tonsils removed.  Do you remember when I had the ACL surgery?  It took me almost 

three months before I could run again.  It’s going to be more like that.  Mom is going to be in a wheel 

chair for a while until the physical therapy gets her rehabilitated to the point where she doesn’t need it.  

This isn’t the end of the world.  It just means some changes.  She doesn’t have use of her right leg at all 

right now.  In fact her right hand is very weak too.  That’s going to improve with time.  But it’s going to 

take time.”   

My father glumly acknowledged what I was saying.  He sipped his drink in silence.  I heard the shower 

turn off.  I finished my drink.  “Dad, I’m going to go take a shower myself.  You shouldn’t be too far 

behind me to bed.  I know it seems early, but we all need our rest.  Besides we need to leave early in the 

morning to get to the hospital for shift change.  I want to hear the nurse’s overnight report to see how 

Mom did.”  I emptied the rest of my drink in the sink.   

“Good night Son.  Thanks for being here.  You know I love you.  By the way did you call your sister?” 

“I’ll call her tomorrow.  It’s three in the morning her time.  Good night Dad.  Love you too.” 

Natalie was already in her T-Shirt in bed sipping the rest of her drink when I got to the bedroom.  I could 

smell her coconut shampoo.  The sight of her, in my old bed, with just a T-shirt nothing restraining her 

ample breasts, smelling like the tropics caused me to twitch.  “I’m going to grab a quick shower.  I won’t 

be long.”  Nat smiled at me.  I wonder if she was thinking what I was.  I doubted it.  I was already 

uncomfortable with my Father downstairs.  She was probably more uneasy since this was all strange for 

her.  I shrugged it off.  

Returning from my shower to the bedroom I saw that Nat had turned down my side of the bed.  I 

stowed my dirty clothes in the hamper in the closet.  I noticed the sheet was pulled up to her neck while 



she sat up in bed.  I wondered again.  Nat turned out the light.  There was a single candle lit on the night 

table on my side of the bed.  “Tim, why don’t you slip off your clothes before you get in bed?  You might 

be over-dressed if you don’t. Besides I rarely sleep with anything on.”  Nat asked liked a temptress. 

Who was I to argue?  I quickly complied.  I slipped into bed while pulling the covers up on my side.  Nat 

slid over to my side of the bed which was cool.  She was hot.  Her hair fell carelessly around her 

shoulders painting her face in a sexy glow from the candle.  I felt her body heat as her naked hip 

touched mine.  Suspicions confirmed.  She was as dressed as I was.  Naked.  Outstanding.  I felt that 

same electric pulse when our knees touched and we kissed that first time in her condo.  Her skin was so 

soft, yet it was burning hot to the touch.    I was already more than half-way to full erection. If I kissed 

her, there would be no going back.  “Nat, I want you.  Let me say that better.  I need you.” 

“I know. I need you too.” 

“But what about my Father?” 

“I can be quiet, although it isn’t my favorite.  Can you?” 

Blood rushed in my ears as well as other places.   “I’ll just have to smother you in kisses while I ravage 

you to keep you quiet.”   Natalie giggled softly. 

I pulled Natalie closer to me.  As I looked into her eyes, she was looking at mine.  The fire and lust I had 

felt with our first kiss came back to me.  Her eyes were almost feral looking.  There was some ambient 

light coming from the moon, but it was only about a quarter full this evening.  Still, her eyes illuminated 

a sparkle probably from the candle light.  Nat’s eyes flicked from my eyes to my lips back and forth 

several times.  I was up on my left shoulder looking down at her.  Her hair was flowing over the pillow.  

She looked like a Goddess.  This time I did ravage her. 

Our lovemaking was passionate, yet tender.  We started with deeply loving kisses.  We explored each 

other’s bodies fully with mouth, lips, tongues and fingers.  When we coupled, it was at first urgent, then 

gradually settled into a very slow, smooth intercourse that lasted well over thirty minutes.  Throughout, 

I was constantly in touch with Natalie as she was with me.  I could feel her body’s reactions to mine in 

every ripple, or nudge while connected.  It was carefree, even if slightly inhibited due to proximity of my 

Father.  It was one of the best experiences of my life.   

As promised, Nat was relatively quiet, except for a few high pitched squeals as we both reached our own 

personal pinnacles of ecstasy.  I was counting on my Father’s poor hearing along with his stubborn pride 

in getting a hearing aid to mask our activities.    Natalie and I slept shamelessly throughout the night 

wrapped in each other.  She must have awakened before me because when I awoke, her side of the bed 

was empty.  I was disappointed.  I moved over to smell her pillow.  Her scent emanated from it.  I buried 

my nose in it inhaling deeply that now familiar smell of my new love. 

Nat came back to the room a minute or so later as I was reveling in her scent on her pillow.  She was 

smiling broadly.  “If I didn’t know better, I’d swear you missed me.” 

Rolling over to my back, I looked up at her and opened my arms.  “I did.  Come here.” 

She bent down to give me a kiss which is part of what I wanted, but I pulled her arms quickly.  Clearly 

surprised, Nat landed on top of me which was my intention.  She was straddling my legs recovering.  I 



moved her shoulders down next to me and kissed her firmly.  I had taken her by surprise.  She could feel 

my hardness rubbing her backside.  She undulated her hips several times expressing her feelings for me 

as we continued our kiss.  She broke our kiss breathless.  “You know, if we don’t get you up and dressed, 

we’ll never make shift change at the hospital like you wanted.” 

“Spoil Sport!”  I stuck out my tongue at her, releasing her from my firm embrace.  “OK.  Let me check on 

my Father then grab a quick shower.” 

“Don’t bother with your Dad.  I heard the water running in his bathroom while I was getting ready.  He’s 

probably close to being ready now.” 

I hustled through my morning routine, anxious to see my Mother.  After we arrived at the hospital, Dad 

and Nat continued to my Mother’s room, while I stayed behind at the nurse’s station.  We had arrived 

just in time to catch the shift meeting finishing.  I talked with Cathy the nurse from the night crew.  She 

indicated that Mom was awake having a little breakfast.  She hadn’t spoken much.  She further 

cautioned me that speech might take a while.  She also said she might sound differently or speak with a 

lisp.  Cathy hadn’t had that much conversation with my Mom, who only answered in one word replies to 

her questions this morning.  This was all normal as a result of the stroke.  I thanked her. 

I found Nat sitting on the chair outside my Mom’s room.  “Your Dad is in there with her.  I thought he 

might want some alone time with her.” 

Very considerate of her I thought.  Clearly she knew when to step in and offer her opinions, yet had 

enough smarts and maturity to stay out when the situation called for it.  I sat with Nat.  We just held 

hands waiting.  My Father came out of the room about ten minutes later. 

“Son, your Mom is doing pretty well, under the circumstances.  She asked for you and… Natalie to visit 

with her for a little.  She said she’s still very tired, but isn’t in any pain.  Go sit with her for a few 

minutes.” 

Nat and I entered the room.  We both stood on her left side since that was the side she seemed to be 

leaning, which was towards the window in her room.  She did look tired, but much better.  She had her 

“snaggle-puss” smile going when she saw us enter the room.  “Tim, and you must be the Natalie that 

your Father has been talking about.”  My Mother was slurring her words, but they were intelligible 

enough to understand.  Natalie’s eyebrows shot up with a look of worry on her face, at my Mother’s 

commentary about my Father apparently talking about Natalie to her.  My father looked a little 

embarrassed.  Natalie was standing straight up as if she were at attention preparing to be inspected.  I 

suppose in some respects she had already passed my Father’s inspection if for no other reason than her 

willingness to be with me to support me.  My Mother, not having witnessed that, might be a different 

story. 

“Did you set a date yet?”  My Mother casually said with drunken demeanor.  Nat look terrified.  I smiled. 

“Not yet Mom.  But you did keep your promise.  You came back to the family.  You made that promise to 

me while you were sleeping yesterday.  So, I suppose it’s only fair that I make you a promise.  I promise 

that you and Dad will be first to know when Natalie and I set a date.  Deal?”  Natalie looked shocked.  

Maybe things were moving too fast for her.  I hadn’t actually proposed, but the implication was there.  I 



would ask her later if she thought we were on the marriage trajectory.  I thought we were.  I felt sure 

she would agree. 

Now my Mother looked thoroughly confused.  I explained in much greater detail about the question and 

answer session I had with her yesterday.  She looked relieved with understanding.  I thought we had 

probably stayed about as long as we should.  “Mom, I think like the Doctor said yesterday, you just need 

as much rest as you can get right now.”   

“Let me have two minutes with Natalie, then your Father can come back in to sit with me.”  My Mother 

requested, overlapping her words uneasily.  It took her a long time to get all the words out.  She looked 

frustrated.  Natalie looked absolutely terrified.  I was sure she could handle anything my Mother asked 

her with aplomb.  My Father and I left Natalie with my Mother.  I had no idea what they talked about.  

My Mother couldn’t really speak all that well due to the stroke, so it must have been important. 

Natalie returned about five minutes later.  My Father went back into the room to stay with my Mother.  

He was only there for a minute when he stuck his head outside the door.  “Why don’t you come back 

around five to pick me up?  I’m going to stay here this afternoon. We said our goodbyes leaving shortly 

thereafter. 

On the way to the car, I asked Nat what my Mother and she had discussed.  She was quiet, but smiled a 

broad smile.  “I think I’m going to like your family Tim.  That’s all I’m going to say for now.”   

“So you and my Mother have already formed your own secret pact to talk about us guys without our 

knowledge huh?”  I joked. 

“That’s for us to know and you to only find out if we want you to.”  Nat replied mysteriously. 

I was thinking, ‘women’, I’ll never understand them as long as I live.  We got home around eleven.   

“You know, we do have the house to ourselves.”  Natalie sexily intoned as we walked in the front door.  

“And we don’t have to pick-up your father until five or so.  And since you did seem to miss me this 

morning while I was taking a shower, maybe we could get reacquainted again.  But you’re going to have 

to get me first.”  Natalie launched herself up the steps two at a time.  My brain barely registered the 

challenge when I was racing up the steps three at a time to try and catch her.  She was waiting in my old 

room panting, since there really wasn’t anywhere else she could go.  I too was a little out of breath. 

“You know Nat,” I said in between deep breaths, “I’m really glad we decided to take a chance.” 

“Shut up and kiss me.” 

THE END 

 

 

Epilogue 

Natalie and I of course got married a year later.  We had to work out where we were going to live.  We 

ended up not deciding, so we bought a house in a suburb of Pittsburgh, but held on to Nat’s condo in 

New York.  She ended up renting it to her friend Karen that took care of JJ while we were with my 



Mother after she had her stroke.  My Father even walked my Mother with the aid of a cane on her right 

side, down the aisle at our wedding.  My idea for a men’s clothing store did in fact come to fruition and 

Natalie made good on her promise that her company was interested in buying it.  They did. 

It’s a few years later now – 25 to be exact.  Natalie looks even better than when we first got married.  

Two kids, Colleges and weddings later, we’re both thinking of retiring.  We’re both even more in love 

with each other as each day passes.  We often reminisce over a glass of Pinot at the end of the day – 

about that fateful weekend of my Mother’s stroke and what it means to us, that we both took a chance. 

Nat never did tell me what her conversation with my Mother in the hospital room was about.  I’ve 

suspected although neither Nat or my Mother would ever confirm it, that my Mother and Nat conspired 

to keep my Father at the hospital that afternoon, so Nat and I could spend a leisurely afternoon getting 

to really know one another.  I guess I chalked it up to women’s intuition in knowing when to take a 

chance.  I’m sure glad I did. 


