Lost Love

Ivy lay back in her hospital bed and silently watched her two-day-old son. She could see Sam’s strong facial shape and hoped that Ethan would someday be as handsome as his father. She remembered reading somewhere that the name meant strong, something she wanted her son to be, for himself, for her. Julian had been thrilled that Ivy had given him a son- a much-wanted heir to the Crane fortune, and had quickly gone to tell his father of the good news. Ivy realized that she had not seen him since. No doubt, Julian, Alistair and her father were still celebrating the new stability of Winthrop Marine and the Crane fortune. 

To tell the truth, she really didn’t care if Julian ever came back. While of course wanting what was best for her son, Ivy just wanted Sam-wanted him to tell her that he loved her, to kiss her and hold her again. But that wouldn’t happen because she had lost him for good that morning they agreed to meet on their beach. Now Ethan was all she had left of the man she loved. 


While lost in her reverie, Ivy hadn’t heard the knock on the open door. At the second soft knock, she looked up to see Sam barely standing in the doorway. Ivy’s mood quickly brightened and she used the fingers of her free hand to push a piece of hair behind her hear and wipe her eyes.

“Sam.”


“Hello Ivy.” 


She nearly melted at the sound of his voice.


There was a short moment of silence while their eyes met.

“I just wanted to come by and give my congratulations.”


Ivy flashed him a grateful smile.

“Can I?” Sam asked, motioning to the baby.


Ivy gently laid her son in the handsome man’s arms and watched them. Ethan squirmed a bit but quickly quieted as he slept in Sam’s arms. Ivy smiled as she remembered how Ethan screamed when Julian held him. Maybe the baby knew that Sam was his father. Watching Sam bond with her son-their son, Ivy wanted to tell him everything. About why she didn’t meet him on the beach that morning, everything that had happened in the past months, and most of all, that Ethan was the product of their love. 


She knew that she couldn’t. She knew that she must hide her secret for the good of her family as well as for her own sake. As same placed the baby back in her arms, Ivy vowed to one day tell her son the truth about his father. 


Just then, Julian stepped into the room and walked to his wife’s bedside to see his son. Sam looked at his watch after shaking Julian’s hand and congratulating him.


“Well, I should get going,” Sam said, feeling the tension Ivy expressed with both men in the room.


“I’m leaving for Boston tonight. He’s beautiful Ivy,” Sam said, looking at the baby once more. 


“Handsome, like his father,” Ivy replied quietly as Julian grinned proudly at her side. 


“I wish you both my best,” Sam said shaking Julian’s hand again. Then he leaned toward Ivy to kiss her. Ivy closed her eyes, awaiting the feel of his lips on hers once more, but instead; his lips fell upon her cheek. Ivy knew the subtle hint of jasmine in her skin still affected him as he lingered close for a moment longer. Then Sam pulled away and after sharing a short passing glance with the love of her life, Ivy watched him walk away from her once more. 

Soon, the nurse came to take the baby back to the nursery and Julian gently pried Ethan from his mother’s arms. Just as before, Ethan began to scream and cry as soon as Julian picked him up.


Sensing her son’s unhappiness, Ivy felt her unshed tears pooled in her eyes again. Ethan wasn’t comfortable and he cried as if he was in a strange place where he didn’t belong. Ivy knew she didn’t belong with Julian; she had never felt comfortable in the massive Crane mansion and all of the expensive clothes her mother had forced upon her.  Her heart would always be with Sam on their beach, in their little cottage in Harmony where they would live happily ever after. 


Julian turned and saw Ivy crying against her pillow. He quickly moved to the edge of the bed and wrapped himself around her. Although her husband was the last person she wanted touching her that moment, Ivy knew he was always gentle in touch; except of course that night she had finally given in to him. 

“What’s wrong darling?” he asked sincerely.


Ivy continued to let salty tears fall to her pillow.


“Ivy please, I’m the man you love,” Julian pleaded.


Ivy shifted a little bit away from him. 


“No you’re not. But I’ll get him back somehow,” Ivy vowed silently yet another tear slipped down her cheek. 

