All We Ever Have

By D.W. Marchwell

The past is a ghost,
The future a dream,

And all we ever have is now
(Bill Cosby)

For Neil
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AUTHOR'S NOTES:

Firstly, I'd like to address how I've dealt
with the adoption process in this story. While
the adoption process is, in any country, a very
serious and painstaking procedure, I found
myself faced with the unfortunate option of
conveying the story of two gay men, married and
committed to each, who embark on a quest to
find, love and nurture a family, or providing an
accurate account of the months of paperwork and
security checks and home visits that these same
two men would need to endure before becoming
adoptive parents. For the sake of the story, I
chose the love story over an overabundance of
detail on the adoption process.

Secondly, the children's real names would not
have been used on the website that Hank and
Scott were browsing. This would have been done
to protect not only the children, but also the
children's other family members. I chose to
make their real names appear on the website so I
would not have to keep explaining that "Anthony"
was actually "Jens" and so forth. I don't doubt
that most readers would be able to handle the
transition, but for the sake of clarity, I
decided not to take the chance of having readers
flipping back and forth wondering, "Who the hell
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is Jens and what happened to Anthony from the
website?"

Finally, I would like to thank all of those
readers who have sent me many, many messages
over the years detailing how much Hank and
Scott's story has meant. For all of you, I
present Hank's story, "All We Ever Have". I
hope you enjoy it.
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CHAPTER ONE

Hank stopped rifling through the T-shirts and
held his breath. He cocked his head to the
side, turning his left ear closer to where he
thought the sound was coming from. He'd only
come to the store to get a few T-shirts; Scrappy
had begun to complain that Hank's existing T-
shirts were starting to get a little too frayed
and haggard. So, while his husband was in
Toronto for the opening of his latest musical,
Hank had decided to accomplish this particular
task, and to tackle a few others as well. With
any luck, Scott would show his appreciation when
he returned in two days.

Hank was lost in his thoughts of Scott's warm,
smooth skin when he heard the whimpering again.
Or were they sniffles? He freed his hands,
stooped over to retrieve his shopping bag full
of toys for Matthew and Ellie, and walked toward
the change rooms. He waited; the sound was
getting louder. Definitely sniffles. He walked
to the last change room and stopped when he saw
them: two incredibly tiny sneakers, turned in
like a snow plow.

"Hi there," Hank said, his voice a mere
whisper. "Do you need some help?" Hank pulled
his phone out of his back pocket and sat cross-



Marchwell / ALLWEEVERHAVE / 5

legged in front of the door. He looked around
and wondered where all the other shoppers were.
How did this little child manage to lose his or
her parents? "My name is Hank. I know I'm a
stranger, so I'm going to put my phone under the
door. Do you know how to work the phone? Did
your parents show you how to call for help?”

"Yes," the tiny voice responded.

Hank watched as a little hand reached out and
took the phone, some tears glistening off a few
fingers. "Okay, do you know your mommy oOr
daddy's phone number?"”

"Yes," the child said.
"Okay, good. Do you know where you are?"

"No," the small voice said. Hank wished he
could give the little one a big hug and tell him
or her that it would be okay.

"Okay, well, when your mommy or daddy answers,
you tell them that you're in Marshalls in the

men's section.”
"Daddy? I'm lost."

Hank choked up as he listened to the child get
out just that much before the little one's tears
started again. There were more sniffles and
Hank could only imagine trying to calm down a
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scared child over the phone. He thought of his
nephew, Matthew and his niece, Ellie. He wasn't
even one of their parents, but he didn't have to
wonder how frantic he would be if anything
happened to one of them.

"A man gave it to me so I could call you."

Hank figured the father was wondering where
the phone had come from.

"He said his name is Hank," the little voice
said. The phone was placed on the floor and
pushed toward him. "My daddy wants to speak to

you.

Hank picked up the phone and put it to his
ear. "Hello?"

"Do you have our son?"

"Well, no," Hank said, flustered by the
question. "He's sitting in one of the change
rooms and I'm sitting outside. I just let

him--"
"Where are you?"
"Marshall's. Men's section change rooms."
"We'll be right there."

"I'll be outside and--" Hank was going to
explain that he'd wave to them, but the line
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went dead. "Your mom and dad are on their way."

"'Kay," the little boy said. "Thank you."

"You're very welcome," Hank said as he stood
up. "You stay in there, okay. I'll keep an eye
out for your parents. What do your mommy and

daddy look like?"
"I don't have a mommy."

Hank cringed and felt awful. There's no way
he could have known that, but still, he felt
terrible that the little boy's poor father had
to deal with a death, or divorce, and then being
frantic about his son being missing, even if
only for a little while. But the man on the
pone had said 'our' son, so that meant... Hank
shook his head and returned his attention to the
scared child.

"Will you tell me your name?"

"Scott," the little boy said. Hank closed his
eyes and smiled. Of course, it is, he thought.
What goes around... A Scott saves me and now
it's my turn to return the favor.

"I like that name. I think it's my favorite
name in the whole wide world."

"Are my daddies here yet?"

"Not yet," Hank said, then wondered if he'd
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heard correctly. He was torn between leaving
the little boy and walking a few feet away to
see if he could see his parents anywhere nearby
and staying put to keep Scott comforted when he
heard the clunk of the lock.

He looked down and saw a beautiful little boy
with blond curls and two of the biggest, bluest
eyes he'd ever seen. "Hello," Hank said and
offered a smile. "Should we go and see if your

parents are here?"
"Okay," Scott said as he wiped at his eyes.

Hank stood and walked toward the first
available aisle, surprised when he felt Scott's
fingers take hold of one of his. He looked down
at the flushed face and felt as if his heart
would burst out of his chest.

"Scott!"

Hank looked to his left and saw a short,
stocky man running toward them. Scott let go of
Hank's finger and ran toward the other man.

Hank sauntered after him, not sure if he should
just leave them alone or if he should introduce
himself.

"Oh, thank God," the man huffed into his son's
hair. "How many times have we told you not to
wander off like that?"
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"I'm sorry," Scott said, his eyes filling

anew. 'I didn't mean to."
"Probably playing on the escalators again.”

Hank saw a second man approach. This one was
taller, thinner and loaded down with about a
half-dozen shopping bags, which he dropped
before wrapping his arms around what was
obviously his family. Two daddies, he thought
to himself. So I wasn't hearing things.

"Are you Hank?" The tall dad asked, letting
go of his partner and his son.

"Yes," Hank said, offering a smile. "He was

very brave."

"Thank you so much for keeping an eye on him."

"Not a problem," Hank said as he offered his

hand.

"Kyle," the tall dad said, shaking his hand.
"And this is Doug. And you've already met
Scott."

Hank laughed when Scott extended his hand. He
shook it gently and turned to the shorter

father. "Doug," Hank said, shaking the other

man's hand. "You have a beautiful family."

Kyle and Doug exchanged a look and Hank
wondered how many times they'd heard the
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opposite. Even though this was Canada and same-
sex marriage and same-sex parents had been
allowed for almost a decade, there were still a
certain portion of the population who saw both
as nothing more than the decline of the western
world.

"Thank you," Doug finally said before

squeezing his son tight.

Kyle put his hand out and caressed his son's
cheek and then rested that hand on Doug's
shoulder. "We needed to hear that, especially
after what that woman--"

"Kyle," Doug whispered. "He doesn't care

about what that woman said."

"What?" Hank asked, although he had a pretty
good idea of what the woman said. Hank imagined
that it was probably something similar to what
his father had said to him three years ago.

"He's right," Kyle said, his fingers raking
through Scott's hair again. "It doesn't

matter."

"Well, I've probably heard the same, perhaps
even worse," Hank admitted. "I know it's not
easy to hear, but... Anyway, I have my very own
grown-up Scott at home who keeps telling me that

I shouldn't let those comments get to me. And
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he's usually right about everything else, so...'

Kyle and Doug exchanged another look. "Can we
buy you a coffee? Or something? To thank you?"

"Sure," Hank said, figuring he could be a
little late to Brian and Kari's. He'd call and
let them know. Hank was curious to know if Kyle
and Doug had adopted Scott, and if so, what the
process had been like. "I just need to call my
brother- and sister-in-law to let them know I'll
be a little late.”

"Oh, we don't want to keep you," Kyle said.

"They won't mind," Hank said. "In fact, I was

kinda hoping to ask you how you, uh, came to be

a family."

"It's okay," Doug said, still seeming
reluctant to let go of Scott. "Scott knows he's
adopted."

"You and your partner are interested in
adopting?”

"More me right now, but I think I'm wearing
him down." With his own Scott seeming less and
less resistant to the idea of adopting children,
Hank figured now was the time to act. "He
doesn't think he'd be a very good parent."

"Sounds familiar," Doug said, looking over at
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Kyle.

Hank laughed and wondered if he and Scott had
just, quite possibly, made some new friends.

*kkkkk*

Hank was driving to Brian and Kari's for
dinner. He was whistling one of the tunes that
he'd heard Scott composing, 'the big show
stopper' Scott had called it.

Hank couldn't remember the last time he'd been
this excited. Not only did he have Doug and
Kyle's phone number, but he'd also gotten a hug
and a kiss on the cheek from little Scott.
Thank you for helping me, the little boy had
said, with no prompting from either of his
fathers. Hank had been really patient for the
past three years, giving his Scrappy time to
adjust to the idea, time to deal with his
apprehensions about becoming a father. Hank
felt as if meeting these two men and their
precious little boy was a sign. Now all he had
to do was convince his husband.

Hank had lost count of the number of times
they'd babysat Matthew and Ellie, and he'd lost
count of the number of times he'd pointed out
that Scott had become adept at kissing booboos
and settling them down for their naps. The man
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had become a master at calming the squeals of
injustice when Matthew would take the toy right
out of Ellie's hands. Hank would take Matthew
aside and explain why that wasn't appropriate
while Scott would soothe and comfort, a skill
Scott shared with everyone and anyone, and one
of the reasons Hank had fallen in love with the
man.

But, just to be on the safe side, Hank would
float the idea by Brian and Kari. If anyone
knew Scott, it would be his brother, Brian. And
Kari was no slouch at reading people either.
She'd been in Brian and Hank's lives for many
years, first as the helicopter pilot that
Brian's company hired to transport the trees and
then as Brian's wife--and Scott's brother-in-
law. And during all these years, she'd always
managed to distill any disagreements and
conflicts down to the essentials.

Hank had already spent most of last night
discussing this issue with his mother, Rose,
when he'd been back on the mainland to have
dinner with her. His sisters had not been
there, as he'd anticipated, but Frank had been
there. 1In fact, Frank had obviously been
spending quite a bit of time with Rose, if Frank
helping with the laundry and cutting the lawn
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were any indication.

The idea that she was becoming close to
another man did not bother Hank in the least.
He was sincerely happy for her that she was,
quite possibly, finding love again, and love
that wasn't conditional on her making him happy
as she'd done with Hank's father. What was
bothering Hank a little was that she didn't seem
to want to confirm Hank's suspicions. She was
surprisingly tight-lipped about the whole thing.

Hank would have to relay his suspicions to
Scott; if anyone could get her to open up about
Frank, it would be his adorable and
irrepressible Scrappy.

He parked on the street and grabbed the bag of
toys for Matthew and Ellie, wondering if he
would be able to stay a little later and
convince Brian and Kari to let the kids stay up
past their bedtimes, just this once. It was his
usual refrain whenever he visited, other than
consistently asking if the exhausted parents
would like him and Scott to take the little ones
for the weekend. Hank loved those weekends with
the kids.

He knocked on the door and tried the door.
Open, as usual. He let himself in and announced

his arrival.
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"Hi Hank," Kari said as she looked over the
railing. She was wiping her hands on a dish
towel and smiling. Until she saw the bag of
toys. "Henry! I thought we agreed no more toys
for a while."

"Really?" Hank decided to try to charm his
way out of this, like Scott would do. "Were we
on the phone at the time, 'cause you know the
reception out here is really bad."

"Hank," Kari said as Brian walked up beside
her, Ellie cradled in his arms. "We're running
out of space."”

"I wonder where he learned that particular
trick?" Brian laughed and looked down at his
daughter, pretending to nibble on her fingers.
"Scott just called us."

"Oh yeah? Checking up on me, was he?" Hank
took the stairs two at a time.

"No," Kari said, taking the bag from Hank as
he reached the top of the stairs. "He called to
let us know that everything is going well and
he'll see us when he gets back."

"Two more sleeps," Hank said, taking Ellie
from her father. "Yes, only two more sleeps.
How's my precious little Princess today? Did

you miss me?"
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Ellie giggled and grabbed a lock of Hank's
hair. "Ahnk," she said as Hank propped her up
so they were eye-to-eye. NoO one was really sure
if she was trying to say his name or his
relationship to her. Hank assumed the former.

Hank tried not to laugh, but failed. He would
miss hearing her mispronouncing his name.
Matthew had not had any problems, but for some
reason, to Ellie, Hank was Ahnk. He kissed her
on the cheek a couple of times, luxuriating in
the smell. He wondered why she smelled so good,
and why her hair was slightly damp. "Did she
just have a bath?"

"Little accident," Kari said, returning to the
counter to finish preparing dinner. Brian
joined her. "Which will explain why Matthew is
in time out."

"Oh oh," Hank said, smiling into Ellie's
bright blue eyes. "Did he hurt you?"

Ellie shook her head and leaned forward to
kiss his cheek. "Mafoo's frew juice.”

"Matthew threw his juice at you?"

Ellie nodded again, placing both her hands on
Hank's face. "Sticky."

"Juice can be very sticky," Hank agreed and
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pretended to bite Ellie's fingers. "Did he say
sorry?"

"No, time out."

"What's his sentence, warden," Hank asked
looking over at Kari.

"Another ten minutes ought to do it," she said
as she drained the vegetables in the sink and
then moved to the oven to check the roast.

"Sounds fair," Hank said, placing Ellie on the
counter. "Is there anything we can do to help?

Ellie loves helping, don't you Princess?"”

"No," Brian said, cutting the bread and
loading up the basket. "Kari's done most of the
hard work." He moved over to the table to get
Ellie's booster seat set up and the plastic
plate and utensils sorted.

"It smells fantastic," Hank said. "It's been
nice not having to eat all alone in that empty

condo."

"How's your mom doing?" Brian finished his
arrangements and walked over to take Ellie from
him.

"She's great," Hank said. "In fact, I can't

wait for Scott to get home and work his magic on

her.
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"Oh?" Kari pulled the roast out of the oven
and placed it on the counter. Brian walked
over, picking up the knife and fork before
carving.

"It would seem that Mom and her friend, Frank,
are sharing laundry duties. And when I arrived
last night, Frank was just finishing up mowing
the lawn."

"Good for her," Kari said, heading toward the

bedrooms at the back of the house.

"May I?" Hank practically sprinted to reach

her. "I'll explain later," he said shrugging

his shoulders.

"Sure," Kari said. "But don't promise him
anything. And don't tell him about the toys you

brought."

"Roger that," Hank said and then made his way
to Matthew's room. "Matthew?" He said before

knocking on the door. He waited for his nephew
to open the door and to tell him to come in.

Nothing. "Dinner's ready."
"I don't care.”

Hank opened the door and found the three-year
old sitting by his bed, knees drawn up to his
chest and his face wet from crying. Hank got
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down and sat cross-legged, for the second time
that day, across from Matthew.

"Bad day?"
"Yes," Matthew said, indignant.

Hank wondered if it had been hours or perhaps
something more like a half-hour or so. "Do you
want to talk about it?"

"NO. n

"Okay. Will you come out and eat dinner with
us?" Hank put a hand on his nephew's knee for a
few seconds. "I'd really like it if you would
come and eat with me. Maybe tell me about the
good parts of the day."

"Only if I say sorry to Ellie.”

"Why would you have to say sorry to her?"
"I threw my juice at her."

"Why would you do that?”

"She broke my Leggo castle.”

"Do you think she did it on purpose?”
"Yes."

"Why do you think that?"

Cause I wouldn't let her have any pieces to
play with."
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"Did you need all the pieces to build your
castle?”

"NO. n
"Then why couldn't she have some pieces?"
"They're mine."

"I thought all those toys belonged to both you
and your sister."

Nothing. Matthew just chewed his bottom lip.

"When Uncle Scott and I bring you presents,
they're for both you and Ellie. Otherwise, your
room and Ellie's room would be completely
overrun by toys. Two of everything just so you
wouldn't have to share." Hank scooted a little
closer. "Sharing's not that hard, is it?"

"I guess not."

"Will you come out and apologize so we can be
together then?"

Matthew nodded, almost imperceptibly, and Hank
pushed himself off the floor and scooped up his
nephew and gave him a big kiss on the neck.

"It just wouldn't be the same if I didn't get
to see your handsome face."

Hank put Matthew down when they reached the
table. The little boy made his way over to his
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sister and apologized for throwing his juice and
then kissed her on the cheek.

Brian looked over at Hank and gave him a
thumbs up. Kari just smiled and put some food
onto Matthew's plate.

As Hank took his own seat at the table, he was
more convinced than ever that he was ready to be

a father.
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CHAPTER TWO

Hank had been driving for almost an hour, his
fingers tapping restlessly on the steering
wheel, his left leg bouncing uncontrollably as
he thought about seeing his Scrappy again.
They'd been apart for less than a week, but Hank
didn't like being without him. He didn't sleep
as well, fell back into bad eating habits and
then there was the feeling of being alone in
that huge bed. No warm skin to snuggle up to,
no tummy rubs and certainly no wandering hands
combing through his chest hair or endless hours
of foreplay.

He pulled the truck off Electra Boulevard, and
had no trouble finding a parking spot. It was
before noon on a Thursday, so Hank wasn't
surprised to find the airport with only a few
thousand people. At six feet five inches, Hank
towered above everyone else, so he had no
trouble finding the gate. He perched himself
against one of the massive columns and waited.
He had about forty five minutes to wait, time he
would spend imagining all of the things he would
do to Scott once they were alone in the truck.

He was smiling to himself at the realization
that, even after five years together, he was
just as much in love with Scott as he had ever
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been. The long legs, the beautiful eyes that
still looked at him as if Hank had hung the
moon. And the desire. Hank had been worried,
as the years passed, that it would all become
less intense or somehow muted. But he'd worried
for nothing: Hank would have only to see Scott,
even fully clothed, and he would feel his heart
beat faster, his pulse race and his head fill
with the most impure thoughts he'd ever had
about another human being.

It was one of the aspects of their
relationship that pleased Hank the most, that
they were both so physical. Hank had often
heard the jokes from his straight colleagues
about how the sex disappears after marriage, and
even though Hank and Scott didn't go at each
other as often as they'd done when they first
fell for each other, each would still surprise
the other from time to time. Scott would
occasionally sneak into the shower when Hank was
getting ready for work in the morning. Hank
would surprise Scott with a dinner out somewhere
nice, followed by a massage at home.

Yeah, Hank thought to himself, we seem to have
found a nice rhythm. Which Hank was going to
completely ignore tonight once he had his
Scrappy behind closed doors. There were lots of
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candles, massage o0il, and enough lube to see
them through the next twenty four hours. He
felt his briefs growing uncomfortably snug and
blushed as he looked around the airport. He
needed to stop thinking about being naked with
Scott.

He headed over to the little bookstore and
rifled through the papers, not surprised to find
that each one had some sort of column or
critique about the new musical. He picked the
most favorable review, which also happened to
have a picture of a smiling Scott on the stage
after opening night, and put it on the counter.
He saw the breath mints and picked up two rolls,
and then handed over the money to the cashier.
With the paper tucked under his arm, he headed
back to his post opposite the gate.

Hank hadn't been three steps outside of the
bookstore when he heard the high-pitched
laughter. He turned to see two little kids, a
very blond boy and a very blonde girl, chasing
each other while their mother--he assumed since
she was just as blonde--held a third child in
her arms and called for them to stop bothering
everyone else.

The boy wasn't paying attention to where he
was going and was on a collision course with
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Hank's leg. Hank heard the mother call for her
boy, Austin, to stop and pay attention. Austin
ignored his mother and, within another couple of
seconds, made contact with Hank's arms. Hank
had squatted down to intercept the little boy,
who was momentarily stunned after the collision.

"Are you okay?" Hank looked at the huge blue
eyes and wasn't surprised when Austin didn't
answer him. The boy retreated rather quickly
back to his mother's side, his eyes growing even
bigger as Hank stood up.

"He's fine," the mother said. "I'm so sorry
about that. Their father is coming home today

and they're very excited."

"Your dad is coming home?" Hank's smile grew
as he looked at each of the children. "How long
has he been away?"

"A month," the mother answered. "He's an
engineer. He was up north doing some work for
Hepra."

"A long month for you, I imagine."

"They're really good kids, usually, but

daddy's coming home today, so...
"When does his flight get in?"

"Another ten minutes. I hope."
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Hank squatted again and looked at Austin and
his sister. "I'm happy that your daddy's coming
home today." Turning to Austin, Hank smiled.

"I didn't hurt you, did I?"

Austin shook his head as the announcement for
a flight from Yellowknife came over the
loudspeaker.

"That's us," the mother said. She moved the
baby to her other hip and used her free hand to

herd the kids toward the gate. "Thank you for
understanding."
"Anytime," Hank said, offering a final wave

and a smile to the very blond children.

As he made his way back to his post, Hank
wondered if he'd always been so surrounded by
children and had never bothered noticing or if
he was somehow becoming a magnet. First the
encounter with Kyle and Doug and their son,
Scott, and now Austin; Hank was wondering if his
desire for children was somehow summoning them
to him wherever he went. Or had the incessant
thoughts of children lately made him much more
aware of their presence?

He pondered that as he flipped through the
paper, closing it when he reached the classified
section listing all of the houses for sale in
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the area. Suddenly, a thought came to him: if
he was serious about children, he and Scott
would have to find a bigger home. And while the
thought of their own house complete with as many
children as Scott would allow filled him with a
certain joy, there was also the realization that
he would be leaving the home that Scott had
filled with such wonderful memories for the past
five years.

Memories of the two of them babysitting, first
Matthew, and then Matthew and Ellie. Memories
of the two of them lounging in bed while the
world struggled along without them. Memories of
Scott tending to him while he recovered from his
accident in Tofino all those years ago. It
would be a fair trade if he and Scott could
provide a loving and happy home, filled with new
memories, for some unwanted child.

Hank heard the disembodied voice announcing
the arrival of the flight from Toronto and made
his way over to the gate. He was bouncing on
the balls of his feet as people started
streaming into the area, each with a loved one
to greet them. He kept his eyes trained on the
gate, waiting for that smile.

He didn't have to wait long. He heard Scott
before he saw him. The unmistakable laugh
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reached Hank's ears mere moments before he saw
the tousled blond hair and the rich, brown eyes
darting between his attractive companion and the
many faces in the crowd.

Hank held up his hand, although he wasn't sure
why, since he was a head taller than everyone
else. Scott bid goodbye to the tall blond man
that he had been chatting with and made is way
over to where Hank stood. His smile grew as he
approached.

When Scott was within reach, Hank bent his
knees and wrapped his arms around the lithe
body, closing his eyes, hearing the paper fall
to the floor. He took a deep breath and allowed
the familiar scents to calm him.

"God, I missed you," he said into the soft

skin of his husband's neck. "So much."

"Love you, too," Scott said as Hank put him

back on the floor. Scott bent down and

retrieved the newspaper. "Were you waiting
long?"
"Got here about forty five minutes ago." Hank

took the carry on bag from Scott and put it over
his own shoulder. "Good flight?"

"Same old," Scott said, pretending to push the

strap further onto Hank's shoulder. He let his
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hand linger for a moment.
"Made a friend on the flight, I see?”

Scott smiled and leaned against Hank's body
for a moment. "He's nineteen."

"Seriously?" Hank looked off in the direction
where the young man had been headed, but did not
see him. "Kid's pretty well developed for
seventeen."

"He's here visiting his girlfriend who is a
competitive bodybuilder. He was telling me
about how he's been thinking of pursuing the
same interest once he finishes his degree in
Physical Education."

"Oh," Hank said, feeling a little relieved.

"Thank you," Scott said, getting them both
moving toward the baggage carousel.

"For what?"

"For being, or at least pretending to be,
jealous."

"Who's pretending?”

"Well, just the same," Scott said, his hand
finding the strap again. "I shall thank you
properly when we get home."

Hank raised his eyebrows and put a hand in one
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of his pockets to relieve some pressure Scott's
frequent touches had created.

"Kevin is a very sweet young man. You should
have seen his face light up whenever he talked
about Sue, his girlfriend." Scott shook his
head and looked at the luggage that was starting
to make its way around the carousel. He turned
back to face Hank. "He was raised by his
grandparents. His parents were killed in a car
accident when he was only eight.”

"Tough break," Hank said, seeing the perfect
opportunity to bring up adoption. He didn't
want to do it in such a public place, though,

and filed away the information for another time.

"He hasn't let it get him down, though. He
seems very level-headed and ambitious."

Hank noticed one of Scott's bags and leaned
past Scott to pick it up. The second and final
bag was not far behind. Hank hoisted both of
them and ignored Scott's protests. "I've got
them. Let's get home."

"Can't wait to sleep in our bed."

"May have to wait for that," Hank said as they
made their way toward the exit. "Told the
office I'll be gone for a few days. Maybe to
French Beach?"
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Scott's cheeks flushed and Hank offered a
wink. Scott cleared his throat. "How are Brian
and Kari and the kids?"

"Fine," Hank said as he led the two of them
across the crosswalk to the parking lot.
"Ellie's learned the word 'no' from Matthew.
Brian says he's having flashbacks from his
childhood. Something about a certain brother
who learned the word 'no' and would hold his

breath until he practically passed out."

Scott laughed and wrapped his hands around
Hank's bicep. "How awful for him. I didn't
know Brian and I had a brother."

"Don't worry, though. I defended you." Hank
said immediately.

"Can't wait to hear this."

Hank arrived at the truck and lifted the bed
cover to stow the luggage. "I reminded him that
you've offered, many times, to pay for his
therapy."

"You're a prick," Scott said, walking up to
stand in front of Hank, his arms circling Hank's

wailist.

Hank looked around and saw no one. He put his
hands on Scott's ass and lifted the smaller man
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so that they could give each other their first
proper kiss. Scott's hands were combing through
Hank's beard. Hank's eyes were closed, his
tongue searching for its partner. The noises
coming from Scott, combined with the noises that
they two of them were making had their usual
effect on both men.

"Need to get home," Hank said, putting Scott

back on the ground and letting go. "Need you,
baby."
"Missed you, Hank." Scott leaned up for one

final kiss and then walked to the passenger side
of the truck.

When they were both inside the truck, Scott
leaned over and took another long, lingering
kiss. Hank was happy to oblige, not bothering
to point out that his erection was becoming more
and more uncomfortable.

"Sorry," Scott said, pulling away and reaching

for his seatbelt.

"Don't ever be sorry about that, Scrappy."”
Hank offered another wink and started the truck,
threw it into reverse and made his way out of
the parking lot and back onto Electra Boulevard.
Once he was on Highway 1, it would be another
hour or so until they reached the safety of
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their bedroom. And once they did, Hank would do
everything he'd been thinking about since he'd
said goodbye to Scott a week ago.

They rode in silence for a few moments until
Hank was on the highway. His leg was bouncing
again, and his fingers were tapping the steering
wheel. He didn't realize it until Scott asked
him if there was something wrong.

"Everything's fine," Hank assured him.
"Work's fine?"
"Yessir."

"Brian's fine? Kari's fine? Matthew?
Ellie?"

"Yes, yes, yes and yes."
"Rose?"

"Mom's fine."

"House?"

"That too."

"Then what?"

"There's nothing wrong."

"Hank," Scott said, studying Hank's face.
"You know I can tell when something's bothering
you. But okay, have it your way. You'll tell
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me when you're ready, I guess."

Hank offered a smile and thought about telling
Scott about the little boy he'd helped in the
mall, and about meeting Kyle and Doug, and about
learning all about what they'd go through to
adopt a child in British Columbia. But he said
nothing, yet again.

Suddenly, Hank felt as if he were lying to
Scott. This man had given him everything and
here he was repaying him by not trusting him
enough to tell him the truth. He pulled the
truck over to the side of the highway, onto the
shoulder, and put the truck in park. He turned
in his seat and looked at his husband.

"I know you still aren't sure, but I'm ready.
I want to adopt. Now." Hank took a quick
breath. "I've been thinking about it a lot and
I even ran into this couple, Kyle and Doug, and
they told me all about their experience in
adopting Scott, who's the sweetest little boy
who got lost in the mall. And I found him. And
when it was time to go, he gave me the sweetest
little kiss on the cheek." Hank took another
quick breath. "I know I said that I'd always
choose you, even if you didn't want kids, but
baby, I see you with Matthew and Ellie, and I--"
Hank stopped talking when Scott clamped a hand
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over his mouth.

"Okay," Scott said, smiling from ear to ear.
He removed his hand.

"Whuh?"
"I said 'okay'. Let's start looking into it."
"But..."

"I spent a couple of hours with Kevin, and I
suddenly realized that he didn't have to go
through the horror of foster care because he had
his grandparents. Just like Matthew and Ellie
have us, and Kari's family. But then I started
thinking about all those kids who are alone and
don't have any family."

Hank could see Scott's eyes start to water,
and his voice get very soft. He reached over
the centre console, but was almost strangled by
the seatbelt. He undid it and reached again,
enfolding Scott in his arms.

"God, I love you," Hank said, kissing his
husband's face and head, over and over. "You

make me so happy, Scott.”

"Besides," Scott said, pulling away slightly
and wiping at his eyes. "I think I've made you

wait long enough. I'm sorry about that."

"You're the best thing that's ever happened to
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me, '
again. "And the best thing that's about to
happen to some kid without a home of his own.

Hank said, wrapping his arms around Scott

Or her own."

"I did some research many months ago," Scott
said. He accepted another kiss from Hank before
he buckled up and headed back onto the highway.
"We're actually pretty good candidates, you
know. "

"Fuckin' A, we are," Hank said, feeling an
elation he hadn't felt since Scott agreed to

marry him.

"We're in a stable relationship. Married, in
fact. Money's not an issue. I don't travel
that often. You're not climbing trees as much
now that you're Brian's partner." Scott stopped
and looked over at his husband. "But we would
need to have a different house.”

Hank started laughing and didn't think he
would be able to stop.

"What?"

He shook his head and looked over at Scott.
"I was thinking the same thing just before you
came through the gate.”

"So, how long have you been thinking about all
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this? How long were you going to wait before
you told me?"

Hank shrugged and felt the heat in his cheeks.

"We'll have to work on that," Scott said,
shaking his head, but wearing a huge grin.

"I'm sorry," Hank said, finally. "I just

didn't want you to think I was pestering you."

"I wish you'd pester me a little more often,”
Scott said, his hand finding its way to rest on
Hank's thigh. "Especially when I get panicky
about stuff like this.”

"Deal," Hank said, glancing over to see the
smile on Scott's face.

Hank opened his mouth to ask one of the
million questions he'd been saving for this
moment, but then closed it right away. All of
those answers would come in the days to follow.
Right now, he wanted to enjoy the sun on his
face, the man beside him and the endless
possibilities for their future together.
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CHAPTER THREE

Hank had dropped Scott's bags somewhere just
inside the door, their clothes were scattered
between there and the bedroom and there was a
trail of water from the shower to the bed.

Scott was writhing underneath Hank, trying to
get just the right amount of friction that would
send him soaring through his second orgasm since
arriving back in Duncan. Hank was busy pushing
in and out of the incredible heat, Scott's
muscles contracting around Hank's girth, pulling
him farther and farther inside.

"Let go, baby," Hank whispered into Scott's
ear. "I've got you." He felt Scott hook his
ankles together across the small of his back and
move in time to Hank's thrusting. He heard the
whimpering as he licked at the shell of Scott's
ear and continued to whisper encouragement. He
felt the familiar splash of heat between their

bellies and smiled. "My turn," Hank said as he
straightened his arms so he could look down at
the flushed cheeks, the look of utter surrender

on that handsome face.

Scott's hands were combing the hair out of
Hank's eyes, his rapid breathing punctuated with
sighs and his own words of encouragement. Hank

snapped his hips, over and over again, burying
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himself balls deep each time, revelling in how
the man underneath would writhe, how his eyes
would roll back in his head.

"Close, Scott." Hank took a moment to place
Scott's ankles against his shoulders so he could
raise himself up onto his toes and let gravity
help him pleasure his husband even more.

"God, yes," Scott hissed as Hank drove himself

inside again and again. "So good."

"Missed you, baby." Hank did an impromptu
push-up, lowering himself slowly so he could
lick Scott's lips, tease him with his tongue.
He was even closer and just needed that one
final push from Scott. "So close.”

Scott moved his hands to stroke up and down
Hank's chest and belly, his touch alternating
between a gentle caress and a playful slap.

Hank had always been turned on by how much Scott
loved touching his muscular physique. And the
hands skimming over those muscles, combined with
the encouraging words, were always just enough
to send Hank over the edge.

"Fuck," Hank grunted, his eyes squeezing shut
as he felt the explosion begin somewhere deep in
his belly. His muscles tensed and he pushed
into his husband, again and again, emptying
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himself completely. He held himself there,
suspended above Scott, for a moment and then
lowered himself gently while Scott returned his
legs to encircle Hank's waist. Scott's hands
came protectively to rest against his neck and
shoulders.

"Don't move," Scott said. "This is my
favorite part.”

"Me completely drained and defenseless?"

Scott chuckled against his ear. "No. You
completely trusting and on top of me."

"Twice in three hours," Hank said. "Not bad
for a forty year old, huh?”

"You won't be forty for another three months.'
"Small consolation.”

"Considering all of your assets, Henry Isaac
Ballam, I don't think you have any cause to
complain." Scott kissed him on the neck a few

times.

"I love you," Hank whispered into Scott's ear.

"And I love you." Hank put his hands on
either side of Scott's shoulders, ready to push
himself off to the side. "No, not yet," Scott
said, tightening his grip.
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"Okay," Hank said, surrendering. "It's nice
to be missed."

"God, I did," Scott said. "I think I'm done
with these musicals for a while. I don't like
the press and being away from you."

Hank raised his head to look into Scott's
eyes. "What? I don't want you doing that just
because of me."

"Not just because of you," Scott said, wiping
his hand across Hank's damp brow. "Besides, if
we're serious about adopting, I can't be

traipsing off anytime I want."

Hank lowered his head, again, pushing his lips
against Scott's. "You're gonna be the best dad
ever."

"I think you have me confused with a certain
logger slash business owner on this bed." Scott
pushed against Hank's chest so that their
positions were reversed.

Hank loved having Scott on top of him, with
his long legs straddling him, because it allowed
him complete access to Scott's body. He could
run his hands from ankle to hip, or from
shoulder to belly. And he could see it all,
displayed right out there in front of him.
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"Thank you for saying that," Hank said, his
hands reaching for Scott's. He kissed each one
and put them onto his hairy chest. He loved how
much Scott enjoyed his hairy chest. He hadn't
had to shave since he'd found Scott and stopped

sleeping with women.

"It's true," Scott said, petting his way
slowly across Hank's chest. "You're going to be
an incredible father. You're kind, and patient,

and loving, and generous.'

Hank kissed Scott's hands again, but then
wondered about his past again. His concern must
have shown on his face.

"What's wrong?"

Hank thought of dismissing Scott's concern,
but then realized that if they would be raising
a child together, they would need to be a
cohesive team. He tilted his head to one side
and sighed. "I'm just wondering if my past
might ruin our chances?"

"What past?”

"Indiscriminate sex. With women. Drunk on
the job. Poor decision making skills."

"Please," Scott harrumphed and leaned down for

a kiss. "Using that logic, they could refuse me
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because I abandoned my brother to chase some
ridiculous dream about becoming a songwriter."

"But you are a songwriter."

"And you're now in a stable, monogamous
relationship with a songwriter who thinks you're
the greatest thing that ever happened to him."

Hank chose not to go for the easy joke about
not having received the memo about the
relationship being monogamous and wrapped his
arms around Scott's shoulders. "So you don't
think--"

"No, I don't."
Hank chuckled to himself. "Thanks, Scrappy."

"You're welcome, Bunny." Scott smiled when
Hank rolled his eyes at the continued use of the
nickname that, if Hank were honest, had started
to grow on him, and stole another kiss. "And
thank you for such a romantic welcome home."

"It would have been more romantic if we'd
gotten around to lighting the candles," Hank
said with a snort.

"It's the thought that counts," Scott said,
rolling off Hank to lie beside him.

Hank closed his eyes, pulling his husband a
little closer, and sighing contentedly.
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While Scott answered the door and paid for the
pizzas, Hank set out the plates and glasses,
careful to keep the laptop and the newspaper off
to the side. Once they were done eating, they
would be checking out the website to find out
everything they could about the adoption process
and also looking into the houses that were
available in the area.

"Can't wait to get back to cooking real

meals," Scott said as he came back into the

kitchen and put the pizza boxes on the counter.

"Must be a drag drinking all that champagne
and eating in five-star restaurants.”

"Listen you," Scott said as he snapped the
elastic of Hank's boxer shorts. "I keep telling
you that it's more like ginger ale and stale

sandwiches."

"Hey," Hank said, rubbing the spot where the

elastic had stung him. "Too rough."”

"Big baby," Scott said and offered a quick

kiss.

"I'll take that as an apology," Hank said,
pulling on Scott's T-shirt to bring him closer.

He wrapped his arms around the smaller man and
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held on. "Can't believe we might actually be
fathers soon."

"I know," Scott said, his hands skimming
slowly over Hank's bare back. "Scary, and

exciting, all at the same time."

"It is that," Hank said with a sigh. "Okay,"
he said, suddenly, pushing Scott toward the
table. "Bring me the plates and we'll load up.
We've got a lot of work to do."

Scott did as he was told, and when the plates
were loaded with slices of pizza and the glasses
were filled, the two men sat down to look
through the houses listed for sale in the
newspaper.

"Any idea what this place might be worth?"
Hank looked over at Scott.

"Don't know," Scott said around a mouthful of

pizza. "Maybe one fifty to two hundred."

"Okay. I've managed to pay back most of the
loan to purchase my share of the business, and,
of course, this place is paid off, thanks to

you," Hank said, wiping some sauce off Scott's
chin. "So, I'm thinking we could probably buy a

three or four-bedroom without too much fuss."

"Or," Scott said, before taking a sip of his
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milk. "We could buy land and build."

"But looking at some of these vacant lots, it
might be cheaper, not to mention faster, to buy
an existing house.”

"And by 'cheaper', you mean we're not going to
use my bank account?”

"No," Hank said, worrying about this
particular conversation again. "What I mean 1is
that I want this to be fifty-fifty."

"I'm not trying to start this old argument
again. I know how you feel about paying your
own way, but I think it's silly not to get the
house we want right away. We're married, for
pity's sake. What's mine is yours."

Hank leaned back in his chair. Of course, he
knew that Scott made sense, as he always did.
And he appreciated how willing Scott was to
share everything, without hesitation. It was
one of the things that Hank loved most about the
man. But Hank was also enough of a realist to
know that his pride would not allow him to let
Scott pay for everything. It was why he'd been
so dead set on purchasing his share of the
business with his own money.

"I mean," Scott said, his voice animated,

"what if the split is more like sixty forty?



Marchwell / ALLWEEVERHAVE / 47

Would that be so terrible?"

Hank sighed. "I guess I could live with
that.”

"Seventy thirty?"

"Don't push it," Hank said with a wink.

They spent the next hour looking through the
paper as well as online and quickly discovered
that the prices for the size of house they would
either buy or build were well within Hank's
budget. The only decision now was whether they
wanted to wait a year or find something they
could move into much sooner.

Hank surprised himself when he finally
explained that that particular decision might be
made easier by waiting to find out more about
the adoption process. If the process would mean
a year or two of waiting, then they could afford
the time to build. TIf the process could happen
within months, as opposed to years, then it
would seem to make more sense to buy something
that was already built.

So, with that decided, they booted up the
laptop and visited the Ministry of Child and
Family Development.

"Everything is so well organized," Hank said,
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his chin resting on Scott's shoulder. He
watched as Scott navigated from one page to the

next. "And Kyle and Doug said we could call if
there's anything we don't understand on the
site.”

"Holy crap," Scott said as he scanned the page
listing all the different kinds of adoption. "I

guess we start here. Do you we want to adopt a
waiting child, a custom adoption or an inter-
country adoption?”

"Waiting child," Hank said without delay. "We
can't give a home to all of them, but at least
we can give a good home to one who's been
waiting a while." Hank was looking at the
screen when Scott turned to kiss him on the

cheek.

"That's why I love you," Scott said, bringing
one hand up to caress Hank's cheek while the
other navigated to the page about adopting a

waiting child. "Step one,’
on the 1link.

Scott said, clicking

"There are only five steps," Hank said,

smiling. "That's encouraging."

Two hours later, they'd worked their way
through all five steps and were more familiar
with the entire process than they had been. At
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the outset, before step one even, Scott had
opened up a word document to record all of their

questions.

"Thirty seven questions," Hank sighed,
scanning the list. "Does that mean we're

thorough or clueless?”

Scott laughed and stretched his arms over his
head. Hank took the opportunity to pull him
closer and kiss his neck. Scott wrapped his
arms around Hank's neck and rested his head on
one shoulder. "I'm going with thorough."

"Good answer," Hank said. He closed his eyes,
feeling somewhat elated at the prospect of
starting the process with this man and somewhat
deflated at how easy it would be to make a
mistake somewhere along the way. "So, do we

want to click on the profiles yet?"

"Absolutely," Scott said, disentangling
himself from Hank's arms. "That's gonna be the
best part." Scott clicked on the link. The
page came up and he turned to look at Hank.

"Jesus," he said, his voice soft and low.
"There's so many of them." Scott turned back to
the screen, but did not move to click on any

particular name.

"Wasn't expecting that," Hank said, reaching
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out a reassuring hand to caress Scott's back.
"Poor kids."

"So, I guess we start by choosing a boy or

girl," Scott said, bringing a hand up to wipe at
his eyes. "Sorry," he said. "Caught me off-
guard."

"It's okay, baby," Hank said, placing a slow

kiss on Scott's cheek.

"Should we consider more than one? I mean,
some of these are brothers and sisters." Scott
got a frightened look on his face and turned to
look at Hank. "They don't send them to
different foster homes, do they?"

"I would imagine, sometimes."

"How awful for them," Scott said, putting his
hand back on the mouse. "I think it would have
killed me to be separated from Brian when I was

that young."
"So, you'd consider adopting more than one?"
"How can we not?"

Hank didn't bother correcting Scott, choosing
instead to hug him close and give him another
kiss. "Okay," Hank said, feeling even more
excitement and trepidation. "Let's see what we
can learn about the kids."
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Hank held up his hand, ready to count off on
his fingers what they'd decided. "Okay. So if
I've understood all of this, we just spent the
last four hours drinking three pots of coffee to
figure out we don't care about how many, ethnic
background, age or existing family who may want
to visit?"

"Or physical or mental challenges," Scott
said, nodding.

"Wow, " Hank said, stretching out his back.
"I'm not sure if that was the wisest four hours

I've ever spent or a huge waste of time."

"At least we know now that we don't care about
any of that stuff, that we're just interested in
providing a good home."

Hank leaned forward and let his chin rest on
Scott's shoulder again. He nodded to the
computer screen. "Tell me the truth. Did you
find a favorite or two?"

"If I did, will you think less of me?"

"Oh, thank God," Hank said, scooting forward
to the edge of his chair. "I did too."

"Who?" Scott put his hand back on the mouse.

"The brother with the two sisters and a



Marchwell / ALLWEEVERHAVE / 52

possible fourth sibling. I think the name they
have on this website is Jens. And his
sisters--"

"You mean this one?" Scott clicked on the
link and turned as soon as the descriptions
appeared on the screen.

Hank studied the page for a moment and then
smiled. "Yeah, those are the kids."

"Will you believe me if I told you those are
the ones I was thinking about?”

"But there's four of them. One of them is
only a year old." Hank moved a lock of blond
curls behind Scott's ear. "And it says here
that Jens has ADHD."

"So? The one-year old and Ellie will be best
friends. And you've lived with me for all these
years and I'm practically a walking advert for
ADHD."

"And he's already nine years old."

"And he loves science and sports and camping
and fishing and climbing trees." Scott looked
over and offered a wink. "Sounds like a match
made in heaven."

"It does, doesn't it? 1I'll have to brush up
on my science, though."
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"And Ingrid, the second oldest, is apparently
a musical prodigy."

"Yeah," Scott said, scrolling down. "Piece of
cake. But I'm worried about the second sister."

"Birgit? Why?"

"Her description is so short, less than half
that of Jens and Ingrid, and it states here that
she's in a different foster home and is just now
getting to know her other siblings."”

"I think we could make it work," Hank said,
picking up the coffee mugs and heading into the

kitchen.

"I do as well, but, it's just... Why separate
them like that?"

"Maybe there wasn't enough room in the same
foster home. Or maybe it's because she's only
four. Maybe Jens and Ingrid don't need as much
attention as Birgit."

"I guess," Scott said closing the laptop. He

got up and walked to the sink.

"Come on," Hank said, steering Scott away from
the dishes. "My butt's asleep, my legs are
cramped and I feel like some fresh air. Let's

go for a walk."

"A walk? It's..." Scott looked past Hank to
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see the time. "Jesus. It's only seven. I
thought it was more like ten."

"Even though it's still light outside?”

"Shut up," Scott muttered and headed for the

stairs.

"If you're well-behaved during our walk, I'll

buy you some ice cream."
"And if I'm not well-behaved?"

"I'll still buy you one, but I'll stick my

finger in it."

"I could kill Brian for telling you about
that."”

Hank laughed at the memory of Brian telling
him how he always managed to get Scott's dessert
when they'd been younger. Hank put his hands on
Scott's ass and pushed him to move a little
faster up the stairs. "You've had your tongue
on every millimetre of my body, but my finger in

your ice cream is unacceptable?"
"I'm complicated that way."

Hank scooped him up and headed to the bedroom,
tossing him onto it before heading to the closet
to put on a T-shirt and pants. "How come rich
people are complicated and the rest of us are

just nuts?"
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"I don't know. Now hurry up and dress me."
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CHAPTER FOUR

Hank felt as if he'd been walking on a cloud
for the past week. Scott was back home, they'd
started the search for a child, or children, to
adopt, they'd mentioned this fact to Brian and
Kari, since Hank and Scott needed to use them
both as a reference, and received nothing but
encouragement and support from Rose.

Today, they were sitting in the waiting room
of The Ministry for Child and Family, and Hank
felt as if he would throw up at any moment.

"How's my tie?" Hank stood up for the tenth
time and checked to make sure that his shirt was
still tucked in. "I should have ironed these
pants. How's my breath?" He sat back down and
exhaled into Scott's smiling face. "Why aren't

you nervous?"

"Okay," Scott said, placing a hand on Hank's
thigh. "Breathe." Scott showed him how. "Your
tie is perfect. Your pants are perfect. Your
breath is perfect. And you are perfect. Stop

worrying."
"What if she doesn't like us?"
"You can worry about that. I'm adorable.”

Hank was surprised by his own laughter. "Yes,
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you are." He patted Scott's hand and leaned
back in the chair. "I'm sorry I'm so nervous.
It's just that when we were just talking about
it, it didn't seem real in a way. But now that
we're here... What if I say something stupid?”

"You mean 'when', right?"
n Huh ? 11}
"If you don't relax, I'm divorcing you."

Hank heard the door open and looked up to see
a petite brunette coming toward them. She
extended her hand as she approached. "Mr.
Ballam? Mr. Alan?"

"Yes," Hank said, standing up and taking her
hand. "I'm me. I mean, Mr. Ballam. Henry.

Hank, actually."

"My name is Kelly Langner. Please call me
Kelly." She turned to Scott, who was standing
by then. "And you must be Mr. Alan?"

"Yes. Please call me Scott."

"Please come this way and we'll discuss why
you've come here today."

Hank put a hand at the small of Scott's back,
nudging him ahead. "I have the completed forms
that the website told us we should have filled
out, including the medical reports for the both
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of us."

Kelly turned when she reached the door to her
office and took the forms with a smile.
"Please, make yourselves comfortable. Would you
like coffee or tea or some water?"

"None for me, thank you," Scott said.

Hank wasn't sure if this was a test or not.
His mouth had suddenly become very dry and he
wouldn't mind some water. "Umm, could I have a
glass of water, please?”

"Certainly," Kelly said as he made her way
over to a credenza and filled a tall glass
before placing it in front of Hank. "Okay," she
said, taking her seat. "So, you're interested

in adopting a child?"

"Or several," Hank said, reaching out for the
glass. He hadn't realized he was shaking until
he lifted the glass and almost spilled its

contents. "Sorry," he said before he noticed
that neither Kelly nor Scott was looking at him.

"I'm a little nervous."

"That's perfectly understandable, but I'll try
to make the process as painless as possible."
Before Kelly looked at the forms, she folded her
hands over them and regarded each of them in
turn. "So, why are you looking to adopt a
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child?" ©She looked at Hank and offered a
sincere smile. "Or several?"

"I've wanted children for as long as I can

remember," Hank said, realizing that that wasn't
quite the truth. "And especially since meeting
Scott and coming to realize how much I want a
family." Hank looked over at his husband when

Scott offered a smile.

"I wasn't really sure I wanted children, to
tell you the truth," Scott said. Hank felt like
his stomach was somewhere up in his throat.

"But my brother remarried several years ago and
I have a bright and handsome nephew named
Matthew and a beautiful little niece named
Ellie."

"He's really good with them," Hank said,
wondering if it was already too late. "Really,

really good."

Kelly just smiled and nodded. "Those are as
good as any reasons I've ever heard. And you
feel you're both in a place, financially and
emotionally, to accept all of the
responsibilities of raising a child, or
children?”

Hank nodded, dislodging a forelock of hair.
He cursed not using enough gel this morning and
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pushed it behind his ear. "Scott has no debt to
speak of, but I have another year or two to pay
off a loan I took out to purchase a percentage
of the business I now own with Scott's brother,
Brian." He noticed Kelly look down at the forms
and thought he'd said the wrong thing. "But
I've already paid off more than three quarters
of the loan, so that shouldn't be a problem."

"Oh my," Kelly said as she scanned the

application form. "No, I don't think we need to
worry about finances. Congratulations," she
offered, looking up at Scott. "And you're a
composer?"

"Award-winning," Hank added.

"More like songwriter, really," Scott said.
He shifted in his seat, leaning a little closer
to Hank.

"I should be honest and tell you that I had
But For You played for the father-daughter dance
at my wedding. It's always been one of my
favorites."

"That's very kind of you to say."

"And Hank, you work in the logging industry?"

"Yes, uh, yes," Hank said, rubbing his palms

across his thighs. "But I don't do much actual
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cutting anymore since I moved into management.”

Kelly smiled and put down the application that
she was holding. "I apologize if I'm
overstepping here, but there's absolutely no
reason for you to be worried, Hank. In fact, at
this point, I'd say that you're excellent
candidates."”

Hank's shoulders dropped a couple of inches
and he exhaled, loudly. "Okay. Sorry. You
just said something about not needing to worry
about finances and I figured that there was
something else we needed to worry about. That's
all."”

"Well," Kelly said, putting aside the adoption
application and picking up the questionnaire.
"There is just one thing." She held up the
questionnaire and turned it so both Hank and
Scott could see it. "You didn't really
understand this form, did you?"

Scott said 'no' just as Hank asked why she
would ask such a question.

Kelly offered a muted laugh and put the form
back down on her desk. "That particular form is
to determine your experience and comfort level
with special needs children. You've checked
almost every box, which would mean you've had
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experience with just about every type of special
needs child in our system."

"Oh," Hank said and looked over at Scott. "I
guess we thought it was to indicate if we'd be
willing to adopt any children with those needs.”

"Not to worry," Kelly said, reaching to her
left to retrieve a new form. "We'll chat some
more and see if you do have any experience with

these special needs."

"So, if we don't have any experience, does
that mean some of these children may never find

a home?"

"Not at all, but before we place a special
needs child, we want to make sure that the
necessary supports are in place. For the child
and the parents.”

Hank thought of Jens, with his ADHD, and his
three siblings. Hank wanted to tell her, to
explain to her that he was willing to study and
learn about ADHD so he could help Jens, but he
figured he'd already made too big of a fool out
of himself.

"We're in the middle of buying a new house, as
well. A bigger house, that is. Just in case
we 're approved." Hank finished the glass of
water and thought of asking for another, but
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didn't.
Kelly smiled at him. Hank figured she was
trying to be reassuring, but all he could see

was patience and uncertainty. He slumped in the
chair and wondered if Kelly was a poker player.

*kkkkk*

Hank was sitting out on the deck, beer in
hand, feeling sorry for himself when Scott came
out to join him. He felt as if he'd let Scott
down at the meeting that morning. He'd thought
he'd prepared himself, given himself enough of a
pep talk so that he could handle whatever was
thrown at him. Instead, he'd gone in an ideal
candidate and opened his mouth and now, who knew
what Kelly actually thought of him.

Scott sat down on the chair beside him and
held out his hand. Hank took it without
hesitating.

"Forgive me?"

Scott laughed and squeezed Hank's hand. "For
what?"

"For embarrassing you."
"And how did you do that?"

"You mean besides speaking?"
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Scott raised himself up so he could pull his
chair closer to Hank's. He sat back down and
sighed. "Do you remember when we first met?"

"Best day of my life.”

"Do you remember what you said to me when I
told you I was gay and that I wouldn't be
offended if you wanted to cancel the camping
trip?"

"Told you I'd already figured that out before
I invited you to go camping."

"Well, I have a confession to make." Scott
brought Hank's hand up to his lips and kissed
it. "Somewhere deep down inside, I was hoping
that you would cancel."

n Why ? n

"Because it took me all of two days being
around you to fall head over heels in love with
you. From the first moment I saw your sad,
scared face in that hospital corridor, I knew my
life would never be the same. And if you did
turn out to be irreparably straight, I didn't
know how I was ever going to get over you."

Hank felt better, knowing what Scott was
trying to say. He kissed Scott's hand and
furrowed his brow as he looked into his
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husband's eyes. "So, you're saying I should
confuse Kelly by sleeping with her like I did
you?"

"You're a good man, Hank. An honest, decent,
hard-working man. I love you. Brian and Kari
love you. Matthew and Ellie adore their Uncle
Hank. Kelly and her colleagues would be
absolute idiots not to recognize what we've all
seen."

"Maybe I'm more nervous about this than I
thought. I mean, maybe I'm not ready yet."

"Please," Scott snorted, pushing himself to
his feet and pulling Hank along. "We both know
that's not true. Quit trying to read more into

this than you just being nervous."

n But—— n

"Listen to me," Scott said, pulling Hank back
into the living room. "I made you wait this
long. You've always wanted this, right? So,
maybe this is all my fault for making you wait
so long that when the day finally came, you were

stunned into cognitive chaos."
"Is that even a thing?"
"Beats me, but it sounded good."

Hank smiled and put an arm over Scott's
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shoulders. "Thank you, Scrappy."
"Do you feel better?”

"Absolutely."”

"Good, 'cause it's your turn to do laundry.'

Scott moved away fast enough that Hank
couldn't keep him close and kiss him into doing
the laundry, again.

*kkkkk*

"Check your phone," Hank said, craning his

neck to check b