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“WHAT DID you say?” Adalia adjusted her son, her gorgeous little Isaac, on her breast and stared at Dr. Matheson as if he’d grown an extra head.

Trent’s hand gripped her shoulder, fingernails digging into the flesh. She glanced up at him but he didn’t meet her gaze... he was slack-jawed, cheeks pale.

Dr. Matheson heaved a sigh and Adalia shifted her focus back to him, holding Isaac close, appreciating the smell of his tan skin and the gentle suckling noises he made as he fed.

“I’m afraid that your son is ill.” Matheson cleared his throat. “Please, Mr. Dawson, take a seat.”

Trent seemed resistant to the idea – his grip on her shoulder trembled for a few seconds – but he sank to the chair beside her bed, slipping his hand down to rest on her forearm.

“He’s ill...” Adalia repeated, stroking a finger over Isaac’s forehead. “He can’t be ill. He’s perfect.”

“This is going to be difficult for you to hear, Mrs. Dawson. Perhaps one of the nurses can take Isaac for a rest while we discuss it.”

A nurse bustled through the doors at the end of the ward on cue, smiling with a pity smile. Trent went rigid beside her bed and shuddered again. “You will not touch my son,” he growled at her.

“Trent,” Adalia whispered. “Relax. Let’s hear what the doctor has to say.” She had to remain calm for her son’s sake. She wouldn’t risk upsetting him, even though her insides were knotted with anxiety.

Dr. Matheson worked his jaw, trying to articulate but failing. The nurse stayed by the door, gaze darkening thanks to Trent’s snappy comment. She folded her arms and looked to Matheson for guidance, as if he could override the father’s wishes. Stupid bitch.

“Spit it out,” Trent said.

Matheson jerked and readjusted his white coat. “Isaac has an abnormally high white blood cell count. Conversely, his red blood cell count is low. We need to perform a biopsy to ascertain exactly what these results mean.”

“What are the possibilities?” Adalia asked, arms pulling her son closer still. He suckled and smacked his lips, then popped off her breast, falling fast asleep. She covered her chest absentmindedly.

“Cancer. Leukemia specifically.” Matheson showed them his palms at the exact moment Trent leapt to his feet. “But we need to do the tests first.”

“What else could it be? What else?”

“An autoimmune deficiency, but that’s highly unlikely. He doesn’t have any rashes and hasn’t had seizures.” Matheson flipped the file open to study the paperwork again, but it was obviously his method of avoiding their shocked gazes.

Panic gathered in the center of Adalia’s chest, a leaden ball which threatened to drop through her and drag tears down her cheeks. She welled up and used one hand to dab beneath her eyes. She didn’t want to cry with Matheson and the nurse in the room.

“So you’re telling us it can only be leukemia.”

“It’s the most likely outcome,” Matheson conceded. “I’m sure you understand this is a serious prognosis and should it be confirmed, we’ll have to deal with it accordingly.”

“What are our options?” Adalia asked, swallowing to stop the tears. She swallowed and swallowed but the lump in her throat wouldn’t go away. She looked at Trent. His face was lined with anger, his go-to reaction when he couldn’t deal.

“I’d much rather discuss that after we have confirmed the prognosis.”

“You’ll tell us now,” Trent commanded. “You will tell us right now, Dr. Matheson, otherwise you will kindly explain why you brought this up prior to ascertaining whether Isaac has leukemia or not.”

“Calm down,” Adalia murmured. Tears spilled from her eyes. “Just calm down.”

Matheson stared at them, opening and closing his mouth again. “Should he have leukemia, there are several treatment options, each with their own advantages and disadvantages. The standard treatment has a success rate of 70-90%, but the side effects can be severe. There’s also a new therapy which could successfully cure Isaac.”

“What is it?” Adalia asked immediately, trying but failing to rid herself of the tears. “We’ll do anything.”

“We managed to preserve some of Isaac’s stem cells, found in the umbilical cord. Simply put, the new treatment involves an injection of these stem cells into Isaac’s bone marrow.”

“Then let’s do that. We’ll do that,” Trent said, settling back as if the matter was dealt with. Her husband was all bravado and self-belief, but the fear coursed behind his façade. If it wasn’t anger protecting him, it was the business-like confidence.

Little Isaac mewled once and went back to sleep, sucking on thin air with his curved lips parted. Her precious baby. She couldn’t let anything happen to him. She would rather die. She would trade her life for his in a heartbeat.

“It’s an exceptionally expensive treatment on the frontier of cancer research, Mr. Dawson.” Matheson delivered the blow in a lowered voice, a croaking whisper which the sullen nurse wouldn’t be able to overhear.

“And so? I’m a billionaire. I think we’ll be okay.” Trent tried to reassure the others but his shoulders had dropped. Space Inc. had taken a hit because of the shuttle explosion, hopefully not too big of a hit. Trent had invested more than just his time in getting that craft into the air.

“Do I have your permission to proceed with the test?”

“Will it be painful for him?” Adalia clutched the baby to her chest again, shifting him so that he was vertical with his head resting below her collar bone.

“There will be a certain level of pain involved.”

The nurse stepped forward from her spot beside the door and Adalia gripped Isaac tighter. She gave the woman a warning look, gritting her teeth.

“Please, Mrs. Dawson, this is the only way to know for sure.” Matheson gave her a warm smile, encouraging, but it didn’t make a damn difference to her. She didn’t want to give her baby up to anyone, least of all the nurse with the eager stare.

“Adalia,” Trent said, rising beside her. “Give Isaac to me.” He took the baby from her carefully, holding him like precious cargo, and walked over to the nurse.

The nurse took Isaac and he woke in her arms. He kicked his little legs, waved his fists in the air, struggling to be free of his receiving blanket. Isaac cried, two sharp wails which turned into a full-blown bawl.

“Give him back,” Adalia said, the tears coming again, racking her body. She sobbed, watching helplessly as the nurse took her screaming son and walked out of the room. “I need him close to me. Bring back my baby!”

Trent rushed to her side and wrapped his arms around, resting his head on her shoulder. “It’s okay, honey, it’s going to be okay. We’ll make him better.”

“I’ll leave you two alone,” Dr. Matheson said. “I’m so sorry, Mr. and Mrs. Dawson.” He tipped his head and walked for the door with short steps.

Trent rocked Adalia backwards and forwards, soothing her with subtle coos and words. “We have the money to make this happen. Isaac is going to be okay.”

How could he possibly know that?

Adalia couldn’t speak. She couldn’t think. All she could process was Isaac’s distant cries which rang in her ears, driving her deeper and deeper into despair.
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Trent left the room after Adalia had finally fallen asleep that night. She was exhausted after childbirth and the weight of the news Matheson had delivered. He strode down the hall, looking for the ‘good’ doctor with rage burning in his gut.

He refused to envision a future without his precious family. Losing his son was out of the damn question, not only because he loved the boy with every fiber of his being, but because losing Isaac would surely mean losing Adalia as well.

Trent snatched at an orderly and drew the young man close. “Where’s Dr. Matheson?”

The man stammered, eyes wide. “I –”

“There’s no need to accost hospital staff, Mr. Dawson, I’m right here.” Matheson stepped out of an adjacent hallway, carrying a cup of coffee from the cafeteria. “I was about to come and speak with you and Mrs. Dawson.”

“My wife is sleeping. I don’t want her disturbed, understand?” Trent put his arms behind his back and cupped one hand in the other, playing with his wedding ring. Life had seemed simpler then, when they’d been on their honeymoon and had found out about the pregnancy. Anything was simpler than a sick child.

“I understand.”

“What’s going on with Isaac?”

“Isaac is in the incubator at the moment, but we’ve drawn a sample of bone marrow for the biopsy. The nurse will return him to Adalia in about a half hour.” Matheson sipped his coffee and wet his lips.

“That’s all you can tell me? What’s the worst case scenario?”

“We haven’t gotten the results back yet.”

Trent turned his back on the doctor to walk off. He had to see his son, even if it was through a glass window. Two glass windows.

“Mr. Dawson,” Matheson called after him.

He paused and looked back over his shoulder. “What is it?”

“It will still take some time to make an accurate diagnosis. The only thing that is clear is that there is something wrong. Since you insist, I won’t lie to you. The worst case scenario is that this is leukemia. If it helps to figure things out ahead of time, then you need to prepare for that. Do you understand?” The doctor’s voice was gravelly with intent. “Are you prepared to do what it takes to save your son if it comes to that? It’s going to be difficult.”

Trent strode back up to Matheson and poked him in the chest, once, hard. “You’d better understand that he’s my son and I will move mountains to save him. I would tear this hospital down brick by brick if it meant he could have a better life.” Trent shook, blinded by red hot tears.

He strode off before the doctor could speak again, winding through the halls until he reached the room where Isaac lay, enshrouded in glass, tubes and light. His son. This was all his fault. If he’d treated Adalia better during her pregnancy, made her happier instead of filling her with fear then maybe...

No. He wouldn’t do this to himself. He had to remain strong for his family.

Trent watched his son breath in and out, open his mouth and suckle on thin air. After a few moments, he turned and walked out of the room. He brought out his phone and dialed the number which usually called him.

Three rings and finally he picked up. “Do you have any idea what time it is, Mr. Dawson?” Paxton’s voice crackled on the other end of the line.

“My son is ill,” Trent said then jammed his mouth closed.

“I’m sorry to hear that, sir.” Paxton shifted the phone, scraping it against fabric. “How can I help you?” He sounded genuinely concerned, to his credit, which was the opposite of what Trent had expected.

“I’m going to need access to a lot of money soon. Millions.”

“I, uh, I was going to call you tomorrow, sir,” Paxton said, and cleared his throat twice. “I’m afraid millions won’t be possible.”

“You’re my financial lawyer. You know exactly what’s going on in my bank. I have millions. Millions will be possible. I’m just giving you a heads up.” Trent licked his lips and ignored the stares of nurses and passing doctors.

“Sir, you sank a lot of money into getting the flight off the ground. A lot of your personal assets and the money from investors, if you recall.”

“Yes, I’m aware of that.”

“And the deaths of those astronauts –”

“Wait, what?” Trent blinked and turned, slamming his back against the wall out of frustration. “What are you talking about?”

“The astronauts on board the spacecraft, sir. They died in the explosion?”

“Are you mad? That was an unmanned flight.” Trent actually laughed. “You’ve got your facts wrong.”

“Mr. Dawson, there were three astronauts on that flight. They died yesterday. You had to have known that, they signed indemnity forms with Space Inc.” Paxton’s confusion travelled down the line.

“Michelle handles the documentation.” And Michelle had told him they’d gone with an unmanned flight. She’d dealt with everything peripheral to the finances and drumming up the investors for the IPO.

A bucket of ice dropped into his belly. The IPO. It was the reason they had to launch the shuttle when they did. That and the fact that their closest competitor, Black Star Interstellar, was right behind their heels with a planned launch of their own.

“I’m sorry, sir, but the investors have lost confidence in Space Inc. Most have pulled out, including Mr. Montgomery, and nobody wants to touch the company. No one’s bought any shares.” Paxton word-vomited that out in a long stream.

Trent’s stomach clenched. “This can’t be happening,” he said, out loud. This was the second time he’d thought that in the span of a
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