
Having been raised in Chicago for a good portion of my formative years, I can see the experience left me with two 
lifelong convictions; a fanatic, overwhelming love for the Cubs and an intense, soul deep hatred for snow. That’s 
why I loved Los Angeles. There was a significant lack of snow, and I could still catch a Cubs game on television. 
 
It’s also where I met and then married the love of my life, Kim Jae-Min. 
 
I married him despite knowing he didn’t share my love of the Cubs, mostly because he wasn’t into baseball, but he 
did agree with me that snow was highly overrated. Those are small things in the scheme of life but when falling in 
love, it’s often the unexpected similarities between two people that make a marriage go smoothly. 
 
Unfortunately for Jae, we had one significant wrinkle in our relationship. He didn’t like people to shoot at me, and I 
couldn’t seem to avoid it. Despite this minor setback, he still loved me and was always there waiting for me when I 
got home with a first aid kit in one hand and an I-told-you-so on the tip of his tongue. 
 
So when most young, vibrant newlywed couples were spending their Saturday nights in expensive restaurants or at 
a club, I was sitting bare-chested on the apothecary chest we used for coffee table while Jae used a pair of long 
nosed tweezers to pick glass nodules out of my already screwed up shoulder. 
 
“I believe the two of you got into a gunfight with a pair of nuns,” Jae growled at me. I’d like to say the glass was 
difficult for him to find and that’s why he was twisting the tweezers deep into my flesh, but I could have been wrong. 
“Ichi, how could you let this happen? If it was Bobby, I’d understand but you?” 
 
“Hey, I went to Catholic school,” Bobby protested from his sprawl across one of the recliners on the far side of the 
couch. “I know better than to get into it with nuns. They’ll fuck your shit up.” 
 
Despite being an only child for most of his life and only discovering he had two older siblings a few years ago, my 
half brother Ichiro was a master at throwing me under the bus. He continued that this trend by smiling innocently 
and limping across the living room of our old two-story Craftsman house, murmuring as he walked, “I told him not to 
do it. But you know how he is. I couldn’t just leave him there.” 
 
He didn’t have that fucking limp when we were running for our lives towards my Rover and he sure as hell was fine 
when he burst out of the pub’s front door to help me up off the sidewalk after Brunhilda the Great and Terrible 
picked me up and threw me through the front window. I didn’t realize the Catholic Church was recruiting from the 
German women’s shot put team but I seemed to have found their star player. 
 
Just in time for Christmas. 
 
I don’t know if getting attacked by two Brides of Jesus Christ automatically put me into the naughty list and I could 
expect a stocking full of coal tomorrow morning, but I’d say yes. Another dig into an old scar nearly had me crawling 
up the walls to the ceiling but I held firm, gripping the edge of the chest and willing myself not to cry. There’s 
nothing more humiliating than crying in front of your dog and since Neko was sitting a few feet away, I didn’t want to 
give the cat the satisfaction of hearing me whimper. 
 
“Come here,” Bobby said to my younger brother, patting his thigh. “Santa’s got a lap you can sit on.” 
 
“Okay, that just went someplace weird I didn’t want to go,” I said through clenched teeth. “It’s bad enough that you 
married him, can’t I just go on pretending he’s still a virgin on a very long sleep over?” 
 
“I’ve got videos that could prove you wrong on that, Princess,” Bobby sneered, helping Ichi ease down onto his lap 
with a strong guiding hand along my brother’s back. “I can email them to you when I get home.” 
 
“We do not have any videos,” Ichiro corrected him with a sharp voice. “And we’re not making any.” 
 
“I just like seen him squirm,” my alleged best friend laughed. “You’ve got to remember, babe, I’ve been jerking 
Cole’s chain long before you met him. It’s one of my favorite hobbies.” 
 



“Well I can tell you this isn’t one of mine,” Jae muttered, coming up with another piece of glass. “We’re all supposed 
to go over to Mike and Maddy’s tomorrow, remember? And I still haven’t picked up the ham I ordered.” 
 
“We can go do that for you.” Ichi volunteered, probably wanting to score more brownie points with Jae, firmly 
putting me on my husband’s bad side. “I already grabbed the pies this morning, so Bobby and I can pick up the 
ham.” 
 
“We can grab some pizza and beer on the way back,” Bobby offered. “That way we can take care of dinner tonight 
and then we’ll go home so Cole’s got room on the couch to sleep.” 
 
They were gone before I could protest them leaving me with my interrogator and that the jaunty wave Bobby gave 
me as he closed the front door didn’t help. I don’t know where Jae got our medical supplies from but from the 
burning sting covering my shoulder and back as he swabbed away specks of blood and grit told me he probably 
shopped at one of the outer circles of hell. 
 
“You’re getting too old for this, McGinnis,” Jae murmured, taking time off from scolding the skin from my flesh to 
stroke his thumb over my lower lip. “When are you ever going to learn to stop jousting windmills?” 
 
This was our first Christmas together as husbands, but we’d had a few holidays under our belts. For some reason, 
it felt different. The tree was in the same spot as it had been the year before and our decorations were still a 
mixture of classic and kitsch, a sparkling array of beautiful Italian spun glass orbs scattered about to keep my 
Firefly ornaments company. We had a disagreement about lights when we first got together. I liked old-fashioned 
colored bulbous things and Jae preferred twinkling white fairy lights. 
 
So we compromised and got twinkling white fairy lights. 
 
Love is often about compromise and considering I tended to live my life on the edge of disaster, I gave in a lot. 
Truthfully, a lot of those things didn’t really matter, and they were important to Jae. This was the first place he called 
home. I was and forever will be the only man he will ever love. The color of lights on our Christmas tree were only 
important because they made him smile and nothing made a kiss taste better than Jae’s smile. 
 
“Saranghae-yo, agi,” I murmured into his ear, pulling him close. 
 
“Korean people overhear you calling me that and they think you’re crazy,” he said, letting himself get wrapped up in 
my arms. “I love you too.” 
 
“This is the best Christmas ever,” I said, nibbling on his lower lip. 
 
“You said that last year,” Jae reminded me, laughing when I ran my tongue along his teeth, tickling him. 
 
“And every year it gets better,” I replied, tightening my arms around his waist. “I can’t wait to see what life brings us 
and I can’t wait to live it with you.” 
 
“You’re not to be living very long if you keep getting yourself thrown out of pub windows,” my husband scolded me, 
reaching up to tug at the end of my nose. “Please try to live long enough to help me take down the lights the 
outside of the house.” 
 
“I’ll do better than that, baby.” I lowered my mouth down onto his, ready to kiss him senseless to thank him for 
patching me up once again. “I’ll promise to live forever if you promise to be here for me to come home to.” 
 
 
 
 


